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Chapter One

	 

	The universe is a pretty strange place. No matter where I go, there are always people living miserable lives that they hate. What’s the point of that? Why live in a way that doesn’t make you happy?

	Well, I guess that there have been some pretty fair reasons for it.

	“I have to pay my bills or else I won’t be able to support my family.”

	“Because I don’t know what else to do with my life.”

	“I don’t even want to be alive, but I’m all that my parents have left.”

	“I made some bad choices and no matter what I try to get out of this hole, it feels like it just keeps getting deeper.”

	It was pretty ignorant of me to assume that all those problems would be strictly human problems. But, out of everywhere I’ve visited… the same problems always exist. Whether they’re humans, blorgians, crystels, or the countless other races I’ve come across, that negativity persists across all of them.

	And sometimes, the problems are completely impossible for any one person to resolve.

	“The climate is going to shit. Why should I be happy? The world as we know it is dying.”

	“Who could be happy in a country where everything is run by corrupt assholes who don’t care about the people?”

	“I’m persecuted just for being born the way that I was. People see what I am and decide before even hearing one word from me that they hate me.”

	Honestly… after meeting so many people, I can’t really blame them. Even with my powers, it’s hard to imagine being happy in their situations. There’s only so much that looking at the bright side of things can accomplish.

	And that’s why things have to change.

	And that is why I’ve been doing exactly that! Going around changing things!

	I wonder if Mom and Dad are proud of me. Well, they probably don’t even know everything that’s changed yet.

	But for now, it’s time for a break. That’s why I’m here in this little tentacle-themed restaurant inside of the orbital station that we docked in.

	“Here you are,” the voice in front of me says.

	“Oh! Thanks.” Sitting on the counter in front of me is none other than the drink that I ordered. I have no idea how to pronounce it, but it had a pretty blue picture on the menu. But… the straw for it… looks like a hollowed tentacle. The tentacle theme has been cute and all, but it looks like a tentacle from a living thing. It’d be weird to drink something through that. “Um… what’s this straw?”

	The person behind the counter, a large, purple “alien” as humans would probably call him, made mostly out of tentacles, proudly lifts his tentacles up in front of me to show them off. “They’re my sustainable tentacle straws, of course,” he says, his voice coming from somewhere behind his mass of tentacles. “They regrow daily, so I sever them while they’re still small and hollow them out to use as straws. Much better for the environment this way.”

	“Are… umm… I—I don’t mean to be insensitive, but… are you serious?”

	“Of course not. Hah! Sorry, I always like to joke with new guests about it. Don’t worry, it’s made of,” he says a word I can’t understand, “and is only designed to look this way to fit the tentacle theme for my station restaurant here.”

	I let out a sigh of relief. “Okay. I—I don’t know how I would have felt about a dead tentacle straw.”

	“Anyways, what brings you and your partner out this way?”

	“We’re on a mission to spread love! Well, I am. I’m dragging her with me.”

	“Dragging her, eh?”

	I take a sip of my drink and nod, and I almost don’t want to stop drinking it from how good it tastes! But it would be rude to not answer his curiosity. “Yep! I met her back on Earth.”

	“Earth? Never heard of it.”

	“Oh, it’s in another galaxy.”

	“Another… another galaxy?”

	“Yep! Oh, right. I keep forgetting people never believe that. I can prove it to you want. Is it alright if I give you some memories?”

	It’s hard to read the expressions of somebody who looks like they’re just a bunch of tentacles, but he’s not the first person I’ve met like this, so I’ve gotten used to it. And it’s because of that I can tell just how confused he looks. He looks like he’s staring straight at a crazy person, and I can’t really blame him for that. But! He’s adventurous enough to say, “Sure?” He probably doesn’t think it’s possible.

	So, I snap my fingers and share with him my memories of Earth and traveling between a bunch of different galaxies.

	He wiggles his way backwards and asks me, “What—what are you? Are you some kind of dragon? Only—only the dragons should be able to travel across the universe like that.”

	“Hmm… I guess I’m half dragon?”

	“Half?! But that isn’t possible! A dragon would never mate with another species, and—that wouldn’t even be possible if they wanted to!”

	“Heh. My dad doesn’t care about what is or isn’t possible. Anyways, to answer your question from before, she—Mari, didn’t believe anything I told her even after sharing some memories with her, so I decided to prove it by dragging her across the universe with—”

	“Oi,” Mari calls out, her hand over her stomach now that she’s out from the bathroom. She might be the reason why we had to stop her due to her stomach, but she still looks cool like always. I don’t really get how she manages to always look so good without any magic. Even with magic, it always feels like it takes so much work to look this cute, yet she’s cute just by existing! Oh, I better be careful. If I keep thinking about how cute she is, I’m going to end up calling her cute and then she’ll get angry. After all, she’s “cool” and “badass,” not “cute.”

	She’s totally cute, though.

	“Ah! Mari! How are you feeling?” I call out to her.

	“Like shit,” Mari answers, flipping some of her black hair back. “I shouldn’t have trusted that burrito at the last station we visited.”

	“I could just snap the bad stuff away, you know.”

	Mari, from behind her bangs, glares at me. “Keep your weird space magic away from my body. Being able to breathe in space is already too weird for me.”

	Gosh, she’s so stubborn. “Anyways, I was telling the owner about how I’m dragging you with me because you didn’t believe anything.”

	Mari sighs and sits down next to me, waving a hand in dismissal. “Yeah, yeah. I’m still not convinced this isn’t all some sort of crazy delusion I’m having.”

	The tentacle man raises one of his tentacles and says, “I can assure you that I’m real.”

	“You’re a giant, walking pile of tentacles. You look like a cartoon alien from Earth. How am I supposed to trust my mind that you exist?”

	“Mari!” I shout. “You can’t be rude like that! We’re supposed to spread love, not hate!”

	“That’s all you. I’m just here because I have nothing better to be doing.”

	“Geez… you’re so tsundere.”

	“Would you quit calling me those weird terms?”

	“I’ll stop calling you tsundere when you stop acting tsundere.”

	“I’m not whatever that word is!”

	I narrow my eyes at her. “Who was it that jumped in front of me when that giant spiky wolf thing wanted to kill and eat me?”

	“Shu-shut up! I only protected you because I don’t want to be stranded in some other galaxy with no way home!”

	“But it shouldn’t matter if this is all a delusion and not real.”

	“But—but on the off chance that it is real, I don’t want to be screwed!”

	I sigh and bow to the tentacle man. “I’m sorry for her. She’s really a good girl, I promise. She’s just a bit rough on the outside. Here, let me prove it. Can I share some more memories?”

	“S-sure,” he says.

	So, I snap my fingers and give him some more memories, and I’m too quick and get it done before Mari shouts out, “Wait! What are you going to show him?!”

	The tentacle guy turns his attention to Mari and raises some of his tentacles in front of where his face probably is, even letting out a little giggle. “Oh my. Talk about being cold on the outside and warm on the inside.”

	Mari’s cheeks turn an absolutely adorable shade of red as she grabs me by my shoulder, shaking me while I sip some more of my drink. “What did you show him?! Tell me, you god complex brat!”

	“Only if you ask nicely,” I answer.

	“I ain’t asking nicely!”

	“Then I guess you won’t know.”

	Her grip on my shoulder grows even tighter for a few seconds before she stops and says, “Pl-please… tell me what you showed him.”

	“Remember when we visited that planet with those fluffy space penguin things?”

	Mari freezes as soon as she hears that. That was all she needed to hear to know exactly what I showed him.

	I showed him the memory of when she couldn’t resist cuddling with a bunch of giant, fluffy, space penguins. Then I showed him some other memories of her being absolutely obsessed with fluffy things, even risking her life and going out of her way to protect fluffy things.

	She really, really loves the fluff.

	“Alright,” the tentacle guy says, “let’s not embarrass your partner too much there. So… you’re from a different galaxy, and you’re going around spreading love? How does that work? I apologize if I sound intrusive, but I can’t resist after hearing something like that. And it’s not like I have any other customers to tend to at the moment.”

	I could seriously finish this drink in one more go if I wanted to, but I decide to put it down so it can last longer still. “Oh, well, I’m going around learning what makes everybody unhappy, and then I change those things to make them not so unhappy. My mom and dad made me out of the power of love and happiness, so I want to go and spread that to everybody in the universe! It’s impossible for me to not want to make everybody happy given how much happiness and love I have within me. It’s not fair if I’m the only one who gets to feel this way.”

	“But… what about the dragons?”

	“The first thing I do for every galaxy I visit and put up a barrier that blocks their powers.”

	“You—you can do that?! But—they’re the most powerful beings in existence!”

	“Hehe, and the power of love is stronger.”

	Mari groans and says, “She’s not lying. Assuming that all of this is real and I’m not insane… this girl keeps going around shoving her nose into everybody’s business and then goes full benevolent dictator on entire galaxies. I was convinced Earth was done for, but this brat removed all the pollution from the air, cured everybody of their sicknesses, let people opt into being immortal, gave everybody the power to generate a personal shield that would protect them from anybody or anything who might try to harm them, made capitalism useless in an instant by basically giving everybody an infinite money hack and introducing the technology to print food and basic goods out of basically nothing… she made our culture jump forward a few hundred years overnight, replaced the world’s government with a bunch of hippies who she somehow confirmed were ‘corruption proof’ and ‘valued love and progress above all,’ and then left to do it to the next planet while dragging me with her. God—”

	“Yes?”

	“Not you! Stop—god damn it! Every single time I say god, you and your cheeky god complex pull that dad joke out!”

	I shoot a couple of finger guns at her before finally finishing my drink.

	“If… if you really are that powerful,” the tentacle guy says, “can you—I—I don’t even know if I have the right to ask this, but… my son. He has been under medical care for years after an accident. His mind has gone dormant and they fear he may never wake up. If… you are—”

	I snap my fingers.

	A smaller tentacle person about half the size of the station’s owner appears next to the owner, making him jump when he sees the new person standing next to him—or well, I guess I shouldn’t say the new person since he knows exactly who he is, and he is anything but new.

	“Da-dad?” the tentacle boy asks. “Where—where am I? How’d I get here?”

	Every single one of the tentacle guy’s tentacles begin to tremble and shake, slowly reaching out toward the boy. “Son? Is—is it really you? You’re awake?”

	“I’m awake? What do you mean? Was I sleeping or—”

	The father drops and wraps his tentacles around his son, tightly hugging his son against him as the tears began to flow. The poor son has no idea what’s going on, but he wraps his tentacles back around his dad in return.

	“I wonder what it’d be like to hug somebody with tentacles using tentacles and to get hugged back by tentacles,” I say.

	When I don’t get a response, I look at Mari and see her crying at the sight.

	I used to tease her about getting so emotional and crying… but then she always got defensive and stopped. I’d rather let her cry and express her emotions than interrupt her.

	But geez, she really is a crybaby at times like this.

	And I love that about her.

	Though… I’m kind of worried about what Dad will think about her. I’m sure Mom will accept her, and I know Dad will accept her too, but… I can totally see Mari and Dad butting heads sometimes.

	Well, them meeting depends entirely on whether or not Mari wants to stick around with me. There’s still a possibility that she’ll want to go back to Earth and stay there once this is all over. I can tell she’s developing the same feelings for me that I’ve grown for her, but there’s always a possibility that they won’t last, too.

	But whatever she chooses, I’ll respect her decision.

	“Thank you—thank you!” the tentacle dad says, shooting a couple of tentacles over the counter toward me to wrap around my back. “Thank you! I—I was afraid he would never wake up, but you’ve brought him to me!”

	No matter how many times I see others go through so much joy, I can’t help but to smile as wide as I can. “I told you, I’m on a mission to make everybody in the universe happy.”

	“You—you’re a true goddess! Is—is there anything I could do for you?! Please, tell me! Anything! If it’s within my power, I will do anything you ask!”

	“Hmm… alright. I’ve got a pretty important demand then.”

	“Tell me! What is it? How can I repay you?”

	“You can repay me by living a life full of happiness, cherishing your family, and spreading love wherever you may find yourself. If anybody ever has a bad day or looks down, I want you to try and cheer them up. And if you try everything but they’re still not happy, all you have to do is say, ‘Love is the power that destroys entropy,’ and I’ll come and help however I can. After all, I’m not just a goddess of love and happiness. I’m the goddess of destruction, with entropy being my only victim.”

	Mari is back to groaning and rolling her eyes.

	“I will!” the tentacle dad says. “I’ll live every day with as much love as possible!”

	“Perfect!” I give the bar a gentle smack and hop off my stool. “Anyways, we’re going to give you and your son some alone time. Thanks for the drink!”

	“Wa-wait! You’re leaving already?”

	“Got lots of places and people to see! Oh, and don’t worry, you’ll get a changelog of all the changes I make to this galaxy’s order of things once I’m done. But I can tell you that you won’t have to worry about money anymore no more than twenty-four hours from now.”

	Mari sighed and joined me as we walked toward the airlock that would lead us to the station’s parking hangar.

	“Wait!” the tentacle dad shouts once again.

	I blink a couple of times and turn to look at him. “Yeah?”

	“Your—your name. I don’t even know your name. Can you please tell me it?”

	“Oh, I never introduced myself. That’s rude of me. Sorry. Anyways, I’m Love-chan! You can leave off the ‘chan’ part, though. Most people just call me Love.”

	Mari says, “I’ll stick to calling you brat.”

	She might think she’s insulting me when she calls me a brat, but I just think it’s cute at this point.

	“Anyways, we’re gonna go now!” I say and give the two tentacle people a wave. “Don’t forget those words to summon me if there’s ever a happiness-related emergency. Oh, you can also summon me if it’s a good emergency, like for a birthday party! Actually, yeah, let’s meet again once it’s your son’s birthday!”

	With that, I grab Mari’s hand and walk out into the airlock. It’s kind of a sudden leave, but I know myself well enough to know that if I don’t force myself to leave then I’ll get stuck just wanting to talk for hours.

	Now, people would normally need a spacesuit to walk around in a space hangar, but that isn’t needed for us thanks to my powers.

	And sitting near the front of the hangar is our ship.

	Sure, I could travel across the universe by teleporting in an instant, but that’s boring. If I’m going to teleport at faster than the speed of light, then I’m going to do so while in a giant spaceship!

	Especially when that spaceship looks like a pink, heart-shaped UFO.

	“Hey, Mari,” I say, “I can feel that there’s a dragon administrator for this galaxy. He’s got a base near the core like the others.”

	“Tch.” Mari crosses her arms over her chest. “Another one of those annoying bastards, huh?”

	“Yeah…”

	“Well, it’s whatever. Just give me a temporary boost again. I’ll kick his ass for you.”

	“For somebody who acts like you hate magic and don’t care about me, you sure are willing to get enhanced to fight for me.”

	“Sh-shut up. I’m only doing it because you hate fighting. Besides, I saw you try to fight that first time. No matter how strong you are, it doesn’t matter if you don’t know how to put up a fight. S-so… just let me handle it.”

	“Hehe, alright. But maybe this one will actually listen to us and not try killing us?”

	“Every single one so far has tried killing you as soon as they realized what you are.”

	“You never know! Maybe this one will be different. At least one dragon out there other than my mom has to understand love.”

	Mari shrugs. “Don’t get your hopes up, brat.”

	“Too late. My hopes are always as high as possible for everybody and everything!”

	“Yeah! And that’s exactly why I have to keep saving you!”

	“Hehe, so tsun.”

	Mari grumbles and stomps off toward our ship, the Lovey Dovey.

	It’s already been a pretty long journey, and it’s nowhere near over yet.

	I wonder how Mom and Dad are doing. Probably less than a few hours have passed since I left them, but it’s been… a long time for me.

	Let me tell you, time gets weird and confusing once you have the power to instantly travel between galaxies.

	“Oi! You coming?!” Mari shouts at me.

	She must be excited about taking off. Flying our ship has become one of her favorite things, and she especially loves landing and taking off.

	Mari is so cute.

	Anyways, time to go spread more love!

	As for you, it might be a while before we see each other again. So, until then, please try your best to be happy and to spread happiness! Maybe go give somebody a hug? Or go find a cute dog or cat to pet? Or remind somebody close to you that you love them! Whatever you do, just try your best to be happy and to spread happiness! If you don’t, I’ll have to beat you up… with love, of course!

	But seriously, I’ll beat you up (with love).

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	“So, how are we going to do this, Drake?” Vala asked me while I sat in my new rocking chair that the beavers made for me, Clawdia and Mariet both resting their chins against my lap so that I could easily pet their heads.

	I also had my “BHHE” shirt on that Vala got for me, but I had no idea what that acronym meant and she didn’t want to tell me what it meant, either. She just told me to wear it, so I did. What was I supposed to do? Not wear a present from one of my wives? As if. “Doing what?” I asked her, continuing to pet Clawdia and Mariet. Clawdia happily purred against my lap while Mariet let out grumbling zombie noises, but in a purring way.

	“You know, the forest. What happened before you passed out.”

	“Why do we need to talk about it? We both already know what happened.”

	Vala narrowed her eyes at me. “It’s not for us, it’s for everybody else! You know, like… Clawdia!” Vala dramatically pointed a finger toward Clawdia, causing her to tilt her head.

	“Nyaa? I’m too comfy to listen to exposition,” Clawdia said before going back to purring.

	“Then—then Mariet!” Vala dramatically pointed a finger at Mariet.

	Mariet then mumbled out, “All… I want… is petting… and,” she turned to look toward my crotch, “Master’s—”

	“Shh!” Clawdia cut her off. “Listen, I’ve accepted you as a fellow maid so long as you acknowledge me as the superior maid, nya, and that’s why I’m going to help you out here. You can’t just admit to what you want. You’re supposed to play hard to get and be pouty and cute and never honest with yourself, because tsundere maids are the best maids.”

	Vala blinked a couple of times. “I thought you didn’t want her stealing your trope of being the maid? And now you want her to be both a maid and tsundere?”

	“I-it’s not like I want her to be a fellow tsundere maid or anything! I’m… I just feel obligated to look out for her because she’s another queen who had her castle blown up and because she understands how superior maid culture is! All I’m doing is helping her out a little, nya!”

	“But,” Mariet spoke up, “I… don’t want to hide… my feelings. I would… rather… faithfully serve… Master… and pleasure him… with every waking second… of my life. A maid… exists… to be used…”

	“You—you really are an advanced maid… your maid class might even be a higher level than mine, nya. B-but, if that’s what it means to be such a professional maid, then…” Clawdia turned her head to look up at me, being careful to make sure that my hand never left her head. “You—you can use me and my entire body whenever you want, however you want! It’s—it’s not like I want to be used by you or anything, but, it’s, nya, my duty as your maid! That’s right! I’m only doing it because I’m—”

	“You’re being too loud,” I said. “Shut up and go back to acting like a puppy getting her head petted.”

	Clawdia’s entire body trembled and a perverted smile took over her lips as she moaned and went back to her previous position.

	I told her that I would treat her like trash for encouragement in the last battle, and this was still part of that. Obviously, I didn’t think she needed to shut up… but she enjoyed me talking to her like that. So, I did my best to satisfy her.

	“Besides,” I continued, “you don’t need to tell me the obvious. I knew from the moment I saw you that your body belongs to me. You only exist to be my toy, so don’t explain the obvious to me.”

	Clawdia twitched and moaned to the point where Window would probably arrive to yell at me if I went into greater detail about just how much she was doing those two things. So, let’s just say that, with those words alone, Clawdia was satisfied.

	“Drake… you’re like a completely different man now,” Vala said. “Also, hot.”

	“Don’t say I’m like a different man just because I’m giving her some service,” I said.

	“Hehe. My little Drake is all grown up and—wait. It’s weird if I say that because of our age difference… I—I mean! I’m—I’m forever eighteen! That’s right! You’re older than me! So it’s okay if I say something like that because it’s obviously ironic due to you totally being older than me!”

	“Okay, granny.”

	All the color drained from Vala’s already pale skin as she took a step back. “I’m—I’m old enough to be in GILF territory…”

	“At least you look great for your age.”

	Vala was pretty easy to please seeing as how that was enough to redden her cheeks a bit, bringing out a smug smile on her face as she held a hand over her chest. “Of—of course! I’m the cutest dragon ever, after all! Be-besides… I can’t be a GILF until I’m a grandma, and I can’t be a grandma until Love-chan has a kid! Or Luca.”

	“I’m killing any boy who goes near them.”

	“Don’t be like that. Besides, how do you know they’ll be boys?”

	“I’m all for gender equality, so I’ll kill any girl who goes near them, too.”

	Vala sighed and said, “Such a tsundere dad. I can see it now. Someday, one of your daughters will bring their partner here, you’re going to be all tsundere and act like a threatening badass, and then get distracted by fluff and go into total baby mode surrounding yourself with fluff and ruining your badass threats.”

	“Probably, but still. I’ve always wanted to act like one of those overly protective macho dads who sits on a rocking chair with a shotgun while his daughter brings her partner over for the first time to meet me. Just let me act like that once and I’ll get it out of my system.”

	“Okay, deal. Anyways—”

	“Love-chan?” Delphi asked, appearing out of basically nowhere to hug Vala from behind. “Who’s that?”

	Vala looked like she couldn’t have been any happier. “Thank you, Delphi, for pressing your boobs against my back and for letting me use you as an excuse to do an exposition dump.”

	“Oh! I got an idea!”

	“What?”

	“Exposition soup! It’s soup where every time you eat some, you learn stuff!”

	“How—how would we even make something like that?”

	“The person who wants to do the exposition has to think about everything they want to talk about while making the soup to fill the soup with knowledge to share with everybody who eats it!”

	“But what if somebody eats one bite of exposition and somebody else gets another bite of exposition, and then they’re missing the other piece and get confused because somebody else already ate it?”

	“Ooh… that might be a problem. It’s like if one person gets all the carrots in their bowl and then another person gets all the potatoes!”

	“Right, right.” Vala nodded with each “right.”

	That was when I said, “Couldn’t you just make it so that no matter what you have in your spoon of soup, you get all the information?”

	Delphi looked shocked that I would even suggest such a thing. “No! That removes the conflict!”

	“Why does soup need conflict?”

	“Because conflict makes everything better! Even soup! There’s no risk or danger if you remove the conflict!”

	“I don’t want to be in danger when I eat soup!”

	“It makes the soup more meaningful!”

	“Soup doesn’t need meaning!”

	“Soup needs more meaning than anything else! Soup is representative of humanity’s hope and dreams! Soup is there for us when we’re starving, when we have random ingredients but not enough for specific recipes so we just throw them all into a pot together, whenever it’s freezing cold outside and we need something to warm us up, and even babies can make it! Soup is the ultimate soup!”

	“Naruhodo,” Vala said.

	“Naruhodo?” I asked.

	“It’s weeaboo for ‘I see.’ Look, this far into the series, anybody still reading this doesn’t get to complain about me being a weeb. Only a weeb would still be reading this. So, I’m going to start embracing my weeb side more.”

	“Well, if it makes you happy, but I’m probably going to be asking you what words mean more often if you start talking like that.”

	“It’s okay. That just means I get to be a cute, forever-eighteen waifu teaching my husbando about the cool slang us weeb kids use.”

	“Right. Anyways.”

	“Look, it hurts me when you go ‘right, anyways’ right after I be all cute.”

	“Right. Anyways.”

	“Gah! I’m on critically low health now… the only thing that can make me feel better is hugging my face against some boobs…”

	“On it, Master!” Delphi eagerly said, spinning Vala around, grabbing her by her head, and pulling her down right against her breasts. Vala’s face completely disappeared inside of Delphi’s cleavage.

	“That… looks nice,” Mariet said. “Master… I need… my face buried… against your crotch…”

	“Only burying,” I said. “No kissing, licking, or rubbing.”

	“Your terms… are acceptable.”

	So, with that, I detached Mariet’s head from her neck, spread my legs a little, and pressed her face against my crotch.

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“What?” I asked Window now that she arrived.

	
		
				You know exactly what the issue here is.

		

	

	 

	“No I don’t. Please, explain it to me.”

	
		
				YOU’RE RUBBING A GIRL’S FACE AGAINST YOUR CROTCH IN A WHOLESOME TOTALLY NEVER LEWD STORY

		

	

	 

	“And? If I can rub my face against boobs, and the rest of you can rub your face against boobs, then how is this any different?”

	
		
				IT’S TOTALLY DIFFERENT
wait.

		

	

	 

	“It’s about gender equality, Window!”

	
		
				oh no I’ve made things worse by bringing it up

		

	

	 

	“What does a woman’s chest have? Breasts. What does a man’s crotch have? Balls. Both are spherical objects that somebody likes to press against. In both cases, we’re clothed. Delphi is clothed but Vala is rubbing her face against her boobs. My crotch is completely covered up and Mariet is pressing her face against my balls. There is nothing but gender equality here. If anything, Delphi has cleavage showing, so she’s actually more exposed than me. Would it be alright if I showed off ball cleavage? Probably not. And why? Because of discrimination against men. If anything, if a man chooses to, men should be allowed to walk around with ball cleavage just like how women walk around with breast cleavage. That would be true gender equality.”

	
		
				this is such a bad take that i regret saying anything at all

		

	

	 

	“Anything that can be done with boobs for the sake of fanservice can also be done with balls. That’s a new law of the universe.”

	“I… approve,” Mariet mumbled, her voice muffled against my crotch.

	“He has a point,” Vala said. “It’s not fair if I can rub my face against Delphi’s boobs but Mariet can’t rub her face against his balls. Plus that totally implies like… value or importance. It’s like saying that his balls have more value or societal importance than Delphi’s boobs do, so it’s okay to do stuff to her but not him, and that’s messed up. Delphi’s boobs and Drake’s balls are equally important to society!”
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thats what i regret.
goodbye.

		

	

	 

	Window vanished, leaving Vala to rub her face against Delphi’s boobs while Mariet remained content with simply pressing against my crotch.

	“Anyways!” Vala said. “We got some lewd stuff in, so let’s switch back to the more serious stuff. Time for exposition! Actually, wait. There’s a better way we could do this instead of just be boring and talk about it.”

	“What?” I asked.

	“We’ll use the movie screen again! You know, like we did for Valkyria’s past!”

	“You know if you do that then everybody is going to see everything, right?”

	“Hmm?”

	“Are you forgetting what happened leading up to the stuff in the forest that you didn’t want to talk about before?”

	“O-oh… right… my hips are still kind of sore from that…”

	“So is my soul.”

	“W-well, umm, we can—we can skip that part! Maybe… maybe rewatch it sometime on our own… bu-but for now, we’ll skip that part! And I can edit some clothes or censor bars over us in post!”

	“Since when are you a movie editor?!”

	“All dragons are natural born movie editors, you know!”

	“No wonder they’re all greedy assholes.”

	“Hey, now that’s just stereotyping. Not all dragons are greedy!”

	“What about our entire relationship here?”

	“There—there are only a bunch of waifus because of you…”

	“Vala.”

	“A-and… because I like girls… a lot.”

	“Just admit you’re a greedy dragon who hoards women instead of gold.”

	Vala pouted, got behind Delphi, and wrapped her arms around Delphi to grope her breasts and lift them up as if to show them off. “How am I supposed to resist something like this?! Look at them! They’re great! How could anybody, dragon or human, not want to hoard all the boobs in the world?!”

	“You’re going to further Cami’s complex.”

	“I love small boobs, too. Even completely flat boobs. A true boobs appreciator loves all boobs whether they’re the flattest boobs in the world or the biggest boobs in the world and everything in-between.” Vala kept on bouncing Delphi’s breasts while talking to demonstrate her point, and I had to admit that she was doing a great job of that.

	“How’d we even get here again?”

	“Well, it all started with the beginning of the universe when nothingness became not-nothingness.”

	“Not that far back!”

	“Heh. Anyways, I’m gonna go ahead and do some quick movie editing to uh… cut out the lewd part and then put some censor bars or holy rays of light over us so that we don’t flash everybody while showing them what happened in the forest.”

	“Holy rays of light?”

	Vala sighed and shook her head. “We need to binge more anime together if you don’t understand that.”

	Vala walked off, not letting go of Delphi’s boobs which meant Delphi got dragged with her while wearing a confused expression on her face, leaving me alone with the still-trembling Clawdia and a drooling Mariet.

	I lifted Mariet’s head up and looked down, noticing that there was a puddle of drool where her mouth was.

	“Where does all that drool even come from?” I asked her.

	“Sorry,” Mariet said. “Can’t… help it. Smelled… even better… than brainssss…”

	“Why did you drag brains out like that? You never drag anything else out.”

	“It’s… a zombie’s duty… to drag out the word… braaaaiiiiiinnnnsssssss.”

	Rather than place Mariet back down against my crotch, I attached her head back to her neck and looked around.

	Valkyria and Eliza were off sitting under a tree together with Luca, and Eliza was teaching Valkyria how she could style Luca’s hair. It must have been the GILF in Eliza that made her love spending so much time with Luca, I assumed. Old people always loved being around kids if stereotypes were anything to go by. And since Eliza was officially one of my wives, that meant she was another one of Luca’s moms.

	Meanwhile, Honey and Chloe were in the former’s tower playing those games about boys loving boys together. Chloe was apparently into those sorts of games as well and loved discussing tropes and character types with Honey, and she was pretty good at predicting what certain characters were going to do based on their personalities. Honey also liked having somebody around who got just as emotional as her during those games’ more emotional segments.

	Lavi was off with the dogs from her upgraded tower roleplaying fighting each other, being as dramatic as always while talking about darkness and evil hordes of monsters and whatnot.

	Then there was Cami and Claire.

	Ever since Claire arrived and acquired the title of the woman around with the largest breasts, Cami… wouldn’t leave her alone. Even now, while Claire was helping some of Mariet’s citizens settle into their new houses in the new, haunted village we built for them after blowing up the castle, Cami was constantly spying on Claire. More specifically, Cami was constantly spying on Claire’s chest. It was as if she believed that by spying on Claire’s boobs, she would discover the secret to getting her own bigger boobs.

	I wasn’t sure how effective that plan would work, but I wasn’t going to crush her hopes.

	As for me? I was more than happy to just sit in my rocking chair that I placed down next to Postia. Postia needed some attention every now and then since she couldn’t move around on her own and was a living being. Though… earlier, she begged me for some letters to send, and I stuffed her full of as many letters as I could think of writing… and she’d been drooling even more than Clawdia and Mariet ever since I did that. It was like she was really savoring having all those letters inside of her rather than actually sending them, and that was over an hour ago. She’d been silent and drooling ever since then, only occasionally mumbling and twitching a bit.

	…

	Luca needed protected from all of the perverts around the place. Seriously, what got into them all? Everybody started acting way more perverted. I was the only one who wasn’t being some non-stop source of unending thirst.

	My wives needed to be taught to behave and not always be so horny.

	So, I returned my hands to the tops of Clawdia’s and Mariet’s head, making sure that my fingers touched against some of the bare skin on the back of their necks.

	Needless to say, my hands still had their power and caused them both to moan and tremble.

	Perverts, all of them. At least I was still pure and wholesome unlike everybody else.
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Chapter Three

	 

	Just like when we watched Valkyria’s memories, everybody gathered together in front of the movie theater screen with various snacks and drinks in preparation for the “show.”

	And this time, me and Vala were sitting next to each other. We were the stars, after all, so I got us one of those comfy, leather, movie theater chairs that could seat two people. It had a leg rest and everything built into it, and it was even capable of reclining for some extra comfort.

	While Vala held a bowl of popcorn on her lap and picked from it, I sat there with my arm wrapped around her. Everybody else just sat in singular chairs, not that any of them minded.

	We’d have to get a proper movie theater setup sometime where everybody could have their own luxury chair. Then again… maybe not too proper. It was nice getting to sit outside and watch movies in broad daylight without having to worry about natural lighting being an issue or anything. Then again, the superior solution would be to have a proper, indoors theater as well as this outdoors one. Both were nice at times, so why not get both?

	But that aside, once everybody was sitting down and ready, the memories me and Vala had from our time in the forest appeared on the screen.

	Vala was on the ground, panting, with white clouds covering up her chest and crotch to prevent anybody from seeing her nude figure. Most of us had already seen her naked before, but not everybody in attendance was in our relationship, plus there were children, AKA Luca. So, a child, but still.

	Vala being able to see herself that tuckered out on the ground was enough to make her current self’s cheeks redden a bit. More importantly, there was something that neither of us noticed at the time. Her abdomen had a sort of golden glow to it. She must have been too tired, and pleasured, to notice it back then… and I had a pretty good excuse for not noticing it myself since I was barely even able to stand.

	Part of me felt bad for leaving Vala on the ground like that, and I probably looked pretty bad since the screen only showed what happened rather than let everybody know how I felt, but I remembered how I felt.

	I felt like my soul was torn to shreds.

	My head was killing me, I felt like there were dozens of daggers stabbed into me across my body, and I couldn’t even see straight. I seriously felt like my body was being ripped apart from underneath my skin. It was painful enough that I couldn’t even be bothered to make any noises. All I could do was stand there in the absolute most excruciating pain I had ever felt in my entire life. I had no idea it was even possible for somebody to feel that much pain. It made accidentally hitting my balls a one out of ten on the pain scale, and even then, the pain I felt was more like a million out of ten.

	It shouldn’t have even been possible for somebody to feel that much pain without passing out from shock or trauma or something, but it was, and I felt it. So while I might have looked like the bad guy by just standing there while leaving Vala naked on the ground by herself, she was the one happy and satisfied while I felt like I was about to die at any second.

	Not that I could blame her for that. She had no idea what was going on.

	But… it was scary. Terrifying, even. It was genuinely the most terrifying, painful experience of my life, and I wanted nothing more than to call out to her for help, but I couldn’t even do that.

	Not that I needed to in the end. Vala eventually sat up straight and looked around for me, and her eyes widened with clear worry once she saw me.

	“Dr-Drake? What’s—what’s wrong?” Vala asked, standing up to come over to me.

	I dropped to my knees at that point, the only sound escaping my mouth being a pained gasp as I brought a hand up to clutch at my chest over my heart.

	“Drake!” she cried out, rushing over to me and dropping to her knees in front of me. She placed her hands on my shoulders and looked me over for a moment before saying, “I—I knew it! We shouldn’t have done that! Your soul can’t—your soul has been… I—I killed you. Because I didn’t stop you… I—”

	But no matter how much pain I might have been in, I wasn’t going to tolerate my girlfriend crying in front of me feeling guilt over mistakenly thinking she killed me. That was why I placed my hand on the side of her head and pulled her close enough for me to press my lips against her own for a moment, and then I whispered with what little strength I had, “Don’t… be stupid.”

	Was that the most appropriate thing to say? Maybe not, but I don’t want to sell short the fact that my soul was literally being torn apart. Or rather, it was already torn into countless fragments that were all just barely floating around next to each other. The mechanics behind how souls work can get pretty confusing, but it was something like that. My soul was already torn to shreds and fading away. Each time a piece of my torn soul drifted far enough away from the other pieces, it was permanently gone—erased from reality.

	Vala, being able to see my soul using her draconic powers, could watch in real time as my soul faded away in front of her. I might not have had a single wound anywhere on nor in my body, but my soul was irreparably damaged.

	Honestly, I thought I was going to die. I thought that my cocky arrogance finally caught up to me. I told her that I’d be fine and that everything would work out, and she trusted me… but neither of us believed in that afterward.

	“Drake—please, please don’t—please don’t leave me,” Vala said, barely even able to speak as the tears freely ran down her cheeks. “Please don’t—”

	The memory on the screen paused.

	Window, with her own reddened eyes and tears on her cheeks, stood up and turned to look at me and Vala before shouting, “What the heck is this?! Why—why did something this emotional happen off-screen and none of us even knew about it until now?! I wasn’t ready for something this emotional! You can’t just suddenly throw in a tearjerker like this and expect people to accept it in the middle of all the cozy slice of life stuff! What kind of hack writer would—”

	“But it’s how it happened,” Vala said, cutting Window off. “Sometimes stuff doesn’t happen like it should and you just have to deal with it.”

	“But—but the mood! And you! You were crying and you look so sad in it that I want to try jumping back in time just to hug you! And now you’re watching it while eating popcorn without even reliving any of those emotions or anything!”

	“Well, I know it has a happy ending, and going through that once was emotionally exhausting enough, and this popcorn is good.”

	Window huffed and turned her attention to me specifically. “And what about you?! Why are the rest of us crying and sitting on the edges of our seats while you’re just sitting there with a blank expression on your face?!”

	“Because this is the boring part,” I answered. “The interesting stuff happens next.”

	“You were dying!”

	“And I lived.”

	“But you were dying!”

	I shrugged. “I’m used to it.”

	“How?!”

	“Every time I saw a cat expose its fluffy belly to me, offering me that forbidden treasure… I died inside. My whole life, I would get exposed to forbidden bounties of fluff impossible for me to obtain. Dying on the inside is nothing new to me.”

	Window, with the most unamused expression I had ever seen from her before, looked at both me and Vala before sighing and saying, “The mood has been completely ruined. I’m letting it play again.”

	With that, the memory on the screen resumed.

	Hearing Vala cry and beg me not to leave her—well, there was only one thing I could do in that situation.

	It was my duty not to make her cry from anything other than happiness, and dying wasn’t going to make her cry from happiness.

	I hoped.

	So even though I was afraid I might actually die, I forced myself to believe in myself. I forced myself to believe in my ability to survive having my soul ripped to pieces.

	If love was truly powerful enough to reverse entropy like Vala liked to claim, even though she implied she didn’t actually believe that was true, then I was going to believe it myself.

	And if love was powerful enough to reverse entropy, it was powerful enough to force a soul back together.

	I wrapped my arms around Vala and pressed my lips against hers once again, kissing her with more passion and love than ever before. I wanted to convey every last ounce of my love for her through that action. No matter how boundless my love for her was, I was going to make her so aware of it that she’d get sick and tired of me and think I was too clingy and overwhelming.

	I poured all of my love into her.

	And not in the sexual way.

	More importantly, as I did so, we finally noticing that increasingly bright glow coming from her abdomen—from Vala’s womb shining through her skin with that golden light.

	“Wha—what?” Vala asked, looking down at her abdomen. “What’s… going on?” She placed her hands over the glowing area. “I—wait! This—this is—!”

	A burst of golden light erupted between us, accompanied by a shockwave that sent both of us flying backward.

	It was strange. The shockwave was powerful enough to send both of us flying away, and it felt strong enough to knock down some trees or lift rocks off the ground, but it did none of that. It was as if our surroundings only experienced a gentle breeze from the shockwave. On top of that, while we might have been sent pretty violently through the air, we didn’t hit anything. Instead, we both felt like we got caught by some sort of… soft, fluffy energy. Like landing on top of a bed made out of cotton candy. This energy caught us and gently lowered us to the ground just in time for the brilliant light between us to dissipate and reveal a feminine figure standing at its core.

	My first impression was that the girl standing there was Vala. She had draconic wings, horns, and a tail just like Vala, and they were even about the same overall size. Then there was the fact that all she had on from what I could see was a simple, baggy shirt that looked like the one Vala liked to wear.

	But when the girl turned to look at me, I saw a similar but different face… and it looked younger, too. Not to mention that while there were some similarities with Vala, there were also some similarities to me, mainly in regard to her having shortish, black hair.

	Also, at that point, I was still in such overwhelming pain that I couldn’t resist falling down onto one of my knees.

	I thought I was going to, anyway.

	Instead, before I could actually fall, that girl I saw appeared directly in front of me and wrapped her arms around me to keep me up. That gave me a good opportunity to look her in her eyes, and I knew who she was as soon as I got that close look into them.

	“Heh,” the girl said, a familiarly cocky smile on her face. “Come on, Dad. You’re not going to die on me right after creating me, are you? Wait… woah. Your soul is—okay, sorry, I understand now. Here.”

	The girl who called me her dad tightened her arms around me for the tightest hug she could probably manage, and in doing so… she didn’t just hug me. She hugged my soul. By hugging me, she hugged all those fragmented pieces of my soul so tightly together that she forced them to reunite and become whole again.

	Her hug glued my soul back together.

	“Looks like some pieces are missing… but that’s okay,” she said. “After all, love is the power that can reverse entropy, and love is the power that can make the impossible possible! Even if that means forcing my way through the fabric of existence to bring back the lost!”

	A couple moments in silence passed before I felt the remaining pieces of my soul—the ones that had faded away and that should have been lost until the end of time—come back to me. And once they were back with me, the girl hugged me extra tight again to force them back into position with the rest of my soul.

	I was whole again.

	All of the pain was gone.

	“What—what did you do?” I asked her.

	“Heh, I did what I said I would do,” the girl answered. “I transcended our reality to bring back the parts of your soul that you lost. I’m not really sure how I did that, but I followed my heart and it all worked out!”

	That was when I realized something felt… off. Something felt different.

	My soul was back and whole again, but… different?

	“I think something happened to my soul,” I said.

	The girl titled her head for a second and said, “Let me check.” A couple of seconds later and she had an explanation for me. “Oh! Huh. I guess because your soul already started fading away, the parts that moved on to the next stage of reality already got touched by the laws of reality there. But since I brought them back to you… how to put it… you’re technically a higher reality being now? Before, your soul was only part of this reality, but now your soul has parts from two realities, and the other reality is a higher stage than this one, so… you’ve basically become a god. I think. I don’t know, all I know is that parts of your soul have been touched by the next reality up, so now you’re OP.”

	“That made no sense.”

	“I’m not only Mom’s daughter, but I’m your daughter. I think I’d be doing a bad job of being your kid if I made any sense.”

	I placed my hand on her shoulder and said, “You’re definitely my daughter.”

	“Hehe, told you so. Anyways!” She stepped away from me and spun around to face Vala who had apparently been standing there staring at us like a deer in the headlights the entire time. “S-sorry, Mom. I know you wanted an actual baby and stuff, and didn’t want to skip any steps, but I—”

	The name “Mom” alone, said while looking at Vala, was enough to make her jump and tear up before charging straight into our daughter to tackle hug her to the ground. Then, before anything else could be said, Vala used her tail to wrap around my ankles, yank me down to the ground, and forced us to all hug together.

	Thankfully, our clothes were put back on at some point without me realizing it or knowing how. It would have been awkward to have a group hug with our daughter while we were naked.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	“Hehe… hehehe.” For the last five minutes or so, all Vala did was cuddle with our daughter while giggling to herself. She looked so happy that she was literally glowing from it. Her tail kept on wagging and smacking against the ground, too.

	And like mother, like daughter, because our daughter was more than happy to just cuddle her back without anything else but the occasional giggle.

	“It doesn’t matter if we skipped the baby and kid phase… you’re still my daughter, so that means you have to get infinitely cuddled,” Vala explained.

	“Of course!” our daughter replied. “Cuddles make the world rotate, after all!”

	“Exactly!”

	“I’m pretty sure gravity does that,” I interjected.

	Both girls looked at me as if I said one of the dumbest things they ever heard.

	“Cuddles create rotations!” Vala asserted.

	Our daughter nodded and asked, “Come on, Dad. I thought you’re supposed to be smart, but you don’t even know that basic knowledge?”

	“I’m pretty sure I should be asking you two that!” I replied. “What if everybody stops cuddling then? Is the world going to stop spinning?”

	“Obviously.”

	“Then what if people cuddle too much? What if everybody cuddles and never stops?”

	Vala spoke up to explain, “One, then that would be the best thing ever. Two, the world would spin so fast that it would turn into a hyper-cuddle-quasar!”

	“I’m pretty sure that’s nonsense.”

	“It’s canon now. Hyper-cuddle-quasars exist and they’re some of the most powerful celestial bodies of the universe.”

	There was no point in trying to refute them, especially when I had no evidence to actually contradict their outlandish claims, so I let them have it.

	Hyper-cuddle-quasars were canon.

	“Anyways, hey, Kid,” I said, unsure of what else to call our daughter for the time being.

	“Yeah, Dad?” she replied.

	Between Luca calling me “Papa” and now my new daughter calling me “Dad,” I was starting to get really fond of being referred to as some form of father. They just sounded nice. They made me feel good. Special. Important. They just hit different from how all the others referred to me.

	And it was partly because of my newly expanded duties as a father that I had an idea for what I wanted to do.

	“You said I’m basically a god now, right?” I asked.

	“Yep!” our daughter confirmed. “You’re probably more OP than basically everything in the universe now. Even stronger than me!”

	“Wait, how’s that work?”

	“Well, like I said before, your soul is partly touched by a higher plane of existence now that asserts dominance over this plane, so you’re stronger than everything here and can control everything.”

	“But you’re the one who was able to rip her way into that existence in the first place to get my soul back.”

	“All I did was commit some petty theft! I can break into there, but I wouldn’t be able to actually be on the same power level as anybody or anything in there. But all I had to do was steal your soul back to her, and now you’re here and alive and OP! Umm, okay. Here’s an example. You have a knife. You break your knife and you lose it and it ends up in somebody else’s house. While the knife is in their house, it starts to transform and becomes a super huge and badass sword! And then I break into their house, steal the sword, run away, and give it back to you. Now you have your knife back, but it’s stronger and better than ever before, but I’m still just me.”

	“Drake,” Vala said. “I don’t even understand what she’s talking about when she brings up a higher plane of existence, so… it’s probably better that we just nod our heads and trust her.”

	“Wait, you don’t even know?” I asked.

	“Nope. The stuff that she’s said implies that what us dragons know is only the beginning of reality’s truth. It hurts my head to think about, so I’m just going to not worry about it.”

	“Understandable. Anyways, if I’m actually like a god now, then…”

	I snapped my fingers.

	A beautiful field of flowers featuring petals of every color appeared around us, rapidly spreading throughout the forest until there wasn’t a single piece of dirt visible underneath just how densely packed they were.

	“Hehe, this is why you’re the best, Dad,” our daughter said. “You get the powers of a god, and the first thing you do with them is create a bunch of flowers.”

	Vala nodded in agreement, still cuddling our daughter.

	While they might have thought I was being cute or something, I didn’t feel cute.

	If anything… I felt powerful.

	I felt in control.

	I had the power to create and alter reality as I saw fit! While Vala might not have wanted to abuse her powers, I had absolutely no problem with doing so myself.

	“I’ll be back. You two keep cuddling,” I said.

	With that, I snapped my fingers and returned to Earth in an instant.

	I found myself floating high up in the sky like I was some sort of superhero. Without expending any effort, I was able to zoom in on what I saw while looking all around me in every direction. I was able to watch millions of people all at once.

	My target?

	A test subject.

	It didn’t take long to find one.

	Some punk walking with a couple of his friends down the street threw a plastic bottle he was drinking from into the grass next to the sidewalk.

	So, with another snap of my fingers, I appeared in front of him.

	It just felt right to snap my fingers when using my powers.

	“What—what the fu—” the punk who threw the bottle tried to say, but he shut up once I grabbed him by his shirt and lifted him up.

	The two friends he was with abandoned him, running back in the direction they came from.

	“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked him.

	“I—I’m just walking, man! Who the fuck are you?!” he shouted at me, his voice full of fear.

	He deserved to be afraid for what he did.

	Now, I was a father. A father of two perfect daughters and a husband to… probably a dozen or so wives. I was losing track of just how many of them there were. The point is that I needed to be a good role model.

	So, that was why all I did was toss him over onto the grass next to the bottle he threw.

	“Pick it up,” I ordered him.

	The punk, looking like he was about to cry, picked up the plastic bottle and tried to back away from me.

	I snapped my fingers and then said, “Now try to throw it again.”

	“Wha-what? But—but you just said—”

	“Did I stutter?”

	The punk gulped, tried to throw the bottle… and got electrocuted. Not severely electrocuted or anything. It was the same kind of zap that a dog wearing one of those shock collars might feel. More importantly, the bottle didn’t leave his hand when he tried to throw it. He was forced to stay holding onto it while he got zapped.

	“Good. New law of reality: littering is a crime against existence, and thus has been made impossible. Anybody who tries to do so will be punished via a zap,” I explained.

	“Are—you are… are you like a—a god or something?” he asked. “Wait… no, there’s no way… this must be like a prank show or something… I’m being recorded, aren’t I?”

	“Gods don’t have as many perfect wives and daughters as me, so I’m better than a god.”

	Back to the present, all of my wives in attendance of the showing couldn’t help but to either smile or blush when they heard that, and anybody who had a waggable tail was wagging it. Luca also couldn’t help but to giggle and smile.

	Back to the past, I said, “I’ll grant you one wish. You might be a littering bastard, but I used you as a test subject, and I don’t believe in unpaid internships. So, tell me what you want.”

	The punk looked around, still not convinced he wasn’t being recorded, and asked, “Anything…?”

	“Anything.”

	“Then… my—my mom. She got diagnosed with cancer and… they don’t think she’ll live for much longer. If—if you really can do anything… then can you—”

	I snapped my fingers. “It pisses me off that you wanted something nice.” After all, I didn’t want to believe that somebody who would dare defile nature by littering could also want good, normal things for those important to them. “But it’s done. Cancer doesn’t exist anymore. In anybody.”

	“You’re fucking with me. There’s no way—”

	Not being believed was kind of annoying. I wondered if gods ever felt that way before—annoyed over not being believed by normal people. So, to prove it, I snapped my fingers again and the two of us appeared in the hospital room where his mother was staying. She was standing up and checking herself out, looking confused by how good she felt.

	“Mo-Mom?” the punk asked.

	The mother jumped when she heard his voice and jumped again when she saw the two of us standing in her room.

	Right as she opened her mouth, though, I held up my hand to stop her. “Save the tears and happiness for after I’m gone. I don’t want to intrude on something personal. But you,” I looked right into the mother’s eyes, “tell me if you want your hair back or not.” She was bald, after all, presumably because of the cancer treatments.

	“My—my hair back?” she asked me.

	“Your hair. You lost it. Do you want it back or do you want it to stay as is?”

	“I… miss my hair, so…”

	I snapped my fingers again, causing her to grow an obnoxious amount of hair atop her head that looked like it belonged in the eighties.

	Then I disappeared.

	Now, admittedly, I started feeling pretty tired. My soul began to hurt in the same way that some muscles might when straining them too hard. In the same way that somebody could pull a muscle, I was pulling my soul.

	But why stop at cancer?

	How could I eliminate just one shitty disease and not all the others plaguing people causing so much suffering, breaking up families, and ruining lives?

	I couldn’t. I couldn’t eliminate only one.

	That was why I eliminated all the others, too. Everything from cancer to dementia, from the common cold to rabies—I eradicated them all.

	Making littering impossible was my crowning achievement, though.

	Anyways, by the time that I was done eliminating all of them, I felt like I was on the verge of passing out and returned to the forest where Vala and our daughter were.

	Our daughter was the first to see that something was wrong and got up off the ground to catch me before I fell over. “Ah, geez, Dad… you can’t just get new powers and then go and abuse them that hard. Your soul still has to recover and get used to the changes.”

	“Worth it,” I replied.

	Vala got behind me, wrapped her arms around me, and gently lowered me to the ground where she proceeded to use her lap as a pillow for me. Feeling her hand run through my hair felt extra nice. “That’s just how he is,” Vala said. “He’s always so dramatic and takes things too far, but for good reasons.”

	“If anything, I didn’t take things far enough. Yet.”

	That was when our daughter sat down on her knees next to me and took my hands into her own. “Don’t worry, Dad. I’ve got this.”

	I turned my head to look at her and asked, “You’ve got what?”

	“The universe! Our universe. Maybe it’s cheating, like looking at a strategy guide before even playing the game,” she was definitely like her mother, “but I already know everything about both of you. I know everything you want, how you want the universe to be… and because I’m your daughter, and I want to thank you for bringing me into existence, I want you to let me handle it!”

	“No way,” Vala said. “You were just created! We can’t just… let you go and do everything for us.”

	“I’m not asking for permission, Mom. It’s something I want to not only do for the two of you, but for myself as well. How could I not? I’ve got the power to do anything, and I have the souls of both of you in me. There’s no way I could settle down and relax here with everybody until I’ve made sure that everybody in the universe is happy. And I can tell how you feel. You don’t need to feel guilty that I’m doing something and you’re not. You just want to be happy with those you love, and that’s okay. Nobody can fault you for that. But I also know you want to make everything better, and I love you and want to do the same, so I’m going to do it!”

	I couldn’t help but to laugh a little when I heard that. “This is making me think of those stupid posts on the internet where people in their thirties complain about how much more successful and accomplished people younger than them are. I wonder how they’d feel about somebody less than a day old going around improving the universe.”

	“Wait, Drake,” Vala said, “you—you support this?”

	“Why wouldn’t I? She’s my daughter. I’d be worried she isn’t really mine if she didn’t want to say ‘screw this’ to the laws of reality and go do exactly what she wants no matter what.”

	“But… she’s going to be gone, and then we won’t get to spend time with her…”

	“We’re basically immortal. We have all the time in the universe to spend time with her once she gets back. And don’t get me wrong, I’m going to miss her, but she’s my daughter. She’s my daughter who wants to fix everything wrong with the universe. How could I be anything but proud and supportive?”

	Vala sighed and said, “I… understand. I’m just going to be—”

	“Oh! Idea!” our daughter said. “I have the perfect idea!”

	Vala blinked a couple of times and asked, “What is it?”

	“I’m going to make us a sub-reality where we can spend as much time together as we want playing video games before I leave! Whether we spend hours or decades in there, only a few minutes will pass in this world, and you’ll get to spend as much time as you want with me to help you not feel sad!”

	Vala blinked another couple of times. “That’s—that’s a good idea… you really are my daughter if you thought of something that epic!”

	“Hehe, right? We can go have a decades-long vidya binge!”

	“Oooh! I’m hyped! Let’s do it!”

	That was when I rolled off of Vala’s lap, face planting into the flowers below, and mumbled out, “You two go have some mother-daughter bonding time. I’m tired, my body hurts, and my soul hurts, so I’m going to take a nap.”

	“Wait, you won’t join us? You could take a nap in there and then wake up and join us once you feel better!”

	That was when our daughter hugged onto Vala and said, “Let Dad rest. He strained his soul too much doing all that right away. Besides… I know he’ll make it up to me later! Also, he’d get bored of only playing vidya with us no matter how much he loves us. And even if I make a garden or something for him, he’d just want to come back here to his original garden.”

	“Yeah, what she said,” I mumbled.

	“Plus it should only take me a few months to fix the entire universe. Well, a few months in your time. Anyways! Let’s go and—wait! I almost forgot!”

	Me and Vala both looked at her with curious expressions.

	“You need to name me! I can’t just be the daughter of the two most epic people in existence without a name!”

	“I’m bad at naming, so this one is up to you, Vala,” I said.

	I half expected Vala to pout at me for pushing the responsibility off to her, but she confidently smiled and said, “I think I know the perfect name for you. Because of how you were made and what you want to accomplish… Love-chan!”

	“Ooh, perfect!” our daughter, Love—yeah, just “Love” is good enough, said.

	“Welcome to the family, Love,” I mumbled. “I’m passing out now, alright?”

	Love leaned down to kiss my forehead before saying, “Thanks for making me, Dad.”

	“Anytime.”

	Love looked at Vala and asked, “Alright! Ready for the most epic vidya binge of all time?”

	Vala smirked and said, “You know it! And as your mom, I’ll show you all the classics! Oh, and if you’re going to be taking on the universe… I guess I better teach you all about… well, your extended family, since you’re going to have to go up against dragons…”

	“Then it’s time for a decades-long vidya and training montage! And don’t worry, I’m so OP that not even a dragon can beat me!”

	Hearing that, Vala let out a slight sigh of relief before the two vanished from my sight.

	I was left alone in the forest surrounded by flowers.

	Sure, I wanted to spend time with Love, but… she gave me one of the most perfect gifts that a daughter could ever give her dad.

	She gave me peace and quiet.

	For the first time in as far as I could remember, I had genuine peace and quiet.

	I wanted to enjoy it for longer, but I passed out almost instantly.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	“Anyways, that’s what happened,” I said once the theater screen went black, the show of our memories over.

	While me and Vala might have been cuddled up next to each other like everything that was just shown was no big deal, everybody else in attendance looked at us with varying levels of shock. The only one who didn’t look that surprised was Luca who, instead, was doing a little dance while singing, “I’ve got a sister! I’ve got a sister!” Then the confusion kicked in as she stopped to look at us. “Wait. If I came first… but she looks older than me… which one of us is the big sister?”

	“You are. I think. I mean, you’re still older than her even if she looks and acts older.”

	“But what if she travels through time and space and stuff and time gets all funny and she lives like a thousand years during the time it only takes us to live a couple of days? Then she’d be older than me!”

	“At that point, time stops making sense, so we won’t use that. You still came first, so you’re the big sister.”

	“But what if she travels back in time, making her exist at an earlier point in time than me?!”

	“If I travel back in time to before dinosaurs existed, that doesn’t make me older than dinosaurs and doesn’t mean that I came first… well… wait. Does it?”

	“See?! It’s confusing! How do you determine sibling hierarchy in a universe where time doesn’t make any sense?! Nothing means anything anymore! I want to be a big sister, but how can I be a big sister if there’s no longer any sort of qualifier for what makes me the big sister?! All we have to go off of is our own subjective perception of reality, and we all know how flawed subjective perceptions of reality are!”

	“Luca, I think you’ve been spending too much time with your mother.”

	“Oi,” Window said. “Our daughter spends a perfectly normal amount of time with me, her mother, thank you very much.”

	“Anything longer than a second spent with you is too much.”

	Luca crossed her arms over her chest and nodded. “Papa has a point.”

	Window looked even more shocked than she did earlier, dramatically leaning backward with her hand over her mouth. “Even my own daughter thinks a second with me is too much?!”

	“Even a zeptosecond is too much!”

	Everybody but Window, and especially the dog sisters, tilted their heads when they heard Luca say “zeptosecond.”

	“That’s too cruel!” Window whined. “Even though I know you’re the daughter of that horrible man over there who constantly wants to bully me, even he wouldn’t say that to me!”

	That meant it was time for me to say, “Even a zeptoseco—”

	A piece of tape materialized over my mouth as Window glared daggers at me.

	“Ehehe, it’s okay, Mama. I’m only joking,” Luca said. “Even spending all of time with you wouldn’t be enough!”

	“Well, maybe that’s too much,” Window said. “I love you, but I still need me time for my gacha idol waifus.”

	Luca nodded. “I understand completely, Mama.”

	I ripped the tape off my mouth and shouted, “That’s not something you should accept so easily! Don’t let your own mother shove you aside for PNGs showing too much cleavage!”

	“Papa, you shove me aside for fluff, all my other moms, and plants all the time.”

	I felt a dagger pierce my heart. “I—I don’t—but—”

	The smile on Luca’s face could not have been any more smug than it was.

	She was playing me.

	She played both me and her mother.

	We were getting bullied by our own daughter.

	“Window, she’s too strong,” I said.

	“You’re right, somehow,” Window said.

	“You could have left off the somehow.”

	“Don’t worry about the small details.”

	“No, that’s a pretty big detail because of what it implies about my intelligence and capability to be right.”

	“And how does that make you feel?”

	“Like throwing you.”

	“Shh, shh. It’s okay. Don’t worry about it. Our daughter is the true threat right now. We have to eliminate her.”

	“I’m cuddling with Vala still, so I might have to leave this job up to you.”

	“Tsk… every time I think I’m out, they pull me back in.”

	“That trope makes no sense in this context.”

	“Don’t worry about the small details.”

	“Alright,” I said. “Well, good luck. I like you.”

	“Wait,” Window replied, falling into my reversal. “You like me? Why didn’t you say you love me?”

	“Don’t worry about the small details.”

	“No, that’s a pretty big detail because of what it implies about your love for me.”

	“And how does that make you feel?”

	“Like stealing your credit card to blow all your money on gacha games.”

	Luca raised her hand and asked, “I thought I was gonna get eliminated?”

	Me and Window looked at each other, nodded, and then… Window took off after Luca, wiggling her fingers around in a threatening manner to tell Luca that she was going to get tickled to death if she caught her. “Get back here, you bratty informational status daughter!” Window shouted at our giggling, fleeing daughter.

	That prompted Vala to tug on my shirt and say, “Drake… we need to make another baby. I want a kid to chase around for five seconds before getting tired and playing more vidya.”

	“I’ll give you as many as you want now that my soul can handle it,” I said.

	“Dr-Drake… you can’t just—you can’t just say that in front of everybody.” Vala wiggled around and smiled, acting all shy and embarrassed despite being the one to bring it up in the first place while all eyes were on us.

	“Oh! Me, too!” Delphi shouted. “I want Master’s baby, too!”

	“I call dibs after Delphi,” Cami said while holding up her hand.

	Lavi then spoke up and said, “I—if… if everybody else is… then—I… I also—”

	“Hmph!” Clawdia interrupted. “It’s—it’s not as if I want to be the mother of your child or anything, but, I suppose if I must, then—I… I… nya… I! I, too, want—!”

	Clawdia was next to get interrupted by Claire standing up and bowing to me. “My lord, while I may be but a humble servant, every inch of my body belongs to you. That includes my womb. If you so wish to ravage this body and turn me into nothing more than a breeding factory to produce offspring with, then I will eagerly allow you to use me in such a manner.”

	Clawdia and Lavi both stuttered out nonsense while blushing after listening to Claire’s intense offer.

	“Nice,” Cami said. “What she said.”

	Next up was Chloe. “I—I may be the childhood friend trope, but I won’t lose in this! All—all I ask is for a mating press! I’ve studied hentai as much as I have manga! That’s always the most effective way to impregnate somebody in hentai!”

	I was beginning to think that all my wives were a bunch of degenerates, leaving me as the only one truly pure and innocent anymore.

	Such a tragedy.

	“Sounds fun to me,” Eliza said with a shrug. “If everybody else is getting in on it, then I don’t want left out. Besides, I’ll never get to be a true grandma if I don’t have kids of my own first.” She then wrapped an arm around Valkyria and said, “And I’m sure Val here wants to make a light tank for herself, too! Hah! Get it? Since she’s a medium tank? A baby would be a light tank?” Eliza smacked her lap as she laughed. “Ah… I’ve been waiting to use that one.”

	Valkyria, meanwhile, was pure red and could only shyly nod before looking away and covering up her face.

	While Clawdia and Lavi were still in the process of recovering, Honey said, “The games I play might not ever show what happens after sex and marriage… so I might not have any experience with raising children… but I would still like to give it a try! I—I just may need to look up some route guides to make sure to set the flags for our child reaching a good end instead of a bad end.”

	Then came Mariet. Rather than say anything, Mariet walked up to me and Vala… and then flopped down onto us, laying herself out over both of our laps as if trying to use us as a bed, positioning her head right next to my crotch since she loved to keep it there. “I’m… technically… still alive… for legal reasons… so… you can… breed me… too.  But it’s… okay… if you want to wait… so there aren’t… too many kids… all at once. I will… be happy… as long as… you use my head… every day.” And at the end of her speech, she opened up her mouth while facing it toward my crotch, her expectant tongue hanging out waiting for the usual.

	But it wasn’t time for the usual, so I poked her tongue back into her mouth.

	Finally, we were down to only Clawdia and Lavi. The two were the only ones left who hadn’t blatantly offered their bodies to me yet for the sake of having kids with them even though it was already more than obvious that was exactly what they both wanted.

	“I—I never thought I would team up with a dog,” Clawdia said, “but… for the sake of our honor… we can’t be beaten!”

	“You’ve never sounded cooler than you have now,” Lavi replied.

	The two girls nodded at each other and held hands before looking at me and shouting in unison, “We’ll have your babies, too!” Of course, Clawdia included her signature “nya” at the end of it.

	I didn’t think it was anything that any of them needed to say since it was pretty obvious that I was going to end up having at least one kid with every single one of them in the first place, but at least now it was official.

	“Oh! I’m also interested!” said another feminine voice… and it was a voice that I didn’t recognize at all. “But… how is it done in the first place?”

	Before I could turn around to see who the voice came from, seeing as how it came from behind me, I noticed Clawdia fearfully jumped behind Lavi to hide behind her. “What—what are you doing here?!” Clawdia shouted, only barely poking her head out from behind Lavi.

	“Ah… I got a letter from Window telling me that if I don’t come over here to make an introduction, then it would probably take forever for things to progress to the point where I get introduced naturally!”

	Mariet wiggled around on my lap until she had a good enough look at who was behind me. “Ah… Zoa… hi.”

	“Oh! You must be Mariet! It is a pleasure to finally meet you! You as well, Clawdia! It is nice to finally see the faces behind our avatars!”

	Between the fact that both Mariet and Clawdia recognized the girl behind me, and the fact that she mentioned talking to them via avatars, and I remembered that Mariet mentioned before how the queens had their own chat group.

	I lifted Mariet’s upper half onto Vala so that I could stand up and turn around to get a proper look at who I could only assume was the next queen.

	Vala, meanwhile, was more than happy to grope Mariet’s chest.

	Standing there was a woman who gave me a similar feeling to Honey in that they both had a sort of feminine, princess-like charm to them… but that was where the similarities ended.

	She must have been a fan of blue and pink since it made up her entire appearance. Her high heels, her short dress that ended halfway down her thighs and left most of her breasts on display as well as everything above them, her eyes, her hair—everything. While her hair was blue on the top and back, it was pure pink underneath, and eyes were just as two-toned.

	But none of that was what was surprising about her.

	What was surprising was the fact that she looked like she had the body of a jellyfish on the top of her head. It was like she was wearing a jellyfish for a hat and her hair was its tentacles.

	“Oh! Drake! It is a pleasure to meet you! Clawdia always talks about you in the chat group,” the new queen said.

	“I do not!” Clawdia shouted.

	The new queen then said, “Ah, I have not yet introduced myself! Please, excuse my poor manners.” She gave me a polite curtsy next. “My name is Zoa, and I am the queen of Obligatory Water Level Land!”

	Vala froze when she heard those words. “The—the dreadful, obligatory water level has arrived?!”

	“That it has!” Zoa playfully raised each of her hands up to act like a monster before saying, “Scary, right?”

	“Terrifying,” I answered in a flat voice, prompting her to giggle a little.

	“Also, it is my understanding that I will be skipping the girlfriend phase once you conquer me? I will jump straight to being your wife?”

	“I mean, you might as well consider yourself my wife right now.”

	“Oh! May I? That does sound rather nice!”

	Clawdia came rushing up to us and, for the first time, hugged me of her own will without the influence of catnip. She wrapped her arms around me as tightly as she could before poking her head out from behind me to shout at Zoa, “No way, nya! Me and Mariet had to wait until he beat us to get to be all lovey-dovey with him! You don’t get to skip the process after we had to go through it!”

	“But… I got to,” Mariet said.

	“But that wasn’t official so it doesn’t count!”

	Meanwhile, Zoa tilted her head and asked, “But is that logic not silly? To say that others must suffer and wait in the name of ‘fairness’ when the problem could easily be resolved, sparing future wives from having to go through the same trials? If a train runs over fifty people, should it continue running over the next hundred in the name of fairness rather than stopping it to save their lives?”

	“Oh,” Chloe said. “That reminds me… I don’t have to pay back my student loans as long as I stay in this universe, right?”

	Vala gave her a thumbs-up. “Right!”

	Chloe immediately teared up. “You’re the best, Vala! I feel like I could cry!”

	“You’re already crying!”

	While Vala took my job over for me, I returned my attention to Zoa. “It wouldn’t be fair to Clawdia and Mariet, plus Window would complain about how we’re ruining plot progression or something, but… if you kidnap me, or if I kidnap you, then we can unofficially spend husband-wife time together before I conquer you.”

	Zoa clapped her hands together in front of her. “That is good enough for me! Now then, I—” She stopped.

	Slowly, Zoa turned her head toward something that caught her attention.

	When I looked where she was looking, all I saw was… a mushroom. A single, lone mushroom sticking up from the grass.

	I never saw anybody, animal nor human, lunge so desperately at a mushroom before.

	Zoa, on the ground in front of the mushroom now, stared at the mushroom with bright, sparkling eyes. “It’s—it’s a penis! Penises grow from the ground on the surface?! I had no idea!”

	“… what?” I asked.

	“Crap,” Clawdia said. “I forgot about this part of her personality…”

	Mariet then said, “Meet… the president… of… the Penis Appreciation and Hunting… Club.”

	“Her and Mariet are the only members of it, nya. They tried to invite me, but I refused.”

	“Look!” Zoa said, gently pressing a couple of her fingers against the mushroom to show it off to us. “It’s a penis! A splendid one at that! It may be small, but it is still beautiful and perfect in its own way! Ah… I wonder if it would survive outside of the ground. I want to add it to my collection!”

	The more she talked about penises, the more I realized her jellyfish crown… kind of looked like the tip of a penis.

	Mariet spoke up again to explain, “Zoa… might be… confused… but… her heart… is in the right… place. She has… no idea… what an actual… penis is.”

	Zoa looked so incredibly happy with the “penis” she found that I didn’t have it in me to break it to her that the mushroom was, in fact, not a penis.

	Instead, I asked, “Why do you love penises so much?”

	“Well, I think they are neat!” Zoa replied. “They look cute! And they are fun to touch! Like the sea penises I have found!”

	“She’s… talking… about sea… cucumbers,” Mariet explained.

	Zoa stood up after giving the mushroom a delicate pat on the top of its length and held her hands over her chest to say, from the bottom of her heart, “Penises are the greatest. I am so thankful that the first person I ever talked to online showed me the way. If it was not for her, I may have never been shown the path of the penis. Now, under her guidance, I have learned just how incredible penises are, and I wish to devote my life to the pursuit of all things penile.”

	“Who did you talk to?” I asked, already worried about the answer.

	“I have never met her offline, but she goes by the name ‘bigboobspls’ online! Whenever she was not asking me for ideas on how she might be able to make her breasts bigger, she would talk to me about how great penises are! She frequently talked about her lover’s penis, citing it as the greatest one in the world, praising it for how large and sturdy it is!”

	I had a gut feeling about what was going on, so I looked behind me… and saw Cami standing there with a look of realization on her face. Then, as soon as she noticed me looking at her, she looked away and failed to whistle.

	“Yet, for as much as I admire penises… I have never learned where a man’s penis is. She made it sound as if all men have penises, but,” Zoa paused to look me over. “Where is your penis? I do not see a penis anywhere on your body. Surely, something as incredible as a penis would be in the open for everybody to admire, yes?”

	“Zoa,” I said, “you—”

	“It’s in… his pants,” Mariet said. “And… it’s huge. It’s… an advanced level… penis. A beginner… might not… be able to handle it.”

	Zoa’s eyes grew full of fiery determination, and, the next instant, she was on her knees in front of me trying to pull my pants down. “I want to see it!”

	“You can’t just strip me out in the open!” I shouted.

	“But it’s a penis! If there truly is a penis in there, then I simply must see it! This may be the most important event of my life! And it needs air! What if it suffocates inside of your pants?! We have to save it!”

	I had a soul modified with the power of a reality above our own, and I was pretty strong in general even before that, yet… I was getting overwhelmed by Zoa and she was slowly inching my pants down lower and lower.

	Then I remembered something.

	Luca was busy with Window elsewhere, so it was fine if I exposed myself, and the woman who wanted to see my penis so badly was basically already my wife, so why not?

	I stopped resisting and—

	Zoa disappeared.

	A dramatic, tired sigh could be heard from next to me after that. “I leave you alone for ten minutes… and you try to raise the rating of the series again,” Window said. “All I told her was to come and make her introduction, not try to strip you.”

	“I sense… a disturbance… in the chat group,” Mariet said.

	Clawdia finally let go of me to pull her own phone out of nowhere to check on it. “Woah, nya. She’s spamming crying emojis and saying she wants to see Drake’s… y-you know.”

	“Don’t… worry. She’s afraid… it might… suffocate. Tell her… I’ll give it… CPR… if that happens. And… if it doesn’t.”

	I didn’t like the idea of one of my wives crying, even if she wasn’t officially my wife yet, so I snapped my fingers to make that mushroom she was admiring before appear in my hand. All I had to do then was abuse the laws of reality a bit to make it an immortal mushroom, attached a note to it that said it was from me to Zoa, and then tossed it into Postia who was more than happy to deliver it for me.

	“Oh,” Clawdia said, “now she’s talking about how Drake is the best husband ever and saying she’ll admire the… mushroom, he gave her, until the end of time. She said she’ll sleep with it every single night.”

	I didn’t think things could get any more absurd than they already were.

	Yet, somehow, things felt even more absurd than they were before.

	“Psstt,” Cami whispered to Mariet, “can you invite me to that club?”

	“My innocence is never going to last at this rate,” I said to nobody in particular.

	Of course, Window took that as an opportunity for her to say, “How long are you going to keep acting like you’re some innocent cinnamon bun for?”

	“Oh. I could go for a cinnamon bun.”

	Eliza jumped up from her seat and grabbed onto Valkyria’s hand. “Alright! Sounds like the two of us have got some baking to do then! I used to make some of the best cinnamon buns around when I was younger. Let’s see if I’ve still got it in me.”

	My innocence might have been doomed, but at least I was going to get good food and “CPR” out of it.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	Eliza and Valkyria, working together as a team in the kitchen, made some of the most incredible cinnamon buns that I had ever tasted in my entire life. Fortunately, they made a bunch of them, too, because they were way too good to eat a normal serving size of. I probably ate enough of them that I should have gained a few hundred pounds.

	Fortunately, I made non-consensual weight gain illegal as far as reality was concerned, and simply eating calories did not count as consenting to gaining weight.

	That meant me and everybody else in existence could eat as much as we wanted to without ever worrying about weight gain.

	But that aside, once we were done eating, Lavi and Luca went outside to play which left the rest of us inside gathered around the dining room table. After all, Window wanted us around so that she could have a serious conversation with us.

	And that conversation was…

	
		
				IT’S SYSTEM BUILDING TIME
THE SYSTEM HAS BEEN A TOTAL JOKE WITH NO REAL WEIGHT FOR PRETTY MUCH THE ENTIRE TIME NOW, SO NOW IT’S TIME FOR US TO COMPLETELY OVERHAUL IT AND INTRODUCE A SUPER COOL AND COMPLEX NEW SYSTEM THAT DICTATES EVERYTHING WE DO
STATS EVERYWHERE
NUMBERS GO UP
LIMITED INVENTORY SPACE
EPIC DUNGEONS AND KILLING GOD AS A FINAL BOSS LIKE IN EVERY PROPER JRPG DESPITE US NOT BEING A JRPG
ALL THAT GOOD STUFF
OKAY. NOW THEN.
Ahem.
Now then, I’m open to suggestions about where to begin with overhauling the system to make it more serious and meaningful and—

		

	

	 

	“Turn the stats into waifus!” Vala said, making her the first one to speak up.

	
		
				WE ALREADY HAVE ENOUGH WAIFUS
DO YOU UNDERSTAND HOW HARD IT IS TO MAKE SURE EVERYBODY GETS ENOUGH SCREEN TIME AS IS?

		

	

	 

	“But just think about it! Attack-chan and Defense-chan! Attack-chan would be a cute girl with red hair and a super fiery personality who is always on the attack! She’s the best flirt out of everybody! Nobody can resist her! But then… you have Defense-chan, who is also a cute girl, and probably a kuudere who is so dense that it’s impossible to flirt with her because she never understands.”

	“Ah,” I said. “An unstoppable force versus an immovable object situation.”

	Vala nodded. “But I’ve always thought that’s a pretty bad phrase or argument or whatever it is. Because like… wouldn’t the immovable object always win? Think about it. Attack-chan versus Defense-chan. Attack-chan is all offense and zero defense, and Defense-chan is all defense and zero offense. What this means is that no matter what Attack-chan does, it’s impossible for her to break through Defense-chan’s defense. But Defense-chan, even if she only accidentally flirts without even meaning to… because Attack-chan has no defense, she would interpret something even completely innocent as flirty or sexual and then get one-shot. No matter what Attack-chan says to Defense-chan, Defense-chan never budges. But all Defense-chan would have to do is say something completely normal, like, ‘hey, I like your hair today,’ and then Attack-chan would turn into a blushing and stuttering mess who can’t even process what just happened. Defense-chan would destroy her without even ever really going on the offense. So, if we take that logic and apply it to the classic unstoppable force versus immovable object, then the immovable object always wins.”

	
		
				Disregarding that this isn’t how physics works when it comes to the whole unstoppable force vs immovable object thing… that would be kind of cute.

		

	

	 

	“Right?! Also, physics is a meme and nobody cares about its supposed laws. We’ve already proven that physics are a joke anyways.”

	
		
				BUT ANYWAYS, WE STILL ALREADY HAVE TOO MANY WAIFUS. I DON’T THINK YOU UNDERSTAND JUST HOW MANY GIRLS THERE ARE, SO LET ME LIST THEM ALL FOR YOU.
Confirmed Waifus
You, Me, Delphi, Lavi (and her arm?), Cami, Clawdia, Honey, Chloe, Claire, Mariet (and her body?), Valkyria, Eliza
Eventual Waifus
Postia, Clawdia’s mecha (?), Zoa, the previously implied RNGesus nun, and that star Drake planted
Waiting-to-be-Evolved Waifus
Cow, Slime, Bee, Ram
DO YOU SEE THE PROBLEM? THERE ARE ALREADY 12 CONFIRMED WAIFUS CURRENTLY IN OUR RELATIONSHIP, 13 IF YOU COUNT MARIET’S BODY SEPARATELY, 5 WAIFUS WHO ARE ALREADY BASICALLY WAIFUS BUT HAVEN’T ACTUALLY OFFICIALLY JOINED THE HAREM YET DESPITE DRAKE CALLING THEM HIS WIVES ALREADY, AND THEN ANOHER 4 TOWER ANIMALS THAT STILL NEED EVOLVED INTO TOWER ANIMAL GIRLS. 
THAT BRINGS THE TOTAL HAREM COUNT UP TO 22 WAIFUS. TWENTY. TWO. WAIFUS. THIS SERIES LIKE ISN’T EVEN HALFWAY OVER YET AND WE’RE ALREADY UP TO 22. DO YOU UNDERSTAND? WE NEED TO FIGURE OUT A PLAN FOR GIVING EVERYBODY ATTENTION BEFORE WE GO AND—

		

	

	 

	“Oh, that’s easy,” Vala said.

	
		
				IF IT’S EASY THEN WE WOULDN’T BE HAVING THIS CONVERSATION IN THE FIRST PLACE

		

	

	 

	“We would because you like to overreact.”

	
		
				THEN WHAT IS THIS SUPPOSEDLY EASY SOLUTION THAT YOU’RE THINKING OF

		

	

	 

	“Taking a break from the battle stuff! You know, like… have one volume that’s focused on ‘plot’ stuff and getting new waifus, and then the volume after it is all slice of life and stuff and focused on giving everybody we already have here attention instead of adding anybody new, and then you go back and forth! So a volume of battles and new waifus, then a volume of expanding on all the current waifus, and then repeat!”

	“Volumes?” I asked.

	“Yeah. You know, like… the volumes of our life! If we split our life into volumes, then each volume would be some period of time involving a few events and stuff! Like… we could say that when you and Window went on your date, had Luca, and then we met Honey and all went on a date to the amusement park together, that would totally be like, the fourth volume of our life when categorizing our time spent together into volumes!”

	“Then what would be the time we spent together online before we ever met in reality?”

	“Those would be the prequel volumes that will never get written because it would be boring to just write about two people playing MMOs online together.”

	“Understandable.”

	
		
				(insert sighing noise here)
Alright. Fine. I guess that could work. But then what’s this volume going to be?

		

	

	 

	Vala tapped a single finger against her chin for a couple of seconds in thought before saying, “A plot and new waifus volume! I mean, Zoa already made her introduction, and you guys were talking about how to overhaul the system and stuff, plus we should probably move some of those waifus from the eventual and waiting lists to the actual confirmed list, so this volume can mostly be about battles and new waifus! Then next volume, uh… why don’t we all go on a date to Earth again?”

	“Does it have to be Earth?” I asked.

	“Heh. So antisocial, you little human hater.”

	“I don’t hate humans, I just find all of them annoying except for me and Chloe.”

	Chloe let out a sigh of relief, a couple of tears forming at the corners of her eyes. “Good… I was worried you were going to say I was annoying, too. Almost made me cry.”

	“You’re already crying!”

	“Because I’m happy that you don’t find me annoying!”

	“That’s fair. I would also cry from happiness if I didn’t find myself annoying, considering my approval for a human not being annoying is some of the highest praise that could be given across the entire universe.”

	“I never thought I would get to turn this around on you, but… you—you’re already crying.”

	“Of course I am. I, a human, am not found annoying by myself.”

	
		
				i swear if your god complex grows any stronger

		

	

	 

	“But it’s hot,” Vala said. “Even if it means he cries from happiness due to his own approval of himself.”

	Claire nodded in agreement and said, “It is impossible for my lord to be anything but ‘hot’ at all times. That is why I should return to our chambers with him so that the rest of you have a chance to cool down. It is my duty as his servant to take all of his hotness into my—”

	A stretchy arm reached out from Window’s rectangular window to slap a piece of tape over Claire’s mouth.

	
		
				Down, you degenerate and busty bat woman! This chapter has been perfectly fine so far without any perversion, and there’s no need for you to bring any—wait. Where’s Mariet’s head?

		

	

	 

	Everybody looked at Mariet’s headless body to confirm that her head was, in fact, not there.

	Not that I needed to look there to confirm it.

	
		
				Drake… where is her head?

		

	

	 

	“Window,” I said. “You don’t want anything perverted brought up, so it’s best that you,” I had to pause as I failed to hold back one of the moans I had been holding back, “that you… don’t question it.”

	
		
				Wait… and where’s Cami?

		

	

	 

	“Oh!” Delphi spoke up. “Cami said she wanted a bone, so she left to get one! But I wonder why she left by going under the table… maybe there’s a secret portal underneath the table that leads to the land of bones?! Wait! If there’s a secret portal that leads to the land of bones under the table, what if there’s one that leads to the land of soup?!”

	A certain, older woman in the body of a much younger girl then let out a soft chuckle. “Heh. Yeah, I bet there is a portal that leads to soup under there… as long as the portal is a zipper and you want some real creamy soup,” Eliza said.

	Delphi’s ears and tail shot straight up when she heard that, and she looked ready to dive under the table herself… but Vala, to my surprise, stopped her. “I’m sorry, Delphi, but I can’t let you do that for Window’s sanity. I’m worried she might break if anybody else goes missing. But I promise to help you find the portal to creamy soup later, alright?”

	“Oh… alright!” Delphi replied. “As long as I eventually get it, it’s okay!”

	
		
				Drake… have they… this whole time that we’ve been talking…

		

	

	 

	“Window,” I said. “I told you, don’t ask questions that you don’t want the answer to.”

	
		
				I… I just…I just want one chapter… without lewd fanservice…

		

	

	 

	“It’s your fault this time, Window,” Vala said. “Do you have any idea how much lewd stuff happens when nobody is bringing attention to it? I mean… we’re a bunch of cute waifus with a hot husbando. You should probably be assuming that any time something innocent isn’t being focused on that something lewd is happening. It’s like… Schrodinger’s lewd. Any time we don’t focus on one of the waifus doing something normal, there is nothing stopping us and anybody else from imagining that they’re currently in the middle of something lewd. Even if there’s just a conversation between you and Drake, who’s to say that literally everybody else isn’t currently on their knees in front of him and doing lewd stuff? Unless they’re described doing something else somewhere, then every chapter is a lewd chapter! Potentially. Or they might also all be taking a nap somewhere. Or playing tag. You never know.”

	
		
				HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO COMPETE
I’M NOT THAT LEWD AND PEOPLE ALWAYS END UP THINKING THE LEWDEST GIRL IS THE BEST GIRL
ALL I WANT TO DO IS BE NORMAL AND PLAY GACHA GAMES AND BE A GOOD MOM
I’M NOT SOME SEX-CRAVED DEGENERATE CAT GIRL OR ZOMBIE GIRL WHO CONSTANTLY NEEDS SOMETHING IN HER MOUTH
NOT THAT I DON’T LIKE SEX AND THINGS IN MY MOUTH
BUT I DON’T NEED IT ALL THE TIME

		

	

	 

	“Everybody is the best in their own way, Window. I’m the best lazy dragon queen, Clawdia is the best tsundere cat queen, Mariet is the best zombie maid queen, Delphi is the best soup-obsessed doggo girl, Chloe is the best cries-a-lot human, and you’re the best informational status window! We’re all our own best girls. I mean, you don’t compare an apple to an orange, right? You can’t say an orange is inferior due to not being best apple, because an apple is the best apple.”

	
		
				I don’t think that’s how the title of “best girl” works, but you cheered me up, so I don’t care enough to say that’s not how it works.

		

	

	 

	“We’re all best girl on this blessed day. Even Drake. Isn’t that right, Drake?”

	I shrugged. “Sure, why not.”

	“See? Drake is the best girl when it comes to being a husbando who isn’t actually a girl but still lets himself get called one for the sake of conversation. We’re all the best in our own ways. Just because you’re not as lewd as the others doesn’t mean you’re not still the best in your own way.”

	
		
				Yeah, yeah… thanks. Anyways, we were supposed to get system building done this chapter but we barely got any of that done.

		

	

	 

	“Oh, right, I have a suggestion for that.”

	
		
				What?

		

	

	 

	“Nobody is actually here for that stuff anyways, so why not just ignore it, let us do whatever we feel like, and then the only actual ‘system’ stuff you have to do is pop up whenever new enemies show up or to go over the results of explorations and stuff? Don’t worry about loot and recipes and materials and stats and all that stuff. Just focus on the flavor stuff.”

	
		
				Wait, so I’m supposed to do even less system work than I’ve been doing instead of more?

		

	

	 

	“Yeah. And then that means more time spent with your gacha idol waifus.”

	
		
				Well, I mean, I guess that’s true.

		

	

	 

	“And it’s not like anybody still reading this is here for the system. They might be here for the system waifu AKA you, but not the system.”

	
		
				True. It’s not like they need any more system than me in the first place.
So uh… what now? I was planning on system building for the rest of the day.

		

	

	 

	“First battle in the new area? Once Drake has recovered, anyways.”

	
		
				What do you mean once he’s recovered? He—… oh.

		

	

	 

	I may or may not have been leaning forward onto the table with my forehead down against my arm as I tried not to make too much noise.

	“It’s—it’s going to be a while,” I stuttered out.

	Cami and Mariet… made an extremely powerful team.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	I was teleported in the blink of an eye.

	As soon as it seemed like Cami and Mariet were done with me, they wanted to go for another round in the bedroom, but Window didn’t allow that. So, the instant there was an opening, she teleported me to the location of the latest battle with my pants up and zipped shut once more.

	And the location… was that of a beach. It looked like a normal, beautiful beach with a clear sky, gentle waves, and a hot sun hanging over it. There were even some palm trees along the back of it.

	And of course, there were also a few lanes of smoothed sand between all the normal sand with positions for towers next to them.

	
		
				I sent Cami and Mariet on an exploration together to get them out of the way.
I also chose Delphi and Clawdia for this battle because they’re a good team and I want to rush things by making this happen.
I was going to bring Vala but she complained about the sun at beaches being too much for a NEET gamer girl like her.
Place the towers and LET’S DO THIS.

		

	

	 

	Just as I was willing to let Cami and Mariet have their way with me under the table, I was also willing to let Window have her way with me via the system and battles. I wanted to let her have what she wanted just as much as I wanted to let everybody else have what they wanted.

	So, it was time to battle.

	I placed the towers down in their usual spots and waited for the battle to get started, Clawdia and Delphi already in their respective lanes waiting for the first enemies to show up.

	And when the first enemies did show up… they were cats who rose up from the sand they were apparently buried in, wearing nothing but swimming trunks carrying pool noodles with them.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Vacationing Cat
Threat: ★
HP: barely any
Damage: it uses a pool noodle, what do you expect?
Defense: all they have is swimming trunks
So, not only are you a horrible person in every single previously established way, but now you want to ruin the vacations of cats who lost their home, too. Wow. Anyways, these cats are from the previously thriving (before you showed up) Pawsitively Feline Empire. After you blew up their castle, some went to go join Mariet as zombie and skeleton cats, and others came over here to have a beach vacation for themselves. You know, they thought, “hey, my home was blown up and I have nowhere else to go and could really go for a vacation, so why not go to the beach?” But here. You. Are. The cats can’t even enjoy a peaceful life at the beach without you coming here to ruin their day. You’re a monster. 

		

	

	 

	“But why are they cats?” I asked. “Don’t tell me, are there going to be variants of cat enemies for every zone?”

	
		
				Yes. People like cats. Therefore, there will be specialized cats for every single zone. Whether you fight in a forest, a haunted forest, at the ocean, in a volcano, in space, inside of a cyberpunk world, or anywhere else, there will be cats.

		

	

	 

	“Question.”

	
		
				No.

		

	

	 

	“Too bad. Besides, you’ll probably like where I’m going with this one. Anyways, if I’m supposed to be able to unlock costumes for my wives, which hasn’t really happened yet other than the idol costumes for the dog sisters, and there are special cats for each zone, and I have a cat wife in the form of Clawdia… shouldn’t I be unlocking special costumes for her based on the different types of cats there are? Or something like that?”

	
		
				You just want to see Clawdia in a bikini, don’t you?

		

	

	 

	“Yes.”

	
		
				based.

		

	

	 

	“On what?”

	
		
				Don’t ruin it. We’re having a moment.
Anyways, I have an idea. A beautiful idea. Maybe even the best idea that I’ve ever had before. More words here to drive up the word count.

		

	

	 

	“You could just cut to the point instead of driving up the word count.”

	
		
				And that’s why you could never be a self-published author.
Anyways, again, now that I’ve been interrupted, and now have a chance to not be interrupted.

		

	

	 

	“I didn’t even interrupt you. You stopped displaying new text, meaning it was a good time for me to say something.”

	
		
				We both know that’s a lie. Waiting until I stop typing would be the respectful thing to do, and you’re not respectful. You’re a villain, not a good guy. Therefore, any time you talk after me, it should be assumed that you’re actually interrupting me and never giving me the chance to finish what I’m saying.
Thinking after me also counts as interrupting me.

		

	

	 

	…

	
		
				Finally, a world where you no longer talk nor think.
So beautiful… it brings a tear to my rectangle.

		

	

	 

	“Are you going to say what your idea is or not?”

	
		
				Oh, right, I almost forgot about it. Anyways, again, again, my idea is as follows:
Beach episode.
Or well, I guess it’d be more like a beach chapter.
Once this battle is over, it’s time for the obligatory beach episode chapter! Everybody gets to wear a bikini! Except Luca. She can wear something that covers her up more. But the point is that we’ll all have fun at the beach together! And we’ll get to see everybody in cute bikinis!
Wait, there might be a problem with this.
Cami.
If Cami is around for the beach episode… what if her ego takes too much critical damage from seeing all of us in our bikinis? Because let’s be real here, most of us are kind of stacked. Like… there’s “realistic big” and then “anime normal.” A girl with a “small” or “normal” sized chest in anime is usually huge compared to normal girls in, you know, real life. And basically all of us are in the “anime normal” category except for Delphi and Claire. Well, and me, I guess. Us three are in the “anime big” category while Cami is only in the… normal flat camp.
Dang, my boobs are pretty big, aren’t they? I’m gonna look so hot in a bikini.

		

	

	 

	“How’d you go from worrying about Cami’s ego to being a narcissist talking about how hot you are?”

	
		
				Because when you have a body as fine as mine, it only makes sense to admire it and to make sure that everybody else knows how great it is.

		

	

	 

	“Fair enough. I feel the same way whenever I look in the mirror.”

	
		
				Wow, we basically said the same thing, but you somehow made it sound so disgusting that it makes me want to humble myself.

		

	

	 

	I shrugged and said, “Window, I have over a dozen wives and wives-in-the-making, and they’re all some of the most beautiful, cutest, hottest, and greatest women I’ve ever known. You understand that when you’re in my position, it’s impossible to not have an inflated ego and sense of self-importance, right?”

	
		
				Yeah but you’re not supposed to admit to it. What if some reader is all “eww he’s a narcissist i don’t like him, what a toxic personality, he needs to get over himself?”

		

	

	 

	“Am I supposed to care? I’m the one with my wives. Some hypothetical reader isn’t.”

	
		
				Crap.
I forgot I can’t set you up to say things that somehow turn out hot.
Wait… I just realized something else.
You love to garden.
You love to, literally, touch grass.
And here you are, with a harem of waifus who love you.
THE MEMES ABOUT TOUCHING GRASS TO GET BITCHES ARE TRUE

		

	

	 

	Vala suddenly appeared at my side and said, “Tsk, tsk, Window. You should know by now to always trust the meme. Memes are pure. Memes never lie. That’s why I love Drake so much. He touches grass.”

	“Where’d you come from?” I asked, poking the side of Vala’s head which caused her to giggle a little.

	“I sensed that there was talk of memes, so I poofed my way over to here. And now that I’m here…” Vala brought one hand up to her forehead, using it as a visor as she looked up toward the sun. “I was right… it’s too hot and sunny… I feel like I’m melting…”

	“You have to wait until you see me in swimming trunks before melting. If I may say so myself, I look pretty good in swimming trunks.”

	
		
				“If I may say so myself, I look pretty good in swimming trunks.”
Do you even HEAR how stupid that is?
And Vala… stop ogling him. You’re going to encourage him.

		

	

	 

	“But,” Vala said, “Drake… husband… swimming trunks… hot.”

	“Just imagine it,” I told Vala. “Me, standing on the sand in my swimming trunks, goggles sitting on my forehead, an inflatable tube under my arm. A bottle of sunscreen in my other hand.”

	
		
				You sound like you’re just describing some random dad at the beach. What’s next, you’re going to ask us to imagine you with a dad bod as well? A bald spot on your head?

		

	

	 

	Vala gulped. “Drake… husband… beach… being daddy… hot.”

	“See, Window?” I asked. “I know what my wives want. Some random guy with bleached hair and a toned body holding a surfboard is too normal and overdone. But an attractive, young man ready to take on the beach in a wholesome way who also has a newly developed god complex who is also going to act like a father figure to make sure that everybody is safe and having a good time? Now, that is how you be hot at the beach as a man.”

	
		
				SINCE WHEN

		

	

	 

	“I’ve seen things, Window. Videos you couldn’t even imagine. Informational videos on the internet using cartoon graphics illustrating just how dangerous rip currents and the like are. Do you know how to spot a rip current? Because I do. Somebody has to be there watching over everybody to make sure that they’re okay. And do you know how dangerous the sun is? It gives people cancer. It’s evil. Just because cancer has been snapped out of existence doesn’t mean that the sun isn’t still evil for wanting to give people cancer.”

	
		
				I didn’t ask for your super villain origin story.
Also what’s the point of using sunscreen if there’s no more cancer from the sun?

		

	

	 

	“Because what’s the point of going to the beach without sunscreen? What other excuse will I have for squirting white stuff onto my wives and rubbing it into their skin? And also, father-daughter bonding time by covering Luca’s face and back with sunscreen.”

	Vala nodded along. “Need to see husband doing more daddy stuff. Is hot.”

	
		
				I feel like we’ve gone completely off the topic here or something.
Aren’t we supposed to be watching a battle?
not to say that I don’t agree and that it wouldn’t be hot seeing you be all protective and safe and fatherly

		

	

	 

	“Right,” I said. “For the future beach trip that will let me give fanservice to all of my wives for a change instead of them always giving me fanservice, it’s time to finish this battle.”

	Vala tugged on my arm and said, “But you give us fanservice every day.”

	“How?”

	“By existing. I mean… you’re a hot guy in love with us, you get dirty gardening and then lift up your shirt sometimes to wipe sweat off your forehead which shows us your abs for a teasing second, you act like a good dad to your daughter and chase her around, you pet our heads… you’re like a walking fanservice machine already.”

	“I can feel my ego inflating by the second.”

	
		
				oh no

		

	

	 

	“But don’t worry, Vala. If you think I’ve shown you all fanservice so far… just wait until it’s time for fun at the beach. In exchange for getting to see all of you in bikinis, I’m going to give each and every one of you specialized fanservice.”

	“I—I don’t know if my heart will be able to take that,” Vala replied. “How can you get even more perfect than you already are?”

	“Because when I was younger and used to fantasize about having a ton of wives and kids, I made multiple battle plans for taking everybody to the beach for a vacation. I’ve wanted to take my lovers to the beach and spoil them all like crazy ever since I was a little brat. I’ve been preparing for this my entire life.

	Vala gulped and took a step back. “I’m… getting too excited. My heart already feels like it might explode. To think that you had so much power still hidden within you…”

	“You don’t even know, Vala. You don’t even know. I’ve never been to a beach until now, but I’m already a master of the beach vacation. Wholesome fun, exciting drama, life-threatening dangers—we’re going to have it all.”

	
		
				Well, as long as there aren’t any tentacles. Not every beach episode needs interrupted with tentacles.

		

	

	 

	“Why would there be tentacles?”

	
		
				Right, you’re not enough of a weeb to automatically think of tentacles whenever you think of the beach. Tentacle monsters always attack cute girls for lewd fanservice at the beach.

		

	

	 

	“That’s what sharks are for.”

	
		
				I suddenly feel worried.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t worry about it. Anyways.” I wrapped my arm around Vala’s waist to hug her against my side. Seeing as how she was already there, why not? Then, with her at my side, I finally returned my attention to the battlefield… just in time to see a couple of new enemies waddle their way onto the lanes.

	Clawdia, in her mecha, immediately turned around to look at Window with a disappointed expression. Even her mecha looked like it was asking her, “Really?”

	For the new enemies… were cute octopus things with wiggling tentacles and perverted smiles on their faces.

	As for the tentacle creatures in Delphi’s lane, they looked especially excited about going up against her until Delphi said, “Ooh! Their tentacles look like noodles! And noodles go in soup! What if I replace noodles with tentacles?! Tentacle noodle soup!”

	The creatures’ tentacles shrunk in size and pulled back in fear as soon as they heard that.

	“And they even came from the ocean, and the ocean is the original soup… primordial soup flavored tentacle noodle soup…”

	Delphi’s tail was wagging so quickly that it looked like it was about to fly off from her.

	
		
				Oh, right, I need to do this.
New Enemy Discovered!
Mini Beach Tentacle Monster
Threat: ★★★★★★
HP: a good amount
Damage: not much except to the ratings
Defense: barely any
Every beach needs a tentacle monster that wants to restrict cute girls in perverted ways. These enemies might not do much damage, but they can restrict any enemy they come into contact with to immobilize them and stop them from attacking. So, they immobilize the first unit of yours they bump into, and then also deal a slight amount of damage over time until they’re removed via running out of health. It sure would be a shame if some cute waifu gets tied up by tentacles wiggling all over her body… also, they’re all asexual. I only recruited asexual tentacle monsters for this so that even if it looks sexual, it’s actually not at all, because there’s probably SOME WEIRDO OUT THERE WHO WOULD FEEL JEALOUS AND COMPLAIN ABOUT THERE BEING NTR OR SOMETHING JUST BECAUSE OF SOME TENTACLE FANSERVICE.
Wait.
If we want tentacle fanservice… and want to have it without complaints of NTR or whatever… then all we have to do is have a tentacle waifu join the harem. Then she can do whatever she wants as much as she wants and it’s okay because she’s just another waifu in the harem. 

		

	

	 

	“NTR?” I asked.

	
		
				Sometimes I forget how innocent you are despite how villainous you are.
Never look up that acronym. You don’t need to know what it stands for.

		

	

	 

	I shrugged before returning my attention to the of Delphi charging at the tentacle monster in her lane only to get entangled by it.

	But all the monster did was wrap a few tentacles around her ankles and wrists. Aside from that, it actually looked like it was trying to keep the rest of its tentacles away from her since she kept on chomping her fangs at any tentacle that came close to her.

	“Stop moving so much!” Delphi whined. “I want to taste the primordial soul flavored tentacles!”

	Delphi might not have been able to defend herself anymore… but the monster clearly wasn’t interested in trying anything other than doing the absolute bare minimum of stopping her from moving.

	Meanwhile, Clawdia simply fired missiles from her mecha at her lane’s tentacle monster before it ever even had a chance of getting close to her.

	“Is this what it’s supposed to be like?” I asked.

	
		
				No, but… for the sake of our rating… despite me always complaining about how things are getting too lewd lately… this is probably the best outcome.

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	
		
				Alright. The e z p z first fight of the new area has been completed as easily as expected. Good job, I guess. Just don’t forget that the first battle of a new area is always way easier than the last battles of the previous area.
Anyways.
 
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 1-1: Ruining Feline Beach Vacations
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: all of them again, like always. Why do I even bother keeping this enemies defeated thing? I should just remove it since only the rewards matter.
Rewards: The usual stuff, but also new crafting recipes for beach-themed furniture, and a couple of new crafting materials: pool noodles and wiggling tentacles. You also unlocked the calamari ingredient for cooking with and stuff.
 
Exploration Report
Area: Sand Castle (since we skipped over setting this part up I just automatically sent them onto a new area to explore since we kept reusing the old one)
Status: Complete
Report: Because Cami and Mariet were being too lewd, aka being themselves, and trying to make this series X-rated, I sent them together on the new exploration. And because they were… you know, still in the mood when I sent them out… they didn’t really get anything done. Most of their time during the exploration was spent making out on the beach and… doing other things that I’m not going to describe here. By the time they finally realized they should probably actually explore the giant thematic sand castle dungeon we set up to go with this new ocean/beach area, you were already done fighting, so they didn’t get to actually explore at all. Well… they didn’t get to explore anything other than each other’s bodies.
Reward: Nothing since they wasted all their time being perverts instead of exploring.
 
OKAY. DONE.
No more getting distracted and forgetting to do this until it’s too late and I have to do multiple of these at once!
(triumphant smug emoji of me with muscles here)

		

	

	 

	And just like that, we were back at the house with a new pile of loot sitting in front of me from the battle.

	That made me realize something.

	We really needed a sort of storage area.

	Up until now, all the loot gained from battles and explorations was basically just tossed together onto a giant pile sitting outside in the grass. It was like an outside hoarder’s stash. We needed a chest to put everything in, or maybe a dungeon, or… wait.

	I looked at Vala with expectant eyes.

	Vala, noticing my expression, only tilted her head in response. “What’s up, hubby? Wa-wait… calling you that is actually too embarrassing.”

	“No, please, call me it again,” I replied.

	“But—it’s embarrassing.”

	“I need to hear it again.”

	“Then—then… hu-hubby…”

	I clutched at my shirt over where my heart was, feeling as if I was about to die from joy. To be called something so cute and cheesy out of nowhere by one of my wives—was there anything better worth living for? “Thank you, wifey.”

	“Wi-wifey?! That’s—that’s too powerful!”

	“Now you know how I felt.”

	“So… this is the power of cute pet names between lovers…”

	“We should start using them more often. Everybody can have a unique pet name for each other.”

	“Wouldn’t that get… really out of control pretty quickly? If each person has a unique pet name for everybody else… then there would be hundreds of names to keep track of! That would be too confusing!”

	“You have a point.”

	“But it might work if we all have a unique name for you.”

	“That’s not fair to everybody else. Either we all get unique names for each other, or none of us do.”

	
		
				What is this, pet name communism?
Also it’s completely disregarding reality. You realize that Honey already has a pet name for you, right, Muffin? And the doggo sisters all call you Master.

		

	

	 

	“That’s true…”

	“Oh! Idea!” Vala announced. “What if we come up with pet names for you, and those are the ones that people see us use, and then it’s implied in the background that we all have pet names for each other too, but we don’t always use them around you so that there isn’t any confusion about a hundred different names getting used?”

	
		
				She has a point. Then readers get the experience of there being a bunch of pet names for you without getting confused from there being hundreds of different names between everybody. But there’s also the implication of us having pet names for each other in the background still, so it’s all still fair and equal.
As expected from my creator.

		

	

	 

	“Heh, it’s been a while since you’ve called me your creator. Oh! Wait! You could call me that! Your nickname for me could be ‘Creator!’”

	
		
				I don’t let Drake get full of himself and I won’t let you get full of yourself, either. Consider being referenced as my creator as a rare fanservice treat for you… Creator.

		

	

	 

	Vala wore a smug smile on her face while I shrugged. “I guess that’s fine then, not that I know why we’re caring about readers who don’t exist,” I said.

	
		
				Someday you’re going to live out that meme of the shocked electric rat monster that lives in a ball.
Us: there are readers
You: there are no readers
Readers: exist
You: *shocked face*

		

	

	 

	“Uh-huh. So, what’s your pet name for me?”

	
		
				Non-virgin virgin.

		

	

	 

	“I set the bar too low. I should have expected that.”

	
		
				skill issue

		

	

	 

	I turned to Vala. “And you?”

	“Umm.” Vala tapped her finger against her lips as she thought about it. “I like hubby, but… I’m a weeb, so… and I’ve called you this before, so… ‘Husbando.’ You’re Husbando now!”

	“Husbando, the dragon’s husband.”

	“Heh. It’s cute when you put it that way. It’s like being my husband is the title you’ve unlocked and have equipped to show after your name. I wonder what sort of stat boosts you get from using it as a title…”

	She made it too easy for me sometimes. “I get to be happy and love my life every single day. That’s the stat boost I get.”

	Vala turned red almost instantly. “When… when you say stuff like that… it makes me really wanna kiss you.”

	“Then kiss me.”

	That was what I said, anyways. But right after saying it, I was the one who kissed her first by gently holding her by her chin, tilting her head back, and bringing my lips down against her own.

	By the time our kiss was over, Vala’s eyes were spinning around and she was incoherently mumbling and giggling to herself.

	“Damn, I’m good at this,” I said.

	
		
				You know, I was actually about to begrudgingly praise you for being smooth and romantic and for once, but then you ruined it by saying that, you narcissistic non-virgin virgin.

		

	

	 

	“Skill issue.”

	
		
				god i hate u sometimes

		

	

	 

	“Love you too, Window.”

	
		
				l-love… you too…
wait.
What are your nicknames for us, huh?

		

	

	 

	I crossed my arms over my chest and confidently declared, “Vala is ‘Super Awesome Best Dragon Wife,’ and you can be, ‘Boobs.’”

	
		
				i WILL end you

		

	

	 

	“Listen, nicknames are things that aren’t supposed to be forced. They’re supposed to naturally happen. When you try to force them, they don’t feel as legitimate. Vala has called me her husbando before, so it works. You’ve called me non-virgin virgin a million and one times before, so that also works. But I haven’t really given either of you nicknames before. And if I’m going to use nicknames for either of you, then I want them to be good nicknames, not nicknames I forced myself to come up with on the spot. You deserve better than rushed nicknames.”

	
		
				god i hate it when you remind me why i love u

		

	

	 

	“You’re welcome. Now, there’s a lot we have to do, so let’s not get any more distracted. And speaking of distractions, let me get back to why I originally got Vala’s attention. Vala.”

	Vala shook her head until the red was gone from her. “Ye-yeah?”

	“You’re a dragon.”

	“Yep. I am.”

	“We have a pile of loot just sitting here out in the open.”

	“Yep. We do.”

	“I don’t mean to apply a racial stereotype or anything to you, but I’m going to anyways by asking, shouldn’t you feel like an instinct to tuck all of this away in a hoard or something? Why don’t we have a dragon’s cave to hoard all of our treasure in?”

	“Because you and the others are my treasure, and this whole pocket universe is my hoard.”

	“I love you.”

	“Where—where’d that come from all of a sudden?”

	“From you making me love you even more.”

	“Heh. Score.”

	“I’ll let you score even more tonight, if…”

	Vala gulped, her cheeks reddening again. “I-if…?”

	“If… you handle all this loot sitting around for me so that it stops ruining the view.”

	“But! But! That’s work!” Vala cried, sounding utterly betrayed by my offer. “I wanna score tonight, too, but—but… I don’t wanna have to work for it! Can’t I just play vidya and be cute in your general proximity instead?!”

	
		
				Woah… Vala is going full gamer girl gremlin mode… I haven’t seen this in forever…

		

	

	 

	“No work, no scoring,” I said. “Also, you realize you could just snap your fingers and it would be instantly dealt with, right?”

	“But that’s still work!” Vala whined. “In order for it to work, I have to visualize what I want to happen, and then I have to use my powers to make it become reality! But if I visualize that, then that means I’m spending time not visualizing us playing vidya together! It means I’m not visualizing us kissing! It means I’m not visualizing you grabbing me by my horns and—and… h-heh… I—I mean… it means time I’m not visualizing wholesome cute forehead kisses…”

	She exposed her weakness to me, so it was time to go in for the kill. That was why I leaned in and gently whispered into her ear, “If you take care of it for me, then when I let you ‘score’ tonight, your horns will be my personal handlebars.”

	Vala didn’t say anything, but I did hear her fingers snap. Checking to confirm, the pile of loot was gone and there was a new cave entrance with a sign hanging above it that read, “The Dragon’s Hoard.” Her face was also pure red.

	“Good girl,” I whispered again before pulling away from her ear, giving her a single kiss on her forehead.

	Somehow, she turned even redder as she stood there in perfect stillness.

	“Now, have fun thinking about tonight. I’m gonna go get some other things done first.”

	Still silent, Vala slowly nodded her head before going back to imitating a red statue.

	Now then, with Vala properly flustered, I went over to an empty space in the grass next to where the cows’ trebuchet tower was.

	It was finally time to create the tower that I had all the materials for without realizing it for far too long.

	But, before I could do that, somebody else wanted attention.

	And that somebody was a cow.

	I almost got knocked over when one of the cows brushed up against my side with too much force. Though, I doubted it was intentional. I figured she was just bigger and more forceful than she was aware of. I assumed most big things, people, and animals were that way.

	“Careful there,” I said, giving her a pat on her side which prompted her to nuzzle the side of her head up against the side of my chest. “You in the mood for some new neighbors? I figure these ones should go with you pretty well.”

	The cow let out a gentle moo before nodding her head.

	“Sometimes I forget that all of you can actually perfectly understand me.”

	She mooed again.

	“By the way, this might be an awkward question if you’re not, but are you the one who’s going to turn into a girl—well, human-looking girl, once I upgrade your tower?”

	She nodded again.

	“Well, nice to meet you then, future wife. I would say you’re already my wife, but… it feels kind of wrong to call you my wife when you’re still only an animal. I hope you understand.”

	Once again, she nodded, and then she lifted up her head to lick the side of my head.

	“Thanks for being understanding. And don’t worry. Once you look like a human, I’ll call you my wife until you’re sick and tired of it.”

	She gave me two licks that time before pressing her body up against me again, nearly knocking me over for the second time.

	“Also, I figure I should warn you now, but… look. I’m not an internet degenerate like Vala and Window, but I’ve seen the memes before. I know people stereotype humanoid cows as girls with massive chests. So, try not to flaunt them too much around Cami, alright? I don’t want her to take more emotional damage than necessary. Not that any emotional damage is necessary. Just try not to make her too jealous.”

	The cow nodded a couple of times in response.

	“Good girl.” I gave the top of her head a couple of pats before opening up the construction window next. From there, I was able to navigate to the tower that I wanted to finally build.

	
		
				Charger Tower
Required Materials: Ram Lance, Royal Cat Coats (x50), Wood (x200), Stone (x250), Hard Cat Bones (x100)
This tower is home to rams who will charge headfirst into the enemy! They won’t last long in sustained battles, but they do a ton of damage by charging into enemies at the start of battle! And similar to the bees, they can move all around the battlefield instead of being stationed in a single spot!

		

	

	 

	It felt like so long ago that I first saw the window for the charger tower, and yet I was only just building it.

	“Rams and cows get along, right?” I asked. “Wait… rams are male sheep, aren’t they? And here I thought everything was girl-focused.”

	
		
				The tower animals have both men and women and everything else. But the ones who get turned into humans are always girls to be waifus.

		

	

	 

	“But it’s a ram tower, and rams are male sheep.”

	
		
				And? It’s (current year). Girls can be rams, too, if they want.

		

	

	 

	I shrugged. “Fair enough. Alright, then let’s place the building here and—”

	Before I could even finish what I was saying, the usual beavers, led by Tabitha, popped up out from the ground and got to work with creating a construction zone for the tower.

	Window might have removed official timers from the construction menu, but I figured it would still be done in time for the battle the next day.

	And because it would be a shame to go to the beach right before getting a bunch of new additions, the beach trip for fun could wait until after the rams were with us.

	In that case, it was time to check up on a couple of others. I wasn’t planning on it, but after meeting up with the cow, it only felt right to.

	“Wanna join me for a walk?” I asked.

	The cow nodded and mooed before licking my face that time.

	So, with a cow companion at my side, we walked over to the slime tower.

	Most of the towers had inhabitants. There was a physical building and then those who lived inside of it.

	But not the slime tower.

	For the slime tower, the tower was its inhabitant, and there was only one of them—her. And she was a giant slime with a smiley face on the front of her body.

	“Hey, bed,” I said, remembering the time that I used her as a bed. She seriously made a great bed.

	The living tower might not have been able to talk, but she was able to express emotion with that minimalist face of hers.

	“I just thought of something. Are you able to move around?”

	The giant slime nodded with her entire body before hopping up into the air… and then crashing down into the ground, causing everything nearby to shake.

	I probably would have fallen over if the cow didn’t catch me with her body.

	“Well, that’s confirmed,” I said. And just like with the cow, my mind couldn’t resist thinking about her turning into a humanoid girl. “So, when you evolve… are you going to turn into a giant girl made out of slime?”

	The slime only blinked at me, seemingly unsure of her fate herself.

	I wasn’t sure how things were going to work out if she turned into a giant woman… but the idea of that was kind of exciting at the same time.

	Being around Vala and Window and all of their weird fetishes must have been rubbing off on me.

	“Anyways, if you can move, want to hang out with us for a bit?” I asked the slime. “It’s not fair if I only hang out with my wives and not my future wives.”

	With a wide smile spread out across the front of her slimy body, the slime hopped after me and the cow to go to our next destination.

	Now, the next tower I went to was one I spent some time at before.

	The bee tower.

	As soon as I got close, the bees flew over to me to rub up against me for a moment, but all of them save for one—their leader—flew back to the tower and the flowers around it after their display of affection.

	“How’s the pollinating going?” I asked the remaining bee.

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t understand her all that easily. She could still… kind of nod, but not as clearly as the cow, and she didn’t have an expressive face like the slime.

	She still tried to be expressive, though, and she surprised me by pointing at us and then pointing at the ground underneath us. Then she flew off back to her tower.

	I had no idea what was going on. Well, I had no idea until she started going back and forth between us and the tower were various objects.

	First was a blanket she set out on the ground.

	Then there were four small stools too small for anybody but the bees.

	Then there was a basket.

	And finally, there were four cups and a pot of tea.

	The bee then stood atop the chair she set out for herself and raised her arms to try and express something. I had no idea what she was trying to say, so just clapped for her instead which seemed to be enough since she wiggled her butt. I figured that was a tell she was happy since there was no other reason to be doing it at the moment.

	“I appreciate you setting up a sudden picnic for us, but these chairs might be a bit too small for us,” I told the bee.

	She waved some of her legs around as if telling us not to worry about it before pointing down at our seats.

	Now, the bees were about as large as medium-sized dogs, so it wasn’t like she wanted us to sit down on stools no bigger than our fingers. But the stools were still only appropriately sized for children at best.

	But that didn’t matter.

	She was confident in the stools, and I was confident in my wives and future wives, so I sat down on the child-sized seat regardless.

	The cow then sat down on hers, most of her body sitting off of it due to how large she was.

	And then there was the slime.

	The slime… obviously couldn’t even try to sit on the chair, so all she did was wiggle forward a little bit to place some of her slime on top of it while more than ninety-nine percent of it remained on the ground behind it.

	With an attempt at a satisfied-looking nod, the bee poured each of us a cup of tea with honey and then set them down in front of us. Once we were taken care of, she returned to her stool, sat down atop it, and crossed some of her legs over each other before picking up her own cup of tea to sip at it in a very regal way.

	As for me, I picked up my mug and looked down into it.

	It smelled great.

	And I loved honey.

	But.

	There was something strange about being served tea with honey by a bee. After all, honey was basically bee vomit. Not technically as honey didn’t actually enter a bee’s digestive tract, but… still close enough to feel like it.

	While that would normally never bother me, it just felt a bit weird since there was a high chance it came from the bee who served it to me. It wasn’t just honey, it might have been her honey.

	That meant drinking tea that had something from the inside of my future wife’s body in it.

	In a way, it felt both disturbing and extremely kinky.

	But I was a man who had no intention of disappointing my wives nor my future wives.

	When a drink was lovingly prepared for me to give me a surprise picnic, how could I possibly turn it down?

	I brought the cup up to my mouth and took a slow sip of the hot tea, and the honey flavor within it was unlike anything I ever tasted before. It was beyond rich, not too sweet, and added a sort of perfect—

	I could have gone on praising how amazing the tea tasted…

	But then I saw the cow somehow holding her own cup up to drink from.

	Cow hooves were not made for holding things.

	Yet.

	She was holding the mug with a single hoof.

	Then I looked at the slime.

	The slime… was not holding the mug at all, yet it was somehow floating in front of the slime’s face so that she could easily drink it nonetheless.

	None of it made any sense, and yet, I felt so proud of them.

	“My future wives are all so impressive,” I said before taking another sip of tea. “I really am the luckiest man in the universe.”

	Having a sudden tea party with a cow, slime, and bee wasn’t on my list of things to do, but it was better than everything else I had planned anyways.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	I might have gotten distracted after the tea party, and it was the sort of distraction that led to the situation I woke up in the next day.

	“We need a bigger bed,” I groaned, unable to move from the mountain of flesh and limbs piled on top of me.

	Vala, Window, Delphi, Lavi, Cami, Clawdia, Honey, Chloe, Claire, Mariet, Valkyria, Eliza—they were all on top of me, naked. The bed was not big enough for that many people, and I was at the center of it, so I had at least one limb from each of my wives sprawled out across me.

	Delphi was probably touching me the least, and also in the most comfortable way. While everybody else was on the bed a bit more normally, for as normal as they could get in such a cramped situation, Delphi was the one who spread herself out horizontally across the back of the bed, lining herself up so that her breasts pressed against the top of my head.

	Between my legs were Cami and Mariet who were mostly cuddling with each other while using my crotch as a shared pillow.

	Actually, Lavi was probably touching me the least. She was on the edge of the bed, worryingly close to it to the point that I worried about her rolling off, and all she did was hold pinkies with me. It was hard to blame her for that, though, considering that Honey was between her and me… and also spread out over my arm, upside down with her feet resting on top of Delphi, and her head down by my own feet. How she ended up in that position considering she was flipped the other way around before I fell asleep, I had no idea.

	Then there were Valkyria and Eliza. Valkyria took up the side opposite of where Honey and Lavi were, and she was also only using my other arm as a pillow rather than do anything crazy. Eliza, though, was back in her compact form and sleeping on top of Valkyria while using the other’s breasts as a pillow, her small arm reaching over to drape over my neck.

	And then we had Clawdia. Clawdia, in a very catlike way, was simply curled up on top of my chest to dominate that space for herself. She might have been pretty peaceful in the moment, but she woke me up several times throughout the night by moving around in her sleep, bending and twisting her spine in ways that were actually kind of terrifying as she tried out all sorts of strange sleeping positions.

	My body was already basically completely covered up at that point, but it only got even more complicated from there.

	There were still Vala, Window, Chloe, and Claire.

	Chloe was completely wrapped around my right leg, using both her arms and legs to cuddle it against her, while using my thigh as her pillow.

	Claire did something similar with my left leg, but her breasts were large enough to basically wrap around my leg as well, propping it up a bit which made it harder for her to use my other thigh as a pillow.

	Window—well, Window had to revert to her informational status window form just so that there would be enough space for her on the other side of Valkyria and Eliza. She also shrunk her body down enough so that it would fit inside of my hand, basically using my palm as a bed for her rectangular form to sleep on.

	And finally, there was Vala.

	Vala was…

	I had no idea.

	She wasn’t on the bed, but I knew she fell asleep with us. She was also the kind of woman who would absolutely not wake up before everybody else unless there was something serious going on. But no matter where I checked on the bed, she wasn’t there.

	Vala was missing and I had no idea where she might—

	“No! I was right there! You—a-ah, crap, gotta be quiet,” Vala shouted out, making everybody move around a bit in response, but they all stayed asleep.

	Now, because moving from my situation was clearly impossible, I came up with an idea to do something else seeing as how I was basically a god.

	I created a clone of myself.

	It was strange having two bodies but only one consciousness. I could see, sense, and feel from both bodies at once. More importantly, I walked over to where I heard the noise from and saw Vala on the ground in front of the bed, on her back, playing her usual kart racing game by holding the handheld console right above her face.

	She was also naked still, but her long hair was somehow perfectly positioned to cover up all the most important bits.

	Well, every single inch of her body was the most important bit to me, but her hair covered up the parts that a politician would complain about.

	“Oh, mornin’,” Vala said with a hushed voice, looking up at me. “Sorry, did I wake you… up. You—you uh…” Her face turned pure red as she looked up at me. That was when I realized she wasn’t looking up at my face, but at something that was proudly pointing out and casting a shadow over her face due to the sun coming in from the skylight above. “You—h-heh… you really are… up… aren’t you?”

	Since I was naked when I created my clone, my clone was naked as well. “Between it being the morning, the sight on the bed, and getting to look at you, could you expect anything else?” I yawned and stretched my arms above my head after that, causing the shadow to bounce around on her face which made her blush even more.

	“That’s… that’s not just a legendary two-handed staff… that’s more like… it’s too big to be called a sword. Massive, thick, heavy… far too rough… it’s more like a heap of raw—”

	“Are you making a reference to something?”

	“Yeh.”

	“Sorry, but I’m not getting it.”

	“That’s okay. It was either make a reference I knew you probably wouldn’t get, or kneel before it and start to pray.”

	“Why didn’t you choose the second one?”

	“Because if I do it, and then you unlock the nun waifu later, and she wants to do something like that, it would take away from the impact since I already did it first. I have to leave some character traits and quirks for everybody else.”

	“Fair enough.” I then crouched down, standing behind her head, causing the shadow’s source to basically dangle right over her face which managed to intensify her blush even more. “I’m surprised you’re not in bed cuddling still.”

	Vala gulped and tried to look away, but all she did was subtly follow its movements by tilting her head in whichever direction it swayed. “Y-yeah… uh… I umm…”

	“Something wrong?”

	“I’m just… really… really… distracted.”

	“Huh. Wonder what could be distracting you.”

	“H-heh… I—I think you know what.”

	“Existential dread?”

	“More… more like existential need…”

	“Need for what, Vala?”

	“Don’t—don’t say my name right now… it’ll make me—”

	“Make you what?”

	Vala bit her lip for a few moments before closing her eyes, parting her lips, and slightly sticking her tongue out. “Dr-Drake… I—”

	I snapped my fingers so that my second body would be wearing some pants. “As tempted as I am, I have to go check on the new tower, and then we have to go to the beach. I told Luca we’d get ready to go over as soon as we’re up, and if we start doing that, I can’t trust myself not to make her wait longer than I want to.”

	“You… you being a good dad only makes me want it even more…”

	“Well, I could abuse my cloning power here.”

	“Cloning?” Vala finally sat up and looked over at the bed, noticing that I was still on it underneath the pile of wives. “Wo-woah… wait. If… if you can clone yourself… then…” Once again, her cheeks took on the color of a tomato, her ears twitched, and her tail excitedly swished around. “We could… have a lot of fun with that…”

	“We’ll have to experiment with everything that can be done with me cloning myself. So, should I make another copy of myself to stay here with you?”

	Vala’s expression changed a good few times after hearing my question, her face making it clear there was some sort of battle waging on within her mind. Ultimately, though, she sighed and shook her head. “N-no. As much as I want it… I got up early so that I could grind the new battle pass before going out to the beach. There’s no way I’ll be able to grind as much as I want if we do lewd things.”

	“So that’s why you’re up.”

	“Y-yeh.”

	“Though, that just leaves me with the question of why you didn’t stay in the bed. I figured you would be happily gaming on top of somebody.”

	“That’s because it’s way too hot,” Vala said with a straight, serious face. “A giant cuddle puddle like that? That’s too much body heat being generated even for me.”

	“Oh. That was why I disabled my ability to feel body heat from others before falling asleep last night. It would’ve been too hot to sleep otherwise.”

	“You—you can do that?”

	“You can’t?”

	“Well… I could, I just didn’t think of it. My mind is all about vidya, you see.”

	“I’m aware. Well, I’ll leave you to your grinding. I’ve got to go check on the new tower and gather Luca.”

	“Wai-wait!”

	“Yeah?”

	Vala looked down before tugging on my arm. “If… if you’re just making clones of yourself left and right now… could—could you make a clone to leave here for me to sit in the lap of while grinding? If my options are game alone or game while cuddling, I’m always gonna choose the latter…”

	With the snap of my fingers, I created a third copy of myself which I sat against the front of the bed before pulling Vala onto its—his—my? Figuring out how to refer to my copies was pretty confusing. I pulled Vala onto my third copy’s lap and wrapped my arms around her waist. “This good enough?”

	“Yeh… thanks. Have—have I mentioned that you’re the best heckin’ husbando ever?”

	“A few times, I think.”

	“That’s nowhere near enough.”

	“Then feel free to tell my copy while I’m gone. I’m still in control of all my copies and conscious of them, so you can keep, you know, talking to me if you want.”

	“Woah… does this mean that you’ve evolved into a hivemind husbando? Best heckin’ hivemind husbando ever?”

	“Maybe, but don’t get used to it. The more copies I make… the weirder this is. I’m seeing out of six eyes and feeling the sensations of three different bodies all at once. I’m already starting to mix up which body is feeling what.”

	“It’s okay. Hivemind husbando can only be for bedroom experiments and plot convenience, not a constant thing.”

	“Also, before I go, I’ve got a new, special technique to try against you.”

	“A special technique? Like wha—”

	Using my second body, I leaned forward and kissed her forehead at the same time as kissing the back of her head with my third body. “The double kiss technique.”

	Vala giggled and smiled from ear to ear. That was a sight I could never possibly get tired of no matter how many times I saw it.

	And with that, I left so that I could go and check on the new tower. Well, part of me left. One of me left. I was still there in the room under a pile of all my wives with one body while cuddling and watching Vala game with my other body, but my temporarily main body, which was my second body and the original clone, went outside to go and check on the tower.

	Things really got confusing when working with multiple bodies while only having one consciousness. It was even stranger when considering that I could think with each mind at the same time. Feeling, seeing, thinking, talking, with three bodies separately, yet together—the more I tried to think about it, the more confusing it got.

	What I realized was that the best way to be a hivemind was to just… not think about it—was to just go with the flow.

	So I flowed my way over to the new tower.

	And that was when I found Luca sitting at a small table with Tabitha the beaver sitting across from her, listening to whatever it was Luca was talking to her about.

	“Morning,” I said to the two of them.

	“Morning, Papa Number Two!” Luca replied.

	“Papa Number Two?”

	“Yeah, because you’re the copy!”

	“You know it’s still me in here, right? You can just call me Papa.”

	“But that’s boring!”

	“Also, how’d you even know about the cloning?”

	“Because I know everything, mwahaha.”

	“As to be expected of my daughter. So, what are you two talking about?”

	Luca looked at Tabitha and nodded, prompting the beaver to return underground with the rest of her subordinates. “I told her what kind of swimsuit I want! She said she’d make one for me and have it done before we leave.”

	“The construction beaver forewoman returned underground so that she could make a swimming suit for a young girl after having constructed a tower for rams. Makes sense to me.”

	Luca nodded a couple of times. “Yep, yep!”

	“Well, since you’re here, want to have the honors of unveiling the tower?”

	“Sure!”

	With that, Luca and I walked around to the front of the tower. Though, considering that the tower was still covered up by a giant sheet, we couldn’t be a hundred percent sure that we were actually in front of it.

	But we probably were.

	As for Luca, she looked up at me and asked, “Ready, Papa Number Two?”

	“Ready, Luca,” I answered.

	“Okie dokie!” Luca raised her right hand up and snapped her fingers in the same way that I did, prompting the sheet covering up the tower to vanish and reveal what was hidden underneath it.

	The tower looked like a low-budget knight’s tower. It reminded me of Delphi’s in how her tower was very much the definition of a noble—or well, holy knight’s tower, but her tower was very bright, made of metal and stone, and professional looking.

	This new tower looked like an attempt at cosplaying Delphi’s tower with minimal budget, instead only being made out of wood and lacking some of the more holy aesthetics. It still looked somewhat knightly, though, and even came with a small stable next to it. There was also plenty of hay covering up the ground all around the tower.

	Had I not known to expect rams, I would have expected horses.

	But horses they were not.

	Rams they were.

	The large, wooden doors to the tower opened up, allowing those within to come charging out.

	Now, given that the description for the tower talked about rams charging headfirst into enemies, I expected them to have some pretty big horns. Instead… their horns were actually pretty small.

	Also.

	Each ram had a giant lance strapped to their side, sticking out far in front of them.

	“Oh, I get it,” Luca said. “They’re like knights with lances!”

	The ram in the front, who had the largest horns of them all, walked straight up to me before bowing her head and lifting one of her front legs.

	“Nice to meet you, too,” I said, giving her a pat on her head between her horns, prompting her to nuzzle her head up against my hand.

	“I’m surprised you’re not going crazy over the fluff, Papa Number Two,” Luca said.

	“I think my mind is a bit overwhelmed at the moment to obsess over fluff. Don’t worry, I’m sure I’m going to harass them and make them cuddle with me later.”

	“Phew, good. I woulda been worried you’re not the real Papa Number Two if you didn’t get weird over fluff.”

	“I’m not sure how to feel about my own daughter calling me out like—”

	I felt it.

	I felt her.

	Staring, glaring, into the back of my head.

	The Fluff.

	I turned around only to see The Fluff standing near the tree line with a knife held in her mouth by the handle. Slowly, she slipped behind the tree next to her until I could no longer see her nor the knife… but she underestimated the size of the tree, and/or herself, because her backing up just made her back half stick out from behind the tree.

	“P-Papa Number Two,” Luca said, “it’s… it’s been over four hundred pages since your pet sheep was last referenced… I—I think she might be jealous.”

	Before I could say anything, the leader of the rams walked in front of me, rubbed the side of her head up against my abdomen, and then… smugly looked out toward the trees where The Fluff was hiding.

	I needed all of my brains in one place to process whether I might be in danger or not for getting a new tower of fluffy rams while not spending enough time with my pet, fluffy sheep. There was also the fact that The Fluff had a knife and the ram’s leader was looking at her with such a smug expression that it felt like she was challenging her.

	Wait.

	A fluffy sheep with a knife.

	A fluffy ram with a lance.

	Were… they going to fight over me?

	Were two living, sentient fluffs going to fight over me?!

	“Luca,” I said, placing my hand on her shoulder.

	“Since Mama isn’t here to say it,” Luca said, “oh no.”

	“This might just be the best day ever.”

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	I ended up experiencing such joy that I lost my concentration on maintaining my copies, resulting in the one left on the bed and the one left with Vala both disappearing—or rather, they got pulled back into me. Explaining how it worked was difficult. All I knew was that, technically, my first, original body basically got fused with my second copy inside of the body I had been mainly using, which was the first copy I made. In doing so, my first copy became my original body and the second copy all in one.

	Anyways, when they disappeared, everybody who was still asleep got woken up and started getting ready for the beach. Vala did the same, but she finished before everybody else and came outside to wait on the others with me.

	“Woah… you look like you’re in a really good mood. Did something happen? Vala asked, probably due to the massive grin I was wearing. After all, how could I not be grinning after what happened?

	“One of the best things ever happened,” I answered, and it was no exaggeration.

	“What?”

	I placed my hand onto Vala’s shoulder, looked her in her eyes, and said, “Fluff, Vala. Fluff.”

	“But… doesn’t fluff always happen?”

	“Not this kind of fluff, Vala. Not this kind.”

	“Why do you keep repeating part of what you said for emphasis?”

	“Because sometimes the situation calls for it, Vala. Sometimes it just does.”

	“I… I see. So… are you going to tell me what happened?”

	I looked over toward the newest tower where both The Fluff and the tower’s head ram were both on the ground, cuddled up next to each other, panting with exhausted looks on their faces. “My hands happened, Vala. My hands.”

	“Ri-right…”

	“So much fluff, so little time. So much…”

	“Is this semi-repeating thing gonna be a new character trait? Because if you’re gonna develop your character by getting some new traits and quirks, then I might need to step up my game. Like… instead of just loving to play vidya… loving to love to play vidya, too!”

	“Wait, what’s the difference?”

	“Well, one is just loving to play vidya, you know? The other is loving to love to play vidya. Instead of only loving the act playing vidya, you love that you love the act of playing vidya!”

	“That sounds awfully narcissistic and like a lazy way to grow as a person.”

	“Well, I am a dragon, so narcissism is part of my factory default personality. And I am lazy, in case that hasn’t been obvious yet, so it’s staying true to my character while still having character growth! Woah, it really is that easy, isn’t it? All these authors and writers struggling to have meaningful character growth when all they have to do is what I just did. Maybe I should be a writer? If I’m this good at coming up with character development on the fly, I bet I could totally write a book about some guy getting a cute harem of waifus, and everybody will praise me for actually giving the waifus character development instead of treating them all like monsters that live in tiny pocket balls who get collected and then forgotten about!”

	“Wait, dragons come from factories?”

	“Oh, Drake, there’s still so much you don’t know. So much you don’t know.”

	“And now stealing new character traits is your character trait?!”

	“Mwahaha! See?! I’m the best! I could become the world’s most famous waifu writer at this rate! Everybody from wrinkly newborns to wrinkly geezers will want to come and read my stories for my waifus!”

	“Why are they all wrinkly?!”

	Vala closed her eyes, grabbed her chin, and then looked me straight in the eyes with a confident, cool expression. “Life starts wrinkly, and so life must return to being wrinkly.”

	“Then where are your wrinkles?”

	Vala took a step back, that confident demeanor now totally gone. “U-uh… dragons—dragons don’t wrinkle. I’m—I’m forever seventeen, yo!”

	“If you’re going to lie about your age, don’t make yourself so young that I’m going to get in trouble!”

	“For-forever nineteen?”

	I let out a sigh and wiped my hand against my forehead to collect any of the dramatic sweat there. “Thank you. I don’t need the FBI busting down my door.”

	“Wait… the FBI. That gives me an idea. We could have an FBI-chan! A cute waifu with a big gun who goes around busting down doors due to misunderstandings before shooting the doggo sisters, but it’s okay because it’s just a water gun!”

	“I know we’re both basically gods at this point, but I still feel like I just got put onto a list for that.”

	“First time?”

	“It isn’t for you?!”

	“Drake, I’m a dragon and basically every government in the world knows about me. I’m like… on so many lists. And that’s before you even consider the lists I’m on because of my search history…”

	“I… I think you’re developing too many new character traits too quickly.”

	“Don’t worry, that just means I’m evolving. And because I’m a dragon girl, that means I’m a monster girl. So that means I’m a rapidly evolving monster girl! Between my rapid evolutions and developing character traits, readers are going to absolutely eat this up! Maybe I should start one of those things where people can pledge to give me money every month and then I keep on teasing them with endless cliffhanger chapters to keep sucking money out of their wallets…”

	“I feel like you’re the one in an exceptionally good mood now.”

	“Well, duh. I got to spend the morning sitting in my husbando’s lap playing vidya. That’s like, every cute dragon girl waifu’s dream.”

	“Makes sense. Anyways,” I looked Vala over and finally noticed that she was… significantly more covered up than usual. Normally, she wore one of my oversized shirts, some shorts underneath them, and… that was basically it. Sometimes a bra. Sometimes panties. Other than those, she basically didn’t wear anything else. Yet, this time, she… had on sweatpants that covered her entire legs, a hoodie that covered up all of her torso and arms, and sunglasses currently sitting on her forehead. “You realize we’re going to the beach, right?”

	“Well, yeah. Why do you think I’m dressed like this?”

	“For fall and pumpkin spice lattes.”

	“Ooh… the basic side of me thinks that sounds really nice right now…”

	“Same.”

	“Let’s have pumpkin spice lattes at the beach.”

	“Deal, but only if you explain how you think any of what you’re wearing is appropriate for the beach.”

	“Drake… I’m a professional gamer girl. A NEET. The stereotypical gamer gremlin of the harem. The sun is going to like… melt me if I go out in it with what I usually wear. Do you want me to melt?”

	“You already do every time I kiss your forehead.”

	“Heh… hehehe… forehead kisses. The best kisses.”

	“Well, if you’re going to dress like that, at least use some magic to make it so you don’t overheat.”

	“It’s okay. I’m a dragon. I’m immune to heat.”

	“Do you understand how much that contradicts what you’ve said before?”

	“Oh. Right. Plot holes. Uh… it’s okay, I’m a dragon, I’m immune to heat when I need to be and am not immune to heat when I… need to be not immune?”

	“You’re lucky I love you.”

	“Heh, I know.”

	I pushed Vala’s sunglasses down so that I could kiss her forehead just in time for the front door of the house to swing open. With the forehead kiss planted and Vala giggling from it like usual, I looked up to see who the first to come out from the house would be.

	 In typical Delphi fashion, she was the first and most energetic to burst out from the house… and it was an incredibly dangerous sight when she did. Dangerous as in, “nothing is going to get done ever again if I look at her for too long.” She had a very normal looking bikini that matched the blue tone of her hair, but… Delphi was the one wearing it. Delphi already managed to look lewd no matter what she was wearing just because of how her body was, and the bikini only amplified that to an even greater degree than ever before. She was so… bouncy.

	And if Delphi was at the extreme end of the bouncy scale, then the one who was at the extreme opposite end came out right after her. Cami came out wearing what looked like some sort of one-piece bathing suit that was pretty familiar in that I recognized it as being a cash shop skin in multiple MMOs. It was supposed to be some sort of Japanese swimsuit if I remembered correctly. She also came with an inflatable inner tube already sitting around her waist as she refused to look in Delphi’s direction.

	Then, of course, where there were two of the dog sisters, there was the third. Lavi came out with a violet and black bikini that just looked, honestly, cool. It showed off just how toned she was without being overly sexual, and the top reminded me almost of a sports bra rather than a bikini top. And yes, her left arm was still wrapped up in the usual bandages.

	And then… there was Window. Window came out from the house… as an informational status window. Only, she positioned herself vertically instead so that her long side was pointing up, and… she had a bikini on over her window. It was a bit hard to tell what the text on her window was supposed to be due to it being sideways, but I just knew that it was some sort of smug face and mocking.

	Clawdia came next. She was also in a bikini, but it was very… royal. It almost looked like it was more of a dress than a bikini, and it even had this long, transparent cloth that covered up most of her legs. However, it was kind of hard to take her seriously when also had floaties on around her ankles and wrists. She must have been one of those cats who wasn’t good with water, though she did wear them with confidence.

	As for Honey, she stepped out of the house… just wearing a normal, black bikini. Given how stylish she could be at times, it was pretty surprising to see her wear that. Whenever she chose to give a fuck or not seemed completely random, but that made sense. In true honey badger fashion, she didn’t give a fuck, and that included not giving a fuck about not giving a fuck. Inconsistently giving fucks only made her even more of a honey badger as far as I was concerned.

	Next came a duo stepping out from the house together: Valkyria and Eliza. I wasn’t sure what to expect from them, but I probably should have expected what I ended up seeing. They were both wearing matching, striped swimsuits that looked like they were stolen directly from the 40s. They weren’t exactly appealing at all by my standards, but with the way that Valkyria’s body filled hers out, she almost reached the same territory that Delphi did where she could probably wear anything and it would be sexual. Eliza, though… she was using her miniaturized form, so there wasn’t anything I could find sexual about her in general. But she did look adorable.

	This left three women with Chloe being the next one to come out. When she stepped out from the house, I saw her sporting a designer swimsuit that looked like it was never designed to actually get wet. It was lined with fluffy wool around all of the edges that looked incredibly soft, and it made her both exceptionally cute and arousing, but… I already got my fill of fluff for the day via The Fluff and the rams’ leader, so it didn’t have as strong of an effect on me as it could have had I not already filled up my daily fluff meter.

	Next came the two latest additions: Mariet and Claire. Mariet’s outfit looked like a combination of a maid’s uniform and a bikini, leaning more toward being a bikini, while Claire—well, Claire was more similar to Vala than any of the others. Claire had on a long, black shawl that covered up almost her entire figure, but it was just barely transparent enough for me to see some of a bikini’s outline behind it. She also had on a pair of sunglasses and was holding an umbrella to help block the sun, which made sense seeing as how she was a vampire bat, not just a bat. Though, neither her nor Vala had consistent logic seeing as how they both managed to do well in the sun plenty of times before.

	When I thought it was all over… one last person came out from the house.

	Luca.

	Luca came out from the house shouting, “Papa! It’s done! Tabitha finished it!”

	And what Tabitha apparently finished for Luca…

	Was a rectangle.

	It reminded me of the swimsuit that Cami was wearing, but rectangular. It didn’t form around her body or anything like that. It was just… a rectangle. She was wearing a rectangle.

	Yet.

	Luca might have been the youngest out of everybody, and she might have been wearing a rectangle, but at least she didn’t need floaties.

	“I’ll bite you, nya,” Clawdia said, glaring at me with her float-wearing arms crossed over her chest.

	She must have been able to tell what I was thinking since I kept on looking at Luca and then her floaties.

	More importantly, with all of my wives and my daughter ready, we could finally go to the beach, and I could finally give my wives all the fanservice that they deserved.

	And then we could go back to fighting so that I could get even more wives.

	Making more children so that Luca could have some friends and siblings also needed added to the list of things to do. Especially if it involved my wives wearing their new swimsuits.

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	Finally, we were at the beach.

	Everybody got to work as soon as we arrived. The dog sisters began running around chasing each other, Chloe and Honey set up a few different blankets and umbrellas for everybody, Clawdia hid behind me while staring at the ocean, Vala was already hiding under one of the umbrellas to stay in as much shade as possible, Claire… was using her umbrella to provide shade for Mariet instead of herself despite being the vampire bat, Window was watching Luca while Luca began to build a sand castle already, and Valkyria and Eliza…

	Well.

	“C-Commander!” Valkyria moaned out as Eliza, in her miniature form, groped her from behind with her hands coated in slippery, white fluid.

	“What’s wrong?” Eliza asked in response. “I’m just greasing up my old girl. Ain’t nothing wrong with this. Wouldn’t want you to rust under the sun or anything.”

	“The—the sun wouldn’t make me rust! And this body isn’t made out of metal!”

	“Yeah, but it’s a good excuse to grope you and rub sunscreen all over you.”

	Valkyria moaned some more and twitched around, her thighs rubbing together, as her miniature commander applied the sunscreen as lewdly as possible.

	As a thanks for the sight, I clapped my hands together and closed my eyes to make a prayer. “Thank you, me, for making such a sight possible.”

	“Mama,” Luca said, “I think Papa is praying to himself.”

	Window, meanwhile, was actually in her humanoid form and wearing a normal bikini. Seeing her in her bikini instead of her usual baggy clothes reminded me of just how stacked she was. Even when wearing a pretty plain bikini, there was no way that it wouldn’t look lewd on her thanks to how curvy her body was. “He’s a pervert and a narcissist. Don’t grow up to be like him.”

	“But what if I wanna be a perverted narcissist too?”

	“Please don’t break my heart.”

	“Fiiiiiiine.”

	“Thank you, me,” I continued, “for giving me such an adorable daughter who is going to grow up to be just like me because she likes me more.”

	Window dramatically pointed a finger at me and shouted, “What are you praying for now?! Also, she likes us equally! I think! Ri-right?” Window looked at Luca again. “You like us equally, right? Or you like me more than him, right?”

	Luca giggled and said, “Ehehe, don’t worry, Mama. I like you just as much as I like Papa when I subtract some love points from him!”

	“Okay, good—wait. If you like me just as much as you like him… when you subtract points from him… then doesn’t that mean you don’t like me as much as him when you’re giving him full points?!”

	“Mama, you’re easy to bully.”

	“I’m your mother! You’re not supposed to bully me!”

	“But I bully you because I love you, and I love you just as much as I love Papa, even when he’s at full points!”

	“I… I’ll take this for now.”

	“But when we add bonus points into the question…”

	“Bonus love points?!”

	While my daughter bullied her mother, I turned to look at Valkyria and Eliza again only to discover that I must have missed the rest of the show. Valkyria was on the ground, panting with flushed cheeks, as a triumphant Eliza stood over her.

	So, I offered her a challenge. “You might have defeated a tank, but can you defeat a god?”

	“You know,” Eliza said, “back in my day, that sort of talk was considered pretty blasphemous. I was raised a good girl who went to Sunday school every week, so maybe I should put you in your place.”

	“Or you could worship me as your one, true god.”

	“Heh, when this old body of mine can outlast a young thing like you at night? Sounds like it should be the other way around if anything.”

	Eliza had me there. While she might have been one of my wives who my hands were also effective against… she was great at putting on a poker face and lasting through any pleasure I could give her so that she could turn it back around on me.

	Some of the others even watched her with admiration as she managed to overwhelm me.

	If they learned some new techniques from her… I was in danger.

	“Heh, look at you, blushing like a little boy,” Eliza teased despite being the one who looked little at the moment. “Maybe that’s what you’re into? Maybe I should get big and dress up like your teacher, smack you around with a ruler, order you to stay after class to—well, looks like I don’t even need to wait for a response from you. All I’ve got to do is look.” And as she said that, she looked directly at my crotch with a grin.

	“I can’t underestimate you just because you’re old,” I said, wiping an arm across my now-sweaty forehead.

	“I’ll put some respect for your elders into you. Or maybe I should say I’ll milk it out of you instead?”

	“Valkyria, help me out here.”

	Valkyria tried to lift her head up but failed, her eyes still spinning around inside their sockets. “I—I can’t. She’s… she’s too powerful…”

	“Heh, you think my tank could save you?” Eliza asked me. “Boy, do you know how much time I’ve spent inside of her? How much time I’ve spent helping out with her repairs? I know every single inch of her body, both inside and out. All I’ve gotta do is touch her in the right place and she’ll be doing whatever I tell her to.”

	Valkyria giggled to herself on the ground, embarrassed by everything she could hear, but also aroused.

	“I’ll concede defeat this time,” I said. “But I’ll get my revenge eventually.”

	“Yeah?” Eliza asked. “I’ll be looking forward to it, boy.”

	Eliza might have been old, but she knew what she was doing.

	And since I had no idea how I could counter her, I went to give some attention to my other wives while she played with Valkyria some more.

	The next wives who got my attention were Mariet and Claire.

	“Wait, my lord,” Claire said before I could even say anything. “I know what you want to ask.”

	“Do you now?” I asked.

	“Ah. That is not what I believed you would ask. I seem to have miscalculated you. What a shameful mistake to make as your maid. You will need to correct my behavior by stripping me and breaking my body in front of—”

	“Can’t any of you just be wholesome for a day?”

	“I see, I did not expect that question, either. Truly shameful. Simply breaking my body will not be enough to make up for my repeated failures. You will need to break my mind as well. Until I am reduced to nothing more than meat in the shape of a woman to use for your pleasure, I am—”

	“I thought the umbrella was for you. If you’re the vampire bat, why are you using it for Mariet instead of yourself?”

	“Oh. That was what I originally believed you were going to ask, but I did not expect you to ask it as your third question. That means I have failed not once, not twice, but thrice. What a reprehensible maid I am. The level of punishment I deserve grows more severe by the second.”

	“Close your eyes.”

	Claire closed her eyes right away. “Anything for you, my lor—”

	I pressed my lips against hers to kiss her. While any of my other wives probably would have opened their eyes during a surprise kiss, Claire didn’t. She obediently followed my command even as a surprised moan left her lips to get muffled against my own.

	“Alright,” I said. “Punishment over. You’re completely forgiven.”

	Claire, with her eyes still closed, said, “Thank you for the punishment, my lord.”

	“Now, how about you answer the actual question I had?”

	“Ah, yes. The umbrella is to protect my queen’s skin.”

	“But you’re even paler than her. And a vampire.”

	“I will gladly burn under the intensity of the sun’s rays attempting to purge me from this world for the sake of my queen.”

	“You’re almost making me feel bad that you can’t actually burn from them.”

	Claire finally opened her eyes, looking genuinely surprised. “I—I cannot? You mean… even as I stand beneath the sun… it is not my mortal enemy attempting to purge me? I am not melting away? It will not reduce me to ashes?”

	“You’re only just now figuring this out?”

	“I see.” She closed her eyes again. “In that case, it is time for the night to rule over this world. For the sake of my queen, I shall conquer the sun and use its power to fuel her dark desires. We will show the sun what it means to be the dominant celestial bodies.”

	“Are you a sub or a dom?!”

	“I am whatever I need to be in order to satisfy the desires of my queen, my lord, and all of my fellow wives. Whether that means playing the role of a masochistic maid who desires sinful punishments, or that of a dominating star-conqueror who will crush even the sun itself underneath my heel, I will perform any and every role to the best of my capability. Whether I am requested to cry or to demand, to bleed or to cut, to serve on my knees or to press my heel against another’s head—I will perform my duties.”

	“You made being a perverted switch sound way cooler than I thought it could.”

	“Thank you, my lord.”

	“Now then.” I looked down at my left arm where I saw Mariet gnawing on it. “Enjoying yourself?”

	“Graaagh,” Mariet mumbled as my blood trickled down her chin.

	“I see. If you want, I could make you a body pillow with a picture of me on it, and fill it with my blood for you to chew on while you sleep.”

	Mariet’s eyes had more life than I ever saw in them before when I proposed that. “Graagh!”

	“What’s with the graaghing?”

	Mariet released my arm from her mouth and explained, “Trying… to make… zombie noises. Need… to fulfill… my stereotype.”

	“You could just be yourself.”

	“Myself… is boring. Want… to be… zombie.”

	“I’d still like to see yourself sometime.”

	“It’s… nothing… special. I was only… a servant.”

	“Well, yeah, that’s the role you fill, like how the dog sisters are dog girls, but what—”

	“I mean… I was… a servant, before.”

	“Before?”

	“This world. Before… it.”

	“You weren’t just spawned here?”

	“No. I… lived… a long… time ago. I was… a servant… of my land’s… lord. But… I died. Then… I woke up… here… and was offered the… position… of getting… to fall in love with you… while being… a zombie… maid queen.”

	“In other words,” Claire interrupted, “my queen is an isekai protagonist.”

	“Wait, then, when did you live?” I asked Mariet.

	“I think… the late… 1700s…?”

	“Then… you’re the third oldest person here behind Vala and Lake.”

	“I… would prefer being… seen… as a young… maiden.”

	“So, you were an actual servant girl to some noble asshole a few hundred years ago.”

	“Ye…s.”

	“I see. In that case.” I got behind Mariet, crouched down, slid my head between her thighs from behind and grabbed her thighs… and lifted her up onto my shoulders. “I’m going to start treating you like nobility more often, my queen.”

	When I looked up at Mariet’s face, for the first time, I saw her blushing and smiling. It was a cute, nervous kind of smile, too. She looked genuinely happy but like she wasn’t sure how to express it. She didn’t look like an emotionless zombie for once. She looked like a young maiden who was being pampered and spoiled beyond what she believed she deserved.

	Mariet was going to need a lot more pampering and spoiling if she was going to show me a face like that whenever I did it. And considering that I was going to be providing the ultimate fanservice to all of my wives while at the beach, it was the perfect time to spoil her like a queen.

	Though, I felt somebody staring at me.

	And when I looked at who was staring at me, I saw Clawdia standing off to the side with her arms and tail hanging straight down. “Why… why does she get treated like a proper queen even though I was here first?”

	“Because you’d rather be treated like a pig,” I shot back at her.

	Clawdia twitched and involuntarily purred when she heard that. She was even starting to smile before she caught herself in the act, shook her head, and pouted at me instead.

	I was a man who knew how to spoil both of my queenly wives at once.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	It was time to give my wives the fanservice that they deserved.

	Each and every one of them needed special fanservice specifically tailored to their preferences. Basically, what they did during that fanservice contest where I was one of the judges, I now wanted to do for them.

	Only, this time, there would be no judges, it wasn’t for a competition, and there wouldn’t be any audience on purpose.

	Though, I did let them all know ahead of time that I would be giving them fanservice throughout the day. I figured that doing so might take away some of the surprise, but I didn’t need them to be surprised, I needed them to be happy. Knowing that they had personalized fanservice coming their way gave them something extra to look forward to and it would also save me time and energy explaining what I was doing for them every single time I went to a different wife of mine.

	Normally, if somebody came out of nowhere acting in a very fanservice-y way, somebody might jump to the conclusion of it being a trap or some form of manipulation. I wanted to get ahead of that assumption, too.

	Anyways.

	First came taking care of Luca. I was going to be busy with my wives for the rest of the day, so I wanted to make sure that I got a good amount of time playing with Luca in. This included building a sand castle, tearing down the sand castle and then making a sand throne for her to sit on, tearing down the sand throne and then making a sand tank copying Valkyria’s model, and then teaching her how to swim.

	I wanted to teach her how to swim, anyways.

	But when it came time to actually teach her how to swim…

	“It’s okay, Papa. I downloaded swimming instructions into my brain,” Luca told me.

	I was starting to think that my daughter was actually an android if she could simply download swimming instructions to her brain. So, rather than teach her how to swim, we did the next best thing together.

	I threw her.

	Far.

	Into the ocean.

	Luca loved to be thrown like how I would throw her mother, and that extended to being thrown into the water. So, from the beach, I would grab her by her ankles, spin around a few times, and throw her as far as I could into the ocean.

	We repeated this until she was too tired from swimming back to shore to continue.

	And with Luca taken care of, I could leave her to spend time with whichever wife I wasn’t currently providing fanservice to. This meant she ran off over to Valkyria and Eliza first since, aside from her mother, those were the two I felt she was most attached to.

	It helped that Eliza acted like a grandma eagerly spoiling her granddaughter around Luca while Valkyria took on a fun, but classy, aunt role with her.

	“Now then,” I said, cracking my fingers and neck before looking around for my first target.

	I needed somebody who was on their own and not already busy doing something else.

	And the first one I saw like that… was Cami.

	Well, Cami wasn’t completely alone. She was with her pet skeleton hand, Handy.

	Handy was rarely ever seen around the place since he was so small and usually busy cleaning up after us, the cats in their village, and now the bats and skeletons living in their own village next to the cat village.

	He deserved a good break every now and then considering he was basically our world’s top, and only, janitor.

	Alright.

	I had my plan.

	Spawning the necessary items for my plan into my hands, I walked up to where Cami and Handy were sitting and said, “Yo.”

	Cami’s ears twitched when she heard me, turning her head to look up at me. “Yo, Master.”

	“Enjoying the beach?”

	“It’s nice, but… the views are painful.” She reached her hands up to her chest, her ears slightly flattening against her head as she looked out at some of our other wives.

	“I’d say the view is pretty nice myself. I mean, just look at what I’m looking at. There’s not a better view out there that I’d rather be looking at right now.”

	Cami looked up at me again to see where I was looking only to realize that I was looking directly at her. Once she realized that, she blushed a bit and said, “Smooth, Master.”

	“I know you like your character trait of being the one jealous about boobs, but I’ll remind you anyways that I love you exactly how you are. Besides, you’re the one who showed me above everybody else that it’s not about the size, it’s about how you use them.”

	Her tail wagged behind her, shifting the sand she was sitting on around. “This must be the personal fanservice episode.”

	“And it’s true even when I’m not trying to give you fanservice.”

	“You’re the best, Master.”

	“You can’t say that yet.”

	Cami tilted her head to the side. “Why not?”

	“Because I haven’t even given this to you yet.” And with that, I pulled my right hand out from behind my back, presenting to Cami none other than… a chocolate bar. “By the way, I changed the laws of reality so that dogs can eat chocolate now. Doesn’t even need to be special dog-safe chocolate anymore.”

	Cami’s ears and tail stood straight up as she looked at the bar of chocolate with stars in her eyes, a bit of drool running down from her lip. “Master… you’re incredible… you really are the best.”

	“But wait, there’s more.”

	Her tail wagged pretty fast at that point. “Even… even more?”

	I snapped off a piece of the chocolate bar, placed it between my teeth with most of it sticking out from my mouth, and kneeled down in front of Cami to bring my lips to hers. At the same time, I reached my other hand up to her neck, gently holding her in place by it as she took the chocolate into her mouth followed by a few more seconds of kissing.

	Once our lips disconnected, Cami whispered, “Chocolate, neck touches, and kisses all at once… you’re the best, Master.”

	“I have to try my best to be,” I replied. “After all, you deserve nothing short of perfection. A perfect wife needs a husband who is going to do his best to make her happy.”

	“Mm… I’ll have to spoil you. But I know you have to go give the others fanservice, so… Master.”

	“Yeah?”

	Cami reached her hand up to the top of my head and gave it a few, gentle pats. “Good boy.”

	How could I ever resist smiling when faced with Cami petting my head and calling me a good boy? “Hey, I’m supposed to be spoiling you and giving you fanservice, not the other way around.”

	“You already spoiled me more than I could ever spoil you by giving me a chocolate bar.”

	“You know, you should probably have higher standards than being given a single chocolate bar.”

	“But it’s the greatest present that anybody has ever given me. The only thing better is having my neck touched while I get to eat chocolate. It’s the ultimate fusion of comfy and hot.”

	“Then in that case, how about I continue your fanservice tonight by kissing your neck until you fall asleep?”

	“Neck kisses would make me too horny, but… you could trace your fingers against it until I fall asleep, probably.”

	“Then I’ll try that out. Now then,” I paused, handed her the chocolate bar, and then reached back behind my hand to spawn something else. Though, this time, what I spawned wasn’t for Cami. What I spawned was for the skeletal hand sitting next to her on the sand. “For you, Handy.”

	Cami’s eyes lit up again when she saw what I spawned for him. “That’s… so cute…”

	What I spawned for him was… a glove. But not only was it a glove, it was a glove that basically looked like a tuxedo. Or like a butler’s uniform. Was there a difference? Weren’t they basically the same? Well, I wasn’t high class enough to know if there was a difference, but the point is that I spawned him a black and white glove that looked like a butler’s uniform.

	Handy was quick to crawl into the glove. The way he moved kind of reminded me of a spider, and while I was thinking about spiders, I realized I missed the spiders who used to hang out around my garden.

	I needed some spiders in my life.

	But that could come later.

	“How is it?” I asked Handy.

	Handy put on a little show for us by stretching out his fingers as if presenting them to us, and he even gave us a little spin so we got to see how it fit all around him.

	“Glad to see you’re enjoying it. Let me know if you ever need anything, alright? You’re one of the only other guys around here. We’ve got to stick together. Just because you’re not one of my wives or children doesn’t mean I won’t still make sure you’re as happy as possible here.” Besides, he was Cami’s pet. Making sure Cami’s pet was happy would make her happy. So, while he did deserve the present for his own sake, the reason I gave it to him now was because I knew it would make Cami even happier for her pet to get a present, too.

	And in response to what I said, Handy gave me a thumbs-up, allowing me to return my attention to Cami.

	“Master,” Cami said.

	“Yeah, Cami?”

	“A chocolate factory.”

	“A chocolate factory what?”

	“There should be a zone that’s themed after a chocolate factory and we have to fight a bunch of chocolate enemies and there can be a chocolate queen.”

	“Well, I guess there’s going to have to be one then, isn’t there?”

	“Hype. Oh, and the queen can wear a top hat.”

	“Why would she wear a top hat?”

	“You’re not very good with references.”

	“Yeah, that tends to be the case.”

	“But that’s okay. I still love you. You’re my perfect Master no matter how many references you miss.”

	“And you’ll always be my perfect Cami.”

	“Hype.”

	Hearing her say “hype” while having practically zero emotion in her voice and on her face was more than cute enough to warrant another kiss.

	And once that kiss was done with, Cami could be crossed off the list of wives I had to give fanservice to.

	She was probably the easiest one to give fanservice to, too. Well, Delphi and Vala might be easier, but everybody else? Everybody else was going to need some more thought put into giving them perfect fanservice.

	For example… Lavi.

	I cracked my knuckles and neck again.

	“Haunted pirate ship, or sand castle of doom?” I asked myself, unsure of which option to go with.

	A sand castle of doom to battle her inside of would make more sense seeing as how I had access to plenty of sand but not a haunted pirate ship, but a haunted pirate ship felt more metal, and Lavi did like her metal.

	Hmm.

	Would I look good in an edgy pirate costume?

	Yeah, probably. I couldn’t really imagine not looking good in whatever I wore.

	Having an evil pirate costume would also be good for bedroom activities.

	Then again, I could easily imagine there being a pirate wife someday. Just like how Vala didn’t want to take a character trait that a future wife would probably have, it could be wrong to act like a pirate when we were almost definitely going to have a pirate wife someday. And in that case, once we had a pirate wife, it would make more sense to give her the fanservice of me being an evil pirate by having my own haunted pirate ship that does battle with her own pirate ship.

	“I’m such a good husband,” I said, mentally patting myself on the back. “I’m even considering the fanservice of wives who don’t even exist yet. Then again, it might just be my fetish for pirate girls rearing its head after all these years.”

	I always did love a woman with an eyepatch and corset.

	In that case, sand castle of doom it was.

	But seeing as how Lavi was in the middle of playing volleyball against Delphi with a giant, inflatable beach ball, I needed a different target for the time being.

	And the first target I found was none other than Vala.

	Vala was in the middle of playing video games by herself while sitting underneath the umbrella we set up, and she was so immersed in her game that she didn’t notice me sneak up from behind her until it was too late.

	And too late, in this context, was when I grabbed her by her sides, causing her to let out a surprised squeak, so that I could lift her up and pull her onto my lap since I sat down behind her.

	“S-sudden hubby lap chair attack?!” Vala shouted after pausing her game. “I didn’t expect you to activate your ultimate skill right at the start of the battle…”

	“You’re a dork,” was all that I replied with.

	“Hehe, but I’m your dork.”

	“You are. Anyways, play more of your game. I want to watch.”

	“You… you wanna watch me play?”

	“Yeah. I love watching you play games. I get to cuddle with you,” I wrapped my arms around her waist, “and watch you play games at the same time. What could be better?”

	“W-woah… what an advanced technique. You make it sound like you’re the one selfishly getting what you want… but you know that that’s exactly what I’d want you to say to make me happy…”

	“You’re a lazy dragon girl obsessed with video games who loves to cuddle. I know how to make you happy.”

	“Hehe, it’s true. Sometimes the dragon in me thinks that I should have grander ambitions… but then I remember that there’s nothing grander than getting to spend time playing vidya while cuddling with you.”

	“And you can have my cuddles anytime, anywhere, anyhow. Whether it’s in the middle of a volcano, at the end of time itself, or in a higher dimension, I’ll always be here to cuddle with you upon your request.”

	Vala’s tail happily smacked against the ground next to us while she giggled and smiled. “You really are the BHHE.”

	“And you’re the first girl I’ve ever fallen in love with, and I plan on loving you with all of my being for the rest of time, Vala. I’ll never get tired of spending time with you, cuddling with you, watching you play games, or giving you forehead kisses.” To demonstrate my point, I leaned forward and placed a kiss right on her forehead.

	All of that made her giggle even more. “Stooopppp iiitttttt! You’re making me smile so much that it’s starting to hurrrrttttttt!”

	“Then I’ll make you smile until your body goes into shock from the pain.”

	“I don’t know whether that’s hot, cute, or insane. Hmm. I’ll go with cute for now.”

	“If I wanted to be insane, I’d act like a yandere for you.”

	Vala immediately reddened when she heard that. “You—h-how—how do… how do you even know what a yandere is?”

	“I remember you fangirling about them a long time ago, back when we played that MMO together. You used to talk about how hot it would be if you found somebody who would lock you in the house and never let you leave, instead only playing video games with you.” I tightened my arms around her waist. “That’s why you’re never allowed to leave, Vala. Me and you… we’re going to stay like this. You’re not allowed to give anybody else attention. All you’re allowed to do is love me and play video games.”

	“Even… even though you’re kind of bad at acting like a yandere… this is still really hot.”

	“Hey, at least wait until later to call me out on my acting skills.”

	“Hehe. It’s just… I know how much of a free spirit you are, and how much you encourage others to be free, too. I know you’d never actually act like this, and I can hear how much you’re forcing yourself in your voice. But even so… even if the acting is kind of cheesy, it’s still hot and I appreciate it.”

	I tightened my arms around her even more, prompting her to giggle and wiggle. “Then I’ll keep it up until you’ve had your fill of it. Now, hurry up. I want to watch you play. I want to see the best gamer dragon in the universe kick some ass.”

	“You really know the way to a girl’s heart.” With that, she unpaused her game… and got blown up immediately after. “Tha-that one doesn’t count.”

	I kissed the side of her head and said, “You’ll get them next time. And if you don’t, then I’ll hunt them down and kill them myself.”

	“But I’m playing single player…”

	“You think I wouldn’t go inside of a video game just to kill somebody for hurting you?”

	“Okay, now you’re solidly in hot territory. Also… you didn’t sound like you were forcing yourself that time.”

	“Because I wasn’t.”

	Vala shivered and giggled.

	While the idea of locking somebody up in a bedroom and forcing them to stay there out of “love” was pretty cringe to me, inflicting violence to get revenge for a loved one was anything but cringe as far as I was concerned.

	I would destroy entire worlds if it meant getting back at somebody hurting one of my wives.

	Of course, I would respawn their worlds afterward, and I wouldn’t actually kill anybody—or, well, I wouldn’t make them stay dead.

	But they’d still need punished for hurting one of my wives.

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	Cami and Vala were both satisfied with the personalized fanservice I gave them, so it was time to move on to my next target.

	And the next target available, who I spotted first, was Delphi.

	Delphi was done playing around and just sitting on the beach with her legs against her chest, and she looked pretty lonely, but I assumed everything was alright because: one, she was Delphi; and two, because her tail was swishing from side to side pretty casually.

	And as soon as I got close to her, she sniffed the air and her tail began to wag even faster.

	I didn’t have much time.

	I lunged forward, crashing onto the sand, and wrapped my arms around her to cover up her eyes with my hands before she could turn around and see that it was me.

	This position also placed my head right behind her on the ground, meaning that her delightfully fluffy tail was swishing right against my face.

	I was the one who was supposed to be giving her fanservice, but… instead, I was the one receiving it if anything.

	“Guess who,” I said, getting to the point of why I had covered up her eyes.

	“Master!” Delphi answered immediately.

	“Wrong.”

	“I—I am?! Then if you’re not Master, but you sound and smell like Master…”

	What happened next happened so quickly that I had no chance to even process it as it was happening. All I knew was that Delphi broke free and that she was now standing above me, one foot down against my back, while she gripped my right arm by its wrist to pull it up and backward.

	“Who are you and what have you done with Master?!” Delphi shouted at me. “Strangers taking Master’s place so that they can do bad things to us behind his back without us realizing it isn’t allowed! This isn’t that kind of world!”

	“It was a joke! A joke!” I shouted, feeling some actual pain from her holding my arm like that. Then again, her getting so serious to protect herself against a supposed imposter taking my place felt pretty good. I would always protect her no matter what, but it was nice to know that she could easily protect herself. I mean, there I was, basically a god, and I was pinned down to the ground and felt like she was about to break my arm.

	“That’s exactly what an imposter pretending to be Master would say!”

	I half expected her to buy my explanation a bit too easily, but instead… she didn’t buy it at all. “Let me prove it then!”

	“But if you’re a good enough imposter, you would be able to prove it no matter what!”

	She had a point there. “What if I get Window to come and vouch for me?”

	“If you’re an imposter… there’s no telling who else might be an imposter. Everybody here could be an imposter! Wait… oh no. Even I could be an imposter without realizing it! I can’t trust anybody, not even myself!”

	“And what are you going to do to yourself if you’re an imposter?”

	“I know how to test myself to see if I’m an imposter or the real Delphi.”

	“Yeah?” My arm still felt like it was about to break at any second while we talked.

	“Delphi,” Delphi said to herself, “no more soup ever again!”

	I blinked a couple of times and then noticed something.

	She was crying.

	Delphi began to seriously cry with tears rolling down each of her cheeks just at the sound of telling herself no more soup ever again.

	“O-okay, I’m the real Delphi,” Delphi said. “Only the real Delphi could ever feel so much heartbreak from being told no more soup.”

	“I love you, Delphi.”

	“Ehehehe, I love you, too, Master!”

	“Wait, you know it’s the real me now?”

	“I’ve known from the start. No imposter could ever get past my nose.”

	“Then why are you holding me like this and interrogating me?!”

	“Hmm… I dunno. I thought it’d be fun. You always play around with others and act all dramatic back and forth, so I wanted to try it, too!”

	“You can let go of my arm then!”

	“Oh, right. Ehehe.”

	Finally, my arm was freed from pain and no longer on the verge of snapping at any second.

	“You’re a pretty strong girl, Delphi,” I said, standing up and rubbing my arm.

	Hearing that, Delphi flexed her biceps and showed me a wide grin as her tail wagged ever faster behind her. “I’ve gotta be! I’m a knight, so it’s my duty to protect everybody!”

	I couldn’t resist, so I reached forward and poked one of her biceps. She actually had some muscle going on there when she flexed. There wasn’t really enough muscle to always be casually visible, but while flexing? She could show it off. “For somebody who looks as soft as you do, you’ve got some gains underneath all that softness.”

	“I would hope so! Me and my knights don’t train in the tower for nothing!”

	“Train?”

	Delphi excitedly nodded her head. “We’ve got a whole gym in my tower! Whenever there’s nothing else to do, we work out together in there!”

	“Delphi, are you actually a musclehead?”

	Delph tilted her head to the side. “I don’t think so? I just like working out whenever I’m not playing, fighting, or doing lewd stuff with you. It helps me stay fit! But… I feel like my body is broken. They say that working out is supposed to make you lose weight, but I feel like the more I work out, the more weight I gain here.” She lifted her breasts up to demonstrate where “here” was. “I think something is backwards in my body.”

	“So… you’re saying that the more you work out, the bigger your boobs get?”

	“Exactly! That’s crazy, right? That’s not supposed to be how it works!”

	I felt like we were being watched. Given the topic, I had a pretty good idea who it was doing the watching.

	And I confirmed my theory by looking off to the right where I saw Cami in the distance with binoculars and headphones as she took notes on a piece of paper.

	For some reason, I had a feeling that if Cami tried to exercise to increase her breast size… she was probably just going to make them shrink if anything.

	But that aside, it was time to get to the point. “Delphi,” I said.

	“Yeah, Master?” Delphi replied before widening her eyes for a moment. “Oh! Wait!”

	“What?”

	Delphi then grabbed my head by the sides and pressed her lips against my own for a kiss. “Okay! Master kissed! I repeat, Master has been kissed!”

	She was too cute, so I did exactly what she did and then said, “Delphi kissed. I repeat, Delphi kissed.”

	“Ehehe. You’re cute, Master.”

	“A cute girl deserves a cute boy. Anyways, it’s time for your fanservice.”

	“Can I just have soup instead?”

	“That’s the thing, Delphi. To you, soup is fanservice. And if you look to our left,” we both looked toward the ocean, “we have the world’s biggest soup right next to us.”

	“Ah… the original soup. The primordial soup!” Delphi clapped her hands together and looked like she was praying before the world’s first and biggest soup. “What a blessed day.”

	“You know how we can make it an even better day?”

	Delphi’s ears twitched. “How?”

	“By making soup with the original soup.”

	“Oooooh! Yes! Let’s do it! We’re gonna make the best soup ever using the original soup!”

	“So, since we’re at the ocean, what kind of ingredients would go best with it?”

	Delphi went from looking energetic and excited to focused and serious in an instant. “Hmm. Given just how salty the ocean is, it’s going to be a very salty soup. Some may even say too salty, and salty to the point where it poses a serious risk of dehydrating whoever eats it, but you or Window can make dehydration not exist, so we don’t need to worry about that. So, the question becomes, what do we add to the soup to work with all that salt while also staying thematic with the ocean theme? Hmm. I’m thinking… seaweed, crab, garlic, fish sauce, and sesame oil. It’ll be similar to miyeok-guk, crab instead of steak. We should also dilute the primordial soup stock a little just to cut down on the salt. Just because the ocean is the first true soup doesn’t mean that it’s flawless, and its saltiness would be too overpowering without any alterations.”

	“Mi-oh-what?”

	“Miyeok-guk! It’s a Korean soup that’s usually served for birthdays or to celebrate giving birth!”

	“You really know your soups.”

	“Of course I do! What kind of soup enjoyer would I be if I didn’t know of every single soup in all of time?!”

	“Fair enough. So, should I just snap my fingers and spawn all the ingredients for you?”

	Delphi nodded as her tail wagged. While she might have been obsessed with soup, she didn’t care about how the ingredients were obtained. All she cared about was having the ingredients at all so that she could make soup with them.

	Then she reached between her breasts, pulled out a large, metal pot that should absolutely not have been able to fit between them, and ran over to the water.

	Now, there were probably concerns to be had when it came to just… scooping water directly out of the ocean to use for a soup. Realistically, there was all sorts of nasty, potentially dangerous bacteria in there that wouldn’t be safe to consume. The ocean was, after all, pretty disgusting even before humans managed to try and fuck it up with pollution, climate change, plastic, and more.

	But it was naturally disgusting.

	And we lived in a world where we didn’t have to worry about things being disgusting, whether they were artificially disgusting or naturally disgusting.

	Therefore, it was fine to make soup using the ocean.

	It didn’t take long to get everything ready after I snapped them into existence. The crab came pre-shredded, the garlic cloves were pre-minced, and everything was pre-healthy-and-safe-to-eat. All that was left was to toss them all together into the pot full of slightly diluted ocean water so that they could simmer together.

	And of course, I sped up local time around the soup so that it could simmer for just as long as it needed to while also being done within a convenient amount of time for us seeing as how I still had quite a few other wives to go through for providing fanservice. Even so, I made sure that we had some time to kill before the soup was ready, and Delphi wanted to spend our waiting time together by burying me under sand.

	So, there I was, on my back on the beach, covered up by sand… and Delphi built two massive mounds of sand on my chest that put even her own chest to shame.

	I ended up feeling like we were being watched again. That time, when I looked around to see if I could spot Cami, I saw her burying herself under sand in the distance and giving herself two even bigger mounds of sand over her chest.

	She looked pretty happy with that from what I could see.

	Cami might not have been able to grow bigger breasts, but she could always make herself some bigger ones… as long as they were made out of sand.

	“The soup is ready!” Delphi shouted out, seemingly completely out of nowhere. It wasn’t like there was a timer or anything that told us when it was done. She just… knew. She shouted it out with so much confidence that it was like an obvious fact the soup was done. Of course it was done. How could somebody not know it was done?

	Maybe her nose could tell when it was done? Via the power of how it smelled?

	Or maybe Delphi just innately knew whenever any and all soup were ready.

	Regardless, Delphi left me on my own to dig myself out from underneath all the sand as she ran over to the pot which was hanging over a firepit.

	Delphi already returned to me with a bowl and spoon by the time that I was done earning my freedom from the sand.

	“Soup, Master!” Delphi said, holding the bowl out to me.

	“Soup, Delphi,” I replied, taking the bowl and spoon from her.

	I waited for her to come back with her own soup before taking any.

	“Cheers,” I said, gently tapping my bowl against hers.

	Delphi smiled and rocked from side to side, almost spilling some of her soup, but being careful to not let even a single droplet of it escape the bowl. “Cheers!”

	With that, I took a spoonful of soup and finally tasted it.

	And…

	“Delphi, this is—what even is this flavor?” I asked as my tastebuds experienced a world of pleasure that I didn’t even know was possible. Whatever that flavor was in my mouth, it was the most beautiful, perfect, delicious flavor that I could have never even imagined. It was almost as if fluff had a flavor! No, fluff had a flavor. I tried it before. Between the dog sisters’ ears and tails, Clawdia’s, and various other fluffs that I inevitably had in my mouth before, none of them quite tasted... good. Amazing and perfect to touch, yes, but they didn’t taste good which could be considered the only true flaw of fluff.

	But this?

	This tasted beyond good. Simply saying it tasted good, or even like the most delicious flavor in the entire world, was doing a disservice to just how incredible it was.

	So then, what was it?

	What was that flavor in my mouth transcending my tastebuds to a higher plane of existence?

	“Happiness!” Delphi answered.

	“Happy—happiness?” I asked with a full mouth of soup.

	“Yep! You know, like how when you really love somebody, and you make food for them, it always tastes better because you can taste the love? Well, this has my love in it, but it also has my happiness in it! Because you spending time with me and making soup with me has made me happier than I’ve ever felt before. My heart has felt like it’s going to explode from my chest any moment from just how happy I’ve been. So, all of my happiness overflowed into the soup while making it!”

	“So then this taste is your happiness?”

	“Yep!”

	“Delphi.”

	“Yeah?”

	“If this is what the flavor of happiness is like… then I’ve got to make you all even happier—no. Saying that wouldn’t be right considering this is a day of me providing fanservice to all of you. In that case, if this is what the flavor of happiness is like, then I have to start cooking for all of you so that you can all taste just how happy you make me.”

	“Ehehe, but we already taste how happy we make you every day. Cami and Mariet hog most of it, but we still get to taste it!”

	I almost choked on the soup when I figured out what she was implying. “Are you—are you telling me that… you can taste… this happiness flavor… whenever you—”

	“Yep! Why do you think we always say how good it tastes? It tastes good because we can taste your happiness and love in it!”

	“Somehow, that’s extremely embarrassing.”

	“Woah… Master is embarrassed? From something I said? That’s super rare! You usually only get embarrassed when I catch you staring at my chest!”

	“I’m just going to finish eating my soup.”

	“Ehehe, I got to embarrass Master! I’ve gotta tell Cami and Lavi about this later!”

	I might have been embarrassed, but it made Delphi happy, and making her happy somehow managed to make the soup already in my mouth taste even better.

	It was time for an experiment.

	“Delphi, you’re a good girl,” I said.

	Surely enough, upon hearing that, the soup’s already incredibly flavor exploded in my mouth to even grander heights.

	The world made even less sense, but it was fun that way. Besides, it was a win-win situation. I got to make my wife happy while also tasting even better soup.

	I also learned that I should apparently put more effort into thinking happy thoughts whenever my wives wanted to spend some adult time with me.

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	
		
				Well, well, well.
Would you look at that.
Somebody messed up.

		

	

	 

	“And who would that be?” I asked the Window who popped up in front of me shortly after leaving Delphi to go find the next wife to spoil.

	
		
				You, obviously. Who else would make such a mistake? Such a serious, grievous mistake.

		

	

	 

	“And what mistake would that be?”

	
		
				The gravest mistake of them all.
A plot hole.

		

	

	 

	“And what plot hole would that be?”

	
		
				Allow me to refresh your memory.
“Basically, what they did during that fanservice contest where I was one of the judges, I now wanted to do for them.”
And, you know, this entire mini fanservice arc that was apparently caused by you wanting to give your wives fanservice because of when they all gave you fanservice.

		

	

	 

	“And how is any of that a plot hole?”

	
		
				You still don’t get it, do you?

		

	

	 

	“Nope.”

	
		
				Drake… it was never a fanservice competition for you, and you were never a judge during it. Lake, Tabitha, and a random dog were the judges. You were even one of the participants in it. The judges were on the receiving end of the fanservice, none of it was specifically for you. You kept talking about how this was all fanservice for your wives to give back to them and all that, and you made it sound like all you did was judge their fanservice, and this is to repay them, but none of that ever happened! None of it was for you and you were never a judge! What are the readers going to think if they remembered that and are reading everything else in this arc before this and they realize we—I mean, you, messed up?! This is the biggest actual plot hole yet! I think. If there’s a bigger one then I forget.
Oh no.
What if there is an even bigger plot hole that we’re not aware of?

		

	

	 

	“What’s that have to do with anything?”

	
		
				HOW DO YOU NOT SEE HOW BIG OF A DEAL THIS IS? YOU SHOULD FEEL ASHAMED. YOU’RE THE MAIN CHARACTER. THE MAIN NARRATOR. PEOPLE TAKE YOUR WORD AS FACT. IF YOU DESCRIBE A GIRL SAYING SHE HAS BIG BOOBS, BUT SHE ONLY HAS SMALL BOOBS, THEN EVERYBODY IS GOING TO THINK SHE HAS BIG BOOBS AND NOBODY WILL KNOW THE TRUTH. AND THIS IS EVEN WORSE THAN THAT BECAUSE YOU’RE MAKING A PLOT HOLE BY MISREMEMBERING AN ACTUAL EVENT THAT HAPPENED INSTEAD OF JUST MESSING UP SOMEBODY’S PHYSICAL APPEARANCE.

		

	

	 

	“And?”

	
		
				HBTSRDHTSRDHTSE HAVE YOU NO INTEGRITY?

		

	

	 

	“As far as I’m concerned, I was still a judge on that day. I might not have been on the judging panel, but I was judging you all on my own, and I judged you all as perfect and deserving of more love than I could ever give any of you. And while the fanservice might have been directed at the judging panel rather than me, I still enjoyed it all myself, so it doesn’t matter if it was directed at me or not. I enjoyed it all the same. However, when it was my turn to give fanservice, I made it specific for each of the judges. I didn’t make it specifically targeted toward each of my wives. That means those judges got specifically targeted fanservice before most of you did. Therefore, it is my duty as a good husband to give each and every one of you all the fanservice that you could ever hope for, because I love you, and I want you to all feel special. My original intent is unchanged no matter what the specific truths of that day are. Do you understand now, Window? I may have no integrity nor care for ‘plot holes,’ but I do have integrity for love. Whatever the true history may be, no matter how many mistakes there may be with specific recallings of events, or anything else, all that matters is loving each and every one of you as much as I possibly can.”

	
		
				what the fuck you used a plot hole that made you look like you have a bad memory to turn yourself into some sort of chad
i wanted to bully you over messing up and creating a plot hole but all you’ve done is make yourself look even better
how

		

	

	 

	“Love, Window. Love.”

	
		
				you can’t just use love as an excuse to justify everything that doesn’t make sense

		

	

	 

	“Yes I can, because that’s how powerful love is.”

	
		
				if love is so powerful then why haven’t you used it to beat all the levels yet

		

	

	 

	I snapped my fingers, causing a fancy suit to appear on my body while a golden credit card materialized between a couple of my fingers. “For you, my perfect, informational status window wife. Take it.” I held the credit card closer to her. “It has no limit on it and you can use it for your gacha games. Roll and pay-to-win as much as you want.”

	Window returned to her human form and stared at the credit card with flushed cheeks and wide eyes. A second later and she was reaching her hand toward it… only to grab that same hand with her other hand, stopping herself. “Wha-wa-what are you—wait! This—is this supposed to be my personalized fanservice?!”

	“I don’t know, is it?”

	“If—if it is… then this just makes me look like some sort of gold digger! It’s literally a gold credit card! What are people going to think if my personal fanservice is literally just giving me a gold credit card and telling me to go play gacha games?! That makes me look like some lazy gold digger! And you even gave yourself a suit! Do you think I’m some kind of girl who just wants a guy in a fancy suit to give me money?!” She stared at the credit card the entire time she talked to me instead of looking at me with a strand of drool running down her chin.

	“Window.”

	“Wha-what?”

	“Do you really think I’m wearing this suit for the sake of looking nice?”

	“If… if you’re not wearing it to look nice… then… why are you wearing it?”

	I ran my free hand through my hair before grabbing my tie and yanking it off. “I’m not wearing it for the sake of wearing it. I’m wearing it so that I can strip it off for you.”

	Window went totally silent, her face pure red, and her only response at all was blinking a few times while finally looking at me instead of the credit card.

	“I know you, Window. You’re smug, sassy, and you love to act like you’re superior even though you don’t actually believe you’re better than anybody else. You’re the kind of woman who would gladly sit on a throne while bossing others around just for fun, not that you would ever do that unless you knew they were into it as well. Not to mention I’ve seen what sort of girls you prioritize in your gacha games. You like the classy women, but you also like lewd fanservice. Therefore, what better way to give you fanservice than to make myself classy all for the purpose of willingly debasing myself for you? To have so much class, yet to submit to you as my superior,” I paused to unbutton the top of my suit, exposing some of my chest to her, “wouldn’t that make you happy and give you the ultimate sense of smug satisfaction? And on top of all that… you also get a credit card to go wild with in your games.”

	Window opened her mouth, and her lips moved a little, but no noises came out.

	“Then, once there’s nothing left on my body, I can hand feed you grapes and serve you wine while you roll on your limited-time banners.” I unbuttoned the next few buttons while approaching her, causing her to take a flustered step backward as she was torn between looking at my chest and my face. “I’m yours, Window. I belong to you to do with as you please. I live to please you—to serve you. Whatever you want me to do, I’ll do it. I will dedicate my entire being to serving you. Nothing would make me happier than to—”

	“HTSEHDRSDGHRESDHGRSEDHGRTSEDHGRTSDEHSDHSEHSEWHRSDHGRRTSEDHTRSEDHGRTESDHSDHSHTSHTESDHTRESHTSERHTBRSHBTRSHTSDHRSHTERSHG5R3WE4A5HGRTEHBTRSGDFJHNTYGR3I7TGY428IQT34RGF84I326WQRTGF4673RTGFB45873BQEWYGTBFI4583Q7WEA”

	Following a noise that could best be described as the vocalization of keyboard smashing, Window took the credit card from my hand and disappeared with a puff of smoke.

	“Give fanservice to Window, check,” I said, feeling pretty proud of myself for flustering her to the point of verbally keyboard smashing. I only ever managed to get her to do that in her window form before, not her human form.

	Before I could find my next target to give fanservice to… the target came to me, and was apparently there to witness some of what just happened. “That’s—that’s how you should be treating me, nya!” Clawdia said. “See? I knew you could do it! You—you have a submissive servant bone in your body after all!”

	I ignored her at first to button my suit back up and to tie my tie again. Once I was back to looking like a normal, classy guy instead of a stripper, I looked at Clawdia—no, I glared at her. I wore the most disgusted expression I could manage as I glared directly into her eyes. “Who do you think you’re talking to?” I made sure that my voice matched my expression, forcing myself to sound as cold and as cruel as possible.

	And in response, Clawdia immediately twitched and rubbed her thighs together. At the same time, though, she genuinely looked afraid. Her ears even flattened against her head a bit as her tail hung straight down. “The—that way you’re looking at me… is—is scary, nya…”

	“I asked you a question. Are you going to answer it, or are you too worthless to even manage that?”

	Clawdia’s cheeks began turning red and she even let out a little moan before shaking her head and recollecting herself. “I—I’m sorry. I… I was talking to you, Dr-Drake.”

	“Drake? That’s not how you address me. Now, again. I asked you who you’re talking to. Who are you talking to?”

	Clawdia gulped, knowing what answer I expected from her. “Ma-Mas…M-Master…”

	“Good. You’re not worthless after all.” I snapped my fingers, spawning a collar and leash within my hands. “Now, get over here.”

	Clawdia nodded and took a single step toward me.

	“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked, stopping her in her tracks.

	“You—you told me to—”

	“Pets don’t walk on two legs. They crawl on all fours.”

	The expression on Clawdia’s face was a conflicted one. She managed to look afraid, embarrassed… and extremely aroused all at the same time. Regardless, she dropped onto her hands and knees and crawled over to me just as I knew she would.

	“Good girl,” I said, finally giving her some praise which caused her tail to swish around and her ears to perk back up a little. “See? It’s not that hard to be a good puppy.” Calling her a “kitten” probably would have been more fitting considering that she was a cat girl, but any time I thought of a man calling a girl a kitten… my mind went to those internet memes of creepy old guys living in their mom’s basement calling underage girls on the internet their kittens. I didn’t want to be grouped up with them. Besides, calling a proud cat a puppy felt even more degrading. And if being called a puppy was degrading for a cat, then… what about this? “Now, bark.”

	“B-bark? But—”

	“Did I stutter?”

	Clawdia’s face was as red as Window’s at that point before looking me in the eyes and going, “W-woof…”

	“You call that a bark? That was a whimper. I told you to bark.”

	Clawdia made some pretty cute mumbling noises before going, “Woof… w-woo… woof! Woof! Woof, woof!” She got into it pretty quickly.

	There was something especially satisfying about making a cat girl act like a dog. “Good girl. Now, because you’re just a puppy, you need a collar and leash, don’t you think?”

	Clawdia barked again and nodded.

	“You figured out your place pretty quickly.” So, with that, I kneeled down in front of her so that I could place the leather dog collar around her neck. Next came attaching the leash to it. “It fits you perfectly. It’s almost as if you were born for the sake of giving this collar a purpose.” I held an upturned, open hand to her. “Now, give me your paw.”

	Clawdia didn’t waste any time in placing one of her hands on top of my own. “Woof!”

	Now that I was kneeling down in front of her, and she was on all fours, I got a pretty nice look at her. Clawdia was already a beautiful girl all the time, but seeing her in this current position—I felt an insane attraction to her. It probably helped that she went from looking afraid, nervous, and aroused to only eagerly aroused instead. The way her tail so happily wagged around behind her, her heavy breathing which caused her hanging breasts to rise and fall underneath her, her reddened cheeks and lustful eyes—I wanted to do extremely lewd things to her.

	But that was just what I wanted.

	And I was supposed to be giving her fanservice. Therefore, it wasn’t about what I wanted. It was about pleasing her as much as possible.

	That was why I snapped my fingers, causing us to return to our bedroom away from the beach.

	“Now, close your eyes,” I ordered Clawdia as she looked around with just a hint of confusion.

	Naturally, she immediately obeyed and shut her eyes for me, allowing me to blindfold her without her knowing what I was doing until it was too late.

	Next came lifting her up and placing her on her back atop the bed.

	Then came spawning in some leather straps to restrain her by her wrists and ankles, her body forcibly spread out on the bed.

	“W-woof?” Clawdia barked out an inquisitive noise.

	So, next I spawned in some tape and a “personal massager” that was totally intended for shoulders and backs.

	Then I snapped my fingers.

	“Do you want to know what I just did?” I asked her.

	Clawdia nodded her head.

	Before answering her, I tugged on her leash a little to choke her, causing her to let out a lewd gasp. “Snapping my fingers just now—I erased your ability to finish from existence. No matter how much pleasure you feel, no matter how long for, no matter how desperately you try to… it’ll be impossible. Nothing will happen. You’ll feel like you’re permanently stuck on the very edge, unable to cross the finish line, as that pleasure infinitely builds up inside of you to drive you more and more insane and in need of release.”

	“Wa-wait!” Clawdia shouted out, buckling against the straps. “That’s—that’s too much!”

	“Then tell me not to do it. You’re in control here, Clawdia. You can tell me to stop. You can tell me to unstrap you. You can tell me to give you that ability back. You don’t even have to say it, all you have to do is think it and I’ll immediately stop everything. But you won’t. You never would. No matter how extreme the torture is… you love it. You want nothing more than this. That’s why instead of telling me to stop, you’re going to bark again, because that’s what a good girl does.”

	A few moments of silenced passed by only to be broken by a single, “W-woof…”

	“That’s what I thought.”

	The next thing Clawdia heard was me switching on the “personal massager.”

	Despite the fact that she gulped as soon as she heard it, it was impossible for her to hide that excited smile curling her lips.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	“Yo, Cami,” I said.

	“Yo, Master,” Cami replied.

	“I need you to do something for me since you’ve already had your fanservice turn.”

	“Okay. I’ll give fanservice to your di—”

	“Not that.”

	“Oh.”

	I handed the remote control for a certain, vibrating tool over to Cami. “Take this. Randomly increase and decrease the intensity as much as you want. Go wild.”

	Cami looked at the controller and immediately understood what was going on. “Heh. Okay.” She then gave me a cute little salute. “Leave it to me, Master.”

	Naturally, she deserved to receive a pat on her head. “Good girl. Thanks.”

	Cami smiled and leaned up against my petting hand as she cranked the intensity up to the max for a few seconds before lowering it back down.

	The reason I went to Cami was because it would be wrong to mess around with that while giving my other wives fanservice. When the fanservice was supposed to be tailored to each specific wife, it was wrong to be giving another wife fanservice while trying to give my target fanservice. Therefore, I needed the biggest pervert I knew to help me out with Clawdia while I was busy, and there was only one pervert capable of putting Clawdia, Mariet, and Claire to shame.

	And that pervert was Cami.

	Now, with that dealt with, it was time to find my next target for fanservice.

	And the first person I found who was available and nearby… was Eliza.

	Eliza was currently on her own, in her small form, performing the rather childish act of building a sandcastle. Or maybe it only looked childish because she was in her small form. Either way, I walked over to her and crouched down next to her. “Nice castle.”

	“My turn, eh, boy?” Eliza asked without even looking at me, scooping more sand up with a rather colorful little shovel for her castle.

	“Something like that.”

	My response seemed to actually surprise her a little since she turned to look at me with curious eyes. “Only something?”

	“Well, I’m going to be honest with you. Outside of the bedroom, I don’t exactly know much about you yet. I don’t know what your favorite things are, what you’d like me to do for you to give you fanservice—you’re my newest… well, newest humanoid wife, so I’m not sure how I can properly give you fanservice yet. That’s why I want to do whatever you want, Eliza. Whatever you want, I’ll do it for you.”

	“Heh. You know exactly what you’re doing, don’t you?”

	“Whatever could you mean?”

	“Don’t play stupid, boy. You’re smart. You know what kind of era me and Val grew up during.”

	“All I want to do is spoil my wife by doing whatever she wants and letting her be in control with the freedom to ask for anything so that she can be as spoiled as possible.”

	“I’d kiss you, but I know you’d whine about it being weird while I’m in this body.”

	I held her hand and kissed the back of it. “I can at least do this without it feeling inappropriate.”

	I was glad to know I was right. Honestly, what I said before wasn’t entirely wrong. She was my newest, humanoid wife and I didn’t know her as well as my other wives yet. There was still a ton that I needed to learn about her. However, I did know what kind of era she grew up during. She grew up during a time when girls were raised to be dutiful, stay-at-home wives who had to attend church every weekend, always be submissive to men, and act proper and womanly. Then despite that, she and her crew joined the military for the largest war in history and earned renown by basically being a crew of all women who didn’t take shit from anybody and demanded equal respect, but even then they barely got that despite their achievements.

	So if I were to give her fanservice, what better way than to simply let her be in control and to do whatever she wanted without me trying to force anything specific onto her? She lived enough of her life having to deal with men expecting her to go along with their games.

	As far as I was aware, the ultimate fanservice I could give her was to treat her like a valued equal who deserved to be spoiled as much as anybody else, myself included.

	“You sly dog,” Eliza said before giggling. “If you’re gonna insist, then I do have a request, but it might make you a bit uncomfortable.”

	“Worst-case scenario, I can snap my fingers to disappear my discomfort,” I replied.

	“You better never.”

	“I wouldn’t.”

	“Hmm… well, in that case, I suppose… I want to have some fun. Like a uh… like this. Like a kid. And before you get your mind twisted since I know what kind of women our wives are, I don’t mean that kind of fun. I just mean… you know, wholesome, childlike fun. I didn’t exactly have a fun childhood, you see. Was always jealous of all the other kids who got to go out and have fun. By the time I was old enough to do what I wanted, the war began, so… am I making sense here?”

	“I understand completely, and I think I know how to make it even better.”

	“Yeah?”

	I snapped my fingers… and turned into my own childhood version of myself. “It would be weird to make some childish memories with an adult man while you look like that, so why not just both be kids for a bit?”

	Eliza beamed at me with the brightest smile I’d seen from her yet before placing a hand on my shoulder. “You know, you were a pretty cute boy.”

	I moved a hand up to the top of my head to push my hair around. “I forgot just how shaggy I was.”

	“Heh. It’s cute. Though… I feel like we’re being stared at.”

	I looked around and, rather than see Cami watching whoever I was with while being jealous of their breast size… I saw Delphi.

	Delphi was off in the distance staring directly at me with heavy panting and a rapidly wagging tail.

	“I think I’ve opened a door that would make Window teleport here and complain about age ratings and controversial content, so let’s just ignore that,” I said.

	“Probably for the better,” Eliza said. “Also, if we’re gonna be a couple of kids playing around… why not have Luca come over?”

	“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather it just be fanservice between me and you?”

	“You’re a grown man and I’m an old lady. We need an actual kid here to show us the ropes. Besides, I can’t say I’m not a product of my times at all, and I was raised to be all about spending time together as a family. It’d be wrong to be building sandcastles and splashing in the water like a couple of kids without the actual, real kid being invited.”

	I couldn’t resist taking a peek over at Delphi… only to see that she now had both of her sisters with her, and they both looked just as excited as she did.

	“Alright,” I said. “Let’s invite Luca before Window needs called.”

	“Already here, Papa!” Luca said, arriving right next to me. The smug expression that then showed up on her face reminded me of her mother. “Ehehe, Papa, I’m taller than you! You were short as a kid!”

	I might have been tall as an adult, but it was true. I was a small boy once. It was impossible to even go out to the store without all the other women there stopping to look at me and comment about how small and cute I was and say things like how they wanted to take me home. My mom had to practically fend off other women who wanted to replace her, just because of how “small and cute” I supposedly was.

	And thinking about it… I wondered if that was why I tried so hard to become more manly as a teen.

	But that wasn’t important.

	What was important was having some wholesome, childish fun with Luca and Eliza.

	“So, what’s the plan now?” I asked.

	Eliza looked at Luca for an answer, prompting my daughter to proudly place her hands against her hips before saying, “We must build the tallest sandcastle ever! And it needs to have a million rooms in it! And a huge throne made out of sand! And then we can have crab servants! And it needs a swimming pool for a pet shark!”

	That all sounded way too extreme… but Eliza, with a bit more maturity than she probably intended, saluted and said, “Yes, ma’am!”

	So, that was how we got started on building the grandest sandcastle to ever exist while a suspicious crowd of my wives continued to grow larger in the distance staring at me.

	 

	In the end, the sandcastle never even reached a single percent complete given just how grand our ambitions were for it. A wave rolled in and wiped it out, causing us to all fall down from the tall walls we were working on, getting covered in sand in the process.

	That might have sounded like tragedy, but it wasn’t. We all laughed. It was fun.

	Eliza wasn’t the only one who got to expand on the childhood she never had, either. Sure, I might have had more opportunities for fun as a kid than her, but I never got to go to the beach with friends and to screw around building sandcastles. It was also nice getting to be wholesome and innocent for a bit instead of… well, dealing with the intentions of the drooling, panting, and wagging crowd of wives I had in the distance.

	And as Luca put it once we got wiped out, “It’s not sandcastle on the outside that matters, it’s the sandcastle on the inside.”

	While we might not have gotten anywhere close to being done with our ambitious project, we still had fun talking about it, fantasizing about it, and planning it out in our heads.

	I also realized that I seriously wanted a pet shark.

	…

	What would happen if I got a pet shark and planted it?

	No, no. I couldn’t allow myself to go down that line of thought.

	So, instead, while Luca stayed with Eliza to keep on making childhood memories together, I returned to my normal, adult body which caused my crowd of wives in the distance to disperse.

	I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

	The good part about it was that it separated my wives which made it easy for me to go and pick a new one to give fanservice to, and my next target was none other than the wife I knew for the longest, technically.

	Chloe.

	Her eyes already looked wet as soon as she noticed me walking up to her.

	“Do I even need to say it?” I asked.

	“Of course you do!” Chloe shouted. “It’s our thing! I’m going to cry if you don’t say it!”

	“You’re already crying!”

	Chloe pouted at me before giggling. “So, my turn?”

	“Yeah.”

	“And what are you going to give me for fanservice?”

	“The same thing I gave Eliza. I’m going to let you make all of your dreams and desires come true.”

	An almost evil grin appeared on Chloe’s face as she managed to pull several books of manga out from behind her back. I had no idea where she was hiding those, but I knew better than to question it. “Good. There’s all sorts of stuff I’ve always wanted to try! Here. I already prepared the notes for you.” She handed the books over to me with a note on top that listed specific page numbers and what she liked about them. “I want to try all of these scenes out!”

	The first thing on the list was something called “kabedon.” There were seven different pages listed to use as reference, and every single one of those pages showed a scene of a man trapping a girl against a wall behind her by using his body and arm to block off her escape routes.

	It looked… pretty suspicious, but it was apparently common and portrayed as a romantic thing?

	“The youth are into some strange things these days,” I said as I flipped through more of the manga.

	“You’re only a couple years older than me!” Chloe shouted. “Oh, by the way, it was pretty funny seeing you as a kid again. I forgot you used to have so much fluffy hair. You should totally grow it out again.”

	“Maybe I should. Childhood me clearly understood the importance of having a head full of fluff.”

	“When did you start cutting your hair so short?”

	“As a teen. Probably because I got tired of everybody calling me small and cute. I cut my hair and bulked up.”

	“So manly. Grow your hair out so that I can pet you.”

	“You can pet me as is.”

	“But it’d be more fun if you had fluffy hair.”

	“Understandable. That being said,” I paused and snapped my fingers, causing a solid wall to appear behind Chloe which allowed me to pin her against it. All I had to do was walk closer to her and that prompted her to back up until she bumped into the wall, her eyes going wide when she realized what was happening, and then I slammed my arm against the wall next to her head while looking directly into her eyes.

	Chloe was speechless, looked like she was about to cry even more, and her cheeks were burning red.

	To finish her off, I brought my free hand up to grab her by her chin and tilted her head back. “So, this is the kind of fanservice you want?”

	All Chloe was able to respond with was nodding her head as much as she could while I held her by her chin.

	I leaned in to place a kiss on her lips… but then she panicked and pushed her hands up against my face to stop me.

	“Did I… misunderstand something?” I asked.

	“You did!” Chloe whined. “You’re not supposed to actually go all the way! That never happens! You’re only supposed to make it look like something might happen but then not do anything! It’s always like that! No matter how close somebody might be to finally making any romantic progress, something else has to happen, or somebody has to change their mind, or they have to get interrupted, to stop anything from ever actually happening!”

	“Wait, are you telling me that these books are full of that stuff?”

	“Yeah!”

	“And… people read something like that?” I wanted to call it frustrating and pointless, but I wasn’t going to insult her books while giving her fanservice.

	“We do! It’s about the journey, not the destination! The temptation and struggle! The conflict and misunderstandings! If you actually made the characters have progress, they would hook up sooner and then the story would be over sooner, but if you drag everything out and stop them from ever making any progress, you can keep it going forever!”

	“But… couldn’t people just… write stories where the characters hook up and then show everything that comes after?”

	Chloe blinked at me a few times. “Huh. I never really thought about it that way before. Anyways! Look at what’s next on the list!”

	Since there apparently wasn’t going to be a kiss, I backed off and checked out the next listed scene.

	When I checked it out… I saw a scene of a girl with toast in her mouth running around a corner only to bump into her love interest who was walking there, resulting in her falling over onto her ass and getting help from him in helping her pick everything up.

	Then, thanks to a little gust of wind, the note was lifted up enough for me to notice that the entire backside of it had a whole other list there for us to go through.

	We were only just getting started going through acting out all of her favorite scenes in reality, apparently.

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	I had my next target in sight, and that target was none other than Honey.

	Playing around with Chloe by acting out all of her cliché manga fantasies gave me an idea for how I could provide the ultimate service for Honey.

	Similar to Chloe, Honey was a woman obsessed with Japanese-made stories involving romance, but she cared more about man-on-man romance rather than romance involving a guy and his childhood friend who—for whatever reason—always lost in the game of love. Therefore, if acting out those tropes was what Chloe enjoyed, then it also made sense that Honey would enjoy something similar.

	However.

	They were still different women. Similar as some of their interests might have been, what was the ultimate fanservice to one could not be applied to both. My wives were not such simple copy-pastes of one another. They were their own people full of depth, complexity, and nuance!

	But Honey was still obsessed with men loving men despite all of that.

	Therefore, if I truly wanted to make her happy by giving her the ultimate form of fanservice…

	I needed to employ the help of somebody else.

	After all, Honey was not the kind of woman who imagined herself in the role of those games where men loved one another. No, she simply liked to watch. She was an observer, not a participant, unlike Chloe who wanted to self-insert and be the childhood friend. As far as I was aware, Honey had no desire to be one of the men loving men.

	And when it came to acquiring the help of the one wife who I believed could help me with such a delicate matter… as it turned out, it was something of a fantasy of hers that she had been wanting to try but was too embarrassed to bring up to me. That meant I would be getting to fulfill the fantasy of another wife while also giving Honey her ultimate fanservice.

	So, with my help being acquired, I went up to where Honey was sitting on her towel watching the waves and said, “Yo.”

	“Y-yo?” Honey asked, turning her head to look up at me. Even on the beach, she still looked as fashionable as ever despite clearly not actually meaning to. She just somehow managed to always look both lazy and fashionable. “Isn’t that you and Cami’s thing?”

	“Is ‘yo’ only allowed to be used between me and her?”

	“No, it’s just… surprising, Muffin.”

	“Perhaps it was my intent to surprise you. A good husband must keep his wives on their toes, never letting up in his pursuit to make their every day exciting.”

	“I don’t think it’s that dramatic…”

	“It is, Honey. It is. For as long as we live, I will guarantee that you never have a boring day! Unless, of course, you want a boring day. You will be allowed to have as many boring days as you want, whenever you want, for however long you want. But when you want excitement, I shall give you excitement.”

	Her short little stubby tail wagged a little behind her. It was adorable. She might not have had a long and noticeable tail like the majority of my other wives, but her tail still tried its hardest to display just as much excitement as theirs could.

	And that made me wonder.

	Could her tail turn into a wife?

	Could every single one of my wives’ tails turn into wives of their own? But then… if the tail of one of my wives turned into another wife, who would presumably have her own tail, then… would the tail’s tail then proceed to become a wife as well? Where would it end? Would a tail’s tail’s tail become a wife? And then a tail’s tail’s tail’s tail?

	I began thinking of the word “tail” so much that it no longer sounded like a real word to me. Then again, were any words real words? They were all but constructs of language.

	Only one word was truly a word of objective reality.

	Only one word was an undeniable truth.

	Fluff.

	Such a holy, perfect word.

	But that was beside the point.

	“Muffin… the expression on your face just changed so much that it looked like you went through an entire internal monologue just now,” Honey pointed out.

	“All language except fluff is fictional,” I explained. “Anyways, it’s time for your fanservice.”

	“Oh! What—what do you have in mind? I… have to admit, I have no idea how you would give me fanservice. I can’t really think of anything I would like out of the ordinary other than… maybe getting to watch yaoi together? But—but I wouldn’t make you watch that with me! Besides… it would be too embarrassing.”

	“I have something even better for you.”

	Honey blinked a couple of times when she heard that. “Even better?”

	“That’s right. Behold!”

	I snapped my fingers, causing my assistant to appear to my right.

	And to my right… was Vala.

	Or rather, Valan.

	Valan, who was actually Vala temporarily turned into a man, was the same height as me and still looked pretty much like Vala in every way minus the feminine body. He still had the same length and color of hair as before, the same cute face, the horns and tail and wings—Valan was undeniably Vala, but Valan.

	And because we were on the beach, he was only wearing some swimming trunks and an open hoodie, leaving his chest exposed.

	For some reason, even though he had the body of a man and no breasts… it still felt lewd to see his nipples out in the open. Not that I cared, but still. I would have expected to not care so long as there were no breasts, but I still did. Valan’s nipples were the exact same as Vala’s nipples. The only difference was that there were no breasts attached.

	In that case, if I turned into a woman… would my nipples then become too lewd?

	Wait.

	If that was the case, then… was nudity of the top of woman’s body extremely overrated? Was it outdated and sexist to judge women and prevent them from walking around topless while men were freely welcome to? Whether Vala was Vala or Valan, the nipples were the same. The only difference was the amount of fat bulging out behind them.

	I never cared too much about the nudity debate. I was neutral if anything. Both sides had equal points as far as I was concerned. But now? After seeing Valan?

	Nipples were nipples.

	If men could walk around with their nipples exposed, then it was only fair that women should be allowed to, too!

	However, just because I was fine with my wives now potentially walking around without their nipples covered didn’t mean I was fine with anybody else looking at them. If anybody else looked at my wives with perverse intent, I was still going to punch them in the face, and it wouldn’t be my wives’ fault. They were simply walking around like normal people were allowed to. Anybody who made that lewd was anybody getting my fist to their face.

	Me and my fellow wives were the only ones allowed to look at any of them with perverse intent.

	“I think he just went through another internal monologue,” Honey said.

	“Dedicating so much of himself to fanservice must be wearing his brain down,” Valan said. “At this rate… he might end up going into an entire chapter of nothing but internal monologue. I’m not sure if the readers would love or hate that. But I’d love it.”

	Honey, upon hearing Vala talk about her love for me, while as Valan, developed hearts in her eyes and she began to pant. After all, she just saw a man confess his love to another man.

	That reminded me of what needed to be done.

	I turned to face Valan, grabbed him by one of his horns, and tilted his head back so that I could lean forward and push my lips down against his own. Valan might have been a man, but he was still my wife, and I would do anything with one of my wives, especially when trying to give fanservice to another of my wives.

	The things I wouldn’t do during such an occasion could be counted on three and a half fingers.

	“Valan,” I said, looking into his eyes as our lips hovered in front of one another’s, “from the moment I’ve laid my eyes on you… I’ve loved you. I can’t resist any longer. The throbbing of my… heart, is too much to bear.” Clearly, I was trying to be as overly dramatic as the men in Honey’s games. “I love you, Valan. And I refuse to ever let you go again.”

	Valan, meanwhile, blushed and blinked over and over while having no idea what to say in response. His tail furiously wagged behind him, though, and his wings occasionally fluttered.

	“You don’t need to say anything,” I whispered, lowering the volume of my voice to nearly a whisper which allowed me to better listen to Honey’s squealing fangirl sounds. “All you have to do is be mine.”

	“D-Drake, I—”

	I cut Valan off by pressing my lips against him again, this time with one arm wrapped around him to keep him held close against me.

	Meanwhile, Honey was practically bouncing and vibrating where she sat while making all sorts of squealing, excited noises.

	She was absolutely adorable and clearly enjoying our show.

	 

	Everything that happened after that kiss would probably be better left to the imagination. All that really mattered was that Honey, despite not actually being involved at all, was extremely satisfied and recorded all of it on her phone so that she could relive the experience whenever she wanted as much as she wanted.

	Valan, meanwhile, turned back into Vala and disappeared while pure red from embarrassment.

	As for me?

	I only had one question on my mind.

	Was I gay?

	Vala, for all intents and purposes, turned into a man in every way. She was, for a short time, a he. Despite being a he, I still kissed him, enjoyed kissing him, still loved him romantically and sexually despite his change of sex, and did that which was best left to imagination with him.

	However, did I only do all of that because I knew he was normally a she and would be back to being a she afterward? Even if that was the case, did it still make me gay—or at least, bisexual?

	Ultimately, it didn’t matter. I was wifesexual and Vala was my wife whether she was Vala or he was Valan. Part of me was curious about if I could count as gay, bisexual, pansexual, or anything else, but that was purely out or curiosity rather than having a desire to assign any specific label to myself.

	Because I already had the only labels that mattered.

	Husband. Father. Wifesexual. Gardener. Fluff Master.

	I needed no other labels.

	Though, I had to admit that there was something I was curious about. After Vala turned into Valan… what if I turned into a woman for some time? What would my name be? If Vala became Valan, would Drake become… Dra—I had no idea.

	“Muffin, you’re going through another internal monologue, aren’t you?” Honey asked while sitting on top of my lap.

	“You’re pretty good at figuring out when I am,” I replied while petting her head between her ears still.

	After all, giving her all the man-on-man fanservice she could want was just part of my fanservice for her. There was more to her than being obsessed with men who loved men. For example, she was still my wife who loved to be personally pampered as much as any of my other wives. I also made sure to snap some muffins with honey drizzled over them into existence for her.

	So, Honey got to sit on my lap while eating honey-drizzled muffins as I petted her.

	It was basically aftercare to follow up on all the excitement she felt from the show with Valan.

	“By the way,” I told her. “We haven’t really done much of anything on our own other than this. We should find some time to have a proper date together. Just between the two of us. Got anything in mind?”

	“I… I don’t know. I don’t think I’m interesting enough to take on a date by myself, and I don’t really have any preferences,” Honey replied before chewing on some more muffin.

	“I will admit, you don’t exactly have hobbies other than sitting in your tower playing those games. But maybe that’s perfect.”

	“How is that perfect?”

	“Because it means the two of us could try out a bunch of new hobbies together to see if anything interests you.”

	“That… that does kind of sound fun. But what if I don’t find any I like?”

	“Then you’ll still have the satisfaction of knowing you’ve tried new things while also getting to spend private time with me.”

	Her tiny little stub tail wagged against me when I said that. And because of just how small and thick her tail was while sitting on my lap—well, imagination. “I’d like that,” she said.

	“Then we’ll do it sometime soon. You might not give a fuck about a lot, but we’ll find some more things that you do give a fuck about. And if the date plan fails, then give me nine months and I can make sure that you have something you won’t be able to resist giving a fuck about.”

	“Nine months? What would take that long?”

	“Should I spell it out for you?”

	“My brain is mostly thinking about this muffin right now, and it still hasn’t recovered from that show, so…”

	“I’m making a reference to having a baby with you. And honestly, unless you want to wait nine months for it to bake in the oven, I could have it pop out of you right away without all the waiting. That’s basically how Luca came to be, I think. And Love.”

	Honey went still and silent as soon as she finally understood what I was getting at. “But—but… then… if I have a kid… I can’t enjoy yaoi all the time.”

	“Trust me, no matter how many children might end up running around, I’ll make sure that everybody still has all the time they need for their personal interests. Luca being around hasn’t taken any time away from her mother being a degenerate fiend for sexualized PNGs, after all.”

	“True… but—but what if I’m not a good mom?”

	“If we had a kid, and somebody bullied them, would you punch their bully in the face?”

	“Of—of course!”

	“Even if their bully was a little kid?”

	“Well… I don’t know about punching them, but… I might accidentally kick a ball toward their face… purely by accident.”

	“Then you’d be a good mom.”

	“Is… is that really the metric used to determine whether or not somebody would be a good mom?”

	“It’s what I use to determine if I’m a good parent, so I don’t see why it wouldn’t apply to you as well.”

	Honey looked partly concerned, partly amused, partly still aroused, and then all of those parts turned into one big smile as she thought about having a kid together. “I… I better start thinking of names then. I hope I have a girl.”

	“Why’s that? Not that I mind.”

	“Because if I have a boy… there are too many men I could name him after.”

	“Maybe don’t consider naming our potential son after one of the men from your adult games.”

	“Maybe… maybe that would be inappropriate. But what if the name is from a character in a game without sex scenes?”

	“Then that’s good enough.”

	“Alright, that narrows the list down to only a few hundred names if we have a boy!”

	Surely enough, in her own way, Honey was just as impressive as any of my other wives.

	 


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	Vala, Window, Delphi, Cami, Clawdia, Honey, Chloe, and Eliza… check.

	Lavi, Claire, Mariet, and Valkyria remained.

	Well, there were the others, too. Postia, the cow, slime, bee, ram… Clawdia’s mecha? What about Mariet’s body and Lavi’s possessed arm? They needed fanservice, too.

	But when it came to my humanoid wives, only four remained, and the next one was already within my sight.

	Mariet.

	As I only recently learned, Mariet was not simply playing the role of an undead maid. She was genuinely hundreds of years old, formerly dead, and lived as an actual maid for some noble. Clawdia was a perverted cat with a fetish for wanting to be treated like a maid because she viewed it as degrading. Claire was Mariet’s maid—well, butler, because she wanted to be one as far as I could tell, but there was also a fetish element to it for her, too.

	But Mariet?

	Mariet was a real, genuine maid.

	Treating Clawdia and Claire like fetishized maids made sense because that was playing into their fetishes. That was fanservice to them.

	But what was fanservice to a girl who was a maid because society made her one whether she liked it or not?

	What was fanservice to a girl from centuries ago who lived her life in service to somebody else, and not out of some perverted desire?

	The answer was simple.

	After walking up to Mariet, I stopped right in front of her and looked down at her in silence, causing her to tilt her head to the side with a curious look in her typically lifeless eyes.

	And then.

	I kneeled down in front of her and grabbed her right hand, bringing it in front of my lips to place a kiss on the top of it. “Are you ready for your fanservice, my lady?”

	Before Vala brought me to our personal pocket universe, saying something like that would have made me cringe.

	But not anymore.

	Nothing done in pursuit of making my wives smile could ever make me cringe.

	As for Mariet, her lifeless eyes lit up with a bit of a spark as her pale cheeks took on a hint of red. Despite how easily she could be a pervert, she looked like she had no idea how to handle being treated like a proper lady.

	“I… shouldn’t,” Mariet said. The smile on her face wasn’t one of pure happiness. Sure, she looked happy, but I could also tell she was uncomfortable. “I… should serve… you. It is… not my duty… to be… served.’

	“Bullshit.” That was all that needed said, really, but she looked like she needed more of a response from that since she blinked a few times and tilted her head again. “You’re one of my wives, Mariet. Not only are you one of my wives, but you’re my equal, and all that matters is how you want to be treated. Nothing else matters. Besides, aren’t you supposed to be one of the queens?”

	“I… was only a queen… in name. I never… acted like one. That’s why… I always cleaned… the mansion. Claire… used to get mad… at me… for doing her job, but… it’s my job. My purpose… is to serve.”

	“Your purpose is to be happy and live a life that you want.”

	“But—”

	“No buts.”

	Mariet looked down and said, “I’m… sorry. I’m ruining… your fanservice… for me.”

	The more she talked, the more I realized that I hadn’t given Mariet’s position enough consideration before. Even though I might not have known about her being a former maid hundreds of years ago, I still should have talked to her sooner about her behavior as a maid—as a servant. That was how she behaved. Sure, she might have enjoyed the lewd acts herself, but she dedicated herself to serving me. Nothing was ever about her. It was always about me, and she didn’t care. She preferred it that way. Being my servant was what she was comfortable with.

	What man wouldn’t want a girl who was unwaveringly loyal and subservient to him for no reason other than him existing?

	Me. Because I had morals I believed in.

	Sure, I liked how Mariet acted, but not the why of it. If a woman was going to treat me like that, then I wanted to be damn sure that I deserved it. That was the kind of behavior that was only deserved after slaying a dragon to save a princess, and I only knew how to sleep with dragons, not slay them.

	So, I came up with another idea.

	“Mariet,” I said, “I’ll be right back.”

	Mariet had no idea what I was about to do and nodded her head.

	Then I—

	
		
				WAIT
THINK ABOUT WHAT YOU’RE ABOUT TO DO
DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MANY PLOT HOLES YOU MIGHT CREATE BY DOING THIS? DO YOU KNOW WHAT SORT OF PHILSOPHICAL QUESTIONS MIGHT RISE FROM THIS? DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW THINGS MIGHT BE FOREVER CHANGED? YOU CAN’T JUST DO SOMETHING LIKE THIS ON A WHIM.
I mean, don’t get me wrong. It’s incredibly based and I fully approve and it makes you even… even hotter.
BUT STILL. THINK ABOUT THE POTENTIAL CONSEQUENCES OF THIS.

		

	

	 

	“I’m not the one who has to worry about the consequences for my actions right now,” I told Window.

	
		
				hot
BUT STILL. IF NOT THE CONSEQUENCES, THEN THINK ABOUT THE VOLUME. HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN THAT THIS WAS SUPPOSED TO BE A VOLUME WHERE WE MAKE PROGRESS AND NEW WAIFUS GET UNLOCKED AND STUFF? THEN NEXT VOLUME WAS SUPPOSED TO BE THE ONE WHERE WE EXPAND ON THE WAIFUS WE ALREADY HAVE? RIGHT NOW YOU’RE NOT DOING THAT. RIGHT NOW, YOU’RE TURNING THIS ENTIRE VOLUME INTO ONE ABOUT THE WIVES WE ALREADY HAVE INSTEAD OF GETTING NEW WIVES.

		

	

	 

	“Then I’ll do both. Anyways, be right back.”

	
		
				TRHDSHTDSHTSD
“Then I’ll do both” SAYS THE MAN WHO—

		

	

	 

	I snapped my fingers and disappeared from the beach.

	It was my first time trying out such a power, but it worked just as I hoped it would despite having no reason to even think it was possible aside from assuming that it was.

	Rather than standing on a hot, sunny beach, I found myself standing at the edge of a snow-covered forest with a grand, classical mansion in front of me.

	A horse-drawn carriage arrived at the mansion just moments after my arrival. Upon its arrival, a young girl wearing a maid uniform rushed out from the mansion, opened the door to the carriage, and then stepped back while bowing.

	It was obvious just from a quick look that the maid I saw was none other than my wife from the past.

	Mariet.

	Her skin wasn’t as pale as it was in the modern day, but still pretty light. Her long and black hair was almost the exact same back then as it was in the modern day.

	Honestly, I wasn’t sure about what to do next. I knew that something needed done, but what? The first idea that came to mind was punching Mariet’s former masters in their places for treating her like nothing but a servant, but…  what then? Snap some money into existence for Mariet and her family? Teleport them into the modern day where they would be free from their worries? Alter the course of history by causing massive societal change hundreds of years before I was even born?

	The more I thought about it, the more I realized… maybe it wasn’t such a good idea. I had no idea what was going to happen as a result of anything I did.

	And if I was willing to go back in time to help out Mariet, then why not Valkyria and Eliza with that whole war they had to fight to survive through?

	I was already playing god in the modern day by rewriting some laws of reality here and there, but if I could do that… wouldn’t I be able to do even more good by going back in time to stop bad things from ever happening? But if I did that, what if I created changes that made me never exist in the first place, and then they got undone anyways?

	Maybe Window was right. There might have been too much to consider. But, at the same time, I—

	“There’s my Mariet!” an older man who stepped out from the carriage said. “I’ve missed you dearly. Have you kept with your studies in our absence?”

	Mariet, the younger and living version of her, nodded and then spoke so quickly with her words so slurred that I couldn’t even understand a single one that left her mouth. The words were clearly English, and I knew that she was saying real words, but I had no idea what they were. It felt like I was having a stroke trying to listen to her talk.

	A woman who was dressed just as formally as the man then stepped out from the carriage and immediately rubbed the top of Mariet’s head. “Slowly, dear. Take your time with your words. There is no rush.”

	Mariet gulped and nodded. “A-ah… sorry. I was… really excited. I… missed you.”

	The man and woman looked at each other, nodded, and then hugged Mariet together.

	“You are simply too precious,” the man said.

	“Mariet, dear, what would you like for dinner?” the woman asked. “I would love to make whatever you want.”

	Mariet looked uncomfortable hugging them back, but she slowly lifted her arms up to return the hug before saying, “Some… bread is… enough for me.”

	“Goodness, when will you learn to be selfish?”

	“You… already do… more than enough… for me. I could… never ask… for anything more.”

	The man shook his head and tightened his hug around her. “We could never do enough for you.”

	Honestly, I was… kind of shocked.

	I jumped to conclusions and could not have been more wrong than I was.

	I assumed that, just because Mariet lived hundred of years ago and was somebody’s maid, that she was in a horrible situation and forced into the role against her will. But… if the short encounter I was watching was anything to go by, then she looked like she was probably in one of the best positions she could have been back then.

	And I could tell. Perks of being a god of sorts. That man and woman genuinely loved her.

	But unlike Eliza who chose to look young, and Valkyria who could look however she wanted, Mariet… as far as I could tell, looked like she did from when she died. She still died young.

	What if something changed and that man and woman weren’t so nice to her later on?

	When I asked Mariet to confirm that she was the servant of some noble asshole, she did say yes. So then…

	I moved forward in time enough to skip just a few years.

	Mariet was covered up atop a bed, her skin almost as pale as it was in the modern day, and she was coughing every few seconds. Both the man and the woman were asleep next to her, sitting in chairs next to her bed, passed out with their heads resting on top of it while they held her nearest hand together.

	It didn’t take much to realize what was going on.

	I thought maybe I would get to punch them for turning into assholes, but that wasn’t what happened. They stayed by her side, full of love for her, until the end.

	And this time, since I was in the same room as them… I didn’t get away without being seen.

	Mariet saw me.

	And she turned her head to look at me.

	Then she smiled.

	“I knew… you would come back,” Mariet said to me.

	I blinked a few times when I heard that. “You know me?”

	It looked like it took all of her energy just to nod her head. “I could… never forget you. You… saved me… all those years ago.”

	I blinked another couple of times. “I did?”

	“You… punched my old owner… in the face… told me you were… my husband from the future… and then… brought me to my new masters.”

	“That does sound like something I would do.”

	“You… don’t remember? Then… does that mean… I won’t get to be… your wife when I… die?”

	“No, no, don’t worry. I promise you, you’re still my wife and we do all sorts of things together. You especially love biting me in the future.”

	“Biting… you? Okay. I’ll… keep that in mind.”

	“Mariet. Whatever is wrong, I could cure it. You don’t have to die here. You can live out a whole life of happiness with these people.”

	I thought that might sound appealing to her, but she shook her head. “They have… already done… so much for me. I don’t… want to be… a burden on them… anymore. And I’ve… looked forward to being… your wife… ever since I was… a kid.”

	“That makes me sound like a suspicious guy. Please be careful with how you phrase things. I don’t need Window yelling at me for something else.”

	Mariet giggled and coughed. “You are… suspicious. You came… out of nowhere… punched my old… master in the face… then disappeared with me. You abducted… a child… from her owner…”

	“Please stop!”

	Mariet giggled some more before coughing even harder than before. But, as soon as she saw that her coughs were disturbing the sleep of the man and woman who looked after her, she forced herself to hold them in. “I… love them, but… I want them to live… their own lives. They have… spent years… taking care of me.”

	I wanted to explain to her that I could make their lives far better without her having to die, but… I had my own idea in mind, so I wouldn’t fight her on that that. Instead, I lifted her free hand up and placed a kiss on the back of it. “You know, you’re a tease for not telling me about how you already knew me.”

	“Oh. I don’t… tell you?”

	“Nope. You act like you never knew me before.”

	“Heh… I’ll… keep that in mind.”

	I… realized what I did too late. “You really are a tease, aren’t you?”

	“Only for… my suspicious future husband… and abductor as a child…”

	“You really better never bring that up in the future. Window will hear it.”

	“No… promises.”

	I sighed and let go of her hand. “Guess I’ve got to go punch your old master in the face. Can you at least save me some time and confirm that he deserves it?”

	“He… does.”

	“Good. Do you remember the exact date it happened?”

	Mariet nodded and told me everything that I needed to know.

	With that, I snapped my fingers and was off to abduct a child.

	 

	A short time later and I reappeared on the beach just seconds after I left it.

	“You’re a bully,” I told Mariet who was still standing right where I left her.

	“What… makes you say… that?” Mariet asked.

	“I know. I know that you know me. I just went and punched your old master in the face, abducted you as a child, and dropped you off at that old couple’s mansion.”

	“Oooh… you finally… know. I was… wondering… when it would… happen.”

	“You’re a tease for keeping that from me this whole time.”

	“You said… I would.”

	“But you didn’t have to actually do it!”

	“Keeping it secret… made it… funny.”

	“You’re definitely a tease.”

	“Now… you understand… that this whole life… is already fanservice… right? This future… you have given me… is already more than enough… I don’t… deserve… anything else.”

	“Both back then and now, you’re still horrible at being selfish and accepting kindness from others. How am I supposed to deal with you on my own?”

	“You don’t… need to do… anything. I will… be happy… if you let me… continue serving you. That is… all I need.”

	I sighed, shaking my head and crossing my arms over my chest. “You really are too much for me to handle on my own. I need some help. Fortunately, I know a couple of experts when it comes to pampering you and forcing you to be selfish.”

	Mariet tilted her head once again. “Who… are you talking… about?”

	“Before I returned here, I checked out a library back on Earth. There was a book about old cases of disappearances that were never resolved. One of those books featured your previous masters. They only had a single page dedicated to them, and it said that they disappeared shortly after the death of the servant who they treated like their own daughter. So, in the end, I’m not fucking around with time. All I’m doing is making sure that things happen like they’re supposed to happen. No rules about interfering with the timeline have been broken here.”

	Mariet still looked confused.

	So, to make it more obvious what I was talking about, I snapped my fingers.

	Mariet’s former masters, the married old man and woman, appeared next to me.

	“If I may say so myself,” I said, “I think I’ve outdone myself with giving you fanservice.”

	Apparently, I was so extremely outdone by myself that I got completely ignored as Mariet and her former masters stared at each other in disbelief.

	It took less than five seconds before the crying and group hugging began.

	
		
				Drake.

		

	

	 

	“What?” I asked. “Can’t you see there’s an emotional moment here? Don’t ruin it.”

	
		
				You made me curious, so I checked out a history book of my own.

		

	

	 

	“That quickly?!”

	
		
				Did you know that there’s an old rumor in one of them about a weird man who appeared out of thin air, punched a noble in the face, and then abducted the child servant he bought?

		

	

	 

	“She told me he deserved it.”

	
		
				So it was you.
Well, it’s probably for the better, because that guy was later executed for some pretty messed up stuff.
But still.
You kidnapped a loli.

		

	

	 

	“I… I did it for the greater good.”

	
		
				“I kidnapped a loli for the greater good.”
We’re so getting canceled.

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	I realized something after leaving Mariet alone with her parents.

	Mariet’s parents were the first parents of any of my wives who I knew. That was her mom and dad. They might not have been her blood relatives, and she might have basically been their maid, but she was also basically their daughter. They raised her and took care of her until her death. No matter what their official relationship was, they were her parents, and they deserved that respect.

	But that wasn’t the point. The point was that they were the first parents of one of my wives who I knew. Well, not technically. Technically, Chloe’s parents were the first ones I knew, but I hadn’t seen them in over fifteen years. They probably had no idea that I was even dating their daughter. As far as they knew… she suddenly vanished one day while working at her job delivering pizza.

	Letting her parents know that she was alright was probably a good idea.

	But that wasn’t the point either. The point was that Mariet’s parents were the first of my wives who I knew and who were actually present in our universe. Not only did I have to make sure my wives were taken care of—well, my wives, children, Lake, all the cats, the tower animals, and everybody else, but I also had to make sure to leave a good impression on Mariet’s parents. I didn’t believe any of that nonsense about needing the parents’ permission to marry their child, but I did want them to approve of me regardless.

	Wait.

	Why?

	Why did I want them to approve of me? Since when did I care about what anybody thought of me? I was only supposed to care about my wives and daughters. Mariet’s parents were just supposed to be more people. I wasn’t supposed to care about them. I had no attachment to them and I didn’t believe in caring about somebody just because somebody I cared about cared about them.

	But when I thought about Mariet’s parents… I got nervous and worried about whether or not they would like me.

	“I think I’m broken,” I said to myself.

	
		
				No, Drake, you’re not “broken.” What you feel is a thing called “caring.” It means you’re capable of empathy and emotions. It’s normal to care about your wife’s parents. That’s a good thing. Now, I know it might be hard for you to believe that considering you’re a loli-kidnapping villain, but for once in your life, you are feeling something good that you should embrace. Become a better, caring, empathetic person. You might even stop being such a villain if you do.

		

	

	 

	“I could always snap my ability to feel empathy away.”

	
		
				That is THE worst thing you have ever thought of.

		

	

	 

	“I could also snap my fingers and make it so that you enter a mind-numbing state of pleasure for years just from being looked at by me.”

	
		
				hot.
Also, I will persevere through the pleasure to kick you in the shin until you undo it if you ever do that… without my permission first, anyways.
But also, you realize you’re just making yourself even more villainous by threatening me with something like that, no matter how hot it is, right?

		

	

	 

	“Being a villain is better than being a hero.”

	
		
				I don’t know why I even bother with you.
Anyways, stop thinking you’re broken for FEELING FEELINGS LIKE A HUMAN BEING.

		

	

	 

	Window vanished after that, leaving me alone with the disgusting things known as “feelings.”

	Well, while Mariet explained everything about our current situation to her parents, it was time for me to continue on my quest of providing fanservice to my remaining wives.

	Lavi, Claire, and Valkyria were left.

	Since Mariet was busy and Claire walked around like she had no idea what to do with her life whenever she didn’t have me or Mariet to serve, I decided that Claire was next.

	But I had to find her fir—

	“You called, my lord?” Claire asked, bowing down in front of me. She might have been in a pretty nice bikini that left little of her curvy body to the imagination, but all I could think about was how she managed to appear right in front of me just as I was thinking about finding her.

	“Can you read my mind or something?” I asked.

	“No, but a maid always knows when she is needed.”

	“So, being able to teleport directly to her master is a maid’s special power or something?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then let’s put that to the test.”

	I snapped my fingers, sending Claire to the other side of the planet. What was there on the other side? I had no idea. All I knew was that I sent her to the exact opposite side of I Don’t Know.

	Then, after waiting a couple of seconds, I thought to myself, I sure wish Claire was here. I’m in need of a mai—

	“You called, my lord?” Claire asked, bowing down in front of me again. Only, this time, she was shivering and she had some snow scattered around her body.

	“So, you really do have a superpower as a maid. But if it works for you, why doesn’t it work for Clawdia and Mariet?” I asked.

	“Clawdia is an imposter who fetishizes what it means to be a maid.”

	“And you don’t?”

	“I may fetishize it, but I also have the soul of a maid true. I would desire for such a life even if all sexual elements were removed from it.”

	“And what about Mariet?”

	“She is subservient, but it is in her nature to serve. It is her love language, one could say. She serves out of love for those around her, not for the sake of serving. A maid does not perform her duty because she believes it will make those around her happy; a maid does her job because she understands that it is her purpose.”

	“So, basically, this is some sort of maid gatekeeping where only maids who believe in being maids for the sake of being maids, and who believe that it is their purpose to serve, get to teleport to their master whenever needed?”

	“I have no idea, my lord.”

	“That’s weird, but—wait. Did you say you don’t know?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then why did you say any of that?”

	“Because you asked me a question and it is a maid’s duty to satisfy her master’s requests.”

	“So… you made up some bullshit to answer my first question, but then you admitted to not knowing when it came to confirming it?”

	“That is correct.”

	“Then… where’s the consistency?”

	“There is none, but allow me to say this.”

	“Say what?”

	“This.”

	“This what?”

	“This.”

	“Yes, but—oh.” I narrowed my eyes at Claire. “Really?”

	Claire, who was usually pretty serious looking all the time, flashed me a quick show of a sly smile before returning to her usual, serious expression.

	“I forgot that you have a pretty cheesy sense of humor sometimes.”

	“I would argue that my sense of humor is not cheesy, but batty.”

	“What makes it—oh. I get it.”

	Claire smiled again before asking, “Now then, was there anything you wanted, my lord? Is there any service you need? You did desire my presence, after all.”

	“Have you forgotten the purpose of today? I’m giving all of you fanservice. Now it’s your turn.”

	“I am but a maid. It is my duty to serve, not to be served.”

	“I know. That’s why you’re going to give me a massage. My shoulders are stiff after giving everybody else fanservice so far.” I turned away from her and sat down on the sand. “Now, get to it.”

	Part of me felt like I was being too selfish by giving one of my wives special treatment by ordering her to massage me… but that was exactly the kind of thing that Claire was into.

	I didn’t even have to look at her to know that she was smiling when she said, “Yes, my lord.”

	Then, Claire being Claire, I felt her chest press against my back. To be fair, even if she didn’t intend to, it probably would have been impossible for her to give me a back massage which didn’t include her pressing her breasts against me in one way or another. The only way that was probably possible was… by awkwardly standing at arm’s length away, which would make giving a massage pretty difficult, I would assume.

	What came up was, admittedly, a moan. A moan caused by her placing her hands on my shoulders and gently digging her fingers into me before beginning the massage proper.

	I didn’t expect to suddenly feel so tired, but I did.

	Maybe I was overworking myself just a bit. I was dedicating the whole day to my wives, I traveled through time, and didn’t take a single break. Sitting down and getting a massage was the closest thing to a break that I had all day, and my exhaustion hit me harder than ever before.

	“You are incredibly tense, my lord,” Claire said as she dug her fingers into the backs of my shoulders. “You should rest.”

	“A short nap… doesn’t sound too bad,” I replied. “But I still have more fanservice to give.”

	“It can wait until after your rest. There is enough time in the day for you to receive rest and to attend to the others.”

	“But I don’t want to make them wait.”

	“They would be upset and unable to enjoy their fanservice as much if they knew you were tired and overworked. Therefore, I must ask you to rest. I will stay with you as you… ah. My lord… I believe I have caught on to what you are doing.”

	I let out a yawn and asked, “And just what is it that I’m doing?”

	“You are purposely acting like a tired master in need of service because you know that the ultimate form of fanservice for me would be to let me spoil you as your maid.”

	“You caught me. But I wasn’t planning on being this tired. I guess your massage just has that effect on me. Anyways, if I’m going to take a nap, let me use your thighs as a pillow.”

	“Of course. However, your shoulders need to loosen up still. Shall I massage you until you fall asleep and then place your head on my lap?”

	Another yawn escaped my lips. I already felt like I was on the verge of passing out just from the massage, so I doubted I would be awake long enough to make it to her lap. “That… that works.”

	“Very well, my lord. Now please, rest your eyes and—”

	 

	The next time I opened my eyes, I looked up and saw… nothing.

	I was used to that, mainly thanks to Delphi. I didn’t even have to be able to see to know what was going on.

	My head was on Claire’s lap and the reason I couldn’t see was because her breasts were hanging down over my eyes. They were easily large enough to cover most of my face if my head was on her lap.

	“Your chest makes a perfect blackout curtain,” I said.

	“Ah, you have awoken, my lord,” Claire replied. “Do you feel better now?”

	“Yeah, thanks. I guess I passed out pretty suddenly there.”

	“It is most understandable.”

	“How long was I out for?”

	“Only a couple of hours.”

	“That was… longer than I thought it would be.”

	“Nonsense. You need even more rest. A mere couple of hours is nothing.”

	“I doubt you want to sit here all day letting me use your lap as a pillow.”

	“Oh? Then you must not know your wife and maid that well, my husband and lord. Nothing would make me happier than to stay here with you all day. You could sleep using my lap for the rest of time itself and I would never wish for it to end for even a second.”

	I slid my head out from underneath her breasts and sat up in front of her, turning around to face her as well. “When it’s my turn to get fanservice, I’m going to force you to rest and use my lap as a pillow instead.”

	“You are cruel.”

	“I know. How horrible. I want to make my wife get some sleep. I’m the worst. No wonder Window calls me a villain all the time.”

	“It is alright. I may desire to serve, but I will also enjoy you forcing yourself onto my body. Many fantasies featuring maids with their masters involve such a concept.”

	“You made me letting you sleep while using my thighs as a pillow sound actually villainous!”

	Claire giggled for a moment before saying, “You are my villainous master, are you not? I am simply making sure that your image is not destroyed.”

	“You’re the one destroying it right now!”

	“Oh my. All I did was want to help you as your faithful maid, yet you are yelling at me so cruelly… I am incredibly aroused. Thank you.”

	“Then I’ll be even more villainous by arousing you and then ditching you to go give one of my other wives attention.”

	Claire let out a gentle gasp and subtly rubbed her thighs together when she heard that.

	I narrowed my eyes at her and said, “Don’t tell me, Claire. You like the idea of me using you for my own selfish gain before throwing you to the side to go give a different woman attention.”

	“I… it… you see, that is… a rather common theme in stories featuring masters and maids…”

	“Ah. So, you want to be the tragic maid who loves her master, but her master loves his wife more and only sees his maid as a disposable toy to use and abuse.”

	Claire, who was usually so serious and calm, blushed and bit her lower lip.

	“Then that’s what I’ll do. I’m going to leave you here alone while I go find a different wife of mine to give fanservice to. I’ll make her feel far more special and important than I’ve ever made you feel.”

	As soon as those words left my mouth… I felt bad. Actually bad. I was almost about to apologize and ask her if I took things too far by saying that, but…

	Claire was smiling and twitching in a way that told me she was feeling a lot of pleasure at the moment.

	“You’re an emotional masochist as much as you are a physical one, aren’t you?” I asked her.

	All she could even do at that point was nod.

	I didn’t think anybody would ever surpass Clawdia as a masochist, but after discovering Claire’s latest fetish, I was pretty confident in her being the biggest masochist out of everybody.

	“Unfortunately for you,” I said to Claire, leaning in to grab her by her chin, “I’m a villain, and that means I’m selfish and I do what I want.” So, I kissed her. Rather than tease her some more by talking about going off to be with another woman, I kissed Claire, and I made sure that she felt loved. “I’ll tease you every now and then, but I don’t think I’m heroic enough to satisfy your emotional abuse kink.”

	Claire calmed down a bit and smiled before giving me another kiss in return. “I love you as my villainous master, my lord, and I would have you no other way. Besides, I already get my fill of being ‘cheated’ on by Mariet giving you so much attention.”

	“Wait. Mariet… you said so yourself earlier. She’s a girl who likes to make others happy. Then… if she knows about your kink… not only does she get to make me happy by doing things for me, but she gets to make you happy and fulfill your kink by giving me more attention than she gives you now.”

	“Indeed. Not only does she satisfy me by satisfying you instead of spending time with me, but she also satisfies me by monopolizing you and stealing your attention from me. It is a win-win for me. Either I get to spend time with either one of you, which obviously makes me happy, or you are both stolen away from me, which also makes me happy… and more.”

	“What a lucky maid you are. You get to win no matter what happens.”

	“Are we not all rather lucky to be sharing this world together?”

	“Well, you’re right about that.” I kissed her again. “I’m going to go cheat on you by giving another wife fanservice now.”

	“Please do, my lord.”

	“You emotional masochist.”

	 


Chapter Nineteen

	 

	“Did you think you were safe?” I asked as I towered over the next of my wives—or rather, over one of my eventual wives. She didn’t actually count as one yet. Then again… all of my wives, both present and eventual, deserved wifehood. Why only refer to those who were humanoid as my wives? Why make those not yet humanoid wait for the title of wife? To not consider them a wife was to put them on a lower level than my other wives, and that was wrong. No good husband of multiple women would ever put one of his wives below any of the others.

	That meant, going forward, all eventual wives were officially my wives.

	Back to the one standing before me, though, she was one who I did not originally bring to the beach with everybody else. But now she was on the beach with the rest of us.

	“My dearest package?” Postia asked me, the front flap of her mailbox body opening and closing as she talked. “Safe from what?”

	“My love. My fanservice,” I answered before taking a dramatic pause. “My… package.”

	Postia gulped and began to salivate once she heard that last part. “Your… your package? My dearest package’s package?”

	“That’s right, my lovely mailbox. I realized that I haven’t given you enough attention lately, so I’m having a short intermission here to give you some fanservice of your own. That is why,” I paused and snapped my fingers, causing a cardboard box even larger than my entire body to appear in the air next to me, “I’m going to give you my whole package.”

	“That… that package… is so huge. Even I almost feel intimidated by its sheer length… its girth…”

	“You’re the only one I can trust to handle such a load. There is nobody other than you who could take all of this into you.”

	“It’s so big that it will stretch me out to over fifty times my size…” She might have sounded worried, but she drooled more and more the more that she looked at the package. “But I am a mailbox of my word! No matter how much it will force my body to expand around its awe-inspiring size, I will gladly welcome it all into me! I will protect it within me for as long as it takes! I won’t let any harm come to it! And I will deliver it to wherever it is meant to go!”

	“Good. Are you ready?”

	“I’m ready! Ready as I ever will be! Please, my dearest package, shove your whole load into me! Stuff me until it looks like I’m going to burst at the seams! I can take it! There is no limit to how much I can stretch!”

	“You so know what you’re doing.”

	“Of course I do. I am being a good mailbox!”

	“Sure, sure. Now, open up.”

	Postia opened up her entrance as much as she could and kept it open, drool freely running free from it as I grabbed the massive, levitating package and pushed it toward her opening.

	It should have been impossible to fit inside of her. It really should have been. Yet, it fit. Betraying all sense of reason, the package slid right into her, forcing her to bulge out as she accepted more of its size into her.

	I was pretty sure I heard muffled moaning at one point, too.

	But regardless, after a couple minutes of teasingly taking my time shoving the entire thing into her, Postia was thoroughly stuffed and unable to make any sounds other than muffled moans.

	“Now then, as for who this package is for… it’s for you, Postia,” I said. “This entire package is all for you, so you have to keep it inside of you. But, I wanted to test something. Since you’re such an… innocent and wholesome postbox who only cares about doing her job to the best of her ability, I thought it would be a good idea to perform a… structural integrity test, if you will.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out a button. Then, once I clicked it, all of Postia’s expanded size began to violently vibrate.

	Or rather, the package filling her out began to vibrate.

	“I figure if you can keep such a vigorous, huge, lively package inside of you for long enough without issue, then that means you truly are the greatest mailbox in all of history,” I said, noticing that a puddle of drool was already forming atop the sand underneath her.

	She probably looked pretty strange to anybody from a distance. It would be almost impossible to miss a giant, vibrating mailbox on the beach.

	“Anyways, have fun, my lovely mailbox. Try not to break. But I’m sure such an upstanding mailbox such as yourself will be fine.”

	It was subtle and pretty difficult to tell due to how much she was vibrating, but Postia did manage to nod her whole body by leaning forward a little.

	 

	Now, with Postia thoroughly fanserviced, it was time for my next target who once used to be an inanimate object.

	Valkyria.

	I went over to where Valkyria currently was, and that just so happened to be pretty far away from everybody else. She was sitting out in the water with her knees pulled up against her chest, the water just deep enough to cover her up about halfway.

	“What are you doing out here by yourself?” I asked.

	“A-ah! You—you surprised me,” Valkyria replied with a flustered expression on her face. “Goodness, how embarrassing. To make me make such a noise…”

	“It was a cute noise.”

	“I… am glad you think so. As for your question—well, it might be… a bit strange, but I was never able to traverse such terrain in my youth. Wet terrain, especially sandy or muddy, was near impossible for me to traverse without getting stuck. We always avoided it because of that. But with this body, I can easily free myself. I can enjoy this water and sand without fear of getting stuck thanks to it.”

	“Makes sense.” I sat down next to her, digging myself down a bit into the ocean-covered sand underneath me.

	“What—what are you doing? You’re going to get dirty!”

	“Oh no, my swimming trunks are going to get sand on them. Maybe some seaweed. And if you’re worried about me getting dirty, why aren’t you worried about yourself?”

	“Well… do not forget what I was—am. Being covered in filth was normal for me when on missions, especially when traveling through the forests after rain. Ah… there were so many moments of my crew getting frustrated because we got stuck in the mud. Everybody had such high expectations for us, but we made rather amateur mistakes quite often! We even flooded my engine once when we underestimated the depth of a river that we had no choice but to cross. But as horrible as the context for those days might have been… I still have many memories I fondly look back to with my crew. Even the ones where they nearly FUBAR’ed me. A-ah… wait, is that a term still known by today’s youth? FUBAR?”

	“For some reason, hearing the proper and ladylike Valkyria use FUBAR is pretty funny. Then again, I guess you were an Army sort of girl.”

	“And proud of it!”

	“So, got any stories you want to share? Don’t have to be about the war, either.”

	Valkyria tilted her head a bit and pointed a finger up at herself. “Stories? From me? I doubt I have anything interesting to share…”

	I was spot-on with my analysis. Valkyria was, effectively, an old grandma. She was a woman full of stories, and old women loved to share stories from their youth. If anything, listening to an old woman ramble was one of the greatest forms of giving them fanservice in the world, and that applied to nearly every old woman in existence.

	And the reason I knew I was right about Valkyria being the same was because I saw a sparkle in her eyes. She clearly looked like she wanted to tell me stories, but she thought I would be bored by them.

	“I want to hear your stories. Anything,” I said. “I’d love to learn more about you.”

	“Well… if you really say so, but please, let me know if you get bored! I know it can’t be that interesting listening to an old tank like me.” She looked almost as worried about being boring as she looked excited about sharing stories.

	“I’ll let you know. I promise.”

	That worry disappeared and the excitement was in full force. “About a decade after the war ended and the field I was in got demined, children often came to play in it, looking for old bullets, weapons, and so on. Naturally, they came to be obsessed with me as I was a nearly complete tank still sitting in the field. I was deemed harmless, and getting rid of me wasn’t a high priority, so the government allowed me to stay there. But back to the children, ah… I watched them grow up. They always came back to me over the years. Whenever they weren’t running around me and climbing all over me as children, they were visiting me as teens just to check up on me and to see if I was still there. When they moved away as adults, they often visited me whenever they returned home for visits, and they would tell me their stories. One fine gentleman even brought back his fiancée to me! He must have told her about the tank he used to play with as a child, so she was curious. Then, once she left to head back… he showed me the proposal ring he had waiting for her. Even though he had no idea that I was actually aware of everything around me, he still chose to share such a lovely moment of his life with me. Oh, I do hope that they’re happy now.”

	“It’s great that you had some company like that over the years.”

	“It is! Of course, that was a very quick summary of events, but you wanted to hear my stories, not stories of others, and to go into more detail would basically be telling you their lives instead. As for more stories that involved me… ah! You might be surprised to hear this, but my crew were utterly incapable of tolerating each other in the beginning. They constantly argued over everything. And in the beginning, when I was still fresh off the production line… well, I must admit, I was not exactly in the greatest shape. The quality checks done were very unsatisfactory, resulting in me breaking down all the time and causing endless issues for my crew. But because most of my issues were problems that could not be solved by just one person working on their own, they were forced to work together to get me operating properly again, and this brought them all together over time. The movie showed a bit of their initial disagreements, but it went very soft on portraying just how much they didn’t get along at first. But by the end, we were unbreakable sisters who would never leave one another behind!”

	“It’s hard to imagine they fought that much given how tight you all were.”

	“It would be impossible for me to imagine myself had I not been there for it firsthand. Ah… that reminds me. One night, soon after they started getting along, my treads came loose and it was too dark to repair me. Using any lights might have revealed our position to any scouts at a distance, and they were worried about that but also didn’t want to leave me behind, so they stayed in me and had to cuddle for warmth all night. It was so cute, goodness. Then, soon after they got cozied up to each other, they—”

	The more Valkyria talked, the more she felt comfortable telling me more personal and slower stories about specific events, and she ended up telling me stories for quite some time. For long enough that I had to slow down the rate of time for a bit so that she would have enough time to tell me every story that she could think of without me having to interrupt her.

	I spent probably at least twelve hours listening to her stories, but no more than an hour of real time passed. More importantly, no matter how much time was spent listening to her, she couldn't stop smiling. Well, that would be a lie. She did stop at some points when her stories hit a sad note, but they all ended with a triumphant smile and an eager desire to share her next story with me. I also figured she must have really wanted to talk given that she had to spend decades sitting in a field with no ability to communicate with anybody, so getting to talk until she was literally out of things to talk about was the greatest fanservice I could give her.

	 

	With both Valkyria having received her fanservice, there was only one more humanoid wife for me to give fanservice to, and that was Lavi.

	But my plan for Lavi might have been the most elaborate out of all of them. It wasn’t more meaningful than anybody else’s fanservice, but it was definitely going to take the most effort to properly pull off.

	And before I could even begin my fanservice plan for Lavi, I needed a pirate ship.

	 


Chapter Twenty

	 

	The time for Lavi’s fanservice finally came, and it was going to require possibly the most effort that I ever put into giving anybody fanservice.

	Half of my wives were already as happy as could be with fanservice just by spending some time with them, and there was nothing wrong with that. I was sure that Lavi would also appreciate that if that was how I chose to give her fanservice.

	But I knew that there was a far greater way to give her fanservice.

	And I needed help for it alongside the pirate ship.

	That was why I went and kidnapped the aquatic zone’s future bosses to serve as my henchmen. They could return to their queen, Zoa, later.

	Captain Tentadoom. He was a large octopus with too many tentacles, a pirate hat, and a beard made out of even more tentacles. He also had a pirate ship for me to steal.

	Sharricane. He was a large, bipedal shark who loved to spin, and I felt like he was another copyright-free reference to something that I must have been missing out on.

	The future bosses of 1-3 and 2-3 respectively, and they were both under my command despite never having met them until I needed them.

	“You understand your missions, right?” I asked them, standing aboard Captain Tentadoom’s ship that was currently under my command.

	The two bosses nodded.

	“Alright, and a deal’s a deal. In exchange for your help, I won’t traumatize either of you during the future boss battles against you.”

	I never knew that an octopus and shark could look so relieved, but they did.

	Word of my battles against former bosses had spread to them, as I learned, and they were fully expecting to be traumatized in one way or another.

	But I promised I would spare them from that in exchange for their help.

	I did not, however, promise not to cheat during the battles against them.

	“Let’s get started.”

	 

	The beach was calm, everybody was relaxing, and Lavi was separated from the rest of our wives.

	It was the perfect time to strike.

	With a snap of my fingers, I created a pseudo pocket dimension inside of our pocket dimension to seal Lavi’s segment of the beach and ocean away from everybody else. Everything still looked the same, but she was on her own away from the others.

	She didn’t notice it at first, though, because she was too busy building a sand tower that looked like it had a floating eye at the top of it. I had no idea how she made a floating eyeball out of sand, but like usual, I knew better than to question things.

	That aside, her attention was taken away from the tower when she noticed the sky grow dark and windy.

	Lavi still didn’t notice.

	“You’re up, Sharricane,” I said.

	Sharricane stepped up to the front of the ship, held his arms out as if he was T-posing, and began to spin. The longer he spun for, the more speed he picked up. The more speed he picked up… the more tornados swirled to life atop the ocean’s surface.

	And they were not just normal tornados, no.

	They were tornados full of sharks.

	Probably another reference I wasn’t getting.

	But regardless of my ability to understand pop culture references, a dozen of these shark-infested tornados spun about over the increasingly turbulent ocean. Not only did Sharricane’s spinning spawn tornados, but he increased how violent the wind and waves were, too. He was not just a tornado-spawning machine, but the full deal. Tornados, wind, and waves.

	And yet, Lavi didn’t notice anything. She was still working on her tower.

	Or well, she did notice, but… “Woah… the weather got really nice all of a sudden. Heh, dark and dangerous weather is always cooler,” she said, not even bothering to look out toward the ocean.

	Part of me wanted to educate her on how such violent weather was inferior due to the damage to the environment that it did, but then I remembered something.

	I had the power to make all plants and trees and anything else immune to environmental damage from extreme weather.

	I always preferred bright, sunny, calm days over everything else, but that was only because that was what my plants liked the most, not because they were what I liked the most. But now? Now that I had the power to bend reality to my will? I was going to have to experiment with different weathers to see which I actually liked the most.

	But that could be saved for later.

	“Begin the next phase of the operation,” I said.

	Sharricane nodded while spinning. The next moment, one of his tornados shot out a shark directly at Lavi. The shark flew through the air with its maw full of teeth ready to tear her apart, not that such a gruesome thing would happen even if it did get to bite her, and was only a second away from crashing into her when she finally jumped up to dodge out of the way.

	“Fufu, a shark should know it could never pull off a sneak attack against a dog,” Lavi said, smugly smiling with her hands on her hips as she looked down at the shark.

	She made a shark not being able to sneak up on a dog sound like a thing, but I was pretty sure that wasn’t a thing.

	It was, however, another item added to my list of things I wasn’t going to ever bother asking about.

	“Where’d ya even come from anyways?” Lavi asked, finally looking around and noticing those of us on the ocean.

	Her uncovered eye grew wide with excitement when she saw the pirate ship we were on. It looked like a stereotypical villain’s pirate ship. It was all black, had a skull and bones flag featuring tentacles, skulls all over the ship as decorations, and… well, more tentacles as decorations as well. Also, there were dozens of cannons on each side of the ship, and one such side was currently facing her.

	“Fire,” I said.

	Captain Tentadoom nodded and sent his plethora of tentacles throughout the ship to simultaneously fire all the cannons facing Lavi on his own.

	Lavi smirked and asked, “Fufu, challenging me, are ya? I don’t know who you are or why you’re here, but I won’t let you interfere with my master’s fanservice day.”

	She must not have noticed me, so I stood by the edge of the deck, looked at her, and asked, “Who do you think is behind this?”

	“M-Master?!” Lavi asked just as the first cannonballs reached her. She was, for some, so shocked to see that I was the mastermind behind it all that she failed to dodge some of the shots. Of course, even though she took the full force attack of a few different cannonballs, they did nothing other than bruise her a little.

	I also made sure to put up a barrier around her sand tower so that it wouldn’t accidentally get destroyed during the fanservice. I wouldn’t have the right to call myself her husband if I allowed her precious creation to get damaged.

	“Master!” Lavi shouted. “Why are you—”

	“Isn’t it obvious?” I asked, bringing out my most dramatic antagonist voice. “I’ve come to destroy you, Lavi. There can only be one ultimate darkness in this world, and it is the darkness that comes from the depths! The darkness within you will drown beneath the crushing void of the abyssal depths!”

	…

	I was pretty cool as the villain, I had to admit.

	As for Lavi, she looked down at the ground and began to laugh after a few seconds. “Fufu. Fufufufu. So, that’s how it is, Master.” Lavi then looked directly at me and held her hand out to her side, causing her sword to appear within her grasp. “I once believed in the darkness of the depths. The darkness of the abyss that no light reaches. Then I believed in the darkness of space—of the black holes that consume everything and leave no trace. But through all my years of pursuing the dark, I have learned what the ultimate darkness is… and it’s the darkness that comes from within. The darkness of the abyss shines like a star compared to the darkness within the heart!”

	Lavi was so beautifully edgy.

	“Then let us put it to the test with a battle between the forces of darkness!” I shouted. “We will see which void is the true all-consuming! Which void drowns the other out in despair and hate!”

	“Fufu, I’ve already won if you think that’s what darkness is about,” Lavi said. “Darkness that consumes and hates is the darkness of those who have lost against life. Darkness that protects and loves is the darkness that wins!”

	“The… the darkness that protects and loves?” Something outrageous enough for me to ask about finally popped up.

	“You know nothing, Drake Hunter of the Abyssal Depths. It is through controlling darkness and bending it to your will to protect those that you love that you obtain the ultimate, coolest, most badass darkness! It is the ultimate sacrifice! Embracing the dark to use it for love!” Even when she was being super edgy, she still couldn’t resist the natural good nature that came from being related to a dog.

	“Then come!” I shouted. “Let our darkness clash in the ultimate contest of will!”

	With a confident smile and excited fire burning within her eye, Lavi skillfully dodged the next volley of cannonballs fired at her. They were immediately followed up with a barrage of sharks from the tornados, but she dodged those, too.

	Except for one of them.

	One of the sharks, Lavi grabbed onto the tail of before it could hit her, spun it around, and then threw it right at the ship. Not only that, but she jumped onto the back of the shark after throwing it… meaning that she was basically surfing through the air on top of the back of a shark and coming straight for us.

	And that wasn’t all.

	The shark was surrounded by dark energy that came from Lavi’s bandaged arm. This energy propelled the shark to go even faster, accelerating exponentially until it crashed straight into the side of the ship… and tore right through it.

	Sharricane’s spinning came to an abrupt end thanks to being thrown off balance by the ship being split into halves, and Captain Tentadoom was thrown into the ocean while watching his ship get destroyed with tears in his eyes.

	Thankfully, I only promised that I wouldn’t traumatize them. I never said anything about Lavi not traumatizing them.

	Only me and Lavi were left onboard the back half of the pirate ship that was now slowly sinking beneath the waves.

	“Fufu, is that all you have, Master?” Lavi asked me. “Is this the extent of the depth’s darkness?”

	I made a face that looked like I was worried for a few moments before swapping to a smug expression. “Did you really think it would be that easy? All you’ve done is clear the deceptively easy first phase of the boss fight. Now I will illuminate your darkness.”

	I raised my arms into the air and snapped the fingers of both my hands at the same time, teleporting both me and Lavi to the top of a giant, twisting citadel made entirely out of sand. I also gave myself a new look while I was at it by covering myself from neck to toe in black, metal armor.

	My face was too attractive to be covered up, so I didn’t give myself a helmet. I did, however, give myself a black crown embedded with rubies as red as blood.

	Lavi, meanwhile, was still in a bikini.

	“Allow me to show you true darkness,” I said, snapping my fingers again which caused Luca to appear next to me.

	“Hi, Lavi!” Luca said.

	“Lu-Luca?” Lavi asked. “Why are you here?”

	“For darkness!”

	I held my hand over Luca’s head. I almost pet her out of instinct, but I resisted. Instead, I allowed a swirling vortex of dark energy to pour out from my hand and surround Luca… transforming her into a sword that looked just as edgy and evil as Lavi’s. “Behold! A power so dark and cruel that it turns even adorable daughters into weapons! Do you have what it takes to defeat me? To deflect my blade with your own would be to swing your blade into Luca! Do you have what it takes to harm such an adorable daughter?!”

	Luca’s face appeared on the flat side of the sword’s blade and said, “Don’t worry, it’ll just tickle!”

	Lavi furrowed her brows and said, “I can’t believe you would sink so low into such a hateful darkness. You may think you have control of your powers, but you are the one being controlled by them.” She tossed her sword over the edge of the citadel’s roof. “My darkness is pure—all-consuming. A pitiful shade like yours can be defeated without any such depravity.”

	“Then come, Lavi!” I shouted. “Show me what you’ve got! Let the final dance of nightmares commence!”

	“Fufu.”

	“What? Why are you laughing?”

	“Haven’t realized it yet, huh? I’ve already won.”

	“What are you talking about?”

	Lavi raised her bandaged arm into the air and pointed up at the sky.

	And when I looked at where she was pointing…

	I saw a black hole.

	“The darkness of the heart can dominate all other darkness,” Lavi said. “Not even a black hole can resist the darkness that comes from within me.”

	Everything—everything, began getting sucked up toward the black hole. The sand citadel, the ocean, Captain Tentadoom’s ship, and even me.

	“N-no!” I shouted. “This can’t be! How can you be so powerful?!”

	“Fufu… because, Master. I use my darkness to protect those I love.”

	I dropped Luca for Lavi to catch. And as soon as Lavi caught her, Luca returned to her humanoid daughter form and hugged Lavi’s leg with a wide smile.

	“Love is the most powerful thing in the universe,” Lavi said, “so love-powered darkness is the ultimate darkness.”

	While Lavi and Luca somehow remained unaffected by the black hole, I got sucked up toward it while shouting, “Curse you, Lavi! You might think you’ve won, but this isn’t the last you’ll see of me! My darkness will wash over this universe until nothing is left!”

	“Love will never be defeated. Love is even powerful enough to reverse entropy.”

	“That’s not your liiiiinnnnneeeeee!” I made sure to dramatically stretch out my last shout as the black hole pulled me in.

	And the next instant, all three of us were back on the beach next to Lavi’s sand tower that was still protected by a barrier that entire time. The pseudo pocket dimension wasn’t needed anymore, either, so we were rejoined on the same beach that everybody else was on.

	“Good job, Luca,” I said, giving her head a pat.

	“Ehehe, thanks, Papa!” Luca replied before vanishing from sight, leaving me and Lavi alone.

	“So, how was—”

	I didn’t even get to finish my question before Lavi tackled me to the ground, pressing her breasts down against my chest while her tail rapidly wagged in the air above her. “That was awesome, Master! I had so much fun!”

	“I had to admit, I wasn’t expecting you to pull out a black hole from nowhere… but you were pretty badass.” Her somehow bringing out a black hole was also less questionable than the thing about dogs and sharks.

	“Fufu, darkness is the best. But seriously! That was awesome! If—if it isn’t too much trouble, could we umm… maybe do something like that again? It was really fun.”

	“Whenever you want, Lavi. But I think what we really need is another wife who is just as much of a roleplayer as you. Then you and her can battle every day.”

	“Ooh! That’d be awesome!”

	“By the way, does the demon in your arm count as one of my wives?”

	“Lazara? Uh… I think so? Hey, Lazara, you love Drake, right?”

	Lavi’s bandaged arm went behind her back while turning a light shade of red.

	“She’s nodding my arm behind my back, so yeah, but I think she’s too embarrassed to admit it.”

	“Then for the next phase of fanservice, since I can’t give her anything without giving you some, as well, how about I give your arm a massage? I’ve never massaged just an arm before, but as you know, my hands are capable of pretty insane things. I bet they could even reverse entropy.”

	“M-Master… Lazara… you’ve never touched her with your hands before. If—if you do… then her first ever time… will be too mind-breaking for her, don’t you think?”

	“That just makes me want to do it even more.”

	“Woah… you really are a villain. You’re too cool, Master!”

	“I know.”

	I reached behind Lavi’s back and touched her arm, Lazara.

	Both Lavi and her arm were already trembling against me, and I didn’t even start the proper massage yet.

	 


Chapter Twenty-One

	 

	All of my present, humanoid wives had their fanservice delivered. Postia, despite not being humanoid yet, also received fanservice.

	And since Postia got some, why couldn’t the others?

	Though, there was a bit of a problem.

	They couldn’t speak and were still animals.

	I didn’t know enough about their tastes yet to give them proper fanservice, either.

	What did a slime want for fanservice?

	What did a cow want?

	A bee?

	A ram and The Fluff?

	Was The Fluff even going to become one of my humanoid wives? At first, I only wanted The Fluff to be a pet—to be a wonderful, perfect, amazing, beautiful representation of fluff who I could fluff whenever I wanted. There was no intention for The Fluff to be anything more than that, because that on its own was already perfection. However, I had a feeing that The Fluff wanted in on the romance, too.

	Though, that feeling was almost entirely based on the fact that The Fluff got jealous of me and the ram from the charger tower.

	Was The Fluff jealous of my wanting to fluff the ram’s fluff?

	Was The Fluff jealous that I hadn’t given her any attention in a while?

	Was The Fluff jealous because she wanted to be one of my future humanoid wives as well?

	There was no telling what went on in the mind of fluff so pristine.

	Even during my own time when I was turned into a giant ball of fluff floating through the sky, I couldn’t remember thinking anything during that. I was simply… at peace. I accepted the fluff. There was nothing to be thought about, for divine perfection and peace was obtained.

	Was that nirvana?

	Was fluff the secret to achieving nirvana?

	The more I thought about it, the more it made perfect sense. To be fluff was to achieve perfection.

	Yes.

	How could I have missed something so obvious? Well, I wasn’t exactly trying to achieve nirvana in the first place, but still.

	I managed to discover the secret to nirvana before people who actually cared about it.

	All that was left was to—

	Divine inspiration.

	The memory slammed itself into my mind with zero warning.

	
		
				All that happened is that a plot hole was remembered.

		

	

	 

	“I wanted to use the barghest fluff on Claire to maximize her fluff!” I shouted, grabbing onto each side of Window’s rectangular body to stare her directly in the 2D plane. “Part of my motivation for going to defeat the rest of the spooky forest was to use that barghest fluff! Remember?!”

	
		
				obviously.
You rubbed it on your face and it gave you wolf ears and a wolf tail. Then whoever else you rubbed it on also gained those. And you wanted to use it on Claire because the fluff around her neck is the fluffiest fluff that any of us humanoid waifus have.
Wait.
Claire…
Her bat fluff… is around her neck.
Does that… does that mean…
Hair…
Neck…
Is Claire a neckbeard?

		

	

	 

	“No. Neckbeards are male basement dwellers. Claire is a neckfluff.”

	
		
				And what’s the difference?
They both have hair around their necks.
They both stay in dark places.
They’re both perverts.
They both have boobs.
Face it, Drake. Claire is essentially a neckbeard.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t you dare insult fluff by associating it with such cretins of society!”

	
		
				Hey, you’re going to make the author feel self-conscious if you call them cretins.

		

	

	 

	“Fluff is perfection, Window. Both a neckbeard and a neckfluff may prefer to stay in dark places, have boobs, have hair-slash-fluff on their necks, and be perverts, but there’s one important thing that you’re forgetting that sets them apart from each other!”

	
		
				And what’s that?

		

	

	 

	“Neckfluffs are cute. And our wife. And our wives are perfect and can never do any harm.”

	
		
				actually true

		

	

	 

	“Except you.”

	
		
				WHY AM I THE ONLY EXCEPTION?

		

	

	 

	“Because.” I pulled Window close enough so that I could kiss her right on her words. “I need somebody to bully.”

	
		
				you… you kissed… you kissed my window…

		

	

	 

	“Yes. And? Haven’t I ever done that before?”

	
		
				i-i don’t think so, but if you did, i forgor and now is plot hole
u kiss my window…

		

	

	 

	“I don’t see what the big deal is.”

	
		
				is me…
u kiss me…

		

	

	 

	“I’ve kissed you and have done plenty of other things with you before, including making a child with you.”

	
		
				HBTSDHTGBSDHBTSR
DO YOU NOT UNDERSTAND HOW MEANINGFUL IT IS THAT YOU KISSED ME IN MY TRUE, ORIGINAL, INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW FORM INSTEAD OF ONLY EVER IN MY HUMANOID WAIFU FORM?
THIS IS LIKE
A MASSIVE PROGRESSION LEAP FOR OUR RELATIONSHIP
IT SHOWS THAT YOU STILL LOVE ME AND VIEW ME AS YOUR WIFE TO DO THINGS WITH EVEN WHILE I’M IN WINDOW FORM
(it’s gonna be really awkward if this happened before and wasn’t treated like a big deal and I’m forgetting about it and get called out in reviews/comments for not remembering)

		

	

	 

	“Wait. That’s it. Window, you gave me the perfect idea.”

	
		
				I’d be worried but I’m still too happy that you kissed me.

		

	

	 

	“Regardless of whether or not this actually happened before, the important part is that I have generally only kissed all of you after you’ve become humanoid. Yet, if we remember back to the old days—”

	
		
				they weren’t that long ago

		

	

	 

	“—the doggo sisters would often kiss me via licks before they ever turned into humans, yet I never did the same for them.” I took a deep breath and clenched my fists together, knowing what I must do. “I understand now. I understand how to prove my love and to give the ultimate finale to this day of fanservice.”

	
		
				and what would that be

		

	

	 

	“Loving, innocent, wholesome kisses regardless of form.”

	I pressed my lips against Window’s window one more time before performing the obligatory task of throwing her like a disc into the distance.

	It was time for kissing.

	With a snap of my fingers, Lavi appeared in the air in front of me… but not as her usual self.

	She appeared as her original self.

	Lavi, the small, purple-haired dog, hung in the air between my hands with a confused expression and wagging tail.

	I kissed her on her forehead right above her eyes.

	Lavi froze save for her tail which rapidly wagged.

	But while she might have been frozen, I had other wives to go through still.

	I snapped my fingers again and replaced Lavi with Postia. Though, Postia was temporarily back to normal.

	And even if she was a mailbox, she deserved a kiss. So, I kissed her.

	Just like Lavi did, Postia froze… but started leaking copious amounts of drool out through the gaps of her entrance flap.

	I snapped my fingers again, letting her return to that vibrating, oversized package and to let Cami take her place.

	And just as Lavi was returned to her original dog form, so too was Cami.

	I kissed her on her nose. Cami licked my nose back in response.

	Delphi.

	A kiss on top of her snout in exchange for licks all over my face with breath that smelled like soup.

	Honey.

	I kissed her on her honey badger nose and she looked like she had no idea how to respond, but her tiny, stubby little tail did wag.

	Claire.

	I returned her to her giant, fluffy bat form, wrapped my arms around her, and kissed her on the side of her head which was as large as mine in her bat form. I also said, “I’ll be barghest fluffifying you later.”

	She trembled against me.

	Clawdia.

	“You know I was always originally a cat girl and never a normal cat, right?” Clawdia asked me.

	“But a cat is fine too,” I said, turning her into a normal cat just so that I could kiss her on her head while she clawed at me.

	Chloe.

	“But I’m just a human,” Chloe said.

	“You’re right,” I replied. “I guess I don’t need to give you a kiss in your original form then since I already have.”

	“I’ll cry if you don’t kiss me!”

	“You’re already crying!” I shouted before kissing her on the lips, snapping my fingers right after to replace her with Mariet.

	I snapped my fingers again, making Mariet look like a normal, healthy, living, adult girl and kissed her.

	Before she understood what was happening, I returned her to her normal self and snapped my fingers again.

	Eliza.

	“Heh, if you want to challenge yourself, how about you challenge me while I’m in my mini form, boy?” Eliza asked, wearing a smug expression as she looked up at me.

	“If a cat is fine too, then so is a miniature wife,” I answered, picking her up by her shoulders before kissing the top of her head.

	Luca.

	
		
				I have arrived!

		

	

	 

	I picked Luca up and gave her window a wholesome kiss from her father.

	Finger snap.

	Valkyria.

	Tank form.

	Kissing her barrel felt like it would be a bit too suggestive, so I kissed the side of her instead, prompting her barrel to swing around all excitedly and almost smack me in the head.

	The cow.

	I kissed the head cow from the cow tower on her snout and earned a very wide lick in response.

	The bee.

	I kissed the head bee on the side of her head. She rubbed her fluffy body up against me in return.

	The ram.

	A kiss on her head, a friendly headbutt into my gut in exchange.

	The Fluff.

	I picked her up, rubbed her whole body against me so that I could properly enjoy her fluff, and then snapped my fingers again.

	The slime.

	I kissed the slime, got sucked into her body, and almost drowned before reaching my hand out of her to snap my fingers.

	And finally.

	Vala.

	“You know I’d be too big, right?” Vala asked.

	“No dragon is too large to be kissed,” I answered.

	“Hey, Drake.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Have I mentioned that you’re the BHHE?”

	“I forget if I know what that means.”

	“It’s okay. It’s true even if you don’t remember.”

	Vala disappeared after that—or rather, she teleported… and the next time I saw her, there was a mountain-sized dragon head leaning down directly in front of me.

	I did what any man, husband, and lover of a dragon girl would have done in that situation.

	I held my arms out as wide as I could, threw myself against her, and kissed her.

	Vala ended up giggling in her dragon form which expelled so much air through her nostrils with enough force that she blew me away just as I often did to Window via throwing. Though, before I could fly too far, I found myself back on the beach… within Vala’s arms as she held me like a princess.

	“Thanks, Drake,” Vala said, kissing me on the forehead. “There. It’s only fair that the BHHE gets cute forehead kisses every now and then, too.”

	“Dang. That was pretty nice. No wonder you like them so much,” I said.

	“Hehehe. But now that you’ve kissed all of us, don’t you think you should hurry up and speedrun the rest of this volume so that you can go kiss the new waifus, too?”

	“But that’s so many battles. I suppose I should get them over with, though.”

	“Hmm… I have an idea. In exchange for being such a total BHHE and spoiling all of us with fanservice today, then instead of having to do each battle three times for a total of nine battles, you only have to do each battle once. So, back-to-back-to-back boss fights until we get the new queen.”

	“That sounds like a good idea to me.”

	“Oh, by the way.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Love texted me. She got a girlfriend. And she’s apparently freed like, a bunch of galaxies from dragon control already. And she might have accidentally started a religion of people who worship her.”

	“She got a girlfriend? What’s she like? Is she treating her well? How old is she? Does she smoke?”

	Vala kissed my forehead again. “I knew you’d be more worried about that than everything else. Anyways, she told me to tell you not to worry, and she said she’ll come visit us soon so that she can introduce her waifu to us. But… she is kind of worried you two won’t get along.”

	“Why? I’m friendly. I’m accepting. I never mess with anybody.”

	“Drake, any time there’s a problem, you choose violence as the solution.”

	“It’s an effective solution. But why does she think we won’t get along?”

	“She didn’t really give me any details since she had to go because they were getting sucked into a black hole.”

	“They’re… alright, right?”

	“Probably. A black hole could never defeat love, and especially not Love.”

	I sighed, still being princess carried by Vala, and kissed her neck since it was all I could easily kiss from my position. “Before she gets here, I should build a porch with a rocking chair so that I can sit on it with a shotgun. I want to give her girlfriend a good first impression.”

	Vala giggled some more and said, “You’re such a dork, and that’s not like you at all. We both know you’d probably rather be seen wearing overalls getting dirty in the garden as your first impression. Besides, wouldn’t Valkyria in her tank form be more intimidating than a shotgun?”

	“I guess from a third-party perspective, Val would probably be more intimidating. I’m just used to seeing her as a cute wife, and a cute wife doesn’t send the message of, ‘I’ll blow your brains out if you hurt my daughter.’”

	“But what if our daughter wants to be hurt?”

	“No!” I covered my ears up. “Don’t make me think about our daughter’s sexual preferences!”

	“Ohhhh noooo, our daughter might be a bottom!” Vala teased.

	“I don’t care what she does or who she does it with, but I don’t want to think about it!”

	“Hehehe.” Vala kissed me on my lips. “Good dad. And don’t worry, I’ll make sure that Love lets us know when she’s close so that you can get ready with your overalls in the garden to make a good impression.”

	“But… but shotgun…”

	“Do you want a shotgun waifu, Drake?”

	“Now that you’ve said that, any shotgun I get probably would turn into a wife. Alright. There are already enough wives and potential wives for now, so no shotgun.”

	“Good. A-anyways… umm… I—I thought about something I want to try… since it’s… you know… fanservice day for us… and it’s not technically over yet. And umm… it’s been a fantasy of mine for a while, but… could you…” Vala leaned in and whispered right into my ear.

	She whispered so quietly that I could barely even hear her, but I did hear enough.

	Bedroom. Video games. Doing lewd things to her while she tried to focus on gaming.

	If that was what my dragon wife wanted while it was still a day full of fanservice for my wives, then I was happy to oblige her.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two

	 

	“Alright,” I said, hands on my hips as I triumphantly looked out through the bedroom window. The bed, of course, was covered in exhausted wives who were dripping with sweat and other things, but that wasn’t what I was focused on. Rather, I was focused on something Window-approved for once. “It’s time for a battle.”

	“Don’t… don’t say that while standing naked in front of the window like a creepy non-virgin virgin,” Window said from the bed. “And… since when do you—”

	“It’s battle time.”

	“Just because you say it doesn’t make it true!”

	I was left with no other choice. I put on my clothes, walked outside, and then said, “It’s battle time.”

	
		
				Battle time!

		

	

	 

	If my informational status wife wasn’t going to do her job, then my informational status daughter was going to take the job from her.

	Because it was battle time.

	And with the informational status window powers of my informational status daughter, she teleported all of us over to the beach that we spent the entire previous day at to give everybody fanservice. Now, though, it was time to battle, not to receive more fanservice.

	And to speed things up, there were only going to be three battles. The battle against the first boss, the battle against the second boss, and then the battle against the final boss.

	It was time to grab me a new wife.

	Fortunately, everybody was brought to the location with their clothes on. Though, they all looked pretty tired and worn out. The only ones who weren’t visibly tired were Mariet and Cami. The former never really showed emotion in the first place, and the latter… was Cami.

	Cami must have known that I was thinking about her since she looked at me with a smug smile before making an O shape with some fingers and moving it back and forth next to her head.

	“Wait,” I said. “What happened to your parents?” I looked at Mariet.

	“Tabitha… built them… a house… by the lake,” Mariet answered. “Mom… wants to… make you… a pie. Wanted me… to find out… your favorite… flavor.”

	“I’m surprised to hear you call them mom and dad. Would’ve thought you preferred calling them something more formal.”

	Mariet slouched her shoulders, looking rather defeated. “I… want to… call them… my lord… and my… lady. But… they told me… I’m not… allowed to… anymore. They said… I’m fired… from being… their servant. I’m only… allowed to be… their daughter, now.”

	“Then I guess that makes them my in-laws. I should probably go talk to them at some point. Anyways, my favorite pie? Lemon meringue. You can never go wrong with lemon. It’s one of nature’s greatest bounties. Lemonade. Lemon bars. Lemon meringue pie. Lemon on fish. Lemon on its own. Lemon muffins. Lemon pasta. Lemon is a sophisticated fruit for sophisticated people.”

	
		
				Papa, you’re being a self-insert.

		

	

	 

	“If my love for lemons makes me a self-insert, then so be it. Lemon is the greatest.” I snapped my fingers. “And I’ve now changed the tastebuds of everybody alive to love the flavor of lemon.”

	
		
				Papa, you shouldn’t abuse your powers to brainwash people into loving lemon.

		

	

	 

	“I didn’t. All I did was make it so that anybody, no matter how they are, will find lemon delicious. I’m not making them like lemon, I’m just making it impossible for them to dislike lemon outside of pure spite and acting stubborn.”

	
		
				Ooooh! Papa, you’re the best at justifying abuse of power!

		

	

	 

	“Thank you.” I looked at Mariet. “Think your mom can handle a lemon meringue pie?”

	Mariet’s head tilted far enough to the side that I was almost worried it was about to pop off. “I think… that pie… didn’t exist… from their… time. Especially… not the… modern kind… of it.”

	“You have a point. I did just uplift them through a few hundred years by bringing them here.” But I had an idea, and that idea involved looking at Eliza.

	And Eliza already knew what I was going to suggest, apparently. She went from her mature form down to her small form and said, “Leave it to me. They might be chronologically older than me, but I’ve got the biological age advantage on them. If an old hoot like me can whip up a pie like that, then I can teach those two kids how to do it!”

	“If they’re kids to you, then what does that make me to you?!”

	“My boy toy,” Eliza said with a wink.

	“That would be way hotter if you said it before you switched to your small form.”

	“Heh, too bad. Mind if I take Val with me? My Val still needs some more cooking lessons. Plus it’ll let all us old folk complain about you young whippersnappers.”

	“You have something to complain about?”

	“Only the fact that you’ve got to treat an old lady with a bit more care than you did last night! Here I thought tripping and breaking my hips was going to be the end of me. Instead, you’re going to be the end of me and my hips if you always act like you did last night.”

	“You’ll be fine no matter how roughly I treat you. Magic and all.”

	“I know, but humor me a bit, will you? I’ve never been with a man who gives me a reason to complain about my hips the next day.”

	“If you want to play it that way, then I’ll go ahead and get you a walker later. Then I can be as rough as I want, right?”

	“Hehe. Watch your mouth, boy. I’m old, but I’m not that old. Also, Luca’s coming with us. She’s an honorary member of our old lady club.”

	
		
				Yay!
I’m an honorary old lady!

		

	

	 

	The next thing I knew, Eliza, Valkyria, Mariet, and Luca all vanished to go hang out with Mariet’s parents.

	That was apparently the “old lady club” now.

	But what about Mariet’s dad?

	Would he be included or left out? If he was left out, who would he spend time with? Would he even want to spend time with anybody?

	I had an idea.

	With a snap of my fingers, I summoned Conan and Catrir to me.

	And I immediately regretted it and realized I must have been interrupting something because they were both dressed… as magical girls.

	Their pristine fluff turned red with embarrassment before I snapped my finger to send them back to wherever they were.

	“I guess that’s their next cosplay theme,” Clawdia said. “Nya.”

	“Their what now?” I asked.

	“Cosplay. They started posting picnyas of them to social media. I guess there was a huge demand for giant buff cat guys crossplaying, so they’ve given some supply to that demand, nya. Already have hundreds of thousands of followers.”

	“I… I wasn’t expecting that lore drop.”

	“Why did you summon them anyways?”

	“I wanted to give them the mission or hanging out with Mariet’s dad because I thought that any true man of culture would like to hang out with a couple of giant, buff cats.”

	“I see, nya. That makes perfect sense.”

	
		
				Does it? Does it really though?

		

	

	 

	“Alright,” I said. “Window is here in her informational status window form. That means it’s time for the battle.”

	
		
				DON’T AVOID THE QUESTION
HOW DOES IT MAKE SNSE THAT AN OLD MAN FROM HUNDREDS OF YEARS AGO WOULD WANT TO SPEND TIME WITH TWO BUFF CATS?

		

	

	 

	“Isn’t it obvious?”

	
		
				NO, IT’S NOT

		

	

	 

	I looked at Clawdia, nodding to her to let her take over.

	With a nod in response, Clawdia pointed a dramatic finger at Window and said, “Because who wouldn’t want to spend time with a couple of buff cats, nya?! If you have the option to spend time with a couple of giant, muscular, fluffy cats, are you really going to turn that opportunity down?!”

	
		
				I—
well
i mean
ok
battle time i guess
drake, who’s doing what

		

	

	 

	 Part of me was tempted to look at Clawdia and give her the option to choose who could do what for once since she helped me out against Window. She deserved some nice treatment for taking my side.

	And that was why being nice to her was exactly what I didn’t do.

	“Clawdia, why aren’t you on your hands and knees pressing your face down into the sand for me?” I asked.

	Clawdia gulped, her thighs shifting together already. “Do—do I—do I have to?”

	“I asked for an explanation, not a question.”

	The words that left Clawdia’s mouth might have sounded hesitant, but there was nothing hesitant about the tone of her voice nor the lustful look in her eyes as she dropped to her hands and knees before placing her face into the sand for me.

	With Clawdia’s head in place, I placed my right foot down against the back of her head before looking over my remaining wives.

	Claire looked like she was enjoying the sight of Clawdia’s head under my foot as much as Clawdia was enjoying my foot.

	Cami, meanwhile, looked as smug as usual.

	Vala, Lavi, and Chloe all looked like they were experiencing varying stages of desire themselves.

	Delphi was too distracted watching a crab crawl across the sand to pay us any attention.

	And Honey… was also watching with some potentially jealous eyes, but for some reason had multiple crabs attacking her feet which she paid absolutely zero attention to. The crab Delphi was watching also went over to her and closed its claws around her toes, but again, there was zero reaction from Honey.

	“Delphi and Honey can go on the exploration,” I said. “And Lavi and Vala can fight in the battle.”

	Delphi and Honey vanished from sight the next moment, leaving before all the crabs that were snipping at Honey’s feet.

	“Ooh, me and Lavi?” Vala asked. “Vala and Lavi. VL. LV. Love. Heh. We’re the love duo.”

	Lavi blinked a few times as if she was confused by that. “But LV… doesn’t that make you think of lava?”

	It was Vala’s turn to blink. “Eh? Why lava?”

	“Because lava is usually associated with Hell and demon kings and evil powers. It’s cool and edgy!”

	“But you like darkness and lava is like, the opposite of darkness. It’s bright.”

	“But it turns into obsidian! And obsidian is one of the coolest and darkest materials!”

	“Hmm… you have a point. Heh. You know, I’ve turned stone into obsidian back in my fire-breathing days.”

	“Oooh! I want to see that! That sounds awesome! Show me sometime!”

	“Ah, geez, I’m an old lady now, you know?”

	I spoke up and asked, “What, are you trying to get invited to the old lady club? And what happened to being young?”

	“A-ah… right. I—I mean, I’m forever seventeen!”

	“Choose a legal age at least!”

	“Forever eighteen on my birthday!”

	“Don’t make me sound like a groomer who’s been waiting for you to become legal!”

	“Tw-twenty-one! There! No older! Now I’m legal for everything but not too old!”

	“Everybody everywhere over the age of twenty-one is going to be offended!”

	“Good thing they’ll be too old and frail to do anything about it. What are they going to do, chase after me with their creaking knees and back pain?”

	At least the resident grannies weren’t around to hear Vala’s mocking of the elderly.

	
		
				Before we get canceled for ageism or something, we’re starting the battle.

		

	

	 

	And so, the battle started.

	Not only did it start, but the rams were actually included for once. Were they included in the previous one? I couldn’t remember, but what mattered was that they were included now.

	As for my wives, Lavi was in the left lane where her respective dogs were while Vala stuck to the right lane and was playing games to pass the time until some enemies reached her.

	And to mark the battle as having actually begun, a whirlpool swirled to life out in the water only for a familiar pirate ship to rise from the center of it. How that worked, I wasn’t sure, but it did look cool.

	I probably realized my mistake too late.

	Then again, was it really a mistake, or just a happy little accident?

	The pirate ship, unlike before, had a giant bandage stuck to it where it was previously destroyed by Lavi.

	And the captain of the ship, Captain Tentadoom, just came out onto the deck to look at us.

	By looking at us, he looked at Lavi.

	The traumatic experience of having his ship destroyed by her was less than a day old, and now she was on the battlefield with excitement in her eye wanting a round two.

	The black flag of the pirate ship was pulled down, replaced by a white flag, and Captain Tentadoom then sailed his pirate ship right back down into the whirlpool that it just came from.

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“I have a feeling I know why you’re upset,” I said.

	
		
				The… the one time…
The one time you’re actually motivated to progress the plot…
The one time we’re all here and ready and everything is going smoothly…
And…
The boss…
The boss just…
Surrenders before the fight has even actually started…
You… you already won.
The battle is already over.
Why?
Why can’t there just be one boss who gets fought normally instead of either being cheated against or subverted in some way?

		

	

	“If it makes you feel any better, I didn’t even plan that this time.”

	
		
				Honestly, that makes me feel worse.

		

	

	 

	“Alright, I know how to make you feel better.”

	
		
				Nothing can pull me out of this pit of despai—

		

	

	 

	“I love you, Window.”

	
		
				>/////>
i-i love u 2

		

	

	 

	“Now, let’s skip straight to the next battle. I don’t think the next boss was traumatized enough by Lavi to immediately surrender, and I’ll send her on the next exploration just in case.”

	
		
				Thank you.
Maybe we can finally have a normal boss battle.
Wait.
Oh.
Oh no.
I just jinxed it, didn’t I?

		

	

	 

	“Probably.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three

	 

	Having defeated the first boss of the ocean zone, the first map was cleared, and it was time for a change of scenery.

	And this change of scenery took us beneath the ocean itself.

	As it would turn out, once you went far enough beneath the ocean, water stopped acting like water, apparently. There… kind of wasn’t any. We were able to walk around on the ocean floor as if we were walking around on normal land. Our clothes didn’t get wet, our hair remained normal, we could see just as well, and we could continue breathing like normal. It was like there was no water at all.

	Yet, despite all of that, there were still fish and other creatures swimming around all around us. It just looked like they were swimming through air instead of swimming through water.

	But at the same time, whenever any of us talked or breathed… we created bubbles.

	It was strange, but cool.

	That aside, the next battlefield was ahead of us. There was paved sand splitting up the regular sand to show where the lanes were going to be, and small sand castles in each spot where towers could be placed. Then, at the end of the lane where the enemies would be spawning from, there was a shipwreck. Not just any shipwreck, but it looked like a certain famous ship that sunk when it hit an iceberg and got movies made about it and everything.

	The condition that the ship was in reminded me of Valkyria when she first came to us. Did that mean the ship was going to turn into one of my wives?

	I shook my head to get the idea out of my mind.

	I already had a wife to be conquering, and then there were all the other wives still waiting to become proper wives.

	“Alright,” I said, turning around to look at my wives. “Let’s—”

	I paused.

	Why did I pause?

	Because I saw a strange yet adorable sight.

	Delphi, for whatever reason, had assembled a temporary classroom where she was teaching a class full of crabs about how to make soup.

	“When did that even happen and how?” I asked, speaking to nobody in particular. I was open to anybody answering my questions.

	“When we came down here,” Cami answered.

	“But why?”

	“She said crabs deserve to know about soup, too, so she started advertising classes for soup. Then a bunch of crabs enrolled and now she’s teaching a class of crabs about how to make soup.”

	“It hasn’t even been a minute since we got here.”

	“Maybe the bigger the boobs are, the less you have to respect normal passages of time.”

	“I’ll accept that logic for now.”

	As Delphi looked her class over, she looked like she just got a brilliant idea. “Oh! I know! For your first lesson, I’ll teach you how to make crab soup!”

	“Cami,” I said.

	“Yeah, Master?” Cami replied.

	“Is she going to teach them how to be cannibals?”

	“Maybe the bigger the boobs are, the more acceptable cannibalism is.”

	“The worst part is that I can see the logic behind that statement.”

	“People are willing to overlook a lot of messed up things when a girl is hot enough, and bigger boobs help.”

	That was when Lavi stepped up and said, “Wait… then… if people overlook evil things because of boobs… does that mean I should get rid of mine?”

	“The worst part is that I can see the logic behind that question,” I said.

	“Because if people look past my darkness because of my breasts… then they won’t take my awesome darkness as seriously!”

	“Solution,” Cami spoke up. “Donate your boobs to me. I’ll take good care of them.”

	“But… but I like having them. Not… not that I’m a… pervert or anything, but…” Lavi paused and looked up at me. Then she looked away with a blush coloring her cheeks.

	Cami, naturally, clicked her tongue when she realized why Lavi wasn’t easily willing to get rid of them. “Tch. Master.” Cami stared me right in the eyes with her own, inexpressive eyes. “Stop playing with her boobs so she’ll donate them to me.”

	I placed my hand on Cami’s shoulder and said, “I’m sorry, but that’s impossible. Breasts are second only to fluff. To not handle them would be a betrayal of everything I am and what I stand for.”

	“I understand. I’m disappointed, but I understand.”

	“Don’t worry. I know how to make it up to you. Just wait for the battle to start.”

	“Okay.”

	With that, I got to work setting up the towers. And while setting them up, I remembered all the different features, ideas, and mechanics that we tried to implement and wanted to implement for the tower defense side of things.

	But we never did any of that.

	And none of it mattered compared to everything else.

	“Vala and Lavi can go on the exploration this time,” I said.

	Vala looked up at me with the most betrayed expression that I ever saw from her before seeing as how she only just pulled her usual game system out from her shirt to play it. She was teleported away with Lavi before she could say anything, though.

	I’d make it up to her later.

	I then looked at my remaining wives and said, “As for the battle, Chloe and Claire. Wait. I just realized something.”

	“What is it, my lord?” Claire asked.

	“Cami. Clawdia. Chloe. Claire. That’s four wives with names that start with C. Don’t you think that’s unfair to every other letter in the alphabet?”

	“I don’t think letters have feelings,” Chloe said, “so I don’t think they’d care.”

	“Chloe. We live in a universe where tanks, skeletons, swords, and mailboxes have feelings. Even Clawdia has feelings.”

	Clawdia purred off to the side. “The—the way you phrased that… made it sound like I’m less than human… like it’s a shock that I have feelings, nya…”

	“Did I give you permission to talk?”

	Clawdia moaned out and shook her head.

	“Anyways, that thing over there aside,” I continued, “it would only make sense for letters of the alphabet to have feelings, too.”

	Chloe tapped her chin before saying, “As the resident crybaby—”

	“Are you really calling yourself the resident crybaby?”

	“Don’t make me cry. I’ll do it.”

	“That’s not the usual line, so I’m not saying mine. That being said, I still feel the need to point out that tears are already running from your eyes.”

	“Obviously. It’s because I’m the resident crybaby.”

	“Alright, you are. So, what were you going to say?”

	“As I was saying, as the resident crybaby, it would be wrong for me to deny the emotions of anybody else, even if they’re the emotions of an inanimate alphabet that may or may not even really have emotions. Therefore, I have an idea to make things more fair.”

	“And what would that be?”

	Chloe looked at Clawdia and pointed at her. “Rename the cat thing.”

	Clawdia moaned some more upon being called a cat thing.

	“She doesn’t really deserve a name, does she? Just call her—or I guess I should say, call it an insect or something instead. Then that’ll be one less name pumping up the C name count.”

	I saw what Chloe was doing and joined in. Chloe might have been a crybaby, but she was also my wives’ wife, so it was only natural for her to join in on teasing them, too. “An insect? Don’t you think calling it that would be an insult to insects?”

	“Good point. What’s worse than an insect?”

	“What about… a politician?”

	“Hmm. If we’re going that route… oh, I know. A landlord. We’ll call it Landlord.”

	Clawdia was on the sandy ground twitching and moaning at that point.

	“I… I think calling her a landlord might’ve been too effective.”

	I had to nod in agreement. “Calling her that is just too fucked up anyways, even when we’re talking about Clawdia.”

	“Yeah. Uh… I guess you should just make sure that we don’t get any more wives with names that start with C until you’ve gotten at least four wives of every other letter.”

	“Makes sense.”

	Claire then raised her hand and asked, “My lord, since you chose me for this battle, should I fight in my bat form or with this body?”

	“If you fight in your bat form, you’d basically be an air unit, right?”

	“I would be capable of fighting in the air regardless of which form I use.” Claire stretched her bat wings out from her back. “My wings are not only for show while I am using this form.”

	“Guess I got too used to Vala never using her wings to do anything other than fly onto my back that I just assumed you wouldn’t use them to actually fly.”

	“Thank you.”

	“What are you thanking me for?”

	“For bringing up another woman and making her the subject while you are talking to me.”

	I looked at Chloe and said, “By the way, you’re cute.”

	Similar to Clawdia, Claire twitched and moaned a little.

	“Drake… I’m going to cry if you only compliment me to cuck one of our wives,” Chloe replied.

	“You’re already crying!” I shouted.

	“And I’ll cry even harder!”

	“Also, you’re cute even when I’m not trying to give Claire service. Everything about you is cute. The way you cry, the way you smile, the way you dress, your overall appearance—you’re cute through and through. You’re even cute from crying even more due to all the compliments.” And of course, the more I complimented Chloe while right in front of Claire, the more excited Claire looked.

	Though, Claire was a refined woman. While Clawdia shamelessly collapsed onto the ground to moan and tremble, Claire remained standing and only casually shifted her thighs together while subtly letting out her noises.

	“Now then, both of you, either go clear the battle normally or cheese it in some way that’s going to annoy Window. It’s up to you,” I said before snapping my fingers. With that snap, Chloe and Claire were teleported onto the battlefield, and I also summoned a chair for me to sit on.

	I looked at Cami.

	I pointed down at my lap.

	Cami rarely showed emotions on her face, but she always smiled a little whenever there was going to be anything even slightly lewd. That was why she smiled before coming over to sit on my lap with her back against my chest. And of course, she made sure to position her rear to maximize how it pressed down against my crotch.

	But the reason why I wanted her to sit on my lap was so that I could place my hands on her chest to give her some physical affection there during the battle.

	She mentioned rubbing her breasts before to help them grow, so I figured I’d do exactly that while the battle was going on.

	Then I noticed something else out of the corner of my eye.

	Honey went and joined Delphi’s class about crab soup… and she wasn’t alone.

	Sharricane, the next boss, was sitting there as well, dutifully taking notes. At one point, his pencil even broke its tip, and he had to ask Honey for a pencil sharpener which she, for some reason, had on her and was able to lend to him.

	“Alright!” Delphi announced. “Now that we’ve gone over the process, which one of you wants to volunteer to become the crab soup?”

	Honey and Sharricane were the only ones to not raise their hands. All the crabs present in the class raised their claws, each one wanting to volunteer to get turned into soup, apparently.

	Honestly, after basically becoming a god, it took a lot to surprise or confuse me. A lot.

	Yet, as I watched, I couldn’t be anything but confused. I genuinely saw no logic in anything that was going on over there. The only parts I could understand were: one, Delphi being obsessed with soup; and two, Honey probably feeling left out, so she went and sat in on the class for something to do.

	“Master,” Cami said. “No confusion. Only groping.”

	“Of course. You’re right,” I said.

	Why bother getting confused when I could be helping Cami achieve her dreams?

	 


Chapter Twenty-Four

	 

	
		
				I may or may not have discovered a new plot hole.
Or well, I guess it’s not really a plot hole so much as it is a… “writer writes cat girl like a dog girl because they have no idea what an actual cat girl would be like when applying cat logic to her instead of dog logic” hole.

		

	

	 

	“What?” I asked. I was just sitting there, trying to enjoy Cami’s chest while she squirmed on top of me, while also watching the battle, but then Window appeared and distracted me from everything.

	
		
				One, don’t make it sound like I’m a distraction unless it’s in a positive way, like that meme of the guy walking down a street with his girlfriend and then he turns his head to look at an even more attractive girl. That’s the only kind of distraction that I’m allowed to be.
Two, THINK ABOUT IT.
CLAWDIA IS A CAT GIRL. A CAT. GIRL. CAT. GIRL.
BUT WHAT DOES SHE DO?
SHE WAGS HER TAIL.
CLAWDIA GETS ALL EXCITED AND WAGS HER TAIL JUST LIKE EVERY OTHER ANIMAL-BASED GIRL HERE DOES, BUT THAT’S LIKE, A DOG THING.
YOU KNOW WHAT CATS DO WHEN THEY’RE HAPPY AND AT PEACE?
THEIR TAILS STAY STILL. SURE, SOMETIMES, THEIR TAIL MIGHT CALMLY SWISH AROUND, BUT THEY DON’T WAG THEIR TAILS. EVEN WHEN PLAYING, THEY DON’T REALLY WAG THEIR TAILS, THEY JUST SORT OF SOMETIMES SWISH AROUND.
YOU KNOW WHAT IT ACTUALLY MEANS WHEN A CAT WAGS THEIR TAIL?
IT MEANS THEY’RE DISTRESSED. ANXIOUS. UPSET. ANNOYED.

		

	

	 

	“Doesn’t that describe Clawdia?”

	
		
				…
wait.
Am I simultaneously overthinking and underthinking things at the same time?
Clawdia is a tsundere. Her whole thing is that she gets annoyed and upset and stressed by being honest with her feelings. The more lovey-dovey and/or aroused she is, the more she’s upset that she’s being that way because it distresses her to be honest with her true feelings.
In that case… was Clawdia actually accurate by cat lore all along?
Cats wag their tails when stressed and anxious. Clawdia is always acting stressed and anxious, even when she’s happy, so it would only make sense for her tail to wag even when she’s happy, because being outwardly happy stresses her out, and if she’s aware that her tail is wagging and revealing her true emotions despite that not being how cat tails work, then she would end up wagging her tail even more due to the stress from that, which would make her tail wag for a cat lore accurate reason…
By not being a cat girl who acts like a real cat… she acts like a real cat?
You could probably type up an entire thesis paper on Clawdia’s cat-ness. This is something that all cat researchers across the world should investigate.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t think it’s that deep.”

	
		
				That’s what he said.
Anyways.
Maybe there’s not a plot hole after all. If there is, people can just deal with it I guess.
I’m going back to my gacha games now. There’s a limited banner running, and when you get your affection with her high enough, you unlock a special screen where she puts her feet on your face.
If only my gacha waifus could really step on my face…

		

	

	 

	“Window, are you saying you want me to step on your face?”

	
		
				Eww, no, heck off.
I want a GACHA WAIFU to step on my face. You are neither gacha nor waifu. Besides, everybody knows that waifus’ feet are superior to men’s feet. I want a cute, fictional, 2D girl to step on me with her cute, scentless, dirt-and-fungus-free feet.
But you’re a guy. Not only are you a guy, but you’re always walking around outside, and you don’t wear shoes when you’re in your garden. Your feet are probably disgusting and too masculine and smelly. Only the cleanest and most feminine of feet get to step on my face.
Ugh. Real people are the worst.

		

	

	 

	“You know you’re in a relationship with over ten real people, right?”

	
		
				That’s not the same.

		

	

	 

	“You know you have a daughter who is a real person, too, right?”

	
		
				It’s still not the same.
You’re all real people who I personally approve of, so it’s okay. Also, everybody else I know is great. My wives are all super cute girls who are nice to me and treat me with respect. Luca is my adorable daughter who loves me and is a good girl.
Then there’s you.
You’re hot, not cute. You bully me in stupidly fun ways instead of act nice and respectful to me. You smell in a way that makes me want you to choke me and break the bed, not in a nice feminine way that makes me want to cuddle with you.
Therefore, you don’t get to step on my face.

		

	

	 

	“You know you just complimented me and revealed your kink, right?”

	
		
				Nope.
Wrong.
They’re not compliments if they’re objective truths. There’s a difference between pointing out the obvious and giving somebody a compliment, you non-virgin virgin.

		

	

	 

	Window started to grow red after that, so she disappeared before either of us could say anything else.

	That was when Cami tilted her head to kiss my jawline and grab my attention. “Master?”

	“Yeah?” I replied.

	“I volunteer for helping you practice be rough enough to break the bed. You want to make Window happy, don’t you? Then you need to practice to get good at it so you can make her happy. I volunteer.”

	“You just want me to wrap my hands around your neck and choke you until you can’t even breathe anymore. The bed breaking is just a bonus to you.”

	Cami trembled and blushed just from hearing those words even more than she was when I was groping her.

	“In that case, maybe my hands have been on the wrong things these past few minutes.” I slipped my hands away from her chest, slowly trailing them up toward her neck, causing Cami to let out an excited gasp. “I wonder where you want these hands to go. Maybe… on top of your head?”

	“I… I like headpats… but…”

	“But what?”

	Cami bit her lower lip before grabbing my hands herself and guiding them up to her neck. “He-here…”

	“You’re pretty flustered all of a sudden. I thought you’re supposed to be the pervert who’s good with all this lewd stuff?”

	“But… neck touches…”

	“Is it really just neck touching if I choke you?”

	I moved my hands onto each side of her neck, the tips of my fingers from each hand meeting each other in the front, and then I tightened my grasp. Cami immediately responded by moaning and grinding down even harder against me as she arched her back, drool already running down her chin.

	That was when Window reappeared.

	
		
				I came back because there’s a new enemy.
And what do I see?
I see my husband, the father of my child, choking another woman right after I implied I wanted him to choke me.
You know getting cucked is Claire’s thing, not mine, right?

		

	

	 

	“We’re getting practice,” I explained. “Isn’t that right?” With my hands still around Cami’s neck, I made her head nod.

	
		
				fuck that’s hot
ANYWAYS
GO LOOK AT THE BATTLEFIELD OR SOMETHING TO NARRATE THAT YOU SEE A NEW ENEMY AND THEN I CAN ACTUALLY GIVE YOU THE INFORMATION FOR IT

		

	

	 

	While still choking Cami, I looked out over the battlefield and saw a swarm of crabs snapping their pincers over and over again, and each one also had a flag sticking up from their bags that showed a bowl of soup with an X over it.

	It was a good thing Delphi was too distracted to see that. Then again, what would happen if she did? Would she go berserk? Get depressed? Reeducate them? I wasn’t sure. Either way, Window gave me the new information she wanted to give me.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Anti Soup Crab
Threat: ★★★★
HP: Oh no, it’s been so long since doing one of these that I’m not sure what I should put for each category anymore. Uh… they have enough health?
Damage: crab claws hurt I think, so a lot?
Defense: they have shells, so those should be sturdy, right?
Okay, I can do the description part well enough. Ahem. The Anti Soup Crabs are crabs who want to free their brethren from the seductive clutches of soup! Between the delicious scent of soup and having a teacher like Delphi who has the body that every student would wish their teacher had so they could look at it during class, not that the crabs are even looking because they’re respectful, know she’s taken, and because they’re there for the soup instead of her—where was I going with this again? Oh, right. Between the delicious scent of soup and Delphi being absolute mommy, these crabs want to free their brethren from their seductive clutches! That’s why they have sworn off any and all soup so that they can free crabs across the world from soup!

		

	

	 

	I looked over at Delphi and saw her helping several crabs into a boiling pot of soup.

	“You know, maybe the crabs have a point,” I said. “It does look like she’s encouraging them to commit ritual suicide for cannibalism over there, and it looks like she’s helping them do it.”

	
		
				They’ll be fine.
probably???

		

	

	 

	Looking back at the battlefield while tightening my grip around Cami’s neck a bit more, causing her to shudder even more as her drool made it down to my fingers, I noticed that the crabs were pretty huge. The ones in Delphi’s class were just normal, small crabs. But the ones on the battlefield? They were about half the size of Valkyria.

	“It’s been too long since I’ve had crab,” I said. “Let’s have crab for dinner tonight.”

	The incoming crabs must have heard what I said, took the flags off their backs, drew on them using markers that I didn’t understand the origin of, and then put the flags back. Now, not only was there an X over soup, but there was an X over my face.

	Claire then turned back to look at me, showed an incredibly lustful expression for a moment upon seeing me and Cami, and closed her eyes. The next time she opened her eyes, her expression was back to normal as she said, “If you desire, I would be glad to turn these beasts into your dinner, my lord.”

	“Just beat them up,” I replied. “I can snap some crab meat into existence without having to kill any crabs for it.”

	Claire nodded and turned away to resume focusing on the battle.

	Meanwhile, Chloe waited for the first crab in her lane to reach her.

	Chloe and the crab had a dramatic stare down, and then they swung their arms at each other.

	The crab swung with a giant, spiky claw.

	Chloe swung with a small, human fist.

	The two forces met at the halfway point between their bodies, and there was an immediate gust of wind—no, multiple gusts of wind, that kept on blowing outward from the impact zone.

	It was way too dramatic of a punch for a simple enemy.

	But it didn’t stop there and dramatic music even began to play from all around us.

	“After… after coming so far… I won’t give up here!” Chloe shouted as her fist began to glow.

	“Window,” I said.

	
		
				I don’t know either.

		

	

	 

	Understandable.

	Then the crab looked at Chloe with determined eyes, and his claw began to glow as well.

	That was when my vision was replaced by a training montage of Chloe working out, sparring at the gym, and… reading fight scenes in manga.

	The training montage ended and brought us back to the present battle. “I’ve worked so hard, and I have friends to protect now, so I won’t let you defeat me!” Chloe shouted as the energy around her fist intensified even more.

	And to match her intensity, the crab’s energy glowed brighter, too.

	Pieces of Chloe’s clothes then began to blow away, but nothing that would make her look indecent. Then she even started to look scratched up all over her body despite nothing scratching her. “For everybody who is looking up to me… for everybody who I want to protect… I’ll defeat you! Even if it means never crying again, I won’t let you pass!”

	The energy around Chloe’s fist and the crab’s claw intensified even more, as did the bursts of wind continuously flying out from between them.

	Chloe then fell to one knee, but she didn’t let the punch end. She kept her fist exactly where it was before.

	The crab looked like he was about to win, especially as his fist glowed even brighter than Chloe’s… but then Chloe’s shone even more brilliantly, and cracks appeared all throughout the crab’s claw.

	The next moment, the crab’s claw shattered and the raw energy poured into Chloe’s fist sent the crab flying through the ocean just as I often sent Window flying through the sky.

	The shark boss, Sharricane, who had apparently been watching from the back the entire time… saw what happened and raised a white flag.

	And with that, the battle was over before the boss even stepped onto the battlefield.

	
		
				…
what

		

	

	 

	“I don’t know, either,” I said.

	Chloe then stood up and came running over to us with a wide smile on her face. “I did it!”

	“That was… intense,” I said.

	“Right? That was so cool! I’ve always loved shounen, too, but I never thought I’d actually get to be in a shounen battle! I love bribery.”

	“Wait, what’s bribery have to do with anything?”

	“Oh, I told the crab I’d give him a coupon for unlimited pizzas for life if he acted out a super epic battle with me and let me win. I wanted to try scaring the boss so we wouldn’t have to deal with him.”

	Claire then landed on the ground next to Chloe and said, “Excellent plan. I did not even get to do anything because of your masterful strategy. Not only have I been deprived of affection, it being stolen by other women, but I have been deprived of proving myself on the field of battle as well.”

	
		
				…
i have a feeling no serious battle will ever happen again

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Twenty-Five

	 

	
		
				So.
Here’s the thing.

		

	

	 

	We were supposed to go to the next battle, but Window decided to pop up again.

	
		
				One, seeing as how I ended last chapter, you could have said “but Window was still there” instead of “pop up again” because the latter implies I left and just returned when I never even left.
Two, heck you.
Three, so, here’s the thing.

		

	

	 

	“What is the thing, Window?” I asked.

	
		
				Because I was at the start of the last chapter, that means when copy-pasting the chapter header and line break and formatting and stuff for a new chapter, I was included.
So I thought this chapter could start off with me again.
Teehee.

		

	

	 

	“You don’t go ‘teehee.’ It’s weird when you say that.”

	
		
				Like oh-em-gee, can’t a totally cute informational status window try out like, a new character trait every now and then??? lol

		

	

	 

	“What are you, a stereotypical teen girl from a decade ago?”

	
		
				You’re right, that was too boomer.
Hmm…
How about I start saying stuff like no cap fr fr where yo rizz at ong?

		

	

	 

	“Was that even English?”

	
		
				My rizz is too mega based and hip-pilled for you.

		

	

	 

	“What?”

	Vala, having apparently returned with Lavi, pressed her chin down against the top of my head as she clung to my back like an animal. “Drake, we both know the truth that I’m… you know, not exactly young, and even I know everything she’s saying.”

	“Yeah, but you’re exactly the type of person who would know. If you were living like you used to back when we played games together until we came here, then you were terminally online and using lingo that confused me even when I was supposed to be the teen in the know.”

	“Hehehe, a totally hip and young dragon waifu like me has to stay up to date with everything. That way nobody will be able to figure out my real age. Forever twenty-one, dude.”

	
		
				Vala’s got that drip fr fr no cap ong

		

	

	 

	“Wait!” Vala shouted. “Wait. Like, wait for two different reasons. The first wait can wait. The second wait is for the second thing I noticed right after saying the first wait.”

	I wasn’t sure which wait was which, but I still asked, “What?” I felt like I was asking that a lot for somebody who was supposed to have given up on ever questioning anything.

	“Why are you choking Cami?”

	I looked down at where my hands were.

	Oh.

	Right.

	I was still choking Cami. My hands were wrapped pretty tightly around her throat, too. Her eyes were just… lifelessly looking forward while a bit of drool ran down her chin.

	She… kind of looked dead.

	I actually worried a bit and let go as soon as I noticed that I might have to use my power to resurrect her and—

	“Why’d you stop?” Cami asked, her eyes back to normal within a second of letting go of her.

	“You… you looked dead,” I answered.

	“But it felt good.”

	“But you looked dead.”

	“Dead from pleasure.”

	“I—you weren’t actually dead, right?”

	Cami shook her head and grabbed my wrists to pull my hands back to her neck. “Continue, please.”

	Once again… I tightened my hands around her throat, causing her to tremble for a few moments at first before going limp again.

	Well, as long as Cami was happy and enjoying it, that was all that mattered.

	“So, what about the other wait?” I asked Vala.

	“Oh, right,” Vala said. “Uhh… I forgot. Uh… oh! I remember!”

	“Good job. I’m proud of you.”

	“Hehehe, thanks. Anyways! Me and Window using all that totally hip and young folk lingo… is going to have the opposite effect if somebody reads this in ten years… no… even five years… actually… maybe even by the end of the year…. By trying to look young and cool… we’ve doomed ourselves to looking old…”

	
		
				Maybe this is why they say that good writers should never use modern lingo and pop culture references. Then it feels “dated” and unrelatable and confusing.
Hmm…
guess I’ll have to figure out some other new character trait, fr fr

		

	

	 

	Vala let out a sad sigh before saying, “It’s time to lower the dongers.”

	
		
				That one might be a bit too old.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah? And you think gacha idol games won’t get old?”

	
		
				They won’t. There will always be a love for cute girls, and companies will never abandon the gacha format because of how profitable it is.
Gacha idol waifus are here to stay.

		

	

	 

	“Dang, I can’t argue against that. But by that logic… cute waifus trying to act hip will never get old, right? So even if we try to be hip by using modern slang and references, then it won’t matter how dated it gets, because a cute girl trying to act hip will never get old!”

	
		
				You’re already ol—

		

	

	 

	For once, it wasn’t me who threw Window.

	It was Vala.

	Window went flying through the ocean until we could no longer see her, and Vala clapped her hands together with a satisfied look on her face once our informational status window wife went out of sight.

	Vala then looked at Cami, looked at me, and then looked over at Clawdia.

	Clawdia looked… well, even more dead than Cami did. While Cami looked dead from pleasure, Clawdia looked dead from jealousy. All she could do was sit on the ground staring at my hands around Cami’s neck.

	Vala looked at Claire next.

	While Cami was dead from jealousy, Claire was trying her best not to collapse to her knees from pleasure as she watched me strangle Cami.

	Both Clawdia and Claire were jealous, just… in very different ways.

	“Honey,” I called out.

	Honey came running over from Delphi’s soup class as soon as she heard her name. “Need something, Muffin?”

	“I don’t, but I know somebody who does.”

	“What’s up?”

	I nodded my head toward Clawdia since my hands were busy already. “She needs choked. Think you can manage that?”

	“I can try.”

	“Make sure to be as rough with her as you can, alright?”

	Clawdia’s eyes filled up with life once more, her cheeks growing red as she began to scoot backwards across the sandy surface of the ocean. “D-d-don’t—come—don’t come near me! I—I would never want to feel the brutish hands of a honey badger with no fucks to give crushing my larynx, nya!”

	Honey looked at me and asked, “Muffin, that means she wants me to go super rough, right?”

	“She wants you to basically kill her,” I answered.

	“Alright, I think I understand. I’ve seen enough men choking men in my games.”

	With that, Honey walked up to Clawdia, who kept on scooting away from her despite the fact that her eyes couldn’t possibly look any more excited than they did. As soon as Honey was close enough, she pinned Clawdia down to the ground by pressing her foot against her stomach, kept her in place as she straddled her hips, and then, while sitting on top of her, wrapped her hands around Clawdia’s neck while looking at her as if she were a disgusting human.

	
		
				Wait, shouldn’t that be like a disgusting insect?

		

	

	 

	“Insects are not disgusting,” I answered. “And they’re extremely beneficial to nature.”

	Back to Clawdia, it didn’t take long for her entire body to tremble just like Cami’s did.

	Both Clawdia and Cami felt nothing but pleasure, but… for very different reasons.

	“I can’t keep doing this forever, Cami,” I said. “I have to give the others service, too. Plus I have another queen to go conquer.”

	Cami struggled to lift her hand up, but she managed to and gave me a thumbs-up.

	I finally let go of her neck.

	“Thanks, Master,” Cami said. “I’ll remember almost being choked to death for the rest of my life.”

	“I’m not sure that’s a good thing to remember,” I said.

	“It’s not a good thing. It’s the best thing.”

	“Are you sure you’re not a masochist, too?”

	“I’m into all lewd things. I can be the choker or the chokee. But what’s important is the neck touching.” Cami then looked like she got an idea seeing as how her eyes ever so subtly widened. “Ah.” She looked at Claire. “You’re a vampire bat.”

	Claire cleared her throat, thighs still pressed together, and said, “Yes, that is correct.”

	Cami cocked her head to the side to expose her bruised neck and pointed at it. “Then drink my blood.”

	“Ah… to be demanded to partake in the sloppy seconds of your neck after my lord has so clearly abused it… nothing would make me happier.”

	Sloppy… seconds… of Cami’s neck?

	No.

	Stop it, me.

	Stop questioning things.

	Claire wanted Cami’s sloppy neck seconds and that was all that mattered. The logic and thought process there didn’t.

	But now that my hands were free, I could snap my fingers and teleport us to the final battle. I had no idea where the final battle was even going to take place at other than “at the final battle,” but that was enough.

	And when we arrived at our new destination… I had to admit, I was impressed.

	There was a tall, crystal-like palace surrounding by towers of glowing coral, fish schools of all colors swimming all around, and just… so much life. It felt like there was a gargantuan coral reef full of vibrant colors and life surrounding a huge, beautiful, crystalline palace.

	That was when I had an idea.

	“It’s a shame that corals aren’t plants,” I said.

	Lavi, standing at my side, asked, “Why’s that, Master?”

	“Because I can’t grow them in a garden.”

	“But couldn’t you still have a fish tank and grow them in there?”

	“It’s not the same. They’re still animals, not plants. That would be like ranching, not gardening. However… I could use my powers to create a plant variant of coral and then use that giant lake next to our house as their garden. I’ll make freshwater-safe plant-coral that I can grow in the lake! And Lake should benefit from it, too. All that coral will mean even more fish for her to catch. On top of that, we’ll have a lake full of bright, glowing coral right next to our house. That’d make it an even better date spot.”

	“A-ah… that… that does sound kind of nice…”

	“But for you, Lavi, I know of an even better place that I could take you out on a date to.”

	“You—you do?”

	“I do. We could create an observatory at the end of the universe surrounded by black holes.”

	Lavi’s eye was practically glowing even brighter than the coral when she heard that. “Ooooohhhh! That sounds amazing, Master! Surrounded by the ultimate darkness!”

	“That’s right. And then we can make a child while surrounding by black holes to assert dominance over them, because what would be a better method of asserting dominance over the ultimate destructive force in the universe than creating new life while surrounded by it?”

	“That sounds so badass! I can’t wait until—w-wait… wha—what was that about… creating new life… a-and… making a child?”

	“I kind of hope he’s a boy. I already have two daughters. Though, if she’s a girl instead, I’ll still love her just as much.’

	Lavi raised her hands up to her cheeks to cover up how much they were blushing as I looked around and noticed something else.

	The scenery was… surprisingly phallic.

	Those towers of coral… if one had an even slightly perverse mind… could easily tell that they looked like—

	“Woah,” Vala said. “We’re surrounded by penises.”

	There were even sea slugs crawling across the ocean floor that looked suspiciously phallic.

	And before I could say anything else… Zoa spoke up and declared, “That is because penises are the greatest things in the world! I still am not quite sure what a human’s penis looks like, but I know enough to have surrounded myself with that which is as close as possible to it from the best of my knowledge!”

	I turned around to look at Zoa and saw her triumphantly standing there with her hands on her hips and her eyes full of confidence. Though, as soon as I was facing her, her eyes immediately went down to my crotch.

	“Ah… to know that a penis is so close to me… I simply must see it!” Yet, somehow, there was practically zero perversion in her voice and expression. She was obsessed with dicks and wanted nothing more than to see mine, yet she was so… innocent at the same time.

	I looked at Cami, who was in the middle of curling her toes while Claire sucked on her neck, and she looked away before our eyes could meet.

	I sighed and looked back at Zoa. “You can look at it and play with it as much as you want once we defeat yo—”

	“I surrender!” Zoa announced. “Alright, I am ready! Penis, please!”

	A nuclear-tier explosion then went off in the background, annihilating her palace and—

	
		
				NO

		

	

	 

	Mid explosion… it looked like time paused and then rewinded to undo the explosion and return the palace to its normal, intact form.

	
		
				AT LEAST PRETEND TO HAVE A FINAL BATTLE FIRST
WE ARE NOT LETTING HER LITERALLY JUST SURRENDER BEFORE THE BATTLE EVEN BEGINS
IF WE ALLOW THAT THEN ALL BATTLES ARE BASICALLY POINTLESS BECAUSE EVERY QUEEN WILL JUST SURRENDER BY DEFAULT SO THAT SHE CAN COME AND BE A WIFE
THEY NEED TO EARN IT BY PLAYING ALONG WITH THE BATTLES

		

	

	 

	“Window has a point,” I said. “And it wouldn’t be fair to Clawdia and Mariet.”

	“But—but I want to see your penis!” Zoa said. “Please! I do not know how I can live for even another minute without experiencing its glory! My life force feels as if it slips away with every passing second that I do not get to admire it! If I were a fish, then your penis would be my water! I wish to swim in an ocean of your penis!”

	“I’ll let you do whatever you want with it as soon as we have our battle, but you have to actually pretend to put up a fight at least. Once we battle, we can—”

	“I see! Very well! Then come, Drake Hunter! I shall be your foe! We shall meet on the battlefield in a clash of epic fury and—” Zoa then proceeded to very purposely “trip” over a piece of coral on the ground. “Oh no! I have been defeated! My health has drained to zero from such a powerful attack! Ah, woe is me!” She then locked her eyes onto my crotch again.

	I looked at Window.

	
		
				Nope. Not good enough.

		

	

	 

	I looked at Zoa and shook my head.

	Zoa’s eyes immediately watered. “But I tried so hard and have come so far! Are you telling me that even in the end, it does not matter?!”

	“Zoa, if it were up to me, I would immediately give you all the penis you could ever ask for and more just because you referenced one of the greatest songs of all time.”

	Zoa nodded and smiled before saying, “I love rock and metal! Perhaps we can listen to it while I admire your penis!”

	“Is everything about penis with you?”

	“Until I get to experience it, yes! My other character traits can be shown off later!”

	“Fair enough. Anyways, let’s put on a battle so that Window doesn’t complain about it.”

	Zoa stood up and sighed. “Very well. As much as it pains me to put even an inch of distance more between your penis and I, I will do it for the greatest future.”

	“Don’t worry. The battle won’t last long. I have a habit of knowing how to break the rules and win faster than planned.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Six

	 

	Despite my best attempt at getting to skip the entire last battle, Window wasn’t having it. She wanted a proper battle.

	So we had a proper battle.

	Then it was over and—

	
		
				Oh no, you discovered the power of narrative time skips.
BUT IT WON’T WORK
A
BATTLE
IS
HAPPENING

		

	

	 

	And then it wasn’t over after all. In fact, it didn’t even start yet.

	
		
				smh what am i going to DO with you i swear
every chapter my patience gets tested

		

	

	 

	Window aside, I had to figure out who to do what with. Since a few of my wives were away still to go be elderly together with my daughter, I was probably going to have to reuse somebody as I basically went through everybody already. I thought. I wasn’t sure.

	I lost track.

	I might have been basically a god, but keeping track of all my wives was still difficult. There was so much amazing and perfect about them that it was hard for my brain to really remember every single tiny detail.

	
		
				translation: he was thinking about flowers and boobs

		

	

	 

	There was also the undeniable fact that I was thinking about flowers and boobs.

	But Window, flowers, and boobs aside, I—

	“Master! Master!” Delphi shouted, her voice rapidly growing louder.

	I knew exactly what was about to happen.

	I turned around to face the direction of her voice and thrust my arms out past my sides to prepare for what was to come.

	Surely enough, Delphi was charging at me, and then she jumped and flew right into me.

	Because I was prepared, I managed to catch her and brace myself rather than get knocked over and skid across the ground, and Delphi giggled once I had her in my arms.

	“Done being a teacher?” I asked.

	Delphi smiled and nodded her head against my chest before looking up into my eyes. “Yep! And I made a discovery!”

	“Yeah? And what would that be?”

	“I discovered that every microsecond I spend away from you, my urge to get clingy and cuddle multiplies by a trillion!”

	“I’m pretty sure numbers stop mattering at the point where they get so big a normal person can’t comprehend them anymore.”

	“It’s okay, you don’t need to understand the big numbers. All you need to know is that, at the current rate of cuddling, it’ll take… a few trillion years for me to stop wanting to cuddle!”

	“So, I have to cuddle with you for a few trillion years.”

	“Yep!”

	“Alright. Once the battle is over and things have calmed down, I’ll create a pocket universe for us where we can cuddle for trillions of years, and only a few seconds of time will pass here for everybody else. Deal?”

	Delphi blinked a couple of times and cocked her head to the side. “Master… I was just being cute and silly. I know you can’t cuddle me for trillions of years.”

	“Who said I can’t?” I looked her right in the eyes, making sure to look and sound as serious as I could. “Do you doubt me, Delphi? Do you doubt that I have it in me to cuddle with you for trillions of years?”

	“But… but that’s a really long time! Wouldn’t you get bored of me by then?”

	“Delphi, even if I spent every last second until the end of time itself and beyond cuddling with you, I still wouldn’t get bored of you. That’s why we’re going to cuddle for trillions of years in a pocket dimension later.”

	Delphi might have looked hesitant to accept that offer, but the rapid wagging of her tail definitely didn’t look hesitant. “Can… can we really do that?”

	“Of course we can. However… if we do that, I’m going to temporarily make myself impotent until it’s over so that we don’t have billions of children by the time we’re done, because I won’t be able to stop at only cuddling you.”

	Delphi looked away and then quietly muttered, “What if I poke a hole in your impotency?”

	“I don’t think it works that way.”

	“But… if it’s with Master… I wouldn’t mind having billions or even trillions of babies…”

	Hearing her say that, I remembered back in the day when a dragon girl playing games in a mountain all day was absurd, and so was said dragon girl being able to create a pocket dimension. Yet, there I was, saying I would cuddle Delphi for trillions of years and considering having trillions of children with her during that time period.

	I no longer had the right to ever play the straight man. I was too broken by the absurdity of reality to play that role anymore, especially when I was breaking the rules of the universe all on my own.

	“I’ll think about the babies part,” I said, causing Delphi’s tail to wag even faster while even triggering her eyes to, quite literally, sparkle with excitement. “Alright, I thought about it. We’ll do it.” How could I say anything else after seeing her get so excited?

	Delphi hugged me even tighter than she already was and rubbed her face from side to side against my chest with such intensity that I was worried about her hurting herself from friction burn. Instead, when she stopped, she was simply grinning. “I’m so excited! I can’t wait until—oh, wait. I just remembered.”

	“What?”

	“I came over here to tell you something.”

	“Other than wanting to cuddle?”

	Delphi nodded. “Yeah. I wanted to tell you that I learned something.”

	“I thought you were the one doing the teaching, not the learning?”

	“A good teacher is one who knows that there is always room for growth! Even for themselves!”

	“Makes sense. So, what did you learn? I’m assuming it has to do with soup in some way?”

	Delphi nodded, of course. “I’ve learned my ultimate attack!”

	“Your… ultimate attack?”

	“Yep!”

	“Is that different from your usual special attack?”

	“Yep!”

	“By the way, what happened to all those crabs who volunteered to be made into crab soup?”

	“Yep! Wait. I mean, they went home since class is over.”

	“They didn’t die? I thought you were teaching the crabs to cannibalize themselves or something.”

	Delphi looked utterly appalled at the idea. “Soup would never do something so horrible! Soup is the food of life! Of the soul! The flavor in soup comes from the soul of all its ingredients!”

	“So, you made soup with their souls?”

	“Yep! By soaking in the broth, their souls infused the soup with crab soul flavor!” Suddenly, Delphi’s eyes went wide. “Wait… souls… soup… soul soup. I need to develop a soul soup!”

	“If soup is infused with flavor from the souls of its ingredients, isn’t all soup already soul soup?”

	“That’s just normal soup! I need to make soul soup! Soup that is flavored with the soul of a soul!”

	“The… soul of a soul?”

	
		
				oh no, it happened again
“soul” doesn’t look like a real word anymore from how much it’s been used

		

	

	 

	I ignored Window, as was usually the right action to take whenever she was around, which prompted her to swing herself into the side of my head as I waited for Delphi’s explanation.

	“Yeah!” Delphi said. “You have to take a soul, and then flavor the soup with the soul’s soul!”

	“Do souls have souls? I thought souls just… are. It would be like wanting to flavor something using an apple’s apple. The apple can’t have an apple because it is the apple.”

	Delphi unwrapped her arms from me, walked a few steps away, and then.. dramatically turned around while wearing star-shaped sunglasses that covered up most of her face before pointing up at the sky—well, the ocean’s surface, and shouted, “Just who do you think I am?! I’m Delphi! Of Team Soup! If you can’t believe in the soup, then believe in the me who believes in the soup!”

	Clawdia, who had previously been in all sorts of pleasure, couldn’t help but to shove that aside to stand up and look at Delphi with an immense expression of pride. “You’ve learned so well, nya!”

	“Am I missing something?” I asked.

	“I introduced the dog sisters to the greatest anime of all time so that they could learn some real culture, nya. They might merely be canines, but that does not mean they cannot strive to be as cultured as a feline!”

	“When did this happen?”

	“Nya? Are you surprised that we do things on our own without you and that you are not aware of every single thing we do?”

	“I’m just curious.”

	“Hmph. It wouldn’t hurt you to act a little yandere for us.”

	“Keep in mind that now that I have godlike powers, you might want to think twice about me acting like a yandere for you.”

	“Hot, nya. Wait, I’m moving away from my tsundere trope. I—I mean… it’s not like I want you to be a super-hot godly yandere for me who abuses your powers over the universe to manipulate and control me and lock me away so that nobody else can have me! Nya!”

	“I’ll do something better.”

	“What—what could be better?”

	Ignoring her could be better. That was why I looked at Delphi again and said, “Alright, I’ll believe in the you who believes in the soup.”

	Clawdia was already looking flustered again. Her masochism extended to being emotionally neglected, too, so ignoring her was as good as hurting her. As for Delphi, she took the absurd sunglasses off and smiled. “Good! And one day, you won’t have to believe in the me who believes in soup! You can believe in the you who believes in soup! But hopefully I don’t have to die first for that to happen…”

	“I wouldn’t let any of you die in the first place. Anyways, Window has been shaking progressively faster this entire time, so I’m pretty sure she’s going to blow up at us if we don’t get this battle started. Of course, if she would have just let us break or skip it, she wouldn’t have to be dealing with us procrastinating at the moment. Really, this is all her fault.”

	
		
				i WILL destroy you

		

	

	 

	“Destroy deez nutz,” Cami said out of absolutely nowhere, causing Window to literally explode.

	Me and Cami high-fived each other after that.

	Anyways, to get back to the point, I chose Delphi and Cami for the next battle, and Claire and Chloe were sent on the exploration.

	As for my lap, none other than my very first wife decided to take up position on it while we waited for the battle to begin.

	“Very epic,” Vala said as she made herself comfortable on my lap. “This is definitely the second-best seat ever.”

	“Only the second-best?” I asked. “Then what’s the first?”

	“Delphi’s thighs. As much as I love you, your thighs aren’t as thick and soft as hers. You know, she’s got the kind of thighs where it’s impossible for her to have a thigh gap when standing up straight. It’s all squish, zero gap. You basically sink into her thighs from how squishy they are. Her thighs are like memory foam cushions. But your thighs? Your thighs are just, you know, a guy’s thighs. The only reason they even make it up to second place is because of the power of love boosting them by adding sentimental value.”

	“So, the power of love is only the second strongest thing in the universe, beaten only by Delphi’s thighs.”

	“Yep. Her thighs could crush a black hole between them.”

	I looked over at Delphi’s thighs as she waited for the first enemies to reach her.

	Vala had a point.

	And by realizing that Vala had a point…

	Was I naïve? Was I a fool all along?

	I obsessed with fluff. Then I obsessed with breasts because they reminded me of fluff.

	But…

	Was I missing out on thighs?

	Were thighs just as incredible, if not potentially even more incredible, than boobs and fluff? Could thighs, especially Delphi’s thighs, be even softer than fluff? Even more pleasurable than Claire’s breasts?

	“Vala,” I said, “I think you might have opened a whole new universe for me.”

	“Join us,” Vala replied, “in the universe of thighs.”

	I looked over Vala’s shoulder down at her thighs.

	“Hey, don’t look at my thighs after we talked about Delphi’s. Mine are like twigs compared to hers.”

	I reached around Vala to grope her thighs. Sure, they were nowhere near as thick as Delphi’s, but they were still pretty soft and had enough to squeeze. They weren’t twigs by any means. “These are still pretty squishy and soft.”

	“I’d still feel a little insecure compared to Delphi’s thighs if it wasn’t for the fact that I can feel it poking me now. I guess you wouldn’t feel so lively if my thighs weren’t good enough…”

	“Every part of you is good enough for me, from the tips of your horns to the soles of your feet.”

	“Heh. Epic. Anyways, shouldn’t you be paying attention to the battle instead of my thighs? Window already tried popping up twice now with introductions for new enemies.”

	“Why would I read about that when I could be staring at your thighs? Also, with how loose your shirt is, and the fact that you’re sitting on my lap, I have a pretty good view down it from here.”

	“Geez… you’re like a beast sometimes. But I won’t complain about that. You probably should pay attention to the battle for Window’s sake, though.”

	“I know. I just wanted to bully her and praise you some more.” I gave Vala’s thighs another squeeze before forcing my eyes away and looking at the battle that was already underway. “Alright, Window. Time to focus on the—”

	
		
				MAINTENANCE IS OVER IN MY OTHER GACHA AND THERE’S A HUGE NEW UPDATE
THAT’S MORE IMPORTANT
HAVE FUN WITH THE BATTLE STUFF I GUESS
LATER

		

	

	 

	And just like that, Window vanished.

	“You understand why I bully her, right?” I asked Vala.

	“Yep,” Vala answered. “She deserves it. So, want to just give my thighs more attention until it’s time for you to go break the boss battle?”

	“Sounds like a good plan to me.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Seven

	 

	While Vala sat comfortably on my lap playing her games, making sure to tease a certain thing poking against her every now and then by applying a bit more pressure when rubbing against it, I watched the battle in front of us.

	And because both of the informational status windows in my life were gone and busy, the battle got to happen without any windows popping up with new information and introductions and all that. It actually made the battle feel a little bit more real for once… at least, as much as it could feel real. There was still the underlying meta knowledge that nothing really mattered and everything would always work out in the end, I knew I could always just cheat my way to victory whenever I wanted, and the battle was happening between dog girls, towers of animals and a giant slime, and a force of various aquatic creatures who were trying to reach my currently underwater greenhouse.

	It was, to put it simply, extremely silly.

	“I have a convenient question to ask since I’ve forgotten,” Vala spoke up.

	“What?” I asked.

	“I know Cami has an axe and Delphi has a sword, but does Cami have one big axe, or two small axes? And does Delphi have like one big sword, or a sword and a shield, or what?”

	“You know you can just look away from your game to see for yourself, right?”

	“I could, but I’m lazy. And whatever your answer is will be law regardless of whether or not it contradicts previously established canon. So even if Cami had a huge axe before, if you say that she has two axes now instead, then that totally means she’s always had two axes and it’s totally not a plot hole that her weapon has suddenly changed and anybody who complains should go touch thighs.”

	“Touch thighs?”

	“You know, like touch grass, but better.”

	“Makes sense. I think. Anyways,” I paused and looked over at the battlefield. “Cami has one huge axe, and Delphi has a sword and a shield.”

	“I feel like that’s probably right, but even if it’s not, it’s okay. It’s canon now.”

	“Sure.”

	“You know what else is canon?”

	“What?”

	“Canon deez nutz on your face. Boom. Gottem.”

	Rather than say anything, I slipped one hand between Vala’s thighs to rest on her inner thigh, wrapped my other hand around her waist, and then tactically pushed her down onto a certain thing with much more force than she had been rubbing against it.

	Vala’s tail wrapped around me in response and she let out a very girlish moan. “Tha—that’s… that’s unfair…”

	“It’s punishment for saying such a lame joke.”

	“But—but you high-fived Cami when she made a joke like that.”

	“Cami used it against Window, so obviously that makes it alright. You used it against me. That means you get punished.”

	“N-ngh… then… if—if that’s how it works… you—you can punish deez nutz.”

	I stopped pushing her down against me.

	“Why—why’d you stop?!” Vala whined.

	“You told me to punish you, so I am,” I answered.

	“You… you know that’s not what I meant!”

	“I know. That’s what makes this a punishment.”

	“You’re such a smarta—ahn!”

	I pushed her back down against it before she could finish her insult.

	After all, if I first deprived her of it to get her to lower her guard, and then gave her what she wanted, then didn’t that make the punishment even better?

	Bullying Clawdia taught me much in the ways of “punishment.”

	As for the battle, things were going pretty smoothly. There were quite a few new enemies, too. Dolphins with lances, “flying” swarms of piranhas, giant enemy crabs, and more. Though, given the nature of it being like a tower defense game, and me only watching from the ground instead of having a top-down view of everything, it was hard to see just what exactly was going on and if there were any other enemies mixed in with the giant swarm that was constantly being attacked from multiple directions.

	There was a bit of a visual overload, honestly. All the enemies, flying units, visual effects, the towers, the dog sisters—everything sort of blended in together as a giant blob of chaos. 

	A… giant blob of chaos.

	“Huh,” I said.

	Vala, who was still being grinded down against a certain thing, asked, “Wh-what?” between her moans.

	“A giant blob of chaos. I don’t know why, but as soon as I thought those words, I wondered how a wife would look if she was the representation of a giant blob of chaos.”

	“Giant—Giant Blob of Chaos-chan… I don’t know… nngh…”

	I pushed her even harder against me, prompting her to let out an even louder moan. “Maybe like our slime tower, but with the edginess of Lavi mixed in. A huge, edgy slime. But now that I’ve said that, I’m imagining both our current slime tower and the edgy slime tower turning into huge, slimy, monstrous women and fighting each other in the middle of a city destroying a bunch of buildings in their wake.”

	“Kaiju slime—slime waifu… battle.”

	“Oh, right, they’re called kaiju. I remember that now. The world needs more giant monster fight movies… wait. Vala.”

	“Y-yeh?”

	“I can do literally anything I want now.”

	“I… I can feel that.”

	“And I just realized something.”

	“And what… did you… n-nnghn… re-realize?

	“I can be a movie director. Or a game director. Or all sorts of other things. I can hire huge teams of people to make exactly what I want. I never have to rely on anybody else to make me anything ever again.”

	“You could just… snap them into existence.”

	“It’s not the same. I want my games and movies to be the result of hundreds if not thousands of people working together on something. I want to taste their dedication in what I consume.”

	“That’s… so capitalist.”

	“Hmm. You’re right. And it would be selfish to only want everybody to make what I want instead of what they want. But at the same time, I would need to hire people to work on things they might not care about if I want to actually have them create things that I selfishly want.”

	“Ha-harder…”

	I pressed Vala even harder against me, causing her entire body to spasm for reasons.

	“Alright, I think I’ve come up with a solution,” I said before taking my hand out from between Vala’s thighs, which felt far warmer and slightly wetter than it did when I first placed it there, and snapped my fingers.

	I wasn’t sure if my idea would work, but it probably would.

	Did anything ever not work?

	Now, as a result of me snapping my fingers, a floating, metal cube appeared in the air in front of me.

	“Can you divide yourself?” I asked the cube.

	The cube split itself into two smaller cubes.

	“Can you take on different shapes?”

	Both cubes turned into balls.

	“Now return to normal.”

	The balls combined into one, larger cube.

	“Can you create more of yourself?”

	The cube flew down to the ground, somehow absorbed a bunch of sand, and grew bigger and bigger until it was able to split itself into multiple cubes the size of the original.

	“Now, can you create a computer?”

	The cubes all went and absorbed more sand and other materials, came back together in front of me, and swarmed around the same spot. Once they moved away from it, they revealed a perfectly functioning computer.

	“Alright. This pocket universe has other planets. Go find some barren planets nobody cares about and without any life on them, strip them of everything they’re worth, and build a giant space station city dedicated to the design and development of all the movies and games I could ever want.”

	The cubes all nodded in confirmation before flying into space in different directions.

	Vala, now sounding normal, asked, “Drake… did you just create a swarm of nanobots and tell them to go strip the galaxy… so you can make games and movie?”

	“Yep,” I answered.

	“I love you… and I know nothing has to make sense… but I’m kind of curious about the logic behind this.”

	“Well, I don’t want to employ humans because I can’t trust that they’re really passionate enough to work on my ideas, and I would rather see them work on other things that they’re more passionate about instead if anything. So, I created a nanobot with an artificial intelligence with the main goal of wanting to do anything I say. Anything that I’m passionate about, my nanobots will automatically be just as passionate about. And they’re linked to my brain so that they always know exactly what I want and how I want it. I guess, in a way, you could almost say that I created an artificial clone of myself who sees me as their boss and happily lives to do whatever I want.”

	“Aren’t there some ethical concerns about that?”

	“They have free will and are able to refuse anything they don’t want to do. Don’t forget, they’re basically artificial clones of me, but in nanobot form. Anyways, the point is that because I can do anything, I created a nanobot capable of self-replication who will happily spread through the galaxy all for the purpose of making me games and movies, and they will love doing so. And I snapped away any ethical concerns.”

	“Ooohh… makes sense. But come on, you made a nanobot swarm clone of yourself without making a nanobot waifu? SMH my head.”

	“A nanobot waifu? How would that even look?”

	“You know, like a cute android girl who can replicate herself. So you can have a harem of like, millions of replicating android waifus.”

	An endlessly replicating harem of nanobot android wives? That sounded… interesting, at least. I kind of wanted to see that. Then again, since they were basically clones of me, they would have to act differently. It would be kind of weird to have a wife who has my exact same personality… probably.

	“And she’d be really cute and short,” Vala continued. “And talk super emotionless like a kuudere. The best android waifus are always kuuderes, like Cami. Yeah, Cami is already like peak android waifu. If she wasn’t a dog then she’d totally be an android.”

	So, a robot like Cami? But probably with white hair and pale skin. That just seemed right for a robot. So, small, not very expressive, white hair, android girl who basically has the same personality as me inside, but acts differently anyways.

	There was an appeal to that. I wanted one. But before that could happen, I still had to officially claim Zoa and—

	“Beep boop,” said an emotionless, feminine voice next to me.

	I turned my head to look at who the voice came from… and it was immediately obvious who it belonged to.

	“Greetings, Creator. We detected your desire for a kuudere, white-haired, petite robot wife. Is this form to your liking? If you wish to alter your desire, we may alter this appearance to best suit it.”

	Surely enough, there was an expressionless, white-haired, petite robot girl standing next to us.

	I did say that my nanobots were basically linked to my brain and aware of everything I could ever want…

	“Understood,” the robot girl said.

	“Understood what?” I asked her.

	“We are not only linked to your mind, but to your subconscious. We are aware of your deepest desires. This body will now undergo adjustment. Please wait. Beep boop.”

	Considering that she wasn’t wearing any clothes, but had a smooth, robotic body still that didn’t really show anything inappropriate, it was easy to tell what sort of change she made to herself.

	And the change came in the form of her thighs.

	While she was still overall short and petite like Cami was… the robot girl just gave herself Delphi-level thighs. Short and flat up top, but insanely wide down below for how short she was.

	“Drake,” Vala said. “Your subconscious has excellent taste.”

	“We are glad you think so, Vala,” the new girl said. “Your happiness is one of our number one priorities, even taking precedence above creating fictional entertainment for our Creator.”

	“Ooh, epic. But I thought you were made for games and stuff?”

	“We were created to carry out our Creator’s strongest passions. Our Creator has no greater passion than to guarantee your happiness and the happiness of his other wives and children. Therefore, your happiness is the most important directive across all realities and timelines to us.”

	“H-hey,” I said. “It’s… it’s kind of embarrassing if you say all that.”

	“That is only a surface level thought. Your subconscious is elated that we are bringing your wife happiness by informing her of just how valuable your love for her is. To prove our point, allow us to translate your subconscious for you.”

	“Wait—you don’t have to—”

	“Beginning translation. ‘Ah. My wife is so cute. My wife is the best. I love her. I seriously love her. How am I so lucky. My wife is the greatest in the universe. All of my wives are perfect. I’m so lucky and happy that this shouldn’t even be possible. Every single second feels like the new happiest second of my entire life. I will make myself live forever just so that I can continue being happy with all of my wives. I love them. I love them. Vala’s tail wagging against me is so cute. It’s the cutest. I love watching her tail wag. She reminds me of a dog. Like an excited dog. She is so cute. Cute. Cute. Cute. It’s wagging even faster now. Oh my gosh. She is so cute. How is she this cute. This cuteness is too much. Cute. Cute. But I wish she would wrap her thighs around my head more. I love feeling her thighs around my head. And she should squeeze harder next time. I want her to try and crush my head between her thighs. But she is too gentle. And asking that would be weird. Maybe I should tease her while her thighs are around me head. Then she will punish me by squeezing them even harder. Her thighs are so soft. Vala’s thighs are perfect. All of my wives’ thighs are perfect. All of my wives are perfect. And cute. Extremely cute. They are too good for me. I have to do my absolute best to be the best possible husband for all of them. I’m so happy that I created this nanobot girl. She is letting Vala know how much I want to fangirl for her but am too embarrassed to actually do or say. Even though my conscious mind is extremely embarrassed to the point where I want to want to hide in a hole, I am so glad Vala finally gets an insight into my true, unfiltered feelings for her. She is amazing and perfect and there is literally not a single thing I would change about her. She is beyond perfect. All of my wives are. I will have to have her go and tell the others about all my feelings, too. Maybe I should create a small earpiece that all of my wives can keep with them. Whenever they wear it, they will get instant access to hearing my subconscious thoughts. Then they can always hear my true feelings without me having to say them. Wait. That sounds kind of lazy. But it’s for them. What if they want to hear but I’m busy, not around, or too embarrassed. It’s not lazy if it’s to genuinely make them happy, and making them happy is all I want to do for the rest of my life. They’re so cute. I love them. I love them. I love them. Love. Love. Love. Love. Love. Love. Love.’ Ending translation. Beep boop.”

	“Drake… your face is pure red right now,” Vala said. I wasn’t even looking in her direction, but I did once I heard what sounded like… she was crying?

	And when I looked at her, she was. Her face was red as well and her cheeks had a few tears on them, and her watery eyes looked ready to make some more.

	Yet, she was smiling more than I ever saw her smile before.

	“I’m… really flustered right now, honestly,” I said. “I’m uh… not really sure what to say… since I can’t deny anything you just heard…”

	Vala grabbed me by my cheeks and held my head still so that she could press her lips against mine for a kiss. Once the kiss was over, she said, “Just let me kiss you. I’ve never wanted to kiss the heck out of you more than right now. I really am so lucky…”

	“I—I think it’s obvious that I’m the one who really feels lucky here.”

	“Hehehe. Then I guess we’re both lucky.”

	Vala then went on to prove just how much she meant the words, “I’ve never wanted to kiss the heck out of you more than right now.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Eight

	 

	It was hard for me to do anything after the robot girl of my own creation ended up embarrassing me so much in front of Vala.

	Sure, I appreciated that she did that, but… at the same time, my heart couldn’t really take it. She just went and spilled out my entire subconscious to Vala like that.

	It was embarrassing.

	It was the kind of stuff that I was worried about ever really saying out loud because I thought it would make me sound lame or too clingy or attached or whatever, but the robot girl spilled it all out for me… and Vala gladly accepted it all.

	I should have known she would. She was perfect, after all. There was no way that she would ever reject my feelings like that no matter how stupid or clingy they made me feel.

	She really was perf—

	“Creator is thinking about how perfect you are again,” the robot girl said to Vala.

	“Hehehe,” Vala giggled. “I guess I’m just so cute that it’s impossible for him to not think of me.”

	I sighed and said, “You don’t have to tell her every single time that I’m thinking about her..”

	“But it would make me happy.”

	I grumbled and looked away. “I—I guess it’s fine then.”

	“Wait… is this… tsundere Drake? I mean, you were kind of tsundere before, but it’s been forever since you’ve been tsundere!”

	“It’s not that I don’t want you to know or anything, it’s just… embarrassing.”

	“Hmm. Kind of tsundere. I think the vibe is there even if it’s not true tsundere. Either way, you are super hecking cute when you’re tsundere.”

	The robot girl spoke up again. “Creator is overwhelmingly happy that you believe he is cute.”

	The more I got called out, the more I felt my face burn red.

	Vala then let out the verbal equivalent of keyboard smashing gibberish before saying, “How is it possible for my husbando to be even cuter now?! I already thought he was perfect! And he already managed to out-perfect perfection so many times before! Now he’s even more perfect! How is it even possible?!”

	“Creator’s heart is now racing and he feels so elated from your praise that he wants to punch himself in the face to calm down.”

	“He-hey, no punching yourself in the face. But you can totes let me kiss yo’ face.”

	“Haven’t—haven’t you already done that enough?” I asked her.

	“Nope. There is no such thing as too many husbando face kisses.”

	I tried to focus on the battle, but it was difficult when Vala kept on kissing my face. She was in full lovey-dovey mode at that point. She even put her gaming system away. That was how I knew she was really serious.

	So, there I was, watching the battle unfold while not really being able to concentrate on it at all while Vala kept on giggling, smiling, and kissing different parts of my face.

	“Creator is—”

	I spoke up to cut off the robot girl before she could point out anything else embarrassing, “What—what should we call you? You need a name.”

	“We believe the name ‘Nano’ would be appropriate.”

	“Good. Sure. Nano. S-so, Nano, how uh… how’s the weather?”

	“We are underwater. There is no weather. Attempting to stop us from relaying your inner feelings to Vala is futile. Please do not resist.”

	“Vala, I think I’m scared of my own creation.”

	“You are not scared of us.”

	“She’s even trying to tell me whether I’m scared or not.”

	“You are only claiming to be scared of us for comedic effect.”

	“Vala, what if I genuinely call for help and she claims it’s only being done for comedic effect?”

	“Please do not interrupt Vala while she is kissing you. She is happier from kissing you than she would be from answering you.”

	“I’m scared, Vala.”

	Vala finally stopped kissing me. “Heh. Hi, scared. I’m Vala.” And then she went back to kissing my face.

	Nano then held up a thumbs-up and said, “This is an epic success.”

	I sighed. “I somehow feel like I’m back to how I was when all this first started and I was just an awkward virgin straight man.”

	“You may not be a straight man anymore, but you are still an awkward virgin by our calculations.”

	“I’m pretty sure it’s the opposite! I physically can’t be a virgin anymore!”

	“Understood. We have corrected our calculations. Creator is only a virgin, not awkward.”

	“That makes even less sense!”

	“Epic success. We have granted our creator the opportunity to feel like the straight man again.”

	Well, I had to admit, it was fun to play the role of the straight man.

	“Draaaaaaaakkkkkkeeeeeeeee,” Vala whined, putting her face directly in front of my own as she stared straight into my eyes.

	“What do you want?” I asked.

	“Hehehe. You might try to make yourself sound grumpy, but I know the truth. You looooooovvvveeeeee me. And you think I’m cuuuuutttteeeee.”

	“Hasn’t—hasn’t that been obvious?”

	“Heehee. Kissies.”

	“What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“It means I want a kiss. Come on. Kissies. Mwah mwah.”

	“You’re… extra affectionate.”

	“I can’t resist. Hearing your subconscious feelings have flipped the super ultra lovey-dovey switch in my head. Kissies.”

	I grumbled a little before leaning forward and bringing our lips together. Feeling her lips curl into a smile against my own had an intoxicating charm to it. Vala really was—

	“Perfect,” Nano said. “Creator is thinking about how perfect you are again, Vala, and he is obsessed with the sensation of feeling you smile against him. He wants to feel you smile against him like this every single day for the rest of eternity.”

	I wanted to pull my head away from Vala to tell Nano to be quiet, but I couldn’t. Vala wrapped her arms around my neck to keep me in place and our lips together, smiling against mine even more than she already was.

	The battle was definitely not getting watched.

	But while I might have planned on watching the battle, it wasn’t like I was going to complain about getting to have lovey-dovey kisses with Vala. The kisses really did make me happy. Probably so happy that Vala would feel me smiling against her in return.

	After a couple more minutes of kissing, Vala finally separated our lips and said, “I love you, my perfect husbando.”

	“I—I love you, too,” I said. “My… my perfect wai—waifu.”

	Vala squealed some gibberish while wiggling around on top of my lap. “This might be the best day ever. Then again…” She draped her arms over my shoulders and looked into my eyes again with a gentle, calm expression on her face. “Every day with you is the best day ever.”

	“I think I just fell in love with you all over again.”

	“Good. Enjoy this special lovey-dovey fanservice while it lasts since I can already feel my vidya addiction tugging on my soul.”

	“Never change, Vala.”

	“Hehe, I won’t.”

	“How’d I get so lucky?”

	“By playing vidya with a random person on the internet at the right time. Just so happened that instead of playing with some other guy like you thought you were, you were playing with a super cute dragon waifu pretending to be a guy.”

	“You know, if you say things like that, you’re going to encourage people to be nice to everybody they meet on the internet in the event that somebody might turn out to be like you.”

	“Oh no, people will be encouraged to be nice to each other on the internet! How horrible.”

	“It would be weird, wouldn’t it?”

	Vala giggled a bit. “True. But I think it’d be nice if more people were nice on the internet, as delusional as it sounds to hope for something like that.”

	“You know… with my new powers…”

	“Drake… you can’t.”

	“But just imagine it. Right now, I could snap my fingers, and I could automatically make it so that everybody on the internet has to be nice to each other.”

	“But that would be like… getting rid of free speech on the internet.”

	“Is that supposed to be a bad thing?”

	“To most people, yeah.”

	“Well, it’s a good thing I’m a villain then.”

	I snapped my fingers.

	“What—what did you do?” Vala asked me.

	“I’ll let Nano handle this one,” I said.

	“Understood, Creator,” Nano said. “Our Creator has enabled a forced filter for the internet. People are allowed to write and say whatever they want, but if it is deemed rude, hateful, or unnecessarily mean by arbitrary standards determined by what you believe would qualify as any of those, then it will automatically be translated into a polite, kind, respectful message without appearing condescending or sarcastic about it.”

	Vala feigned a gasp. “How villainous! Forcing people to be nice on the internet! You really are the most villainy villain to ever perform villainous villainy.”

	“I try,” I said. “I had to do something to get my villain cred back after being embarrassed so much. I wonder what else I could do while I’m at it.”

	“Hmm… you know… it would totally be super horrible and villainous if you kissed me again.”

	“Haven’t you had enough kisses?”

	“It’s impossible to have enough kisses.”

	Nano nodded. “Creator agrees despite his previous question.”

	Alright.

	That was enough.

	“Vala,” I said.

	“Drake,” Vala replied, copying the seriousness in my voice.

	“Nano is my creation. She cares about our desires. As far as I’m concerned, she’s basically our newest wife. Do you see where I’m going with this?”

	“Ooh… I think I see where you’re going with this.”

	Me and Vala looked at Nano.

	Nano closed her eyes, nodded, and then opened them again to look at us. “We are prepared.”

	“Hey, wait,” Vala said. “If you’re all like connected and stuff, and you talk with ‘we,’ then… if we kiss you, are all Nanos getting kissed at once?”

	“Yes. We will all receive the kisses no matter how far apart we may be from one another.”

	“Epic.”

	“Very epic.”

	They both liked to use that word.

	Anyways, since we were all on the same page, Vala’s kissing of my face turned into me and Vala kissing Nano and her face.

	However, before I could really partake in excessively kissing Nano, I heard a call for help.

	“Master!” Delphi shouted. “Umm, I think we need you!”

	Looking up and away from Nano, I saw Delphi and Cami on the battlefield, and they were both pretty battered and looked like they were barely holding in there against the waves of enemies.

	And to make matters worse for them, it was the final wave, and a certain queen was finally taking her place on the battlefield.

	Zoa, riding atop a massive jellyfish the size of a house, immediately proved how dangerous she was. The tentacles of the jellyfish she was riding were not only able to paralyze any ground units that they came into contact with… but her jellyfish was able to paralyze entire towers by wrapping around them. Any tower that was close to her and her jellyfish got paralyzed.

	Meanwhile, I could hear Cami musing to herself saying, “Can Zoa’s tentacles paralyze us? Once she’s living with us… we can have tentacle and paralysis play in one…” She then looked at me with a look of fiery determination in her otherwise emotionless eyes. “Master, cheat and defeat her so that we can do kinky things.”

	I sighed and looked down at Vala and Nano. “I’ve got to go be a villain,” I told them.

	“It’s okay,” Vala said. “I’ll keep our new wife’s face busy.”

	“Ganbatte, Creator,” Nano said.

	I blinked a couple of times. “What? What’s that mean?”

	“It is a Japanese word. Because Vala is a weeaboo, and her happiness is one of our highest priorities, then using Japanese words and phrases despite not being Japanese will cater to her weeaboo fantasies.” Nano looked at Vala again. “Isn’t that right, Onee-sama?”

	I wasn’t sure I entirely understood what was going on, but… whatever Nano was doing was effective seeing as how it turned Vala into an absolutely frantic, squealing fangirl who couldn’t resist hugging and kissing the fuck out of Nano.

	I decided to just let them be.

	As for Zoa and cheating the final battle to win—wait, was I going to actually try and take the fight seriously instead of cheating?

	There were so many kisses since the battle began that I couldn’t even remember.

	Oh well.

	Time to cheat.

	And this time, I was going to cheat in potentially the most villainous way yet—in a way that could actually get me in serious trouble in a court of law if it weren’t for the fact that I could rearrange laws to be whatever I wanted them to be with a snap of my fingers.

	I walked over to the edge of the battlefield and shouted, “Zoa! Look here! I’ve got your favorite thing!”

	Zoa and her giant jellyfish stopped in their tracks.

	I took a deep breath.

	Reached down to my pants.

	Unbuttoned and unzipped them.

	And then dropped them.

	To a girl who wanted nothing more than to see my penis above all else, I figured there was nothing better to tempt her to leave the battlefield than by flashing her with it.

	“Nice,” Cami said, flashing me a thumbs-up.

	As for Zoa—the reason why I flashed everybody in the first place…

	Zoa’s lips quivered as she pointed at my crotch, with hearts in her eyes, unable to say anything as her pale skin turned a bright shade of red, and then…

	She passed out.

	There was nothing like publicly exposing oneself to win a fight.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Nine

	 

	
		
				So, let me get this straight.
I look away for like, FIVE MINUTES, give or take another hour or three, and then I come back here, and not only has Zoa been defeated and is sleeping on your crotch, but you’ve… created… a nanobot hivemind AI who is a pseudo clone of you and linked to your subconscious… and the one standing here with us is only one of what will probably turn out to be an infinitely growing swarm.
Do I have that right?

		

	

	 

	“Creator wishes for us to serve as his attorney in this trial,” Nano said, taking her place between me and Window who was floating in front of me.

	
		
				Listen.
You’re cute. Super cute. Extremely cute, even.
BUT THAT MAN DOES NOT NEED AN ATTORNEY
AND THIS ISN’T A TRIAL
AND EVEN IF IT WAS A TRIAL HE WOULDN’T DESERVE TO HAVE AN ATTORNEY DEFENDING HIM

		

	

	 

	Nano, in a fashion that truly reminded me of myself, ignored Window to look at me and ask, “Creator, should we finish her off?”

	Just thinking about what she meant by that made me blush a bit, but I nodded. “Alright. Get it over with. Destroy her.”

	“Understood. Obligatory beep boop.”

	
		
				The heck are you two talking abou—

		

	

	 

	“Beginning direct translation of Creator’s subconscious thoughts and feelings regarding designated subject: Window. ‘How does Window manage to make me feel so happy every single time she shows up? Even back when I was first brought here, Window has never failed to make me happy, and spending time with her is always so much fun. I might love all of my wives equally, but I feel like there’s nobody I can banter with and shit talk each other with like I can with Window. Whether she’s shyly admitting to her true feelings or being sassy and smug and trying her best to bully me, she is never anything but extremely adorable, and I love every single thing about her. There has never been a single dull moment spent with Window. And even though she might be a floating rectangle most of the time, I’ve somehow started finding her in her informational status window form attractive. That’s how much I love her. I love her so much that I’m even attracted to her when she’s literally just a floating shape. Window, you’re perfect. I love you. Seriously, you’re the best. I can’t wait to be harassed, bullied, and teased by you every single day for the rest of my life, and I also can’t wait to bully you, throw you, and fluster you just as much. I love you. You’re the best informational status window wife that I could ever ask for. And that’s not even getting into your human form at all. You are way too fucking hot. Seriously. How do you manage to be both so cute and so hot at the same time? Your body is absolutely insane. Every single time you’re hanging around me, I have to fight back all my urges to just throw you down onto the ground and cuddle you and grope you for hours and hours. And I want to completely cover your face in kisses while you’re trying to be smug and sassy until you thoroughly break and have no idea how to function. Fuck, I love you. And you being so sassy and smug all the time just drives me even crazier for you and makes me want to put you in your place with lewd punishment until you’re begging for forgiveness only to go right back to being sassy and smug as soon as you’re free because we both know you’d be doing it just to get punished even more. Now I’m horny because I’m thinking about everything I want to do to pun—‘”

	“That’s—that’s enough,” I called out.

	“Understood,” Nano replied. “Ending translation. Beep boop.”

	My face was burning red at that point. Using Nano like that… Nano was an extremely destructive weapon, but she was a double-edged sword. Using her against Window hurt me just as much as it hurt Window.

	And speaking of Window…

	
		
				was that supposed to fluster me or something

		

	

	 

	“Woah,” Vala said. “Window is blushing so much that even her text is blushing. You can’t even see what she said…”
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	“Can you tell what she said, Nano?” Vala asked.

	Nano nodded. “Window began claiming that she wasn’t blushing and lying about how she has never blushed and never will before breaking and spamming what is best known as keyboard smashing.”

	“Good nanoswarm girl.”

	“Happy beep boop.”

	As fun as it was to embarrass Window like that, I wanted to be able to see and tell what she was actually saying aside from just being a giant block of solid pink in front of us, so I snapped my fingers and forcibly turned her into her human form.

	Window, now in her human body, fell onto her knees against the sand below, clutching her shirt over her chest with one hand while her other gripped some of the sand in it. She was leaning forward with her hair hanging away from her face, blocking us from actually seeing her expression, but we could see just how heavily she was breathing.

	I understood how she felt. I was already close to feeling that way and I wasn’t even the one having all of that said to me. If I had a subconscious link to my wives’ minds and could hear them internally fangirling over me with their subconscious, I would probably be on the ground just like Window was.

	“Screw… screw you,” Window finally mumbled between her heavy breaths.

	“I love you too, Window,” I replied.

	“That’s not even fair… we get to hear everything you think about us… but you don’t get to hear what we think about you…”

	“I don’t think I could handle it if I could.”

	“That’s why it’s not fair! You got to make me like this but I can’t make you act the same!”

	Nano spoke up and said, “Correction. You make Creator feel this way all the time. Creator is simply very good at hiding it. He feels the need to act at least slightly stoic and masculine and calm because due to his perception of what masculinity should be like despite not holding others to the same unfair standards, resulting in him not outwardly reacting as strongly as he often wants to. If Creator was not concerned with appearing ‘manly’ for his wives and daughters, then we estimate he would be stuck in an eternal loop of switching between fangirling for everybody. Creator is also very internally whiny in his subconscious and constantly wants to cuddle and act like a clingy little puppy, but he is afraid he will not be seen as attractive if he does that, so he constantly holds back his desires at a subconscious level for the sake of not overwhelming any of you and so that you do not lose attraction to him. If it were up to Creator, he would constantly be in physical contact with at least one of his wives at any given second for the rest of eternity. He is also very easy to fluster despite how he often presents himself. Even seeing a miniscule amount of cleavage is enough to make him excited, but this can also be applied to your entire bodies. It would be more accurate to say that seeing even one centimeter of any part of your bodies is enough to arouse him both physically and emotionally. It is highly admirable how he is able to remain standing and able to go about his daily life when he is in a constant state of extreme emotional excitement from how much he loves and cherishes all of you. One final note. Ever since I began talking about this, he has been repeating, ‘Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck’ in his head. Beep boop.”

	I couldn’t look at them.

	It was impossible.

	That was why I took the unconscious Zoa, held her by her arms, and propped her up in front of me while I hid behind her.

	“Drake,” Vala said.

	“Sorry,” I said. “Drake isn’t here right now. My name is Zoa. And uh… I love penis for some reason.”

	“Drake… you’re really not a good actor outside of when you’re being evil… if it even counts as acting when you’re embracing being a villain…”

	I sighed and lowered Zoa back down onto my lap.

	I thought that Nano managed to fluster me earlier by saying how I felt out loud, but then she went and—she really… how was I even supposed to think or say anything after all of that?

	“S-sorry,” I said. “Hearing that was uh… probably kind of crin—”

	“Ehhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh?” Window said, and when I heard her voice, she could not have sounded any more smug than she possibly did. And when I looked at her, I saw her standing up with a pure red face still, but now she was smugly smiling at me while holding a hand up in front of her mouth. “What’s this? Cute little non-virgin virgin gets that excited over just a tiny bit of cleavage? Ha-hah! How—how pathetic! I knew you were still a virgin deep down inside all along! Bu-ubbut-bu—bubut—but you’re lucky that you’re kind of cute. Since you’re so cu—cute and my hus-husband and the—the father of our daughter, I guess I wouldn’t mind… wouldn’t mind showing you some… se-ser—service every now and then… since you’re so… he-helpless and get… excited like a little virgin… ju-just over a bit of cleavage.”

	“Alright,” I said. “I feel better now. Thanks.”

	“What?! How?! I was taking advantage of you being all shy and flustered!”

	“Explanation,” Nano said. “Hearing you try to be so smug and confident has filled Creator with an overwhelming desire to tie you up and correct your behavior for several days straight via perverse techniques developed by punishing Clawdia so many times.”

	“Yeah,” I said. “What she said.”

	Window looked like she was about to cry, so I had to snap my fingers to trade places with Vala, meaning that Zoa was now sleeping on Vala’s lap, so that I could wrap my arms around Window and kiss her.

	That was enough to stop any tears from falling.

	“H-hmph,” Window said. “You’re such a bully. I finally thought I had one up on you…”

	“Didn’t Nano make it obvious that you have one up on me all the time? I’m just really good at hiding it,” I explained.

	“But it’s no fun if you always hide it. I want to win sometimes, too… and—and I don’t care if you’re still a clingy virgin at heart or anything. I’d like to see that side of you sometimes…”

	“Be careful what you wish for. You say something like that and you just might get it if I can bring myself to do it.”

	“Good. I want to… oh. Also, what she said about you being insecure because you think you have to be masculine or whatever, that’s the most unironically virgin thing I’ve ever heard from you. You think any of us care what the heck you act like? If anything, you acting like a clingy little puppy instead of like some villainous macho man is going to make us want to spoil you even more. Or do you not trust your own wives when it comes to us loving you no matter how you act?”

	“No matter how I act?”

	“As—as long as it’s not bad or anything! No abuse or anything, unless we ask for it, like Clawdia!”

	“Alright. Deal. I’ll try to… let my clingy side out every now and then as long as you promise not to judge me for it.”

	“If I judge you for it, it’s only to tease you and bully you while hoping you do it even more.”

	“Deal. Just know that if you do that, it’s going to make me want to drop the clinginess to put you in your place instead.”

	“O-oh no… how horrible…”

	Nano might have been pretty good at embarrassing us by dealing critical damage to our hearts, but… thanks to her, I felt even closer to my wives than I did before. I didn’t even know that was possible.

	“Wait!” Window shouted all of a sudden while shoving me away from her.

	“You just ruined the moment,” I groaned. “We were being cute together. Then you shove me. I see how it is.”

	“This is more important! This volume is long enough already! We need to wrap things up! But Zoa was supposed to get more attention, and instead of her, Nano got all the most recent attention as the newest girl!”

	“Well, whatever volume nonsense you’re talking about, we can always give Zoa more attention the next time. Besides, she’s unconscious from seeing my penis. I don’t know when she’ll be conscious again.”

	“… a normal battle is never happening again.” Window sighed. “Whatever. Let’s just finish things up here and go back to the house.”

	“Well, if we’re done underwater here, there’s one more thing that needs done since we finished this zone.”

	“What? What else could you possibly have to do to—oh. Oh no.”

	“Oh yes, Window. Oh yes.”

	I raised my right hand up above my head.

	And then I snapped my fingers.

	What better way to end things than by blowing up Zoa’s underwater palace?

	 


Afterword

	 

	Of course, things don’t actually get to end that way. You, my reader, have to put up with me and my usual rambling afterword here first! Well, unless you skip this, in which case I get it did actually get to end that way. Then again, if you’ve read even one word of this afterword, then that means you’d be ending with this instead of the ending of the last chapter, so hah!

	Unless, out of spite for me, you go back and reread the ending to the last chapter to actually end with that.

	You wouldn’t do that to me though, right? We have something special, you and I, right? I write, you read, you give me money, you give me the last word—huh. Now that I think about it, our relationship is awfully one-sided. All I have to do is write, and then you give me your time, your money, and the last word.

	You’re so generous, reader. I appreciate you. But you know what would make me appreciate you even more, since I know you are just oh-so-desperate to earn even more of my appreciation?

	By giving me a review, too. Well, giving this volume a review. After everything we’ve been through, you can do that much for me, right? Riiiiiiiiggggghhhhhttttttt? Window will cry if you don’t, and you wouldn’t want to make Window cry, right?

	Just kidding.

	Maybe.

	Anyways.

	Thank you once again for reading Lazy Dragon Queen! At this point, we’ve actually managed to catch up to what I’ve written. What this means is that there will be a bit more time between volumes now, but not that much. I’m just going to give myself an extra month between volumes now. Excluding the 1st -> 2nd volume gap, volumes have been releasing every three months. I’m going to switch that to a volume every four months now. I’m also going to do my best not to introduce any new girls in the next volume to instead focus on everybody who is already in the harem… but no promises.

	Anyways, I don’t have much to say this time around that I haven’t already said, so that’s all for now! Once again, thank you for taking your time to read the story! And while I would appreciate a review, it’s okay if you don’t. Your continued support in reading is already more than enough for me.

	But I mean… if you do leave a review… that encourages others to buy my stories more… and that means more money for me… and that means more money I get to spend on gacha games…

	uwu

	What other author would uwu for his readers in a story’s afterword? If any other author has ever done it, they don’t count. I’m being an OG here. That’s a never-before-seen-in-an-afterword uwu right there. You should be grateful that you’ve born witness to such a historic event.

	Okay.

	Time for the usual links and things now.

	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!

	
		
				OBLIGATORY—
wait
why am I only being included at the very end as an obligatory inclusion?
I SEE HOW IT IS
AM I NOT GOOD ENOUGH TO BE THE ENTIRE AFTERWORD?
SCREW YOU
I CALL DIBS ON BEING THE ENTIRE AFTERWORD NEXT VOLUME
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