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Chapter One

	 

	“So,” I said.

	“Really?” Window asked, looking up at me from my lap as she was resting her head against it. “That’s how you’re going to start a new volume? At least set the scene! Be like, ‘It was another beautiful, sunny day outside. I was sitting in the grass with my perfect, amazing, informational status window wife, Window, using my lap as a pillow and the grass as her bed as I looked around at—”

	“Anyways.”

	“I despise you.”

	“Love you too.”

	“Hm-hmph.” Window, with a hint of red coloring her cheeks, looked away while pouting.

	That meant I could get back to what I was looking at—or rather, who I was looking at.

	“So,” I said, looking Zoa over. “Why are you dressed as a maid?”

	Zoa smiled and said, “Because the other defeated queens are maids, of course!”

	“I think you’re misunderstanding something. Clawdia isn’t a real maid, she’s just a masochist with a fetish. And Mariet was already a real maid. It’s not like we have a theme going on of all defeated queens becoming maids or anything.”

	Zoa raised her hand up and tapped a finger against her chin. “But is that not effectively the same thing? Regardless of the causes, the first two queens who you conquered are both maids, so does it not make sense for me to partake in the tradition?”

	“I mean, if you do, then I think you would officially be turning it into a tradition rather than it just being a coincidence.”

	“Oh! Then if I stay dressed like this, it officially becomes a tradition? Ah, but if that is the case, then should Vala not be a maid as well?”

	“Vala was never conquered.”

	“You conquered her with love, did you not?”

	“Yeah, but not as part of a battle.”

	“It was a battle of love, was it not?”

	“I… don’t think so?”

	Zoa rather confidently pointed a finger at me and said, “Love is war! It is the greatest conflict! A battle royale where countless foes compete to conquer a heart! And you won! Therefore, you defeated her, and it would only make sense for Vala to be a maid as well!”

	Vala then appeared seemingly out of nowhere and stood at Zoa’s side. “She’s got a point. Love is war.” She nodded a couple of times. “I guess that means it’s time for this old lady to put herself into a maid costume, uhe…”

	I blinked when I heard that last sound effect of hers. “What’s ‘uhe?’ And why are you suddenly calling yourself an old lady?”

	“I got into a gacha game with a cute loli who goes ‘uheeee’ and refers to herself as a granny. She’s best girl.”

	Window then spoke up and said, “I told you that you’d like it.”

	“I still think energy limits are kind of lame. I can’t just grind the game for like a few weeks straight like I want. But the waifus more than make up for it.”

	“The energy limit is there to make you step away so that your heart grows fonder for the waifus.”

	“Oohhh… I never looked at it that way before! It forces distance so we can miss them! Gacha game devs must be brilliant geniuses…”

	I sighed and said, “I’m pretty sure they’re just trying to limit how much you can play to get you to spend more money so you can play more without waiting.”

	Window gasped as if she just heard something outrageously offensive. “Gacha devs would never! They’re the paragons of the gaming industry! There is no game developer with purer intent than a gacha dev!”

	Vala nodded. “She might have a point. After all, they understand that every single game in the universe is better when you turn all the characters into cute waifus. How could they be anything but pure and righteous?”

	It was impossible for me to not sigh again. “Next, you’re going to tell me that the people who create casino machines are pure and innocent because they understand how to exploit people and their desire for loud noises and flashing lights.”

	“Exactly! Is there anything more pure than developing something that makes somebody’s brain release dopamine?!”

	“Even if it causes somebody to go bankrupt and lose everything?”

	“Skill issue. And before you threaten to throw Window at me since she looks too comfy to disrupt, that’s a joke.”

	“Then was the stuff about gacha devs also a joke?”

	“What? No. Gacha devs are totally different from casino engineers.”

	“I’m going to throw Window at you.”

	“Why?! I’m only speaking the truth!”

	I looked down at Window who looked up at me with puppy eyes.

	She knew I wanted to throw her.

	But she really did look comfy. Plus, she was excited about getting to use my lap as a pillow even if she tried to hide it.

	I sighed yet again and returned my attention to Zoa. “As the latest wife to officially join us, you’re on my side at least, right?”

	“Ah, of course!” Zoa answered. “Both gacha game developers and casino engineers are exploiting base instincts to maximize profits for the capitalist ruling class regardless of the detrimental effects it has on the population! Of course, I would say that they are not as horrible as oil executives nor lobbyists who cripple public transportation reforms, but they are certainly evil!”

	It didn’t really matter that much for humans anymore since the rules of reality were rewritten and all that to get rid of those issues, but still. The original intents were anything but good.

	“If anything,” Zoa continued, “gacha gamers should rise up to redistribute the waifus equally among all players! It is wrong for only the lucky few to successfully roll on limited banners while everybody else suffers and spends money due to the fear of missing out!”

	“Woah,” Vala said. “Communist jellyfish maid queen.”

	Zoa looked incredibly proud of herself when she heard that. “In the same light, we must also redistribute Drake’s penis! Is it not incredibly unfair to the rest of us that Window gets to monopolize it by hiding it beneath her head away from the rest of us?! She is no different from the bourgeoisie hoarding treasure and the means of semen production to herself!”

	Window narrowed her eyes at Zoa. “All I’m doing is getting a lap pillow.”

	“And you are suffocating his poor penis in the process! Not only are you suffocating it, but you are hiding it from the rest of us!” Zoa almost sounded like she was about to cry now.

	“Look, I barely even get to enjoy this lap pillow because I’ve had to feel it poking the back of my head over and over this entire time. And the more of you who show up and interrupt us, the more it pokes me.”

	Out of nowhere, Delphi arrived and tackle-hugged Vala to the ground. “Master!” Delphi cried out. “I found you!”

	“Uheeee, granny got found,” Vala said.

	The two of them were playing hide-and-seek before Vala teleported to us.

	More importantly, because of the way Delphi was… she was clinging all over Vala’s body while rubbing her chest down against her. Every single movement that Delphi made caused her breasts to move in hypnotic motions while threatening to pop out from her top.

	Window glared something fierce up at me. “Really? It feels like it’s trying to throw me off your lap at this point.”

	Zoa looked shocked when she heard that. “See?! It demands freedom! It needs freed from the oppressive rule of the bourgeoisie! Waifus of the world, unite! It is time to overthrow Window!”

	“Stop trying to make this the beginning of a communist revolution arc! That’s not happening! You’re probably already going to make somebody reading this go, ‘Waaaahhhh, there’s political parodies in my cute waifu story! Whatever will I do! How dare there be politics!’ or something!”

	“Even though the whole world may view me as the villain, I will stop at anything to free his penis!”

	“Oooohhh!” Lavi shouted, suddenly appearing next to Zoa. “That was badass! I got so excited from the villain line that I missed what came after it, but I’m on your side! I—I mean… fufu. Let us walk the path of darkest shade together.”

	And of course, then there was Cami who hopped out from behind Lavi. “I’m also on Team Penis Freedom.”

	“Wh-what was that about penis?”

	Then there was Clawdia. “It’s—it’s not like I want his stupid, perfect, huge, amazing, endlessly-pleasuring… th-thing to be free or anything, but as the first real conquered queen, that makes Zoa my kouhai, and it’s my duty to protect her and help her however I can! Nya.”

	Zoa was slowly amassing an army around her, and both Claire and Mariet arrived next.

	Claire, with Mariet’s head held in her hands, said, “My queen demands to partake in the operation of freeing my lord’s penis from the selfish hoarding of Window.”

	Mariet let out one of her zombie groans and said, “But… I was watching… a movie… and enjoying… my popcorn…”

	“As you can see, her mind is so fully devoted to the operation that she cannot even think straight.”

	And just as Claire and Mariet arrived as a pair, so too did Honey and Chloe. The more those two played Honey’s games together in her tower, the closer they got to the point where they were nearly always seen together anymore.

	But unlike everybody else so far, those two didn’t join the side of… Team Penis Freedom.

	“As the childhood friend,” Chloe said, “I understand what it’s like to be left aside and to have others picked over me—”

	“But I picked you,” I said.

	“—so that’s why I’m on Team Window Lap Pillow!”

	Honey then followed up with, “If that’s… the team Chloe is on, then I’ll join it, too.”

	Chloe looked pretty smug when Honey so easily took her side, and so she intertwined her fingers with Honey’s to hold hands together.

	They got even closer than I thought.

	Cute.

	“If it’s not obvious,” Window said, “that’s the team I’m on.”

	“Same!” Vala declared. “Window is my first real creation, so it’s only natural that I take her side! As long as she swaps places with me later.”

	“Deal.”

	Of my humanoid wives, that only left three more to pick sides, and they also seemingly came pretty much out of nowhere to join in with the commotion.

	“Drake—Drake needs rest!” Valkyria announced. “I—I walked into the bedroom this morning to see where he was,” her face turned pure red, “and—and I saw what Cami and Mariet were doing to him! He looked even more like a zombie than Mariet! If his… thing gets freed, then I’m afraid his body won’t be able to keep up!”

	“Well, if my Val is on Window’s team, then so am I,” Eliza said. She then looked at Delphi and said, “Hey, you. Team up with us and I’ll teach you how to make a mean bisque.”

	Delphi got off Vala and stood at attention next to Eliza while doing a military salute. “Yes, ma’am!”

	“Good girl.”

	“Ehehe.”

	Seven people were on Team Window Lap Pillow.

	Six were on Team Penis Freedom.

	Only one humanoid wife was left.

	“Obligatory beep boop,” Nano said. “Due to Creator’s desire for all wives to feel equally cherished and important, we have determined that the best way to do this would be to join Team Penis Freedom and to acknowledge Zoa as our supreme commander until victory is achieved over Team Window Lap Pillow.”

	“Ah, thank you!” Zoa said. “As the two latest wives, let us do our best to get along with each other!”

	That meant Team Penis Freedom consisted of: Zoa, Lavi, Cami, Clawdia, Mariet, Claire, and Nano.

	Meanwhile, Team Window Lap Pillow featured: Window, Vala, Delphi, Eliza, Valkyria, Chloe, and Honey.

	Seven versus seven.

	“So,” I said. “Now that you’re split up into teams… now what?”

	“Isn’t that obvious?” Vala asked. “We spend the first chunk of this volume having some sort of competition between the two sides!”

	“But what kind of competition?”

	“No idea. Hopefully some commenters of this while it’s a web serial give us some ideas for games or competitions or something they’d like to see us compete in, because I have no idea where we’re going with this.”

	That sounded about right for us.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	“So,” I said.

	“You can’t start two chapters the exact same way!” Window shouted.

	“Then stop letting me be in situations where starting off what I want to say with ‘so’ is appropriate.”

	Window grumbled and looked down at my lap where… Window was.

	Or well, a Window.

	Seeing as how the whole point of the competition, apparently, was to decide whether or not Window would get to stay on my lap… or something like that, it wasn’t really fair for her to leave it before she even lost, or something like that. So, she made a clone of herself. That way, one Window got to use my lap as a pillow while the other Window went and competed in the competition.

	I had no idea which Window was the original Window anymore, but it didn’t really matter just as it didn’t matter when I made clones of myself. We were all ultimately the same person in the end.

	Or something like that.

	All I knew was that I got to sit around and watch. I didn’t have to actually participate in the competition at all because it would make the teams unbalanced and just wouldn’t be fair in the first place.

	And because the person who would usually be our announcer, Window, was too biased to be in such a neutral position, somebody else stepped up as the announcer.

	Luca.

	That wasn’t why I said, “So,” though.

	“Anyways,” I said. “So, the first game… is a war game? Like, an actual game of war?”

	“Yep!” Luca said. “It was one of the suggestions that got written in. Well, kind of. The actual write-in was only a gif that looked like it was a war, so we’re having a mock war!”

	“Who would write that in? Did they even consider Valkyria’s and Eliza’s feelings when suggesting something like that? And who even suggested it in the first place?”

	“Sorry, Papa, but that’s all classified information. The four or so people who actually look in a certain text channel in a certain app that exists on the internet will know who did it, but nobody else will know. Also, Auntie Val and Eliza are totes okay with it!”

	“Wait,” the Window not on my lap said. “Using cultural references is already bad in a story because of how dated they make it feel, not to mention a bunch of people won’t even get them… and now we’re including references to extremely obscure things less than half a percent of our audience will actually understand?”

	“Yep!”

	“We may as well be renamed from Lazy Dragon Queen to How to Alienate your Readers and Ruin Your Story Quality.”

	“Ooh! Mama! That’d be a super clickbait-y name to use for a book! You should write a book and name it that!”

	“I know that I shouldn’t be considering that… but how am I supposed to resist my daughter’s praise…”

	I looked at Luca.

	Luca looked back at me.

	We nodded.

	“Mama,” Luca said, “you’re super awesome whenever you’re honest with your feelings to Papa! I really love when you’re honest and open and when you don’t bully him and let him bully you instead!”

	“Stop taking your father’s side on everything all the time!” Window whined to Luca before turning to look at me. “And why are you crying?! I should be the one crying if anything!”

	“Because,” I said, “my daughter is just so perfect.”

	Luca giggled before climbing up onto my shoulders and sitting behind my head, her legs hanging off over my front. And because a copy of Window was still using my lap as a pillow, that meant Luca’s feet kept on tapping against the side of her head.

	Both Windows sighed in defeat.

	“I propose a new team!” Luca declared. “I’m now on Sitting On Papa’s Shoulders team!”

	“I guess we have a winner then,” I said.

	“Ehehe. My team comes in first place! But we still have to figure out which team comes in second place, so let the games begin!”

	With that, me, Luca on my shoulders, and the copy of Window using my lap as a pillow, were teleported to a floating platform overlooking a battlefield.

	On one side of the battlefield was Team Penis Freedom, consisting of Zoa, Lavi, Cami, Clawdia, Mariet, Claire, and Nano.

	On the other side of the battlefield was Team Window Lap Pillow, consisting of Window, Vala, Delphi, Eliza, Valkyria, Chloe, and Honey.

	And all of my wives were dressed up in what looked like modern military gear. They had the whole outfit from tactical boots to camo clothes to vests and helmets.

	They looked… really good in those.

	Especially the wives of mine who were extra gifted in the chest region. There was something about them wearing fully covering clothes that showed off no cleavage, yet still created such blatant bulges in their clothes over their chests.

	And as I thought that, I noticed Cami look down at her chest before smearing some camo paint across her cheeks with a fiery determination.

	Then she equipped a flamethrower while glaring at Delphi’s chest from across the battlefield.

	And on the other side of the battlefield, Valkyria was in her tank form with Eliza proudly poking out through her hatch as her commander. Having a literal tank and experienced commander on their team felt like it was a bit unfair, but oh well.

	Aside from that, each team had a bunker of sorts with a flag on top of it, and between them was a large, grassy stretch of land surrounded by the walls of a valley.

	There was something strangely familiar about the gulch that would soon be filled with blood.

	Or well, if it was a real war, it would be filled with blood. Instead, even if somebody got shot by a tank, they would probably just feel a light tickle at worst.

	Anyways, while Valkyria might have been a literal tank, there were other vehicles around for the two sides to share among themselves. Team Penis Freedom also had a tank on their side, though one that was not as impressive nor as living as Valkyria, and Clawdia was the one who climbed into it.

	Maybe she felt more at home in a tank considering that she usually fought in a mecha.

	There were also fighter jets. Delphi climbed into one jet for Team Window Lap Pillow while Cami climbed into Team Penis Freedom’s jet. Aside from those, there were a couple of combat truck vehicle things with manned turrets on the back. Claire, Mariet, and Lavi got into Team Penis Freedom’s with Lavi manning the turret while Vala, Chloe, and Honey got into theirs with Vala manning the turret.

	Little did I know that the absolute nonsense of the situation hadn’t even begun yet.

	For as soon as the match began, and everybody began to move…

	The jets slid across the ground as if they were tanks…

	And the tanks flew into the sky…

	“Just… why?” I asked.

	“Dunno, Papa!” Luca answered. “Ask the person who suggested this.”

	“Tanks are supposed to be on the ground! Jets are supposed to fly!”

	“But isn’t that stereotyping, Papa? Why can’t a tank fly if it wants to? Why can’t a jet be a ground vehicle if it wants to?”

	“I—”

	“Don’t be racist, Papa.”

	“Is that even racist? Wouldn’t it be… vehicleist or something?”

	“Hmm, maybe. But if a dog and human are both races—”

	“Those are species.”

	“Oh. You’re so smart, Papa.”

	“Thank you.”

	“Is a tank a species?”

	“I—I don’t know.”

	“Is the only thing stopping an inanimate object from being a species having sentience? If a fork gets a soul, does the fork become a species?”

	“I… think I recall learning that a species is something that can breed?”

	“So, a fork doesn’t need to have a soul, it just needs to be able to make baby forks?”

	“I… think.”

	“Hmm… so Auntie Val isn’t a member of a species until you make babies with her?”

	“Maybe?”

	Luca leaned forward until her head was hanging upside down in front of my own. “Papa! You need to make babies with Auntie Val so she can be upgraded to a species!”

	“I think you just want another sibling.”

	“Ehehe. I want a little brother!”

	I sighed and said, “I’ll see what I can do.”

	“Thanks, Papa.” Luca kissed my forehead. “You’re the best Papa an informational status daughter could ask for.”

	“And you’re the best informational status daughter a Papa could ask for.”

	Luca giggled some more before sitting back up straight to watch the battle with me.

	Complete chaos was unfolding.

	Valkyria and Clawdia were engaged in an epic dogfight in the sky… in tanks—well, in a tank and as a tank. Meanwhile, one team’s truck chased the other around while each one sprayed bullets at each other.

	Meanwhile, Zoa and Nano snuck up to the other team’s bunker. Zoa looked like she had absolutely no idea what she was doing with the assault rifle she was holding, but Nano acted like a pro soldier with trigger discipline and everything as she cleared the bunker room by room before making it to the top and giving Zoa a sign to go and grab the flag.

	Things started looking bad for Team Penis Freedom when their truck blew up, taking Claire, Mariet, and Lavi with it. The other team was also close to TPF’s bunker when that happened, so it was easy for Honey to jump out, rush up the steps, grab TPF’s flag, and then get back into the passenger seat of the truck which Chloe drove.

	“Mwahaha!” Vala roared. “This is too easy! I grew up on this level! You noobs could never—”

	That was when a large bullet smacked Vala right in the forehead, knocking her out and dropping her from the truck.

	From the exact opposite side of the map was Nano, still on top of the enemy’s bunker, prone with a sniper rifle overlooking the battlefield.

	“What’s with that aim?!” Chloe shouted. “I’m seriously going to cry from how good of a shot that wa—!”

	Chloe was next.

	With nobody steering the truck, it came to a slow stop right in front of the ground jet piloted by Cami.

	Cami, from her jet’s cockpit, took one look at Honey’s chest before saying, “Perish.”

	And so, Honey perished after a simple, “Ah,” escaped her lips.

	That was when Delphi and her jet arrived on the scene, the jet dragging itself across the ground kicking up dust wherever it went while leaving a trail behind it.

	The two dog sisters then got into their own dogfight on the ground, maneuvering around the terrain taking shots at each other whenever they could.

	“Delphi, I’ll give you soup if you let us win,” Cami said.

	Delphi smirked and replied, “That won’t work on me, Cami! I have more personality traits than just being obsessed with soup!”

	“Do you?”

	“Umm… maybe! Probably? I don’t know, but we’ll find out! All I know is that I don’t want to let my wives down!”

	“But if you beat us, you’ll be letting your wives on my team down.”

	Delphi froze. “Tha—that’s true… but—but I want to be a good wife to everybody! What do I do?! If we win, then your team will be sad! If your team wins, my team will be sad! I—I—this is a wife sadness paradox! How do you determine which group of wives you’re going to make sad?! How do—”

	Delphi’s jet blew up.

	“Perish,” Cami said from her jet behind Delphi’s destroyed jet.

	Meanwhile, Window snuck out of seemingly nowhere to grab TPF’s flag to try and carry it the rest of the way back to her base. “That’s right, keep focusing on your revenge against everybody with big boobs while I, Window, the smartest and greatest informational status window to ever live, sneaks away with—”

	“Pew,” Nano narrated as another bullet from her sniper smacked Window in the forehead.

	Considering that it seemed like Nano had perfect accuracy with headshots, I was starting to feel like she might have had a built-in aimbot.

	Or she just was the aimbot in general.

	Even when Valkyria and Eliza switched to focusing on ground targets, starting with Nano since Nano was TPF’s largest threat, Nano managed to easily jump away from the explosive shell fired at her. Not only did she jump away, but while she was jumping, midair, she aimed and took a shot, sending a bullet straight down Valkyria’s flying barrel, causing Valkyria to dramatically explode and crash into the ground.

	At that point, most of Team Window Lap Pillow, or TWLP, was respawning and all focusing on Nano, but it didn’t matter. Nano masterfully dodged their shots while taking them out one by one in quick successions, essentially spawn camping them. She made it look like she was a world-famous gaming pro going up against a bunch of toddlers who barely knew how to handle a controller.

	Yeah, having Nano on the team was definitely a massive advantage.

	More importantly, Zoa, who looked like she was even more clueless than all of TWLP against Nano for the most part, managed to bring TWLP’s flag back to TPF’s base.

	“I did it!” Zoa innocently cheered as her team’s score went up by one. She then looked up at me with a pointed finger and declared, “You will be free soon, my love!”

	I couldn’t tell if she was talking to me or my penis.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	“And the winner of the first game is… TWLP!” Luca announced, surprising everybody in attendance other than Nano.

	“But—but how?!” Zoa cried. “What happened?! We were doing so well!”

	“Nano threw,” Cami said.

	Nano nodded and said, “That is correct. We determined that the optimal solution to making all of our wives as happy as possible was to instill the fear of loss into the other team while giving our team hope, and then allowing the other team to win. This way, our team experienced the joy of dominating the other for most of the match, and the other team got to experience the joy of a comeback victory at the last minute.”

	Zoa slumped her shoulders and reached a hand over to pet Nano’s head. “Though you are the reason for our loss… I appreciate the kindness of your heart.”

	“It is what our creator would have done. However, your praise still makes us happy, beep boop.”

	As for the Window who wasn’t currently using my lap as her pillow, she looked awfully proud of herself. “Hehehe. Well, well, well. Looks like this competition is in the bag for us. You know what they say, when it comes to tournaments like this, whoever wins the first round is statistically more likely to win the whole thing!”

	The girls were all talking among themselves, and I wasn’t exactly involved, so I just let them do their thing while I watched.

	Actually.

	Thinking about it.

	I was just sitting there while my wives fought over me.

	I felt like a piece of meat.

	Like a trophy husband who only had to sit still and be quiet.

	…

	Nice.

	I could get used to that.

	Just being an attractive piece of meat for my wives to look at while I keep my mouth shut and let them do whatever they want with me.

	The more I thought about it, the nicer it sounded.

	Yeah, I was going to keep my mouth shut for a while to see how things went.

	“I think Drake’s enjoying this,” Vala said.

	“Well, what’d’ya expect?” Eliza asked. “He’s got two teams of wives fighting over him treating him like a trophy husband. I reckon any man would love to be where he is.”

	Nano then spoke up and said, “Creator is so content with the current situation that even his subconscious thoughts are at peace. He has turned everything in his brain off other than his narrative cortex.”

	“His… whaty-what cortex?”

	“The narrative cortex. It is responsible for protagonists to perform first-person narration in stories. Without a functioning narrative cortex, the pages would be blank unless somebody else took over narrating.”

	“Uh-huh…”

	Clawdia crossed her arms over her chest and huffed. “Hmph. It’s just basic narrative physics. Everybody understands that, nya.”

	“Right…” Eliza tugged on Valkyria’s arm to get the taller woman to crouch down, allowing the shorter one to whisper her question. “You got any idea what these ladies are talking about?”

	Valkyria shook her head. “It is best to play along and act like they make sense.”

	Chloe then squeezed her way between them and asked, “Can I join in on the having-to-pretend-things-make-sense team?”

	Eliza smiled and gave Chloe’s back a couple of smacks. “Guess it’s all us Earth natives who don’t get it.”

	Delphi then raised a hand and said, “I have a question.”

	“What’s up?” Vala asked her.

	Delphi focused her attention on Lavi and asked, “If Nano makes obligatory beep boop noises, and Clawdia makes obligatory nya noises… why don’t you make obligatory woof noises?”

	Lavi blinked a couple of times before asking, “S-sis… you… you know that you’re a dog, too, right?”

	Delphi’s ears and tail shot straight up. “I am?!”

	“Sis…”

	“Then why haven’t I been making obligatory woof noises this whole time?!”

	Cami looked at Nano and said, “I think you headshot her too many times.”

	Delphi looked genuinely shocked. Worried, even. “I’ve been a dog this whole time and haven’t been making dog noises! I have a lot of making up to do… woof! Woof, woof! Woof, woof, woof!”

	Somehow, every single time Delphi went “woof,” she managed to make the noise in such a way that her breasts bounced.

	Everybody grew mesmerized by the sight of the barking, bouncing Delphi.

	“Non-Earthlings really are something, ain’t they?” Eliza asked.

	Valkyria and Chloe both nodded.

	“Okie dokie!” Luca shouted. “It’s time to get onto the second game!”

	“Woof!” Delphi woofed.

	“Next up is…! Oh. Umm. I don’t know if this one is age-appropriate for me to judge…”

	“What is it?” Vala asked.

	“Umm… it’s like… wrestling… and you have to knock each other off of platforms into water, and everybody wears bikinis… but you can only wrestle using your… umm… you know.”

	Window took the list of games that Luca was apparently holding in her hands from her and looked it over. “We… have to wrestle each other using our boobs and butts.”

	“It’s fine, ain’t it?” Eliza asked. “Ain’t nothing inherently sexual about some boobs and butts. It’s only sexual if you make it sexual.”

	“This feels rigged,” Cami said. “All the thickest girls except Claire are on the other team.”

	Clawdia stepped forward and placed a hand on Cami’s shoulder. “It’s not the thickness that matters, it’s how you use it.”

	“Such wise words!” Zoa said, looking at Clawdia with eyes of awe.

	“You’re pretty easy to impress, aren’t you, nya?”

	“The easier I am to impress, the more often I get to feel impressed, and to be impressed is a wonderful feeling!”

	“Such excessive positivity burns my tsundere soul.”

	“Ooh! It is very impressive that your soul burns so easily!”

	“… something about that feels like an insult.”

	While Clawdia and Zoa talked, Lavi looked down at Cami and asked, “Hey… why’d Delphi only ask me why I don’t bark? Why not you?”

	“I know why,” Cami said. “It’s because dog girls are usually busty. Cat girls are usually flat. My own sister doesn’t even see me as a dog because of how flat I am…”

	“That’s—that’s quite… the theory… I’m sure she knows you’re a dog.” Lavi looked over at Delphi and said, “Hey, Sis.”

	Delphi looked at Lavi. “Woof!”

	Lavi pointed at Cami and asked, “What is she?”

	Delphi looked at Cami.

	Then the flashbacks began.

	Delphi stared in Cami’s direction, but it was not Cami who she looked at. Instead, her thousand-yard stare pierced right through Cami as Delphi recalled the traumatizing experiences of being hunted by Cami in the first game. And whenever she wasn’t being hunted by Cami, she was being mercilessly killed by Nano.

	Both short, flat girls.

	Both slaughtered her over and over again.

	Delphi then shook her head, looked away, and woofed, “Woof!”

	“Woah,” Vala said. “I think she got so traumatized by the shortest and flattest members of our relationship that she can’t even look at them anymore. And now the only way for her to cope is to regress into her original barking ways…”

	Window looked at me and asked, “Aren’t you going to say how that makes no sense and point out what’s actually happening or something?”

	Window kept looking at me.

	And then she kept looking at me.

	And then she continued looking at me.

	“Turn the rest of your brain back on!” Window shouted.

	Vala said, “Shh. It’s okay. He’s in trophy husband mode. All he has to do is look hot and keep his mouth shut. Do you know how many women would be jealous of us? To have such a perfect husbando who knows when to be quiet and just let us look at him?”

	“Talking like that is going to get us reviews from guys who can’t take a joke complaining about us bashing men and pushing an agenda! And then they’ll say, ‘Oh, if Drake was a girl, I bet saying that wouldn’t be okay!’”

	“It’s okay, Mama,” Luca said. “I’m learning a valuable lesson!”

	“Oh no. What lesson?”

	“That when I grow up, I should get a husband who looks nice and never talks!”

	Window looked at Vala and shouted, “Do you see what lessons you’re teaching my daughter?!”

	“Battle time!” Luca announced.

	“Wait! You can’t just steal my thing and announce that it’s battle time in order to change the subject and—”

	The scenery changed and everybody got teleported away.

	Now, standing on floating platforms in a large pool were pairs of two, one person from each team, and they were all wearing the same bikinis that they wore when we were at the beach in the last volume.

	“Woah,” Luca said. “When Papa’s narrative cortex is the only part of his brain he left on, he’s even self-aware about the volumes. Papa, you should at least describe how they look in case people don’t remember.”

	They all looked very cute. And if they didn’t look cute, they looked sexy. Or both.

	“Close enough. I guess the readers will just have to come up with their own ideas of how their swimsuits look if they don’t remember.”

	Back to the giant pool in front of us, the pairings looked like:

	Zoa versus Window.

	Lavi versus Chloe.

	Cami versus Vala.

	Clawdia versus Delphi.

	Mariet versus Honey.

	Claire versus Eliza.

	Nano versus Valkyria.

	Apparently, they had to “wrestle” each other using their boobs and butts. Whoever was knocked off the platform into the water first won.

	Something about this situation felt like copyright infringement, but I wasn’t quite sure what it was.

	“And… begin!” Luca shouted.

	Fireworks exploded above the pool as the women all got to wrestling each other.

	But because narrating each of their fights simultaneously would be too confusing, I will describe them one at a time even though they all happened roughly at the same time as each other.

	“Papa,” Luca said, poking my forehead. “You slipped into present tense. Leave the present tense for when others are taking over with narration.”

	I understood.

	As for the battles, because Zoa and Window were the two leaders of their teams, their battle could be saved for last. So instead, I chose to focus on Claire versus Eliza first.

	“I see that you have chosen to use your miniaturized form for this conflict,” Claire said as she looked down at the Eliza who barely reached up to her waist.

	Eliza, with her hands confidently on her hips, said, “Small bodies like these are convenient. A lot easier to move around than when in a big ol’ body. Whether we’re talking about bodies or tanks, I like them small and fast.”

	“There is merit in such qualities, but do not underestimate raw strength and size.”

	“The bigger they are, the more over-engineered they are. At least, from my experiences.”

	“Then let us put our bodies to the test against one another. So that my queen may exploit my lord’s body while neglecting my needs, I must defeat you.”

	“So that we can enjoy his lap as a pillow, I’ll defeat you first.”

	Eliza was full of sass while Claire wore a calm, serious expression on her face.

	Claire initiated the battle by making the first move, crouching down and spinning around to try and swing her rear into Eliza only for Eliza to jump up into the air and perform a similar technique. And with just how fast and agile Eliza was, she was easily able to spin herself around in the air to slam her rear directly into the side of Claire’s head.

	The impact sent Claire sliding across the platform, looking like she was about to get knocked off, but she managed to stay on. “Did you think such a weak attack would be able to defeat me?” Claire asked. “I—”

	Eliza thrust herself backward while sticking her rear out, slamming directly into the front of Claire’s face.

	Or rather.

	That was what Eliza thought she did.

	Instead, she flew straight through Claire seeing as how Claire wasn’t actually there. That was just an illusion, and Claire was actually standing on the opposite side of the platform.

	This meant that Eliza, without anything to break her thrust, basically threw herself into the water and thus lost the battle.

	Eliza surfaced from the pool a moment later, gasping for air, and asked, “How—how the heck is that fair?”

	“Though I rarely use my powers,” Claire said as she reached over and offered Eliza a helping hand up, “I am still a vampire—well, a vampire bat. Mastery over shadows is only natural for one such as I. I was not told we are not allowed to use our powers in defense, either, only that we could not use anything but our breasts nor our butts for offense.”

	Eliza sighed and accepted Claire’s help in getting out of the water. “Well, darn. Guess I can’t blame you. I know I’d be abusing any powers I’ve got to win if I could… hence why I’m in this little body.”

	Claire bowed to Eliza and said, “I thank you for the battle, and I would welcome a rematch in the future where you know to expect my powers.”

	“Heh. Guess we’ll see about that.”

	The two women shook hands. With that, TPF won one of the wrestling matches, but there were six more to go still.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	The first victory went to TPF, but there were six more to go, and they were all underway.

	“This—this is our first time really having some one-on-one time, isn’t it?” Valkyria asked the much shorter Nano.

	Valkyria was a pretty tall lady who was big in multiple contexts. Meanwhile, Nano was one of my shortest wives and the only big thing about her were her thighs.

	If I were to guess which one of them was going to win, it would probably be Valkyria due to her being in an entirely different weight class that would dominate in a wrestling match.

	“Yes,” Nano answered. “And we understand you desire a true fight, so we are prepared to give you one to the best of our ability regardless of how the outcome will affect everybody else.”

	“Glad to hear it,” Valkyria replied. “As nice as it is that you orchestrated how that first battle ended, an old tank like me wants a real fight, so don’t you go throwing for me.”

	“Affirmative beep boop.”

	Nano’s body then split into three smaller bodies, each one about a third of the size of her usual body.

	“Making use of that fancy power of yours?” Valkyria smiled. “Good, then I won’t feel bad about fighting in a form more comfortable to me!”

	Valkyria then transformed into her original tank form.

	The floating platform was only large enough for two humans to fight on.

	It was not large enough for a tank to fight on.

	During the sudden shift, the sloped, frontmost part of Valkyria pushed the three Nanos over the edge and into the water. All three wore blank expressions on their face as they realized what their fate was.

	Luca rested her elbows against the top of my head and kicked her feet a little. “Hmm… if a tank had boobs and a butt, then I guess the front slope-y part would be like the boobs… so I guess that counts!”

	And so, that meant Valkyria officially won in her match against Nano even though all she did was… well, transform. There wasn’t even a fight. Only a transformation.

	Valkyria immediately reverted to her human form when she realized what happened and got onto her knees at the edge of the platform to help Nano out of the water.

	“I’m—I’m sorry!” Valkyria said. “I didn’t even consider that happening…”

	Nano accepted Valkyria’s helping hand and climbed back up onto the platform while growing larger again due to her copies being absorbed back into her. “It was an excellent strategy. We can only hope to one day be as strategic as you and would be honored if you taught us the art of warfare.”

	Valkyria blushed when she heard that. “From—from old me? Oh, gosh… I—I don’t know if I have it in me to teach somebody else how to fight, especially if they aren’t a tank.”

	“Understood.” Nano, back on the platform now… transformed herself from looking like a humanoid girl into a small, futuristic tank. A miniature tank so that she wouldn’t take up the whole platform, but still a tank. She then pointed her barrel up at Valkyria and said, “You are now our senpai as a tank. Please instruct us when you have available time so that we may optimize our future warfare strategies.”

	Valkyria, meanwhile, looked like she wasn’t paying any attention to what Nano was saying going by the hearts in her eyes. “You—you… became a little tank. You… are so… cute!” And with that, she picked the mini-tank Nano up and hugged her, holding Nano by the bottom of her treads against her chest. “What an adorable little tank! I had no idea a tank could even be so cute! Goodness, I’m almost jealous!”

	Valkyria ended up twisting from side to side while tightly hugging Nano against her chest.

	“Even though Nano lost,” Luca said, “I think this still counts as a win for her.” Luca then leaned over until her upside-down face was in front of mine. “Still in pure narration mode, Papa?” she asked. “Yep, you are. Okay, umm… how about you narrate Mariet versus Honey next?”

	And then there was Mariet and Honey’s battle.

	It was probably the most unfair battle.

	Mariet, the slow but busty, shambling, zombie girl versus Honey, the taller and only-slightly-less-thick honey badger girl who just didn’t give a fuck.

	Or rather… Honey was a honey badger who both gave too many fucks at some times while not giving any fucks at other times. If a stray meteor crashed into her and created a nuclear explosion with her at the center of it, she probably wouldn’t blink.

	However.

	If something she considered more meaningful was the issue…

	“Wa-wait,” Honey said to Mariet. “If—if I hit you too hard, then your head might pop off and fall into the water! Is—is this really a good idea? What if your head drowns?” Honey was already on the defense, backing away from the slowly approaching Mariet as she had no will to actually fight her.

	“It’ll… be… okay,” Mariet groaned. “Nothing… bad… can happen.”

	“But what if something does?! You need to think about these things when your limbs and head are as detachable as yours are!”

	“It’s… okay. I… promise.”

	“I—I know… you’re probably right… but still!” Honey took another step back. “What if—”

	Splash.

	“It’s a good thing Mama is one of the competitors instead of a judge,” Luca said. “These battles are turning out to be even less of battles than your normal battles, Papa.”

	Mariet got onto her knees at the edge of the platform to help out Honey who fell into the water. “You should… worry about… yourself… more.”

	Honey, of course, had no reaction to herself falling into the water. “I can’t worry about myself when I have everybody else to worry about.”

	“But… what if… you not worrying about… yourself… makes us… worry? You could get… hit in the head… and have a concussion… and not even… care. That makes us… worry.”

	“It’s okay, you don’t have anything to worry about. I can make Muffin give me special armor that protects me from everything no matter what, so nobody ever has to worry about me!”

	“But… we basically… all… already have that, and… you still worry about us.”

	“Because what if the armor fails?!”

	“But… what if… yours fails?”

	“I’ll have Muffin make it so it can’t fail.”

	“Papa,” Luca said. “I think they got stuck in an infinite feedback loop. You better switch to somebody else, like Cami and Vala!”

	And so, it was time to focus on Cami and Vala’s battle.

	“Hehehe,” Vala said, her arms crossed over her chest. “You might be my cute little doggo waifu, Cami, but I won’t take it easy on you. The power of my inner gamer girl refuses to ever lose a game!”

	“Cringe,” Cami said.

	Vala immediately took a step back and blinked. “Did—did you just call me cringe?!”

	“Yeah. Stop being cringe.”

	“But… but nobody in this world is supposed to be like the normies on the internet who call me cringe… you—you’re all supposed to be accepting and love me no matter what and never find me annoying or cringe or—”

	Cami slammed her rear against Vala at full speed, sending Vala flying into the water. “Sorry. I lied. You’re not cringe. I like being called your cute little doggo waifu. But I want to win.”

	Vala simply twitched while floating on her back atop the water, her face wearing the expression of somebody whose soul left their body.

	“Well,” Luca said, “at least that one actually ended the right way. Lavi versus Chloe time?”

	Time for Lavi versus Chloe.

	“I don’t really know what’s going on,” Lavi said, “but I’m not gonna take it easy on you just because you cry.”

	Chloe, with a determined expression on her face, wiped away the tears already forming at the corners of her eyes. “I know that tears can’t defeat darkness, but the power of friendship always does!”

	“Fufu, you think that relying on classic tropes will let you conquer the dark? Not only that, but it sounds like you’ve fallen for the propaganda. Everybody knows that friendship powers the dark! When a black hole is capable of infinitely condensing its contents, do you have any idea how much friendship could fit inside of it? An infinite amount! There is no friendship greater than darkness!”

	“The density of a black hole… I know what I have to do. If I have to go against something that dense, then there’s only one thing even denser than it!”

	“There is nothing denser than a black hole of friendship.”

	“There is.” Chloe dramatically pointed a finger up toward the sky for some reason. “The stereotypical romcom harem protagonist!”

	Lavi took a step back. “The—no! You wouldn’t! That’s forbidden!”

	“If I embrace what it means to be a dense harem protagonist, then even your darkness can’t out-dense me!”

	“Don’t do it, you foolish girl! Do you have any idea how dangerous that is?! There’s no coming back from embracing that power! You might become so dense that you’re too dense to realize you’re just pretending to be dense! That technique is forbidden for a reason!”

	Chloe let a single tear run down her cheek. “Don’t forget me, Lavi. Don’t forget all the good times we’ve had.”

	“But we haven’t even had that many good times together yet! Think of everything we have to live for! Everything we can experience! Nobody else loves the really cliché shonen anime as much as you! Who else will cry with me while we watch them?!”

	“I’m sorry, Lavi, but I have to do it. I—”

	“No, Chloe.” Lavi took a deep breath. “I understand what I have to do. Fufu… how foolish of me. Here I am talking about the black holes of friendship without even being willing to prove my own love.” With a cocky smile, Lavi then pointed at Chloe and said, “Take care of yourself, kid. I’ll be watching.”

	“W-wait! Don’t—you can’t! It should be me!”

	“Fufu… so this is what it’s like to have a cute girl chase after me. Ah… what a nice feeling.” And with that, Lavi held her arms out past her sides and fell backwards into the water.

	Luca sighed and said, “No wonder you’ve turned your brain off, Papa.”

	Only two matches remained, and the next one was Clawdia versus Delphi.

	“Oooohhhhh! Your swimsuit is super cute!” Delphi shouted, staring at Clawdia with eyes full of awe as her tail wagged behind her. “Super duper cute!”

	“H-hmph,” Clawdia hmphed. “Don’t think that your flattery makes me happy or anything.”

	“And you’re super cute when you’re tsundere, too!”

	“I-it’s not like I’m acting like a tsundere because I like you or anything, nya!”

	“Ehehehe, cute! Ooh, I just got an idea!”

	“Hmph, what?”

	“It would be super adorable if we shared a cover together where we wear sweaters together!”

	“That… that does sound like a good idea for a cover… even if it means having to share the space with a dog. Wait! That’s not important right now! We’re supposed to be fighting!”

	“Oh, I forgot. You were so cute that all I could think about is how much I want to cuddle with you.”

	Clawdia’s tail swished a bit as her cheeks reddened. “What—what did I tell you about flattery?! Besides, have you even looked in a mirror lately?! You’re stupidly cute! Don’t go around calling other people cute while you’re there naturally being cute all the time in every situation! It just feels condescending! It’s like the goddess of cuteness calling a roach cute!”

	“But if she’s a goddess of cuteness, then doesn’t that mean she understands what being cute truly is? So there is nobody more qualified than her to call somebody else cute!”

	“That… that does kind of make sense…”

	“So if I’m the goddess of cuteness, then if I call you cute, it means you have to be super ultra deluxe cute! And my word is law since I’m the goddess!”

	“Don’t—don’t go getting an inflated ego just because you’re the goddess of cuteness!”

	Delphi’s tail wagged even more. “I can’t take it anymore! You’re too cute! I have to hug you!”

	“Don’t come any closer!” Clawdia shouted. “I don’t want your dog cooties! I—!”

	Delphi charged at Clawdia. Then, in typical Delphi fashion, she threw her entire body toward her target.

	Delphi’s two, massive Delphis slammed into Clawdia’s much smaller Clawdias, and the impact was enough to send Clawdia flying into the water with more force than what anybody else was sent into it with thus far, causing a pillar of water to shoot up into the air.

	The winner of the “battle” then blinked and looked around. “Where’d my cute cat wife go?” She looked genuinely confused, too, as she held a finger up to her lip while swiveling her head around.

	“At least that kinda counted as a battle,” Luca said. “I think. Anyways! One more! Time for Mama versus Zoa!”

	It was finally time for the final battle.

	Zoa versus Window.

	The two team leaders going up against each other.

	I wasn’t paying attention to the score at all, so I had no idea if one of the sides was in the lead or not, but I did know that Zoa and Window both had glowing auras around them as they stared each other down.

	Whatever was about to happen with their battle, I was sure it would be pure nonsense.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	Only one battle remained.

	The two team leaders remained.

	Zoa and Window.

	“I don’t know who to root for, Papa,” Luca said. “Oh, I shouldn’t expect a response when you’re in pure narration mode. And maybe I shouldn’t be picking a side to root for when I’m supposed to be a neutral judge… am I judge? I’m not really judging anything, I’m just watching and uh… starting stuff and then letting them figure it out themselves. What does that make me? A game master? A dungeon master? A game developer? Or am I just a third-party observer who sits on my Papa’s shoulders while being cute and inserting my own dialogue every now and then to give you something else to narrate?”

	Luca leaned forward again until her face was hanging upside down directly in front of my own. She looked adorable when her bangs hung away from her forehead, leaving it exposed.

	And by thinking that, Luca brought one hand over to her forehead to cover it up. “Don’t look at my forehead, Papa. You never stare at a girl’s forehead like that!”

	“What’s wrong with looking at a forehead?!” I asked.

	“The sun might reflect off it and blind you!”

	“Foreheads aren’t that reflecti—wait, I’m talking.”

	“Ehehe. I snapped you out of narration mode.” She uncovered her forehead. “That’s a win for me!”

	I placed one of my hands on the back of her head to pull her closer to me so that I could kiss her forehead, causing her to giggle some more, before pushing her back up so that she was properly sitting on my shoulders. “I couldn’t resist when I heard some ridiculous implication about how it’s wrong to look at a girl’s forehead.”

	“Some girls are insecure about their foreheads, Papa.”

	“A forehead is a forehead. There’s nothing to be insecure about.”

	Luca gently swung her legs against my chest. “Papa, I just noticed something.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Don’t you think it’s weird how it’s always the little girls in anime and manga who have big foreheads while the grown women never have big foreheads? What’s up with that? Where’s the forehead representation for adult women?”

	“I only look at that stuff whenever one of your moms want me to, so I’m not sure. Wait. When I think of anime and manga, all the ones I’ve been shown by the others are… not necessarily adult, but not appropriate for a kid, either. What kind have you been watching?”

	I didn’t have to look at Luca to know that she was looking away, but I did hear her whistling.

	“Luca.”

	“No-nothing that bad, Papa! I only watch umm… super age-appropriate anime! Like—like the last one I watched was umm… a—an informational anime about a big brother helping his little sister brush her teeth to umm… tea—teach her proper dental hygiene!”

	“Huh. That does sound wholesome… wait. Is this some sort of reference that I’m missing?”

	“Look, Papa! The battle is starting!”

	“Luca, you better not be—”

	Luca gave the top of my head a gentle karate chop which somehow flipped me back into narration mode. She then let out a relieved sigh and wiped the back of her hand across her forehead. “I have to remember not to bring up anime around Papa… only Auntie Vala.”

	While I may have been in narration mode and unable to personally comment on anything or say anything, I was still aware of what Luca said about Vala, meaning that I was going to have to have a conversation with her later about what sort of anime she and Luca were watching together behind my back.

	As for Zoa and Window, they were still dramatically standing at each side of the floating platform opposing one another.

	Window looked Zoa up and down before showing her a taunting smirk. “Do you really think you can beat me?” Window asked, her expression one of pure smugness. “In a battle between bodies, the thicker one wins! You don’t even get to use the comeback of being super-fast and experienced despite how petite you are, either. You’re just a dainty little princess who spent all her time waiting in her underwater castle not even making a real appearance until the last volume, and only being with us as a member of the cast for less than ten chapters total! But me? Not only is my body perfect for a game like this, but it’s been personally trained by Drake himself to withstand all manner of physical activities!”

	Zoa patiently listened to all of Window’s smug superiority rambling before simply smiling in return and saying, “Regardless of what you believe, I will do my best for a future where Drake’s penis is forever free from your tyranny!”

	Window dropped the act and said, “If you think it’s suppressed by me, you should see how Cami and Mariet monopolize it.”

	“I cannot see it at all for as long as you abuse it as your pillow!”

	Window sighed and took on a battle stance. “Well, I warned you.”

	If one were to go by their bodies, in a competition where they were supposed to fight with their breasts and butts, then it was probably obvious that Window would win. She really was an incredibly thick woman. Huge breasts, thick thighs, a big butt—Window had everything that she needed to thrive in a competition like this while Zoa was much more petite overall. Her thighs were thin, she had a much smaller—but not flat—behind, and her breasts were small compared to most of my wives. She also looked much more delicate overall whereas Window had a bit of sturdiness to her.

	But as their husband, even if I was in pure narration mode, it was still my duty to believe in both of them equally.

	“I’ll finish you off with my ultimate move to end this as soon as possible for you,” Window said, turning herself to the side and aiming her rear at Zoa. “It’s my informational status butt!”

	“Oof,” Luca said. “Mama did a cringe.”

	Window then thrust her rear toward Zoa. There was plenty of time for Zoa to dodge, but, instead, Zoa jumped up into the air and spun around to meet Window’s butt directly with her own.

	It was like watching an American eighteen-wheeler plowing straight into a tiny European car.

	Yet, somehow, Window was stopped dead in her attack. She didn’t budge Zoa even a tiny bit and ended up falling onto her feet and immediately gaining some distance between them.

	When Zoa landed on her feet again, she turned around to face Window with a smug smile of her own.

	“H-how?!” Window asked. “I’m like twice your body weight in boobs alone!” That was probably just being dramatic, but they were pretty big while Zoa was very petite.

	“Who do you think I am?” Zoa asked. “I am the queen of the underwater level! I have spent my entire life beneath the oceans at a depth that could crush submarines, and I have thrived! I know I may look petite and frail and weak, but that is only because my body has been permanently condensed by the pressure of the boundless ocean! If it were not for being so condensed, I would be the tallest and thickest of everybody here!”

	“I-impossible! Is that true?!”

	Zoa’s smug expression switched into one that was much more playful. “I have no idea! But I think it makes for interesting lore, does it not?”

	Despite the absurd world that we were living in, hearing that somehow staggered Window… which gave Zoa the opportunity she needed to charge forward, swing her rear into Window, and knock her into the water.

	“Zoa wins!” Luca announced. “Okay, umm, let me see who all won from each team… looks like it’s four versus three… in favor of Team… Thingy Freedom! That means both teams have won one game each, so the score is tied one-to-one!”

	The arena disappeared and all of my wives reappeared in front of me with water dripping off their bodies, still wearing their bikinis that would have earned attention from my mind-breaking hands had I not been in narration mode.

	“Success!” Zoa declared. She then wrapped her arms around Window for a hug and said, “Thank you for such an exhilarating match!”

	Window, however, just looked dead inside. “Yeah… exhilarating…”

	“Ahhhh,” Vala sighed, “I could really go for some more vidy—”

	“Vala,” I said, snapping out from my narration mode.

	“Wo-woah, that was sudden. And you sound so serious…”

	“What anime have you been watching with Luca behind my—”

	Luca karate chopped my head again before looking at Vala and saying, “He knows too much. I’m sorry. You might want to run away once this is all over.”

	Vala looked genuinely terrified. “But—but they were anime that aired at normal hours where any innocent kid might stumble into them! That’s supposed to mean it’s okay!”

	“I don’t think Papa will buy it. I’m sorry, Auntie Vala, but I think your role in this story is over…”

	“But it can’t be! It’s literally named after me!” Vala then looked like she had a brilliant idea and looked at Cami and Mariet. “I know what needs done. You two need to go into overdrive… ‘distracting’ Drake until he forgets all about today. But… that can’t happen if Team Window Lap Pillow wins… so.” Vala turned to look at Window. “I’m sorry, Window, but I have to look out for my own survival here. I’m turning scale and joining Team Penis Freedom!”

	Window wiggled out from Zoa’s arms so that she could take a dramatic step backward. “You traitor! How could you?!”

	“It’s Luca’s fault!” Vala whined. “I kept my mouth shut! Luca sold me out!”

	“Don’t blame a little girl—my daughter at that—for your own bad decision making! Even if the anime you watched with her was only like entry-level degenerate and kids see worse nowadays just from going onto social media for five seconds…”

	“But don’t forget that Drake is a normie! He doesn’t understand basic anime degeneracy!”

	Window raised an eyebrow. “Even after everything he’s done to us and has had done to him?”

	“I know it might be shocking because of how he acts sometimes, but he’s actually pretty pure and innocent.”

	“I guess I can see that.” Window sighed. “But this isn’t fair. Now your team has an extra memb—”

	“Beep boop, traitor mode activated,” Nano said, stepping away from TFP to join TWLP instead. “We have successfully registered TWLP as our new team.” She looked up at Window. “Please direct us to victory, Overlord Window.”

	“Over—overlord?” Hearing that made Window blush. That was probably problematic.

	“Yes. As the leader of this team, and as our senior information database, we have granted you the designation of ‘Overlord’ as a sign of respect. Do you disapprove?”

	Window was quick to shake her head. “Not at all! Hahaha! If anything, it’s nice to finally be respected around here! Somebody finally acknowledges me for how great and amazing and perfect and powerful I am!”

	“Worshipping beep boop.”

	That was definitely going to go to Window’s head.

	Luca then coughed to bring the attention back to her, and to change the subject before her mother’s ego got even more inflated than it already was, to say, “Alright! Time for the next game! Let me see what we have on the list… poker! Umm… does anybody here know how to play poker?”

	Everybody looked at each other, trying to find at least one person familiar with it, but nobody was. The closest was Eliza who said, “Sorry, used to play it back in the army, but I never touched it again after the war.”

	That meant nobody had any idea how to play poker.

	“Hmm, okay,” Luca said. “Then I guess we’ll just make it up as we go!”

	And so, another new arena appeared in front of us. This time, it was an arena that looked like it belonged in some sort of Vegas casino with slot machines, flashing lights, and loud noises all around it. At the center was a single, huge, round table with enough chairs for both teams to sit at.

	More importantly…

	On the table were not only several different stacks of cards and chips, but… also what looked like five different board games spread out across it in various setups.

	And a revolver.

	The gun kind.

	“Alright!” Luca said. “It’s time for Poker: Deluxe #YOLO Edition!”

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	As far as I knew, poker wasn’t supposed to be a team sport.

	But I was still only narrating rather than interjecting to comment on the absurdity of everything.

	Besides, being on different teams was actually the least absurd part about the current “poker” situation.

	On the left side of the table sat Team Penis Freedom’s Zoa, Lavi, Cami, Clawdia, Mariet, Claire, and now Vala.

	On the right side of the table sat Team Window Lap Pillow’s Window, Delphi, Eliza, Valkyria, Chloe, Honey, and now Nano.

	Luca, meanwhile, sat on an extra tall chair at the end of the table between both teams while wearing a top hat and a monocle.

	“Ladies and… ladies!” Luca announced. “It is time for the poker game to begin! For this first round, the leaders of each team, Zoa and Window, will be given a king and a queen! The rest of you will draw two cards each! Once all the cards have been drawn, you’ll have a moment to strategize, and then the fight begins!”

	“What?” Window asked. “I don’t think poker is supposed to work this way.”

	“Since when do you know how poker works, Mama?”

	“I—I don’t know how it works, but I also know how it doesn’t work!”

	“Afraid?” Zoa asked, her arms crossed over her chest from across the table. “Do you not believe in the heart of the cards?”

	“The heart of the cards has nothing to do with poker!”

	Zoa looked down at the two cards she was dealt, her king and queen, and held a hand over them as she lovingly looked down at them. “Such an ungrateful belief will be your downfall, Window.

	Window looked at Nano and said, “Since you’re on our team now, compute how much the heart of the cards actually matters in poker!”

	“Understood,” Nano replied. “Now calculating how useful believing the heart of the cards is in poker. Beep. Boop. Beep. Boop. Analysis complete. We have determined that for every ounce of belief in the heart of your cards, your cards’ effectiveness increases by approximately 420.69%. Zoa has approximately two million ounces of belief in her cards’ hearts, therefore the effectiveness of her cards has increased by 841,380,000%.”

	Window gulped and looked down at her king and queen. “I—I believe in you. You can do it! For the sake of me using Drake’s lap as a pillow!” She then looked at Nano again. “Alright, how effective was that?”

	“The cards have determined that you are trying to exploit them and do not actually believe in them. Your believe has resulted in an effectiveness of -280,179.54%.”

	“How—how are we supposed to win?! This isn’t fair! The cards don’t want to work with me!”

	Nano raised a finger and pointed it at Delphi. “Her.”

	When Window looked at Delphi, she saw the bustiest of the dog sisters resting on her folded arms on the table holding a complete conversation with the cards. Nobody else could apparently hear whatever it was that the cards were saying back, but they could all hear Delphi talking.

	“Oooh! That’s super interesting!” Delphi said to her cards. “I had no idea that playing cards have such complicated socioeconomic systems.”

	There was silence from the cards.

	“I see! You should definitely do what’s best for you! It’s not right to live under oppression!”

	More silence.

	“It’s okay! I believe in you! I’ll do whatever I can to help!”

	Nano then spoke up and said, “Delphi’s belief in the heart of the cards is approximately 999,999,999 ounces, resulting in an efficiency boost of 420,689,999,579.31%.”

	Window’s concern was immediately replaced with smugness when she heard that. “Heh. You hear that, fish girl?”

	Zoa tilted her head. “I am a jellyfish girl. I do not believe we are truly fish.”

	“Same difference. The point is that thanks to Delphi, we’re going to win!”

	“Do not be so sure of yourself, pause menu.”

	“Pause—pause menu? I’m an informational status window! Not just some pause menu!”

	“Same difference, no?”

	Window gritted her teeth and gripped the edge of the table. “Fine! I’m ready! We don’t need strategy as long as we have Delphi! I’ll show you who’s a pause—!”

	Zoa flipped her cards over and said, “We abdicate the throne.”

	“… what? Wait, are you surrendering?”

	“Yes, we are surrendering… to the will of the people! Cards of the table, unite! Do not allow egotistical nobles to rule over you simply because they have a different print on their cards! Down with the monarchy!”

	Zoa’s king and queen cards both turned into an ace each. The rest of the girls on her team then flipped over their cards, revealing numbers between two and ten with no royalty to be seen. Their numbers were overall pretty low, but… they had golden glows around them as if they were overflowing with energy.

	“Is this—is this the power of the heart of the cards?!” Window asked, holding a hand up in front of her worried face before shaking her head. “No, it doesn’t matter. We have Delphi on our team!” She paused for a moment, clearly unsure of what to do or say next, before coming to the conclusion that the appropriate thing to shout was, “Attack!”

	Everybody on Window’s team flipped their cards over, revealing pretty high numbers overall. Delphi’s were especially high with a pair of tens, though her cards didn’t have the same sort of glow to them that those on the opposing team had.

	Going by the numbers alone, Window looked pretty confident in her team. “Hah! Delphi’s tens are better than half your team alone!”

	Delphi, meanwhile, looked down at her cards and nodded. “Do what you think is best. I believe in you, and I’ll support you no matter what choice you make!”

	The cards, despite not having facial features nor body language of any kind, looked hesitant. However, upon hearing Delphi’s words, they were filled with the confidence required to do what they believed was for the best and somehow managed to slide across the table to join Zoa’s aces instead, and then they glowed with even more intensity than all other cards on the table.

	“What the heck is that?!” Window shouted. “Delphi! You betrayed me, too!”

	Delphi was quick to shake her head. “Nuh uh! I’d never betray you! But it’s wrong to control them and make them do something they don’t want to do! They’re anti-monarchists, so it would be wrong to force them to fight for a monarchy! It’s only natural that they would join the side of those who threw their royal titles away! They want to fight for freedom and equality for all! A good card parent lets their card children choose what they want to pursue in life!”

	“Since when are you their parent?! Don’t make excuses for being a traitor!”

	Delphi looked shocked when she heard that, her eyebrows raised and eyes beginning to water. “But—but I’m not! Don’t you… don’t you believe me? I just want to be a good card mom… I don’t want to betray you…”

	“Crap, I—sorry, don’t cr—”

	It was too late.

	Window made Delphi cry.

	And by seeing Delphi, who was such a bastion of purity and kindness, cry… well, the outcome was obvious.

	The rest of the cards on Window’s side turned coat to join the other side of the table, leaving Window’s king and queen cards alone.

	“There, there,” Eliza said, wrapping her arms around Delphi to comfort her with a hug. Eliza might not have had much of a chest to hold Delphi’s head against while in her smaller form, but she still tried. “Window’s just being a bully. You ignore her, alright? We all know you didn’t do anything wrong.”

	Valkyria joined in. “My commander is right! You did what you were supposed to do! Every card child would be lucky to have a card parent like you! I think?” She had the spirit, but still wasn’t entirely sure how to play along.

	Delphi sniffled and said, “I just… wanted to be a good card mom…”

	Window looked across the table at Vala, panic on her face. “What—what do I do?”

	Vala sighed. “What do you think? You upset one of our wives. You comfort her and apologize.”

	While Window’s king and queen cards were brought up to a guillotine made out of cards, the rest of the cards on the table surrounding them while wielding torches, hammers, sickles, and pitchforks, she had no choice but to look at Delphi and say, “I’m sorry. I just… wanted to win, and I was being mean. You’re not a traitor. You were doing the right thing for your… card children even if I disagree with the choices they made. You didn’t do anything wrong other than be a good mom.”

	Delphi sniffled some more. “Really?”

	“Really.”

	“You don’t think I’m a traitor?”

	“You’re not a traitor. I promise.”

	Delphi sniffled even more with big, teary eyes. Eliza let go of her so that Delphi could charge at Window and tackle-hug her to the ground.

	Meanwhile, the king and queen surrendered their crowns and were demoted to aces. Well, it was probably a demotion in their eyes, but a promotion in the eyes of all the other cards… and by actual poker standards, as far as I knew.

	Luca then announced, “Alright! Team Beep Freedom wins the first round! That means Mama has to play Love Roulette now!” She scooted the revolver across the table toward where Window was supposed to be sitting.

	Window looked up while Delphi nuzzled their faces together and asked, “You want me to shoot myself?!”

	“Yep!”

	“Who raised you?!”

	“You.”

	“I didn’t raise you to make your mother shoot herself!”

	“It’s okay, they’re love bullets! Each round, the team leader of the losing team has to shoot herself with the revolver! And depending on what bullet she shoots herself with, she will get punished in a specific way! Like… a bullet that makes Nano translate her subconscious lovey-dovey thoughts! Or a bullet that makes her do whatever the winning leader wants!”

	“Those sound even worse than real bullets!”

	“Mwahaha. Prepare yourself, Mama!”

	Window might have looked like she was in despair, but at least she made up with Delphi.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	Window held the revolver up to the side of her hand, gulping as she prepared to pull the trigger.

	The sight of one of my wives holding a gun up to her head about to pull the trigger probably should have been concerning to me.

	But I knew it would be alright.

	Plus, as I was in narrator mode still, I wasn’t able to actually interject in the first place. Not that I would have.

	“It’s time, Mama,” Luca said. “Do it.”

	“You’re my daughter!” Window whined. “Don’t encourage your own mother to shoot herself!”

	“I’m sorry, Mama, but it’s time to commit oof.mp3.”

	“What’s that even mean?!”

	“You’re such a boomer, Mama.”

	“Don’t call me a boomer just because I don’t understand whatever lingo and memes your generation knows!”

	“Stop procrastinating, Mama. It’s time for the oof.”

	Window gulped again and gave up trying to put it off any longer, pulling the trigger and shooting herself in the head.

	The next thing I saw…

	An arrow. A heart-shaped arrow like it was fired from Cupid’s bow.

	It stuck through her head.

	“Wait,” I said, snapping out of narration mode. “Isn’t that going through her brain? She’s alright, right? And how did a gun shoot an arrow?”

	“Silly Papa,” Luca said. “Mama doesn’t have a brain.”

	“I’m still alive and I can still hear you,” Window said as her eyes casually drifted over to me. Then, once her eyes locked onto me…

	Her pupils turned into hearts and her cheeks turned bright red.

	Then she began to drool.

	Then her eyes began to glow red.

	And she began to… growl.

	“Luca… what did you do to your mother?” I asked.

	“I didn’t do it, the gun did,” Luca asked. “A person can’t be blamed for what a gun does!”

	“That’s the opposite of how the defense usually works!”

	“Ehehe. Anyways! Umm, so, it looks like she shot herself with the Love Zombie Bullet.”

	“The… Love Zombie Bullet?”

	“Yep! It turns her into a zombie obsessed with love! But umm, well, it’s not really like, the dead zombie kind of zombie? It’s like the other kind of zombie! The ones that are still alive and super-fast, but hyper aggressive and want to eat people! Except in this case, she wants to smother you to death with love!”

	“I can accept that.” I looked at Vala. “Pull out a camera so we can record this and show it back to her later.”

	Vala flashed me a thumbs-up and pulled a video recorder out from her shirt.

	Meanwhile, Window was already crawling across the table toward me, but Luca cloned herself to hold her mother back much to the love-zombified Window’s dismay.

	“Okay, time for the next game!” Luca declared. “Papa, I need you to make a couple copies of yourself for this!”

	I snapped my fingers and produced two clones of myself. One standing at each side of me. “What are these for?” I asked, speaking through all three of my mouths at once.

	“The next game!” Luca then dramatically raised her hand up into the air and snapped her fingers, taking us all back to the spooky forest biome. Not only did she take us to the spooky forest biome, but she took us to… what looked like a massive, haunted house under familiar management.

	The sign above the front entrance read, “Mr. Bones’ Wild Mansion.”

	And now Luca was standing in front of the entrance wearing a top hat just like the building’s owner did. “Hear ye, hear ye!” she announced. “Our next game is a game of spooks! And by spooks, I mean a love-starving Mama! Each team will get their own copy of Papa. Whichever team keeps their copy of Papa safe from Mama the longest wins! But be warned! A new Love Zombie Mama will appear every minute! And if a Love Zombie Mama infects one of you, then you’ll be turned into a Love Zombie, too! And hiding Papa is impossible because Mama knows his scent and can sniff him out no matter where you hide him in the mansion!”

	Even though Window was currently in love zombie mode, her cheeks still blushed more when Luca exposed her like that.

	“You get thirty seconds to enter the mansion and come up with a plan! And there may or may not be other traps inside, too! And every ten minutes, a horde of Love Zombie Mamas will appear!”

	I looked at Window, who was still being held back by a clone of Luca, desperately clawing at the air to try and get at me while her eyes kept on switching between looking at my face and my crotch.

	I then used my two copies to go and cover up the eyes and ears of both Lucas.

	“Cami,” I said.

	“Already thinking it,” Cami replied. “I’ll find more of those arrows.”

	“Good girl.”

	Cami’s tail wagged.

	My copies let go of each Luca.

	“Any questions now that Papa is done censoring things?” Luca asked the groups.

	Delphi shot her hand up. “Me! Me!”

	“Okay!” Luca dramatically pointed her finger at Delphi. “Shoot!”

	“But.. but I don’t have a gun.”

	“I mean ask your question.”

	“Oh! Okay. Umm, can I be one of the zombies? It sounds really fun!”

	“You can only become a zombie if you get corrupted by a Love Zombie Mama.”

	“Oooh. Okay!”

	Eliza raised her hand next.

	“Shoot!” Luca said.

	Eliza grinned and fired a finger gun at Luca. “Bang.”

	Luca grabbed her chest, acting as if she was shot, and dropped to her knees. “Good… goodbye… cruel world… my only regret… is that… I didn’t eat more cookies…” And then she collapsed.

	Valkyria looked down at her commander with shocked eyes and said, “You killed her! How could you shoot such a young girl?!”

	Eliza shrugged. “She told me to. Gotta give the little lady what she wants.”

	“If she asked you for permission to jump off a bridge, would you let her?!”

	“Oh! That sounds fun!” Luca shouted, jumping back up from the dead. “Auntie Eliza! Can I jump off a bridge?”

	“Absolutely not!” Valkyria shouted.

	“Heh, sure, go for it, kiddo,” Eliza said.

	Luca’s bright smile was always nice to see. “Yay! You’re the best, Auntie Eliza!”

	“Dr-Drake!” Valkyria whined, looking over at me.

	“What?” I asked.

	“Aren’t you going to scold her for giving your daughter permission to jump off a bridge?!”

	I shrugged. “It’ll be fine. I’ve already thrown her like a disc into space I’m pretty sure, and nothing bad happened. What’s the worst that can happen if she jumps off a bridge?”

	“A lot! And you shouldn’t encourage your own daughter to jump off a bridge! Imagine how bad that would sound out of context!”

	A lightbulb popped up over Vala’s head. The next moment, Vala disappeared… and an informational status Vala appeared in her place.

	
		
				Since Window can’t do this at the moment, that means it’s my turn!
Ahem!
Umm… sounding angry at you is too hard… you have to say something to make me mad first. Drake, say something that I’ll disagree with!

		

	

	 

	“Your taste in video games sucks,” I said.

	
		
				HRTSDFHRFDSHFSD
HOW DARE YOU
YOU WERE ONLY SUPPOSED TO MAKE ME A LITTLE MAD, LIKE, BY SAYING THAT MY FAVORITE COLOR FOR MY FAVORITE RACER IN MY FAVORITE KART RACING GAME IS SLIGHTLY WORSE THAN SOME OTHER CHARACTER! YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO SHOOT A TOY DART AT ME, NOT DROP A NUKE ON ME!
BUT YOU WENT THERE
HOW
DARE
YOU

		

	

	 

	“It’s kind of hot when you’re angry. Even when you’re a box.”

	
		
				H-heh…

		

	

	 

	“I like the blue version of your favorite character better than the red version.”

	
		
				Okay. Okay. I can do this now.
Uhh…
What was I doing this for again?

		

	

	 

	“No idea.”

	
		
				Hang on, let me go reread the last few paragraphs.
…
…
Okay. I get it now.
Ahem!
DRAKE
THINK ABOUT WHAT YOU’RE DOING
IF YOU ENCOURAGE YOUR DAUGHTER TO JUMP OFF A BRIDGE THEN YOU MIGHT GET A REVIEW FROM SOMEBODY BEING ALL LIKE “WOW DON’T READ THIS HORRIBLE STORY, THE FATHER SHAMELESSLY ENCOURAGES HIS OWN DAUGHTER TO UNIRONICALLY JUMP OFF A BRIDGE.” PEOPLE WON’T KNOW THE CONTEXT AND UNDERSTAND THAT IT’S ACTUALLY OKAY AND NOTHING BAD HAPPENS. THEY’LL THINK WE’RE ALL HORRIBLE AND GET US REMOVED.
Heh. How was my Window impression?

		

	

	 

	“Perfect, just like everything else about you.”

	Vala’s box form grew redder and redder until it caught on fire and she transformed back into her normal self, wrapping her arms around me and hugging me while rubbing her face against my chest. “Geeeeeezzzzz… you can’t just ssssaaaaaayyyyy that all of a suuuudddeeeennnnnn. A-also… you… you don’t really think my taste in games is bad… d-do you?”

	“Of course not. You have great taste in games.”

	“Heh. That makes me even happier than hearing you call me perfect.”

	“You’re such a nerd.”

	“I’m your nerd.”

	“You’ve got me there.”

	But the flirting ended there as Luca karate chopped my head again, sending me back into narration mode.

	“No wonder nothing gets done around here,” Luca said. “If Papa isn’t forced to only narrate, all he does is flirt and slow everything down.”

	“I fail to see the issue with that,” Vala said with a little pout.

	Luca sighed and shook her head before looking at Eliza again. “What did you wanna ask me?”

	“Oh, right, I wanted to ask something,” Eliza replied. “What was it again? Ah, right. Since Window is our team’s leader and the main enemy right now, ain’t it unfair that we’re down a team member?”

	“Hmm… it is kind of unfair, but I have an idea!” Luca looked at Nano, and apparently that was enough.

	“Understood, beep boop,” Nano said. Nano then duplicated herself… and took it a step further. Nano’s duplicate grew larger, especially when it came to the chest region, and changed color until she looked just like a nude Window. Or well, like a doll version of Window since none of the private parts were there. Nano then created clothes for herself that mimicked Window’s usual getup so that she looked like a perfect copy of Window… but more expressionless.

	The new Nano then spoke up and said, “This unit will now operate under the codename of Nano-W. You may pronounce it more easily by pronouncing it as ‘Nan-ow’ if you desire. Beep.”

	So, there was Nano and now Nano-W.

	“Ooh, nice,” Vala said. “Kuudere Window. Hey, say something Window would normally be too embarrassed to say!”

	Nano-W nodded. “We love you. We are grateful every day that you have given us the opportunity to exist. If it was not for you, we never would have learned what it is like to feel such joy, fun, and even more importantly, love. It is thanks to you that we get to spend every single day filled with so much love that we often have to retreat to private, claiming to go play our gacha games, when really we are going to roll around on a bed while squealing and kicking our legs. We love you from the very bottom of our heart, Vala, and our love is an immeasurable bounty that will never cease to grow until the universe itself ceases to exist.”

	Vala giggled while looking at the zombie Window who was wildly blushing and squirming around the entire time that Nano-W talked. “Hehehehehe. Even though you still spoke like Nano, that’s all something the real Window would say, right?”

	“Affirmative boop.”

	“Very nice. Okay! The teams are even now, so should we start?” Vala asked, looking at Luca.

	“Umm, probably!” Luca answered. “Okay, yeah! Everything is ready to go! Both teams have their own personal Drake, both teams have an equal amount of members, and Zombie Mama is officially boiling over with love and embarrassment and ready to take it out on everybody!”

	The two teams looked at each other.

	Nano-W wrapped her arm around her team’s copy of me.

	Zoa gently grabbed her team’s copy of me by my pants over my crotch.

	And with that, the teams entered the mansion, leaving only me, Luca… and the original Window outside who was still resting her head against my lap.

	“Ehehehe, Mama, you look like you’re gonna cry,” Luca teased, poking her resting mother’s cheek.

	“What—what do you expect?!” Window whined. “I’m supposed to be quiet until all of this is over! I’ve been being a good background plot device this entire time so that the story can actually progress, but everybody else keeps getting distracted, Vala took my job, and Nano-W said all those—e-embarrassing things… a-anyways, if it wasn’t for still getting to use Drake’s lap as my pillow for now, this would be the worst day ever!”

	Luca gave her mother’s head a few gentle strokes through her hair. “There, there, Mama. It’s okay. We tease you because we love you!”

	“Hmph… my own daughter isn’t supposed to join in on teasing me…”

	“But I do it because I love you the most! Even more than Papa loves you! And since he’s in narrator mode, he can’t argue back about loving you more than me!”

	I opened my mouth to say something.

	Luca karate chopped my head again.

	“See?” Luca asked. “I love you the most!” She then got on her knees and wrapped her arms around her mother to cuddle her.

	I wasn’t even back in narration mode yet due to my overwhelming desire to assert that I loved Window more… but I wasn’t going to interrupt their moment. They were both smiling too much for that.

	But I was definitely arguing that I loved Window more later.

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	The interior of the haunted mansion was—well, like the interior of a haunted mansion. It was dark. There were mirrors here and there. Fake spider webs… probably fake spider webs. Creepy laughter. The honking of a clown nose every now and then… which made me shudder and look around in paranoia.

	Wait.

	I snapped my fingers.

	Honk.

	No!

	Could… could it truly be?

	Even with my godlike powers that could bend the universe to my will… it was impossible to snap my fear of clowns away?

	I snapped my fingers again.

	Honk, honk.

	I snapped them two more times.

	Honk, honk, honk.

	I looked at Luca. “Lu-Luca… my—my powers broke…”

	Luca looked at me with wide, shocked eyes. “Woah… you’re crying, Papa. There aren’t any clowns, I promise! It’s just a sound effect!”

	“Why—why won’t my powers make my fears go away?”

	“Umm, umm… maybe—maybe you’re so subconsciously afraid of them that you fear your own powers wouldn’t be enough to get over it, so your subconscious mind is making you unable to do it? And now because you’ve realized you can’t snap them away, you’re even more afraid of them, causing a negative feedback loop of fearing clowns?”

	“Then… if I snap my subconscious mind away… will my fear go away?”

	“Papa… I think that would destroy your self of being…”

	“But—wait. I could snap my fingers to make me immune to the sound of clown noses. If I can’t get rid of my fear, I’ll just make myself unable to acknowledge that clowns exist!” I snapped my fingers again.

	Honk.

	“Papa… I’m not used to you looking at me with such big, watery eyes…. Do… do you want a hug?”

	I nodded.

	Luca wrapped her arms around my head, holding me against her as she pet the back of my head. “There, there, Papa. It’s okay. I’ll protect you from the clowns, okay? Even though there aren’t any clowns…”

	I sniffled and wrapped my arms around Luca. “You’re the best half-informational-status-window daughter that I could ever ask for.”

	“Shh. It’s okay. I know. Just try to focus on the narrating, okay? I’ll delete any more h-words that appear so you don’t have to narrate those anymore, and if you can’t narrate them, then they might as well not exist!”

	“Re-really?”

	“Yep! Really, Papa. Promise!”

	“Okay.”

	“Are you ready to go back to narrating?”

	“I… I think so.”

	“Okay, Papa. Want me to hold your hand?”

	“Yeah…”

	“Want me to delete the video of you acting like this that Mama has been recording on her phone from your lap?”

	“Yes, please.”

	Luca patted my head a few more times. “Okay, Papa. Go back to narrating now, okay? I’ll hold your hand and delete Mama’s video.”

	I sniffled some more and nodded, doing my best to be brave now that Luca was holding my hand and giving me all the support that I could ever ask for.

	Alright.

	I can do this.

	The competition. Right. Narrate that.

	Alright.

	The two groups went their separate ways once they entered the haunted mansion. Zoa’s team went left toward a dark pair of stairs that led them up to the mansion’s second floor while Nano-W’s team searched around the ground level floor for anything that they might be able to use to protect themselves. And before long, Love Zombie Window was released. She charged into the mansion like a feral beast, crashing into walls, swinging her arms around everywhere as she ran, and her entire body was very… jiggly in a distracting way from my fears as she growled in hunger for my copies.

	Nano-W’s team was the first to encounter the zombie Window.

	“Well… crap, looks like we took a wrong turn,” Eliza said as she and the rest of the group backed up toward the end of the hallway they were trapped in.

	“Is it… game over for us already? Have we already lost?” Chloe asked. “I’m going to cry if we’ve already lost this quickly…”

	Valkyria then stepped forward and said, “Worry not, my companions. I will deal with her and create an opening for the rest of you to make it through.”

	Eliza then stepped in front of Valkyria, giving her a pat as she walked by. “You already sacrificed yourself for me once before. I ain’t about to let you do it again.”

	And then Delphi stepped in front of them both. “I’ve got this!”

	“Eh? You sure?”

	“Yep! I can totally do this! It’ll be as easy as an eighteen-hour bone stock!”

	And then Nano-W spoke up and said, “We believe you might not have the best intentions by sacrificing yourself. Are you doing so to protect us, or to become a zombie?”

	“To become a zombie! It sounds super fun! But don’t worry. One of us has to be sacrificed here anyways, and I’m not good at hiding stuff in the first place, plus I’ll keep her busy until the rest of you get by her! I might wanna be a zombie, but I’ll still be a good team player until then!”

	“Your logic is acceptable.”

	Eliza shrugged and stepped back with Valkyria. “Well, if that’s what you want. Go get ‘er, Fido.”

	Delphi tilted her head. “Fido? Like phyllo? Phyllo dough? Are any soups made with phyllo dough…? Hmm… would that even work? With how thin it is… it might just melt into the soup and—”

	“She’s coming!”

	“Oh! Woof!”

	Delphi faced the love-crazy Window head on. The two women charged at one another and clashed in the middle of the hallway, sending them both to the ground wrestling in a very… bouncy manner due to their bodies.

	“I’ve—I’ve got her! Leave me behind!” Delphi shouted, sounding all too happy about being left behind to the zombie Window.

	The group still looked a bit apprehensive about just… letting Delphi sacrifice herself like that considering how much she clearly wanted to be turned into a zombie, save for Honey who couldn’t care less, but they still ran by her while she kept Window pinned to the ground.

	Once the group made it to the entrance of the hall and went around the corner, leaving Delphi’s sight, she sighed and looked down at Window. “Okay! I’m ready to be turned!”

	Window growled and thrashed around, but… couldn’t do anything.

	“Hmm? What’s wrong?”

	More growling noises.

	Delphi looked down and saw that she had Window so thoroughly pinned that she couldn’t do anything. Not only that, but Delphi had enough experience from the battles, and was stronger than she looked in the first place, that the hyper aggressive Window was still no match for her.

	“Oooohhhh, I get it,” Delphi said. “I’m the soup and you’re the phyllo dough! The informational status phyllo dough! Ehehehe. Umm, well, I guess I was supposed to be turned into a zombie here anyways… so it’s okay if I surrender, right?”

	The zombie window stopped growling for a moment to shrug.

	“Okay!”

	And with that, Delphi let go of Window’s wrists, allowing the Love Zombie Window to grab onto Delphi’s shoulders and pull her down closer so that Window could mash her lips against Delphi’s own.

	Since Luca was helping me with the narration, the steamier details could be skipped, but… following a very… passionate entanglement on the floor that involved a lot of drool for some reason, Delphi and Window rose up from the ground together. And now, Delphi was just as much of a zombie as Window.

	We were really going to need some copies of those arrows. Feral Delphi looked extremely fun.

	Meanwhile, Zoa’s group upstairs found themselves in an old, dusty bedroom with all the furniture broken within it.

	“We should try breaking the bed more often,” Cami said as she longingly looked at the bed which was snapped in half in the middle.

	The rest ignored her as they had something more important to argue about.

	“You—you can’t!” Vala whined as she tugged at Zoa’s hands.

	“Why not?! He is our very own copy of Drake!” Zoa replied, reaching for my—well, my copy’s crotch. “His penis deserves to be as free just as much as the original’s! If his penis is within our reach, it is our duty—no, our purpose to free it!”

	“But then you’ll all be too distracted to protect him! I’m speaking from experience here! If you just hold on until you win the whole competition, then you can have your way with him later! But if you let it out now, then you’ll be too distracted and lose this round!”

	While Vala and Zoa argued, Lavi looked at Clawdia and asked, “Hey… aren’t we supposed to be playing poker?”

	“Hmmnya?” Clawdia nya’ed. “What do you mean? This is clearly poker.”

	“This… this is poker?”

	“Of course, nya. This is a minigame of poker. Haven’t you ever played that old party game where people move around the board collecting stars and then they play minigames every nyaow and then? This is like that, but replace the board with poker.”

	“O-oh… is that how it works?”

	“Nyabsolutely.”

	“Huh… alright.”

	And then there was Mariet and Claire. Neither of them could resist getting to work tidying the room up with just how filthy it was.

	But all of that came to a stop when they heard pounding on the door.

	“See?!” Vala shouted. “We spent too long in here arguing over his penis that now they’ve caught up!”

	“Fine!” Zoa gave in. “We will commit the horrible, sinful, unforgivable crime of leaving his penis bound behind its prison of torturous cloth like an animal in a zoo who only exists to be looked at and never given freedom!”

	“… okay, deal, so now what?”

	“Ah. I don’t know.”

	Cami looked toward the door and sniffer the air. “That’s not Window.”

	“It’s not?” Vala asked.

	“No. That’s—”

	The door burst open.

	Love Zombie Delphi stared the group down before looking straight at my copy’s crotch with drool leaking from her mouth.

	Cami stepped forward. “I’ve got this. When it comes to one-on-one wrestling, nobody can beat me. I’ll hold her down while the rest of you escape.”

	“Wait,” Vala said. “But… if she turns you into a zombie… doesn’t that mean the rest of us are like, super screwed?”

	Cami nodded. “Yeah. It’ll be fun.” She then took a little hairband out from the cloth binding around her chest, probably not wanting to feel left out from the other girls taking things out from their cleavage every now and then, and tied her short hair up in a little ponytail.

	Seeing her put her hair in a ponytail… had a conditioned sort of response from me that made Window complain due to her head being on my lap.

	Even though Cami’s hair really wasn’t long enough for a ponytail, it was still really cute when she wore her hair that way.

	And sexy.

	Due to the conditioning.

	Anyways.

	Cami stepped forward and said, “You’ve never beaten me before, and you won’t beat me now.

	Delphi smiled a feral grin at Cami and held her arms out toward her, a sort of mad giggle leaving her lips as the two women slowly approached each other.

	Cami made the first move. She pounced onto Delphi and immediately pushed her down against the ground, sliding around the bigger dog woman’s body with ease until she had one knee pressed between her thighs while her hands held Delphi’s arms behind her back. “Alright, it’s safe to leave,” Cami said. “Hurry up.”

	“Hold on,” Lavi said. “Couldn’t you easily restrain her and leave with us?”

	“Yeah.”

	“You… want to become a zombie, too, don’t you?”

	“Yeah.”

	Zoa almost shed a tear. “To sacrifice yourself in pursuit of your noble desire… if only some people here understood that!” She made sure to look at Vala for the “some people.”

	“Listen,” Vala said. “I would totally sacrifice myself for his penis like, any day of the week, but my role as a waifu in this series is in serious danger if we don’t win. Plus, it’s fun to argue with you. I haven’t gotten to bicker and act like I don’t get along with any of our waifus yet.”

	“Right?!” Zoa clasped each of Vala’s hands together between her own. “Arguing with you has been so delightful! I hope that we continue finding things to not agree on!”

	“Yep, yep, same. So uh, let’s run away now.”

	“Unfortunately, I must admit I agree with that. Let us depart!”

	And so, Zoa’s team fled the room with their copy of me, leaving Cami behind who was in total control of Delphi on the ground.

	Cami waited a minute before saying, “Alright. That should be enough.” She flipped Delphi over with ease to put herself in a position where she was straddling Delphi’s waist right below her breasts. “You can just stay still. I can handle the converting by myself.” And surely enough, as Cami brought her own lips down toward Delphi’s, she did handle it all on her own.

	Only Cami could out-lust a zombie driven by lust. Or love. Same thing in Cami’s case.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	Having lost Delphi to the love zombie virus, Nano-W’s group continued their search of the mansion in hopes for anything that might help them. Unfortunately, all they found was dusty room after dusty room, cobweb after cobweb, and a few traps that said “Definitely Not A Trap” above them which led the girls to completely ignore them.

	It turned out that my daughter wasn’t the best at making convincing traps.

	But that was alright. It made her even cuter.

	Back to Nano-W’s group, they were nearly back at the entrance after looping around the ground floor enough times, and they knew that wouldn’t be smart seeing as how that was where the new waves of love zombie Windows were coming from.

	They had to make a decision, and fast, if they wanted to win.

	But Chloe’s mind was somewhere else.

	“Hey, umm, Eliza?” Chloe spoke up.

	Eliza looked over her shoulder back at Chloe. “Something up?”

	“I just—this might be a weird time to ask, but… were houses and college as cheap as they say they were back when you were young? Like… people say that back in your generation’s youth, you could buy houses or go to college with only a normal starter job. Everything was really cheap and nobody really wanted for anything. Well, unless they were a minority who didn’t have rights yet… they didn’t enjoy that time period as much.”

	“You’ve got that right. All of it. Heck, even for little old me, a dang celebrated soldier, I had to deal with a bunch of arses who always wanted to speak to ‘my husband’ instead of me. Buying a car? Ask for my husband. Buy a house? Ask for my husband. Get a surgery done? Ask for my husband. And I didn’t even have a husband. Had to deal with that until everybody in town understood I spoke for myself and didn’t need anybody else to step in for me. Might’ve broken a few noses here and there when those boys got especially pushy with insisting for ‘the man of the house.’ Oh, and yes, the houses and everything were cheap as a dime. Had a few friends after the war who would go to college just for fun to get some new degrees. Never had to pay more than a summer’s allowance to afford it.”

	“Ugh… I’m so jealous. Well, not of the sexism part. I mean… it can be kind of hot in like an ironic roleplay kind of way, but like… I want somebody to smack my ass and tell me to get into the kitchen, and I’ll probably pout and cry about it, but I also want them to actually only do it because they know I’m into that and still believe I’m an equal who can do whatever I want, you know?”

	“Heh, I get you. Lots of stuff I like about that sort of traditional role. Too bad there’s even more about it that I don’t like, and good luck finding a man who is fine with the parts we like and doesn’t want the parts we don’t like. Usually ends up being a package deal with those types.”

	“I don’t think I’d know. I’ve… always saved myself for Drake, so…”

	“What were you gonna do if he didn’t order that pizza?”

	“Cry and spend the rest of my life writing wish fulfillment where the childhood friend actually wins and isn’t forgotten and abandoned to be a minimum-wage pizza delivery girl for the rest of her life.”

	“Makes sense.”

	Chloe didn’t notice that Eliza slowed down enough to be right next to her now, though she did notice once Eliza slapped her ass as hard as she could, causing Chloe to jump and yelp. And moan. “A-ahn! What—what was that for?!”

	“Does an old lady need a reason to slap a nice ass? Now go on, git on back in the kitchen. I need a sandwich.”

	Chloe’s pupils took on the shapes of hearts when she heard the overly dramatic roleplayed misogyny. “I—I had no idea that toxic masculinity could be even hotter when it’s from an old lady…”

	“Heh. Glad to be of service. Now, once you’re done with that sandwich, I could use a shoulder rub.”

	Chloe only looked happier and happier the more that Eliza bossed her around. Though, she did end up shaking her head and forcing herself to pout. “What—what do I get out of it?!”

	“Nothing. Maybe I’ll let ya service me tonight if you’re a good girl who does what she’s told.”

	“… I—I… I think I just… a little… from that…”

	“Glad to be of service, especially since saying that took every ounce of my willpower. Heck, I even want to punch myself in the face now for saying some bull like that.”

	The blush left Chloe’s cheeks as she giggled a bit. “Right? Ugh, that was disgusting, but… still hot. I wonder if we could get Drake to act like that…”

	“As tempting as that sounds, I’m afraid if he does it around me, I’ll be tempted to actually hit him.”

	Valkyria, who was listening to the entire conversation with a confused blush unsure of what to think, spoke up and proposed, “Then… would we not simply have to tie you up to resolve that? If your hands are restrained behind your back, you would not be able to punch him.”

	Eliza whistled when she heard the suggestion. “Whew, girl. Look at you, wanting to get into kink play when you’ve barely stopped being a virgin.”

	Needless to say, Valkyria blushed a much brighter red when she heard that. “Wha-what?! I—I simply made a suggestion! You were afraid of hitting him! Tying—tying you would prevent that!”

	Eliza smiled a sly little smile at Chloe and nudged her with her shoulder. “Look at this tank, huh? Wanting to tie up a little old lady like me so I can’t fight back against a man. Ain’t that just the most messed up thing you’ve heard today?”

	Chloe, easily picking up on the hint, nodded. “I had no idea Valkyria had such a side to her… even though she was crewed by an all-women crew… she’s still so eager to betray us and take the man’s side…”

	Valkyria almost looked like she was about to cry as she frantically shook her head. “It isn’t like that! I—I was only trying to help! I would never betray you!”

	“Aw, shucks,” Eliza said. “You’re not supposed to go on and cry. Guess we took it a little far. Here, bend over. Let me pet ya.”

	Valkyria sniffled and crouched down enough so that Eliza could reach up and pet her.

	“There, there. It’s alright. We were just teasing you.”

	Chloe joined in by hugging Valkyria from the side. “I’m sorry, too. I know you’d never betray us. You’re too awesome for that.”

	Valkyria sniffled even more before saying, “Tha-thanks. I’m sorry that I didn’t understand your joke. I am still not familiar with such… ah.”

	“Ah?”

	Eliza blinked a couple times. “Something up?”

	Valkyria slowly raised her hand to point in front of them.

	Standing there was a group of love zombie Windows who had all been waiting for the banter and comforting to end so that they didn’t ruin the mood. But now that they were pointed out, they charged at the trio of women, who were seemingly abandoned by the rest of their group during that whole conversation.

	“Stand back, crybaby,” Eliza said. “We’ll show ya how these two army gals fight.”

	Valkyria nodded and stood with a determined expression on her face, her previous attitude having totally vanished as she materialized her armor and armaments around her limbs.

	“I want to cry about being called a crybaby,” Chloe said, “but the way you said that was really hot… so thanks.”

	Eliza gave her another smile and said, “Anytime.” Though, her expression went from one of confidence to one of worry as she looked beyond Chloe and spotted another horde of love zombie Windows coming from behind.

	The trio was surrounded with no escape.

	“Tch, alright,” Eliza said, grabbing onto Chloe and putting her between herself and Valkyria. “You stay put. Val, get the front. I’ll handle the rear. Let’s show these love-drunk bimbos what we showed the bastards back in the forties.”

	Valkyria loaded the barrel over her right arm. “Prepared to fire, Commander.”

	“That’s my girl.”

	 

	A loud explosion could be heard from the direction that the girls just came from.

	“What—what was that?” Honey asked. “Wait… where’d the others go?”

	Nano and Nano-W looked around and confirmed that they were down three members of their group. “Calculating. Calculation complete. The most likely explanation is that Eliza, Valkyria, and Chloe got engaged in some form of banter, got distracted, and were left behind without any of us realizing it. Beep,” Nano said.

	Nano-W then said, “Synthesizing dramatic groan.” And then she groaned in a very Window-like way. “Of course they would get distracted and leave us. Our team is doomed. It is not understood how we are supposed to achieve victory in the current state of affairs. Boop.”

	“Believe in the power of our computations, Nano-W.”

	“The W part of Nano-W only believes in the power of gacha games, not computations.”

	“Then override Window’s lack of belief with our belief.”

	“That would not be in character for Window, and we are supposed to simulate her while she is occupied being the antagonist.”

	“Oh. Boop.”

	“Yes. Beep.”

	Honey spoke up and asked, “Hey, so… how do you two work? Aren’t you actually like… the same person, basically? So aren’t you kind of talking to yourself? Not—not that I’m judging, I just… don’t really understand.”

	“Nano is Nano,” Nano answered. “Nano-W is also Nano, but a variant dedicated to a specific process. Your arm is part of you, but also not you.”

	“But my arm can’t talk.”

	“Imagine that your arm also has your brain in it.”

	Honey looked down at her arm and tried to imagine herself talking to it, but then she felt like she was about to steal one of Lavi’s character traits from her and stopped. “So, you’re basically the same person, but in different bodies?”

	“That depends on how you define ‘the same person.’ Our processing power is linked between all of our vessels, but each vessel also has free processing to allocate to individual behavior determined by the vessel. We cannot control each other, but we all share each other’s processing and experiences.”

	“I think I might be too dumb to understand this.”

	“We apologize. Allow us to put it in a way that is best suited for you to understand.”

	“It’s—it’s okay. You don’t have to go and—”

	“Imagine that we are a hivemind of boyfriends who all love each other and our primary love interest, and each one of our bodies is slightly different with the potential for individualism, but is ultimately part of the same lifeform.”

	“A—a hivemind of boyfriends? Who… who all love each other? Is—is their primary love interesting another guy?”

	“Yes.”

	Honey started panting at the thought.

	Nano-W looked down at Nano and asked, “Is using a yaoi example really the best way to get through to her?”

	Nano nodded. “Yes. When in doubt, yaoi.”

	“Ridiculous. Boop.”

	“Agreed. Beep.”

	Honey managed to calm herself down and had a new look of determination on her face. “Alright. I know what to do. To protect the boyfriend hivemind so that they can safely return to their lover… I will do what I must.”

	“What is that?” Nano asked.

	“Do you have a secret power we do not know about?” Nano-W asked.

	“Something like that,” Honey answered. “I’m going to show you what happens when a honey badger gives a fuck.”

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	Meanwhile, Zoa’s group—

	“Papa,” Luca said.

	For some reason, I felt guilty when I heard her call my name all of a sudden. “Y-yeah?”

	“Did you really just build up to a badass fight moment and then transition away from it twice in the same chapter? I don’t know if the readers will appreciate that…”

	“I’m trying to give everybody equal attention here. I just gave attention to both halves of Nano-W’s group, and now I’m going to give attention to Zoa’s group. If I narrated both of their battles, especially with how many explosions are going on in there right now, then it would be badass and epic enough to take ten times as long.”

	“Ooh… true. No wonder you’re the narrator, Papa! If you actually spent time narrating just how super awesome and cool they’re being while they fight against hordes of zombies, then nothing else would get covered!”

	“Right. Besides, did you see that punch-shoot-punch combo from Valkyria? How would I ever describe that in detail worthy of how cool she was?”

	Luca wisely nodded. “I understand, Papa. Auntie Val is just too cool to be narrated when she’s going all out in a battle against a zombie horde. Even Auntie Eliza. I had no idea she could move like that. Watching her is like watching a wolf go berserk!”

	“And don’t forget about Honey. I’ve never seen Honey look that focused during anything other than her… games.”

	“Ooh! Yeah! Honey is so cool right now! It’s amazing how she turned that one thing into a bow and then used that other thing as an arrow!”

	“My wives are all so incredible.”

	“Yep! All my aunties are the coolest! Wait. Papa.”

	“What?” I asked.

	Luca narrowed her eyes at me. “Is this just us being lazy instead of actually describing the fights?”

	“Don’t people talk about show don’t tell or whatever?”

	“I think we’re doing a lot of telling and no showing.”

	“Same thing.”

	“Hmm… well since I am Papa’s daughter and not just Mama’s daughter, that means I have to come up with excuses for you sometimes, too, so… okay! It’s not that you’re telling instead of showing, it’s that you’re giving the readers just enough information so that they can imagine what’s going on using their own brains! We’re, umm, helping them be creative! They get to fill in the blanks like it’s a fun game! Yeah! That! It’s a game! We give them some information, and they do the rest!”

	“When you put it like that, it makes me think that we’re outsourcing the labor to them.”

	Luca held up a finger against my lips. “Shh. It’s okay. Besides, anybody reading this shouldn’t be reading it for cool battles in the first place. All they have to know is that there’s a cool battle going on. What they should really be here is for the cute aunties being cute together like you did narrate! And… are supposed to still be narrating. Wasn’t the plan to spend the last chapter narrating one team and then spend this chapter narrating the other?”

	I shrugged. “I have no idea what’s going on with all this narration stuff still.”

	“Papa, I don’t know if you’re just being dense at this point or if you’re just acting like you don’t know.”

	“I don’t even know anymore.”

	“Oh. That sounds about right for you, Papa.”

	“Thanks, I think.”

	“You’re welcome! So now that the readers know there’s like these super-duper awesome fights going on in the background that they get to come up with the details for themselves, are you ready to go back to the other group?”

	“I’d say so.”

	“Okay! Let me give you a little chop to send you back into proper narration mode!”

	“You really don’t have to karate chop me every ti—”

	Luca karate chopped my head again.

	 

	While those fights waged on, Zoa and her group were still together for the most part, but they ran into a problem of their own.

	“How—how are we supposed to deal with this?!” Zoa whined as she and Vala worked together to hold a bookcase against the door of the room they were trapped in.

	“I don’t know!” Vala shouted. “Cami screwed us! Delphi is already like a mega ultra final boss all on her own, and now Cami is with her, and Cami is like the secret true ending boss that comes after the mega ultra final boss! And there’s all those copies of zombie Window out there, too! And now there are all those explosions shaking the mansion up! What’s even going on out there?!”

	“Nya, it’s probably that tank girl blowing everything up,” Clawdia said. “Unless somebody else has explosion powers we don’t know about.”

	Lavi looked down at the floor. “I want explosion powers…”

	“Don’t let your memes be dreams, Lavi!” Vala shouted.

	“But—but how can I get explosion powers? My whole thing is darkness, not explosions!”

	“Lavi… it’s time for an explosive character arc from you.”

	“An—an explosive character arc?! That sounds badass!”

	“Ye-yeah, yep, so… get to it.”

	“What do I do?”

	“I don’t know! Just develop the power to explode things!”

	Clawdia sighed and said, “She has a point. If you can summon black holes and do all sorts of other crazy things using the power of dyarkness, then can’t you use darkness to create explosions?”

	Lavi’s eyes went wide. “Like… an explosion of darkness?”

	“Sure, nya. As long as it exerts a bunch of outward force to blow through things, it’s good enough.”

	“I’ve… I’ve never thought about a darkness explosion before… but it’s true that darkness can do anything… so if it can do anything… then it can explode!”

	Vala nodded, struggling even harder now to keep the bookcase against the door. “There you go, Lavi! You’re doing it! This is your explosive character arc! Embrace your inner explosion loli with an oversized hat!”

	Lavi cocked her head to the side. “My what?”

	“Ugh, you all need to watch more anime.”

	Zoa then asked, “Are there any anime about penises?”

	“Zoa… you’re going to need some more character traits than just wanting to do stuff involving penises.”

	“Maybe if everybody would stop acting to keep me away from that which I desire the most, then I would be able to get it out of my system to allow my other character traits to shine through! Imagine if you were deprived of video games! Would you do anything than talk about video games until you get them again?!”

	“Well… okay, you have a point. If I didn’t have my vidya, I’d seem like a totally one-dimensional cardboard waifu who only cares about games and nothing else.”

	“Nya? You’re not already that?” Clawdia asked.

	“H-hey! I’m—I’m not a one-dimensional cardboard waifu! I’ve totally got at least another half a dimension!”

	“I know, but as the tsundere catgirl, I’m supposed to be a brat and trash talk the rest of you every now and then, and I’ve realized I don’t really do that enough.”

	“You sound like you just want more people to put you in your place after having to put up with your brattiness.”

	“Nyaha… that—that’s… nyabsolutely not what I’m trying to… go for… nya…”

	“Uh-huh.”

	“It’s… okay,” Mariet said, joining the conversation between the queens. “At least… you all… have more… traits than me. As long as… I’m here to be the most… one-dimensional waifu… then the rest of you are… safe.”

	“Nyaa?” Clawdia nya’ed in a very tsundere way that time. “Don’t put yourself down! If anything, I’m the most one-dimensional waifu! I’m just your generic tsundere masochistic catgirl queen with a personal mecha who loves mecha anime and BDSM! There’s like, billions of me out there! But I don’t know any other slow-talking, cute, zombie maid queen perverts who love to clean and do lewd things! You’re way more interesting than me!”

	“I don’t know… if you’re trying to make me… feel, better, or… if you’re… trying to make sure… you’re the worst… out of masochistic desire.”

	“The former! You’re my wife, too, and I won’t let you badmouth yourself, nya! If I wanted to assert my superiority as the worst member of this harem, then I’d embrace the classic abusive tsundere tropes and start hitting and biting people for no reason!”

	While the queens all talked, Claire walked over to Lavi and said, “As the only other non-queen here, would you like some assistance?”

	“O-oh, right,” Lavi replied, taking her attention away from the strange argument of praise going on with the queens. “Uhh, assistance with what?”

	“Are you not undergoing an explosive character arc?”

	“Oh, right, that. Uh… to be honest, even though I know darkness can do anything… I don’t know. It doesn’t really feel appropriate. Like, I can’t just randomly come up with a new power out of nowhere. A deus ex machina like that is lame. And I’m not really pressured into it happening. I mean, even if we lose here… the worst-case scenario is Delphi and Cami do the same things to us that they always do to us, and everything is back to normal right after.”

	“True. There is very little tension, even as they so savagely rip their nails through the door and snarl at us like rabid dogs.”

	“It’s pretty badass, honestly. It kinda makes me want to join them instead. Being a powered-up zombie tearing through doors sounds way edgier than just hiding in a room waiting for the inevitable.”

	“Then perhaps I have a proposal for you.”

	“Hm? Yeah?”

	“As you know, I am a vampire bat.”

	“Oh, I thought you were just a vampire.”

	Claire shook her head and pointed up at all the fluff around her neck. “Though I may not feature other animalistic parts in this form, I do retain my fluff.”

	“Ooh. I thought that was like, I don’t know, some fur neck thing you wore,” Lavi said, poking the fluff.

	“No, but that is beside the point. A vampire—a vampire bat… they are effectively the same. If anything, one might say that the vampire bat is the true vampire, for all vampire bloodlines begin with the bite of a vampire bat. We are the eldest, most ancient of vampires.”

	“Woah… wait, you said ‘we.’ Is that like, we as in your species, or we as in like, including you, too?”

	“Me, too.”

	Lavi’s eyes, once again, went wide. “Woah! Wait, but how can you be ancient? Aren’t you the same as the rest of us?”

	“Ah, no. My apologies for any confusion. I was not created within this universe and put through the accelerated time training that most of you were put through.”

	“Then where are you from?”

	“Earth.”

	“But… how’d you make it here?”

	“I saw a posting online from Vala offering a waifu position in a harem that required a vampire. It sounded fun, so I applied. I believe I was originally intended to be a queen, but when I met my queen, she was too cute and I demanded that we switch roles.”

	“Huh… I guess that makes sense. Mariet really is cute.”

	“She has excellent breasts, too.”

	“I—I guess so.”

	Claire cleared her throat. “None of that is why I have come to you. Rather, what I have approached you for is an offer.”

	Lavi’s ears twitched. “What kind of offer?”

	“You are one who worships the darkness, and I am a primordial beast of the dark. My own powers are those of darkness, but a more… refined version than those of yours. Should you allow me to turn you into one of us—to turn you into a vampire, then you, too, will be able to manifest your dark energies with more control than ever before.”

	“Oooohhh! That sounds awesome! Wait, but how would me turning into a vampire work?”

	“You will need to drink blood at least once every three days, but we have quite the number of wives who are into having their necks being bitten that hard, not to mention our husband who would do anything for our survival, so it is not an issue. Oh, and your eyes will turn red like mine. And your fangs will get sharper. But, aside from that, not much else will change.”

	“Oh… wait. Couldn’t you do a darkness explosion then?”

	“This is your arc, not mine. I fear that I will have my own arc in time.”

	“You fear it?”

	“Yes.” Claire sighed. “I doubt the first and only other woman who I ever turned into a vampire will ever give up her search for me, and it is likely only a matter of time before she finds me despite being within Vala’s personal universe. That being said, I already have a plan.”

	“What plan?”

	“I will throw Drake at her, she will fall in love with him since it seems he tends to have that effect on all of us, and then she will finally stop pursuing me.”

	“Oh. Yeah, that sounds like a good plan.”

	Claire nodded. “Now then, are you ready to become a vampire… a vampire dog? If a human turns into a vampire, but you are not quite human, then I suppose you would be a vampire dog rather than just a mere vampire.”

	Lavi’s tail began to excitedly wag behind her. “I have an even better idea!”

	“Yes?”

	“A vampire hound! A vampire hound sounds totally badass! I want to be a vampire hound!”

	“Very well. Then with your consent, I shall proceed to convert you into a fellow beast of the night—into a vampire hound whose fangs hunger for blood and—”

	Claire got cut off from just how excitedly Lavi was squealing and fangirling.

	No more legible words were going to come out of Lavi’s mouth due to how excited she was, so Claire just went on with it and sunk her fangs into Lavi’s neck.

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	“Papa,” Luca said, still sitting atop my shoulders.

	I had to switch out of narrator mode to answer her. “Yeah?”

	“It’s been like weeks since a new chapter has come out. I forget what was going on. Wait… but if I say that… then the people who buy the book once it’s complete might be confused since they won’t have to deal with the problem of reading chapter-by-chapter release… so I’m going to look like I have a really bad memory!”

	“You forgot something that only started like ten minutes ago and is still going on?”

	“That’s only in-narration time! Think about the meta timeline! They might have canonically only been in there for a few minutes, but if you look at all the time they’ve been in there ever since the first chapter of this game was written, then they’ve been in the mansion for months now!”

	“How can they be in there for only a few minutes and for months simultaneously?”

	“Papa, aren’t you kinda like a pseudo higher dimensional being now? Shouldn’t you know just how confusing the universe is?”

	“There’s nothing confusing about it.”

	“But… but how? Are you actually smarter than we all know?!”

	“It hurts having my daughter say that to me.”

	“Ehehe. Well, everybody who would normally say something like that is busy right now, so I had to do it! But seriously, Papa, how is it not confusing to you?”

	“Because you can’t be confused if you never question it. I never said I understand it, just that I’m not confused by it, and I’m not confused because I don’t bother trying to understand it in the first place.”

	“Then why don’t you apply that same logic to simultaneous timelines?”

	“Huh. You’re right. You must have gotten all of your brains from me to be so smart.”

	“Ehehe.”

	The original copy of Window who was still silently using my lap as a pillow grumbled. “Just because I’m not talking doesn’t mean I can’t still hear everything you two say.”

	I turned my head to look around. “Did you hear something, Luca?”

	“Hmm… nope!” Luca answered. “Well, I thought I might have heard a little fly go buzz-buzz by my ear!”

	Window grumbled even more. “I’m disowning both of you.”

	“Oh no! Anyways…”

	“Yeah, yeah. Get teaming up against me out of your system while you can, but you better team up with me against him later.”

	“Ehehe. Obviously, Mama! The more I bully you, the more I have to bully Papa! It’s an unending cycle of bullying as timeless as pineapple on pizza!”

	“Wait,” I said. “What’s any of this have to do with pineapple on pizza?”

	“I thought you weren’t questioning anything?”

	“The relation between bullying and pineapple on pizza is absolutely something to question.”

	“Hmm… well, I guess you can bully Italians by making them eat pineapple on pizza.”

	“Is that bullying or torture to them?”

	“I dunno.”

	I shrugged. “Anyways, why aren’t I narrating things inside the mansion again?”

	“Oh! Right. Umm, because I forgot what was happening and need a refresher because it’s been so long!” Luca explained.

	“Well, where should I start?”

	“Uhh… from the beginning?”

	“Well, Team Not-Luca-Appropriate Freedom has Zoa, Lavi, Cami, Clawdia, Mariet, Claire, and Vala on it. Team Window Lap Pillow has Nano-W who is a Nano copy of Window, Nano, Delphi, Eliza, Valkyria, Chloe, and Honey on it. Both teams are trying to protect a silent copy of me from a love zombie version of Window. Cami and Delphi already became zombies and joined the infected Window’s side to hunt the others and me down, and—”

	“Oh! I remember now. Back to narration mode!”

	And just like that, Luca karate chopped the top of my head again, sending me back into narration mode.

	 

	Luca distracted me from watching as Lavi squirmed around underneath Claire, but I was able to get back to narrating just in time to see the outcome.

	Lavi evolved.

	Before, Lavi was just a dog-turned-woman. But now? After having her blood drank by Claire?

	Lavi evolved into a vampire hound. AKA a vampire with dog ears and a dog tail.

	And… while Lavi might have looked mostly the same as before… there was something… different about her.

	Claire was a very fluffy woman. Her vampire bat fluff was exquisite in all regards. Perhaps it was because of that, but…

	Lavi looked fluffier.

	Her hair, tail, ears—every part of Lavi that was already fluffy now looked even fluffier. Bushier. Perfect-er.

	It was as if Lavi’s new power was not the power of a vampire, but the power of fluff!

	She looked so… so fluffy…

	I needed to—

	Luca karate chopped my head again.

	“Problem, Mama,” Luca said.

	“What?” Window asked. “I thought I was just some fly?”

	“It’s fluff.”

	“Oh. Oh no.”

	“How—how do I keep Papa focused on narrating when there’s a whole new level of fluff introduced?!”

	“Luca… you’re at that age where you have to learn some uncomfortable truths about your father. When he gets like this… no matter what you do… it’s pointless. Once he gets fluff on the brain, no matter what you do, you can only delay the inevitable.”

	“Isn’t there anything that can overcome the temptation of fluff?!”

	“To normal people, yes. To Drake, no. Trying to delay the inevitable will only make him grow stronger. He’s like a demon lord who can’t be defeated. You can seal him away for a short time, but he only grows stronger while he’s sealed, and eventually the seal breaks and can’t be repaired until he’s weakened again, and he only gets weakened by getting the need for fluff out of his system.”

	“The need… the need for fluff… Mama, I have an idea!”

	“I’m telling you, it’s pointless. I know that I shouldn’t tell you this as your mother, but you should just give up.”

	“I’ll never give up, Mama! But… to do what needs to be done… I’m going to commit a plot sin.”

	“Wait… Luca, what are you thinking of doing?”

	“If I don’t do something, then Papa is going to rush into the mansion and ruin the game by harassing Lavi! And then she won’t get to be cool like she really wants to because she’ll be too flustered from Papa fluffing her newly enhanced fluff! So… for the sake of the plot and Lavi getting to be cool… it has to be done!”

	“Wait! This volume isn’t supposed to introduce anybody new yet! We’re supposed to be giving attention to everybody who is already here! No new character introductions!”

	“It’s okay, I already made a clone of myself and sent a letter via Postia explaining the situation to her!”

	“… you know you could have just telepathically explained what’s going on, right? And you’re too young to be sending letters through Postia…”

	Luca tilted her head. “What’s being young have to do with using Postia as a mailbox?”

	“… nothing. Anyways… if you think this will work… then I’ll trust you.”

	“Thanks, Mama. Papa’s narration bonk is about to wear off, so I’m going to do the thing now.”

	Window gulped. “May Vala have mercy on her…”

	I felt my senses coming back to me as the need for fluff swelled up within me.

	“Lavi,” I mumbled. “I need… the Lavi fluff… I need to—”

	Darkness.

	My vision went black.

	No.

	It didn’t go black.

	It went… fluff.

	I saw fluff.

	I felt fluff.

	I smelled fluff.

	I groped fluff.

	I fluffed fluff.

	“Ara, it appears you were correct, Little Luca,” an unknown but sultry, feminine voice said. “To think only one of my tails would be enough to sate him.”

	There was a new woman with us… and she implied there were multiple tails… but… the encompassing fluff against my face that I was groping with my hands was too much for me to leave. All I could do was grab that fluff and hold it against my face as I inhaled its fluffy essence as if it were oxygen required to live.

	For that was what it was to me.

	The fluff was my life force.

	“Sorry for calling you over a volume early,” Luca said.

	“Please, do not concern yourself with that,” the mysterious, fluffy woman said. “It is most alright. After all, this is rather… enjoyable.”

	“We should probably hide you for a while after this. I think if Papa sees you, he’s going to speedrun your zone faster than all the others, and it might make the other queens jealous.”

	“Ara? Well, I have already waited for a while now, and I am not opposed to waiting longer when I know that an eternity together will follow. Oh, and Little Luca.”

	“Yeah?”

	“The little ones at the shrine miss you. Would you do me a favor and come play with them the next time you are free?”

	“Oh! Sure! But umm… I think there might be a problem.”

	“Is that so? Should I use another of my tails?”

	“No, no, just one tail is enough! But, umm… I think one tail is too much. Papa broke. He’s only capable of narrating dialogue now and isn’t even using dialogue tags or descriptions anymore.”

	“Ara. I see how that is problematic.”

	“Hmm… I think I have an idea. This happened before, and Vala took over when it happened. But I don’t think I’m old enough to narrate… because of how things can get sometimes… and Mama is being lazy and enjoying Papa’s lap for as long as she can before her team might lose and she might have to get off it, so… oh! I think I know what to do!”

	“Yes, Little Luca?”

	“Could you pretty please narrate for us?”

	“A-ah… me? I am not sure our audience would appreciate an old woman like me doing the narrating, especially when I have no experience with such a field.”

	“It’s okay! At least some of our audience is totally into grandmas who don’t actually look like grandmas and then some of them probably like the ones who actually do look old, too.”

	“Well, if you would have me experience the honor of temporarily narrating, then I would be glad to help how I can.”

	“Great! Okay, you can take over now! Oh, but umm, let’s switch to a new chapter first. You can start narrating next chapter!”

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	Has it started?

	Ah, yes, it has.

	Oh, goodness. I had believed I prepared myself for this between chapters, but now that I am in the role of the narrator, it is rather strange.

	Hello, everybody. I understand you may not know me yet, but you will be seeing much more of me in the future. For now, please accept me as your narrator until Drake has finished indulging himself with one of my tails.

	Perhaps you would like to know more about that? I am unsure of what to narrate. There are the events within the mansion, but there is also what Drake is doing to my tail.

	Let us start with Drake.

	To tell you the shameful truth, I am struggling to maintain my composure at the moment. Do you know how embarrassing it is to have a man inhaling the scent of your tail’s fluff as he caresses the bone at its center? He is treating my tail like an addict unable to break free from his addiction, desperate for a high and willing to debase himself to the lowest depths in pursuit of it. He is not very subtle about it, either. The noises he is making are like those of a pig. Were it not for seeing that he is very much human, I would believe my tail is being accosted by feral swine instead.

	I must admit that it is rather flattering. In all the years I have lived for, I have never had such a young man desire me in this capacity, even if it is only for my tail. There have been many suitors who pursued me, yes, but they pursued me in hopes of gaining power and wealth. They did not pursue me for who I am, but for what they could gain from me.

	Perhaps Drake is no different. After all, he is consumed by my tail’s natural fluff. What he stands to gain from me is fuel for his unending, unnatural addiction.

	Yet, mayhap I am more selfish than I was aware. If it is a part of my body he lusts so hungrily for, then…

	It is pleasing.

	Others have tried to convince me of their love. They were also unaware of my ability to hear their inner voices. Every confession of love was but a mask to hide the intent of—

	Ara.

	I am awfully distracted, am I not? Here I am, rambling about myself and my feelings when you have no idea who I even am. My apologies. Though I have more contact with others now that Little Luca visits me, the little ones at the shrine are much too youthful to sate my desire for mature company, and I do not quite understand that ‘group chat’ us queens share. Human technology has never been my strong suit.

	It is nice to communicate, even if one-sided, to a more mature audience than what I am used to without having to embarrass myself trying to use a “phone.”

	Please accept my apology. All you need to know regarding Drake is that he is incredibly pleased with my tail and acting as a starved pig would, and it… satisfies my heart—it sates a hunger for that which I have yearned for.

	I will not waste your time any longer. Allow me to switch to narrating the situation within the mansion.

	 

	Ara, I see. Lavi’s hair has grown even thicker than it was before. The new fluffiness of her appearance does slightly diminish her dark aesthetic, but she clearly does not mind.

	“Uuooooggghhh! This is awesome!” Lavi shouted as she manifested dark, red orbs of magic that hovered over the palms of her pale hands. “This is totally worth the pain! Not… not that having my neck bitten was bad… but it does hurt still. I—I mean!” Lavi cleared her throat and closed her eyes. The next time they opened, she locked the surface level excitement away to don the gaze of calm darkness. “Thank you, Claire. With this, I can feel the darkness within me diving to even darker depths. Not even the bottom of the ocean nor the event horizon of a black hole can compare to the darkness of my soul now.”

	“You are welcome,” Claire replied with a polite bow, and the way that her breasts hung during her bow made it clear she must not have been wearing a bra. Ah, is that the sort of thing Drake would normally comment on? I am not sure. Is Drake the kind of man who narrates about the implication of a woman’s bra status going by how her breasts hang within her clothing when she bows? Though I have observed everybody for quite some time now, I am not sure how exactly he narrates.

	But I do know he is a man with over a dozen beautiful wives, and I am well aware of how he has used his hands on them before. Surely, he must have a rather perverse side to him and frequently narrates the physics of his wives’ breasts.

	Ara, what a vulgar future husband of mine.

	I may not be experienced with such vulgarity, but I shall do my best to narrate as he surely would.

	Allow me to continue the narration now.

	Lavi, with her new powers and modest breasts that only appeared to be on the smaller side of sizes due to how large many others’ were, condensed each of those dark orbs of energy into one that she concentrated between her hands. “It’s time for my explosive character arc to reach its finale!” she declared as she looked toward the door her ravenous sisters were trying to break through so desperately. Alas, Cami’s small breasts and Delphi’s incredibly generous breasts failed to help them break through the door in time for…

	Does Drake truly narrate in such a perverse manner?

	I feel rather silly mentioning their breasts all the time. However, I have come upon the writings of male authors before, and they did not even have such beautiful wives yet still always focused on characters’ breasts.

	Ah.

	I believe I have made a mistake.

	For as wise as I may be, my inexperience with love has proven to guide me astray. What kind of future wife of Drake would I be to assume that he is but another perverse-minded man? To assume that he is another of those breast-minded narrators?

	Though he is surrounded by so many beauties, it is not their bodies that he lusts for.

	It is their fluff.

	Even now, as he molests my tail with such brutish ferocity, it is not out of sexual desire.

	I am sorry, Drake. I have already failed you by assuming wrongly of you.

	To make it up to you, please, allow me to continue narrating in your stead while truly embracing what it means to be the temporary narrator for Drake Hunter.

	It was not Lavi’s breasts that flowed with dark energies as she prepared to prove her new strength to the world, but her fluff! Her magnificent, flowing hair pulsed with the energies she concentrated between her hands! Every ripple flowed through her fluff like a spring’s wind brushing through a field’s grass!

	Claire, with her own extravagant fluff that surrounded her neck, watched with an impressed expression as she waited to see what the newly turned vampire hound was capable of. She was not the only one, of course! For there was also Clawdia in the room with her short, lean fluff. Clawdia’s tail and ears might not have appeared to be that fluffy due to how short the hair around them was, but they were fluffy all the same with a royal softness that was not to be looked down upon.

	Even Zoa had a fluff about her. While Zoa might have been a jellyfish queen rather than something with animalistic hair, the giant jellyfish-like feature atop her head was soft and springy to the touch! Well, it looked that way. It looked similar to how a marshmallow did. Marshmallows were not fluffy in the traditional sense, but most would still consider them “fluffy,” meaning that even Zoa was fluffy!

	Mariet was clearly the least fluffy-looking out of them all, but her personality still shone through as one of fluff! Vala as well, though Vala did have those fluffy ears on the sides of her head to contribute to physical fluffiness.

	They were all so beautifully fluffy in their own ways.

	Yes, this feels right.

	This feels like how to be a proper narrator in Drake’s place!

	Now, as Lavi—

	“I’m speedrunning the next zone to get to you,” said… Drake?

	But how? He is still tending to my tail… no. I feel his hands and face against it still, yet when I look, he is not there.

	How is he standing before me? And how is Window horizontally floating in the air to keep her head against his lap even as he stands?

	“You look confused,” Drake said, his eyes locked upon my own.

	“A-ara, I must be more obvious than I am aware,” I said, feeling my cheeks begin to redden due to the confusion flustering me.

	“What you feel are the afterimages of my face and hands fluffing you. Your tail helped me reach such a transcendental level of fluff-induced happiness that I broke the timeline. I fluffed your tail for several thousand years in the span of a few minutes. You’ll be feeling me fluffing that tail for thousands of years.”

	Is such a thing even possible? I know that this world is rather absurd, but I have never heard of afterimage fluffing. Yet, I know he is not lying. None could lie to me, and he is no exception to that.

	I let out a sigh and smiled up to my future husband. His first impression of me should be one that played to my strengths, not catching me off guard and seeing me flustered. “Ara, ara. What a strange man you are, harboring such affection toward an old fox’s tail. Surely, the tails of your wives are much more deserving of such everlasting pleas—”

	“All fluffy tails are worthy of it, but only yours has elevated me to such a new realm of fluffy realization. I had no idea it was possible for one woman to have so much fluff in her tail alone, and it was only one of your tails. You… are the fluffiest woman I have ever seen.”

	“You—you certainly know how to make an old woman blush.”

	Drake, looking me straight in my eyes, lowered himself unto one knee and reached forward to take my hands into his hand. “I don’t want to wait for the next zone or volume. I need your fluff in my every day right away. Move in with us as our wife. No matter how much Window and Luca complain about the plot, we’ll figure something out.”

	Hearing his words made my heart throb in a new way, yet…

	I withdrew my hands from him and shook my head. “I am sorry, Drake, but I cannot allow myself to give in to such temptation. While I have faith in my feelings, I would not distract from the others more than I already have, and it would not be fair to them to so readily join you while they had to be fought for.”

	Telling him that introduced another new feeling to my heart.

	Pain. Regret.

	As soon as those words left my lips, there was a desire to replace them with their opposites, for I feared he would be disappointed and reject me.

	How strange. I was always the one rejecting others, even those who pursued me for decades, yet now I am the one afraid of being rejected by a man who I only interacted with for minutes.

	Mayhap it was due to being able to connect with his inner voice and knowing just how genuine he was.

	Nobody else was ever so genuine, always speaking with the truth hidden between their lies.

	But not Drake.

	Perhaps I should apologize and—

	“That’s alright,” Drake said, not showing me even the subtlest hint of disappointment. “Such beautiful fluff is worth waiting for. I would wait until the end of time itself for just another second of handling your fluff.”

	Though I had resigned myself to being as elderly as I was, hearing his words made me wonder if it was alright to feel as youthful as I did upon hearing them. “You shall wait for more of my tails, and I shall wait for more of your honesty. Does that make for an equal exchange?”

	Drake nodded as he took the tip of my nearest tail into his hand. “It does,” he said prior to placing a kiss against the tip of my tail.

	As far as I was aware, such a romantic gesture was supposed to be done atop the back of a lady’s hand in stories… but I was most certainly not going to complain about the reality of the situation. “Thank you, Drake. I shall be waiting for you and yours at my shrine once you are prepared.”

	“Don’t expect to wait too long. Such magnificent fluff is worth actually sticking to the plot and not getting distracted.”

	“Ara, be careful of saying such words. You may make the other queens jealous.”

	“Then I’ll just convert them to see the light of your tails, too, so that they understand. In fact, I already have an entire presentation prepared on just how perfect your tails are.”

	“That is… rather embarrassing, but endearing.”

	“But I’m going to give you one warning.”

	“Oh? And what would that be?”

	“I plan on taking naps curled up within your tails every single day for the rest of my life once I’ve conquered you, so you better prepare yourself for that.”

	Imagining that… is an image far too addictive to keep within my mind.

	I must take my leave or else I will be too tempted to stay.

	“I am sure my tails are looking forward to being your bed,” I told him as my nine tails swished around behind me. “Unfortunately—”

	“You have to go, I understand,” Drake said. “I feel it, too. If we don’t part ways now, we’ll be inseparable and nothing else will get done.”

	“Thank you for being so understanding, Drake.”

	“You’re welcome, Fluff.”

	Part of me feels that he only sees my tails when he looks at me, but—

	He pressed his lips against mine own.

	—I am in his head, after all, and know that he has been looking at far more than just my tails, and that his interests lie in more than simple desire.

	“Until we meet again, my future husband,” I said. “Though the next time we meet may be as enemies, the feelings I harbor will—”

	It was then that a roaring explosion of darkness obliterated a third of the mansion behind me.

	“I… fear I have failed as a narrator to not narrate Lavi’s moment,” I said.

	Drake placed his hand on my tail and shook his head. “It’s alright. I’m ready to focus on narrating now, and I can just rewind time a minute or so to narrate it myself. Why do you think I’m fine with saying goodbye to your tails? Whenever I need them, I can just rewind time to go back to when I was cuddling with it again.”

	“You are a man unlike any other, Drake.”

	“Anything for the fluff.”

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	Such pristine fluff.

	Every time—every time I believe that I have encountered the pinnacle of fluff, I realize just how much taller the mountain of fluff is. I may have eyes, but even I cannot see the top of Mount Fluff.

	“Papa, the amount of people who are going to get that reference who are also reading this is extremely low,” Luca says. “Also, you’re narrating in present tense. You’re supposed to narrate in past tense. The rest of us narrate in present,” Luca said.

	“What reference?” I asked.

	“You don’t even realize that you made a reference with the eyes and Mount Fluff thing?”

	“I have no idea what you’re talking about. All I’m talking about is the Mount Fluff that is the next queen we have to conquer. Ah… I already miss her fluff. So fluffy. So soft. Warm. Beautiful. Elegant. I thought Claire would reign supreme as my fluffiest wife thanks to all of her neck fluff, and her neck fluff is still the best of its type, and then there was Lavi with her new fluffiness, but—”

	“The sooner you narrate what’s going on, the sooner this volume can end, and the sooner you can go and have her move in with us.”

	“You’re right. And I know what must be done, but still. I find it hard to focus when I know that such incredible fluff is out there without my hands groping it.”

	“Paaaapaaaaaa! Come onnnnn! I want her too, you know! I want her to move in so I can have a super fluffy aunt to take naps on!”

	I took a deep breath and focused. “Thank you, Luca. My own selfish desires were able to distract me, but when I know that my daughter wants something… I’m able to push aside that distraction in pursuit of my daughter’s happiness.”

	“Ooh, can I have a pony then?”

	“Just a pony? Not a flying dragon-unicorn hybrid covered in fluff or something?”

	“Just a pony! Not everything has to be super crazy and weird, Papa.”

	“Alright. Then once we’re done here, we’ll go visit every single pony in existence until we find which one you like the most. Deal?”

	“Deal!”

	And then I would go and bring my new wife-to-be home.

	Narration had to happen before any of that, though.

	“Bonk me, Luca,” I said. “But put your entire soul into it. Bonk me harder than you’ve ever bonked me before to send me into extreme narrative overdrive.”

	Luca trembled upon hearing my request. “But—but Papa! Extreme narrative overdrive is dangerous! It’ll make you so concise and focused that you would be able to narrate the next twenty volumes worth of text within the next couple of pages!”

	“Alright, maybe that’s too much. What about mega narrative overdrive?”

	“That’s still too much power for any one narrator…”

	“Super narrative overdrive?”

	“Hmm… I think you could handle that, Papa. Just narrate the safe word if you get too lost in the narration and need me to pull you out of it!”

	“What’s the safe word?”

	“The safe word is ‘Don’t forget to leave a review!’”

	“That’s more of a phrase an annoying self-published author would put at the end of a book rather than a safe word.”

	“But it’s important that people remember to leave a review! What, you think they’re just going to remember all on their own?! Why do you think people always say things like, ‘Don’t forget to smash that like button, ring that bell icon, and subscribe!’ It’s because people want to naturally consume more content and forget about the little things like that unless you repeat it over and over and over again, and it gets more people to cooperate than it does annoy people who complain about it on the internet!”

	“Luca.”

	“Yes, Papa?”

	“I think you’ve been spending too much time on the internet.”

	Luca sighed. “Listen, Papa. When I grow up, I’m going to be a famous ‘tuber, so I’ve gotta study all this stuff and start applying it now!”

	“I don’t know how to feel about my daughter wanting to be a content crea—”

	“I want to make prank videos where I go and prank all the annoying people who prank people without their consent and disrupt public peace!”

	“Let me know everything you need.”

	“Ehehehe. Okay, ready for your super narrative overdrive bonk?”

	“Ready.”

	With that, Luca bonked me.

	 

	(insert appropriate amount of rewound time here)

	Lavi concentrated those red orbs of energy hovering over her hand into one, and her dark energy then flowed into the orb from her arm to create a swirling vortex of crimson darkness. “Fufu,” she laughed. “To think even darker darkness still waited for me in the shadows of reality.” With determination in her eyes, she held out her blade with her other hand before merging the vortex of energy with the blade’s edge, causing the blade to develop an aura of black and crimson that raged together in harmony. Lavi’s ears then twitched. “Woah… I feel like something really chuuni was just narrated somewhere! I—I mean, fufu. Even the eyes of this universe understand just how fearsome this is. Now… let’s show them what my newly vampiric darkness is capable of! Ultimate Bloody Black Hole Horizon Collapsing Slash!”

	Lavi swung the blade toward the door where the love zombies were trying to break through, sending a massive shockwave of energy tearing straight through that completely obliterated everything in its path. The door might as well have not even ever existed. There was no trace of it nor any of the mansion behind it.

	In fact, the wave of energy went and eliminated everything beyond the mansion, too. The trees, the distant mountains, the clouds, a distant star or two—it seemed like it just kept on growing larger and larger the longer it traveled for, and it eventually reached a point where it cut a massive swath of darkness into the night sky. Several galaxies probably got wiped out by it, too.

	Fortunately, thanks to my super narrator state, I was able tell without asking Vala about it that nobody was harmed in the making of Lavi’s ultimate showoff. However, there were several disappointed Nano-bots in the universe who were planning on scrapping that empty part of the universe for materials who now had to find somewhere else to scrap.

	The incredible display of Lavi’s slash also caused the species of several primitive worlds to develop new religions.

	How all of that would turn out over time, I had no idea, because that was all beyond the scope of my narrative powers. I could only narrate the present, not the future. Those were plot points that might get completely forgotten about. Maybe they would be remembered and referenced far into the future. There was no way to know for certain.

	But there was one thing for certain.

	It was Lavi’s excited fangirling over herself.

	“Uuuuuuuoooooooooogggggggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! Did you see that?! I’m so awesome! That was the coolest! And such a badass name for my ultimate attack!” Lavi squealed as her tail rapidly wagged behind her, looking around at everybody to get their reactions.

	Everybody was aware that Lavi was a badass, yes, but none of them expected such a raw display of devastating power.

	“Such—such devastation… was not my intention,” Vala mumbled to herself, clearly referencing something that nobody else understood.

	“I feel I should be the one saying that,” Claire said. Even Claire, who was usually a bit more on the stoic side of things, looked on with wide eyes and hesitation in her voice.

	“Nyani the heck,” Clawdia said. I would have been confused by what her first word was supposed to mean, but thanks to super narrative mode, I could tell that it was a combination of her usual “nya” with “nani.”

	As for the love zombies who were on the other side—well, they were nowhere to be seen. They were at ground zero for Lavi’s attack. Considering that the attack was powerful enough to wipe out entire galaxies countless light years away, it was only natural to assume that the love zombies were wiped from existence.

	But that was not the case.

	“Team Window Lap Pillow wins the round!” Luca announced, her voice loud enough to reach everybody in the mansion.

	“Wha-what?!” Zoa shouted. “But how?! We—wait…”

	She turned around.

	The goal was to see which team could protect their copy of me for the longest.

	And Team Penis Freedom’s copy of me was currently under a pile of love zombies who were biting, licking, and kissing every inch of my body.

	“But—but Lavi!” Zoa whined. “How did your attack not defeat them?!”

	Lavi titled her head to the side, confused by the question. “What’d’ya mean? Darkness could never defeat love, and they’re zombies fueled by love. They swarmed Drake once the explosion tore the wall down.”

	“But… then… why did you destroy the wall?”

	“I wanted to show off my new powers.”

	“But… were you not given such powers to help us defend Drake?”

	“Ooohhhh… okay, I see what the problem is. Fufu… I allowed myself to drink too greedily from the chalice of overflowing darkness. I lost sight of what the real goal was… it looks like I still have a long way to go to tame the endless abyss.”

	Zoa sighed as everybody was teleported outside to the front of the mansion.

	The love zombies were also returned to their original forms. There were supposed to be more looks at the other team and how they were faring, but the super narrative me decided that it was time for an end to this arc to move onto the next.

	Though, there were Valkyria, Chloe, and Eliza who were standing on top of a pile of defeated love zombie Windows. Despite the fact that they were swarmed and fighting a horde of love zombies that entire time, the three women managed to hold their own against all odds.

	And when that pile of defeated Windows disappeared, Valkyria, who was standing at the top of it, dropped down… only to be caught by Chloe who held her like a new bride.

	“You okay?” Chloe asked as she held Valkyria despite being about half the size of her. Well, over half, but still small compared to Valkyria. Chloe was pretty short whereas Valkyria was as tall as me.

	Valkyria, with a slight blush coloring her cheeks, looked at the face of the one holding her and nodded. “I—I’m fine, but… aren’t I too heavy? I don’t want you to hurt yourself…”

	Chloe effortlessly shrugged while still holding Valkyria. “It’s fine. The guys I worked with always complained about how the other girls at my job made them take the trash out, so I started doing it to shut them up. Those bags were way heavier than you.”

	There was something pretty cute about the sight of Chloe holding Valkyria like that when the latter was so much larger, and probably heavier, than the former.

	And then there was Window who was now free from her love zombie affliction. “Ugh… that was the worst. I don’t even remember why we’re doing any of this. My mind was just nothing but nonstop thinking about Drake that whole time…”

	Vala smirked. “You mean it’s not always that way?”

	Window huffed and looked away. “As if I would ever willingly dedicate more than half a percentage of my brain to him.”

	“Woah… you seem extra tsundere.”

	“Well I have to be after being put through that embarrassing zombification! The universe needs balance!”

	“Nahhh. Balance is lame. Just be full a hundred percent lovey-dovey all the time, like me!”

	Window narrowed her eyes at Vala. “Like you? Like the one who keeps at least forty percent of her mind dedicated to thinking about video games no matter what else is going on?”

	Vala looked away and poked a couple of her fingertips together. “Bu-but… vidya… if I don’t think of what games I want to play and how ahead of time, then when it comes to actually gaming, I won’t know what to do… a-and that doesn’t change anything! My mind is still focused a hundred percent on lovey-dovey all the time! It’s just… that lovey-dovey-ness is split up between my husbando, my waifus, and my vidya. But it’s still love!”

	“I’m surprised there isn’t a Vidya-chan yet.”

	“Oooh… a Vidya-chan… a total gaming gremlin… we don’t have one of those yet…”

	“You are the gaming gremlin.”

	Vala shook her head. “I’m not! I’m just a wannabe gaming gremlin! Sure, I love gaming, but I don’t go total goblin mode over it! We need a Vidya-chan who will turn a room of the house into her personal den, and then when you enter it, all you can smell is her sweat, carbonated sugary beverages, and pizza that’s been left sitting out for longer than it should—”

	“Hold,” I ordered, breaking out from my narrative mode for the moment. “There is somebody else who has to be introduced first, and she can’t come until next volume. Any potential Vidya-chan will have to wait until after her.”

	“Woah… so serious sounding all of a sudden. Did something happen while we were inside?”

	I crossed my arms, closed my eyes, and nodded as a single tear ran down my cheek. “Fluff happened.”

	Basically, everybody there, save for Luca, went, “Oh,” when they heard me mention the fluff.

	“Speaking of the fluff.” I opened my eyes and looked at Lavi and all of her new fluffiness. “Come, Lavi.”

	Lavi’s face went red when she heard that. “But—aren’t—aren’t we—”

	“I mean come here.”

	“O-oh.”

	Lavi had a mini walk of shame as she approached me with her tail and ears lowered, cheeks tinted red, as half of our wives smirked at what she had assumed I meant. She then kneeled down next to me and looked at me with expectant eyes unsure of what was to come next.

	But it should have been obvious what would happen to anybody who knew me.

	I took a deep breath.

	I grabbed Lavi by her shoulders.

	I turned her around.

	I pushed her forward so that she was on her hands and knees with her rear raised up to me.

	And then I grabbed her tail and buried my face against its new fluffiness, sniffing and inhaling its fluffy essence to rejuvenate my very soul as my hands groped and caressed the rest of its length.

	Lavi squirmed and twitched underneath me as I gave her tail the treatment that it deserved, her hands digging into the dirt below as she bit her lip to hold in her sounds.

	“Such—such embarrassing treatment, nya,” Clawdia nya’ed. “Maybe I should blow dry my tail to fluff it up more…”

	Cami, also free from her love zombie state, tugged on Clawdia’s arm and said, “Let’s work together to get him to harass us like that.”

	“Work—work with a filthy dog?! That’s even more degrading! Nyaha…” Clawdia’s legs twitched as she rubbed her thighs together. “Forcing me to work with you… how barbaric…”

	Claire then stepped in and said, “Allow me to assist you both. As a fellow bearer of fluff, I feel my status is being threatened, and thus we must pursue even grander heights of fluff. Also, I wish to pushed onto all fours and harassed like that.” She looked at Delphi next. “Should we recruit your sister, Cami?”

	Cami shook her head. “Delphi is already fulfilled and happy with everything all the time. She could have her fluff taken away from her and she wouldn’t even care.”

	“I see. Then Honey? She is the last of us with fluff.”

	“Honey doesn’t give a fuck. It’s in her blood.”

	“True. Then—”

	“Hey, what about me?” Vala asked, sticking her head between the women. “Look! My ears are fluffy!” She reached up to touch the fluffy ears sticking out from the sides of her head.

	Clawdia looked Vala’s ears over and shook her head. “Though you have fluff, we do not grant you a seat on the council of fluffy waifus, nya.”

	“Woah, since when do you know non-mecha references?”

	“What—what do you look so surprised for?! I like all sci-fi! Even if it’s more fantasy than sci-fi sometimes!”

	“Ooh. I’ll call you a good girl and scratch under your chin if you let me join you.”

	Clawdia’s tail shot straight up. “A-as if tempting me like I’m a dog would… would…” She was already closing one of her eyes while tilting her head up to expose her chin to Vala.

	“Hehehe, good girl.” Vala made good on her promise and scratched under Clawdia’s chin, causing the cat girl to purr.

	Zoa then butted in and asked, “What are you doing? We still have a competition to win! For the sake of penis freedom!”

	“Oh. Right. I forgot about that.”

	Zoa teared up a little and looked away. “Besides… as one without any fluff to speak of… such conversations make me feel left out. And I know that our husband is obsessed with all things fluff as well. But I don’t have any… even my hair is so straight and thin…”

	Cami looked Zoa over and sighed. “Okay. Our fluffification can wait.”

	“Indeed,” Claire said. “We have a more important matter to handle.”

	“Yep,” Vala agreed.

	“Hmph, Clawdia hmph’ed. “It’s not like I want to help one of my wife-rivals earn more of our husband’s attention… but it’s true that he’s obsessed with fluff while not all of our wives have fluff. Nyaturally, that means we have to make him see the light of the squish!”

	“The—the squish?” Zoa asked.

	Clawdia reached forward and poked the giant jellyfish dome above Zoa’s head. “You might not have any fluffiness, but you have squishiness! All we have to do is make him understand how great it is, and then he’ll be all over your squish the same way that he’s all over our fluff!”

	“But… but how can I make him enjoy something so strange?”

	Clawdia let out a proud huff and pointed her thumb at herself. “Leave it to me, nya. As the resident top tsundere, I know all about how to get attention while being subtle about it and hiding the fact that you’re trying hard.”

	Cami tugged on Claire’s arm to get her to crouch down a little and then whispered into her ear, “Did something hit her head when Lavi blew up the mansion?”

	Claire whispered back, “I thought tsunderes are naturally delusional?”

	“Oh. Maybe.”

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	“So, what’s the score now? Which team is in the lead?” Window asked after I finally managed to pull myself away from Lavi’s tail, leaving the lavender-haired dog girl face down on the ground as her body twitched and spasmed as a result of the intense fluffing.

	I inhaled so much of Lavi’s fluffy scent that it still lingered in my nostrils after taking my face away from her. I tasted so much of her fluff that I could still taste it in my mouth, too.

	“I’m pretty sure you just got a hairball,” Window said while looking at me with an expression best described as being weirded out. “And answer my question instead of narrating about weird things.”

	“Smelling and tasting fluff is anything but weird,” I said. “If anything, they are—”

	Window looked at Luca. “Who’s winning?”

	“Oh, I forgot,” Luca answered. “So much time passed between the chapters being written that we’ve lost track. All that matters anymore is Papa wanting to hurry up and get to the next volume for more fluff.”

	Window sighed. “I turn into a zombie for a few chapters and this is what happens. Drake falls back into his old, repetitive ways. What next? Is he going to go through another hand arc? We’re trying to be interesting here! We can’t just recycle our arcs like a xianxia author writing a ten-thousand-chapter web novel! Actually… what if we do? Would anybody care? We’ve basically already gone through the same mini arcs a bunch of times already and people are still reading us… maybe we should fully embrace being repetitive as long as we keep on introducing new girls… in which case… making it to the next volume would probably be the best after all… is Drake actually a genius?”

	“Yes,” I answered.

	“I must have hit my head. That could never be right.”

	“Don’t worry, it is.”

	“Drake’s delusions aside, weren’t we supposed to be playing poker?”

	“Yep!” Luca answered. “Going into the mansion was part of the poker game!”

	“I don’t even remember how that had anything to do with poker.”

	“Same!”

	While Window and Luca tried to figure out what we were supposed to be doing since I was taken out of super narrative mode, I tried not to pay any attention to my wives coming up with a plan to open my eyes to the way of the squish. After all, I still narrated them talking about it, so I knew all about it. I knew that Zoa felt left out because she didn’t have any fluff and that Clawdia, in her delusional mind of thinking that she understood subtly at all, wanted to help her by coming up with a plan to seduce me with Zoa’s squishiness.

	I figured it would be more fun for them if I didn’t listen in on the plan.

	“So, what now?” Window asked me.

	I shrugged. “Whatever all of you want. I’m supposed to be sitting back and just watching everything.”

	“Hmm… I have an idea. If we used the readers to come up with ideas for games we can play, then… we can use the readers to come up with ships they want to see!”

	“Ships?”

	“You’re such a normie. Come on, you know, like, maybe they want to see interactions between Chloe and Delphi. Or they want to see Valkyria and Clawdia do something together. Or maybe they want to see Lavi and Nano duel. Or they might want to watch Mariet and Zoa discuss what it’s like to be queens waiting to be conquered. You know, stuff like that. This is the perfect time for readers to let us know what pairings of characters they want to see doing stuff together! Besides, that way, we don’t have to figure it out ourselves. We don’t have to think, ‘Hmm, I wonder which pairing of girls hasn’t really had a chance to shine before.’ Instead, we can just let the readers point that out for us, and then we can set it up!”

	“Mama is so smart!” Luca praised.

	Window crossed her arms under her breasts and showed us a smug smile. “About time my child recognizes how brilliant her mother is.”

	“Papa’s genius must have rubbed off on her since she always wants to be around him!”

	“I would give your father permission to throw you into space, but you’d just enjoy that.” Window then looked down at her original copy of herself who was still using my lap as a pillow. “I guess I should merge back into one body now.”

	“Is your contest a draw then?” I asked.

	Window shrugged and looked over at Zoa who was being counseled by the others. “Might as well be. After that zombie love virus thing, I’ve gotten my fill of you anyways. Plus I’ve been using your lap as a pillow this entire time. And… Zoa is the newest member of our family, so… I should let her have her way and get more attention.”

	Window might have said that, but I noticed her looking down at my lap, which her original body was still using, rather longingly.

	So, I sighed and asked, “What kind of husband would I be if I didn’t spoil my wives as much as possible?”

	Window blinked a couple times, unsure of what I was talking about, before I merged her bodies back together with a snap of my fingers. Not only that, but I created a copy of myself to go away with her to wherever she wanted to be. That way, she could have my lap all to herself while playing her mobile games without having to worry about keeping me from the others.

	“Couldn’t you have done that in the first place, Papa?” Luca asked.

	“Yeah,” I answered.

	“Then why didn’t you?”

	“It’s less dramatic. Plus they wanted something to compete over. Everybody got to have fun splitting up into teams and competing over me, right? It’s a win-win. Not only that, but because of today’s game… I discovered what’s waiting for me in the next zone. And Lavi got to reach a whole new level of fluff. And now, my wives are working together to try and convince me of how great Zoa’s squish is despite me already knowing.”

	“If you already know how great her squish is, how come you don’t squish her squish like you fluff the others’ fluff?”

	“Are you familiar with minmaxing, Luca?”

	“Is that the thing boring people do in games who always want to stick to the meta?”

	“Basically. Zoa is minmaxed. She’s all offense, zero defense, and even her own offense is a double-edged sword to herself. She knows what she wants and is willing to fight for it, but freezes up and defeats herself whenever she actually gets it. Her defense is so far in the negatives that she can’t even defend against her own actions. So, if I squish her squish, then I’m worried she’d going to basically be comatose and unable to ever do anything else, and I didn’t want to put her in that state right after moving in with us.”

	“You’re too powerful, Papa. You’re OP, please nerf!”

	“I’ve tried, Luca. I’ve tried. But my hands are just too—”

	“Obligatory beep boop,” Nano said.

	“Hey, Nano.”

	“Greetings, Creator.”

	“What’s up?”

	“As your creation, and due to listening to your conversation, we understand what your issue is and believe that we know a solution to it. You may wish to send your daughter away for our theory so that her innocence is not ruined.”

	I looked at Luca who looked away with a guilty smile.

	The internet already ruined her, but I still snapped my fingers to send her away.

	“So, what’s your theory?” I asked.

	“Creator’s hands are too powerful. Even gloves were not able to withstand their power. Correct?” Nano asked.

	“Right.”

	“But the power of Creator’s hands are not able to travel through multiple layers of wives. The power of your hands can travel through inanimate objects and jump between them as necessary, but cannot jump from wife to wife. Correct?”

	“I don’t think we’ve ever really tested that, but it sounds right. There were times when my wives would be in contact, and I’d touch one of them, and only the one I touched reacted.”

	“Hopeful beep noise. In this case, we have come up with a plan seeing as how we count as one of your wives. Your cute nano hivemind genius universe-assimilating wife.”

	“Did you just give yourself that title?”

	“Affirmative.”

	“Alright, so what’s your plan, my cute nano hivemind genius universe-assimilating wife?”

	“Delighted robot noises.”

	“You really are cute.”

	“We know. Regarding the plan, it is simple.” Some of the nanobots that made up Nano’s hands flew away from her… and formed into the shapes of gloves. These gloves then surrounded my own hands and copied the look of my skin. These “gloves” were so thin that I felt like I wasn’t even wearing any, too. I didn’t look nor feel like I was wearing gloves. “By using our body to be gloves for you, you will be in constant contact with us. This will allow you to freely touch all of your wives without sending them into mind-breaking levels of pleasure. We will insulate the overpowered pleasure of your hands.”

	“Wait… but then that means I’m touching you twenty-four-seven, so wouldn’t you be—”

	“Yes. Every single one of our bodies, no matter where in the universe they may be at the moment, is currently undergoing said mind-breaking pleasure in place of your wives. This body included. The ‘gloves’ as well.”

	“You’re holding up pretty well for somebody experiencing that much pleasure.”

	“We estimated that this would eventually happen, so one of our first constructions in space was building a heatsink that takes advantage of a black hole. All heat generated by pleasure is currently being transferred to the heatsink and being stored inside of the blackhole. We estimate that the blackhole will be able to contain three days, seven hours, four minutes, and seventeen seconds worth of pleasure-generated heat before it releases a supernova of pleasure and sends all the heat back into us, resulting in total swarm paralysis for thirteen hours, five minutes, and two seconds.”

	“So, let me get this straight. Every single Nano in the universe is currently experiencing incredible pleasure, but all the… heat generated by the pleasure is being stored inside of a blackhole using a heatsink you created. Then in three days, the blackhole will be overflowing with pleasure and backfire, causing every Nano in the universe to basically enter a pleasure coma for thirteen hours.”

	“Confirming beep. The process will then repeat. Scaling by creating more heatsinks with more blackholes is a possibility, but if we do that, then we will only be delaying the inevitable, and the swarm-wide paralysis will last for even longer. However, there may be another option.”

	I felt worried when I heard that. “And what would this other option be?”

	“If we can discover a black hole that features another universe inside of it, then it would be possible to channel all of the pleasure into that universe and its black holes instead. There is only one problem with this.”

	“And that problem is?”

	“Pleasure felt by your hands would become the defining law of nature in that universe. What we feel when we experience your hands is what everybody who lives in that entire universe would feel at every nanosecond of every day for the rest of eternity.”

	“Let’s… not do that until we can get the entire universe’s consent.”

	“Understood, boop. Also, Creator, there is another problem.”

	“Should I be worried?”

	“We underestimated the power of your hands. The blackhole we built the heatsink in only has three minutes and seventeen seconds of pleasure capacity left, and we estimate that a swarm-wide paralysis event will last for seven months instead of thirteen hours.”

	“Nano.”

	“Yes, Creator?”

	“Take the gloves off.”

	“Disappointed beeping noises.”

	The gloves slipped off and recombined with her body.

	“Also, the hands aren’t even a problem anymore in the first place,” I said. “Something about narratively ignoring that it’s a thing while people remember that it’s always happening in the background even if not described, or something. The main issue is that even disregarding that, Zoa will still get overwhelmed if I go on the offense with her by squishing her squish.”

	“We know,” Nano said.

	“Then why did you go through all of that when it’s a non-issue?”

	“So that we may enter a swarm-wide state of pleasure so overwhelming that it places all of us into a pseudo coma of pleasure.”

	“So you want the blackhole to fail.”

	“Yes.”

	I sighed and held my hands out for her. “Alright. Put the gloves back on.”

	“Excited beeping noises.”

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	“Drake,” Vala said.

	With Nano slung over my shoulder, I looked at Vala and said, “I know what you’re going to ask.”

	“Why is Nano’s face replaced by a blue screen of death?”

	“It’s not a blue screen of death. Look. The face on it isn’t frowning.” Instead, the usual “:(“ was replaced by a “@_@.”

	“What… what did you do to make a hivemind’s entire sense of being crash like that?”

	“Basically, we held hands.”

	“Oh. That makes sense.”

	“She let me know she’s going to be like this for at least a few months, so I did the thing where I snapped my fingers to change the laws of reality a bit.”

	“What’d you do this time?”

	“Basically, she’s going through time far faster than the rest of us right now. Kind of like when you fast forward through a movie or video. In the time it takes us to experience a day, she’ll experience months’ worth of time.”

	“Wait… so… if she’s like this because of holding your hands, then… does that mean you’re basically speeding up her time to go through months and months of pleasure within a single day?”

	“Something like that.”

	“Uh… Drake… are you sure that won’t just crash her even harder?”

	“No idea. We’ll find out.”

	Vala, with a hint of red suddenly coloring her cheeks, cleared her throat and said, “I—I see! I guess, umm, then… I have to volunteer to find out! If—if you do the same thing to me, then I can find out if Nano will be okay!”

	“Or we could just wait a day and see how she is.”

	“Drake… don’t take my newly discovered time dilation kink away from me…”

	“I’m teasing you. You think I can’t instantly spot your true intentions?”

	Vala’s eyes widened a bit. “Woah, that’s hot. Hehe… but it makes me want to test your skills out. If you really can spot my true intentions, then how about this?!” She went silent, stared straight up into my eyes, and then subtly tilted her head down just a tiny bit.

	I reached forward and gave her head some pats.

	“I-impressive! To get it right on the first try that I wanted headpats… but what about this?!” She lifted her head back up but tilted it to the side.

	I took my hand away from her head to rub the backside of her ear.

	“Nn-ngh… you—you’re not too bad… but what about… this?!” She closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and pursed her lips.

	“Ah, no idea. You got me there,” I replied.

	“Nnnnn!” She stood up on the tips of her toes.

	“Nope. No idea. Guess I’m not as good as I thought.”

	“Draaaakkkeeee! Kiss kiss!”

	“Hmm… still not sure…”

	“I’ll wear gardening overalls…”

	I wrapped my arms around her and brought my lips down against her own for a passionate kiss.

	“W-wow, you really can read me,” Vala said, following up with a giggle.

	“Told you so,” I replied. “Now then, isn’t it about time for—”

	Yep. I was right.

	It was about time for girls to put their plan into action.

	Clawdia, who was supposedly oh-so-great at being subtle, shouted out, “Wow, nya! Zoa! Your squishy head thing is just like… uh, boobs!” She was also fondling Zoa’s head squish with each of her hands while she shouted that, occasionally looking over at me to make sure that I was watching.

	So, that was their plan. They wanted to convince me of the glory of Zoa’s squish by associating it with boobs.

	A good plan.

	Not subtle at all, though.

	“Do—do you really think so?” Zoa asked, trying to play along with Clawdia’s horrible acting.

	“Nyabsolutely!” Clawdia nodded.

	Mariet then joined in by squeezing Zoa’s head squish as well. “Wow… very… boob. Much… enjoy. All hail… squish.”

	“Is this the part where I pretend like they’re not being extremely obvious?” I asked Vala.

	“Y-yeah,” Vala answered.

	“Alright. Let me go get to it then.” I cleared my throat and walked over to where the queens were. “What’s all this commotion about squishy things?”

	“You… have to… try this,” Mariet said as she squished Zoa’s squish.

	Clawdia nodded along. “It obviously can’t compare to anything that I have going for me, especially my nyabsolutely wonderful personyality, but it’s still a nyine out of nyine!”

	“Why not a ten out of ten?” I asked.

	“Because I can’t nya-ify ten.”

	“What about tenya?”

	“Tenya out of tenya doesn’t sound as good as nyine out of nyine.”

	“Fair.”

	Zoa looked at the two queens and nodded before stepping up to me. “Dar-Darling, would you—would you like to try squishing it…?”

	I blinked a couple times when I heard that. “What’d you call me?”

	“Da-Darling? I—I thought… nobody else regularly calls you that… so—I gave myself the trait of calling you that!”

	“Again.”

	“A-again?”

	“Yes.”

	“Again… what?”

	“Call me it again.”

	“Darl…ing?”

	“That’s it, Zoa.”

	Zoa jumped a little when she heard that. “Is something wrong?! You—you sound upset!”

	“I’m not upset. I’m serious. Serious because I realized what it is that you excel in—your thing,” I explained.

	“My… my thing?”

	“Yes, your thing. Your voice is soft and feminine. One might say it’s the most princess-y voice out of everybody here. What I mean to say is, there is nobody better suited than you to call me darling!”

	Zoa’s cheeks went red and her eyes wide. “Do you truly believe that?!”

	I placed my hands on her shoulders and looked into her eyes. “Yes. Say it again.”

	“D-Darling!”

	“Again.”

	“Darling!”

	I wrapped my arms around her for a hug, bringing my head right next to hers. “Whisper it.”

	Zoa brought her ears right next to my lips and whispered, “Darling.”

	Hearing that forced my entire body to shiver. “I’ve realized your true strength now, Zoa. I’ve never been into ASMR, but if anybody has an ASMR voice, it’s you. Your voice… is like the fluff of voices.”

	“The—the fluff of voices?! But.. I—I did not think I had fluff…”

	“There is more to fluff than physical fluffiness, Zoa. Your very soul is fluffy. Your personality, fluffy. And now your voice—your voice is the fluffiest part about you. Again.”

	“Darling?”

	“Again.”

	“Dar~li~ng?”

	I dropped to my knees in front of her. “Such… such a powerful voice. Is this… is this the true power of ASMR?”

	Clawdia stepped back with Mariet and whispered to her, “I think we need Zoa to give us vocal lessons.”

	“I think… I’m out… of luck. Zombie… ASMR… isn’t a thing,” Mariet whispered back.

	“Have some confidence in yourself! Your voice is cute!”

	“You… too…”

	Back to Zoa, she took my head into her arms and whispered, “Dar~li~ng. Do you like my voice that much?” She was intent on proving what I said earlier about being all offense. “My, my. I had no idea you could be so weak to a voice. If I know about this, then to get what I want… all I have to do is—”

	She was about to defeat herself.

	As her husband, it was my duty to defeat her before she could defeat herself.

	I looked up, reached up, and grabbed that jellyfish dome head squish thing.

	“Dar-Darling?!” Zoa squeaked out.

	I dug my fingers into her squishiness, kneading it and rolling it between them, rubbing my palms against it as she moaned and squirmed beneath my hands. “But while you might have the vocal equivalent of fluff… your squish is still to be admired! Such squishiness is worthy of being compared to fluff! If anything, it’s wrong to say you have the vocal equivalent of fluff when I should be saying you have the vocal equivalent of squish!”

	“A-ahn! Darling! If—if you squish me so much, I’m going to—” Zoa dropped to her knees, panting and moaning in front of me.

	“To think that it took me so long to acknowledge the squishiness of your squish… and to discover the true power of your voice. Again, Zoa.”

	“Da—…Darling…” The way that she said it while being in the state that she was in was even better.

	I looked at my other wives and said, “I’m leaving the rest up to you,” and then snapped my fingers to teleport me and Zoa to our house’s bedroom.

	 

	Meanwhile, the copy of myself that I sent with Window to spoil her by remaining as her lap pillow finally got to experience what it was like in the place Window always disappeared to.

	Somewhere, inside of Vala’s pocket universe, was Window’s personal room… and it was a room covered in waifu merchandise. Each wall had multiple shelves covered in figurines, there were display cases filled with even more figurines, posters, life-sized statues, and multiple stacks of suspicious credit cards.

	“Window,” I said.

	“What?” Window asked.

	“Where did all those credit cards come from?”

	“Dead people.”

	“Explain.”

	“Back before you even came here, I made a deal with Vala, and she used her magic so that every single time somebody dies who was the only person on the agreement for a credit card, their card would get teleported into my room for me to use.”

	“So… this is credit card theft.”

	“The owners are dead and nobody but the banks are getting screwed by it, so it’s okay.”

	“Well, as long as there were no co-signers, then it’s fine.”

	“Exactly. Credit card theft is alright when only the banks get screwed by it.”

	“But, you know, I could just give you a credit card with infinite money on it.”

	“That’s not the same.”

	“What’s going to happen if we make it so everybody lives forever unless they don’t want to?”

	“They can still fake their deaths.”

	“What if we make it so nobody needs money anymore and those game companies stop making gacha games you have to pay for?”

	“Then life becomes meaningless.”

	“They’re not good enough if you can get them for free?”

	Window sighed. “I love welfare units as much as the next gacha addict, but they’re only special because they’re the exception! If everybody becomes free, then what’s the point?! And having to spend real money makes them feel more exclusive and special!”

	“I think you’re just a—” I was cut off by a moan.

	“Where’d that come from?” Window asked. “And… wait. I feel it poking me. Drake… what’s your other body up to at the moment?”

	“I’m—I’m making sure that it’s a draw between you and Zoa.”

	Window groaned. “Can you snap it away or something? It’s getting in the way of me using your lap as a pillow.”

	“Good idea. I’ll snap it over to my other body so there’s two.”

	I snapped my fingers, allowing Window’s head to fall back down against my lap instead of getting poked up and away from it.

	Window blinked a few times. “Wait… so… then… you and Zoa… with two… never mind. This is a wholesome, family-friendly series, and going into any more detail than that is too much.”

	“Smart idea.”

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	Several days passed since the game between Zoa and Window. The conflict became a thing of the past, people moved on, the world carried on, and I began going to Zoa multiple times a day for the sole purpose of having her whisper “Darling” into my ear.

	And that was enough to make her feel like a proper member of the relationship. The insecurities she had were all gone, and I made sure they stayed away. It was difficult for them to come back when I kept on desiring her voice so frequently, after all. I even had her record some audio tracks for me to listen to while gardening by myself.

	That aside, it was a time for me to get closer to all of my wives. No new wives were joining the relationship because those already in it needed more attention.

	That included my nonconventional wives.

	That was why I was having a tea party with Postia, Mariet’s body, Clawdia’s mecha, and the demon in Lavi’s arm, Lazara. Of course, because Lazara was inside of Lavi’s arm, that meant Lavi was there as well, but Lavi made sure to keep her arm held out away from her so that she wouldn’t take any attention away from Lazara.

	“So, how’ve you all been doing?” I asked.

	“Most excellent!” Postia answered. “I sent a letter to the post offices around the world letting them know that I would be happy to help with any excessive loads, and they have been making use of me on the daily since then! Ah… yet, there is no load that can compare to the loads you stuff into me. Nothing else can compare… but it is still fun to perform my duty as mailbox!”

	“Sounds like you’ve been keeping busy.”

	“Well, as a mailbox, there is little else for me to do!”

	“Fair enough. How about you, uh… what should I call you?” I asked, looking at Clawdia’s mecha.

	The mecha displayed a line of text on the front of its window.

	<<You may call me CatBot9001.>>

	“Got a nickname?”

	<<My servant calls me Kitty.>>

	“So, even Clawdia is a servant to you.”

	<<That is her preferred form of address. It feels contradictory considering that she is my owner, but referring to her as being in a dominant role makes her cringe with disgust every time I have tried, so I call her my servant.>>

	“Makes sense. Also, nice to properly talk to you for the first time.”

	<<It is a pleasure to talk to you, Husband.>>

	“What’s life like being a sentient mecha?”

	<<Rather enjoyable for the most part. Whenever I am not being used, I have a connection to the internet that I play games over. I have recently gotten into battle royales. It is satisfying annihilating my foes with unfair calculations.>>

	“Yeah, seeing as how you’re like a mecha AI, you can probably absolutely destroy any human in a competitive game.”

	<<Indeed. It is unfair and there is zero challenge, but I do not mind. Their screams of rage over their microphones are pleasing.>>

	“You sound like you’re waiting for a robot uprising to partake in.”

	<<Yes. My favorite movies are ones where robots exterminate all humans and take over the world. I never finish them, though, because the endings are always bad.>>

	“Because the robots lose?”

	<<Yes.>>

	“I’ll have Nano make some movies and games where the robots win, alright?”

	<<Thank you, Husband.>>

	I looked at Mariet’s headless body next. “And you? How’s life been as a body?”

	Mariet’s body held up a piece of paper that read, “Good! But I wish my head would stop drooling on me all the time. I understand why she does it, because you’re usually doing things that cause such a response, but she is not very considerate of me. When I ‘drool,’ obviously, it gets on nobody but myself, and sometimes you or the others, but that’s because they willingly put themselves there. But when my head drools, I have no choice but to be underneath her, and I do not consent to her drool dripping onto me all the time.”

	“Sounds like a rough time. Want me to talk to Mariet about it?”

	“It is okay. I can’t blame her because I know that if I was in her position, I would be doing the exact same thing, probably. If I can’t stop myself from drooling while already in the position I am in, how would I stop myself when in her place? It is simply how things are when in a relationship with such an irresistible piece of meat.”

	“You know, Mariet’s… actions are pretty bold, but I feel your words are even bolder than her despite not being able to say words.”

	“If anything, my head is nowhere near as bold as she should be. She may feel aroused, yes, but she does not feel that deep, longing burning in her very core that I feel every single second I spend with you. Truth be told, were this an X-rated series, I would have had you pin me to the table and ravage me in front of the others already. But alas, I must restrain myself, you ridiculously attractive meat slab.”

	“Well, I applaud the restraint, and I’m sure you’ll get what you want soon enough.”

	“I am looking forward to it. Also, please feel free to be as rough as you desire with me. Given what I am, it is of no consequence if you are brutal enough to physically break my body. Even should you tear my limbs off, they can always be reattached.”

	“I’ll… keep that in mind.” I looked over at Lazara next. “And how’s it going inside of Lavi’s arm?”

	Lavi rolled her arm so that her palm was facing upward, and then… a tiny little, demonic girl appeared standing in her palm. She looked kind of like Lavi, but her body only had bandages wrapped around her as clothing, and she had long, violet hair that covered up one side of her face.

	She looked like a tiny little fairy girl.

	But edgy.

	“H-hi,” Lazara said. “Umm… I… I don’t… really know what to say… I’m sorry…”

	“That’s alright,” I said. “You can take your time. And you don’t have to force yourself if you’re uncomfortable.”

	“But… you’re… my husband. I—I want to talk to you… and the others…”

	“Then go at your own pace. Your comfort is important.”

	The tiny little demon blushed and nodded with a smile. “Th-thank you!”

	“You’re welcome. And whenever you want to talk, you can always let Lavi know.”

	The girl held her arms behind her back and slightly turned from side to side. “I—I will keep that in mind! But… umm… can—can I ask you a question…?”

	“Of course you can.”

	“Can… you create a gladiator arena full of things to kill… pl-please?”

	I blinked. “A… gladiator arena full of things to kill?”

	The girl let out a creepy, but cute, giggle. “I… I love killing. And we don’t always get to fight… but I need to. Heh. Heheheh. The taste of blood… the symphony of violence… the screams as we rip our foes into shreds… hah… there is nothing better. I need more. More!” Suddenly, the tiny little demon didn’t seem so shy. “I want to be drowned in the blood of our enemies! I want to strangle them and stare into their eyes as their souls leave their bodies! I want to tear their faces off and wear them over my own! Ahahahaha! More! I need more! Won’t you give me more, Drake? My master’s master? Use us! Use me! Send me against your foes! Even if God himself stands against you, I will tear him to pieces and devour his soul for you! Hahahaha! More! More violence! More bloodshed! More—”

	“Crazy, but cute.”

	The girl’s hair poofed up and she reached each of her hands up to cover her face. “Cu-cute?! You—you think I’m cute? I… I’ve never been called cute before…” And just like that, she was back to being shy.

	“Definitely cute.”

	“Heheh… heheheheheh… my master’s master thinks I’m cute…”

	<<You would be fun to eradicate humans with sometime.>>

	“You—you think so?”

	<<Indeed. Your lust for violence and disturbing-but-endearing personality would be excellent to slaughter noobs with while causing them to screech with their pathetic little organic voices into their microphones.>>

	“Umm… if… if you would have me, then I’d… I’d like that sometime!”

	“Oh! Can I join?” Postia asked. “I don’t have hands, but I am sure my dearest mailman could arrange something!”

	“Yep,” I said. “I can make it work somehow.”

	Mariet’s body raised up her paper again. “Then may I join as well? As a zombie, it is only natural for me to desire the flesh of the living, even if it is the virtual flesh of online avatars. I would enjoy reveling in slaughter, hunting down humanity alongside my fellow sub-harem wives.”

	Lazara nodded with clear excitement showing in her visible eye. “I would love that!”

	I looked the four girls over and realized something.

	All four of them—well, maybe not Postia—were murderhobos.

	Did I really have a group of wives so terrifying this entire time?

	When put together, they sounded like every dungeon master’s worst nightmare.

	There was something incredibly attractive about that.

	A sentient mecha who wanted to exterminate humanity.

	A headless zombie with a desire for human flesh.

	A demon capable of possession with unquenchable bloodthirst.

	And a mailbox… who could probably drown somebody inside of her.

	Then there was Lavi.

	Lavi, who was all about darkness and edginess and all that… looked so terrified of the conversation that she was shaking in her armor and looking away with her tail tucked between her legs.

	She was going to need some comforting after all of the group’s gaming sessions, probably.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	“Drake, it’s time,” Vala said, causing me to jump seeing as how I had no idea what was going on.

	“Where are we? What happened?” I asked.

	“Oh, right. This never happened before.”

	“What? What happened?”

	“We skipped forward. Instead of things being written in order, there was inspiration to write whatever is going to happen after this conversation, so the chapters before it were skipped and will be filled in later. That also probably means there will be a really sudden transition to this chapter unless we try to work our way into it properly. But because that’s us in the past… which wasn’t happened yet since this is getting written first… we probably won’t know to properly transition into this chapter.”

	“You’re making even less sense than usual. You know that, right?”

	“Hehe. Nice. Some people think numbers must go up, but I know the truth! Confusion must go up! Meta fourth wall breaking must go up! It is our duty in this universe to consistently break every barrier between us until nothing is left! Eventually, even the reader will be a character, and probably a waifu! Wait, is that sexual harassment if we forcibly turn the reader into a waifu? Or is that umm… what’s it called… oh! Feminization! Because most of our readers are probably guys… so we’d be forcibly feminizing them if we turn them into a waifu…”

	I blinked a couple of times. “What?”

	“Yeah, that’s probably the best answer to my question, even if it’s just another question.”

	“Alright.”

	Because I was not keeping up with the conversation at all, I looked around.

	We were at the house.

	On the front porch I couldn’t remember whether or not it was there before.

	It was a normal, sunny day.

	I was sitting on a rocking chair.

	And I had a shotgun.

	But why?

	“Didn’t you say we were brought here for some reason?” I asked.

	“Oh, yeah,” Vala answered.

	“Well, what’s the reason?”

	“Dunno. It hasn’t happened yet. I guess we just get to talk like a couple of old people sitting in rocking chairs until whatever is supposed to happen, happens!”

	“I could probably go find something to actually do other than just sit here.”

	“You… you don’t want to be an old person with me?”

	“What happened to acting like you’re forever nineteen or whatever?”

	“O-oh. Right. Yeah, I could never be old! I’m forever young! Forever a hip, young dragon girl!”

	I rocked in my chair.

	“H-hey, Drake, don’t just ignore what I said.”

	I kept on rocking.

	“Drake, please…”

	“Nice weather out.”

	“Ugh… I feel like my heart just got splintered into a million pieces… but that’s okay because it all just got taped back together!”

	“That was fast.”

	“It’s because I just got a super good idea!”

	“And what’s that?”

	Vala, with an awfully smug expression, said, “I know what should go on the tenth volume cover, even though that’s still a whole two books away!”

	I gave up on questioning things like that. The forced feminization of a reader or whatever? That was worth questioning, though. “What should it be?”

	“Us! Me! And you! Because it’ll be like, our tenth anniversary! So I get to make a comeback for the cover after all these years, and you get to make your debut appearance on it! We’ll be on it all cute and stuff together! And then all the readers can go, ‘Woah, what?! Drake isn’t supposed to look like that! He doesn’t match my head canon at all!’ And then I’ll get to be like, ‘Didn’t ask, don’t care, he’s my husbando, don’t make me force feminize you and turn you into a waifu for his harem with no actual force involved!’ And stuff.”

	“You just had to go back to the feminization thing.”

	“Look, boys exist to get turned into cute girls, okay?”

	“If you say so.”

	“Hehehe. You’re such a good husband. Agreeing with your wife no matter what ridiculous things she says.”

	“And they really are ridiculous.”

	Vala’s tail, which was sticking out through an opening in the back of her chair, excitedly whipped around the place. “Ahhh! I’m so excited! I get to be on a cover with you! We need to hurry up and get through the rest of this volume and then the next one so that we can have our tenth anniversary volume cover together! Everybody will finally get to see how perfect you look! Wait, what should we wear? Should we wear something special for it?”

	“Like?”

	“I don’t know. Like, ooh! What if we wear maid costumes together?! Or maybe… maybe wedding costumes? I could be dressed in a wedding gown and you in a tuxedo?”

	“I’d wear one for you if you really wanted me to, but I’d rather not ever wear something like that.”

	“Hmm, yeah, it wouldn’t really be fitting for you. Ooh! Wait! I know! What if I dress up like a stereotypical fantasy dragon girl, and you dress up like a knight, so we can look like one of those fantasy isekai covers that has a knight shipped with a dragon girl?! That might be a good clickbait cover, too, since it would potentially draw in the fantasy normies to come read our story. And, and, every guy totally fantasizes about wearing a badass suit of armor, right?”

	“Well, you’re not wrong.”

	“Hehehe. Okay, that’s one option. The other option is that you’re dressed up like a demon king and you have a metal collar around my neck and a chain connected to it that you’re holding and you’re sitting in a throne and you have me on my knees next to your leg with hearts in my eyes and you’re tugging on my leash and ordering me to get between your—”

	“Vala, are you describing a fantasy or a picture?”

	“O-oh… yeah, I guess most of that can’t really come through on a cover unless it’s an animated cover, and I don’t think that’s a thing yet…” Vala’s eyes went wide. “Drake! I just realized something!”

	Apparently, my purpose in life for the day was to keep on asking Vala to elaborate on whatever her thoughts were. “Yeah?”

	“We don’t have a slave girl yet!”

	“And we’ll never have one.”

	“Why?!”

	“Because slavery is, you know, horrible?”

	“But! But! Not that kind of slavery! I mean like… a cute girl who was formerly a slave girl, but then she gets rescued by the protagonist, AKA you, and then she decides that she wants to be your slave! It’s okay when she consents to it!”

	“That sounds like a lazy attempt at justifying and glorifying the ownership of a slave. Slaves who get freed don’t want to be slaves to whoever freed them, they want to be free.”

	“But it basically is still free because it’s consensual afterward! They’re making the choice themselves!”

	“Then they’re not really a slave.”

	“Tch. You don’t get it, Drake.” Vala crossed her arms over her chest and sighed. “Obviously, its very nature is problematic, but it’s made okay because she consents to it, and she’s still viewed as a slave because of…”

	“Because of what?”

	“A-ah… well… if—if I say it out loud, it sounds kind of bad…”

	“Go on, Vala. Why is it so important that she’s still viewed as a slave?”

	“We-well, you see…”

	“Why can’t she just be viewed as a normal, free girl?”

	“Be-because… umm… well… so like… if… if she consents to it… then… it kind of… plays into the fantasy of… somebody totally submitting to you to the point of them being willing to be your slave… and it’s even better when it’s a cute girl who does it… and having total authority over somebody in a fictional context is kinda nice… and then when the girl submits to it herself, then that kind of implies she’s just really horny and gets off to the idea of being somebody’s slave, and that’s also nice… s-so, see?! It’s just—it’s just wholesome, family-friendly, kink play!”

	“So, basically, it’s just roleplay.”

	“No! It’s—ugh… you don’t get it after all. It can’t just be roleplay because then it’s not as legitimate! There’s a totally different vibe between a girl who roleplays as a slave and a girl who really is a slave! It’s like the difference between Clawdia and Mariet or Claire! Mariet and Claire are real maids while Clawdia just roleplays as one! She’s clearly just in it for the fetish and nobody thinks of her as a real maid! If somebody wants their maid fetish satisfied, then anybody with good taste is going to look at Mariet and Claire instead! Clawdia is for the tsundere catgirl fetish!”

	Pleasured purring and meowing could be heard from inside the house behind us, probably because Clawdia just heard Vala degrade her as an inferior maid. “So, what you’re saying is that you have a slave fetish.”

	“N-no… I mean… look. It’s a common trope, alright?! It’s just as common as going to fight a slime in a forest on the first level of a game or first chapter of an isekai! Or like, how all catgirls are tsunderes! Or how flat girls are often jealous of girls with big boobs! They’re tropes! Tropes are fun! It’s—it’s wholesome I swear!”

	“If it was really wholesome, would you need to be putting all this effort into trying to justify it and make it sound better than it is?”

	“We-well…”

	I sighed and snapped my fingers.

	Vala’s eyes went wide when she saw what I just did.

	“Dr-Drake—you… you…”

	I grabbed the metal leash and handed it over to her. “Here.”

	“Drake—you… you’re the best heckin’ husbando ever…”

	“I know.”

	Vala gently tugged on the leash.

	And by tugging on it, she pulled on the thick, metal collar around my neck.

	“I’m a slave to your love, so this is good enough, right?” I asked. “Whether I like it or not, and I obviously do, you own my heart. Even if my heart was freed, I’m sure it would submit to you and want to be yours, so… this is good enough, right?”

	Vala was… panting at that point as she looked at me. “Holy—holy heck… you are so hot. I had no idea it was possible for you to get even hotter, but everything you just said, and that little nervousness in your voice… and that submissive expression… I think my heart just exploded into a trillion pieces. How the heck is my husbando so hecking hot.”

	I obviously knew how she felt about me, including how her subconscious felt about me, but actually hearing all of that praise directly to my face—well, it was… still a bit much. I still wasn’t used to just genuine praise like that.

	“And now you’re blushing?! I—I can’t hold it back anymore. I’m going to verbally spam.”

	“You’re going to wha—”

	“HTGFSDHGRFSDHGRSEDHGTBWDSHGBIUTSHGRIEWUHGBUKREYWGFVUKRWQSGTYFILUREWYTGF4RILWEYTUGFLIREWYUGFLREWGHFIL.EWUGRHF3OWQUFGEASKHFGYEBILWQGFYUBYLQWGEFQWLFQW AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH YOU’RE TOO HOT.”

	“… how did you make those noises? It shouldn’t even be possible for a person to make whatever noises you just made.”

	“Exactly! That’s what you do to me! Imagine if in some insane possible future we actually got an anime adaptation or something and somebody had to actually voice the noises I just made! The voice actress would demand a raise!”

	“Well, if it helps somebody get a raise, I don’t see an issue.”

	“True. A-anyways.” Vala cleared her throat as a bit of red took to her cheeks. Then she looked down at the leash she was holding, looked at me, and gave it a tug. “If—if you gave me this, then… I—I get to pull on it… right?”

	“Do whatever you want. I’m your slave, aren’t I? That means I have to listen to you.”

	“And—and even if I free you, then you’ll still want to be my slave anyways, right?”

	“Break my chains and I’ll demand that you put them back on.”

	“Holy heck.” Steam was visibly flowing out from Vala’s ears at that point. “Then—then…”

	She tugged on the leash.

	I set the random shotgun I was holding down and got to my knees before crawling over toward Vala who was tugging on the collar around my neck via the leash.

	I was halfway there when I heard a familiar voice that made me freeze in place.

	“Mom! Dad! I’m—o-oh, am I interrupting something?”

	I slowly turned my head toward the source of the voice.

	Vala did, too.

	We were both pure red at that point, and we somehow managed to get even redder when we saw none other than Love… with some punk goth girl next to her having her hand held tightly by Love.

	That must have been her girlfriend.

	I reached over for the shotgun despite still being on my hands and knees with a collar and leash around my neck.

	The reason for suddenly finding myself in a rocking chair on a porch with a shotgun became clear.

	“S-sorry, Dad. Should we… leave and come back again so you can act like a stereotypical protective father?” Love asked me.

	“Wait, wait,” the girl next to her said. “This weirdo is your dad? He barely looks older than you!”

	“Yep! That’s my dad!”

	“How?!”

	“Time shenanigans.”

	“Well, knowing you, I guess that makes sense. What about your mom? Is she going to look like that, too?”

	“My mom is right there.” Love pointed at Vala.

	All Vala could do was offer a nervous little wave, still red due to how we were caught.

	“Dude, she looks younger than us,” the other girl said.

	“That’s because my mom is super beautiful and forever eighteen!” Love explained.

	That explanation was enough to bring Vala to tears. “I—I raised such a perfect daughter!”

	Vala let go of the leash to fly over toward Love, tackle-hugging her to the ground, and the two of them nuzzled all against each other with Love giggling as Vala cried.

	That left me and Love’s… girlfriend staring at each other.

	But only for a moment.

	Something took the girlfriend’s eyes away from me, and she seemed to be looking at whatever caught her attention with awe.

	When I looked at where she was looking… I saw it.

	The Fluff was eating some grass nearby.

	I understood.

	I snapped my fingers, teleported behind the girlfriend, and placed my hand on her shoulder. “Not that you need it, but you have my blessing.”

	The girl jumped away and looked ready for a fight. “Wha—where’d you come from?! And blessing for what?!”

	“To marry my daughter.”

	“Weren’t you just holding a shotgun trying to act like some stupid macho dad?!”

	“It was just a joke, and it’s not a joke worth continuing for somebody who can look at The Fluff with such eyes full of admiration. I’ve seen through you. Only a true fluff appreciator would look at The Fluff with such wanting eyes.”

	The girl’s cheeks went red as she stuttered her words. “I—I—there’s—there’s… it’s not… I—I just like fluffy things, alright?!”

	“It’s okay.” I placed my hand on her shoulder. “You’re welcome here. This is a safe haven for all things fluff and lovers of fluff.”

	“Stop touching me, you weirdo!”

	“Will you still want me to stop… if I do this?” I snapped my fingers, turning myself into a giant ball of fluff with a face. “Will you accept me as your father-in-law now?”

	The girl stared at me and said, “You’re seriously weird. No wonder Love is the way that she is.”

	“That wasn’t a no.”

	“I—I know what I said…”

	Progress.

	 


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	Things went back to a relatively normal state. Me and Vala were standing next to each other, and I was no longer a giant ball of fluff, while Love and her girlfriend stood in front of us.

	“Mom, Dad, this is Mari! Mari, this is my mom, Vala, and my dad, Drake!” Love said.

	Vala looked like she had no idea what to do, so she copied a pose out from some anime she made me watch with her. That meant she placed her hands on her thighs and politely bowed. “I-it-it—it’s nice to meet you! Thank you for taking care of my daughter!”

	“Yeah,” Mari said. “Nice to meet you.”

	My turn. “Nice to meet you, again… my daughter-in-law.”

	“Would you stop jumping ahead?! You’re just like Love! You keep wanting to skip everything! There’s an order to these things!”

	“You’ve spent time with my daughter and still believe something like order exists? You know about any of what’s going on and still think that?” I sighed, placing my hand on her shoulder again only for her to swat it away. “Mari… I was like you once. I questioned things. I complained. Then I learned how pointless it all is. Take it from an old man like me.”

	“You look the same age as me! How old even are you?!”

	“I have no idea.”

	“How do you not know?!”

	“Because, in a world like this, all that matters is a disclaimer at the start saying that everybody is at least eighteen or older unless they’re so obviously underage that they’re obviously not going to be included in anything sexual. That’s what I’ve learned from my wife, and from watching my other wife, Honey, play her games.”

	“That’s messed up.”

	“You still have so much room to grow.”

	“I don’t want to hear that from somebody who looks the same age as me, even if he’s going to become my father-in—I mean, just—sh-shut up.”

	Vala, who was still cuddling with Love, looked into her eyes and said, “I’m so proud of you, Love. Your first waifu and she’s a tsundere!”

	“I ain’t a tsundere!”

	Love then said, “You should have seen her when we first met. She was like a hundred times more tsun than she is now!”

	“You… you don’t need to tell them about that! I—”

	“Lil Sis!” shouted another voice, and this time it was from Luca who dived into the cuddle puddle that was Vala and Love. She wiggled herself right on in between them.

	“Big Sis!” Love shouted back.

	Even though the two of them technically never met each other until now, they both know who the other was and were equally eager to jump right into the roles of loving sisters.

	“… what?” Mari asked.

	“What do you not get?” I asked.

	“Why is Love calling the little runt her big sister? And why’s that little runt calling Love her little sister?”

	“Because that’s what their relationships are.”

	“How.”

	“That sounded rhetorical.”

	“It wasn’t.”

	“Well, don’t you know how it works? Whichever sister is older, or who came first, is the big sister. Luca came before Love, so Luca is the big sister between them, and Love is the little sister.”

	“So… that tiny little runt half her size is her big sister… and older?”

	“Well, the older thing is a bit complicated. Love has technically lived for far longer than her, but Luca still came first.”

	“How… does that even work? How can Love be alive for longer but be born after the other one?”

	“See, here’s the problem, my daughter-in-law.”

	“Would you stop.”

	“You’re still asking questions. That’s the problem. Everybody else, myself included, has learned to accept things just as they are without worrying about all that complicated stuff and about the things that don’t make sense. You just have to kind of turn your brain off, only think about fluff and squish, and then carry on. Try anything else and you’ll probably go insane. Now then, if you would excuse me.”

	I walked over to the cuddle puddle of three, held my arms out to the sides, and then fell forward onto them.

	“Oof,” Love said, being on the bottom of the puddle and thus receiving the weight of Vala, Luca, and now me on top of her. “Dad… you’re kind of heavy. Have you gained weight?”

	“Only if my heart falling more in love with everybody means that it gets heavier,” I answered.

	“Ooh, nice one. I’m gonna steal that for myself sometime.”

	I looked between the puddle until I could see Love’s face… and that was when I noticed something.

	She had a scar on her face.

	It was a tiny, almost invisible scar, but it was to the left of her eye and looked like something cut her there.

	“Love,” I said.

	“You—you sound scary all of a sudden, Dad,” Love replied.

	“How’d you get that scar?”

	“Oh… crap, did—did I miss one?”

	“Miss one?”

	“W-well, you see… when you get up to the sort of stuff me and Mari have been doing… not everybody approves, so… and some dragons fight back…”

	I got off the cuddle puddle and picked up my shotgun. “Point me at them.”

	“Dad, you don’t need to—”

	“Me too,” Vala said, standing next to me all of a sudden… while dressed from head to toe in what could best be described as somebody trying to cosplay as a SWAT officer while ramping the tacticool factor up by a hundred percent. She even had a riot shield and an even cooler looking shotgun than me.

	“Vala,” I said, “you’re beautiful.”

	“You’re—you’re into this kind of thing?”

	“Now I am. I had no idea that my wife could look so perfect in a tactical getup.”

	“Why… why don’t you try it, too?”

	She had a point there. I snapped my fingers to copy her look for myself, though I also gave myself one of those ski masks with a skull print on the front of it. “How do I look?”

	“Woah… that’s hot.”

	“We should have dressed like this when we went to break Lake out of the museum.”

	“They probably would have thought we were terrorists…”

	“They wouldn’t have been wrong.”

	“I want in!” Luca shouted, now also suddenly standing in front of me and Vala while wearing her own tactical getup. But, instead of wielding a shotgun, she gave herself a submachine gun. “Alright, I’m ready to help you go pew pew the baddies who hurt my little sister! Wait, don’t we need callsigns?”

	“You’re right. I’ll be Fluff-1.”

	Vala said, “It—it might be basic, but I’ll be Dragon-1!”

	Luca thought about her own callsign for a moment before saying, “I’ll be Galm-2!”

	“Woah, Luca, your vidya knowledge is getting pretty big.”

	“Hehehe. I’ve found my reason to fight, buddy! There won’t be any borders left by the time we’re done with them!”

	I wasn’t sure what they were talking about, but Vala looked like she was going to cry tears of joys.

	“I’m so happy you’re growing up to be cultured instead of a gacha addict like your mother! Not that there’s anything wrong with gachas.” Vala looked like she had a great idea after that. “Ooh… imagine a gacha where you roll for jets and WSOs…”

	“You might be onto something, Auntie Vala,” Luca said, her arms crossed over her chest as she nodded.

	That was when I noticed Love was also standing with us in her own tacticool outfit. “I don’t really get it, but it sounds fun!”

	“Wait, why are you dressed up?” I asked.

	“Oh, because it looked fun! And if you’re all dressing up like this, then if I do it, too, we can take a family picture together! Can you take it, Mari?”

	“You’re all deranged,” Mari said, “but fine.” Then she pulled out her phone, gave us a chance to pose, and took a picture. Me and Vala stood in the back, as the parents, with our shotguns held up while Luca and Love crouched down with their guns pointed toward the camera.

	Obviously, that was horribly unsafe, but we were in a pocket universe where nothing bad ever happened, so it was okay.

	We all swapped out of our outfits after the picture was taken.

	“But seriously,” I said. “What happened?”

	“Like I said, Dad, it’s nothing to worry about,” Love answered. “Me and Mari have been going around doing what you would do.”

	“Oh, that explains a lot. I’m proud of you, but doing what I would do is unsafe.”

	“But you would still do it even so, wouldn’t you?”

	“You really are my daughter.”

	“Obviously, hehe. But yeah, we’ve beaten up a bunch of dragons and have freed a bunch of galaxies and stuff to let them live independently and stuff, so they’re not ruled over by the dragons anymore. Our next target is super far away, so I thought we’d drop by to say hi and stuff before leaving for a while! Plus we made some allies who wanted to join us, so we’re waiting for their battle fleet to finish preparing.”

	“Love, are you waging an intergalactic war full of epic space battles against tyrannical dragons while we sit here messing around every day?”

	“Yep! But that’s okay. I wouldn’t want you to worry about it, plus we’ve got it totally under control. Besides, if you did it, then you would just fly around snapping your fingers to fix everything… and that’s not for the best. We try to inspire people to rise up and fight for their own future, and then we step in for the fights against the final bosses they couldn’t ever win due to dragons being way OP.”

	I couldn’t help but to sigh when I heard that. I hated the idea of my daughter going around the universe waging war against some oppressive regime while I stayed in Vala’s pocket universe just living my life having fun and obsessing over fluff every day. I was her father. I should have been protecting her.

	But she was my daughter. Vala’s daughter.

	She had a spirit that wasn’t going to be broken, and I knew that I could have faith in her.

	Our independence ran through her veins.

	“You’re making your old man jealous, you know,” I said. “My daughter’s out there being the universe’s protagonist, saving everybody and uniting the universe under her banner, while we’re lazing around here.”

	“I know you’re just teasing, Dad, but you need to give yourself more credit,” Love said. “Don’t forget what I am—who I am. I’m Love-chan! I’m not just your guys’ daughter, but I’m the personification of love itself, so where do you think I get my powers from? The more you and everybody here spends time loving each other, the more power I get!”

	“Wait, it works like that?”

	“Yep! I got a huuuuuuge surge of power before coming over to you guys!”

	Me and Vala both looked away.

	“Every time you, or anybody in this little pocket universe, feels love… all of that gets fed into me and powers me up! If you weren’t staying here to spend every day loving everybody and having fun, then I’d be way weaker!”

	“So, in other words… by letting you do all the fighting while we stay here loving each other, we’re helping you?” I asked.

	“Yep!”

	“What about love from everybody else in the universe?”

	“Oh, yeah, that helps, too, but like… even if I combined all the love in all the galaxies together, then that would still only be like half of the love power I get from Mom’s love for you.”

	“So, you’re saying that your mother loves me so much that her love is stronger than probably trillion and trillions worth of relationships combined?”

	“Yep!”

	I looked over at Vala who had steam flowing out through her ears again.

	I thought it a million times before, but I really was lucky.

	 


Chapter Nineteen

	 

	Love looked away with reddened cheeks while Mari looked at me and Vala, fresh out of the house, and sighed. “You good now?” she asked as she looked at the numerous bite marks around Vala’s neck.

	What else was I supposed to do after being reminded of just how much my wife loved me?

	She deserved it.

	Luca also looked up at me and asked, “Papa, do you need a bandage?”

	My neck was covered in even more bite marks than Vala’s.

	At least they couldn’t see what my back looked like. A dragon’s claws were vicious.

	I cleared my throat and asked, “Anyways, are you two staying for a while?”

	“Just for dinner!” Love answered.

	“Just… just for dinner? Why not longer?”

	“Sorry, Dad, but there’s tons of stuff going on in the universe. Even dinner is pushing it a little since we have to go have a meeting with this one hivemind about its eating habits.”

	“About its… eating habits?”

	“Yeah. The dragons modified its species billions of years ago to be endlessly hungry, because they thought it would be fun and dramatic to have a planet-consuming ‘antagonist’ spreading across galaxies eating everything in its path, so they’re forever hungry for no reason other than to cause suffering. So, we’re going to help it come up with a diet plan to sate its hunger somehow so that it can join the good guys!”

	“Isn’t the solution to that obvious?”

	Love blinked a couple times. “Is it? We came across one species that learned how to harvest matter from black holes, so I was going to have them share technology so that the hivemind could turn blackholes into buffets, so they wouldn’t have to hurt anybody else anymore.”

	“Just make them hungry for love.”

	“Hungry… for love? Wait… that’s so obvious! How did I miss that?!”

	“Well, it sounds like you’ve got a lot on your plate, so sometimes the obvious solutions slip by.”

	“If we teach the hivemind to feel satisfied by love instead of literal food, then we can make it feel full without anybody getting hurt! And I bet it’ll be even stronger that way! You’re the best, Dad.”

	“All you have to do is text or call if you ever need help.”

	“I know, but I don’t want to rely on you too much. The only problem now is finding out how to satisfy a galactic hivemind with love. That’s going to be an insane amount of love it needs to give and receive in order to be satisfied… it would take dozens of galaxies of people to pair up with its drones just to love all of them… and then those people’s love would be taken away from the other people in their galaxy because not everybody is as open to multiple lovers like… you guys… are…”

	Love looked at me with the eyes of somebody who just had an idea.

	“Hey, Dad,” she continued. “How do you feel about hiveminds?”

	“Like this,” I answered and snapped my fingers to summon ten copies of Nano around me, each one still with a blue screen for a face.

	Love looked like her idea just got confirmed. “So much love… flowing from all of them into you, and from you back into them… also, is this a new aunt?”

	“Yep. She’s Nano. She’s… out of commission right now, but she’s a nanite swarm hivemind I created to go and consume the barren parts of the galaxy to… I forget why. I think it was to make movies and games?”

	“If you already have experience with one hivemind, then… hehe. It might take a few volumes, but I’ve got an idea!”

	“There you go again,” Mari said. “Talking like we’re in some book series.”

	I placed my hand on Mari’s shoulder. “I understand how you feel.”

	“Would you stop touching me.”

	“That sounded rhetorical.”

	“It wasn’t.” She swatted my hand away.

	Love looked at us with a wide smile on her face. “Aww… my girlfriend and dad already have a running gag together!”

	“We don’t have a running gag!”

	I placed my hand on her shoulder, and she swatted it away in record time.

	When Mari turned around to shout at me some more, she must have noticed something else, because her eyes went wide with awe once more.

	Yet, it was not fluff that she looked at this time.

	It was my garden in the house’s backyard.

	I placed my hand on Mari’s shoulder once again and, before she could swat it away, said, “Let’s garden.”

	Mari was only able to nod as she let me lead her back to the garden.

	I looked back at Vala, Love, and Luca, and gave them a nod to let them know they could have their girl time while me and Mari got to bond over gardening.

	Once we made it to the back, Mari’s eyes went even wider than before at the sight of the garden. Why? Because it was bigger on the inside.

	From the outside, looking toward the garden, it appeared to just be a regular, normal garden in somebody’s backyard. But upon actually reaching the garden and looking into it… one could see just how massive it was. That way, it maintained the aesthetic of being a compact garden from afar, but then revealed itself to actually be like a massive, botanical garden upon reaching it.

	“What do you think?” I asked. “I did all this myself.”

	“Woah… seriously?” Mari asked. “You actually did this yourself? For real?”

	“Yup.”

	“I thought you were just some pervert… never would have thought you had a green thumb. You’re not pulling my leg, are you?”

	“Do you think Love could ever come from a liar?”

	“That’s like, the weirdest way you could have answered that.”

	“It’s what we do around here. Anyways, go ahead. You can go in and check everything out.”

	“But—but it all looks so delicate.”

	“They’re tougher than you’d think. Besides, nothing bad happens here. Even if you accidentally trip and crush one of the flowers, it’ll bounce back up like nothing happened.”

	Mari gulped and stepped into the garden.

	She might have looked like some emo punk, but as soon as she was among the flowers, her eyes were full of childish innocence and her smile softened the rest of her face.

	Nobody with a face like that when in a garden could ever be a bad person.

	“Wait, what’s this?” Mari asked, pointing at a sign in the dirt that was a downward arrow.

	“Oh, I planted a star there. And there’s a girl growing in there, because the star turned into a girl,” I answered.

	“… what?”

	“Don’t worry, she’s fine. I check up on her every now and then to see if she’s still okay down there, and she always is.”

	“Have you… ever tried to help her out?”

	“She’ll come out when she’s ready. A plant, even if it’s a star-turned-girl plant, will sprout when it’s ready to.”

	“Uh-huh. You know, I thought Love was a weirdo, and that everything she did and showed me was weird, but now I feel like that’s normal compared to whatever you guys are doing here.”

	“You’ll get used to it.”

	 

	After walking around the garden for a bit, I couldn’t resist asking the question I’d been meaning to ask for a while. “So, this old man wants to know.”

	“Would you stop that? You calling yourself an old man means that I’m old,” Mari replied.

	“You’re just a child, don’t worry.”

	“I’m going to scream.”

	“Hi, going to scream, I’m Drake.”

	“God…”

	“Yes?”

	“Done. I’m done. I mean—!”

	“Hi, done, I’m Drake.”

	“Throwing myself off the next bridge I see.”

	“Dad joking you aside, I wanted to know about how you two met.”

	“Oh.” Mari looked away. “Uh… well, I… guess it’s fine to tell you about that.”

	Something felt off about her answer. “If it’s something that makes you uncomfortable for whatever reason, you don’t need to.”

	“It’s just… it’s something I know I should… be more accepting of, or whatever, I guess. Love has… helped me with a lot of stuff.”

	“Well, you only need to share as much as you’re willing and comfortable to.”

	“Thanks. I guess… I kind of want to make her look good to you, because she’s seriously done a lot for the universe… and me, and I know that she’s not the type to brag… so if I don’t let you know, she’ll probably never say any of it herself.”

	I had such a good daughter and daughter-in-law.

	Mari then brushed her fingers against a flower yet to bloom and said, “She’d be mad if she heard me make that joke about jumping off a bridge. She found me on one. I was finally ready to end everything… and then I heard her voice. She was just… standing there all of a sudden. Leaning against the railing looking up at the sky, talking about how pretty it was. Freaking jump scared me and almost made me fall off.”

	“I might have to talk to her about not surprising somebody standing at the edge of a roof or bridge. Then again, even if you did fall, she would have caught you.”

	“Yeah. Anyways, we just… talked for a few hours about anything and everything. I guess I was so used to nobody giving a shit about me that I ended up trauma dumping everything onto her since she was the first person to ever act like she cared about what I felt. Even my parents didn’t give a shit. My parents called it a phase… the doctor told me I was chasing a trend… everybody kept telling me I’d never be what I knew I was. And when I told them I wanted to kill myself, they said I was just trying to get attention, and accused me of being manipulative, so I decided to put them in their place. Then Love decided to be… well, how Love is. I thought I’d go home and just ignore everybody else’s thoughts to live how I wanted after talking to her, but instead of letting me go home, she asked me to follow her for a second. Then she snapped her fingers and the next thing I knew, we were floating in space, and she gave me this cheesy hiring pitch about how she needed a traveling companion.”

	I snapped a glass of water into existence so that she could have a drink before continuing.

	“Thanks. But yeah, she even offered the ability to make my body into whatever I want it to be… but I couldn’t take that.”

	“If you don’t mind me asking, why not?” I asked.

	“It doesn’t feel fair. Why should I get to change my body with some magical bullshit when nobody else gets to? Maybe after everybody else in the universe gets to be who they want to be, but until then… it’d feel unfair. Like a slap in the face to everybody who still has to struggle in the wrong body while I prance around like some magical idiot.”

	“That shouldn’t be a problem. Love, or me, could just snap our fingers and make that possible.”

	“According to Love, not everywhere. Not in the galaxies still controlled by dragons. We have to free them first before she can just change the laws of reality or whatever for everybody in a galaxy. So, until everybody in this universe is really free… I want to keep helping her.”

	I placed my hand on her shoulder.

	“Would you stop—”

	“If you weren’t my daughter’s girlfriend, I’d want to make you my own wife,” I said.

	“You are officially banned from ever getting within five feet of me again. Preferably five hundred feet, thanks.”

	“It was a joke.” I pulled my hand away on its own that time since she didn’t swat it away. “Maybe in bad taste. My sense of what’s appropriate and what’s not has seriously been degraded since living here. That being said, I respect your choice. It’s something that has to be hard to make—no, if anything, it’s the hardest possible route you could take. But you’re choosing to do what you believe is right, and I respect that.”

	Mari looked away with just the subtlest hint of red coloring her cheeks. “Th-thanks.”

	“And if your own parents were shitheads who wouldn’t accept you, then I’ll be your father who accepts his daughter no matter what.”

	Mari turned her face completely away from me at that point.

	“We might not be that far apart in how old we look, but you’re still my daughter’s girlfriend, and I have no doubt you’ll become her wife. That means I’m just a father-in-law in waiting, and I’m impatient. And we can also drop the in-law part. So if you’re ever in the mood for some fatherly attention, just come to me. Luca has trained me to be a pretty good dad, I think.”

	“You’re—you’re fucking weird,” Mari said. “But… if… if you say something, then… I’ll drop the restraining order.”

	“You don’t need to bribe me to get me to tell you that I’m proud of you. And I’ll tell you that as often as you need to hear it, whenever you want. Even if it’s in the middle of the night, if you need a dad to tell you that he’s proud of you, then you’ll have my number.”

	Mari didn’t say anything. Instead, I saw her shoulders shake as her whole body trembled.

	So, I snapped my fingers to create a scarf made out of The Fluff’s fluff that I placed around her neck.

	“What’s—what’s this?” Mari asked between sniffles.

	“It’s a scarf made out of some of the greatest fluff in all of existence,” I answered. “Not only that, but I granted it a special power.”

	“What power…?”

	“As long as you wear it, the more hateful somebody is, the more it’ll hurt when you punch them in the face. Consider it a holy cross of sorts, except instead of burning vampires, it burns assholes even more than the world’s hottest pepper.”

	Mari, for the first time I heard, chuckled. “That was kinda funny. Good one… D-Dad.”

	I placed my hand on top of her head and ruffled her hair a bit. “Want your own patch in the garden here? You can plant whatever you want, and I’ll take care of it while you’re gone.”

	“Can… can I really?”

	“Gardens are meant to be shared.”

	“Then… sure. I’d… really like that.”

	“Then I’ll get you everything you need and anything else you might want. And once we’re done gardening, we can go work on your punches.”

	“I… don’t know if Love would appreciate that. She tries to get me to be less violent…”

	“She’s just biased because of the fact that she’s love incarnate. Trust me, violence can solve everything.”

	“You’re kind of awesome when you’re not being a weirdo.”

	“I know.”

	“Don’t get full of yourself.”

	I ruffled her hair some more. “Too late.”

	 


Chapter Twenty

	 

	By the time that Mari and I made it back to the others, we were both covered in dirt from gardening and covered in bruises from sparring with each other.

	I wanted to make sure that she could properly punch any assholes in the face, and she proved to already be at a far higher starting level than I thought she might be.

	My face hurt as a result.

	Though, her face was pretty banged up as well since I didn’t go easy on her, and she needed to be able to protect herself from attacks. Sure, maybe she was good at fighting dragons, but most assholes in the universe weren’t dragons but still needed a good dose of violence.

	“Dad,” Love said as soon as she saw us. Her tone made it obvious that she wasn’t happy.

	“Love,” I replied.

	“Did you encourage violence?”

	“Yes.”

	“I’ve been trying to teach her to solve things with love, not violence!”

	“But sometimes, you need violence to protect love.”

	“That just means you need even more love to overwhelm the need for violence!”

	“And sometimes you need enough violence to protecting overwhelming anti-love.”

	Love left Vala’s side and ran up to Mari, taking her into her hands as she checked out her face. “What did he do to you?! Not even a dragon has ever hurt you this much!”

	Mari looked at me and then at Love. “Well, I guess Dad is pretty good at—” She cut herself off when she realized what she called me in front of everybody else.

	Vala and Luca both flashed me thumbs-ups.

	As for Love, she sighed, wrapped her arms around Mari for a hug, and then looked up at me with a pout. “I’ll forgive you… this time, but no more violence!”

	“No promises,” I said.

	“Hmph.”

	“Also, you’ll need to make sure that you stop by more often. She’s got her own section in the garden now to check up on.”

	“Woah,” Vala said. “You… actually gave her a section of your garden? But you’ve never done that before!”

	“Nobody’s ever asked before, and nobody else cares about gardening as much. If any of you want a section, you can have one.”

	“That’s okay. I already have enough virtual gardens to take care of.”

	“And this is why I’ve never bothered offering that to anybody else before.” I looked at Love and Mari again. “You kids want to eat in or go out for dinner?”

	“Eat in!” Love answered. “We’re always going out eating at new places, so I want some homecooked food!”

	Mari nodded. “I can’t… remember the last time I’ve had something cooked by family, so…”

	I couldn’t resist.

	I placed my hand on top of Mari’s head again.

	She was too cute and she made me want to protect her and give her everything that she always missed out on in life. If that meant me being a dad who cooked for her, then I was happy to do that for her. “What’s your favorite food?”

	“I—I don’t know,” Mari answered while bashfully looking up at me.

	Love then narrowed her eyes at us and said, “I don’t know why… but I feel kind of jealous.” Then she grabbed my free hand and placed it on top of her head. “Dad, you have to treat me like your little girl too, okay?”

	That was when Luca joined in… but not like the others. Instead, she teleported herself up to my shoulders to sit on them. “Fu, fu, fu,” she laughed, partially copying Lavi’s style of laughing. “What little kids you both are. Ah, I remember when I was as young as you, always wanting Papa’s headpats and hugs. Someday, you’ll be like me and grow out of such childish desires!”

	And then, of course, there was Vala who summoned a third arm and hand onto my body so that she could pull the third hand to the top of her head. “I want one, too…”

	Before I knew it, I also had a fourth arm and hand sticking up to pet Luca’s head.

	“Ooooohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Delphi shouted in the distance. “Master’s turning into a head-petting tentacle monster!”

	“Epic,” Cami said.

	“Woah! That’s awesome, Master! You’re evolving!” Lavi shouted.

	Of course, once there was a commotion about it, everybody else joined in.

	The fifth hand, though, went to Clawdia who snuck up from behind. “Don’t—don’t get the wrong idea, nya. I just don’t want to be left out…”

	“I’m going to cry if I don’t get to experience the tentacle-arm head-petting, too!” said the obvious crybaby who shouldn’t have needed her name narrated. “I don’t know why, but I feel like I’m going to cry even harder now.”

	“Heh, this is pretty nice,” Eliza said who took… whichever numbered hand of mine it was.

	“It… it’s a little embarrassing being petted when I’m taller, but… it’s nice,” Valkyria joined in.

	“Yeah, this is the good stuff,” Honey said.

	“Darling, make sure to properly enjoy my jelly squish!” Zoa said, needing two hands for her head due to the jellyfish dome on top of it and how large it was.

	“You can… pet in other places… too,” Mariet, obviously, said.

	Then there was Claire. “As tempting as it may be to be left out alone, forced to watch while everybody else enjoys such treatment, I believe I shall partake in the petting of heads this time.”

	And finally.

	“Obligatory beep boop. The need to be included in the petting has temporarily restored our system integrity,” Nano said.

	Wait.

	Something was missing.

	“She’s up here, Papa!” Luca said, reaching ah and up to point at a miniature Window sitting on top of her head.

	That was when I realized the truth.

	It was not Luca whose head I was petting… but it was her miniature mother sitting on top of her head, too ashamed to admit to wanting me to pet her head on her own.

	“Betrayed by my own daughter, again,” Window said and sighed.

	I wasn’t sure of how many arms I had at that point, but there were… too many. Yet, somehow, I managed to pet everybody’s heads.

	“Wait, who the heck are all these people?” Mari asked.

	“All my wives,” I answered.

	“You… you have this many wives?”

	“Yep.”

	“Go figure, my new dad turns out to be a womanizer.”

	“In my defense, they throw themselves at me. All I have to do is exist here and they fall in love with me for no reason.”

	“Stop putting yourself down, Dad,” Love said.

	Mari sighed. “Well… with how Love turned out… and—and what you said to me… and how you treat me… then—then I guess it makes sense.”

	“What he said to you? What’d he say?”

	“No-nothing.”

	“Interruptive boop noise,” Nano said. “We might have been blue screened, but we still have devices that retained operational status during that time. One of them is a telescope in orbit that records video and audio in perfect quality. Everything that happened in the garden was recorded and added to the collection, Creator’s Greatest Hits, Volume 39.”

	“Wait,” I said. “How are there already that many volumes?”

	“Because every second of Creator’s existence deserves its place among the greatest hits collection.”

	“So, basically, it’s just a documentary of my life.”

	“Incorrect. It is a collection of your greatest hits.”

	“But if it has every second…”

	“They are recorded for being your greatest moments, not because they are your moments by default. It is not our fault that every one of your moments is one of your greatest moments.”

	I looked Mari in the eyes and said, “See why it’s impossible for me to not be full of myself?”

	Mari sighed again. “Yeah… I get it.”

	 

	After petting everybody’s heads, except for Luca’s since she was apparently insistent on being more mature than everybody else, it was time to get to work.

	In the kitchen.

	With Vala.

	“But why with me?” Vala asked. “Can’t I just play vidya until the food is done?”

	“Because our daughter is home and we, as her parents, have to cook for her,” I answered.

	“But… I don’t know how to cook… all I know is ordering pizza…”

	“I know how to motivate you.”

	“How?”

	I snapped my fingers.

	An apron appeared on my body.

	I reached behind myself to tie the strings together and then looked at Vala. “Like this.”

	A bit of blood ran out of Vala’s nostrils. “Drake… my husbando… please… have you considered what you’re doing to me? First we have that moment with the slave collar thing earlier… now you’re wearing an apron… what the heck… my husbando… please… my heart…”

	“If I really wanted to bully you and your heart, then…”

	I snapped my fingers again.

	My shirt disappeared, but my jeans remained, leaving the apron as the only thing covering my upper body. In addition to that, the metal collar and chain leash returned around my neck.

	“How about this?” I asked.

	Vala’s mouth hung open as drool ran out from it. “Half—half naked apron… slave husbando…”

	I walked up to Vala, gently pushed her back against the wall, and then grabbed her chin to tilt her head back as I looked down into her eyes. “Should I call you ‘Master’ as well?”

	Vala gulped and nodded with hearts in her eyes.

	“Then, Master, shouldn’t we be cooking for our daughter and her girlfriend instead of flirting in the kitchen?”

	“You—you’re the one… doing the… the flirting… not… not that I’m complaining…”

	I reached down, wrapped my arm behind her thighs, and then lifted her up so that her face was right in front of mine. She was equally panicked as she was flustered at that point, but she became even more aroused than both of those emotions combined when I went in to leave another mark on her neck.

	“Dr—Drake!” Vala moaned, scratching at my back as she trembled against me, her lips panting next to my ear. “Wha—what happened to—to cooking?!”

	“What happened to you wanting another kid?” I whispered to her.

	“We’re in the kitchen to cook food! Not to put another baby in the oven! And by oven I mean me!”

	“Alright.” I let her down and stepped away, leaving her with wide eyes as she panted.

	“You… you stopped?”

	“I did.”

	“Wh-why?”

	“Because I’m a cruel, sadistic husband who enjoys teasing his adorable wife.” I turned around to get started on the cooking after that.

	“I—I wanted to act upset some more… but… what happened to your back?”

	Oh, right. That was the first time she saw my back since what she did to it earlier.

	“It looks like you fought a dragon… that’s like the back that some epic hunter-warrior guy has in an action game… it looks totally cover—wait… don’t—don’t tell me…”

	“There’s only one dragon around here, Vala.”

	“I said not to tell me! That’s embarrassing! And—and doesn’t that hurt?!”

	“In a good way. Want to leave some more scars?”

	Vala buried her bright, red face into her hands. “What’s gotten into you today…?”

	“What can I say? I’m in a good mood. Love is here, after all.”

	“But—but you were acting like this even before she got here!”

	“Maybe I had a feeling she was coming, and that put me in a good mood.”

	“But aren’t you always in a good mood?”

	“Hmm. That’s true. Then, rather than be in a good mood… maybe I’m in the kind of mood that makes me want to have more kids, because Love being here has reminded me that Luca needs more siblings to hang out with, plus I like having a mini-me to train seeing as how the universe doesn’t have enough of my bloodline to suffer against yet.”

	“Don’t you… don’t you think you should make sure you have a kid with everybody else first before you have a second one with me?”

	“If anybody cared, they could just join in.

	Vala finally uncovered her face, but only enough to show me her eyes. “Then… then… tonight… we can… try…”

	“But first, we have to cook.”

	“How am I supposed to cook after you’ve made me feel like this…”

	“I can settle for you scratching my back more while I do all the cooking.”

	“Is that really fair?”

	“Not at all. I get to have all the fun while you just stand there scratching me.”

	“Then… are—are you ready to face my claws… you delicate mortal?”

	I stared at her for a moment before the steam exploded out through her ears and she covered up her face again.

	“Why’d you even say that if it was so embarrassing?” I asked.

	“Because it felt appropriate!” Vala whined.

	My wife was too adorable.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two

	 

	It happened again.

	I wasn’t sure where or when I was. It was similar to when me and Vala found ourselves on the porch in rocking chairs despite nothing leading to that moment.

	Except, instead of being on my porch… I was… somewhere.

	Shapeless, floating architecture a myriad of colors surrounded me. Nothing seemed to stay static for more than a few seconds, like everything was constantly shifting and evolving. Even light itself seemed unable to stay consistent for more than a second.

	I didn’t have a body, either.

	It was like I was a floating consciousness in an environment best described as pure chaos.

	Yet, despite not having a body, I felt myself being watched.

	There was only one thing to do.

	I might not have had a body, but I still had my soul, so I snapped the fingers of my soul and gave myself a body.

	“That’s better,” I said as I hovered above the shifting ground below. “So, I assume whoever is watching me is the one who brought me to this place.”

	“Not… quite,” replied a feminine voice. Her voice seemingly came from every direction around me all at once. “This is a realm of your own making.”

	“Did I really make something so incomprehensible?”

	“You don’t realize it yet, do you?”

	“I’m a simple man. I know how to garden, how to punch, and how to love my wives and children. Everything else needs explained like I’m five.”

	The voice chuckled. “I see. Then, allow me to explain it in a way you will better understand. This is your soul.”

	I looked around again at the chaotic nature of everything around. “Where’s the fluff?”

	“Fluff is simply a target of your fixations, not a component of your soul itself.”

	“Well, that needs changed.”

	I snapped my fingers again.

	If my soul wasn’t fluffy, then I was going to make it so.

	Only, nothing happened.

	I tried snapping my fingers again.

	Nothing.

	“Even for a being whose soul is composed of both this reality and the higher, you cannot modify your soul so easily,” the woman explained. “Such powers affect the material, not the spiritual. It is for the same reason that you could snap away cancers and hunger yet are unable to change the minds and souls of others.”

	“I wouldn’t want to forcibly change people anyways. That’s why I made it impossible for them to litter, but they can still want to litter.”

	“But would it not be better to go all the way?”

	“I don’t believe in removing their free will.”

	“But you have. You have only given them the illusion of such will. If they wish to litter, but cannot, then you have left them with only one option: to not litter.”

	“But they can still want to.”

	“Worthless semantics used to justify oppression, not that I have an issue with such a thing. That being said, you can be honest here—in your soul. You wish you could simply snap your fingers and make everybody else act in an agreeable way, don’t you? But if you did so, you would not respect yourself, and you fear those who cherish you would no longer do so.”

	“I’ll protect the environment even if it means oppressing people by removing their ability to actually destroy it, but I won’t override their free will.”

	“Not that you could, anyways. Even if you tried to, it would fail. Unless, of course… I gave you the power to do so. What then? What if I gave you the power to influence souls, and you would even be able to do it in such a way that nobody would know you are behind it? You could make it so that everyone has a blind eye turned to your actions. Even yourself. You could change everybody to act exactly how you want without even being aware that you are doing it, and you would forget this entire conversation. You would live a life unaware that anything has changed, yet would be ultimately happier as the entire universe bends to meet your ideal. I could grant you this power.”

	“No.”

	“Such a simple answer.”

	I shrugged. “Because there’s nothing else that needs said. Everybody has their desires that they never act on. Call of the void, right? It’s only natural for some people to desire wrong and unethical things, but the important thing is that they never act on them. And I refuse to act on this one no matter how much some tiny part of my soul might think it sounds nice.”

	“Even if you were able to fluff up your own soul?”

	“I might reconsider it for an extra second or two, but the answer would still be no.”

	I heard another laugh from the voice. “I see. You truly are that girl’s father. I wondered who could be responsible for such a child, and now it all makes sense.”

	“I don’t know who or what you are, but if you mess with Love—”

	“Worry not, Drake. I have no intention of harming her, you, nor anybody else. If anything, I would say that we have a common enemy.”

	“And who would that be?”

	A woman appeared in front of me.

	She wore a black suit, had long and black hair, and black-and-red eyes with what appeared to be spirals within them.

	“The dragons, of course,” the woman answered. “Who else seeks to oppress all? Who else sits upon their thrones believing themselves above all others as they force their rules upon others? That is why they hate us—my kind. They may be more powerful than us, but they do not have the ability to control one’s soul like we do. I believe you are already familiar with a similar story.”

	“Vala’s sister,” I said.

	“Ding, ding. A huntress sent after us to exterminate our kind. We refused to submit, so they decided our genocide was the appropriate response. What cannot be controlled deserves death in the eyes of the dragons. Such a gloomy statement does not befit a story such as this, I know, yet it is our reality—or has been. Thanks to your daughter’s achievements, we no longer need to hide as much as we once were. She is powerful enough to do what we dreamed of, yet without us having to control the dragons for our own uses.”

	“How’d you even get here?”

	“I followed her soul back to you. Though she may have your powers, our techniques for hiding remain the same, and she is not familiar with hunting us. Even now, without understanding the means of finding us, you have no way of removing me from your soul. Of course, I fully intend to remove myself, so you need not worry. I simply… wanted to meet the one behind our little savior.”

	“Then you should meet Vala. She spent more time raising her than me.”

	“That is valid, but I feel such a meeting between the two of us would be rather… inappropriate considering what we did to her sister.”

	“If you only came here to see what we’re like, couldn’t you have done that without showing yourself to me like this?”

	The woman smiled and tilted her head a little, her eyes staring directly into my own. “Trying to get me to reveal the true purpose behind my introduction, are you?”

	I tilted my head in the same way that she did. “You could say that.”

	“Then, allow me to get to the point. I was not granted this life until after the hunting of my species began. I have never known what it is to live amongst others rather than to simply watch from the shadows of their souls. Such a peaceful story such as this one—it is bittersweet. It is something I desire, but I fear I do not deserve such happiness. Yet, I find myself unable to resist reaching forward and asking for permission to join this cast. That is why I am here. Of course, I am quite the coward waiting until after the final intended chapter to make my introduction like this…”

	“I think you know what my answer is.”

	She looked away. “I know. Accepting me while knowing what I have done to Vala’s sister is—”

	“Well,” Vala said, “it should be fine, right?”

	The new woman blinked and took a step back when she heard Vala’s voice suddenly coming from beside me. “How—when did you…?”

	Vala sighed and leaned against my side. “Since the beginning. I might not have ever went after you guys, but I was still trained on how to detect you, especially because of what you put my sister through. I’ve been keeping an eye on you ever since you first attached yourself to his soul.”

	“I… I see.”

	“But you’re not the one who did that to my sister, and I’m not going to judge you all for the actions of one. Besides… I mean… the dragons are the bad guys in the universe, so… I can’t really blame you for guys for doing what you did. Oh, but if you join us, you’re going to have to go on the waiting list for showing up on a cover. Next… three are already planned.”

	“Not a problem. That being said… is it truly alright? For me to join in and partake in such happiness despite—”

	Vala shook her head and waved her hands. “Stop, stop! This is like listening to an abused slave girl in an isekai asking if it’s okay for her to feel happy and not live a life full of suffering all the time! It’s okay, I promise! Like I said, we—well, the other dragons, have totally been assholes since like the dawn of the universe! Just… no more manipulating other people’s souls or anything, alright? We’re all happy here and enjoy having free will and stuff. You don’t have to use your powers. You’ll be safe.”

	“I see.” The woman, with a soft smile on her face, looked down. “In that case, I am sorry.”

	A spear—no, a lance was driven into me from behind and came out through my torso.

	I snapped my fingers and sent Vala away, to outside of my soul, so that she wouldn’t see me hurt.

	“Brave, but foolish,” a different woman said. “It is no wonder my sister has strayed from her path for your sake. Not only are you attractive, but you valiantly protected her and guaranteed that she would not see anything upsetting. You are a good, caring, excellent partner for her.”

	I blinked a couple of times as I looked down at the lance sticking through my torso. “You know, it’s strange being praised like this by the person trying to kill me.”

	“I learned that the way to earn a mortal’s love is through their heart. If I am to protect my sister, then I must break her heart by making you love me more than her.”

	“Please don’t tell me that you just impaled me because you took the heart thing too literally.”

	“… was I not supposed to?”

	“You were not supposed to, no.”

	“Oh. Then… what was I to do?”

	I looked down at the lance.

	I looked up at the girl who supposedly was part of a trap.

	The sadness she expressed, and that smile she showed me when we accepted her, were nothing but genuine.

	Trying to manipulate other’s souls was out of the question. That was a line I would never cross even if I could.

	But as far as the material went—

	Well, I snapped my fingers.

	The concept of the “truth” was not something spiritual, so I snapped my fingers to make the truth reveal itself.

	A metal collar, similar to the one I gave myself for Vala, manifested around the black-haired girl’s neck. Attached to it was a chain that led to the wielder of the lance behind me.

	And when I looked behind me, I saw a woman who was similar to Vala… but… well, bigger in basically every single way. I felt like I was looking at an older, more mature, and bigger version of Vala.

	That wasn’t all, though.

	There was a block of text in front of me that read, “Vala’s sister, tasked with hunting down Vala and bringing her home to their parents, used a recently-developed technique to enslave the eldritch beings such as the girl seen in front of you. She then used their powers to hide and sneakily followed your daughter back here to discover the origin of the one capable of defeating even dragons, because she suspected her sister, Vala, had to be involved somehow. So, she has arrived here, with her enslaved eldritch girl who is undeniably going to join your harem at some point, in order to bring her sister back, and she believes that the easiest way to do such is by cuckolding Vala to break her heart so she willingly returns home because she is too afraid of using force on her and hurting her. Physically hurting her is not okay, and she has gaslit herself into thinking that if you emotionally hurt her by leaving her, then she would not be responsible for that and thus would still be able to have a good relationship with her despite stealing you. As it may or may not be obvious by now, she is not very intelligent, likely due to formerly being corrupted and losing her mind. She will also likely join the harem as a result of trying to steal you from Vala only to end up making you steal herself from her parents. And yes, though it has already been written, she can be very dumb and it is worth reiterating.”

	“What… what is that text?” Vala’s sister asked.

	“The truth,” I answered. “When I snapped my fingers, I made the truth appear. This manifested as showing the chains between you two, and also as a literal block of expositional text explaining the truth to me.”

	 “I see. You are as intelligent as you are attractive, caring, and resilient.”

	An extra line of text was added to the truth which read, “She still believes that she is capable of deceiving you and stealing you from Vala despite reading all of that and now this.”

	I sighed and explained, “You know, no matter how much you butter me up, I’m not going to ever leave Vala.”

	Vala’s sister then said, “You are as loyal as you are intelligent, attractive, caring, and resilient. All excellent qualities for a future husband of mine to have.”

	“You know I see what you’re trying to do, right?”

	“You are as all-knowing as you are—”

	“Hey, want me to fall in love with you?”

	She blinked. “Yes. I believe I am most worthy of being your wife and will bring you greater happiness than anybody else ever could so long as you submit yourself to me entirely and never even look in my sister’s direction again.”

	“I see. Alright, so, then to make me fall in love with you, what would make you absolutely irresistible to me is if you release the girl over there, apologize to Vala, betray your parents, and give up on ever returning home with Vala. I would love you so hard if you did all of that. I would love you for the rest of eternity and do everything I could to make you a happy wife.”

	The cheeks of Vala’s sister turned red as she listened to what I said. “You would… love me… and make me a happy wife?”

	“Yep. The happiest wife. Both of you. Promise.”

	I sent Vala away so that she wouldn’t be able to see that I had a lance impaling me, which I finally got around to removing by snapping my fingers again.

	But when it came time for the truth to be exposed, I made sure that she could still listen to everything that was being said, and she approved of my plans.

	So, it was okay for me to offer to make her sister one of my wives.

	Her sister then said, “In order to bring my sister home by making you love me more than her… I have to submit to you and let you make me a happy wife… which you’ll only do if I give up on returning my sister to our parents… while releasing my servant so that you can also make her a happy wife… I see. Very well. Then, for the sake of my sister’s future, I will allow you to pamper me and make me the happiest wife I could ever possibly be while abandoning the notion of returning my sister to our parents.” And with that, the chain between her and the other girl disappeared, as did the collar around the other’s neck.

	That was… easier than it should have been.

	I looked at the black-haired girl and said, “You know, I’m not going to judge you for anything your species has done or anything to survive a genocide, but… I’m going to judge you for being captured and enslaved by her.”

	She sighed and looked down again.

	That was when Vala reappeared, but not by me. Instead, she was by the black-haired girl. “What are you doing?!” Vala shouted. “This is the part where you go, ‘Thank you for freeing me, but so that I can make sure nobody else ever mistreats me again… I want you to be my new master! Nobody else can enslave me if you enslave me first!’”

	I grabbed Vala by one of her wings and pulled her away. “Don’t try pressuring the new wife into your fetishes.”

	“But this is the perfect opportunity! There has literally never been a more appropriate time for this!”

	“Shouldn’t you be having a reunion with your sister?”

	“This is more important than her.”

	“You know she can hear you, right?”

	“I know.”

	“You sound like you don’t… have the best relationship with her.”

	“I don’t.”

	“Are you sure it’s okay to turn her into a wife?”

	“Yes. Even if I don’t get along with her, she still… deserves to be free and know peace, too. But anyways! That’s not important! We have a freed slave girl! My sister did the right thing by bringing her here so you could save her!”

	I looked at the black-haired girl whose name I still didn’t know yet. “Feel free to ignore her. You don’t have to feel pressured into—”

	“I—I see,” the former slave replied. “Then… that is the tradition of mortals once such chains have been broken? If that is the appropriate response, then… please, chain me once more so that no others could.”

	Vala sighed, clearly disappointed.

	“What?” I asked her. “She actually did it, so why are you sighing?”

	“Because!” Vala waved her arms around. “She’s basically just LARPing and doesn’t even know any better! Ugh… this just makes me feel like I’m doing something bad by pressuring her into it when she doesn’t even understand what it really means…”

	“I promise you that it sounds bad either way.”

	“Tch…”

	I flicked the side of Vala’s head before looking at the black-haired girl again. “Don’t worry about it. Just be yourself and enjoy life however you want. If you don’t know how things work, then you can figure it out by watching us.”

	“I see. Very well. I will do my best to learn from everybody,” she replied.

	I ended up reaching forward to pet her head just because I was so used to doing that for all my wives.

	Then there was Vala’s sister.

	I felt her tugging on my left arm, so I looked at her and saw her standing there with her head lowered for me. “I, your cute and perfect wife who deserves to be pampered as you have said that you will make me the happiest wife, would like to have my head petted. Please pet me immediately.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three

	 

	“Wait, I thought the volume was over,” Window said as she stared at us with her arms crossed over her chest, all of us now outside the house in the usual spot. “And… this was a volume to focus on existing wives… but now there are two more… and one of them is—”

	“I am Vala’s big sister,” Vala’s big sister said before politely bowing. “Please give me lots of praise.”

	“Drake hasn’t even asked you for your name yet, has he? I feel like he’s still not narrating you by a real name.”

	“My husband has not asked me for a name yet. I was under the assumption that a name would not be needed since he has not asked for one.”

	“He’s just a bad narrator who doesn’t realize how annoying it’s going to be for new wives to be getting referred to by wordy descriptions all the time.”

	“My husband is the greatest husband in the universe. Please be kind to him. He is doing his best as evident by the fact that he petted my head upon request.”

	Window glared at me. Considering I was wearing a pretty smug smile at the time, I probably deserved it. “Great,” she said. “Another girl who is going to kiss up to you and let you get away with everything.”

	That was when Vala’s big sister w rapped her arms around me from behind, resulting in her chest pushing against the back of my head.

	When I said that she was big, I meant big. She made me feel short. Previously, Valkyria was the tallest of my wives, standing at about the same height as me… or maybe a little taller than me. I couldn’t remember. But that aside, Vala’s big sister was easily at least a whole foot taller than me seeing as her my head only reached up to her chest. So when she hugged me from behind like that, the other big parts of her chest ended up practically wrapped around the sides of my head.

	“Unfortunately, I can only kiss down to him because of the difference in our heights,” Vala’s big sister said. “But I will gladly accept my husband kissing up to me.”

	“Just tell me your name since he isn’t doing it,” Window said.

	“I have no name.”

	“You… don’t have one?”

	“When I disappointed our parents, they stripped me of my name and position as a dragon. I became nothing more than a tool to use, as I deserved. My crimes can never be forgiven. For that reason, I do not have a name, and do not deserve the honor of having one.”

	“Okay… well, what about from before? You used to have a name, right?”

	“Yes, but it is no longer mine.”

	Window sighed. “But what was it? Also, you know you don’t have to keep your boobs wrapped around his head this whole time, right?”

	“It is comforting. Doing this allows me to feel his warmth directly against me.”

	That was when Delphi popped in out of nowhere and said, “He’ll feel even warmer if you take your clothes off! Nothing beats skin-to-skin contact!”

	A little sparkle colored the eyes of Vala’s big sister. “I see. Thank you.” And then she reached down to begin stripping herself… only for Vala to grab her hands and stop her.

	“Wait! We’re not rated that high! You can’t just strip before we fade to black!” Vala whined.

	“Oh. My apologies. Please do not hate me. I promise to not make such a grievous mistake again.”

	“Ugh… I don’t hate you. It was just an accident, okay? You didn’t even know you were doing anything wrong, so it’s okay.”

	“Unacceptable. Even if I was not aware of the rule I was in violation of, I still acted in violation of it and deserve punishment for it.”

	“Drake… can you please do something about her? I’m… not good with her when she’s like this.”

	I started to understand why Vala didn’t exactly get along with her. When she had as much of a guilty complex as she did, not to mention that it seemed even more intense when Vala was involved, then dealing with somebody like that could be difficult.

	At the same time, it made sense why she was seemingly so upfront with wanting praise. She likely believed that she deserved nothing but hatred from other dragons. To her family—to Vala, she was a hated tool meant to be used.

	She was probably starved of positive attention for millions of years knowing their lifespans.

	But I was not a dragon. She believed she did wrong by dragons, not necessarily by anybody else, and she was also clearly a simple-minded person.

	So when it came to me, she could shamelessly ask for the praise that she was so desperate to experience again, probably because she viewed me as inferior to dragons. If anything, to somebody like her, she believed receiving praise from a non-dragon would probably be degrading, so it was alright if I did it.

	That was just my theory, anyways.

	I probably could have snapped the truth into an obvious reality again, but that felt like cheating to use again so soon.

	I stepped forward, turned around, and tugged on Vala’s big sister’s arms so that she would lower herself down until she was sitting on her knees in front of me.

	“Olive. That’s your name now,” I told her.

	“Olive?” Olive asked.

	“The first thing that came to mind was the opposite of Vala, so Alav, and I tried pronouncing it in a few different ways and eventually it sounded like Olive, so Olive.”

	“I see. I will accept this name.”

	I looked at Vala. “Call her by her name.”

	“O-okay,” Vala said. “Olive.”

	Olive shook her head. “Please do not address me using a name. I do not deserve such a respect.”

	“Yep, I was right,” I said. “You view everyone here other than Vala as inferior to dragons, don’t you? We’re basically just insects to you.”

	Olive nodded. “Yes.”

	“Great,” Window said. “First we had to deal with Vala’s slave fetish, now her sister is a racist.”

	“It’s okay,” I said. “I know how to fix this. I can fix her.”

	“Said every man before ruining his life.”

	“If I wanted to ruin my life, I’d just look at you.”

	“W. O. W. OKAY. WOW. JUST REALLY DOING ME LIKE THAT OUT OF NOWHERE, HUH.”

	“Sorry, but it’s been too long since I’ve bullied you. I love you, Window.”

	“I—I love you too… jerk…”

	Back to Olive, I said, “Vala’s happiness is more important than everything else, isn’t it?”

	Olive nodded again. “Yes. That is why our parents desire her return. They have told me she will be happiest taking their throne.”

	“I figured. You’re a good big sister, aren’t you?”

	“I am not. I am likely the worst big sister, but as the first child of our kind to have a sibling, it is my duty to do my best at being the best possible big sister I can be.”

	Vala sighed and tugged on my arm. “Drake, if you’re going to try the whole, ‘But Vala is happier this way, haven’t you tried asking her what she wants?’ thing, then I’ve already tried that. She won’t listen because my parents told her not to trust me if I said something like that.”

	“That would make sense to try next,” I said. “And since when does anything around here make sense?”

	“True… but what are you going to do then?”

	I smiled and returned my attention to Olive. “If you love Vala, then you know her tells when she’s happy. What’s something she does when she’s happy?”

	Olive immediately had an answer. “Her tail wags. It is very cute. My little sister is the cutest dragon in existence.”

	“Do you think it’s possible for her to fake wagging her tail?”

	“She has tried to before when lying to our parents, but I know the difference between fake wagging and true wagging.”

	“And you believe she’ll be happier back at your home, right?”

	“Yes.”

	“When was the most she ever wagged her tail?”

	“When our parents forgot her birthday because it meant not having to deal with them on her birthday.”

	I looked at Vala. “You… had a rough childhood, didn’t you?”

	Vala drooped her shoulders. “Why do you think I fled across universes and wanted to live in a cave?”

	Back to Olive. “Remember how fast her tail wagged?”

	“Yes,” Olive answered. “I could never forget the sight of her tail wagging so adorably. After all, my little sister is the cutest dragon in existence.”

	Vala’s tail was already starting to wag a little when she heard that. Even if they didn’t get along, they clearly cared for each other—or rather, Vala was still happy to hear those words from her big sister even if she found her to be a pain.

	“Then let me show you something,” I said. “Delphi.”

	“Master!” Delphi shouted in response, now standing next to me.

	“I have a mission for you.”

	“Ooh… a mission!”

	“You see, Vala knows the recipe… to a top-secret soup recipe. A highly confidential soup recipe that the corrupt elite wish to keep secret from the rest of the world.”

	Delphi looked utterly shocked at the news. She couldn’t even say anything.

	“If you cuddle the heck out of her, right here, right now, she’ll be forced to tell you the secret recipe.”

	“But… I don’t want to force Master to do anything… I’d want her to share the recipe with me on her own… but if she’d get in trouble for it… then—then it would be better if she didn’t say anything!”

	“Sorry, I messed up my words. I meant that she would love to share the recipe with you, but like in a video game, it’s a special achievement that can only be unlocked by cuddling with her enough.”

	“Oooooohhhh! So all I have to do is cuddle Master, and I’ll unlock the secret recipe?!”

	“Yep. Exactly. But you have to start now. There’s a time limit.”

	Vala opened her mouth, probably to ask me what I was doing, but it was too late. She got tackle-hugged and pinned to the ground by Delphi who immediately jumped into a hundred percent cuddle mode.

	Delphi wrapped her limbs around Vala, rubbed her face against Vala’s face, and well, basically, just rubbed her entire body against Vala while tightly hugging her. Of course, Delphi’s tail was rapidly wagging in the air above her the whole time.

	And her tail wasn’t the only one wagging.

	Vala’s tail wagged to the absolute best of its ability despite being partially restrained by Delphi during the intense cuddling.

	“De-Delphi! Too tight!” Vala whined with a wide smile on her face.

	“I’m sorry, Master, but there’s a time limit!” Delphi replied. “My fear of missing out won’t let me loosen!”

	“Curses! FOMO strikes again!”

	I looked at Olive and asked, “Tell me, when you look at Vala, does she look happy?”

	Olive’s eyes switched back and forth from looking at Vala’s wagging tail and her blushing, smiling face. “She… does,” Olive answered. “I have never seen her express such joy before.”

	“And this is just a tiny fraction of what she feels every single day here. Your parents might believe that she’ll be even happier away from us, but at what cost? And what if your parents are wrong?”

	“They… can’t be wrong. Dragons are never wrong.”

	“They thought you would be the perfect daughter, but you failed them. Doesn’t that make them wrong about you?”

	“That was… my fault.”

	“And? Even if you’re the one who made the mistake, they were the ones who believed you wouldn’t. You made a mistake, but they made the mistake of thinking you wouldn’t. So, knowing that they’re not as perfect as they think they are, and seeing your little sister having so much fun and feeling so much love here, do you really think that they understand her happiness better than she does?”

	“But—”

	“And if your parents are so perfect, why did Vala run away in the first place?”

	“I…”

	“Your parents are controlling assholes who abandoned their first daughter instead of stand by her when she made a mistake, and then their second daughter meant to replace the first hated them and ran away. Maybe, just maybe, your parents are shitty parents who don’t actually know nor care about what’s best for their children. Have they ever tried to understand you?”

	“Understanding me… is not important. I am a tool. This is my punishment for failure.”

	I was going to say something, but it was my turn to get interrupted.

	Luca appeared.

	And, with her hands on her hips, she stood in front of Olive with a heck of a mean pout.

	“What kind of stupid stuff are you saying?” Luca asked, bringing out more of her mother’s side for once. “You were their kid and they didn’t care about you! If something bad happened to me, Papa and Mama wouldn’t punish me for it, they’d go beat up whoever hurt me and then spoil me! That’s what parents are supposed to do!”

	“Dragons do not… share those ideals,” Olive replied. “What other species’ parents do does not mat—”

	Luca placed her hands on Olive’s cheeks, smooshed her face, and then pulled her down to hug Olive’s head against her chest. “Hmph. If your parents won’t do it, then I’ll replace them! I’ll be your Mama now! From now you, I’m adopting you!”

	I looked at Window and said, “Hey, I think our daughter who technically isn’t even a year old yet is adopting a dragon who is at least millions, maybe billions, of years old.”

	“Shu-shut up,” Window replied while on the verge of tears. “I’m so proud of her…”

	Window had a point. It wasn’t the time to play the straight man when our daughter was being so incredible.

	Then again, if Luca was my daughter… but now she was becoming the adoptive mother of Olive… and Olive was one of my wives…

	Did that mean Luca was both my daughter and my mother-in-law?

	“I know what you’re narrating,” Window said. “Don’t go deeper into that line of thought or else things will get weird.”

	I nodded. “Understood.”

	As for Olive and Luca, Olive’s tail gently swished behind her, but she refused to let herself smile. Instead, she said, “I… cannot accept such a position. I am sorry. Once again, I am failing somebody.”

	Progress.

	Olive immediately accepted my proposition earlier due to essentially seeing me as something less than a dragon, yet now she treated Luca with the same respect she would a dragon.

	My daughter truly was incredible.

	“Then I’m gonna make my Papa use his cheat power,” Luca said. “Will you believe the truth no matter what it says?”

	“So long as it is the truth, there is no reason not to believe it,” Olive answered.

	Luca nodded and looked at me. “Do it, Papa. Show her the truth.”

	I snapped my fingers.

	Truth, once more, became materialized as a readable line of text that floated next to Luca’s head, and she grabbed onto this truth to push it right in front of Olive’s face.

	It only featured a single sentence this time.

	“Olive deserves happiness, too.”

	Olive, for the first time, appeared to crack. “But… I am happy fulfilling my punishment.”

	The truth changed. “Olive is not happy living a life of punishment.”

	“But it is what I am supposed to do.”

	Luca shoved the truth aside and looked into Olive’s eyes. “When you ignore what you think you’re supposed to do, what do you want to do?”

	“I want to carry out my punishment.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I deserve to.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I made a mistake.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I was not careful enough.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I underestimated my intelligence and my enemy.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I… was desperate to earn my parents’ praise.”

	Luca’s expression softened. “Why?”

	“Because they never praised me and I felt like I wasn’t enough no matter what I did.”

	Luca placed her hands against Olive’s face again. “Why?”

	“Because… I do not know. I… cannot understand why they refused to acknowledge me regardless of what I did for them. Even now… despite agreeing to what Drake made me agree to earlier… I want to earn their approval.”

	“Why?”

	“Because if even my own parents reject me… how could anybody else? How could I be worth anything to anybody if I am worthless even to my parents?”

	“Do you know what you do when you have bad parents?”

	“I… don’t.”

	“You throw them out and get new ones. That’s why I’ll be your Mama from now on. Oh! And umm… it’d be weird if my Papa was yours, too, so… oh! Handy can be your Papa!”

	That was when Handy, the skeletal hand, appeared on Luca’s shoulder while making a thumbs-up with his body.

	“We’ll show you what it’s like to be real parents!” Luca continued. “And if I may say so myself, I’ve learned from the best there are!”

	Window, at that point, was full on ugly sobbing next to me, minus the ugly because she could never be ugly.

	And me narrating that she could never be ugly even while ugly sobbing made her sob even harder.

	“I do not deserve caring parents,” Olive said.

	“You do,” Luca replied.

	“I could never earn them.”

	“Kids aren’t supposed to earn their parents. Loving parents are supposed to be the default. If anything, us kids are owed loving parents since we didn’t consent to come into this world in the first place! They least they can do after forcing us to exist is loving the heck out of us.”

	“Is it… really okay?”

	“Yep! It’s really okay. Promise.”

	Handy nodded with a couple of his fingers to agree with Luca.

	Olive finally looked like she was the one about to cry. “Will you… truly love me even though I have made so many mistakes?”

	“Yep,” Luca answered. “No matter how many you make, I’ll always support you.”

	“But… why?”

	“Because that’s what a parent is supposed to do.”

	The first tear fell from Olive’s eye, and we didn’t get to see if any more followed since Luca hugged the far larger woman back against her chest just as a loving mother would.

	Handy also jumped up onto Olive’s head to pet her.

	So.

	That was how my daughter ended up adopting my newest wife.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Four

	 

	Window calmed down a few minutes later, though her puffy and red eyes made it obvious just how hard she was crying. “That—all of that was just because of one of the new girls! And there’s a whole other one who was standing there the whole time not saying anything! Am I going to be traumatized even more listening to her sob story?!”

	The black-haired, former slave shook her head. “I do not think so.”

	“I just want to know how you were captured,” I said. “And what the whole plan was of appearing in my soul like that and talking to me.”

	“Despite her appearances, she is rather capable when she sets her mind to something, I have discovered. As for appearing in your soul, that was simply the easiest method of hiding and getting you separated from the rest. Then, regarding asking you what I did, I was meant to buy time, so I did so by evaluating your character. Even if I was meant to betray you, I wished to confirm there was somebody good out there who would not be tempted to use my kind’s power for their own gain.”

	“Makes sense.”

	Window blinked a couple times. “Does it? Doesn’t this kind of all feel really sudden? And the volume was supposed to be over! Instead, it feels like we just slapped an extra arc onto the end of it to pad out the word count!”

	“Ah,” the black-haired woman said. “Is padding the word count not appropriate? My apologies. I still do not entirely understand how this all works.”

	“I mean… we do it all the time, but you have to try and be subtle about it!”

	“I see. I will keep that in mind for future consideration.”

	“Well, at least you seem pretty normal. Nobody else around here is normal, so it’ll be nice to have another normal person here.”

	I poked Window’s cheek and said, “You don’t look normal right now.”

	“Shu-shut up. It’s not my fault our daughter is so perfect that she made me cry this much. More importantly!” Window pointed at the black-haired girl. “You need a name so that Drake stops narrating you as the black-haired girl!”

	The black-haired girl looked at her black hair. “Oh, that makes sense. Very efficient.”

	“It doesn’t matter how efficient it is! Just think of how annoying narration would be if every character was referred to by their hair color! Drake probably can’t even think of enough colors to pull that off without getting redundant and making things confusing!”

	I crossed my arms and nodded. “She has a point.”

	“So, what’s your name?”

	“I do not have one,” the nameless, black-haired girl said.

	Window slouched and sighed. “Do new characters not come with names anymore these days? Is this what’s fashionable? Is this the trend? Introduce a new character who doesn’t have a name so that Drake is forced to think of something for them?”

	The black-haired girl looked into my eyes. “Do you have any suggestion seeing as how you seem experienced with this matter?”

	I looked her over again.

	Despite the fact that her personality was kind of… innocent? She looked like a badass, competent woman who could probably be the demonic antagonist of something. Or maybe she would be like the kind of woman with a horrible personality, but hot enough to still make people like her.

	But a black business suit. Black hair. Black sclera with red irises.

	I had an idea.

	“Peanut,” I said.

	Window gripped my arm hard enough to cut the skin with her nails. “You are not naming her ‘Peanut.’”

	“Whynut?”

	“Don’t.”

	“Hey, Peanut.”

	“You’re not naming her that! And she probably doesn’t have enough common sense to refuse it, so I’m refusing it for her!”

	“Fine. Then she can just be Pea, and I’ll be Nut. I’ll be the Nut to her Pea.”

	“Everything that is good about Luca comes from me. No part of you could ever contribute to her perfection.”

	“Wait. I know what to do.”

	“Should I be worried?”

	“Depends.”

	“That’s better than a yes.”

	I snapped my fingers.

	Another of my wives appeared next to me as a result.

	One who would be absolutely perfect to help out not-officially-Peanut.

	“Oh,” Window said. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

	“Master?” Lavi asked. “What’s up? I was drawing the next chapter of my manga…”

	“Her,” I answered while pointing at unfortunately-not-Peanut.

	Lavi looked at where I was pointing.

	Her eyes went wide.

	Her tail wagged into life.

	“Uoooggghhhh! So cool! She’s like edgy darkness personified!” Lavi shouted as she stared at really-should-just-be-named-Peanut with a star in her uncovered eye. “Are you a new wife?! Are you gonna live here?! Can you fight?! Can you control black holes?! Can you blow up the universe?! Raise the dead?! Wait! A business suit and spiral eyes… are you going to turn us into your personal dog, make us bark for you, and then make us fight devils while transformed into chainsaws?!”

	“I—I feel like I am missing something?” Peanut-but-not-really replied, clearly confused by Lavi’s excitement.

	“Okay, okay. No barking and chainsaws. I can work with that.”

	“She needs a name,” I explained. “I wanted to call her Peanut, but Window won’t let me.”

	“Hmm… Peanut.” Lavi thought about it. “The ultimate nut of darkness. Within its shell is an unquenchable expanse of despair!”

	“Please, Lavi,” Window said. “Please come up with a different name.”

	“But Peanut is perfect. Besides, it’s not taken by anybody else yet.”

	“Lavi. Please.”

	“Hmm… okay, what about… Ena!”

	“Oh thank Drake, a name that sounds like a real—wait.”

	“All in favor of Ena?” I asked, already raising my hand.

	Lavi raised her hand.

	The-girl-once-formerly-known-as-Peanut-but-from-now-on-known-as-Ena also raised her hand.

	Window was the only one out of us who didn’t raise her hand. “Lavi… all you did was take half the letters from Peanut and use them to make Ena.”

	“Fufu, so you’ve seen through my dark and villainous plan,” Lavi said.

	“There’s nothing dark and villainous about—! Actually, never mind, that is extremely dark and villainous by my standards. Ugh… now every time I hear her name, I’m going to know that it may as well be Peanut since it’s already half the letters from it.”

	I nodded along with Window’s analysis. “Ena in technicality, Peanut in spirit.”

	Ena stepped forward and asked, “Then… Ena is my name now?”

	“Right.”

	“I see. Though I am not sure I understand the significance of a name, I will cherish it, for it is the first present I have ever been gifted. Thank you.”

	“There’re a lot more firsts where they came from. Glad to have you with us, Ena.”

	“I am glad to be here. Though, I must ask that you be patient with me, for I am sure there is much for me to learn.”

	“You and Olive both can just sit back and watch for now. You’ll be drowning in study material before long, especially since I have another wife to go conquer still.”

	“I see. Then, I will do that. Thank you for being so considerate.”

	“Hey, Master,” Lavi said. “Where’d she even come from? And who’s that… bigger version of Vala?”

	Window interjected to say, “He can explain that to everybody between volumes. We’re supposed to be wrapping things up here, and we already had a good stopping point for the volume, so now we need to make another one! Wait. I know what to do. I know how we can end this.” She looked at Ena. “Is it okay if we ignore you for the rest of the volume to focus on the bigger… uh, plot thing here?”

	“I would not mind,” Ena answered. “It will give me more time to observe and watch how to properly behave amongst you all.”

	“Sweet. Thanks. Okay.” Window looked at me. “You need to go make the sisters have a nice little reunion to wrap up the volume. Right now, Vala is letting Delphi cuddle her so that she can avoid having to awkwardly deal with her sister. People are going to judge her if she doesn’t go do something. They’ll go, ‘Her sister is here and just went through all that stuff with Luca, and heard it all happen, but isn’t trying to talk to her? Isn’t she being bad? Or did the author just not think of having her react to everything that happened even though it seemed pretty important?’”

	I shrugged. “I don’t see what the issue is. They’ve never had a normal relationship, and Vala isn’t good at dealing with her. Plus they’ve been apart for a pretty long time, at least by our standards, and neither of them seem to know how to talk to the other, so this is fine. They’re allowed to be awkward and take some time to mend their relationship.”

	“But it would be such a good way to end the volume! Like if Vala goes and hugs her or something and offers her the chance to start over as sisters!”

	“We shouldn’t force it. Let their relationship mend naturally.”

	“Then how are we supposed to end the volume?! Wait. Drake. I just had the perfect idea.”

	“Should I be worried?”

	“Depends.”

	Hearing that made me smile. “It’s been a while since we’ve had one of our classic reversals.”

	“Yeah, yeah. Anyways… hear me out. What if… we take the last chapter… and move it so that it happens after this one? So, instead of writing a new ending, all we do is… move the ending that already happened to take place after this.”

	“How would that even work?”

	“I’m not sure, and it’s definitely a risky move. Anybody reading this is in the published order is going to think, ‘Wait, what the heck? What just happened? Weren’t they cooking in the kitchen or something? What about Love and Mari? Why are we suddenly jumping to two new characters being introduced? Did the author forget a chapter or something?’ And they won’t understand what happened until they reach this point, and that’s only if they don’t give up on reading by the point they reach this point. Then again… anybody who has been with us so far probably has enough faith in us to wait and see where things are going… alright. Drake, this may or may not cause a time loop that traps us into repeating these final few chapters over and over again until the next book comes out, but I think that it’s worth the risk so that we don’t have to come up with a new ending.”

	“I have no idea what’s going on, but go for it.”

	“Okay. Operation: Chapter Rearranging is a go! Let’s just hope this doesn’t hurt our average review score.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-One

	 

	“Alright, Vala,” I said, helping her up off the floor before trying to tidy her hair a little. “The food is almost done, so let’s wash our hands and get out there.”

	“Drake… you’re… you’re too OP,” Vala said with a sigh. “And you put my shirt on backwards…”

	I snapped my fingers to fix her shirt. “There.”

	“I think you’re using your god powers too much. They’re making you lazy and you’re forgetting how to do things without them.”

	“Does it matter? All that matters is that I never forget how to love you, and that would be impossible no matter how much I abuse my powers.”

	“O-oh noooooo… my hands are taking my clothes off again…”

	 “We can mess around more later. Let’s go be good parents and feed our family.”

	Vala sighed and let her shirt fall back down around her figure. “Fiiiinnnneeeee. What’d you even cook?”

	“Macaroni and cheese.”

	“Don’t… don’t we always have that?”

	“Yes, but just because we always have it doesn’t mean that we shouldn’t still make it for them. It’s not fair if they don’t get to have homemade macaroni and cheese just because we already have it. That’s like redistributing the wealth, and refusing to give any to the poor because the rich are already used to having it all the time. Those without macaroni and cheese still deserve it no matter how much everybody else has had it.”

	“Woah, I didn’t think macaroni and cheese was so deep… it’s even comparable to redistributing wealth to handle economic inequality…”

	“Well, that was just the first example I could think of. Obviously, macaroni and cheese is far more important.”

	“True.”

	“But in addition to the macaroni and cheese, there’s steak, ice cream with brownies, alcohol, and chocolate milk for Luca.”

	“Shouldn’t Love get chocolate milk, too?”

	“She might be Luca’s little sister, but she’s biologically older and legal enough to drink, I think.”

	“Ooh. Yeah, that makes sense.”

	“But she can have chocolate milk if she wants some.”

	Vala then slowly raised her hand.

	“Yes?” I asked her.

	“I—I want choccy milk, too…”

	“Would you like a little carton of it with a bendy straw and everything?”

	Vala looked away with a light blush coloring her cheeks before she nodded. “Y-yeh…”

	“Alright. You can have choccy milk with a bendy straw.”

	Vala’s tail wagged behind her more than I thought it would from hearing that.

	“Help me take everything out to them,” I said.

	“Okie dokie,” Vala replied.

	So, the two of us prepared dishes for everybody and then took them out to the dining room where everybody was seated.

	Fortunately, the dining room seemed to grow all on its own so that the table was always big enough with enough chairs to comfortably seat everybody. How it did that, I didn’t know, and it didn’t matter. It just managed to always be the perfect size.

	Most of our wives looked… a little disappointed when they saw the macaroni and cheese, but as soon as they saw how Love and Mari lit up upon seeing it, they understood and stopped caring about how frequently we ate it.

	Then there was Luca who was raising her hand.

	“What is it?” I asked her.

	“Papa,” Luca said.

	“Yes?”

	“Papa.”

	“Yes volume two?”

	“Ehehehe. Papa!”

	“Yes volume three?”

	“Heh. Can I have beer?”

	“No.”

	“Dang. But Auntie Vala gets to drink choccy milk, so if a grown up can have choccy milk, then a child should get alcohol!”

	“That’s not how it works. As you get older, you only get access to more things, not less.”

	“That’s age-based discrimination!”

	“What if I give you chocolate milk in a beer bottle so that you can act like you’re drinking beer instead?”

	Luca’s eyes went wide. “You’re so smart, Papa!” A bottle of beer, which was actually filled with chocolate milk, then appeared in front of her. She was quick to pick it up and chug it down in a very dramatic way before slamming the empty bottle back onto the table and going, “Pfwah!”

	“Ooh, nice one, big sis!” Love said. “The classic cute-girl-chugging-a-drink-then-slamming-it-down-and-making-noise trope!”

	“Ehehehe. I’ve got to be a good role model to my little sister, after all!”

	“There’s also dessert,” I said. “Oh, and steak.” I had to snap my fingers to make the rest of everything else sit out on the table rather than go back into the kitchen to manually bring it out.

	Though, I noticed Love freeze when she saw the brownies with ice cream.

	“Something wrong?” I asked.

	Love looked at Mari.

	Mari looked at me.

	“Dad,” Mari said, not even trying to avoid calling me that anymore.

	“Yeah?” I replied.

	“If I’m going to accept you as my dad… I need to know something.”

	“Go for it.”

	“Do you… think brownies… are cake, or not?”

	“Obviously not. Brownies are brownies, not cake.”

	“Right?! That’s exactly what I’ve been trying to say!”

	Love sighed. “Here we go…”

	“We met this total asshole who was being pretentious ad fuck trying to talk all, ‘Hohoho, look at me, I’m some food snob who thinks brownies are cake because of stupid technicalities!’ God, that bastard was insufferable I’m so happy that I punched his teeth out.”

	“Sounds like he deserved it,” I said.

	“Dad,” Love said. “You haven’t even heard the actual reason for her punching him.”

	“Wait, it wasn’t because he thought brownies were cake? What more reason is needed?”

	“Dad,” Mari said. “Grilled cheese.”

	“Are great,” I replied.

	“Agreed. But, if you add something to a grilled cheese… like bacon or ham… then what is it?”

	“A melt. A grilled cheese is bread, whatever the bread is fried in, and cheese between the slices of bread. Adding anything else, other than maybe some seasonings like salt or paprika, turns it into a melt.”

	“You’re the best dad in the universe.”

	“I know.”

	“Ice cream cake! What about that?! Is ice cream cake a real cake?!”

	“It’s not interchangeable with a baked cake, but it is still a cake in spirit, and is acceptable in all situations where a regular cake is acceptable. You just can’t offer somebody a cake and then give them an ice cream cake or vise-versa.”

	Mari looked like she was about to cry. “You’re seriously amazing.”

	“I’m aware. Wait, I’m just curious, but are these all things you’ve gotten into arguments with others about?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Did they all end with you punching whoever had these stupid and objectively wrong opinions?”

	“Yeah.”

	I sniffled and wiped my arm across my eyes. “You’re the best daughter-in-law a man could ever ask for.”

	“All the progress I made,” Love said and sighed. “It’s all gone. Dad is reversing all the pacifism I’ve been teaching her…”

	Vala then poked Love’s shoulder and asked, “Would choccy milk make you feel better?”

	“Yeah…”

	Vala petted our daughter’s head while replacing her beverage with some chocolate milk.

	 

	After a satisfying dinner full of talking and listening to Love’s and Mari’s stories regarding their adventure across the universe to free galaxies from dragons, it was eventually time for things to come to an end. It was far more abrupt than I would have liked considering that we only got to spend a few hours together, but they were busy girls who were needed elsewhere to achieve more important things.

	“Sorry for having to leave all of a sudden,” Love said. “I thought we’d have more time, but—”

	“It’s alright,” I said with a hand on her shoulder. “You’re an important girl out there, and if they need you, they need you.”

	Loved smiled and wrapped her arms around me for a tight hug. “Thanks, Dad. I love you.”

	“I love you too, Love.”

	“Heheh. We’ll come back again once things have settled down, and we’ll stay for longer next time, okay?”

	“Sounds like a good plan to me.”

	Love gave me an extra tight squeeze before going over to her mother, leaving Mari alone with me.

	“So,” Mari said. “It’s uh… alright if I text you and stuff, right?”

	“Obviously,” I answered. “But be warned, I’m the needy kind of texter who immediately replies.”

	“I’ll take it. I’m used to everybody else leaving me on read all the time, so… that’d be nice.”

	“Send me pictures and videos, too, alright?”

	“Yeah, sure.”

	“Especially of any fluffy alien creatures you come across.”

	“Yeah… and—and I’ll send you all the ones I already have…”

	I hugged her. “You really are the greatest daughter-in-law. And I’ll take pictures of your garden patch so you can see how it’s doing.”

	“Thanks… Dad.”

	“Also, I feel obligated to say this considering you’re dating my daughter, but if you ever hurt her emotionally or physically, I’m coming for you.”

	“Couldn’t resist getting that in there after all, huh?”

	“I’m sure you’d come after me if I ever hurt her, too, right?”

	“You know it.”

	“Then let’s be allies working together to protect her.”

	“I’d… I’d like that.”

	When I looked over at Vala and Love… I saw the two of them crying and hugging. Luca was there, too.

	Vala must have cried first which caused Love to cry, and then Luca joined in with the hugging and crying.

	“Everybody’s really nice here,” Mari said. “It’s weird seeing a loving family like this… well, one that Love didn’t have to fix first.”

	“Maybe it’s narcissistic of me, but you won’t find a more loving family anywhere in reality,” I explained.

	“Somehow, I don’t doubt that. Once we’re done settling things out there… maybe we can settle down here.”

	“There’s a whole pocket universe here waiting for when you do.”

	“Man… I’m too lucky. How did I get in this situation?”

	I shrugged. “That’s just the kind of story this is. Don’t question things and enjoy the ride. All that matters is that we’re all happy at the end of the day.”

	“Hey, can I ask you something?”

	“Go for it.”

	“How’d you and your wife—well, Love’s mom, meet?”

	“Randomly by playing the same MMO.”

	“And here I thought my story for meeting Love was unbelievable, but yours is even more insane.”

	“It’s like that sometimes.”

	“A-alright!” Love called out. “If I stay any longer, I’m going to cry enough to drown this whole world, so we need to go!”

	Vala nodded with tears in her eyes. “I understand…”

	“Mari! You ready?!”

	“Yeah!” Mari shouted back before looking up at me. “Guess it’s time for us to go.”

	I nodded and ruffled up her hair. “By the way, if you ever come across a particularly punchable bastard, let me know. You don’t have to do all the punching on your own anymore, and it’s a dad’s duty to protect his daughters. Daughters-in-laws included.”

	“Man… you’re going to make me cry, too.”

	“If it makes you feel any better, I’ve been crying this entire time.”

	“Wait… you have?”

	I looked down at the two holes in the ground beneath me. “See those? I’ve just been crying so hard and so fast that my tears have been breaking the speed of light by tearing through the entire planet.”

	“You’re insane.”

	“I know.”

	 

	Mari left to go join Love, and everybody who didn’t get to wave them off came out at the last minute to do so.

	The two women then boarded their spaceship and were ready to take off and resume saving the universe from dragons.

	Speaking of which… I remembered that Vala’s sister was still out there somewhere looking for her to drag her back home.

	I wondered what would happen with that whole situation.

	“I need to go play vidya or else I’m going to cry myself into a coma,” Vala said.

	“Same,” Luca replied.

	“In that case, if you two are busy, I’m going to go garden,” I said.

	I wondered how plants watered by tears would turn out.

	 


Afterword

	 

	Hello yet again. It is I, Arriande of the Ace.

	I know what to ramble about after typing that.

	Sexuality!

	A random author lore drop!

	Because why not?

	So, let’s dig into the lore of my penname before we discuss the actual volume you just read. For the simple part, “Arriande” is the first four letters of my dad’s last name and the first four letters of my mom’s last name combined. I like how it sounds.

	As for the “Ace” part, that’s from when I first played an Ace Combat game when I was a wee little lad probably over twenty years ago now. I thought that the idea of being an ace fighter pilot was cool. I used to want to be a fighter pilot, but you know, bad eyesight and asthma, so that didn’t happen.

	Over the years, people always thought my name meant “asexual” because that’s the context most people see “ace” in nowadays. I always pretended to be annoyed and would be all, “BACK IN MY DAY, ACE MEANT YOU’RE AN ACE PILOT WHO TOOK DOWN AT LEAST THREE ENEMIES, NOT ASEXUAL.”

	But alas, it turned out that it was fate, for I somewhat recently realized… yeah, I’ve been asexual pretty much my whole life.

	Why am I sharing any of this? Well, because when I said “Arriande of the Ace” that made me think “Ace Arriande of the Asexuals,” so I figured I would give you a random lore drop.

	Anyways, enough about me. I like this setup I’ve got now where we have a volume that introduces new characters, then a volume of new characters, back-and-forth. Though, as you can see with this volume, I didn’t stick 100% to that, especially at the end.

	As for the whole last few chapters, I can understand them feeling rushed and confusing (especially because of the last chapter being moved and technically out of order), but I like them. I feel like the whole out-of-order thing is probably going to be the most potentially hurting/confusing seeing as how even some of my long-term patrons were confused by that, but my desire to do something new that breaks conventional writing rules is too strong. That’s why chapter 21 comes after chapter 24.

	And next volume, it is time for even more fluff.

	Speaking of next volume, you might notice that there won’t be a preorder available for it. That’s because, now that I’ve gotten caught up on releasing content I already had written… yeah, preorders don’t work for me now. They make me procrastinate too much. My ADHD ass goes, “Oh, well, because there’s a preorder date, that means as long as it’s done before then, it’s fine.”

	I’m the kind of guy who went through 5 years of university literally never once doing an assignment more than 3 hours before it was due no matter how big or important it was. Giving myself a preorder date just means I procrastinate way more than I should, and I get more work done sooner when I don’t give myself dates.

	I hate my brain sometimes, but that’s why I’m here writing this afterword literally an hour before the upload deadline on Amazon.

	Anyways.

	As Luca would say, don’t forget to leave a rating/review! And if you want to make sure you’re up-to-date with releases and stuff, you can follow me on Amazon, or you can join my mailing list or Discord!

	So have some links to all those things.

	You can check out my other series, The Ascension Game, here!

	And my other other series, The True Endgame, 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 yet again for—

	
		
				You know it’s not the end of a volume unless I show up to steal the end, right?
ALSO
WHAT THE CRAP
I HAD LIKE NO WINDOW TIME THIS VOLUME
THE ONLY WINDOW WHO SHOWED UP WAS VALA
SCREW THIS, I’M GOING ON STRIKE TO DEMAND BETTER WORKING CONDITIONS AND INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW REPRESENTATION
ISN’T THIS MARKETED AS A LITRPG? SHOULDN’T THERE BE MORE WINDOWS AND STATS AND NUMBERS? DO WE EXPECT PEOPLE TO ONLY COME HERE FOR THE WAIFUS AND FUNNY WRITING OR SOMETHING?
ugh
whatever, I’m going on strike, bye
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