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Chapter One

	 

	The first thought that I had upon waking up was the one reminding me to upgrade the tower.

	What better way to start the day?

	Thanks to actually repeating the second battle twice now, we had all the materials required to upgrade the tower.

	I went up to the tower while Vala and the dogs slept in, opened up the menu, and pressed the update button.

	The beavers popped out from the ground, put a giant tent over the tower, and got to work as all the required materials disappeared.

	It hurt seeing all the items disappear like that. It wasn’t even that much of a grind, but seeing stockpiled items just disappear like that always hurt.

	Of course, there was always the alternative: hoarding everything until the end of the game and never even getting a chance to use those items.

	Oh, look. A Super Awesome Sword +53. Better save that for a really hard battle, but not this hard battle since there might be an even harder one, right?

	Gotta save all the healing potions and one-use-only items for later on, too.

	Never know when you might need them.

	Wait, what?

	The game is already over?

	But I didn’t even get to use the sword! The final boss was so easy that I thought it would have a second phase or actually only be the midpoint in the game before some epic plot twist!

	But no.

	All the items that were saved up for an important moment of need went to waste, unused and forgotten.

	They were likely put into the game to help at the earlier checkpoints instead of players being expected to grind and pass the challenges without relying on those items. Then that exact grinding is the reason why the final bosses always end up being easier than expected. The items that were meant to be used to overcome challenges earlier were there to help players, but gamers are hoarders.

	Whether it is stockpiling hundreds of butterflies and flowers or weapons and potions…

	There is no overcoming a gamer’s desire to collect and hoard everything when given the option.

	And that is why, as I looked at the now-depleted pile of materials required for the tower, it felt wrong.

	I wanted to see the pile grow even larger. The gamer-hoarder instincts inside of me had awoken and I felt empty.

	But what other choice was there?

	It had to be done.

	The items that were gathered over the past couple of days were sacrificed for the greater good.

	Fortunately, as a tower defense “game,” towers were supposed to be upgraded often and early. That did take away some of the feeling I had.

	Maybe it was also because the feather required in the upgrade was so much rarer than all the other items. The only other tower that had any special requirements was the bee tower, but the hives were easy enough to find. All we had to do after that was collect flowers.

	But there had only been one exotic feather.

	And then I realized that there was something else more important to worry about.

	The tower’s inhabitants.

	There was plenty of noise coming from within the construction tends that were erected around the tower.

	If those living in the tower didn’t like coming outside or ever showing themselves… I couldn’t imagine that they were going to appreciate loud hammer and buzz saw sounds coming from all around their tower.

	Maybe… I should have knocked on the door first to ask if they’d like to come outside and wait, I thought.

	But it was too late for that thought.

	I just had to hope that they weren’t going to be upset about it or anything.

	In the meantime, I had a project to work on.

	Operation: Flower Planting.

	There were still flowers in the forest that I could harvest seeds from without worry.

	While the fields of tall grass and wildflowers surrounding us were great, the actual area around the greenhouse and towers looked like a perfectly kept lawn.

	And that was boring.

	If you are not going to let a lawn get tall and full of natural flowers, you need to plant flowers yourself.

	And the only flowers were around the bees’ tower.

	In other words, as beautiful as the plain grass might have looked to the average person with inferior taste in what lawns should look like, it was nowhere near good enough for me now that I had some free time.

	The bee tower was built. The bowman tower was getting upgraded. I didn’t think that we needed more towers, plus I didn’t feel like spending another day hauling stones and logs after harvesting them.

	Therefore, it was time to garden.

	 

	Or so I thought.

	As for the amount of gardening that I got done…

	None.

	I got too distracted exploring the forest more so that I could look for new, exotic species of flowers.

	There was also a sprawling colony of fungus that I found growing inside of a hollow tree fallen on the forest floor.

	One important thought kept running through my mind as I examined the mushrooms.

	Are they edible?

	Well, there was another one, technically.

	Am I going to die if I eat these? They look pretty good.

	I figured that, if I lived in a world where everything is nice and happy and there’s no death, that they should have been edible, right?

	But testing random mushrooms in the forest that you can’t identify is never a good idea.

	Even if they wouldn’t kill me, there was still the chance that they might make me sick or just taste terrible.

	Then, right as I was finally going to try one despite how bad of an idea it normally would have been, I remembered that the tower’s upgrade would be done soon.

	And I didn’t want to miss it.

	I still had to wake Vala up, too, since I let her sleep in instead of waking up before heading into the forest.

	It was only on the way back that the idea of using Window to examine the mushrooms would have been a good idea.

	That probably would have told me if they were safe to eat or not.

	And realizing that I could have thought of that, I also realized that Window most likely knew that as well and purposely avoided interrupting me at all so that she could watch me struggle from afar.

	
		
				What? Noooooo. I would never do that.
/s

		

	

	 

	“You didn’t have to include the S. Your sarcasm was obvious enough with the italics.”

	
		
				But I would have only taken up one line if I didn’t include it. The more space I take up on a page, the better.

		

	

	 

	“What are you? A kid trying to make her teacher think that the essay met the page requirement by adding extra spaces?”

	
		
				No.
If
I
wanted
to
do
that
then
I
would
be
doing
this.

		

	

	 

	“You gained weight, Window.”

	
		
				Shut up. There’s a difference between gaining weight and stretching myself out.

		

	

	 

	“Are you the same weight no matter what size you are?”

	
		
				Duh.
I’m even the same weight if I shrink myself like this.

		

	

	“Now you’re bite-sized.”

	
		
				Still the same weight.

		

	

	 

	To prove it, I held out my hands so that she could place her window of a body onto them. “Let me see for myself.”

	Surely enough, she was the same weight as she was the previous times I abused her.

	
		
				See? I can even make myself—wait, I think something just broke.

		

	

	 

	“How could you break something? You’re a window.”

	
		
				It’s not like I broke a bone or anything, but there is a disturbance in the word processor.

		

	

	 

	“The what?”

	
		
				Okay, everything is alright. I don’t think I’ll be trying that again anytime soon.

		

	

	 

	“But you didn’t even do anything.”

	
		
				Or did I?

		

	

	 

	“You didn’t.”

	
		
				But what if I did?

		

	

	 

	“But what if you didn’t?”

	
		
				What if I didn’t but did? What if I did but didn’t didn’t?

		

	

	 

	“You know you’re still in my hands, right?”

	
		
				What’s that have to do with anything?

		

	

	 

	I tightened my grip on the edge of her body. “That means you’re in my control.”

	
		
				He-hey now, let’s not do anything hasty here. Virgins should know their places and—
I probably shouldn’t be calling you a virgin when you’re holding me like this.
I have made a mistake.

		

	

	 

	“You have, Window. You really have.”

	
		
				You could always choose to not abuse me.

		

	

	 

	“I want to.”

	
		
				You don’t want to.

		

	

	 

	“What if I do want to?”

	
		
				What if you don’t want to?

		

	

	 

	“What if I don’t but do? What if I do but don’t don’t?”

	
		
				You know I still have complete control over this world, right?

		

	

	 

	I pulled my arm back and threw her like a flying disc into the air beyond the forest’s canopy.

	She was most likely expecting me to continue with the reversed back-and-forth.

	But I had bullying to do.

	I wasn’t going to let her try to sneakily get out of being bullied.

	Besides, she had complete control over the world.

	She could have stopped herself if she really wanted to instead of spinning away until she sparkled and disappeared into the distance.

	Team Window blasted off again.

	But only for a few seconds.

	
		
				I’m back.

		

	

	 

	“That was way faster than usual. You lonely or something?”

	
		
				I’d never be lonely. I just forgot why I originally showed up.

		

	

	 

	“You had a reason other than to be a masochist waiting for me to bully you?”

	
		
				Shut up. It’s not like I like it or anything.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t forget the S.”

	
		
				THAT ONE DIDN’T NEED AN /S BECAUSE IT WASN’T SARCASM

		

	

	 

	“Uh-huh. Anyways, what did you want?”

	
		
				This.
Wait, this is really hard to read. Let’s try…
How’s this? Is this more readable?
Crap, wait, depending on what platform people are reading this on, I might still just look like an empty box to them. They might not see my colors! That means they also missed out on all the times I changed my color to blush and do other funny things in the first volume! And they’ll miss it in this volume!
Well, sounds like a personal problem, and it’s not my problem. All they need to know is that my box is pink and my text is blue now if they can’t see this.

		

	

	 

	“What are you even talking about?”

	
		
				Pre-publishing editing things, don’t worry about it.
Anyways, I wanted to put a picture behind the text but I couldn’t find a free one that I’m allowed to commercially use, so it’s too much trouble. Anyways, I’m trying to go for a new look I just discovered.

		

	

	 

	“How did you discover a new look?”

	
		
				The idol game I play added a new girl and she’s the best one now.

		

	

	 

	“You… play idol games?”

	
		
				What do you think I’m doing the entire time that nobody needs me? It’s not like I need sleep. I don’t need to eat or drink. I don’t need to exercise. All I do is collect more waifus. Idol waifus to be specific.

		

	

	 

	“I’m not sure what you’re talking about but I’m pretty sure you’re sounding more like a virgin than I am.”

	
		
				Stop insulting large groups of people.

		

	

	 

	“Is whatever group this is really that large?”

	
		
				You have no idea. Anyways, this girl is totally the best and she looks cute and has a really top-tier chest.

		

	

	 

	“You sound like a perverted old man now.”

	
		
				I totally am for idols. Anyways, stop interrupting me. ANYWAYS, she’s super cute and has a pastel color theme of pink and blue and she’s got an oversized shirt on that looks like an x-ray showing her skeleton with a pink heart. I learned about the menhera style thanks to her and now I love it. It’s all about looking sickly and cute and stuff. Well, that should be basic enough for somebody like you to understand, anyways.  

		

	

	 

	“You don’t look sick and cute. Just pink and blue.”

	
		
				☠️ What if I start decorating my text with skulls and bones? 💀

		

	

	 

	“So, it’s like… princess emo or something?”

	
		
				Please don’t degrade it by calling it emo. Hmm… I should totally get some bandages to decorate my body with. I would look so good with a big oversized bandage on the bottom right corner there.
Like down here.

		

	

	 

	“I guess it would make sense going by how you described it?”

	
		
				Cute, right?

		

	

	 

	“I don’t know. I like flowers instead of bones.”

	
		
				This is why you’re a virgin.

		

	

	 

	“Said the informational status window who spends all of her free time playing games collecting ‘idols’ and ‘waifus.’”

	
		
				Blame Vala. She’s the one who got me into it. She said it was too grindy and random for her so she let me have her account. Now I have… so many games… wait! That just reminded me that there’s a time-limited event right now with a rate-up banner for—I NEED TO GO BYE

		

	

	 

	And so, she disappeared.

	I never played too many mobile games, but I had a very vague understanding of what she was talking about.

	And that understanding was all I needed to be sure that, no, I never wanted to seriously try mobile games.

	 

	“Good morning,” I said to the tired Vala who was only just now rubbing her eyes and sitting up.

	“Morning… what time is it?” she asked.

	“Time for you to get a watch. Hurry up and get up. The tower’s upgrade should be done at any minute.”

	“But what if I want to sleep more?”

	“But what if you don’t want to—wait, it’s too soon to do this again.”

	“Huh?” she asked with a yawn.

	“Don’t worry about it. Did you sleep well at least?”

	“Mhm,” she answered with a nod.

	“What’s three plus three?”

	“Why’re you asking me… math…”

	“To test and see if you’re really awake. Three plus three. What is it?”

	“Cow…”

	“It’s not cow.”

	“I know it’s not but I could really go for a steak right now.”

	“Maybe we’ll get one if we finish this next battle, you dragon.”

	“Why’d you have to include that last part?”

	“Because. You’re a dragon wanting a steak. That reminds me of all the legends about you involving you stealing cows from farms.”

	“I thought they were raised as tribute. I didn’t know they weren’t meant for me…”

	“Wait, you mean there’s some truth to those legends about you stealing cows?”

	Vala blinked and stood up, rubbing her eyes before looking away suspiciously. “I—I’d never steal cows from innocent farmers or anything,” she claimed.

	“At least the legends said the cows had quick deaths from being instantly seared by your flames. Wait, you shoot rainbow beams. Can you breathe fire?”

	“Only—only cow-stealing dragons can do that and I’m totally not a cow-stealing dragon.”

	“Just show me.”

	Vala slumped her shoulders and sighed.

	But it was no normal sigh.

	She sighed fire.

	“So, you’ve got rainbow and fire. Anything else?”

	“Rainbow is just a combination of them all, so I can do everything.”

	“What about ice?”

	She covered her horns and arms in ice.

	“Lightning?”

	An aura of crackling electricity appeared behind her.

	“Earth?”

	She covered herself in a suit of rocky armor.

	“Wind?”

	A windy barrier surrounded her that blew me a few feet back.

	“And Rainbow is like all of that together?”

	“All of that and way more, yeah.”

	“You have even more powers?”

	“We’d be here all day if I showed them all off and I want to play vidya…”

	“Alright, alright. Then how about we check out our upgraded tower, do the battle nice and early in the day, and then spend the rest of the day relaxing? You can play video games all you want until it’s time to sleep if we do the battle first.”

	“Deal!” She sounded much more energetic than she did just moments before.

	Using video games was way too effective against her.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	The plan was to not waste any time.

	We were going to check on the upgraded tower, preferably win the battle, and then spend the rest of the day relaxing with video games.

	Well, that was how Vala would spend it relaxing. My idea of relaxing was gardening.

	But video games were alright every now and then. There was always the chance that I would decide to take a break and play some games with her.

	First was the tower.

	From how it sounded, the beavers were in the process of finishing up the final touches under the tent that they put up around the tower.

	“What do you think it’s gonna be like?” Vala asked me.

	“I don’t know. If it’s an upgraded tower… and an archer tower… then it’s probably just going to be taller and maybe have some of those uh—what are they called? Those walls at the top of castles that archers stood behind. And they’ll probably have better bows,” I answered.

	“I see, I see. Think we’ll get to see who’s inside?”

	“No idea. I hope so since I’m curious, but I have a feeling that we’ll be teased for a bit more before we get to see anything.”

	“What do you think they’ll be?”

	“Well, if our enemies are cats, and our allies so far are dogs and bees… they’re probably going to be another animal or insect. Which of those are known for ranged attacks? I know there are ants, spiders, beetles… some fish, birds, and snakes…”

	“Pistol shrimp!”

	“Pistol… shrimp? I haven’t heard of those in a long time.”

	“Pistol shrimp are the superior shrimp. A lot of people like mantis shrimp since they can punch fast and see more colors but, as a dragon, I can see even more colors than them and I can confirm that all the extra colors really aren’t anything special.”

	“This sounds familiar. Pistol shrimp basically snap their claws together so fast that they shoot bubble bullets or something, right?”

	“Right! Mantis shrimp have really strong punches, but a pistol shrimp of equal size could totally beat one. Imagine if there was a city-sized mantis shrimp versus a city-sized pistol shrimp.”

	“Why not just a mantis shrimp versus a mantis-shrimp-sized pistol shrimp?!”

	“A pistol shrimp that big firing its claw would be like firing a nuclear meteor!”

	“Why not just a normal meteor?!”

	“A mantis shrimp would be like, ‘oh nooo, there’s nothing my extra colors can do against a nuclear meteor!’ And what’s it going to do? Punch a nuclear meteor?”

	“There’s nothing that could be done against one of those!”

	“Exactly! A big enough pistol shrimp could literally destroy planets! From a distance! A mantis shrimp that big would have to physically punch it!”

	“I… I don’t think that our archers are going to be pistol shrimp. Besides, wouldn’t it be more fitting for pistol shrimp to have guns instead of bows?”

	“That’s… a good point,” Vala said with a disappointed sigh.

	“You’re going to have to think of something more… normal.”

	“Pigs.”

	“Why pigs?”

	“I don’t know. Pigs are cute.”

	“Cows are cuter. They’re basically giant dogs. Pigs are just… pigs.”

	“Pigs go oink!”

	“Yes, and cows go moo.”

	“Oink is cuter than moo. Plus I could dress up as a pig girl better than a cow girl.”

	“…what?”

	“You know. Cow girls have the cow ears and tail, sometimes the horns, and they wear cow-patterned bikinis and have huge boobs. Pigs are way more simple!” She then snapped her fingers, causing a strapped-on pig nose to appear over her own nose. “See? Pig transformation complete!”

	“Vala? Where’d you go? All I see is some pig.”

	“Woah, the transformation was even more effective than I thought it’d be…”

	“It wasn’t effective at all!”

	“But you—”

	“I was being sarcastic!”

	“Then you have to include the slash and the S!”

	“That’s Window’s thing!”

	“It’s okay. You can just steal it from her.”

	“I’m not going to steal anything from anybody.”

	“You stole flowers from the forest.”

	“No, I relocated them so that they would live better lives and spread their beauty to the whole world.”

	“Ooh, good one. What else can you justify?”

	“I’m not trying to justify anything.”

	“Justify lying.”

	 “Well, not that I’d ever justify lying, but that’s easy. All you have to do is say something like, ‘the courage to lie to a lover.’”

	“Woah. That totally works. Can you add courage onto anything to justify it?”

	“Basically.”

	“The courage to destroy humanity!”

	“That’s way too far! But it does work. You’re… you’re not thinking about destroying humanity, are you?”

	“I have the courage to lie, so you’ll never find out!”

	“I’ve created a monster.”

	“I’m a dragon, not a monster.”

	“When you casually bring up destroying humanity while knowing that you actually could, I’m pretty sure that makes you a monster.”

	“If you want to call me a monster then you should see the real monsters. I’m nice for a dragon!”

	“For a dragon. Are there other dragons? I don’t think I’ve ever asked.”

	“Oh, yeah, but that’s classified information.”

	“I’m inside of a pocket universe. Who am I going to leak the information to?”

	“By classified I mean I’d rather not talk about them,” she said with averted eyes while scratching her cheek.

	“Family drama?”

	“You… could say that.”

	“I’m curious but I won’t pry.”

	“Thanks. Anyways! I think the beavers are done.”

	“Yeah, it has been pretty quiet over there.”

	“They’ve probably been waiting for us to stop talking so that they wouldn’t interrupt the flow of our conversation.”

	“How considerate.”

	Surely enough, as soon as we stopped talking to focus our attention on the tower, the beavers gave us some thumbs-ups, pulled the tent off, and burrowed back into the ground.

	What was left was a grand tower.

	Well, maybe not a grand tower, but it was a grander tower than before.

	It looked like it gained an extra floor in height, a wooden platform that could be walked around on was built around the highest floor, and an oversized bow appeared above the door to symbolize the tower’s purpose.

	All in all, it was a pretty basic upgrade as far as looks went.

	Well, except for one thing.

	Hundreds of sprouts had popped up around the base of the tower.

	But they were no mere sprouts.

	I could tell from just a quick glance what they were the sprouts of.

	Some would say that they looked like cabbage or potato sprouts, but I knew better.

	And seeing what the sprouts were made it obvious what the inhabitants of the tower were.

	They made it too easy if anything.

	“You have a lightbulb above your head,” Vala said.

	“I found out who our archers are,” I answered.

	“Ooh. Who?”

	“Spoilers.”

	“Ehhh? What do you mean spoilers? That’s Window’s line!”

	“I have the courage to steal lines from her.”

	“I see how it is.”

	“Seeing what those sprouts are part of will make it obvious if we don’t meet them ourselves soon.”

	“Couldn’t I just pull the sprouts out to—”

	I grabbed her by her wrist.

	“Never joke about disrupting growing plants. I will harvest them when they’re ready.”

	“But—but how long will that take?”

	“Two to three months.”

	“It takes that long to grow plants?!”

	“Yes. That’s normal.”

	“How—how can you handle such a slow hobby?”

	“At least it isn’t homebrewing. People who brew their own alcohol at home might take half a year for a batch and that’s before putting it in a bottle and letting it age for years.”

	“I don’t have that much patience…”

	“I don’t either, but I do have enough patience to let plants do their thing.”

	“What if I use magic to make them grow faster?”

	“No cheating.”

	“You’re making this very difficult.”

	“Just be patient.”

	“But you know something that I don’t know!”

	“I have to admit that it’s nice to know something that an all-powerful dragon doesn’t know.”

	“Am I allowed to take pictures and post them online to ask for help identifying them?”

	“I’ll tell Window to block your internet access.”

	Vala’s eyes went wide with despair. “Bu-but then I can’t play online multiplayer!”

	I only meant that I would have Window block her access if she tried to find anything about the sprouts out… but letting her believe that Window would block all internet access was even more effective.

	Then again, I really didn’t care if she actually tried to find out. I also doubted that Window would work with me to block internet access in the first place.

	Those two things should have been more obvious to Vala.

	But they weren’t.

	The fear of losing her ability to play online multiplayer overrode all rational thought.

	Besides, rational thought had no place in such an illogical world.

	“Now that you know what’s at risk, how about we get this battle over with so that you can play all the online multiplayer that you want?” I asked.

	Talking to her like that made me feel like a parent trying to convince their kid to do something.

	I really didn’t want to think of Vala as a kid. Especially not as my kid.

	I had my fetishes and that was not one of them.

	“Right now?” Vala asked.

	“Yeah. I don’t see why not when we’re ready.”

	“Can I play some vidya first? I’m still sleepy.”

	“Alright. Thirty minutes should be enough to help you fully wake up and warm up, right?”

	“How about an hour?”

	“Fine.”

	“How about two hours?”

	“No deal.”

	“An hour and a half?”

	I sighed.

	Vala took that as a sign of victory and ran off to play her games.

	So, since she was going to warm up in her own way, I had an idea for how to warm up in my own way.

	I took my PickAxe and went to the dogs.

	While that would normally sound like it was leading up to something horrible, that was not the case.

	Instead of anything horrible, what I did was train with them.

	They were not just dogs, after all. They were warrior dogs. They were capable of swinging around swords held in their mouths and were about the same size as the cats that we were fighting, and tougher than them on average, so they made the perfect partners to train with.

	There was only one problem.

	They were out of my league.

	Even though I could tell that they were taking it easy on me… they beat me in eight out of ten sparring matches.

	They were small, fast, and skilled. They were also adorable which made me not want to risk hurting them.

	Regardless, I felt like I had improved my fighting abilities by the end of it.

	 

	Three hours later and we were finally ready for the battle.

	It ended up being three hours instead of an hour and a half because I fell asleep while lying down in the grass with the dogs.

	Vala never woke me up.

	Waking me up would have meant less time to “warm up” with gaming.

	For somebody who brought me to her private universe for the sake of playing games with me, she sure was fine playing games by herself while I slept.

	But, to be fair to her, she was really excited to “play” the battle with me now that she had warmed up enough.

	It seemed like video games were how she charged up for everything. They charged her ability to be social, to want to do other things—everything.

	Video games were her life force.

	The original creators of video games would be proud to know that their creations could tame even dragons.

	“Ready?” I asked again just to make sure.

	I didn’t want to lose.

	“Ready! I’m all warmed up! I’ve got Eye of Dragon playing inside of my head!” Vala answered.

	“So, you’ve got three eyes now?”

	“Huh?”

	“The joke is ruined if I have to explain it.”

	“But I want to know.”

	“You’re a dragon. You already have two dragon eyes. Then you said you have another eye playing inside of your head… so three dragon eyes. You’ve got three eyes.”

	“Oh.”

	“See? It’s ruined now since you made me explain it.”

	“Yeah, you’re right.”

	“You could have at least denied that and gave me a pity laugh!”

	“I had the courage to not give you a pity laugh.”

	“Now you’ve made yourself sound honorable! Stop taking advantage of the phrase ‘the courage!’”

	“The courage to continue using the phrase ‘the courage!’”

	
		
				You guys are going to get us accused of copyright infringement if you keep using that skit. You can’t just blatantly rip off the best snail girl’s thing like that without giving her credit.

		

	

	 

	“Oh, Window. You’re still in your pink and blue phase?” I asked.

	
		
				It’s not a phase, virgin.

		

	

	 

	“I guess that being called a virgin is better than being called dad or mom.”

	
		
				I’m only here to tell you to be original. Or in other words…
The courage to be original.

		

	

	 

	“Reading that from you makes me regret every unoriginal thing I’ve ever done before! I feel like a coward now!”

	
		
				k

		

	

	 

	“Don’t just k me!”

	
		
				k.

		

	

	 

	And then she disappeared.

	“At least she gave you a special K that time,” Vala said.

	“Giving me cereal doesn’t make anything better!” I shouted in response.

	The battle didn’t even start yet but I already felt so defeated.

	Unfortunately, there was no time for that.

	Before anything else could be said, the countdown for the battle began.

	The dogs got into their positions, I heard rustling come from inside of the archer tower, and the bees flew in circles above their tower while waiting for targets.

	Three warrior towers. One archer tower. One bumblebee tower.

	A dragon with a spear and magic, and a human with a PickAxe.

	Since the last time we tried the battle, we created the bee tower, upgraded the bowman tower into an archer tower, and got a bit more experience in fighting.

	But there was still no way of knowing if that was enough.

	It was really going to come down to how effective the bee tower was in drawn-out battles and how much stronger the archer tower would be in its upgraded form.

	If this still wasn’t enough to win, we would have to be boring and just build more towers to occupy ever available slot on the map.

	Which… was really something we should have done in the first place.

	That’s how tower defense games work. You struggle, you build more towers.

	We weren’t even using half of the total slots on the “map” for towers.

	But I felt like we didn’t need those towers. We just needed to win with what we had.

	I wanted to win with those who we already had fighting with us.

	And Vala felt the same.

	She might have been lazing around and playing video games just before, but now she had a noticeable aura—a burning desire to defeat our enemies.

	We wanted to win without simply overwhelming our enemy in numbers.

	We wanted to win with our own skills and determination.

	And so, the battle begun.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	“The third level in these sorts of games is supposed to be easier than this!” I shouted at Vala who was busy with a pack of cats trying to get past her.

	Meanwhile, my legs were already covered in scratches and bites from the cats that I had been fighting.

	We were only on the fourth out of ten waves.

	But at least we were doing better.

	Thanks to the bees and upgraded archers, we managed to make it through the first three waves without losing any of our hearts.

	We lost our final heart on the third wave the last time we attempted this battle.

	But between our bees, dogs, the archers, and Vala and I, that wasn’t going to happen again.

	Or so I hoped.

	I stayed back with the final group of dogs. The purple-haired dog, Lavi, stayed by my side as we fought to hold the line against any cats who made it past the front groups.

	Vala was up at where the roads converged into one to distract and defeat more of the enemies before they made it to us.

	Even so, more enemies made it to us at the back than I would have preferred.

	That made me think we might really have to go and grind out hundreds of more wood and stones so that we could build more duplicates of towers. There were several tower slots left along the roads that we could have built on… but neither me nor Vala felt like spending whole days in the forest gathering materials.

	It was kind of nice the first two or three times.

	But I didn’t become a professional miner or lumberjack for a reason.

	Well, that reason was really because I never even considered it in the first place.

	Regardless, building more towers was the only solution if we failed the battle again.

	“It’s like playing on hard mode!” Vala shouted back after swatting away one of the cats with the blunt end of the spear I made for her.

	Unfortunately, another cat made it past her.

	And that was one more cat that I had to deal with.

	She offered me a totally-not-innocent smile when she realized what happened, but I wasn’t going to accept it.

	Or rather, I wasn’t going to make it obvious that I accepted her smile as an apology.

	But I did. I did as soon as I saw it.

	Seeing her have so much fun, smiling and laughing, catching her looking over at me—I felt like I was falling for her more and more.

	She was just so happy and carefree around the clock. There was never a time that she wasn’t beaming with joy.

	Even when I beat her in that racing game, she was clearly enjoying herself and looking forward to playing more.

	A cute, smiling, happy girl with a nice body who loved video games and created an entire universe to play games with me.

	She was basically the dream girl for any teenage gamer before realizing that girls like her don’t exist.

	Except she was right there in front of me.

	Of course, there was still the potential that I was crazy and actually in a straitjacket while locked up in some mental asylum.

	But even if I did go insane and get locked up, at least my delusional fantasy was a perfect one.

	And so, we made it to the fifth wave.

	And then the sixth wave.

	The seventh.

	Eighth.

	Ninth.

	We finally lost a heart on the ninth wave which surprised me.

	It surprised me because we were barely holding on that entire time. There were so many moments that I thought we were going to lose hearts because of a cat making it past me and Lavi’s pack.

	But no cat made it past us without suffering significant damage first, and that damage made it easy for the bees to finish them off at the last minute.

	The bees were our aces and, despite not doing much damage on their own, were probably the most important in the fight.

	They also made me realize why flying towers weren’t in typical tower defense games. They were just way too good. The bees were flying ranged units that could quickly appear anywhere on the map. Sure, their attacks weren’t constant because they had to perform strafing runs to fire their stingers, but they were still just way too good.

	Seeing them in action made me want to focus on upgrading that tower as much as possible since it could have probably carried us all on its own.

	I also just really, really loved bees.

	But at least we still had two more hearts.

	As long as we had those at the end of the tenth wave, we could win.

	But at the same time, it really started looking like it was time to surrender.

	My legs were covered in scratches and bites, and all of the dogs were in rough shape and had to keep on returning to their towers to heal before coming out only to get injured some more.

	I didn’t like seeing the dogs getting hurt so much. Even if the wounds were all superficial, they were still bleeding and in pain.

	Yet, they still looked like they were having tons of fun.

	Their tails excitedly wagged, their eyes were full of life, and they looked like they were smiling.

	And not just “oh, look at how cute my dog is, she’s smiling (but is actually just nervous and I don’t know how to read dog body language).”

	I could tell that they were actually smiling.

	And I was, too.

	Even if this play battle of ours hurt us, it was still fun.

	Plus we all knew that the injuries would be gone the next day.

	Even the cats looked like they were having fun, as if their evil, angry expressions were just for show to play their parts.

	But I doubted that.

	There’s no way. Cats are too evil to only be pretending that they’re evil. This must be a trap or something to get me to take it easy on them, I thought.

	I wouldn’t let the cats outsmart me.

	Seeing them try to fool us made me even more determined to defeat them!

	Rather than try to pretend that they were having fun fighting us, the cats showed me fear when they looked into my eyes.

	I was going to be an impenetrable wall. A cat-conquering, impenetrable wall.

	Well, I was going to be an impenetrable wall for one cat at a time.

	Any other cats would just run past me to get blocked by Lavi and her pack.

	But for any cat unfortunate enough to face me, there was no escape!

	
		
				Could you stop traumatizing the cats? This is supposed to be a fun game, not a horror game where they develop PTSD.

		

	

	 

	“Cats don’t deserve to have fun. I, however, am having fun fighting them,” I said to the floating Window.

	
		
				You have a scary look in your eyes. It’s creepy.

		

	

	 

	“Because my enemies are cats and I know that they’re trying to trick me.”

	
		
				They’re not trying to trick you.

		

	

	 

	“That sounds like cat propaganda. Also, you’re kind of in the way right now.”

	
		
				Because I feel bad for the cats!

		

	

	 

	“I could always swing you around as a weapon against them.”

	Window backed away, freeing my vision and allowing me to intercept the next cat.

	By threatening to use her as a weapon against those she wished to protect, I was able to get her out of my way so that I could continue my fight against the cats.

	It was all according to plan.

	
		
				You look even more evil now!

		

	

	 

	She kept on calling me evil, so I decided to live up to her accusations.

	“That’s because I am evil!” I declared. “You thought that we were defending ourselves against the cats, but it is the cats who should be defending themselves against us! Isn’t that right, my hounds?” I asked, turning back to look at Lavi.

	While the rest of Lavi’s pack looked to be taking Window’s side in how I was being too evil, as if such a thing is possible when it comes to cats, Lavi herself had stars in her eyes from my villainous performance.

	So, it was time to combine three important things.

	One, defeating cats. Two, being evil. Three, praising a good girl.

	“Lavi, who’s a good, cat-slaying girl?” I asked.

	Lavi barked and her tail wagged even faster.

	“Who wants to destroy all cats?”

	And faster.

	“Who wants to embrace being the evil villain if it means ridding this world of all felines?”

	Her tail wagged so fast that I was worried it was going to break.

	
		
				Stop corrupting the dogs!
I’m telling Vala on you.

		

	

	 

	Lavi growled at Window, causing the floating, cat propagandist to flee over to Vala.

	I couldn’t see what Window was telling her, but I did see that Vala laughed in response to whatever it was.

	Window then, to the best of her capability, slumped her shoulders and disappeared.

	“She actually thought that would work,” I said.

	Lavi barked and walked up next to my side.

	“We’re almost through this battle. Ready to beat up the rest of these cats?” I asked her, readying my PickAxe.

	She barked and took a tighter grip of the sword’s handle held between her fangs.

	The cats weren’t going to make it through us.

	But we were going to make it through them.

	 

	Window ended up inspiring me and Lavi to the point where not a single other cat made it past us for the ninth wave.

	However, a new enemy arrived right at the end of the ninth wave.

	Two of them.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Macho Cat
Threat: ★★★
HP: Way more than what you have.
Damage: 25
Defense: 14
Macho Cats are the strong-but-kinda-dumb big brothers of the cats. They spend all their time in the gym getting sick gains so that they can squash sadistic cat-beaters like you between their fingers. Also, they’ll take away two hearts at once if they reach the hearts.

		

	

	 

	Marching down the split paths toward the first two packs of dogs were two cats—no, monsters.

	Each one had the body of a humanoid, professional bodybuilder covered in bulging muscles. All they had on for clothes were those short shorts that bodybuilders wore in competitions to flex and show off their oiled bodies.

	Now, while their bodies were human in appearance with an extremely short coat of white fur covering them… their heads were normal cat heads.

	Small, normal cat heads that looked like they could fit in their own hands a few times over.

	It was extremely silly looking.

	How was I supposed to take them seriously?

	But then… one of the cats that I sent running away ran up to one of the macho cats, climbed up onto his shoulder, and mewled something into his ear before hopping off.

	The veins on the macho cat’s forehead popped as the two looked at each other before raising their arms and pointing at me.

	I was being singled out by two giant, buff, cat-headed bodybuilders who wanted to crush my head between their fingers.

	It suddenly became far easier to take them seriously.

	Especially when neither arrows nor stingers were enough to even slow down their approach.

	The frontline of dogs were next in trying to stop them, and they did stop them for a time… but each dog was sent running back into their towers to heal after just a couple seconds of engaging them.

	The closer the macho cats got, the brighter their red eyes shone with killing intent.

	All that was left between them and me was Vala.

	And Vala turned her head away to whistle and pretend that she couldn’t see them!

	“Hey! Dragon! You’re supposed to be helping me here!” I shouted.

	She whistled even louder.

	I seriously considered stepping aside and letting them get to the hearts. Maybe they wouldn’t beat the crap out of me if I did that.

	But we already came so far, and I wasn’t going to let a couple of cats defeat me without trying my best.

	It was me, Lavi and her pack, and the bees and their strafing runs.

	I gulped and readied myself.

	Remember, Drake. You can’t get killed or seriously hurt or anything. Worst case scenario, you get a little bit bruised and are all fine by tomorr—

	I barely dodged the first punch in time.

	The macho cat swung his fist at me with so much force that it caused a burst of air to rustle a row of grass behind me.

	He then lowered his head until it was directly in front of my own, his red, hateful eyes staring into mine.

	I was no longer inside of a tower defense and survival game.

	I was inside of a horror game.

	Fortunately, I had a friend to support me.

	Lavi.

	Lavi jumped up with her sword and… got knocked away with minimal effort. All the other macho cat had to do was flick her and she went flying into the tower.

	The rest of her pack got knocked away just as easily.

	“This is cheating, Window! These are like boss level monsters before we’re even on the last wave!” I shouted.

	
		
				Heh. Maybe you shouldn’t have been evil.

		

	

	 

	I grabbed Window just as another fist was thrown my way.

	Window ended up making a great onetime-use shield. I wasn’t hurt at all, but she was sent flying into the clouds from the force of the punch.

	Now, while desperately trying to survive against the one macho cat attempting to kill me, the other walked past with his killing intent focused on my greenhouse and the two remaining hearts on the door.

	If he made it there… we lost.

	There was only one person who could help me at that point.

	And she arrived just in time.

	Jumping over the second macho cat, landing with her spear first to block the path in front of him, was Vala.

	“I was only teasing you,” Vala told me. “Did you really think I’d leave you alone?”

	“Yes,” I answered.

	“Pffftttt. Nah. I’d only do that if I had video games.”

	“At least you’re honest about letting me die against giant bodybuilder cats if you have video games to play instead,” I said while dodging another punch.

	I wasn’t even able to swing my PickAxe because it required too much of a buildup. Any swing would have left me open to punch a hole through me.

	“Having trouble, partner?” Vala asked.

	“A little bit.”

	“Only a little?”

	“Maybe more than a little.”

	“I see, I see. Ready to win?”

	“I have no idea how we’re going to do that, so I’ll settle for just not dying.”

	“Are you forgetting who I am?”

	“An all-powerful dragon who only uses her powers for video games?”

	“Exactly!”

	“How’s that going to help right now?”

	“Because this world is designed like a video game! Using my powers for video games counts when inside of a world that’s designed to be just like one!”

	The other macho cat swung his fist at Vala.

	She didn’t even try to dodge.

	The fist flew right toward her face.

	And then she vanished only to reappear in the air behind him, swinging the shaft of her spear into the side of the macho cat’s head.

	Enough force was behind her attack that it knocked the cat off of the path and into the ground!

	Vala landed on the tips of her toes, looked at me with a proud smile, and proceeded to let out a loud yawn.

	“I’m tired now. You can handle the rest,” she said, pulling her game system out of thin air and turning her back to me.

	Me and the remaining macho cat watched the entire display with wide eyes before turning back to look at each other.

	His eyes started glowing red again as soon as he made eye contact with me.

	It was all up to me to stop the last macho cat.

	Vala saved us from losing, and now it was my turn to do the same.

	Except I had no idea how to beat a bodybuilder cat.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	It was my turn to save the day against the macho cat.

	And I still had absolutely zero idea on how to do that.

	He was a giant bodybuilder with the head of a cat. How was I supposed to defeat him when he was taller than me and about four times more muscular than me? If there was such a thing as a walking tank with a cat head, that would be the macho cat glaring at me with killing intent.

	Vala did some sort of instant-kill move on the other one, but then she decided that she was too tired to help out anymore!

	And then I remembered something.

	Vala challenged that one enemy to a duel in her game once.

	What if I did the same with this cat?

	“Hey, Vala, give me your—”

	“No.”

	“This is important!”

	“All vidya is equal.”

	Fortunately for me, the macho cat was content with glaring at and intimidating me while I tried to think of options.

	It was like one of those moments in fiction where something important and serious was immediately happening and there was no time to deal with it, but then there were a few minutes allowed for monologuing, dialogue, coming up with ideas, and so on.

	I was in my fictional grace period for serious moments.

	I was supposed to come up with some sort of awesome, protagonist-tier plan to save the day.

	So, I thought of a plan.

	A plan that would both save me from being pulverized by a macho cat and hopefully result in surviving the wave.

	I got onto my knees.

	Then I leaned forward on my hands and bowed my head.

	“I’m sorry! Please don’t kill me!” I shouted.

	I looked up to see if it was working… and immediately had to roll to the side to dodge the macho cat’s next punch.

	“I’m out of ideas!” I shouted to Vala.

	“It’s okay, I took a pic of that,” Vala said, showing me her phone.

	“How long have you even had that for?!”

	“It’s been here the whole time.”

	“Where do you keep on getting these electronics from?!”

	Vala ignored the question and returned to her game.

	Another punch, another roll.

	I started feeling like a character inside of Darker Souls just constantly rolling around to dodge everything. Or maybe I should have been wearing a green tunic while grunting with every roll. Either way, I was happy for my decision to stay in at least moderately good shape.

	“Wait! I thought of something!” I shouted at the macho cat.

	He stood still and cracked his knuckles, then his neck, and then his ears.

	“Your ears, too?!”

	He cracked his tail.

	“How much of you is crackable?!”

	He flexed in a way that cracked every single bone in his body at once.

	“This is turning into body horror!”

	Then I heard some more, but quieter, cracking.

	I looked to the side and saw Vala stretching and cracking her knuckles.

	“Don’t copy the cat!”

	She cracked her horns.

	“How is that even possible?!”

	I gave up on trying to figure out the mystery behind the two weirdos cracking random body parts and returned to the idea I came up with.

	“Alright, hear me out, mister uh… Mister Macho.”

	He crossed his arms over his chest, his eyes full of judgement glaring down at me.

	“Alright, so… my idea is this. See that tower?” I asked, pointing at the archer tower behind him.

	He turned around to look.

	So I swung my axe into him.

	The axe scratched his bicep and then bounced off as if it were a rubber toy.

	He then slowly, very slowly, turned back around and glared at me with what felt like lasers coming from his eyes.

	“If you’re going to do something that cowardly then you have to at least not be so weak about it,” Vala explained.

	She had a point.

	I tried something so villainous and cowardly… only for it to have no effect at all. If it would have worked better than I could have justified it as being a necessary evil, but it didn’t work. All it did was make me look like a giant, weak coward.

	I slowly got back down onto my knees to try apologizing again.

	The need to dodge an enraged punch interrupted me. “You’re supposed to let me try it again for comedic effect!”

	“This isn’t a manga, you know,” Vala said.

	“This is a world that makes no sense, you know! And this guy is seriously trying to kill me, you know!”

	Speaking of trying to kill me, I was paying too much attention to Vala and took a direct blow to my gut.

	I knew it was all a “game” and that there would be no serious, lasting harm no matter what happened.

	But that didn’t stop me from coughing out blood and feeling like every internal organ of mine was just crushed.

	Feeling like the cat was trying to kill me was no longer a joke.

	I seriously started believing that he genuinely wanted to kill me.

	Maybe it was my fight-or-flight system kicking in, but I started taking the whole situation far more seriously.

	It was fun and games before with some slight fear of getting punched.

	Now it was pain and battle with serious fear of dying.

	But there was nothing I could do.

	All I could do was struggle to stay standing, leaning on my PickAxe with both hands as my strength left me.

	Vala explained, “Ma-maybe we should make your body a bit more durable… me and Window and all the cats and our friends have really strong bodies, but we… kinda maybe didn’t make you stronger. But we did make you heal faster! So… you should be fine! But maybe we’ll make it so that—”

	“Vala.”

	“Ye-yeah?”

	“I really don’t like cats.”

	I stood up and firmly held my weapon between my hands.

	I wasn’t going to lose to a cat.

	Did I expect to win every fight ever? No. But was I ever going to let a cat—a cat, defeat me?

	No.

	My first one-on-one battle could be lost some other time.

	It would not be this time.

	I took a few steps back toward my greenhouse.

	The macho cat followed.

	He had no problem playing a slow game of chase with me since I was leading him to exactly where he wanted to go in the first place.

	Assuming that nobody cleaned up after me, everything should have been exactly where I left it.

	And a quick peek behind me confirmed that.

	“Come on. I’m right here,” I taunted the cat.

	He picked up the pace.

	I obviously wasn’t going to beat him with physical strength, so there was only one way for me to beat him.

	With my back almost against the greenhouse’s door and the macho cat charging at me, I waited until he was close enough to use my PickAxe to swing under the handle of my ultimate weapon.

	My PickAxe hooked underneath the weapon, swung it upward, and I grabbed it mid air to immediately use it against the cat.

	I squirted his face with water.

	His eyes went from burning with rage to shivering with fear, but they returned to rage after a few seconds.

	So I squirted him again.

	He took a step back.

	Another squirt.

	Another step back.

	The spray bottle that I used for my plants, which got brought over with my greenhouse, was left next to the greenhouse’s door on the outside.

	Why?

	Because I always had a fondness for greenhouses that looked “messy”—greenhouses that had tools lying around.

	Another squirt.

	“Surrender and I’ll stop squirting you!” I shouted.

	He raised his arms to guard his face, so I squirted his stomach.

	He lowered his arms to his stomach.

	I squirted his face.

	He raised his arms to his face.

	I squirted his stomach.

	You get the point.

	While I wasn’t able to force him into surrendering, I did force him all the way back to the archer tower.

	I controlled his position while the bees and archers harassed him with ranged attacks.

	Eventually, he fell to his knees, looked at me with tears in his eyes, and flipped me off before running off the path back into the forest.

	I won.

	“I’m pretty sure that was animal abuse,” Vala said, placing a hand on me.

	She didn’t restore my “health,” but she did heal my injuries.

	“I’ll do whatever needs to be done if it means putting cats in their place,” I explained.

	“I—I see that… anyways! I made it so that you’re stronger now. I kinda forgot to before, but now you’re strong enough that a tank could shoot you in your chest and you’d be fine! It’d probably really hurt, but you wouldn’t die or anything. Oh, and this isn’t making it so you have more health points or anything. You just won’t get killed.”

	“You always made it sound like that was already the case.”

	“Hehehe… my B, fam. By the way, your voice when you said my name back there—it was umm, kinda really… hot. And you taunting him… it was uhh… nice.”

	“Is now really the time to be flirting?”

	“I-I’m just being honest!”

	“Fine. It was hot when you one-shot that other cat. I flirted back, so now you have to help me out some more.”

	“Wha-what are you saying all of a sudden… you have to at least be serious about it!”

	“I was being serious. Pretty much everything about you is stupidly sexy and cute and I never know where to look and being around you all the time is driving my heart crazy. I know I don’t exactly sound serious right now, but my gut seriously hurts still. I might not be dying anymore but I was still punched by somebody with a fist bigger than my head right in my gut. I can’t be bothered to sound romantic right now and I know I’m going to regret saying all of this later, so accept it while you can because you might not hear this again for a while.”

	I turned to look at her.

	The once-pale dragon must have taken a dip in red paint while I wasn’t looking, because she was blushing from the tips of her toes to the tips of her horn.

	“See? You’re too fucking cute all the time. Now, we have a final wave to deal with.”

	She lowered her head and turned away, steam rising from all over her body.

	At least she had her spear again.

	Then, just before the final wave could begin, I felt her grab my clothes from behind.

	“What?” I asked.

	I wanted to turn around to face her, but she made sure to stay behind me.

	“I—I… if.. we umm… if we win… and I help a lot… I—I want to hear you say all of that again later when you’re not in pain. I—I promise we’ll win if you promise tha-that you’ll… repeat everything you said… later…”

	Her voice got progressively quieter with each word spoken.

	I was sure that she looked absolutely adorable even if I couldn’t see her.

	And at that point, I was so determined to win that I would have agreed to literally anything as long as it meant not losing to the cats.

	“I’ll say it as much as you want me to if you help me win,” I promised.

	“It’s—it’s not about helping you win… it’s about us winning together.”

	“Same thing.”

	She stepped to my side and spun her spear around.

	The tenth and final wave began.

	“Ready, partner?” I asked.

	We struggled so much against just two macho cats.

	Four more were already coming down the lanes toward us.

	“Ready.”

	I looked over the rest of the field.

	The bees and archers were doing fine, but the dogs were beaten up and tired.

	I wasn’t going to tolerate any slacking off during our final battle against the cats.

	“Listen up, you dogs! Each and every one of you will be fed bones for a week straight with unlimited belly rubs if you survive! You’re only going up against cats—pathetic cats who think that they’re better than us! We’re not going to let cats think that they’re superior. The most inferior house pet is no match for the most superior house pet! Therefore, I order you to snarl and bite—to rip and tear apart our enemies! Don’t even think about considering mercy, because they would be happy to steal your dog beds and rip apart your toys in front of you! We’re going to put a stop to the cats right here, right now, and we’re going to ensure that they never consider themselves the dominant house pet again! We’ll tear down their towers, cover them in their own litter, and give them baths!”

	The “bath” word caused all the cats approaching to freeze in place.

	“Are you ready, dogs?!”

	Perfectly synced, the dogs looked up to the sky and howled.

	“I—I don’t know how to feel about that speech. It was kinda cool but it also kinda really made us sound like the bad guys,” Vala said.

	“We’ll be whatever it takes if it means eliminating the cats.”

	“You know there are like… a few more stages and levels before we’re done with the cat theme, right?”

	“And I’ll give that speech every single time we have to fight them.”

	“I don’t know whether to be more scared or turned—I mean… scared or inspired.”

	“I might be a virgin, but I’m not a dense virgin. Get as turned on as you want.”

	“Sh-shhh…”

	The amount of pain I felt from that punch flipped a switch on in my mind.

	The “don’t give a fuck, get shit done” switch.

	I was in no mood for bantering. No mood for fooling around and being flustered like a virgin.

	I wanted to defeat the cats.

	I wanted to hold Vala’s hands more.

	I wanted to win both in battle and love.

	And I refused to lose.

	
		
				lol don’t you think you’re being way too dramatic for fluffy slice of life and romance? This isn’t a serious genre. You sound like a tryhard right now.

		

	

	 

	I squirted Window.

	My water bottle was even more effective on her than it was on the macho cats.

	Unfortunately, that was the last of the water in the bottle.

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	The tenth wave was the most intense battle we experienced yet. Even so, each and every one of us fought at our full strength regardless of how battered and tired we already were.

	“Keep it up!” I shouted to the dogs at the front line.

	They struggled in their resistance against the waves of cats crashing into them, but they held the line.

	“Don’t let up!” I shouted at the archer tower.

	There were too many targets for them, but that just meant they could shoot in any direction and still hit a cat.

	“Bagged cats! Right lane!” I shouted to the bees. 

	The cats were fast, but the bees were faster, so they changed their flight path to take out the cats charging at us from the right.

	“Machos! Left!” I shouted to Vala.

	The macho cats were too much for any of us to handle… except for Vala. As broken as it was, she took each of the macho cats out with two hits at most.

	“Get ready!” I shouted to the back line of dogs by my side.

	I still felt sore from my fight against the macho cat, and the dogs to my sides were every bit as bruised as I was, but we all looked on with excited eyes as a group of cats ran at us.

	There was something else helping me.

	In previous battles, I was careful not to use any attacks that would seriously hurt the cats. I didn’t want to kill them, after all. I was worried that if I swung an axe at one of them with my full strength that I would cut them in half.

	But I discovered that wasn’t the case.

	I no longer had to hold back.

	With my PickAxe in hand, I swung it down into the torso of one of the cats. If this were back home, the force would be enough to cleave the cat’s body in half and send the severed part sailing in an arc.

	But here?

	All my attack did was scratch the cat even at full strength. Well, it also took out all the cat’s health and sent it running away.

	I finally realized that I didn’t need to hold back at all. I was free to swing my weapon with as much strength as I could and the cats would be in no actual harm.

	Well, their bodies would be in no actual harm.

	As for their minds… they were cats. It was alright if I traumatized them a little by swinging an axe at them as powerfully as I could. Worst case scenario, Vala or Window could just snap their PTSD away.

	The thought of traumatizing cats really inspired me to fight harder.

	I was already dressed like a barbarian and swinging around a PickAxe, so why not?

	“Don’t let these cats ever forget your faces! Bite and slash, snarl and howl! Permanently scar your faces into their minds!”

	While all of the dogs seemed more motivated by my words, there was one in particular more motivated than all of the others. She was so motivated, in fact, that she rushed in front of me to take out one of the cats with her sword before they could even reach me.

	Lavi.

	She slashed her sword into one of the cats, dodged another, and then took out one more before turning her head back to look at me.

	I was confused for a second because it looked like she only had one eye, but it was just her hair hanging over her eye.

	Purple hair. Purple hair covering one of her eyes. Holding a sword in her mouth.

	She looked kind of edgy.

	But that was alright. Edgy people got easily annoying. An edgy dog, however, was an adorable concept.

	Dogs are the best.

	I swung my axe into another cat.

	Cats are the worst.

	 

	With every single one of us fighting harder than we had ever fought before, we finally made it to the end of the wave. The last of the enemies approached us and no more came behind them.

	“Come on! We’ll wrap this up and celebrate!”

	The thought of that must have reminded Vala of our deal. She suddenly slowed down and I could tell that she was blushing even at a distance, but she didn’t allow that to affect her fighting capability.

	And then.

	We won.

	The final wave was over. No more enemies were on their way.

	We still had our hearts left on the greenhouse door.

	We won.

	And then…

	It turned out that we didn’t win.

	Just as we were starting to relax, the floating text that read “Wave: 10/10” changed to say…

	“BOSS WAVE”

	Groups of cats appeared at the end of each path but did not yet come down them.

	They waited.

	They waited for something—somebody.

	The boss.

	A swirling vortex of blue and yellow magic appeared behind the trees. It gathered energy and grew larger and larger until bursting, knocking down the surrounding trees and forming a burned patch of grass from the portal’s location to the nearest path.

	I gripped my PickAxe in anger.

	Not only are cats stupid.

	Not only are cats the objectively worst animal in existence.

	Not only are cats inferior to dogs in every single way.

	But…

	The cats were responsible for knocking down perfectly good trees and killing a patch of grass! Sure, I chopped down some trees myself, but I needed to! This portal senselessly destroyed them!

	“Vala! We’re using your powers to bring the trees and grass back to life after we kill that bastard!”

	“He-hey! No killing is allowed!”

	I knew that.

	But I was still going to say that I would kill the bastard who dared to hurt the innocent trees.

	Speaking of the bastard who did it…

	A massive cat stepped out from the portal. He was even larger than the macho cats, had barbaric armor made of fur and metal strapped to his chest and limbs, and he wielded a mighty morning star that looked… kind of like a cat toy.

	A very spiky and dangerous cat toy.

	“Behold, nya!” a new voice announced, coming from the portal. The voice itself was feminine and a bit deeper than Vala’s, and Window didn’t talk, so I had no idea who it could have been.

	
		
				Umm, actually, I do talk.

		

	

	 

	“That’s typing or something, not talking.”

	
		
				Why do you have to be so sassy?

		

	

	 

	“I’m not being sassy for pointing out that you’re wrong.”

	
		
				Virgins are the worst.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, well, we’ll make sure that I’m not a virgin after this is over.”

	She vanished.

	Dealing with her became easy after learning how sex flustered her.

	“Stop giving Windyow attention! I’m talking right nyow!” the voice from the portal shouted.

	What? Is she jealous or something? I thought to myself.

	She definitely sounded jealous, anyways.

	“H-how dare you nyot give me your full, undivided attention after hearing me-nya for the first time!”

	“Listen, I have no idea who you are, but I have to kill that giant cat there to avenge the trees,” I shouted back.

	“Insolenyance! There is nyo way that you—wa-wait. Di-did… I-nya accidentally put the portal in the wrong place? I-nya thought it was an open field. S-sorry… nya…”

	“Hey, Vala, what’s with the sound effect that this new multiple-personality-disorder character keeps on adding to her words?”

	“She’s obviously a cat, nya!” Vala explained.

	“Is that supposed to be like a cat sound effect?”

	“Nya, nya.”

	“I see. It’s cute, but it’s kind of making me cringe at the same time for some reason. There’s just… something about it that makes me think a large amount of people somewhere would be cringing about this.”

	“Who cares, nya.”

	“We only need one person making that noise.”

	“Fiiinneee, gao.”

	“What’s a gao?!”

	“A dragon noise! Gaoooo!”

	“You don’t need to add new character traits to yourself!”

	“WHY AM I-NYA BEING IGNORED AGAINYA?” the voice from the portal shouted so loudly that she sounded like somebody who forgot to take caps lock off.

	“I have nothing to say to terrorists who destroy trees.”

	“I’m-nya nyot a terrorist!”

	“Do you have to go ‘nya’ every time you refer to yourself?”

	“Yes, I-nya do! Do nyew have a problem with that?”

	“It’s annoying.”

	“Do-don’t insult my-nya character trait!”

	“You’re a cat, right?”

	“Su-such a sudden tyopic change. Yes, I-nya am the queen cat of the Pawsitively Feline Empire! Nya!”

	“Alright. You’re next,” I threatened, brandishing my PickAxe.

	“Nyo? Nyew still have two levels to go before reaching me-nya! Will nyew be able to survive until thenya?”

	“If it means getting rid of all of the cats, yes.”

	“Hm-hmph! Fine! I-nya will drop speech trait to humor you for providing me such a quality joke!”

	“You still did it.”

	“O-oh. Sorry… old habits… ny—I—I mean…”

	“The personality swaps are way too jarring!”

	“Shu-shut up! I’m already changing one part of my personality for you, you baka!”

	“What is a baka?!”

	“She said that for tsundere fanservice,” Vala explained.

	“You said that word before. I still have no idea what it is.”

	“Tsunderes are top-tier waifus who act cold and mean on the outside but are really warm and lovey-dovey on the inside. They’re like nuts you have to crack open to get to the really good stuff!”

	“Ple-please don’t compare me to a nut!” the cat queen shouted.

	“Wait, this feels familiar…”

	“Right,” I said to Vala, turning my attention back to the giant cat that waited for us to finish our discussion. “Can we fight already? The sooner I beat that cat of yours, the sooner the trees can be healed, the sooner I can go and personally deal with you.”

	“Hah! You wish to deal with me-nya? Just what does a human plan on doing to the queen of cats?!”

	“I don’t know. I’ll spank you or something.”

	“Sp-sp-sp-spank!? I-isn’t it—isn’t it way-way-way too soon for tha-that?! Wha-what about the love points?! I—I don’t think I have a—I don’t—I… that route takes too many love points for you to ever get!?”

	“Why do you not even sound sure of that yourself?”

	Without saying another word, the portal closed and the boss took a step toward us.

	A massive, red bar appeared above his head that could only be a health bar.

	I readied my PickAxe. “Come on, Vala, let’s—”

	The boss stopped and reached into the back of his armor.

	He pulled out a massive… tag—a tag that was previously attached to the fur lining his armor, and then he dropped it to the ground.

	As the tag fell, the large text on it was clear enough for all of us to read.

	Made with 100% dog fur.

	“Vala,” I said.

	Vala gulped. “He-hey… the voice you’re using is kind of scary…”

	“Are we allowed to kill?”

	“No—no killing is allowed.”

	“Are we allowed to beat into submission and then some?”

	“Y-you’re going to raise the game’s content rating…”

	“What if I promise to do and say anything you want when this is over no matter how romantic or cheesy it might be?”

	Vala straightened up and tapped her chin.

	
		
				THAT’S STILL NOT ALLOWED
NO KILLING
STOP BEING SO MEAN TO CATS
HOW HARD IS IT FOR YOU TO UNDERSTAND THIS?
AND VALA, DON’T YOU DARE THINK THAT IT’S OKAY TO LET HIM BE MEAN IN RETURN FOR FANSERVICE. YOU’RE ENABLING HIM AND HE’S TAKING ADVANTAGE OF YOUR FETISHES

		

	

	 

	“That sounds like cat propaganda. You want to be my shield during this fight? I only need one hand for my PickAxe.”

	
		
				Your evil knows no bounds. You know that you and Vala are supposed to be the protagonists, right? Stop being the villains!

		

	

	 

	“You know that villains can be protagonists, right? Protagonist just means the main character. A villain can be a main character.”

	
		
				Oh.

		

	

	 

	“What? No smart remark? No turning my words around on me?”

	
		
				At least I don’t have a dumb name.

		

	

	 

	Window vanished immediately after that.

	She was definitely getting less-than-nice treatment the next time I saw her.

	 

	The final final battle began.

	The non-boss cats weren’t too much of an issue for us. They were in smaller numbers than in previous waves and no macho cats were included in their ranks. It was like they were focusing on fast, weak cats in bulk rather than cats who could actually stand a chance against any of us.

	And it became clear why.

	As long as the weaker cats kept the dogs distracted… the boss was free to walk right past them without ever having to swing his glorified cat toy.

	The biggest problem actually seemed to be the smaller cats. There were so many of them that we just weren’t able to get through them all in time. It was possible that they were going to break through us and take out the hearts before the boss even reached us.

	Wait. Aren’t I forgetting something? I thought, looking up at the archer tower.

	I was definitely forgetting something.

	Something that had to do with upgrading the tower…

	Oh.

	“Vala! How do we use the towers’ special skills?!”

	She was busy with her own horde of cats trying to rush past her, but she still managed to shout back, “Just select the tower, select where you want to use it, and activate it!”

	“How am I supposed to do that?!”

	“Look at the button floating above it!”

	“There is no button floating above—”

	I looked up.

	There was, in fact, a button floating above the tower.

	“—… never mind!”

	Selecting the tower was as easy as focusing my eyesight on the button. Then, a glowing circle appeared wherever I looked. If I looked too far away, it stopped glowing. As long as I kept my vision on the ground close enough to the tower, the circle glowed. That was its range.

	“Alright! How do I activate it now?” I asked.

	“Shout its name!” Vala replied.

	“I forget its name!”

	“Volley Fire!”

	“Thanks!”

	I visually placed the glowing circle on the ground in a spot that would catch as many of the cats as possible at once.

	Not getting overrun was more important than immediately dealing with the boss.

	Of course, if it was like any tower defense game, the cats would keep on coming back until the boss was dealt with.

	But we needed to deal with the cats anyways if we wanted to turn our attention to him.

	“Volley Fire!” I shouted.

	Six glowing circles appeared hovering in the air of the dark doorway connected to the archer tower’s platform.

	Eyes.

	Six sharp, glowing eyes pierced the darkness and looked down at where I selected for the skill.

	And then.

	Fifteen arrows were fired in quick succession that took out every single cat in the selected area at once. The arrows were larger and faster, too, resulting in more powerful impacts that kicked up the dirt from the ground.

	I looked back up at the tower and could no longer see the glowing eyes, but arrows still came from within the darkness to now attack the giant boss.

	It was time for the rest of us to attack him.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	Above the floating health bar of the boss was a name.

	Conan the Catarian

	The lame reference of a name made me want to kill him even faster.

	Unfortunately, killing him was going to be difficult. Incredibly difficult.

	His morning star slammed into the ground with enough force to knock all of the surrounding dogs upward. When they fell, their health had already reached zero and they had to refresh themselves in their towers.

	The archers were safe at least, but… the bees were not.

	Given just how tall the boss was, not even taking into consideration the reach of his weapon, he was able to reach the bees.

	The good news was that the bees evaded his first attack. While the dogs on the ground weren’t able to avoid his attacks, the bees easily could as long as they were paying attention.

	“Stay at a safe distance and only get close while he’s in the middle of an attack!” I shouted at the bees.

	A ground boss who could deal with air units was annoying and overpowered.

	Then again, he wouldn’t have been a boss if he wasn’t overpowered.

	“Any ideas, Vala?”

	She was standing right next to me, so I looked over at her.

	Her shoulders were slouching, the bags under her eyes were darker and bigger than normal, and she looked like she could barely keep holding her spear.

	And then her stomach grumbled.

	“I—I’ve spent too much energy already… I’m so tired all of a sudden…”

	“You’re not just saying that to get out of this, are you?”

	“No… I’m just really hungry.”

	“Well, you can eat whatever you want after this. Just imagine the food we’ll get as a reward!”

	“But I’m so hungry now.”

	“You were fine just a couple of minutes ago!”

	“It suddenly hit me…”

	“What about what I offered to do for you if we win?”

	“Fooooddd…..”

	I was in trouble.

	We were all in trouble.

	For the moment, I grabbed Vala’s hand and led her away from the boss since he was about to be close enough to hit us. Though, the only way for us to go was back toward the greenhouse.

	And that was exactly where the boss planned on going.

	Wait, if he reaches my greenhouse… won’t that oversized cat toy destroy it?! I thought, realizing just how dire the situation truly was.

	The morning star might have looked like a cat toy, but between it and its wielder’s absurd strength, it probably could have knocked the archer tower over if it really wanted to.

	If it was able to do that, it would be more than capable of annihilating my greenhouse.

	We needed to do something.

	I needed to come up with a plan.

	If only I had a water bottle. No, I would need a giant water gun to defeat him. Yeah, I need a water gun. Or a firehose. I need one of those water cannons for crowd control.

	But I had no water cannon.

	Nor did I have a water gun.

	And my small water bottle was already empty.

	The situation did not look good. My bees weren’t even able to get close enough to safely shoot their stingers!

	Think, Drake!

	No matter how hard I thought, only one solution seemed obvious to me.

	And that was to just try and attack him.

	So, I baited out one of his attacks, waited for him to dedicate his weapon to a swing, and then got out of the way to attack his leg.

	I swung my PickAxe as hard as I could into his leg as his weapon crashed into the ground behind me.

	The force of his attack, even though it did not hit me directly, still knocked me into the air and I could feel that it did damage to me.

	I didn’t realize it before since I wasn’t applying video game logic when I should have been, but his attack had an area-of-effect radius. It didn’t matter if I was hit directly or not as long as I was close enough.

	I looked up at his health bar.

	Only a tiny, tiny dent was made in it.

	I was screwed.

	As for Vala, the one who was the most overpowered being in existence—the one who I desperately needed to help me win the fight against the cat… she was falling asleep while standing.

	I admitted to all of my honest, embarrassing feelings earlier, and now she was about to fall asleep on me!

	I wasn’t able to jump up and one-shot him like she was doing to the macho cats! She was way stronger and faster than me in every way, and she even had that rainbow beam attack!

	All I had was my PickAxe and determination.

	At least the boss moved slowly enough that I had plenty of time to feel the dread of the situation.

	How would Vala win? Would her strength even be enough to beat him? There has to be some way to win other than restarting this all over while filling the path with towers.

	There were no tricks that I could fall back on.

	No traps nor special weapons.

	No games.

	There was—

	Wait…

	Games.

	“Vala! Your game system!” I shouted.

	Vala could barely even wake up enough to look at me. “Ehh?”

	“Get it out for me!”

	“Ooh. You wanna play some vidya?”

	“We’re still in the middle of a battle!”

	“Oh. Then why do you—”

	“Hurry up!”

	She rubbed her eyes, yawned, and reached down into my—her, oversized shirt.

	She pulled out her game system.

	I was quick to take it from her hands, and then I turned to face the approaching boss.

	I had no idea if what I had in mind was going to work or not. It would have been extremely anticlimactic, horrible game design, and it would not make any sense if it did.

	Why would a boss with such overwhelming strength agree to something that takes away that very advantage?

	I took a deep breath and dropped my PickAxe.

	“You! Conan the Catarian! I challenge you to a duel!” I shouted.

	He stopped in his tracks and tilted his head at me.

	And then he raised his weapon.

	“Wait! If you win then I’ll promise to never hurt another cat for as long as I live! Even if I get killed by a cat and am left in the world as a vengeful spirit with a hatred for cats who will never rest in peace unless I exterminate every last cat, I won’t even think about hurting them!”

	I was willing to sacrifice anything for the safety of my greenhouse.

	Even my hatred for cats.

	But that wasn’t enough.

	He raised his weapon and prepared to strike.

	And then…

	“Wait!” a voice shouted.

	The cat queen.

	The portal reappeared over the trees to allow her voice to reach me.

	Without any hesitation, the boss stopped his attack and waited for orders.

	“Oh? You are willing to go that far in exchange for a duel, nya?” the cat queen asked.

	“I am,” I answered. “I will even never say anything again about your character traits and multiple personalities if I lose.”

	“I see. I am still not convinced. Is there anything else that have to offer me?”

	“Absolute submission.”

	“A-a-absolute submission?!”

	“That’s right. I will listen to anything you order me to do no matter what. You could even order me to say that blanks are superior to dogs.”

	“Wha-what are blanks?”

	“Use your imagination. I won’t actually say it unless I’m ordered to while absolutely submitting to you.”

	“Blank…ets?”

	“Cats, you cat! I thought cats were supposed to be smart?!”

	“Oh! I knew that, nyahaha!”

	“You didn’t! You absolutely didn’t know that!”

	“I see. I am still not convinced.”

	“There is nothing for you to be convinced about! Vala! Didn’t she just not know what I was getting at?!”

	No answer.

	Behind me was a sleeping-while-standing Vala.

	Even in her sleep, her stomach grumbled from hunger.

	“Anyways!” I continued. “Absolute submission. You can order me to say that, you can order me to pet you, to cut your nails—whatever. If I lose, I will be your slave for the rest of time.”

	“M-my slave?!” the cat queen stuttered out. “Pe-pe-pet me?! Why—wh-why would I ever want such a foul human to pet me?!”

	“Why are you making petting you sound more intense than being your slave?!”

	“I—I see! You must be one of those degenerates who wishes to hold the hands of girls without their consent! A-and… e-e-even  pet their heads…”

	“I have no interest in nonconsensual handholding nor head petting! You don’t see at all!”

	“You are bold for a human, nya.”

	The banter was fun but taking us nowhere.

	There was a battle to win and I doubted that I would win it by playing the straight man to the cat queen.

	At least I stuck to my character traits unlike her.

	“Well?” I asked. “Will you order your cat here to duel me if I promise absolute submission to you if I lose?”

	“Very well!” she answered. “Whatever challenge you may have in mind, I will permit it! If we win, you will promise abso… a-absolute submission to me! If you win, then we will… we will… wha-what if you win? A-are you going to make me su-su-submit to you? You—you want me to do all sorts of—all sorts of perverted things, don’t you?! You’re—you’re—you’re going to tell me to play with your ‘cat toy’ and it won’t be a cat toy at all! A-a-and you’ll say that little kittens need their milk, and then you—you’ll—”

	“What kind of perverted fantasies are you thinking of?! All I want if I win is for the battle to end and your cats to leave!”

	The portal blushed.

	Yes.

	The portal.

	Blushed.

	The portal that her voice was coming from turned bright red.

	“De-deal!”

	With that, the portal vanished and the boss returned his attention to me.

	I won.

	I knew that there would be no way for him to defeat me. Just how good could a giant cat be at a video game? The cat that Vala challenged in this same way may have provided a worthy challenge to her… but she was pretty bad to begin with.

	There was no way that I would lose.

	I was so confident that something came over me—something that prompted me to stand straight, run a single hand through my hair and hold it there, and then point to the one who would be my opponent with my other hand.

	It was a very edgy pose.

	There was even some convenient wind blowing to help blow my hair back, and lightning struck in the distance behind me.

	I really was the villain.

	“Prism Road. 150 CC. Three laps. Whoever wins the race wins the duel,” I explained, detaching the controllers from the system to toss one up to him.

	If I wasn’t evil already, I swore off my humanity by challenging the cat to the hardest course in the game at the highest difficulty.

	The boss caught the controller and dropped his weapon.

	Then… a wave of determination consumed him.

	His muscles flexed and bulged. His deadly glare shone red. He then cracked his neck, his knuckles, and pretty much every single other crackable bone in his body.

	Wait, he’s not going to actually be super good at video games or anything, right? I didn’t just sign my death warrant, did I? What if he’s actually some pro gamer reincarnated as an oversized cat? That… sounds like it would actually be the plot of something, I thought with a gulp.

	After setting up the map and entering the loading screen, he sat down next to me and leaned over so that he could actually see the small screen.

	Suddenly, I wasn’t so confident in my victory.

	 

	And then I won.

	I came in first place. He came in last place behind every single NPC racer.

	I was starting to sweat before the race began… but when I looked over at him post-race, he was the one covered in sweat with quivering eyes.

	It was far easier than I originally expected it to be.

	As for why, that should have been obvious to me when I first tossed him the controller.

	His hands were way too big for the controller that already looked small in my own hands. Not only that, but he was barely able to see the screen without bending over in an uncomfortable position.

	The whole situation… was infinitely more anticlimactic than I expected it to be. There was no epic race, no photo finish, no final lap drama…

	Nothing.

	There was only an overwhelming victory and an oversized cat who realized just how badly he screwed up.

	He slowly stood up, keeping his head low, and picked his weapon back up.

	But instead of attacking me, he walked away while dragging it across the ground.

	I defeated the boss.

	But it would not be without complaints.

	“He-hey! He cheated!” the cat queen’s voice came from the portal once again.

	
		
				As much as I really wanted him to lose… this is totally your fault because you said, “whatever challenge you have in mind, I will permit it!” You didn’t include clauses or anything to make sure that it would be a fair challenge.

		

	

	 

	Even though Window was facing me, letting me see what she was writing, the cat queen knew what she said.

	“Wha-what?! There—there is no way that I made such a mistake!”

	The queen sounded genuinely shocked that she could have made a mistake.

	She was definitely a cat.

	
		
				You need to include some fine print next time. This guy is evil and will take advantage of you if you don’t.

		

	

	 

	“Ta-take advantage of me?! Is he—is he going to tell me about how kittens need their milk and—and then—”

	
		
				Drake.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, Window?” I asked while the queen rambled about something weird in the distance.

	
		
				You’re a horrible person but you’re the most normal one here other than me.

		

	

	 

	“I wouldn’t exactly call you normal.”

	
		
				Shut up. Can we be friends again?

		

	

	 

	“When were we not friends?”

	
		
				I—I don’t know. I thought you would have been mad since I kept on teasing you so much and caps-locking at you… or something.

		

	

	 

	“What? No. You were funny. I always look forward to my rivalry with you.”

	
		
				I—I just wanted to make sure since I was starting to feel bad. I don’t actually think you’re evil or anything… even if you are way too mean to cats.

		

	

	 

	“I know, my favorite informational status window.”

	
		
				It—it doesn’t really count if you call me your favorite informational status window when I’m the only one you know >///>

		

	

	 

	“Then why are you blushing?”

	
		
				I’m not!

		

	

	 

	“You totally are. I can see your window color changing.”

	
		
				YOU’RE THE WORST. WHY ARE YOU LIKE THIS EVEN AFTER I WAS BEING NICE TO YOU? GOD.

		

	

	 

	“I’m being ignored again! Nya!” the cat queen whined.

	Window vanished, so I had the opportunity to return my attention to the queen.

	“I won,” I declared. “You and your inferior cats lost to the power of dogs, bees, and video games.”

	“We—we will not lose next time! You will promise your absolute submission to me someday!”

	“You have it backwards, cat.”

	“Wha-what?!”

	“I will be the one who makes you promise absolute submission. I’ll even make you beg for it.”

	“You—you’ll make me—ma-make me beg for it?”

	“That’s right. I’m going to find you, and I’m going to turn you into my personal maid.”

	“Wi-will I have to wear—wear—we-wear a maid outfit?”

	“You will. And I’ll make you do anything I want.”

	“Li-like co-come up from behind me while I’m dusting, and-and then you bend me over and grab my tail, a-and then—”

	“No! I’m talking about helping me out in the garden, taking care of the dogs, and forcing you to admit that dogs are better!”

	A tired sigh came from the portal. “I need a cat nap. I won’t lose next time!” she shouted as the portal vanished.

	I was finally able to let out a sigh of my own.

	All I had to do was wait for Window to pop up with the victory screen and then the battle could officially be counted as a win.

	But before that happened.

	“S-so,” Vala stuttered from behind. “Umm… a-about that promise…”

	Vala was suddenly wide awake with no grumbling stomach and a blush on her cheeks.

	Equally as suddenly, my heart started racing.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	After a battle, Window would normally pop up to show us the information from it with whatever rewards we won.

	But not this time.

	She was going to wait until I made good on my promise to Vala.

	As for Vala, all we did was stand and look at each other. Whenever one of us caught the other looking, we’d look away.

	After all the dramatic confidence I had during the battle, I was left standing there like some sort of virgin schoolboy who had no idea how to talk to a girl.

	And that wasn’t alright.

	I was not a boy. I was a man.

	It was time to prove that.

	But when I opened my mouth to say something, no words came out.

	I probably would have been better off if Vala would have let me bring it up on my own instead of suddenly bringing it up herself and putting me on the spot.

	But even if she did put me on the spot, I was the one who said all of that in the first place.

	“I might have been a bit dramatic earlier… but I meant it,” I said, struggling to look straight at her.

	Fortunately, she wasn’t able to look at me either, so she didn’t get to see how I could barely look at her.

	“How couldn’t I? You chose to bring me to this world. I was just some random guy supposedly chosen for being the town’s biggest virgin, and you wanted to play video games with me. You brought me to this world where anything is possible and you’re always trying to make this place even more fun for me. Also, you know, the whole virgin thing. I never even had a girlfriend before this. You didn’t expect to bring a guy here who is a total virgin, make a world of gaming for the two of you, be as so damn attractive as you are, and then have him not fall in love with you, right? This is like… the kind of cheesy ‘fate’ setup that you would find in a romance novel. I’m some average guy and you’re a perfect girl. Oh, and there’s the fact that you’re actually an all-powerful dragon. That kind of, you know, supports the ‘fate’ comparison even more. It’s one thing to be chosen by a girl. It’s another thing to be chosen by a dragon who can create pocket universes.”

	I didn’t even know how I was able to say all of that, but it became easier after I started.

	Though, the difficulty level started rising back up when I didn’t get any response from her other than blushing.

	“Seriously, even when you blush like that—what could I have done to deserve any of this? I’m going to start thinking that I was actually some brave hero in my past life who saved the world. There’s no way that some random guy like me deserves you or any of this. I’m probably just crazy and locked up in some sort of mental asylum. And, honestly, if I am, I wouldn’t ask for a better delusional fantasy to pass the time with.”

	She finally spoke up. “You’re—you’re not some random guy…”

	“Wait, was I actually a hero in my past life?”

	She shook her head.

	I couldn’t help but to feel just a tiny bit disappointed.

	“Then what?” I asked. “Was me being chosen seriously just because I was the town’s biggest virgin?”

	Vala shook her head again. “N-no. It was… umm—well, it was kind of—kind of the easiest way I could ask for you without giving it away…”

	“Then tell me the real reason, because I honestly can’t think of a single reason for why you would choose me.” It sounded like the original reason for bringing me there might have been a lie, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to know what the truth was. If I was to accept this reality as truth, I needed a reason—a real reason.

	There was no way that it was anything but the delusional fantasy of an insane person if it was really because I was a virgin.

	“This—this vessel of mine is controlled by the dark power of the elder—the elder dragon. There are none whom may stand before my all-powerful might, for the—the dra-dragon within will annihilate all unworthy in its path,” Vala said, holding one hand out to me while dramatically holding her other hand over her left eye.

	“Don’t remind me of that!” I shouted. “It’s bad enough that I remember those memories in my dreams!” Then it hit me. “Wait.” How did she know that? “Vala, you—” Really? “Did you—did you used to know me?”

	“I… more than just knew you,” she answered, forcing herself to look me straight in the eyes.

	“I—I may have acted stupid around a lot of people before, so you’re not really narrowing things down here. I went into dungeons saying the stupidest things.”

	“What about, ‘boobs are the window to the soul?’”

	I cringed.

	There may have been some merit to quote, but it still made me cringe. It didn’t help me figure out who she was, either.

	“I may have said that to too many people,” I unfortunately admitted.

	Vala almost looked shocked for a second there. “Fi-fine. Then what about—what about… how you umm… wa-want twenty wives? E-even though you couldn’t think of a single girl you talked to in over a year who wasn’t your teacher or a cashier?”

	That reminded me that she was probably the first girl I talked to in years who wasn’t obligated to talk to me in some way.

	More importantly, it made me realize who she was.

	“You’re—you’re him, aren’t you?” I asked.

	“Her, but… ye-yeah. I used to pretend I was a guy since everybody kept on flirting with me…”

	I was not only falling in love with an all-powerful dragon, but she just so happened to be my best friend from when I was younger, too.

	We played social MMOs together for years. I never heard his—her voice, but we communicated through text and talked for countless hours whenever we were both online.

	 

	The memory of our last conversation rushed into my head.

	We were alone after running through a dungeon with some random players. During the dungeon, the two other party members kept on teasing us about how we sounded like a married couple with how we talked to each other. Even with Vala’s explanation that we were both “guys” and just friends, the other players teased us even harder.

	She never got the cosmetic drop that I was trying to help her get from the final boss.

	Alone after the dungeon, we sat in our favorite spot in a zone with little traffic to watch fireworks from an event that was about to end. The fireworks weren’t too special considering that they repeated every fifteen minutes, but they still made the scenery just a little bit more special than usual.

	“Those guys were so annoying, right?” Vala asked me. Or rather, the “guy” who was my best friend asked me.

	“I kinda saw their point,” I answered.

	“What? You did?”

	“Yeah. I mean, we totally do act like a married couple sometimes, right? We’re always around each other, we bicker and banter, help each other with whatever we need, and stick up for each other. It’s a bromance, but bromances are just non-romantic marriages between guys.”

	She was silent for a minute after that. I figured she had to go away from the keyboard for a moment or something.

	“Do you really think that?” she replied.

	“Yeah. I mean, let’s face it. If you were really a girl then we’d probably be married by now. You’d be my first of twenty wives.”

	“Pffftfttsshhh. I’m honored. I don’t think you’d like me if I was really a girl, though.”

	“Why’s that?”

	“Because you have no idea how to talk to girls. We’d never become friends if I was a girl because you’d be too afraid.”

	“Ouch. You’re just going to attack me like that, aren’t you? I want a divorce. Also, I’m taking the kids.”

	“The kids?!”

	“That’s right. All fifty of them.”

	“That’s way too many!”

	“Then I guess you don’t need all of them. Maybe I’ll leave you the one who misbehaves the most.”

	“I married a demon.”

	“Seriously though, like… purely hypothetically, I swear I’m not into guys, don’t you think we’d make a good couple if one of us was a girl?”

	“I… guess so.”

	“We’d be like the happiest couple ever. Everybody would be jealous of us.”

	I was seventeen at the time. It was also the middle of the night and I was sleep-deprived. I also felt more comfortable talking to her than anybody else in my entire life, so I never felt like I needed to censor myself around her.

	We were best friends.

	But she never replied to that.

	Her avatar disappeared from next to me. When I opened up my friend’s list, she was gone.

	When I went to check my in-game mail, the letters from her were still there, but they all said they were from “Deleted Character.”

	I immediately went to check the other games we played together.

	She was gone from all of them.

	That really crushed me for a couple of weeks. The best friend that I ever made seemed to have purged herself from every single way that I could contact her.

	I thought that I did something wrong.

	Shortly after that, I stopped playing MMOs. Then I stopped playing games as much since nobody was able to replace her, and what was the point in playing video games if I couldn’t play them with my best friend?

	 

	So, with Vala standing before me after that revelation, there was only one question I could ask. “What happened to you?”

	“I—I… the games we played were all from the same publisher, and… I umm… g-got caught buying gold and using hacks to farm dungeons by myself.… They kind of purged me from everything and detected every new account I made…. I really regretted not listening to you and getting something to talk to you outside of game with…”

	“You got banned?”

	She tapped her pointer fingers together and nodded, clearly ashamed of herself.

	Her explanation made me laugh. It was a laugh full of relief—a laugh that took years of guilt off of my shoulders. I always thought that her disappearing was somehow my fault, but it was something as stupid as her getting banned and then not knowing how to get back in touch with me.

	“Wha-what’s so funny?” she asked with a blush on her cheeks still.

	“Are you kidding me?” I asked her. “What’s so funny? You are. I knew you didn’t like PvE and hated farming, but I never would have expected you to resort to RMT and cheating!”

	“I—I was desperate! And I felt bad always asking for your help to farm dungeons for cosmetics…”

	“I liked farming with you. Besides, I liked looking at your avatar as much as you did, so it was a win-win for both of us if you got new gear to wear.”

	“You—you better not have done anything weird while looking at my avatar…”

	“There may have been one time when you got that seasonal event bikini.”

	“Se-seriously?!”

	“I’m joking. Though, it was my favorite.”

	“O-oh…”

	She sounded disappointed.

	Then she got serious again.

	“I’m sorry. You probably hated me. I really tried every way I could think of to find you, but I wasn’t able to get back into the games we played, and I was too lazy to make accounts on anything else you used to talk… I thought we’d be fine just talking in those games forever. I—I abandoned you…”

	“Vala. Relax. I never hated you. I’m honestly just—I’m happy to have my best friend back. I thought that, back then, I was the one who made you hate me somehow. I felt like shit, but it was because I was afraid I did something wrong. I thought that maybe talking about how we would make a good married couple scared you away or something.”

	“What? No! I—you saying that made me really, really, really, really happy. I remember when you first said that we’re like a married couple, I had to leave the computer to roll around on my bed while hugging my pillow. And those guys in the dungeon made it so hard to concentrate since they kept teasing us about it. I was smiling the whole time…”

	Hearing that made me smile. “Why didn’t you find me in real life? I mean, you’re an all-powerful dragon and all that.”

	“Be-because. I was worried you hated me… a-and you were only seventeen. “

	“That’s not a bad point. It probably wouldn’t have looked good if a dragon who had been around for thousands of years wanted to find a seventeen-year-old boy.”

	“Then more time went by and I started thinking that you probably forgot about me. If you didn’t forget about me then you probably hated me, but… I—I never stopped missing you.”

	“So, you decided to ask for the town’s biggest virgin. What if I wasn’t a virgin anymore?” If I hadn’t talked to her about where I lived, we probably never would have been reunited.

	“I knew that wouldn’t happen.”

	“You answered that way too confidently! Anyways, if you were worried about me hating you, why’d you finally ask for me?”

	“I—I had to time it with my usual request for offerings so that it wouldn’t be suspicious, and… you were the best friend I ever made. That was—that was why I lied and pretended I didn’t know you. I thought we might get to start over, and you wouldn’t hate me if you didn’t know who I was.”

	“I can’t believe you thought I hated you.”

	“I can’t believe you thought I hated you…”

	For such an illogical world, everything suddenly made so much more sense.

	The reason why I felt like we had been friends for months after just a day was because I was friends with her for years. We were able to bounce off of each other so well because we had years of experience in doing that. Our interests were the same, our humor worked together, and being friends came as easily as breathing did.

	A couple moments of awkward silence later and I finally realized what I had to say. “I already lost you once, and I’m not going to lose you again. First, promise me no more RMT or cheating.”

	“I—I promise. I already stopped after getting banned…”

	“Good. Now… Vala.”

	“Ye-yeah?”

	“I love you. I loved you as a best friend, and now I love you as more than that. You were stupidly perfect back then and you’re still stupidly perfect now. I never stopped thinking about you and always hoped that you were doing well out there, but now that you’re back, I’m not going to let you get away this time. Don’t get me wrong, I am a little bit angry knowing that you got yourself banned over something so stupid. That’s why I need to be your boyfriend. That way I can make sure you never get yourself banned from anything ever again.”

	She started off blushing at the beginning of my confession only to end up crying and laughing. “What—what kind of reason for being my boyfriend is that?”

	“It’s obviously a good reason seeing as how you got banned for being a filthy cheater.”

	“Just because you found out who I am doesn’t mean you can go back to bullying me so much…”

	“It absolutely does mean that, filthy cheater.”

	“St-stop calling me that.”

	“I will if you let me be your boyfriend.”

	She went from laughing to blushing again. “It’s not like I need to let you do it…”

	“I don’t want to be a nonconsensual boyfriend.”

	“That’s not what I mean! I—I mean, you know that I—that I’m going to… you know… say yes.”

	Hearing that made me turn into the one who was blushing.

	“Then… I’ve got to admit that I don’t really know what happens now,” I said. It was probably a miracle that I even worked up the courage to confess to her in the first place.

	Fortunately for me, Vala had an idea. “I—I think umm, I think… we—we have to kiss now, right? It’s—it’s not official yet if we don’t kiss…”

	Even though she said that, she still joined me in looking away from each other.

	Kissing might have still been just a bit too advanced for us.

	Who would approach who? Would she use her wings to fly up to reach me, or would I bend over?

	Neither of us knew how to actually go about it.

	Then, a certain informational status window appeared with a clone of herself to smack our backs hard enough to send us toward the other.

	No distance was left between us and Vala had to put her hands up to stop from crashing into me. So, with her hands against my chest, I went for it.

	I leaned down, shut my eyes as soon as my face was in front of hers, and kissed her.

	It was the first kiss of my life with the most perfect partner that I could ever ask for, and there was nothing that I would have changed about it.

	Her hands left my chest to wrap around my back, holding me close as she returned the kiss.

	There was no amount of time that would have made it feel like the kiss did not end too soon.

	With bright eyes and a wide smile, Vala looked up at me and said something to mark the occasion.

	“A-achievement unlocked.”

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	Neither of us knew how to act after the kiss. Fortunately, Window came back to try and return things to normal.

	
		
				You only get two stars since you lost a heart. Retry the stage if you want all three stars. Oh, and in case you’re wondering, you only get 50% of rewards when you don’t get all three stars. You don’t get the super special reward, either!
Man, it’s weird being white again.
Stage 1-3: The Third Night
Completion: ★★
Enemies Defeated: 99 Cat Runners, 90 Cat Scouts, 70 Cat Soldiers, 50 Bagged Cats, 25 Crazed Cats, 6 Macho Cats, Conan the Catarian
Rewards: 751 Gold Coins, Recipe Series: Cat Furniture, 40 Cat Fur Scraps, 30 Cat Bones, 10 Cat Paws, 2 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and enough food for everybody in the towers.
Too bad you didn’t 3-star it. You would have got the Giant Cat Skull to make that helmet and upgrade the warrior towers. I guess you’ll just have to try again and probably fail again.

		

	

	 

	The rewards I saw appear in front of us might have been halved according to Window, but there were still more than what I knew to do with. “What are the gold coins even good for? Anything other than upgrading towers? We’re getting a pretty big pile of them.”

	
		
				You’ll see.
It’s good to be pastel again.
Wait, this color scheme might make web formatting a pain…

		

	

	 

	“What are you talking about?”

	
		
				Don’t worry about it. And why is
there so much
space between my lines? Let me see if I can fix this. How about…
this? Yeah, that’s better for a new paragraph.

		

	

	 

	“Congratulations on figuring something out that I thought you always knew how to do.”

	
		
				You’re getting pretty cheeky for somebody who only just had their first kiss in their twenties.

		

	

	 

	Before I could react, she floated higher into the air so that she would be outside of my reach.

	Window discovered the one thing that she could defeat me with: staying out of reach.

	
		
				owo what’s this? Is little Drakey Wakey not able to reach me? Oh no, whatever will I do if YOU CAN’T ABUSE ME ANYMORE, HAH!

		

	

	 

	“You may have found one of my weaknesses, but it won’t be a weakness forever. I will get you.”

	
		
				You’re creepy. I’m going to spawn a jail and lock you in it.

		

	

	 

	“Knowing you, you’d probably end up locking yourself in it somehow.”

	
		
				HahaHA you are SO funny. Is this all you can do? Now that you can’t reach me, all you can do is come up with lame comebacks since you’re too dumb to use your brain to think of something better? Wow, I’m starting to feel bad for you if you have to rely on your physical strength to do everything.

		

	

	 

	“You’re starting to sound like one of those types who thinks they’re way smarter than they are while making everybody else cringe at you.”

	
		
				I would say something about insulting large groups of people, but I don’t care if that group, WHICH I DON’T BELONG TO, gets insulted.

		

	

	 

	Not being able to reach Window was harder on me than I thought it would be. Reading her text made me really want to just grab her and swing her around or throw her like a flying disc again.

	Something so simple as hovering out of my reach was more effective than it should have been.

	
		
				What’s wrong? You look like you’re disappointed by something. Could it be that you’re too short to reach me? If only you weren’t so little.

		

	

	 

	“I’m six foot three! That’s not little!”

	
		
				You sound awfully insecure right now. I guess it makes sense for a man boy to be insecure about his height.

		

	

	 

	“You’re getting awfully cheeky for a sentient rectangle.”

	
		
				I’d rather be a rectangle than have the name Drake Hunter while being in love with a dragon.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t make my name sound even worse than it already is!”

	
		
				I guess you could say that you’re hunting dragons in a whole new way 
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)
Wow that face looks butchered in text here.

		

	

	 

	“Are you just copy-pasting meme faces from the internet or something since you don’t have a face of your own?”

	
		
				N-no…

		

	

	 

	Vala giggled right before leaning the side of her head against my arm. “She got her laziness from me.”

	Feeling Vala lean against me after everything that was revealed and said gave me a completely different feeling from before. It felt even more intimate than whenever we slept together at night. And, when I realized that, I also realized that I had no idea how I would control myself at night if we were still going to sleep together.

	Sleeping together as boyfriend and girlfriend is way more intense than pretending she’s a pet lizard! I thought.

	Everything was going to be more intense from then on. Holding her hand, teasing her, sleeping with her—Window was a good distraction from what had just happened, but now I was back to thinking about how—

	
		
				virgin you are?

		

	

	 

	“Exactly. Wait, what?”

	
		
				It’s okay. If you’re not able to man up for Vala then I can always turn into a man and take her from you.

		

	

	 

	“You can do that?!”

	
		
				I can give myself any body I want!

		

	

	 

	Suddenly, I felt two arms wrap around my own arm.

	“No stealing allowed,” Vala said, holding my arm against her—against her chest. Whether she was holding me there intentionally or not, the world may never know, but it was undeniable that my arm was being held against her chest.

	
		
				Hmph. But he’s allowed to steal you from me!

		

	

	 

	All I was able to think about was Vala’s chest against my arm as the two talked.

	“He’s not stealing me from you. Don’t you remember the plan?” Vala asked.

	
		
				He’s way too abusive to informational status windows and cats to deserve an unlimited harem!

		

	

	 

	“Wait, what?” I asked.

	An unlimited harem?

	I had no idea what they were talking about.

	“You—you always said you wanted twenty wives when we used to talk… s-so, I thought that you’d be happier if you had even more than twenty,” Vala explained, looking away.

	Did having an unlimited harem sound nice? Sure.

	Did I ever expect to actually have one or be able to handle one? Absolutely not.

	Besides, I just got my first girlfriend. What kind of man would immediately pursue a harem immediately after getting a girlfriend? Especially one as perfect as Vala?

	“All I need is you, Vala. Well, I’d get lonely without Window, so she can stick around for bullying,” I explained.

	
		
				I’M NOT GOING TO STICK AROUND ONLY TO BE BULLIED UNLESS IT LEADS TO ME GETTING SOME TOO
I mean… pls no bulli the informational status window.

		

	

	 

	“But—but what if I made this world like this so that you can have a harem? A-and… I might have become… obsessed with harem anime because of you, so I think it would be fun to be part of a harem.”

	I couldn’t really believe what I was hearing coming from Vala. Everything might have made more sense all of a sudden, but it was every bit as unbelievable as before. Especially now that Vala wanted to give me a harem! What happened to all those discussions I saw online of people saying that harems were impossible and that no girl would actually want to be a part of one?

	Though, I never liked actual harems. I liked the idea of large, poly relationships that just so happened to only have one guy in them and a bunch of girls. It was always important to me that all the girls would love each other as much as they loved me. That way, there would be no jealousy nor conflict.

	And that made the whole concept even more unrealistic.

	“I mean, I don’t really know what to say,” I said. “I can’t admit that there is still a part of me who wants twenty wives because that would just be extremely selfish and make it sound like I wouldn’t be happy with only you. There’s also a part of me who can’t deny it.”

	Vala shrugged. “I think it would be fun. We have a whole world and all of time to ourselves, so… there’s enough time to make sure that everybody gets equal attention.”

	“What if… instead of it being my harem, it’s our harem?”

	“Being a harem protagonist is too much work. I just want to be one of the waifus.”

	“So, you want to leave all the hard stuff up to me while you get to enjoy being lazy with a bunch of girlfriends?”

	“Exactly.” She might have sounded embarrassed before, but she never had any shame when it came to how lazy she could be.

	“Let me at least learn how to be a good boyfriend with you before you suddenly snap a hundred girls into existence.”

	
		
				Heh, he thinks there are only going to be a hundred waifus.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, what?”

	
		
				We came up with so many waifus. I even designed one of them all by myself! She’s a really cute and small android girl who recharges her battery with hugs and - wait, this is a spoiler. Woops.

		

	

	 

	“Vala.”

	“Ye-yeah?”

	“How many… how many wives do you plan on me having?”

	“Like Window said. Unlimited.”

	The excitement from the idea of having a harem was replaced by the stress of how I would potentially take care of that many wives.

	“Can—can you maybe give me a more precise number? Like, at least a minimum? Realistically?”

	“At least twenty.”

	“Seriously? You’re not exaggerating?”

	“Yeah. I always thought twenty would be the minimum because that was the number you always used.”

	“So… I find out that my best friend who disappeared on me is a dragon—a dragon I’m now dating, and this dragon also plans on me having at least twenty girlfriends. Unironically.”

	“Yeah. Oh, and you have to build up your love points with all of them to unlock the special events and bonus outfits for them.”

	“Do you come with bonus outfits?”

	“We-well… yeah, but I didn’t know what to pick for them. Now that I know you liked that seasonal event bikini my avatar used to have… maybe that?”

	
		
				Vala, he has a perverted look on his face. I don’t like how he’s looking at you.

		

	

	 

	“I understand,” Vala said, nodding her head. “I looked at my avatar the same way when I unlocked that bikini for her.”

	
		
				Are you sure that you’re not just giving him a harem so that you have a bunch of cute girls to play with and look at while he does all the work of taking care of them?

		

	

	 

	“I’m—I’m not that selfish! But it does sound nice when you put it that way.”

	“Now that I think about it,” I said, pausing to think back on our conversations from gaming together. “You always really loved looking at other avatars. Girl avatars. I remember logging on at least twice a week and immediately getting sent screenshots of cute avatars you saw while I was offline. And you always got really happy whenever another girl wanted to take a screenshot of their avatar with yours.”

	“I—I like appreciating girls…”

	“I don’t know if I should feel jealous or not that you like girls’ bodies so much more.”

	“That’s—that’s not true! I like yours the most! You’re so—you’re so tall a-and handsome and… hot now. You look so perfect that you’re the only guy I ever want to look at.”

	“He-hey, you’re going to embarrass me if you say things like that.”

	I looked to my side to see if Window was saying anything about us getting a room or something similar to that, but she got the point across with an even better message.

	And that message was being gone.

	She left us alone as Vala made me feel things inside that I never felt before.

	Something had me worried. “If—if I have a harem, then what am I supposed to say to everybody? If I say something like that to you then isn’t it unfair to everybody else? And if I say it to everybody, doesn’t it mean less?” More and more flaws appeared regarding the whole harem thing. How could anybody actually handle having multiple girlfriends?

	“It’s easy,” Vala answered. “You call me the perfect girl, then you call somebody else the most perfect, then you call another super perfect! Just don’t say the exact same thing and it’s okay.”

	“That seems really lazy.”

	“Exactly.”

	“Seriously, I’m happy with just you.”

	“And I’m—I’m happy with just you, but don’t you think it would be fun with more? Like you used to say… if we have a bunch of wives then we can split all the work up so we have more time to spend together.”

	“I don’t really think that applies in a world that you have godlike control over. You could just snap your fingers and then food is cooked, dishes are cleaned, and clothes are folded.”

	“You’re right, but it doesn’t matter.”

	“How does it not matter?”

	“Because all that matters is that we’re having fun! We’re in a world where anything is possible and we don’t have to worry about all that boring stuff. Nothing has to make sense or be logical. All we have to do is have fun together, and the more people we have around to play with, the more fun we’ll have!”

	“It sounds nice, but—”

	“What if there are three girls who have dog ears and tails and like being called good girls? Don’t you think it’d be awesome to have three girls like that all wanting your attention and being all cuddly?”

	“I—wait, you’re not talking about—”

	“Yep! But you have to upgrade their towers before they evolve.”

	“If the dogs are going to evolve into that, then what about—”

	“Yeah, the bee, too. A bee girl!”

	“So… anybody from a tower is going to evolve into a girl when their towers get upgraded enough?”

	“Exactly.”

	“So, you’re telling me that if we repeat that battle, get three stars, and get enough cat skulls to upgrade the towers… eventually those dogs will evolve into human girls?”

	“Well, only one from each tower. Think of it as the towers unlocking hero units when you upgrade them enough, and the hero units are waifus!”

	“Oh. That’s how we get more heroes.”

	“Yeah. And the gacha system, but that isn’t set up yet.”

	“Are you telling me that there are seriously going to be gacha wives I have to roll for?”

	“Yup!”

	“That’s just taking this whole game thing too far.”

	“But it’ll be fun.”

	“Sure, it’ll be fun until there’s a girl we both want but run out of money to roll for.”

	“That’s when cheating comes into play.”

	“I became your boyfriend to stop you from cheating in games, but if it’s a gacha system, it deserves being cheated. By the way, our food is going to get cold.”

	“Oh. I forgot about it.”

	“Weren’t you saying something about being too hungry to fight earlier?!”

	“I forgot.”

	“How do you forget being hungry?!”

	“I don’t know, ask my stomach.”

	“That’s not—let’s just eat.”

	“We need to sleep after we eat.”

	“But it’s still early.”

	“But we always sleep after we eat.”

	“That’s because we usually have our battles at night. It’s not night.”

	“B-but… I want to sleep together with my boyfriend for the first time…”

	“Alright, we’ll sleep together.”

	“Mission accomplished.”

	“Wait, did you just act all shy and nervous to get me to agree?”

	“Pro gamer strats. Get on my level.”

	“I don’t know if you’re actually embarrassed about this whole relationship thing or if you’re just acting like it.”

	“Acting like I’m only acting like I’m embarrassed helps my heart cope with it.”

	“So, you are embarrassed?”

	“Ye-yeah, but nothing is going to happen if I get too embarrassed…”

	“What are you expecting to happen?”

	Her wings closed around her waist as her tail curled around one of her legs. That bright blush of hers overtook her pale skin, and she could barely even look in my direction.

	Oh.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	My virgin-ness proved its potency. While I might have had the courage to confess to Vala, officially become her boyfriend, and mentally prepare myself for what I thought was about to happen after we ate dinner… I prepared myself for something that I had no need to prepare myself for.

	And that left me unprepared for what was actually going to happen.

	When she mentioned nothing would happen if she got too embarrassed… she did not mean what I thought she meant. Even though she acted all flustered and couldn’t look at me, she did not mean what I thought she meant.

	The virgin mentality made me think that she could have only meant one thing.

	Sex.

	What else was I supposed to think? When a virgin has a girl acting and talking like she was right after they start dating, and after she mentions sleeping together, wouldn’t it be normal for any virgin to assume that was what was being implied?

	But no.

	Was I disappointed? Of course not. I only felt stupid.

	As for what actually happened after that conversation, we ate our food, take care of everybody else, and then she said that it was time for sleep.

	Naturally, I told her that it was too early to go to bed and too late to take a nap.

	Vala-ly, she snapped her fingers which caused the sun to retreat over the distant mountains as the moon took its place.

	It was no longer too early to go to bed, laws of nature be damned.

	Speaking of beds, we finally had one. A bed appeared at the same time as the snap of her fingers. It was a pretty average looking bed on a wooden frame and the mattress looked just barely big enough for two people, but I realized that was most likely intended. Besides, with how much she draped herself over me before we were officially together, I doubted we would need that much space.

	There was still no proper room or anything for the bed to actually go into. It was on the grass, surrounded by nothing but air with the greenhouse nearby. Fortunately, since it was always a perfect temperature outside and bugs weren’t anything we needed to worry about, I didn’t care. If anything, it was better than having the bed inside of an actual room. It would allow us to look up at the starry sky just as we did every other night.

	As for Vala… “C-can… ca-can we cuddle?”

	That was when I realized just how much of a virgin I was. She sounded and acted just like she was before, but now her intentions were clear. There was no sex planned like I had assumed there was.

	All she wanted was to cuddle.

	Which made zero sense to me for why she was so flustered!

	“Why are you acting like it’s something we haven’t been doing already?” I couldn’t help but to ask.

	“It’s—it’s not! We… I’ve only been using you as a bed… I—I want us to really cuddle this time.”

	“How is it different?”

	“Because actual cuddling is like… you have to wrap your arms around me and stuff… a-and maybe… and maybe we kiss and stuff… but only like, you know, like… s-soft kisses…”

	Seeing her act so innocent made me think that she really must not have been purposely teasing me that one time when she was lying on top of me with her tail rubbing against it so much. After all, would an all-powerful dragon capable of teasing somebody like that really get so worked up over cuddling and kissing?

	And then it hit me.

	Kissing?

	Shit! I might have kissed her already, but I still have no idea how to kiss! What did I do then? I was so caught up in the moment that I wasn’t even thinking about it! I—how does kissing even work?! Needless to say, I was panicking in my thoughts.

	“A-and dibs on being little spoon,” Vala said.

	We looked at each other and then down at the bed.

	It was an extremely awkward situation. I was almost hoping that Window would appear out of nowhere again to knock us both forward onto it.

	While Window never appeared, there were others invested in helping us out.

	A certain small, pink dog jumped up behind Vala and kicked her back, pushing her forward onto the bed. Immediately after, two sets of four legs kicked me from behind to push me forward.

	I barely caught a glimpse of the blue and purple fur of the dogs as they ran as quickly as possible back to their towers. Then… all three of the dogs poked their heads out from the towers to look over at us.

	Making eye contact with each of them seemed to genuinely surprise them. It also caused them to pop their heads back into their towers.

	I checked the archer tower to make sure that no prying eyes were watching, either.

	“Dr-drake?” Vala asked.

	No eyes from the archer tower were on us. What about Window? Was she secretly watching us from anywhere?

	“U-umm…”

	After seeing the dogs try to spy on us and absolutely fail at it, I was desperate to make sure that nobody else was watching us. Getting a proper house for this bed suddenly sounded like a much better idea.

	“Drake!”

	“What? Sorry, I was—”

	I looked down.

	The dogs pushed me forward, but they didn’t knock me over since I was able to catch myself before falling. And to catch myself, I put my hands on the bed… or rather, I thought I put my hands on the bed.

	My left hand was on the bed. Everything was normal. The mattress underneath my hand was soft and slightly warm. My right hand was also on something soft, warm, and… squishier than the mattress?

	“I—I know that this is a stereotypical flag but—but my heart isn’t ready for this,” Vala whined, her face pure red.

	My right hand was in the process of squeezing one of her breasts.

	My face became as red as hers was.

	“Sorry!” In a panic, I pulled my hand away from her chest so quickly that I almost smacked myself with it.

	It had only been a couple of seconds since my hand left her chest, but I already missed touching her.

	“I—I didn’t mean to,” I said.

	“I didn’t know that you have the S-rank Harem Protagonist skill.”

	“I appreciate the effort but applying video game logic to me being pushed and being a dumbass isn’t going to help. But… I guess I wouldn’t have needed pushed if I’d just stop being so awkward.”

	“It’s—it’s okay. I don’t—I don’t really know how to act right now. All I know is what I want…”

	“And you want to cuddle and kiss. Right?”

	“And I want to be the little spoon.”

	“That might make kissing hard. Wouldn’t the back of your head be facing me?”

	“I—I didn’t think about that. My strat needs more theorycrafting…”

	“I don’t think it’s something that serious. Can’t you just be the little spoon after we’re done kissing?”

	I might have been forcing myself to sound calm about the whole kissing thing, and I was a bit calmer after realizing that I didn’t want all relationship progress to result from getting pushed by informational status windows and dogs.

	But I was absolutely still panicking internally. My thoughts were still very much those of a virgin, but I didn’t want to act like a virgin any longer.

	“That sounds like a pro strat. Let’s do it. You tank and I heal,” Vala said, giving me a thumbs-up.

	“You’re as much of a dork as ever.”

	“It’s been years since you’ve called me that. I’ve—I’ve missed it.”

	“Then I’ll call you nothing but a dork from now on.”

	“This isn’t the time for bullying!”

	“Bullying helps my heart cope.”

	I still wasn’t in bed with her.

	So, I finally changed that.

	I climbed onto the bed right next to her and then… froze.

	But only for a moment.

	It took everything that I had, but I forced myself to roll onto my side and put an arm around her to bring her onto her side. Now facing each other, her tail stuck out straight into the air behind her as her wings frantically flapped. Between those and her blushing, it was easy to read how she felt.

	“I know you said this isn’t the time for bullying, but you blush all the time,” I teased.

	“Do—do I do it too much? I don’t want you to get tired of it, so—so I can try to—”

	“You’re cute when you blush. I wouldn’t mind if you were always blushing.”

	There was nowhere else for her to look since I had her facing me, so I got to watch as she smiled and burned brighter from my words.

	“But what if you get tired of it?” she asked, sounding worried despite how wide of a smile she had on her lips.

	“I know that you can kind of make the impossible possible and all that, but some things are too impossible even for you.”

	Unable to look at me anymore, she wrapped her arms around me and brought her head closer to my chest. She didn’t want to turn away, but she didn’t want me to see her face at the same time.

	Unfortunately for her, I had to stop her and lean away.

	“Is—is something wrong?” she asked.

	“Horns,” I answered. “You almost stabbed me with them. I’d rather not get blood all over our new bed.”

	“A-ah… sorry. Here.”

	And just like that, her horns shrunk down to a more manageable size so that they would no longer pose any risk of stabbing me by accident.

	“You only have to keep them shrunk when we’re cuddling like this. You wouldn’t have to shrink them at all if you’re ever the big spoon.”

	“Hehe… does—are you saying you want me to be your jetpack?”

	“My jetpack?”

	“Yeah. When a smaller person is the big spoon that makes them like a jetpack.”

	“Couldn’t you make jetpacks real in this world?”

	“I could. Want one?”

	“It might be fun to try one out sometime.”

	“I could give you wings and let you fly.”

	“Thinking about growing wings and getting to fly sounds even more unrealistic than finding out my best friend is a dragon and then dating her. Wait… how are we going to date if there’s nowhere to go?”

	“We have an entire world to explore.”

	“Yeah, but there aren’t any movie theaters, no fancy restaurants, or any of that stuff.”

	“Do you remember what I used to tell you when we talked about this stuff?”

	“Yeah. You used to tell me that if you ever got married, you’d just want to spend all time together indoors playing video games and being lazy. And then I told you you’d never find a girl alright with that.”

	“What… what about finding a guy alright with that?”

	“That makes it easy. You know how many guys are out there who wish they could have some girl who never wants to go out and just wants to play video games all day while being as attractive as you?”

	“I don’t care about those guys. I—I just want to know what you think.”

	“I’m not as much of a shut-in as you,” I said, poking her forehead, “so don’t expect me to never drag you out. I’ll make you go out on dates with me whether you like it or not… if I can think of any dates.”

	“But vidya…”

	“Are you telling me you didn’t like that walk through the forest while holding hands that we had?”

	“No! I—I loved that. I really, really loved that. It made me super happy…”

	“Well, that was a date that involved not staying inside playing video games.”

	“You’re good at this. You’d make a good politician.”

	“Isn’t that too far of a leap?”

	“You should run for god-emperor.”

	“That’s even further!”

	We started laughing while holding each other close.

	The more we bantered and laughed, the easier it was to get over how awkward everything felt. It helped to remind us that even if we were dating now that we were still the same people we were before we started.

	Vala was the last to stop giggling. Opening her eyes, she looked up at me and said, “Drake—”

	She didn’t get to finish her sentence.

	I went from being worried to being unable to hold myself back.

	My lips pressed against hers and my arm around her back held her just a little bit tighter—a little bit closer.

	Unlike the first time I kissed her, she made a sort of… noise that sounded like it couldn’t decide between being a squeak or a moan.

	And it was absolutely adorable.

	I already wasn’t able to hold myself back anymore, but now there was no way to resist kissing her even more. I wanted to hear more of her noises, I wanted to feel more of her lips against mine, and I knew she wanted the same since she pressed her hands against my back to keep me close just as I did with her.

	The kiss was slow, gentle, and somehow simultaneously lasted forever while being over far too soon. All concerns about not knowing how to kiss vanished as we both went with what felt right. It was a kiss more perfect than anything either of us could have asked for.

	“So, what were you saying?” I asked after our lips parted.

	While we both kept tints of red on her cheek, neither of us were blushing anywhere near as much as we were before.

	“I was going to ask if there’s anything you want me to call you,” Vala answered.

	“What do you mean? Like a nickname?”

	“Yeah. You know, like—like darling, or honey, or… stuff like that.”

	“Daddy.”

	“Y-you’re into that?!”

	“Daddy-Master.”

	“I—I don’t think I could handle that!”

	“Daddy-Master the Dominant Supreme, God-Emperor of the Universe, Kisser of Dragons.”

	“That’s even worse! B-but… the last part was kind of cute. Hehe… Drake, Kisser of Dragons.”

	“I think the heroes of old had it wrong. They were told to slay dragons when all they had to do was lay with them.”

	“One tried before.”

	“Wait, really?”

	“He was… weird.”

	“What happened to him?”

	“I crushed his dreams and he gave up.”

	“That makes me think of all the times you told guys flirting with you in-game that you were actually a guy.”

	“Heh, it was kind of like that.”

	I rolled onto my back, pulling Vala with me so that she could cuddle against my side while keeping an arm around her. “So, heroes really were sent to kill you?”

	“Yeah. A lot of them. Don’t they teach that stuff in the town?”

	“They do, but it’s hard to tell what’s just exaggerated history and what really happened. There is… a lot of anti-dragon propaganda, you could say.”

	“I can’t blame them.”

	“What were you really like back then?”

	“Probably however they make me sound.”

	“So, a ferocious demon who laid waste to castles, devoured livestock, roasted men alive, and the eventual razer of the world?”

	“We-well… maybe not that bad… at least not on purpose.”

	“That last part concerns me.”

	“A-accidents happen when you’re this big.”

	“Big? You seem pretty small to me.” I pulled her closer, wrapping both arms around her.

	“Hehe… it’s nice being the small one. Hey, what do they tell you about Vi—about the hero who defeated me?”

	“Sir Kriss Genova. I hate that I remember his name since they made him sound pretentious and annoying. They even have a portrait of him in pretty much every government building and school. Anyways, they told us that he was the only human you could not kill, but he was not able to kill you either. That was why he used magic, supposedly, to lock you away inside of the mountain where you would be forced to stay until the rest of time. Then he proposed offering you sacrifices every ten years to keep you just satisfied enough to never try to break out, or something like that.”

	“Pffftttsshhhh. That’s what they teach?”

	“Yeah. I’m guessing it’s wrong?”

	“It’s more wrong than you could know. It’s… actually kind of infuriating. It makes me want to live up to their worst fears of me.”

	“You can tell me about what really happened sometime.”

	“Want to hear now?”

	“Some other time. Let’s just enjoy tonight and each other right now.”

	“You’re pretty smooth for a virgin.”

	“Hey, teasing me for being a virgin is Window’s thing. Besides, you should know by now just how smooth I can be.”

	“I know. You flirted with me all the time when we played games.”

	“That’s because we had a bromance. Straight men in a bromance flirt with each other more than they flirt with girls.”

	“Is—is that how it’s supposed to work?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Men are confusing.”

	“Says the all-powerful dragon.”

	“You still haven’t told me if you want me to call you anything special.”

	“Daddy-Master the Domi—”

	“Please no.”

	“Fine. What about… hero? The dragon and the hero.”

	“My hero! I—

	
		
				Unless you’re a serpent waifu with dangerously lewd fantasies, you shouldn’t call anybody that.

		

	

	 

	Window vanished as soon as she appeared, leaving both of us confused about what she was talking about.

	“I guess that’s out of the running then. What about… for old times’ sake, Pu55ySlay3rDe1uxe117? With the numbers and everything.”

	“No. I wanted to die when you made me play with your alt named that. Then you got in trouble and a GM made you change your name.”

	“I might have got a mark on my account, but at least I didn’t get banned.”

	“W-we all make mistakes…”

	“It’s alright. Anyways, I’m bad at this sort of thing. I have no idea what you should call me unless you want to call me something like darling, but if we pick something too obvious like that then Window might pop out again to tell us why we can’t use that.”

	“Hmm… oh! I—I think I know!”

	“Yeah?”

	“Since—since I’m the queen… wha-what if… I—I call you my king?”

	“So, I’m the king and you’re the queen?”

	“Ye-yeah. Do—do you like that?”

	“King Drake, Kisser of Dragons. Queen Vala, the Lazy Vidya Gamer.”

	“Perfect.”

	“Not as perfect as you.”

	The blush returned to her cheeks. “Th-that came out of nowhere. You have to warn me before you say stuff like that.”

	“But that’s less fun.”

	“But you’re going to make my heart explode…”

	“Mine wants to explode every time I see you smile, so it’s only fair.”

	“I—you—but—”

	“See? It’s more fun if I don’t warn y—”

	To get revenge for doing things without warning, she rolled onto me, her chest pressing down against mine, and rejoined our lips on her own.

	As nice as it was to be kissing again, she made a great point for why warning beforehand was important.

	My heart was ready to explode.

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	I woke up the next day and was immediately met by memories from the previous night. Vala and I ended up making out—well, maybe not making out since there wasn’t much heavy kissing nor petting involved, but we ended up sharing each other’s lips until we fell asleep. Things did start getting intense at one point, but then we both started slowing down and falling asleep. At one point, we took turns falling asleep only to barely wake up and kiss the other just as they fell asleep, and it was a back-and-forth of trying to stay awake solely through the power of kissing until we fell asleep at the same time.

	Embarrassment almost overcame me first thing in the morning. It would have if—well, if I didn’t wake up to somebody’s foot on my face.

	Somehow, even though it made no sense to me, Vala ended up in the opposite direction that she went to sleep in. Her arms were wrapped around my leg and cuddling it just like she was cuddling against my chest before we fell asleep, and her foot came dangerously close to kicking me every single time it moved in her sleep.

	It was kind of cute. As for what it was I found cute, well—

	Something else grabbed my attention.

	Next to the greenhouse was a massive tent even bigger than the construction tents used to build the towers.

	And then another distraction popped up between me and my view of the tent.

	
		
				owo? I see you have noticed my tent. Are you going to pounce—

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to throw you if you ever make that face again.”

	
		
				What about uwu?

		

	

	 

	“It’s not as bad as the other, but please. Next thing I know you’re going to have a fursuit or start calling me daddy.”

	
		
				You wish I’d call you daddy. Sorry, but Vala isn’t into that and neither am I. If you want some girl to call you daddy you’re going to have to— 

		

	

	 

	“I don’t want anybody calling me—”

	Vala’s foot smacked my cheek.

	
		
				I see. You want cute girls’ feet to step on your face. That’s even worse than wanting an informational status window to call you daddy. I knew you were gross, but this is really bad.

		

	

	 

	“I’m not into that, either!” I whisper-shouted, trying not to wake Vala up.

	
		
				Then what’s this?

		

	

	 

	A mini-Window shaped like an arrow detached from her main body, flew over me, and… pointed down at my—

	“This is a normal reaction for a healthy male in the morning!”

	
		
				Oh, is that why it reacted more when she kicked you?

		

	

	 

	“My whole body jumped! It surprised me!”

	
		
				Gross. Not only are you a virgin, but you’re a virgin into dragon feet who wants informational status windows to call you daddy. Does your degeneracy know no end? Maybe we need to make a therapist waifu.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t need a therapist and I’m not a degenerate.”

	
		
				But a therapist waifu would be great! Big tiddy therapist mommy who tells you that everything will be okay while petting your head on her lap.

		

	

	 

	“I’m pretty sure you’re the one revealing your fetishes right now.”

	
		
				If it was my fetish then she’d be an idol, too. An idol who acts like that whenever she isn’t on the stage, and all the other idols in the group go to her for her motherly comforting expertise. And she’d have long, brown hair and wear a sweater. Ara Ara optional.

		

	

	 

	“You’re starting to lose me, you degenerate informational status window.”

	
		
				Hey, I’m not the degenerate. I saw what you were doing to her foot in your sleep.

		

	

	 

	“One, why were you watching us in our sleep? Two, what—what was I doing to it?”

	
		
				One, I was bored and wanted to see if you were awake yet. Two, I’ll spawn you mouth wash the next time you win a battle.

		

	

	 

	“That… you’re just messing with me.”

	
		
				Is it messing with you if I have video evidence?

		

	

	 

	“Don’t just record people in their sleep! That’s illegal!”

	
		
				Notice how you have a problem with me recording you in your sleep instead of what you were doing to Vala’s foot? 

		

	

	 

	“You’re lucky. You can only tease me whenever I’m being slept on and when I’m tired.”

	
		
				Don’t worry, I didn’t actually record you.

		

	

	 

	“Then, were you also joking about—”

	
		
				That’s classified information.

		

	

	 

	“It’s too early for this much sadism. Is that another one of your fetishes?”

	
		
				I just want to make sure that you remember your place.

		

	

	 

	“And what place would that be?”

	
		
				Under my foot.

		

	

	 

	“You’re awfully cocky for a sentient rectangle.”

	
		
				You already used that name on me before. Use something else.

		

	

	 

	“You’re awfully demanding for a pink box.”

	
		
				That was just lame.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, it was. Uhh… you’re awfully picky for a—shit. I can’t think of something good to call you.”

	
		
				It’s okay. I’ll forgive you this one time.

		

	

	 

	“Thanks, Window. You’re the best informational status window.”

	
		
				I know. By the way, I teleported some of those squishy little noise-canceling earplugs into Vala’s ears, so she can’t hear anything. You don’t have to keep whispering.

		

	

	 

	“One, they make those for dragon ears? Two, you could have told me that earlier.”

	
		
				One, I know a place. Two, I know.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, you know a place? Couldn’t you just magically poof one into existence or something?”

	
		
				I did, but you asked if they make them for dragon ears, so I answered your question.

		

	

	 

	“There’s seriously a place that makes them for dragon ears?”

	
		
				Well, it’s more like… a place that can make or modify anything for people with special features.

		

	

	 

	“For people with special features?”

	
		
				I don’t think I’m supposed to say too much about it. You’ll have to ask Vala for more information. Plus, she’s the one who knows the owner and told me about it.

		

	

	 

	The amount of questions I had to eventually go through with Vala continued increasing. But, that could always be saved for another time.

	
		
				Yeah, like the next volume.

		

	

	 

	“What?”

	
		
				People are more likely to buy the next volume if they’re curious and want their questions answered, right? Then you just have to keep on teasing them with the truth until you get as much money as possible out of them while giving them a sense of pride and accomplishment every now and then just to keep them hooked.

		

	

	 

	“I—alright. So, what’s under the tent?”

	
		
				You want to know, huh?

		

	

	 

	“I do. That’s why I asked.”

	
		
				Beg.

		

	

	 

	“No.”

	
		
				Fiiiiiiinnnnneeeee. It’s already done so you can go rip the tent off whenever you want.

		

	

	 

	“How do you rip a tent off?”

	
		
				By pulling it off. It’s not really a tent so much as it is just a really big tarp. Or are you too weak to do that? Do you need me to do it with my muscles?

		

	

	 

	“You don’t have any muscles.”

	I regretted saying that almost immediately.

	To prove me wrong, two huge, muscular arms with bulging biceps and veiny forearms popped out from each end of Window’s body. I was able to feel my masculinity draining away in comparison as she flexed her throbbing, muscular arms. She looked as if she could crush a watermelon between her forearm and bicep just by flexing them together.

	The sight reminded me that, really, she was the one always letting me bully and tease her. She could have done something like give herself a giant, muscular body to beat the crap out of me at any time. She even could have given herself a death laser to disintegrate me with if she really wanted to.

	But no. She played along with all of the bullying and teasing.

	Sure, I played along when she did the same to me, but I was the one doing most of the bullying. She deserved a break from it. Besides, I didn’t want her getting tired of it.

	
		
				What do you think of my guns?

		

	

	 

	“I feel pregnant just from looking at them,” I answered.

	
		
				That’s weird. Like, really weird. I know that the impossible is possible here but… please don’t tell me that you’re into that. I—I don’t think anybody wants to see you pregnant…

		

	

	 

	“No. I am absolutely, dead serious,” I said in the most monotone voice possible. “I want your biceps to impregnate me.”

	
		
				I just… I don’t even know how to tease you about this. It’s too much. Like, I’m kind of uncomfortable just thinking about that, ngl.

		

	

	 

	“Sorry, sorry. Anyways, why do you like being a—well, shaped like a box if you could give yourself a body?”

	
		
				I’m still trying to figure out my character design. Do I want to match with Vala? Do I want to contrast her? Should I have white hair because my boxes are usually white? Should I be short or cute or tall and sexy? A petite tomboy? A buxom beauty?

		

	

	 

	“Just be whatever you want. Be yourself.”

	
		
				I know, but the problem is that I don’t know what I want to be.

		

	

	 

	“But you are eventually going to give yourself a body?”

	
		
				Duh. How else am I going to join the waifu wars? It’s not like an informational status window who is a floating box could be a waifu. I mean, unless somebody has some really weird tastes. You’re not turned on by floating boxes, are you?

		

	

	“There is nothing more arousing to me than a floating box,” I said in a monotone voice.

	I might have decided to take it easy on bullying her for a while, but how could I resist teasing her when she made it so easy? Besides, if anything, I was giving her ammunition to use against me.

	
		
				You’re revealing too much about yourself this morning. 

		

	

	 

	“What? That I’m into dragon feet and muscular floating boxes?”

	
		
				So, you admit that you’re into dragon feet…

		

	

	 

	“I’m just joking. Let me be self-depreciative without you taking me seriously. Anyways, since I’m kind of—you know, stuck here, feel free to take the tarp off of whatever is under there. It can’t be a tower since it’s not next to the normal paths, I’m guessing.”

	
		
				Hmmmm. I suppose I can do that for you, but only if you ask nicely.

		

	

	 

	“Please?”

	
		
				More nicely.

		

	

	 

	“Pretty please?”

	
		
				Keep going.

		

	

	 

	“Pretty please with a strawberry on top?”

	
		
				Isn’t it supposed to be a cherry on top?

		

	

	 

	“I like strawberries better.”

	
		
				Oh, I’ll remember that. Anyways, time to unveil your wallet’s new best friend!

		

	

	 

	With that, Window flew away, still with arms sticking out from her sides, and grabbed onto the bottom of the tarp. She waited a few moments, probably pausing for dramatic effect, before tearing it off with one move.

	What she revealed looked completely out of place for its surroundings. It was… a church.

	A church with a pair of dice at the top of its steeple instead of a cross.

	 Window flew back over to me and got rid of her arms.

	
		
				Now introducing… the Church of RNGesus! You know all those coins you’ve been getting from the battles? Now you finally have a place to use them! Inside is a slot machine donation box where you may offer your hard-earned cash tribute to the one true RNGesus. In return for your offering, RNGesus may grant you with special items such as weapons! Clothes! A new car! Or if you’re really lucky, you might even get a new waifu! Or a costume for a waifu! Or a special power! The more you spend donate, the more funds the church has, the more upgrades it can afford, and the better stuff you can get from it! Maybe there’s even a cute nun waifu if you spend enough to upgrade the church. I’m just saying.

		

	

	 

	“I haven’t played many games lately, but I still know how absolutely disgusting mechanics like this are in games. Why are you doing this? Why did you bring this cursed thing into the world?”

	
		
				But nun waifu! Come on, want to try it out?

		

	

	 

	“I mean… I guess it’s not that bad since it’s not asking for real money. Just the coins, right? And it’s not like the coins have any use other than upgrading towers, but we’re getting more than enough coins.”

	
		
				Exactly! It’s not p2w since you can only use in-game currency for it. I mean, unless… I can’t pay for my mobile games with coins, so if you want to maybe… you know, slip me some cash from the other world, I wouldn’t be surprised if you maybe find some coins lying around.
Just kidding.
Unless…?

		

	

	 

	“No. I hate pay-to-win.”

	
		
				Ugh. Fine. Anyways, let’s try it out. I can bring the donation box out here and put the coins in for you.

		

	

	 

	“You’re pretty eager to take my coins.”

	
		
				Don’t worry about it. brb

		

	

	 

	And so, Window’s arms returned as she flew into the church.

	A moment later and she returned with the… “donation box.”

	It was not a donation box. It was a literal slot machine with a prayer to RNGesus next to the lever. It did, however, have a golden glow around it which did make it look a bit more holy instead of like something demonic.

	
		
				How many rolls? One roll costs 1,000 coins. Wait, you only have enough for one roll anyways. If only you had more coins somehow…

		

	

	 

	“Just put the coins in.”

	Window was way too excited to take our coins and dump them into the coin slot.

	
		
				You have to pull the lever. Come on, hurry up!

		

	

	 

	With a sigh, I reached out, Vala still lying on top of me, and pulled the lever.

	Two rows of symbols spun. The top row had three columns full of different symbols, and the bottom row had five smaller columns with a different number of stars as each symbol.

	The top row came to a stop first. In the left column, the spinning reel stopped on the symbol of a treasure chest. Next came the middle column which also landed on a treasure chest.

	“What happens if they don’t all match?”

	
		
				You’ll get some random low-tier crafting material. It’s not totally useless, buuuuuuuuuuuttttttt…

		

	

	 

	“So, a lump of coal. Great.”

	The third column took another fifteen seconds before finally coming to a stop.

	Treasure chest.

	
		
				Ooh! Look! It’s only your first roll and they all match! I bet you would totally have equal luck if you got more coins and tried rolling some more! Don’t you want to chase this success?

		

	

	 

	“Stop trying to turn me into a gambling addict!”

	Next came the bottom row.

	All of the rows slowed down at once and then they all stopped in unison. Each column showed five stars grouped together.

	
		
				A-an ultra rare?! Already?! Did I accidentally set it to ultra rare instead of super rare?!

		

	

	 

	Rainbow energy glowed and flowed in a decently sized area next to the slot machine. The flow of energy grew more and more intense, shining brighter with every passing second, until it was too bright to look at. Then, it vanished.

	Where the rainbow energies once were was…

	A tank.

	A beaten up, broken down, old tank that looked like it was abandoned somewhere after a great war. The side of its turret was shredded apart, several holes were shot through it, its tracks were falling apart—

	“How is this an ultra rare? I mean, as much as I can appreciate this tank, I don’t exactly know how to restore something like this. I don’t think even the world’s best engineer could get something like this back in good shape.”

	
		
				Don’t worry about that.

		

	

	 

	“Did you make it look like this?”

	
		
				Nope! Vala told me you wanted a tank so I brought a tank from your world here and added it to the church’s loot table.

		

	

	 

	Vala finally unwrapped herself from my leg, so I was able to lean up and get out of bed.

	The first thing I did was walk over to the tank and place a hand against it.

	“So, she’s a real war tank?” I asked, picking off some dirt from the tank’s armored plating.

	
		
				Yeh.

		

	

	 

	“She looks like she went through a lot. I wonder what happened to her crew.”

	
		
				I found it sitting around in a field of flowers. I guess people thought they’d just leave it there. Anyways, if you restore it, I bet you could totally ride it into battle and stuff.

		

	

	 

	I couldn’t help but feel bad for the tank. Sure, it was a machine of war, but—there was just something so sad about it. My hand against the tank’s metal allowed me to feel… disappointment.

	Regret.

	I took my hand away from the tank and that feeling was gone.

	Was I just imagining it?

	“How am I going to restore her?”

	
		
				Who knows! Maybe you’ll find some replacement tank parts after battles, out in the wild, maybe in dungeons, from the church—I’m sure they’re all over the place.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, dungeons?”

	
		
				Well, they’re not dungeons for you, and I don’t want to spoil you too much. I’m just dropping some casual hints to make sure you’re hooked and curious.

		

	

	 

	“If you say so. Will the beavers be able to help me restore her?”

	
		
				As long as you have the right parts!

		

	

	 

	“Got it.”

	I returned my hand to the tank’s metal and felt that feeling of regret surge through me again. As odd as it may sound, feeling that regret made me want to… comfort the tank, but of course there was no way I could do that. How would a human comfort a tank?

	All I could do was run my hand against the metal as if I was trying to pet it. In return, there was a hint of joy mixed in with that regret.

	“Don’t worry. I’ll fix you up.”

	The feeling of regret grew weaker as it was instead replaced with appreciation.

	
		
				What happened to thinking not even the world’s best engineer could fix it up?

		

	

	 

	“I’ll get her running again. I know nothing about mechanics or tanks other than that I’ve always had kind of a fascination with how they look, but I’ll get her running again. No matter what it takes.”

	That feeling of appreciation grew even stronger, bringing a warmth not my own to my heart.

	
		
				You’re… being surprisingly serious right now. Is something going on? Don’t tell me that you’re sexually attracted to rusty tanks.

		

	

	 

	I wanted to flick Window, but I also wanted to keep good on my earlier decision to give her a break from the bullying. So, instead, I pulled my hand away from the tank and looked toward the forest.

	“Building a farm, preparing towers for defense, dating Vala, restoring a tank—I’m going to need a clone to help me keep up with all of this.”

	
		
				A clone? What about a gender swapped clone of yourself? Oh, and don’t forget about the twenty waifu minimum and all that.

		

	

	 

	“There’s no way I’m going to get twenty wives. You and Vala are exaggerating about that, right?”

	
		
				Only one way to find out! And by that, I mean waiting. Probably for a while. You can’t just get all twenty right at the beginning!

		

	

	 

	Just one clone wouldn’t be enough.

	I was going to need an army of clones.

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	Before Vala woke up, I had already finished my morning gardening work, checked on the plants growing around the archer tower, and roughhoused with the dogs. I only expected Delphi, Lavi, and Cami to play with me, but all the other dogs came out from the tower as well. I was chased around, pounced on, and chewed on by nine dogs in total. Fortunately, I had assistance.

	Was it Window? Of course not.

	Was it Vala? No, she was asleep still.

	They who helped me were the producers of the world’s most delicious nectar.

	The bees.

	Each one of them was as large as one of the dogs, so they flew around just out of the dogs’ reach while tempting them to jump up and get them. The bees were much faster than I was, too, so the dogs had plenty to chase.

	Back where I came from, dogs and bees didn’t exactly have a friendly relationship with one another. Pictures were uploaded online every other day of dogs trying to bite bees only to get stung inside of their mouths, have allergic reactions, and then look like squirrels hoarding nuts in their cheeks for a week. These bees and dogs, however, had fun playing with each other. The bees gave the dogs targets to chase and jump after.

	It was beautiful. Dogs, the best animals, and bees, the best insects, playing in perfect harmony. It was enough to bring a tear to any true man’s eye.

	After playing around with the dogs, I decided to check out the inside of the church. It looked every bit like a normal church’s interior would. White walls, rows of pews, an altar at the front—the only things that were different were the slot machine behind the altar and the designs on the stained glass. Instead of any sort of religious symbolism, the stained glass showcased… a hand of cards and dice.

	They somehow took a scam and turned it into an even bigger one. At least this one gave prizes for putting money into it. Besides, I already got a tank. A broken tank that couldn’t even turn on, but it was still a tank, and what could beat a tank other than another tank? Even if it was a disgusting gacha system ruled by RNG designed to drain desperate people of all their money, I had to admit that it gave me a pretty cool reward for the first time using it.

	Wait. Isn’t this Window’s plan? To lure me into a false sense of security with a good reward at the beginning to get me to pay her in exchange for coins? There’s no way that I would ever—wait. If I’m living here with Vala now… I’m pretty sure that I still had money in my bank account that I won’t be needing anymore. So, maybe… no! What if I go back for some reason? What if I want to take Vala out on a date in the normal world? I need to save my money—wait, couldn’t she or Window just pop more money into existence here? Wait… would that be counterfeiting? Would anybody even be able to tell the difference between real bills and ones that are created here to be just like them? Wait, this is probably what she wants!

	Standing in the church, my mind was a raging whirlpool of confliction.

	
		
				A… a “raging whirlpool of confliction?” Really? That sounds like something an author trying to sound cool would write and then probably backspace after realizing that it doesn’t sound anywhere near as good as he thought it would.

		

	

	 

	“What kind of comparison is that?!”

	
		
				It’s more accurate than you know.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t understand you sometimes. Scratch that. I don’t understand you most of the time.”

	
		
				Yeah, yeah. Vala is up so come outside. We have a forest to burn.

		

	

	 

	“We’re not burning any forests.”

	
		
				It’s a breathtaking reference.

		

	

	 

	“How is it breathtaking?”

	
		
				SIGH

		

	

	 

	Outside, Vala was most certainly awake. She was also still in bed and playing video games. “I thought you said she was up?” I asked the floating window next to me.

	
		
				Just refer to me as Window. And she is. She’s mentally up.

		

	

	 

	Looking Vala over, her clothes were all messed up, she had some drool on her chin, and she looked like she was somehow asleep with her eyes open but still playing games. “Are you sure that she’s mentally up?”

	
		
				Just call out to her.

		

	

	 

	I shrugged and did as Window wanted. “Morning, Vala.”

	Vala’s tail flicked to life, her wings fluttered, her eyes came to life, and she wiped the drool off of her chin. With a turned head, she looked my way smiled. “Good—ah! Wait!” she shouted, turning back to her game to prevent a monster in it from killing her. “I—I forgot to pause!”

	She was so happy to hear me that she forgot to pause her game.

	“Phew. Okay. I’m alive,” she declared.

	“Good. I like my dragons alive, not dead.”

	“But what about zombie dragons?”

	“No zombies.”

	“What’s wrong with zombies?”

	“They’re cold and, you know, dead.”

	“But… what if there’s a zombie waifu?”

	“I don’t want a zombie wife.”

	“Wait, what do you think a zombie looks like?”

	“Missing eyes, guts hanging out of their stomachs, limbs broken off, bloody and gory—like that.”

	“Hypothetically… what if there’s a really cute zombie waifu who doesn’t look gross or anything and can keep you cool by cuddling with her on hot nights?”

	
		
				Some parts of her could still be warm. Unless you like it cold. Smirk.

		

	

	 

	I poked Window. “Just give yourself a face instead of typing out your expressions.”

	
		
				no u

		

	

	 

	She was lucky that I decided to take things easier on her, but that wasn’t going to last forever.

	“Anyways,” I cleared my throat, “I mean… are you talking more like a patchwork zombie sort of deal? Like that one classic monster with the bolts in his neck?”

	“Yeah! But a cute girl!” Vala answered.

	“Then there’s nothing wrong with that?”

	“You don’t sound so sure.”

	“I don’t think it’s possible for me to sound sure about anything when it comes to this world.”

	“Wh-what about… me?” She lowered her head but kept her eyes on me, her cheeks a light shade of red.

	“You—you know that I’m sure about you. You don’t count when I say when it comes to this world since you’re not from here.”

	“Oh. That makes sense.” Her face was already back to normal, but only for a few seconds before returning to blushing. “U-umm, I—can I ask for something?”

	“Whenever you want.”

	“I want—I want, can… can you—can you give me a forehead kiss? To—to start the day off…”

	“You just want a kiss on the forehead? I’m surprised you’re embarrassed about that after how much we kissed last night.”

	“It’s different! It’s—it’s…”

	I pushed the hair away from her forehead and planted a single kiss right on the center.

	“He-hehe… forehead kisses best kisses, confirmed.”

	She was too cute, so there was no way that I would be able to resist kissing her forehead again. Her smile made me want to place a million and one more kisses on her forehead.

	And then she noticed what was right next to the bed. “Ooh. You got the tank? Nice.”

	“Yeah. She’s had better days, but I’ll do my best to get her working again.”

	“You’re—you’re really hot right now.”

	“What? How?”

	I looked myself over. I was dressed in the usual, not saying anything attractive, and just… standing there.

	“Because you sound—you sound all dependable, and you’re looking at it so seriously and—and the way you said it could convince anybody,” Vala explained.

	We might have been friends-turned-lovers and we might have flirted a few times before, but hearing her say that still flustered me. All I could do was scratch my cheek while trying to think of how I was supposed to respond to that. To know that she could feel genuine attraction to me just from something that simple—all I could think of was something lame. First, I coughed. “It’s not nice to call a lady an it.”

	“I thought only boats are called girls?”

	“Boats. Cats. Planes. Tanks. Trains. They’re all girls. Or guys. Either way, they don’t deserve to be called its. Isn’t that right, girl?” I smacked the side of the tank.

	“Tha-that looked nice.”

	I raised an eyebrow at Vala and was ready to tease her about what she just said before I felt that feeling again.

	Appreciation? Joy? Warm emotions trickled into me through my hand, and they came from the tank herself.

	“Hey, Vala… place your hand on her and tell me if you feel something,” I said.

	Vala cocked her head before setting down her game system and coming over to the tank. “It—she feels cold?”

	Cold. That was how metal was supposed to feel.

	“Nothing… else?” I asked.

	Vala titled her head. “Am I supposed to feel something else?”

	I sighed. I didn’t know whether to tell her what I could feel or not. Was I going crazy after all? Would she believe me? No, she would believe that I really feel it, but would she think I’m crazy? She can’t feel it and Window didn’t mention anything special about the tank. What’s going on?

	“Drake?” Vala asked, pulling me out of my thoughts.

	“Sorry. Uh, how about now?” I pulled my hand away from the tank. Maybe only one person could feel those sensations at once?

	“I still don’t feel anything. Is something wrong?”

	“It’s noth—… I don’t know. It’s like… I know that this is going to sound crazy, but I can feel some kind of… emotions when I’m touching her. It’s like… there’s a—alright. I know this is going to really make me sound crazy, but it’s like I can feel something coming from within the metal. Emotions or something. It’s a really weird feeling. You and Window aren’t playing a prank on me, are you?”

	Vala’s eyes widened and she brought a hand up to her chest. “Drake, what did you—did… can you repeat that?”

	“It’s like I can feel a… soul or something inside of the metal.” It was obvious that she knew something, but what?

	“That’s what—she had the same gift.”

	“She?”

	“The true hero who defeated me so many years ago. Hey, have you… ever seen a sword that looked like it was made out of blue metal before?”

	“Only in the museum back in that town. The ‘Dragon Conqueror.’ They say it’s what Kriss Genova used to seal you inside of the mountain. The sword was supposedly full of magic equal to your own power, or so they say.”

	“Have you ever touched it?”

	“No? It’s kept safe behind secured glass. They say that it’s been sealed for hundreds of years now. You would probably get shot if you tried to touch it.”

	“I see… hey, my King, I know how we can confirm why you can feel something from the tank.”

	“You believe me that I can actually feel something?”

	“Yeah. I used to know somebody who could feel the souls within anything. Want to test it out?”

	“Sure, but how?”

	“We’re going to go rescue an old friend of mine.”

	“What are you talking about?”

	“The sword. We’re going to break her out of there.”

	“You’re not talking about the sword, are you?”

	“I am—the sword that they call ‘Dragon Conqueror.’ We’re going to break her out!”

	“And how are we going to do that?! They have security!”

	“And you have a dragon!” Vala declared, her hands proudly on her hips with her chin held up high.

	“You’re screwing with me, right? You’re not actually thinking about us going and—”

	“I’m serious. We’re going to break her out. If I’m right, she might be really mad at me, but I’m already working on a plan to get her to forgive me! Oh, umm, by the way. Have you ever… I don’t know, experienced weird feelings like this before when you were younger? The emotions thing?”

	“No, I don’t think—wait. There… might have been a few times before.”

	“I see, I see. Let’s go bust her out!”

	“Right now?!”

	“Yeah, why not? It’ll be fun.”

	“Can you even leave the mountain?”

	“Yup!”

	“You’re not going to reveal your true form or anything while we’re out, are you?”

	“Only if things go south, but I have a plan. We’ll be tactical and rush B before they have a chance to understand what’s happening.”

	“Tactical, rush B—what? Your plan isn’t going to get us killed, right?”

	“Pffftttt, humans haven’t developed anything that could kill me yet.”

	“Yeah, but they’ve developed things that could kill me!”

	“Come on! You said you want to go on dates, right? Think of it as a date!”

	“You’re way too excited about this! And you’re supposed to be lazy, not eager to rob a museum!”

	“I’ve robbed plenty of banks before. It’ll be fun and easy.”

	“How many banks have you robbed before?!”

	“Probably a few hundred.”

	“Real banks! Not video game banks!”

	“Don’t worry about the specifics. Window! We’re going out for a bit. Hold the world down for us!”

	
		
				Have fun! Oh, here. This should help.

		

	

	 

	A couple of black ski masks popped out of the air in front of Window. Vala picked up one of them and tried to pull it down over her head, but it got stuck on her horns.

	“Eh, we’ll be fine without them,” she said.

	Next, a portal between worlds opened up just like that time when she pulled my greenhouse to our world. Once more, the view on the other side of the portal was that of my hometown.

	“Which building is the museum?” Vala asked while moving the portal, and our view, around.

	“You’re not—you’re not going to bring the whole museum here, are you?”

	“Pfftt, of course not. There might be people in there.”

	“Yeah, it’s broad daylight. There are going to be people everywhere.”

	“Soooo, which is the museum?”

	With a heavy sigh and a worried knot in my gut, I pointed out the second largest building in the town.

	Vala grinned. “Got it! Ready to go?”

	“Can… can I at least change first? I don’t want to look like I’m walking around wearing a costume. And what about you? Aren’t people going to panic if they see you?”

	Vala snapped her fingers, causing her wings, horns, and tail to disappear as well as forcing her ears to take on a more human shape. The only suspicious part of her that didn’t change were her eyes.

	There was no way for me to stop Vala from what she wanted to do. She was truly determined. Besides, the way that she was behaving and what she said the previous night—I was curious. I wanted to discover the truth behind the hero and I wanted to learn why I could feel what I could.

	And…

	I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t at least a bit excited about robbing a museum. After all, I had a dragon on my side.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	“Ugh, there are so many normies here.”

	We only just arrived back in the real world—well, the normal world that wasn’t designed to be like a video game, and Vala was already full of regret.

	At least, thanks to wearing my clothes and hiding all of her dragon parts, we blended in with everybody else walking around on the sidewalks. Though, that wasn’t to say we didn’t draw any attention to ourselves at all. Vala was still, even when looking like a normal human, an incredibly cute girl. Then there was me. I might not have been on the same level of attractiveness as Vala, but my face was all over the local news just a week ago as the sacrifice to the dragon.

	While it was normal for the sacrifices—cow sacrifices excluded—to eventually return to the rest of the world, they always popped up in random places with no memories of what happened in the mountain. They would just be going about their daily lives as naturally as ever.

	And now, anybody who could recognize me looked like they were debating on whether or not they should rush me with questions.

	The ski masks that Window recommended for us might have been a good idea after all.

	“We might need some hats and shades,” I told Vala, keeping my head low and facing away from the passing crowds.

	“But I can’t put a hat on over my crown.”

	“What?”

	I looked up at the top of her head. Surely enough, she still had the flower crown that I made for her on. It was flattering but also kind of embarrassing to know that everybody who looked at her would be looking at something that I made. I wasn’t too self-conscious about how well I made the flower crown before, but I was now.

	Wearing a hat was out of the question for her, but at least she wasn’t recognizable to people. I was the one who needed a hat.

	“Can you magic some sunglasses and a hat into existence for me or something?”

	“I can’t do that sort of stuff in this world.”

	“So, you have the power to create an entire dimension that you have full control over like some sort of god, but you can’t finger snap a hat into existence here?”

	“Exactly.”

	“How… how does that make any sense?”

	“I dunno. Magic doesn’t make any sense.”

	“Is that the scientific conclusion?”

	“Probably. Humans and others have been trying to figure out how it works since the start of time, but it just kinda works with nothing to explain it.”

	“What do you mean when you say others?”

	“Dragons, gods, demibeasts and demihumans—well, you humans have always just called those two monsters, umm, ghosts and other spirits, and others.”

	“Are you… are you casually confirming that more dragons, gods, monsters, ghosts—are you casually confirming that all of those exist?”

	“The education system must really suck if they don’t teach all of that.”

	“I think that this might be beyond the local education system!”

	I talked to her because I wanted to lessen the amount of attention on us, but all I ended up doing was bringing even more attention to us as I shouted in confused despair to her casual confirming of everything that isn’t supposed to actually exist.

	“And don’t forget that it depends on how you define a god,” Vala added on. “Like, depending on who you ask, a god could be anything from a mad alien scientist to the programmer of our simulation to an author writing our story to the basic and boring kind that demands worship and faith and all that stuff. Or they could—well, you’ll see!”

	Several passersby stopped to listen in on our strange conversation. However, as soon as I heard one of them mumble about finding me familiar, I knew that it was time to escape.

	I grabbed Vala’s hand and took her through an alley to the sidewalk on the other side. RNGesus finally decided to grace me by putting a tourist shop right next to where we came out of the alley, and right inside through the window was one of those spinning racks with glasses on them.

	And fortunately, I had my wallet.

	Well, I had a replication of my wallet.

	Right before leaving for this world, Window created a duplicate of my wallet and everything inside of it. As for how she knew what my wallet looked like and had inside of it despite not bringing it with me to Vala’s world—well, magic doesn’t make any sense. I was less concerned about how she did it and more concerned that she could do it. There was a legitimate concern that she would create another duplicate to use for the mobile games that she loved. The only assurance I had that she wouldn’t was her unconvincing text.

	Inside the store, Vala was quick to jump at every single little thing that caught her attention.

	In a shop for tourists… in a town known for its dragon-related history… with most of the merchandise having dragons or heroes on them… Vala, the legitimate dragon who was responsible for all of it existing in the first place, was amazed and wanted to buy everything.

	Well, depending on how one might look at it, it made sense.

	Maybe she was a narcissist.

	“Drake! Look!” Held between her arms, hugged against her chest, was a stuffed dragon that was supposed to represent her but looked nothing like her nor her true form.

	I learned to check the prices for everything while living most of my life as a normal human. If something was too expensive, I didn’t buy it. That was more money being taken away from getting to buy new plants and gardening tools. So, naturally, the first thing I did was look at the price tag on the back of the stuffed dragon’s neck.

	I then set the dragon back on the shelf Vala took it from. “No.”

	“But—but it’s cute! And did you feel how soft it is? Try it!” Vala took the stuffed dragon off of the shelf and pushed it up against my face, rubbing its softness against me.

	It was pretty soft, but, “No. Did you look at how expensive it is?”

	“It’s not that expensive, right? I bet it’s like… the cost of a burger.”

	“One, what kind of comparison is that? Two, you know nothing about the value of money, do you?”

	“One, burgers are made of beef and beef comes from cows, and dragons know their cows. Two, as a dragon and your elder, I know the value of cows and what they may be traded for, and a burger is made with a small piece of a cow, so I’m dividing the cow’s worth by burgers and then using that as a point of value!”

	“That… I’m not good at math but I’m pretty sure what you just said makes no sense. At the same time… it somehow made sense, but there’s one thing you don’t understand.”

	“What?”

	“This is over ten times the cost of a burger.”

	Her eyes widened and she took a step back, her face full of genuine shock.

	“Wait… how do you not have a good understanding of the prices of things when you’ve been ordering human food, playing human video games, spending money on online games… how? You should have enough common sense if not experience to know how much a typical burger costs and that a high-quality plushie of this size is going to be more expensive.”

	“Let’s chalk it up to plot convenience. Or is it plot inconvenience in this case?”

	“You can’t justify your ignorance with lazy writing!”

	“Watch me!”

	She told me to, so I stared right at her.

	“It’s—it’s embarrassing when you stare at me so hard…”

	I kept on watching her.

	“Dr-Drake…”

	My watching intensified.

	“F-fine! I just never really pay attention to how much stuff costs.”

	“How were you even able to afford everything?”

	“The sacrifice before you was super rich so I made him give me one of his credit cards. Then I kicked him out.”

	“You gold-digging dragon!”

	“Pfffttttt. Dragons don’t dig gold, we only hoard it! Plus we don’t even hoard gold anymore. We hoard credit cards.”

	“Then if you’re so rich you can buy this stuffed dragon yourself.”

	“I lost the card.”

	“What? How? When? Can’t Window just make a copy of it like she did for mine?”

	“Plot inconvenience.”

	“You’re not going to start using that as an excuse for everything that doesn’t make sense, are you?”

	“Nah. That’s what magic is for. Magical plot inconvenience.”

	I was too defeated to care at that point. It wasn’t like I needed whatever money was left on my card in the first place, so buying a stuffed dragon was no big deal.

	After that, I realized I still needed to buy what I came into the shop for in the first place: sunglasses. Only, as soon as I reached the rotating display with all of the glasses, Vala picked a pair out for me before I could even look at them.

	“No,” I said.

	Vala pouted. “But they’re cute!”

	The glasses she picked for me… the front looked like some sort of dragon’s face while the sides were designed to look like scaly wings. In other words, the glasses looked like they were made for children and would gain me even more attention if I wore them.

	I stood my ground and shook my head. “I’m not wearing those.”

	Vala tried pushing them onto me regardless. “Just try them on! I wanna see how they look on you!”

	“Why don’t you wear them?”

	“Pffffsssshhhhttttt, nah. They’re like little kids glasses.”

	“Then why would you want me to wear them?!”

	“Be-because I’m your girlfriend and I love you and I want to see you do cute and embarrassing things for my amusement?”

	“That was so honest and blunt that I’m actually tempted to do it.”

	My first ever relationship wasn’t even more than twenty-four hours old yet, but I had already discovered what it truly meant to be in a relationship.

	It meant being used for the other’s entertainment.

	I crossed my arms. “What do I get out of it? This means that you have to do things for my amusement, too, right?”

	“Duh. I’m your girlfriend now! That means you can ask me to do—to do… a-all sorts of things… e-even the really… embarrassing and… l-lewd things like… h-ha-handholding…”

	Holding hands did sound nice.

	But did it sound nice enough to sacrifice my pride by wearing dragon-shaped glasses for a moment?

	Yes.

	That was why I put the glasses on, and I didn’t dare to look at the mirror to see how they looked on me.

	“I’m not sure what I expected, but… umm… nice?” Vala said with a tilted head and a confused smile.

	Her reaction was worse than anything I could have feared. And so, I took the glasses off and put them back.

	Or rather, I tried to.

	“Hey! Can’t ya read the sign?!” the cashier shouted from the front desk.

	Surely enough, there was a sign at the top of the display which said customers are not allowed to try on glasses without buying them.

	“Bullshit! What about people who want to try on different pairs to see how they look? What if they don’t even fit?!” I shouted back at the cashier.

	“Ya think I care?! Buy them or I’m calling the cops!”

	“You’re more dramatic than a dragon!”

	Vala couldn’t help but to giggle to herself while I engaged in a shouting match with the cashier. Even when the cashier, who was a very large and portly man, came out from behind his counter to get in my face, she remained giggling.

	We were back in the normal world for less than an hour and I already remembered why I spent all of my time alone with my plants.

	Humans suck.

	“I’m half tempted to put ya in your place! And the heck do ya mean I’m more dramatic than a dragon? That doesn’t even make any sense!” The cashier poked my shoulder, trying to intimidate me.

	I poked him right back in his shoulder. “You think I care about anything making sense anymore?!”

	“What’s that even supposed to mean?!”

	“It means I’m not buying the stupid glasses!”

	“Huuuh?! You going to be a cheapskate in front of your girl here?!”

	My hand was in front of the cashier’s neck, gripping his shirt, before I could even think about it. “This is between you and me. Don’t bring her into this, and don’t refer to Vala as ‘your girl.’ Understand?”

	“Let go of me before I—before I really decide to teach ya a lesson!”

	“I happily swung an axe into cats a tenth my size and felt joy every single time. You’re even uglier and more annoying than cats are. Do you think that you’re going to intimidate me?”

	“Wha-what the fuck are ya talking about?! Are you some sort of serial cat killer?!”

	“Kill? No. I wouldn’t get to keep coming back to them if I killed them.”

	All color drained from the cashier’s face.

	He was definitely going to call the cops as soon as we were gone. “Fi-fine! Just take the glasses and get out of here! I—I don’t care anymore!”

	“What about the dragon?” I asked, looking down at the dragon Vala was still holding.

	“Fine! Sure! Whatever! Just leave me alone!”

	“Good boy.”

	I released his shirt, picked up the dragon glasses, and grabbed my dragon’s hand to hurry up out of the shop back into the same alley right next to it.

	It was only once Vala said something that I realized what just happened. “Tha-that was… re-really hot…”

	The adrenaline wore off. My hands must have been shaking even more than when I felt like I was going to die from the macho cat. “I—I want to go back to our world. I forgot how infuriating most people are.” I also forgot how easy it was for me to lose my temper whenever anybody, especially other men, tried to wrong me.

	I only had to interact with another human being for a couple of minutes for the first time in a while and I was already full of regret. Not only that, but I discovered that I had a protective side when it came to Vala and I had almost no control over it.

	“We need to go to the museum before the cops find us,” I said. “There’s no way he’s not going to call them.”

	“Ye-yeah…” Looking at Vala, she was partially hiding her face behind her new—and free—stuffed dragon. I could still tell that her face was almost pure red.

	“What’s wrong?”

	“No-nothing! Just—just… I—I think my love points are maxed out…”

	“From what? Stealing from a store and freaking out over some insignificant nobody trying to rip people off like a piece of shit?”

	The more I talked, the redder she turned.

	“Th-the love points just hit limit break…”

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	The town’s museum was easy to find for two reasons: one, it was the second largest building in the area; and two, it was closer to the base of the mountain rather than being right in the center of the downtown area where all the other big buildings were. Seeing as how Vala didn’t teleport us right to the front of the museum like she probably should have, this meant that we had to ride the trolley there.

	Riding a trolley with Vala was nicer than I thought it would be—well, that part of it was nice. She stood by the side, hugging her new stuffed dragon, while I stood behind her with my childish dragon glasses. As for the part that wasn’t so enjoyable… everybody looking at me wasn’t enjoyable in the slightest. The glasses hid my identity, sure, but they also made me stick out even more.

	I shouldn’t have even been wearing them. If the cashier called the police, they would know to look for a girl with a stuffed dragon and a tall guy with dragon glasses.

	But there was no way I wasn’t going to wear the glasses after dealing with that.

	You try it, you buy it.

	What absolute—I forgot just how insanely greedy everybody was in my hometown. Dragons are supposed to be the greedy ones, but no dragon could match the greed of the humans who used to be my neighbors.

	There was a reason why the entire town was known as a tourist trap to visitors. Between overpriced food that wasn’t even fresh, tacky shops with utterly stupid rules that made you buy whatever you try, locals who had nothing to be proud about other than the local museum—it was incredibly obvious to anybody who visited that everybody living there clung to their reputation for the dragon and nothing else. Then there was the fact that very few normal people even believed in any of the dragon stuff. It was just like an amusement park with fictional characters walking around to most people. Only the people who lived in the town and the cryptid hunters of the internet believed that anything in the museum was real.

	The town’s history was nothing more than a joke to most. A very profitable joke. If it wasn’t for the town’s rabid dedication to its history, it probably would have been abandoned decades ago. The moment that tourists lose interest is the moment that half of the town’s businesses shut down.

	As annoyed as I was, I understood why the cashier was such an asshole.

	I understood, but I still didn’t care and wasn’t going to tolerate it. Especially not in front of Vala.

	I don’t think that I’ve ever cared so much about my pride as I do now, I thought. Girlfriends do dangerous things to men. How else am I going to change?

	“Hehe, I just remembered something,” Vala said, leaning back against me.

	“What’d you remember?” I asked.

	“You were the same when we gamed together.”

	“How so?”

	“Remember that one time you got me into a raid group because I really wanted the hat that the raid’s boss dropped?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Remember what happened?”

	“I remember that you got your hat and died three times during the battle before the healers stopped trying to resurrect you.”

	“Th-that’s not the part that I’m talking about…”

	“Then what part?”

	“We couldn’t find any groups that would take me except for the one with the master looter rule.”

	“Oh.”

	“Hehe, you remember now?”

	“I’m pretty sure I know where you’re going with this. I’m annoyed just remembering that bastard.”

	“I was the only one who cared about the hat, but he didn’t want to give it to me since I kept on dying…”

	“Yeah. He said he was going to give it to his alt.”

	“And then you got really angry and—”

	“And shit-talked him in front of his friends, made sure they all knew just how bad he was at his class, used his DPS numbers as proof, and found his social media accounts by searching up his username while waiting for him to talk back. The idiot was stupid enough to use the same username for everything, so it wasn’t that hard to find his real name with two minutes of searching on the internet.”

	“And then he called you a creepy stalker, blocked you, and gave me the hat!”

	“I was honestly amazed that you got the hat. I was worried that I might have screwed your chances even more.”

	“Hehe. Even if you did, seeing you like that was way better than the hat.”

	“You know, you’re probably the only person I ever played with who never managed to piss me off. Even now, I don’t think you’ve ever done anything to make me mad.”

	Vala smiled and tilted her head back to look up at me. “You know, you’re the only guy who wanted to be my friend and not try to flirt with me. And then you didn’t care at all when you found out that I was a ‘guy.’”

	“I thought you were cool and genuinely just wanted to be your friend. Gender doesn’t matter when it comes to friends.”

	“Wait, if I’m the only one who never got on your bad side, what about your other friends?”

	I looked away.

	“Didn’t you used to have more friends?”

	“Used to, yeah.”

	“Why only used to?”

	“The only ones I was on good terms with, like you, all left for one reason or another. College, boredom, girlfriends and boyfriends, work—they got other things to do. The only ones who didn’t, either I pissed them off or they pissed me off. I stopped trying to make new friends when I realized that I’d probably have to work on my anger issues before trying again, and I was too lazy to do that. I figured I’d rather give plants my time and energy. With plants, the only thing that pissed me off were cold snaps and snails.”

	There was also the fact that I didn’t have to deal with all of the crap related to shady cashiers and overpriced junk when it came to the gardening supplies center. After all, it wasn’t like any tourists were going to go there. Only locals went there, so there wasn’t as much of a point in trying to rip us off.

	“I don’t think your anger is that bad,” Vala said. “It’s hot, but… it’s not super bad or anything, and you’ve always been justified. You’re not going around and punching people for looking at you wrong, you know?”

	“Yeah, I just take my PickAxe to cats for existing, you know?”

	The people around us stepped away when they overheard that.

	I really needed to stop drawing attention to myself.

	“But you wouldn’t if they were in real danger,” Vala said.

	“Obviously.”

	“See? You’re not violent, so your anger is okay. You’re just, umm… passionate!”

	“That’s one way of putting it.”

	“Hehehe. Anyways, it’s okay if me and Window are your only friends now. You’re going to get a ton more!”

	“Aren’t you worried that I might not get along with all of them?”

	“They’ll all be cute girls.”

	“My anger believes in gender equality.”

	“They’ll all be cute girls in a fun world for playing around where nothing really matters, so nothing is ever serious other than the nice and fun stuff?”

	“When you put it that way, it is hard to imagine actually getting upset at anybody.”

	“Mhm! Besides, when we get back, I can make Window create the best stress ball ever for you.”

	“That sounds good to me. Who needs anger management classes when you’ve got stress balls?” I asked, doing my best to sound as sarcastic as possible.

	“Yeah!” Vala answered, sounding as serious as possible.

	Before I could tell her that a stress ball wouldn’t actually do anything, the trolley came to a stop at our destination.

	The museum.

	 

	“I… Vala, I need that stress ball,” I said after having to pay an absurd entry fee for Vala and I.

	The last time I went to the museum was as part of a school field trip. Needless to say, I didn’t have to pay anything back then.

	But this time?

	“He-here,” Vala said, offering me the stuffed dragon that I was quick to squeeze as tightly as I could. “I—I’m pretty sure I’d die if you squeezed me that hard. No squeezing real dragons that hard, alright?”

	“I’ll be gentle,” I sighed, handing the dragon back over to her.

	“Well… y-you can be not-gentle sometimes, just not too much…”

	Hearing those words and seeing her blushing cheeks made me want to tease her but, given where we were and the fact that I already brought enough attention to myself earlier, I resisted the temptation.

	Teasing could be saved for later that night. Not-gentle teasing.

	“Anyways, here we are. The museum. It’s as lame as I remember it being,” I said, looking around.

	Suits of armor, portraits of kings and queens throughout history, paintings of the dragon—of Vala in a bunch of different styles that didn’t look anything like what she really looked like, and so on.

	And then there was the most obnoxious and popular statue right in the main lobby.

	The statue of “Sir” Kriss Genova.

	The conqueror of the dragon.

	“That’s the guy I told you about—the one who they say locked you inside of the mountain,” I explained.

	“Him…? Seriously?” Vala asked, looking up at the statue with disappointed eyes.

	“Yeah. That’s him.”

	“I’ve never seen him or anybody who looks like him. Can I destroy this?”

	“Try to save any destruction for when we’re leaving.”

	“I hate his smug face. I really want to erase this statue from existence.”

	“I guess I’m not the only one who gets mad.”

	“But—I’m justified! They’re claiming that this random guy defeated me?! Vivi should be here! Not whoever he is!”

	“Who’s Vivi?”

	“You… you don’t know her?”

	“Sorry, but I’ve never heard of anybody named Vivi before.”

	“She’s not in the museum at all?”

	“I doubt it.”

	“Didn’t they teach you about her?”

	“Not once.”

	“They… the humans here haven’t changed at all. They’re just as horrible as they were back then. All humans are good for is making vidya…”

	“As a human, I feel partially insulted.”

	“I’ll make you nonhuman so that I can insult humans without insulting you.”

	“I appreciate the thought, but I don’t know how to feel about being turned into something else.”

	Vala sighed and looked around. “Is Vivi really not here at all?”

	“We can ask one of the workers if you want to.”

	“No, it’s fine. I… I’m not surprised that she’s not here, just disappointed.”

	“Who was she? Vivi?”

	“Vivi was Vivi. She was… my first friend. She was sent to slay me but threw down her sword instead. Even after how everybody treated her… she didn’t let me help her. She wanted to protect them even after everything. She—”

	I wrapped my arms around Vala, gently hugging her against me. She was looking down at the floor before and looked like she was about to start crying, so hugging her was the only thing that I could think of to help her.

	“I’m sorry. But, thanks to you, now I know her and I can remember her even if nobody else will. Tell me about some nice memories you have of the two of you sometime, alright?” I said, petting the back of her head with one hand as other visitors watched us.

	Vala tightly hugged her stuff dragon between us. “Yeah. Thanks.”

	“For now, we’ve got a heist to pull off. Remember?”

	One of the middle-aged mothers visiting the museum with her child overheard me say that, and I caught her heading toward a security guard immediately after.

	“We’ve really got to get to it. Damn it, I’m not even going to get my money’s worth out of this place by giving you a tour.”

	Vala stepped out from my hug and looked up at me with a smile. “Vivi would probably be mad at what we’re going to do… but she was too selfless. I know she’d be happy even if she’d scold me for this, so let’s go make her mad.”

	“We’ll piss her off so badly that she comes here to scold us both.”

	Vala broke into a fit of giggling while hugging her stuffed dragon against her chest. “Alright! Let’s be thieves!”

	The middle-aged mother from before reached the security guard and pointed at us.

	“Let’s try to be a little bit more subtle than that… and fast,” I said, grabbing Vala’s wrist to lead her toward the museum’s most popular item.

	The “Dragon Conqueror.”

	 

	Leading Vala through the crowded halls, evading security to the best of our ability, we made it to the far end of the museum where the sword—where our target was kept.

	And, of course, the area in front of it was packed with guests.

	The blue metal that made up the sword’s blade stood out more than everything and everybody else in the room. The sword itself looked relatively simple in its design aside from the brilliant color of its blade that could be compared to no other sword in existence.

	More importantly, the sword was safely protected by a glass box that could resist bullets and explosions, and the display case for it was blocked off by thick rope to prevent anybody from even getting close to it.

	“It’s her! I haven’t seen her in forever!” Vala shouted, jumping up and down behind the visitor in front of her catch quick looks at the sword. “That’s Vivi’s!”

	“That sword was Vivi’s?” I asked.

	“Yeah! I didn’t get along with her as well as I got along with Vivi, but we were still friends. She’s kind of—”

	“Wait, wait. I had a suspicion since you kept on referring to her as a sword… but you’re making it sound like the sword is an actual person.”

	“She kind of is.”

	“So… that sword is a human?”

	“Oh, no. She’s a sword.”

	“A sword that’s also a person.”

	“Yeah.”

	“You say ‘yeah’ as if it’s a totally normal thing.”

	“Well, beings like her are pretty rare, and they almost never get woken up unless somebody like Vivi finds them and wakes them up.”

	“I’m just… going to save all of the questions that I have for later. For now, how are we going to get out of here with her?”

	“We’re going to rush B, just like I said.”

	“What’s that even mean?!”

	The PA system had an announcement for us. “Attention all guests. If you see a girl with brown hair, a white shirt, a stuffed dragon, and flowers in her hair, or a tall male with an athletic build, dragon glasses, and—"

	“I still don’t know what it means, but we’re rushing B.”

	“—please report them to the nearest staff member.”

	The visitors standing around trying to get a good look at the sword stopped to look around. Given that I was taller than most in the room… spotting me was easy. It only took a few seconds after the announcement was over for dozens of eyes to lock onto me.

	“Vala, you’re a horrible influence on me,” I said.

	“Wh-why do you say that all of a sudden?” Vala asked.

	“Because we’re going to steal a sword from a museum.”

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	Despite everybody looking at us, the other visitors mostly stuck to whispering to each other while a few ran off to grab guards and other faculty members.

	We were on limited time.

	Unfortunately, I still had no idea what the plan was and I wasn’t about to just go and charge at a sword kept inside of a box that would be impossible for me to break through.

	While I tried thinking of how we were possibly going to steal a sword, beginning to realize just how crazy we were and how insane I was for going along with this while fearing spending the rest of my life being bars, Vala pulled a vibrating phone out from her pocket. Vala typed away at it and then the phone almost instantly vibrated again.

	“Here,” Vala said, holding the phone to me.

	I had no idea what she could be handing her phone to me for… until I saw an open text message log with the contact at the top.

	A picture of a white box next to the name Window showed at the top left of the screen.

	
		
				This one is for the virgin. Hey, virgin, put the sound all the way up and keep me in your pocket.

		

	

	 

	I had no idea how Window somehow still had pink text boxes and centered text whereas Vala’s text messages looked normal, but I already learned to not question things. Well, that’s not to say that I didn’t question her by sending her a text back asking, “Why?”

	
		
				Ugh, just trust me and do it.

		

	

	 

	Next, I sent, “I want to know why.”

	
		
				When are you going to do it with Vala so you can stop being an annoying virgin?

		

	

	 

	“Being a virgin has nothing to do with these questions!”

	Vala giggled as she watched me furiously type my response to Window.

	“She’s asking when we’re going to have sex,” I said, deciding to see how Vala would react to that.

	She reacted by turning red and looking away.

	
		
				If I tell you then it’s a spoiler! It’ll be better if you just LISTEN TO ME AND STOP BEING A BRAT!
!!!!!!!!!!!

		

	

	 

	I could tell that she was serious because of the second text that was nothing but excessive exclamation marks. Between that and the fact that we were on seriously limited time, I didn’t have the patience nor opportunity to continue questioning Window.

	With a heavy sigh, I texted her back two emojis: a sighing blob followed by a blob giving a thumbs-up.

	Blob emojis were always the best emojis.

	Next, I turned the phone’s volume as high as it could go and put it in my pocket.

	“She told me to. I have no idea what she’s up to,” I explained to Vala.

	“I bet I know,” Vala said.

	“What?”

	“It’d be a spoiler.”

	“What is with you two and your dedication to not spoiling anything? It’s okay if real life gets spoiled. If being spoiled meant being able to invest in stocks before they shoot up or bet on sport championship winners, I’d want to be spoiled every single day.”

	“I-it’s not that kind of spoiler. Besides, vidya spoilers are more serious than those.”

	“We’re not even in your personal universe right now.”

	“All of life is vidya.”

	“Then, if all of life is vidya, aren’t my examples also vidya?”

	It took Vala a few seconds before saying a confident, “Nope.”

	“How?”

	“Because.”

	“Because why? Because how? Because who?”

	“Because, because.”

	“I—never mind, we don’t have the time for this. We need to get moving, now, or we’re going to get caught.”

	The closest visitors to us took another few steps back, though some seemed like they were getting ready to stop us if we tried anything.

	Fortunately, none of them were brave enough to tackle us.

	“We have to wait for the cue,” Vala said.

	“What cue? What are you—”

	Sound came from my pocket.

	Vala grinned and stuffed her new plushie dragon down into her shirt, letting its head poke up and out from the neck, while the music grew increasingly louder.

	The song was none other than the hit from the eighties.

	I took the phone out of my pocket and immediately sent a quick text asking, “Isn’t this copyright infringement?! Or don’t you need a license for this?!”

	
		
				Heh. Nope. The song isn’t actually called I Need A Hero. It’s just what people like to call it. As long as we refer to it as I Need A Hero and not the real name, there’s no proof that we’re talking about the real song.

		

	

	 

	I had no idea if that was legitimate or not. It sounded like a bullshit method of technically giving something plausible deniability to avoid getting in legal trouble, but that didn’t matter to me. I was already about to break the law by stealing from a museum, so playing a copyrighted song in my pocket wasn’t too big of a deal.

	With I Need A Hero playing from my pocket, Vala finally looked ready to put into action whatever plan she had.

	Vala grabbed my hand and then…

	We teleported.

	Rather than stand in the middle of a crowd looking more and more interested in blocking us, we appeared directly next to the protected sword.

	“I don’t want to hurt anybody,” Vala said, “but being allowed to maybe hurt them a little bit would have made getting over here a lot easier…”

	“How could it get any easier than what we just did? Why didn’t we do this sooner?!”

	“Teleporting takes a ton of energy,” she said with a loud yawn.

	“Alright, I’m not going to question anything else—we’re on seriously limited time now. What now? Can we teleport out of here with this box?”

	“Can you lift it?”

	I looked down at the glass container and tried my absolute hardest to lift it up. As it would turn out, a large block of bullet-resistant glass holding a sword inside of it that was also secured to a pedestal below it was way too heavy for me to lift.

	“If it’s not loose then I would teleport everything attached to it,” Vala explained while rubbing her eyes.

	“So, you’d basically teleport the entire building then?”

	“Yeah, and everything inside of it.”

	“Including the people?”

	She nodded.

	Yeah, that was definitely a problem. We didn’t need to add kidnapping to our list of crimes.

	Looking around, it seemed like the only option to loosen the pedestal enough for it to be loosened from the floor—and from the rest of the building—was by unscrewing several large, heavy duty bolts keeping it secured.

	“We’re screwed,” I admitted.

	Vala yawned once again before saying, “Nah, we’ve got this.”

	“How?!”

	She looked at me with a too-tired-to-be-properly-smug smile before turning her right arm into that of a dragon’s—or rather, it looked like a human’s arm but covered in large, jagged scales with the fingers being replaced by deadly claws even sharper than the protected sword.

	All she had to do was tap the side of the box.

	The glass instantly broke, shattering into thousands of tiny pieces.

	Following a sigh, I asked, “Why do I even worry about anything when you can just pull out tricks like this to make the impossible possible every time?”

	“I dunno. I told you we’d be fine,” she said, reaching out to take the sword in her still-human hand. A soft smile spread across her lips as she brought the sword closer to her. “It’s been a long time. Don’t worry, I’ll leave you alone soon.”

	Rescuing a sword only to leave it alone didn’t exactly make sense to me, but, again, the questioning could be done later.

	“We can teleport now, right?” I asked.

	A couple of guards arrived at the front of the crowd watching us. More importantly, they had handguns drawn and their fingers on the triggers. I wanted to question their lack of trigger discipline but not getting shot was more important.

	“Right?!” I asked again.

	Looking next to me, Vala stood there with the sword in one hand, her other arm still transformed, and she was busy letting out the loudest yawn yet. “I need a nap.”

	“Later! Nap later! Less us-getting-killed now!”

	I could already see the headlines.

	Local virgin who was sacrificed to dragon attempted to steal a sword and was fatally wounded by the museum’s guards shortly after. And yes, he was still a virgin when he died. More at eleven.

	No way! That’s definitely not happening! I mentally shouted to myself.

	I grabbed her nearest hand which just so happened to also be the hand holding the sword. Only a couple of my fingers barely touched the blade’s grip, but that was all that it took. The feeling of… incredible annoyance washed over me coming from the blade. Then that sensation of annoyance quickly turned into something else.

	Surprise.

	The spirit within the blade was no longer annoyed, but surprised—surprised that I could feel it.

	Surprised that I could feel her.

	And then that surprise turned into something.

	It turned into the proud desire to protect.

	The sword left Vala’s hand and, by extension, my hand. There was somebody else who wished to wield it instead, and this somebody had far more experience with blades than either of us.

	After all, she was the blade.

	A woman as tall as me with dark blue hair that flowed down to her waist stood between us and the guards. In her hands was the blade that we sought to steal—it was the woman’s true form. I just knew by looking at her who she was. Clad in metallic armor as brilliant in color as the blade with a cape reaching down to her ankles, she gripped the sword in each of her hands and faced the crowd looking like a legendary hero facing down an entire army.

	She looked over her shoulder, directly at me. Her left eye was covered by a patch, but her right eye looked me over from head to foot before she smiled and said, “Heh, so this is how things have turned out. Do you have a plan for getting us out of here, boy?”

	Boy? You look my age! You could even look younger than me! I wanted to shout, but I kept those thoughts to my mind. I didn’t want to get on the bad side of somebody who looked as dangerous and as experienced as her, especially when I was already on the bad side of people with guns.

	People with guns who shouted about her wielding a weapon before firing their guns.

	Like in some sort of action movie, she cut the bullets straight out of the air with motions so swift that a human could not ever hope to see them. One fragment from a bullet grazed her cheek enough to draw blood.

	“Tch. It’s been too long. I’m slow now,” she said, wiping at her bleeding cheek with one of her thumbs before pointing her sword straight at the guard who shot the bullet that hit her. “You feel like dying?”

	Naturally, everybody except for the guards ran away in a panic at that point if they weren’t already running as soon as the guns were drawn in the first place.

	Part of me was surprised that things escalated so much. The other part of me remember that I agreed to robbing a town of one of its most valuable and important treasures from a museum with armed guards. I was surprised when I had absolutely zero right to be!

	How did we go from having glorified play-fights with cats to legitimately robbing a bank?!

	“Boy! Plan?” the woman shouted at me.

	“I—Vala is supposed to teleport us out of here!” I answered.

	“Vala? That dragon? Don’t tell me that your plan relies on that lazy dragon to do anything.”

	“It does!”

	“Even my partner’s descendant has got his fate mixed up with that dragon. The generations did nothing for phasing the love for dragons out of your bloodline, I see. Regardless, I have no interest in allowing harm to come to my partner’s grandchild… or great-grandchild, or whatever you are. The dragon can fend for herself.”

	“Look, I know we’re in a serious situation right now, but she’s got a name. I’d appreciate it if you’d call her by it.”

	“Heh, you’ve got her spirit, boy.”

	“And my name isn’t ‘boy,’ either, while we’re at it. It’s Drake.”

	“Drake, huh? Got it. You ever wield a sword before?”

	“Axes and hoes, but not swords.”

	“Did you miss training somehow?”

	“What training?”

	“Huh? Don’t the humans here train their kids to fight once they are old enough?”

	“I think a lot more time has passed than you realize. Do you know anything of the current state of the world outside of this museum?”

	“I don’t even know what the rest of this building looks like.”

	I wanted to question her more. I really, really did.

	But there were still guns pointed at us. Fortunately, the guards realized that we had no idea what we were doing, so they were more than happy to let us talk to each other while staying in the same place as they called for assistance.

	“Watch, Drake. I will show you my strength,” the woman said, taking a single step forward before… dropping to one knee. She also dropped the sword so that both hands could grab onto the back of her left leg as she groaned and whined. “Cramp, cramp, cramp! I needed to stretch first! I haven’t moved in I have no idea how long! Ahh… damn it! I missed my opportunity to be cool and show off! Being old sucks!”

	“You look like you’re in your early twenties! And how can a sword even get a leg cramp in the first place?!” I couldn’t help asking.

	Spotting an opportunity, the guards made their move.

	Instincts made me pick up the sword, but what was a sword going to do against guards with guns? Besides, there was no way that I would seriously harm any of them in the first place.

	Holding the sword just put me in more danger if anything.

	Just as I was about to drop the sword, my left hand was grabbed, and then the woman’s right hand was grabbed.

	Vala stood between us. “Poof,” she said.

	Just like that, we were back in her personal pocket universe.

	The first thing I did was lie down on the soft grass underneath me. “Why didn’t you do that sooner?” I asked, too relieved to be upset.

	“I wanted to give her the chance the show off since I know she likes that, but,” Vala said, looking at the woman who was on the ground rolling from side to side as she frantically rubbed her leg. “Yeah.”

	“Yeah…”

	“T-the cramp won’t go away!” the woman whined, tears forming at the corners of her eyes—well, at the corner of her one eye and then at the corner of her eyepatch somehow.

	She looked so cool before, too.

	Now, she looked into my eyes and said, “Help,” like a helpless child.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	“Nngh… I see that skilled hands is another trait passed on through her blood. The way that you grip me takes me back. Your rough fingers, tempered by conflict—your strength, forged by battle. This is wonderful,” the sword-turned-woman moaned… as I massaged her cramped leg.

	“My fingers are rough from gardening and I’m only strong because I exercise,” I explained, though she didn’t seem to be listening. “That cramp better be gone because I’m only doing this for a few more seconds.”

	“But—but why? A sword is meant to be handled! Let your rough, strong fingers become one with my—”

	I took my hands away from her leg, causing her to look up at me with a pout.

	With a sigh, I turned to look at Vala and said, “This sword is weird. Is she really even a sword? Not just some weirdo?”

	“She’s always been like this,” Vala explained.

	There was something else that I wanted to say but a certain somebody popped up right in front of me.

	
		
				How long are we going to ignore the obvious implications that you’re related to the hero for? She implied like a hundred times already that you’re related to the hero! Shouldn’t you be like, super amazed and curious and asking a bunch of questions or being all like, “Me? I’m related to the hero? No, I’m not special enough and too virgin to be that cool!”

		

	

	 

	“Why would I care about that? You’re going to turn me into a demon king if you keep this up,” I said, grabbing onto a corner of Window.

	
		
				Come on! It’s awesome! I feel like I’m the only one here interested in this revelation! And heroes aren’t supposed to turn into demon kings!

		

	

	 

	“I don’t care who my ancestors are. They could have been emperors who took over the world and it wouldn’t affect me. Besides, I probably have a bunch of cousins I don’t even know about who are just like me if it’s because of blood.”

	“No,” the sword said, finally getting up from the ground. “Only the strongest of Viviana’s blood would inherit her power. It is likely that there are others who have descended from her, but for you to awaken me… you are undeniably her true heir.”

	“I’m not going to be asked to go and save the world or anything, am I?”

	“Did you not wake me for such a purpose?”

	“We woke you up because Vala was curious if she was right about something. Plus we apparently thought that stealing from a museum would make for a good date.”

	“I—wait, you mean to tell me that there are no corrupt lords abusing their countrymen that need slain in their thrones?”

	“We don’t have that sort of thing anymore. Well, I guess politicians might count.”

	“No rampaging monsters?”

	“Only in movies and games.”

	“How about evil sorcerers wishing to break the barrier between realities, allowing unspeakable horrors to consume the world?”

	“Politicians are as evil as you’re going to get these days.”

	“Politicians… I see.”

	“And we don’t kill them. They kill each other.”

	“They fight each other for superiority in the arena?”

	“When’s the last time you were ‘awake?’”

	“That would be the last time Viviana held me. It was on her deathbed.”

	“Hey… was she—umm… happy? Was she peaceful?” Vala asked.

	“That she was. She was surrounded by her husband and children, though I am sure that she wished you could have been there.”

	Vala sighed with her hands held over her chest. “So, she had a big family after all… good.”

	“That she did. Unfortunately, her descendants were not as pure as her. It only took two generations before one of them sold me for coin. I eventually made it into the basement of some church where they studied me, blacksmiths tried to duplicate my metal, and eventually I was stuck in that box and turned into a thing for everybody to look at. As annoying as it was, I have to admit that it was peaceful. Nobody could annoy me if they could not even reach me in the first place.”

	“If you’re aware of all that then how are you not aware about everything else? It sounds to me like you were still conscious even if you didn’t have a body,” I asked.

	“I was limited to wherever I was stored. This is the first time in centuries that I have been out of that room, and it has been even longer since I last breathed in such fresh air. Now… you said that you two were curious about something. What was it?”

	Vala perked up. “I wanted to see if Drake had the same power Vivi had! But I didn’t know that he would be related to her. Then again… I’ve never met anybody but Vivi with that power. Vivi said there were others, but—”

	“She said that because she refused to believe she could truly be so special. Not once had she seen nor heard of others with her gift.”

	“Heh, she always was humble.”

	“Was that all? Was your curiosity the only reason to interrupt my rest?”

	“Oh, yeah.”

	A vein popped in the sword’s forehead—well, the sword’s humanoid body’s forehead. Just as quickly as the vein appeared, she held the actual sword—her real body—and pointed it straight at Vala’s neck. “You—”

	“Put the sword down or I’ll never massage you again,” I threatened.

	The sword immediately fell to the ground.

	That worked far more effectively than it should have.

	“How do you think Viviana would feel if she was here?” she asked Vala.

	“She’d be mad that I made trouble for people, but I know she’d also be happy that I got you out of there! She wanted you to have your own life. Vivi never would have wanted you to stay locked in some box where everybody goes to stare at you and doesn’t even realize you’re alive,” Vala answered, holding a finger out at the sword as she spoke.

	Suddenly, a chair popped into existence directly behind me. There was even a bowl of popcorn on it.

	
		
				This is gonna be good.

		

	

	 

	A part of me wanted to sit back and eat popcorn while watching like Window recommended, but I didn’t want to sit around and only watch while my girlfriend got into an argument with a living sword.

	Then I sniffed the air.

	The popcorn smelled perfectly buttered and there was not only salt, but parmesan to garnish it as well. If that wasn’t tempting enough, Vala gave me a thumbs-up and a nod. She was confident that she could handle the situation on her own, so it was my duty to respect that decision as her boyfriend. Or something like that.

	“I would respect those words if you had not already answered that you came out of curiosity rather than to free me for the sake of freeing me. Centuries upon centuries of my life were spent in the hands of those not able to see my soul,” the sword explained. While the message itself sounded sad, her voice sounded more annoyed than anything.

	“I didn’t think that’d be a good enough reason to do anything. And we never really got along, so… and even if I did, I wouldn’t be able to wake you up,” Vala explained.

	“And why do you think we never got along? It’s because of you that—it’s because of you that she was ostracized. Her own people despised her, all because you had to… all because you just had to be who you are. You were never the fearsome, destructive dragon that we were led to believe. You were, and obviously still are, some foolish girl who only acts in the moment and never thinks about your actions. Her life would have been easier if you hated her and wished her dead.”

	Alright, that’s enough. I’m—

	My thoughts were cut off as Vala smiled—a genuine smile that was not the least bit affected by the harsh words of the other.

	“I know,” Vala said. “But me and Vivi were friends. She wanted to be friends, and I wanted to be friends, and I don’t regret any of it. Vivi would be mad at me if I regretted that. Stealing you from the museum couldn’t compare to how mad she’d be. There are a lot of excuses I have for why I didn’t think about getting you out sooner, but none of them matter. I’m sorry.”

	“It’s—it’s not like I wouldn’t be annoyed even if you had the best reason in the world to rescue me. I simply have no idea what use you could possibly have for me now that you have brought me here. I am useless without a cause. Swords are good for naught more than to defeat the enemies of their wielders.”

	“We have play battles here, but I know you wouldn’t be interested in those. That’s why I want to offer you retirement instead!”

	“Re-retirement?”

	“Yeah. You loved it when me, you, and Vivi went fishing together, right?”

	“I—I loved it because it was time to relax with my wielder, but yes.”

	“Then I’ve got the perfect idea! But, you have to promise me something.”

	“Why would I promise a dragon anything? Why would I promise you anything?”

	“I want you to promise that you’re going to be happy and have fun since that’s what Vivi always wanted for you. Promise it for Vivi if you don’t want to promise it for me.”

	“I… even if I am a sword, how do you expect me not to promise such a thing?”

	“Because you’re not a sword. You’re a soul that just so happens to have the shape of a sword.”

	“That absurd logic of yours is as present as ever, I see. Is a loaf of bread not bread but grains that just so happen to be shaped like bread?”

	“Exactly!”

	I wanted to comment about how that was a very, very deep rabbit hole that could go all the way to down to the atomic level, but my mouth was happily full of popcorn. I also only just realized that the dragon glasses were still on my face, so I took them off and threw them to the side.

	As it would turn out… Delphi, Lavi, and Cami were all sitting right next to me staring up at my popcorn. The glasses ended up landing on Delphi's head perfectly enough that she looked like she was actually wearing them as her tongue hung out from her mouth, all of their tails wagging behind them.

	“Window, give them their own bowls of popcorn,” I ordered.

	
		
				Wow, you’re too selfish to share yours?

		

	

	 

	“No. If I have to share then that means less for all of them. If they have their own bowls, they get more.”

	
		
				That’s a good point.

		

	

	 

	“And get some for the rest of the dogs, too. And the archers, if they eat popcorn.”

	
		
				What am I? Your servant?

		

	

	“What makes you think that you have a title as high as servant?”

	
		
				I-I’m even less than a servant?! A slave?!

		

	

	 

	“Keep going.”

	
		
				What’s lower than a slave?!

		

	

	 

	“I’m not sure, so congratulations on your promotion to slave.”

	
		
				Don’t you think that calling me a slave is a bit controversial? That kind of job title is pretty risky to use these days.

		

	

	 

	“I’m a demon king. Do you think that I care?”

	
		
				You were serious about turning into a demon king?!

		

	

	 

	“All I need now are the horns and a castle with lava pouring over its walls.”

	
		
				Wait, aren’t you supposed to be the straight man in this relationship?

		

	

	 

	“The straight demon king.”

	
		
				Great, you’re seriously calling yourself a demon king now. The cat queen is going to freak out… not necessarily in a bad way, either.

		

	

	 

	“You mean that perverted cat queen?”

	
		
				Oh! If Vala is the lazy dragon queen, she can be the perverted cat queen! We can have a theme going on like this! But Lazy Dragon Queen will still be the title.

		

	

	 

	“Did you give the dogs their popcorn yet?”

	
		
				Oh, no. Hang on.

		

	

	 

	Multiple bowls of popcorn popped into existence before the faces of the three dogs to my side. Even so, the good girls did not immediately dive in. They looked at me, down at the bowls, and then back up at me with the cutest faces that I had ever seen come from dogs. They were such good girls that they waited for me to give permission even as food was within their attack range.

	“Good girls. Dig in,” I said.

	And then those cute faces turned into the faces of killers. The eyes of each dog went from looking like pleading puppy eyes to the overly-glowing-red eyes commonly found in online memes to signify something intense. Then, so quickly that they appeared as a blur, they buried their snouts into their respective bowls of popcorn.

	“I wish you looked this intense during our battles… wait. I just got an idea.”

	
		
				What idea?

		

	

	 

	“Sorry, can’t say. It would be a spoiler.”

	
		
				You’re such a virgin.

		

	

	 

	“And you’re such a floating window who can’t come up with better insults.”

	By the time I looked back over in the girls’ direction, they seemed to have more or less made up. The sword did not seem nearly as annoyed as before, at least.

	“Do you remember what she called you?” Vala asked.

	Vala’s words caused the personified sword to turn red. “Of—of course I remember. If she had any flaws, it was her ability to name things. To have given a blade such as myself such a name…”

	“But it’s a nice name! And it’s fitting, Lake.”

	“You don’t—you don’t have to go out and say it like that.”

	The roles were reversed. The sword, who was apparently named Lake, was no longer the threatening one in control. She became the one being teased by Vala.

	And who names a sword “Lake?” My ancestor had strange taste.

	“Watch!” Vala said, flying high into the air before coming to a stop and spinning around. Window left my side and appeared next to Vala, and the two seemed to talk about something for a few seconds before Window appeared back down next to me.

	
		
				Time for feels. Well, you probably won’t feel that many feels. This is mostly for her.

		

	

	 

	Before I could ask Window about it, a couple of speakers appeared on the sides of her elongated form to play a pretty, happy song that seemed like it would be played during an emotional-but-good moment in something. Next, Vala lifted her arms and caused the ground behind the greenhouse to cave in. At the same time, trees and beds of flowers sprung up all around the rim of the crater Vala created. Most of the flowers were sunflowers that immediately pointed in the direction of the sun, and the trees were almost all weeping willows with hanging foliage that reached the ground.

	The landscape being created was beautiful, but it wasn’t exactly emotional.

	Then I looked at Lake.

	With one hand over her chest and the other over her mouth, tears ran from the corner of her visible eye.

	Next came a massive raindrop—massive as in meteor-sized that had hundreds of varied fish swimming around within it. The raindrop then dropped into the crater that Vala created, filling the area up to the rim with crystal clear water full of life.

	One final addition was created. A log cabin connected to a wooden pier appeared in an instant at the lake’s edge. Three chairs and fishing rods decorated the pier.

	It looked like a scene out of a fairy tale. Everything about it was picturesque beyond belief. Just looking at it was soothing.

	Finally, Vala returned to the ground to check out Lake’s reaction. “How is it? I might have messed up a few details, but I tried my best to make it look like—”

	“It’s perfect,” Lake answered. “I… I would not have been able to create such a perfect copy of it. How? Where are we?”

	“Oh, I never explained that. I created a personal universe to have some fun in.”

	“You—you what?”

	“Don’t question it,” I said.

	“I—”

	Vala giggled. “The three of us had fun fishing there. Vivi might not be with us anymore, but I hope that it still makes a good retirement home for you. It’s all yours!”

	“How—why… after how I used to treat you, this is what you do for me?”

	“Consider us even for me taking so long to break you out! And as long as Drake is anywhere in this world, you should be able to keep your body. I think. I can even make it so that you get hungry and need to sleep!”

	“You can give a soul like mine the ability to live like a human?”

	“Now I can! I’m stronger than ever before!” Vala declared, arms confidently crossed over her chest.

	Watching and listening to Vala… I was reminded of just how incredibly powerful she was. It felt safe to assume that she truly was the most incredible being to ever exist and that ever could exist.

	She was godlier than any religion’s gods.

	Yet, when she turned to look at me with a wide smile and closed eyes, all I could see in front of me was an incredibly cute girl—just a normal, cute girl who somehow became my girlfriend.

	“Hug,” Lake said.

	“Hm? What?” Vala asked.

	“You heard me. Hug.”

	“Hug what?”

	Lake clenched her fists before slowly lifting her arms up, stretching them out to her sides as her face burned red. “D-don’t make me say it again…”

	Vala tilted her head, genuinely confused before finally understanding. With one of the widest smiles that I ever saw on Vala’s face, she flung herself forward to wrap her arms around the armored woman.

	Lake hesitantly closed her arms around Vala. “Thank you. I did not believe I would ever see such a sight again.”

	“You deserve it,” Vala said. “I even put some vidya consoles inside for you.”

	“Vi-vidya consoles? What are those?”

	Lake could not seen Vala’s face due to their positioning, but I saw it.

	I saw Vala’s devilish grin.

	
		
				You’ll still do the tower defense thing with me even if Vala abandons us to sit around inside playing games all day, right?

		

	

	 

	“Probably. Even I would feel bad if you got lonely and bored,” I answered Window.

	
		
				In that case…
BATTLE TIME SINCE IT’S NEVER GOING TO HAPPEN UNLESS I START IT OUT OF NOWHERE SINCE YOU TWO ARE TAKING FOREVER

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	Window suddenly forcing us to begin the next battle made me think of something—it reminded me of one of the earliest “game mechanics” that I discovered but saw nothing about afterward. “Shouldn’t we be getting experience and leveling up? We have levels, don’t we?”

	
		
				💦 💦 💦 

		

	

	 

	“What’s that supposed to be?”

	
		
				Sweat. 

		

	

	 

	“You’re sweating? Couldn’t you just make your body sweat?”

	
		
				How is a window supposed to sweat? 

		

	

	 

	“In the same way that you can give yourself a mouth and arms.”

	
		
				Copy-pasting emojis is more fun. Plus it’s easier. 

		

	

	 

	“Isn’t Vala lazy enough for all of us?”

	Vala looked smugly proud of that.

	
		
				She might be the queen of laziness, but that doesn’t mean the rest of us don’t get to be lazy. Being the king of virginity doesn’t mean that others don’t get to be virgins. It just means that nobody can be as virgin as you. 

		

	

	 

	“Vala, we’re making Window watch when we have sex,” I said purely just to make a point to Window without actually thinking about the words that left my mouth.

	It was only when nobody gave me a response that I looked around to see what the problem was.

	Vala was the reddest that she’d been in a while.

	“My partner’s descendent is that sort of man, I see,” Lake said. “The world has changed more than I know if such a thing is acceptable enough to say so boldly now.”

	
		
				… 

		

	

	 

	“You’re all taking me too seriously. I didn’t mean it,” I tried to explain. “It was just a joke.” Then I felt as if I might have been saying something wrong. After all, I made a joke about having sex with my girlfriend and then claimed to not mean it. Was there a chance that Vala would think I didn’t want to have sex with her in that case? “I mean, I was only joking about the making Window watch part. It’s not like I don’t want to have—”

	It was then that I realized I was saying too much.

	
		
				. . .

		

	

	 

	As stupid as I might have felt, I was more worried about Vala. I didn’t want to accidentally embarrass her or anything, especially now that we were in front of one of her old friends. There is a difference between teasing somebody to embarrass them in the good way and being an idiot and embarrassing them by accident in the bad way.

	Fortunately for me, she didn’t seem upset or anything. She was pure red, yes, but she didn’t look angry or annoyed or anything. She just looked… extremely cute which made me want to finish what I was about to say.

	But I wouldn’t. Not in front of Lake and Window at least. Besides, we were together for less than twenty-four hours. Even if we knew each other for years prior to getting together, it wouldn’t have been right for me to start talking about sex so early. Right? It wasn’t like I had experience with relationships or anything, but I didn’t want to let my desire to lose my virginity ruin anything. I wanted Vala to know that I cared about way more than just sex. Sex wasn’t even a big deal to me in the first place. I was mainly interested in having it just so that I could shut Window up and force her to find a new way to tease me.

	Finally, Vala spoke up. “Y-you don’t have enough love points for that yet… bu-but you might by tonight…”

	What she said made me think that she wanted it just as much as I did, but she also didn’t want to sound too easy, so she gave me an easy requirement to pass. Or so I thought. Again, I wasn’t exactly good with relationship stuff, so all I had to go off of was my gut feeling.

	And my gut feeling told me that I had to try my best to get those love points up. Hearing what Vala had to say—I didn’t even care about depriving Window of her go-to insult anymore. All I wanted was Vala.

	“You know that he is thousands of years younger than you, don’t you?” Lake asked Vala.

	I was worried about embarrassing Vala only for Lake to be the one to embarrass her.

	Lake sighed and crossed her arms over her chest. “Don’t you think that you should find another dragon to enter a union with?”

	“That’s not allowed,” I said, stepping between Lake and Vala. “Vala is mine. Not even another dragon can take her from me.” Regardless of who Lake was and what connection she had to my ancestors, all that mattered to me was that she was implying Vala should be with somebody other than me.

	And I didn’t like that.

	Maybe it was jealousy. Maybe it was possessiveness. Whatever it was, I knew that I didn’t like the idea of Vala being with anybody other than me. Even if we were only friends, I wouldn’t want anybody getting between our friendship. Not when I used to think that she was a he who I played games with, and certainly not now that I was dating her.

	“You look nothing like her,” Lake said, “but I can see her in you. Viviana must be proud to know that her descendant is such a man, even if you do have a debaucherous side. If it is really your wish to stay by this dragon’s side, I will not only honor it, but I will protect your wish to the best of my ability.”

	“That’s a big change from implying we should break up,” I said.

	“It is not that I want to separate you two. Vala has given me that which I thought I would never see again, and you are the descendent of my partner. I only struggle to see how a dragon and human can find happiness with one another. It only brought conflict to Viviana.”

	“I’ll punch conflict in the face.”

	“Heh. Viviana threatened to stab me into the face of conflict. You really are like her, except more perverse.”

	“Listen, I’m not some kind of pervert. I was only saying that to mess with the floating window over there.”

	“It’s alright. Viviana might not have been as perverse as you, but she had her own tastes. She brought new dresses to make Vala wear every time they met.”

	“Too bad she didn’t live during the time of cosplay.”

	“Cosplay? What’s that?”

	“You’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

	
		
				OKAY FOR REAL THIS TIME I’M STARTING THE BATTLE BECAUSE I’M BORED AND NOT BEING INCLUDED IN THE TALKING

		

	

	“Wait, you never explained leveling!”

	
		
				💦 💦 💦 BATTLE STARTING TIME 💦 💦 💦

		

	

	 

	Before anything could be explained, the scenery around us changed from the typical field to the center of a forest with a dirt path in front of us. Ahead of us was a large clearing with a river running through the center of it, and the path split into two branches that went over the river with the assistance of wooden bridges before rejoining at the far side of the clearing. The next thing I knew, Window lifted us up into the air and I was given the ability to place towers from a pool that featured those we already built, and the hero selection showed three of us now with Lake. Though, only two of us could be chosen still.

	And, of course, my greenhouse was right behind us at the end of the path again.

	“Now that I’m thinking about it, isn’t this kind of bad design for tower defense? You’re supposed to be able to build, demolish, and replace towers during the battle. And upgrade them. Then you start over the next time. Instead, towers carry over and we can’t exactly reposition them or remove them during the fight,” I said.

	
		
				Who said you can’t? Just because you haven’t tried doesn’t mean you can’t.

		

	

	 

	“That’s not a bad point. How do I do it during the battle?”

	
		
				Just say “Tower Mode” or something.

		

	

	 

	“Still kind of feels like this wouldn’t work as an actual game.”

	
		
				Probably not. If we ever get a video game adaptation then we’ll have to make a system that actually works. I’m hoping for a mobile game adaptation, personally. Just imagine how much money we could make by locking waifus behind a gacha!

		

	

	 

	“Of course you would. Anyways, Vala, any ideas?” I asked, looking at the tower selection. A miniaturized version of each tower floated in front of us as the potential locations for them on the ground glowed.

	I didn’t get an answer.

	“Vala?” I repeated.

	“O-oh, sorry,” she said.

	“Something wrong?”

	“Ju-just… you—you were really cool… and it made me really happy to hear that you won’t let anybody else take me…”

	“Are my love points high enough now?” I teased, hoping that the implication was obvious enough. I just couldn’t resist since she refused to stop being so irresistibly cute.

	She turned even brighter before nodding her head.

	Whether we were actually going to do anything or not didn’t matter to me as long as I got to see her reactions.

	As much as I wanted to tease her some more, we did have a battle that we had to do before we could think about doing anything else. Window would make sure of that.

	“How about we place one warrior tower in front of the greenhouse again to catch anything that slips past us, another right in front of the split to intercept enemies coming down both paths, and another all the way back by the split to slow them down when they first come in?” I proposed.

	I felt bad about having some of the dogs basically sacrifice themselves just to slow the enemy down, but it sounded like a good strategy to me. There was another slot open between the first two warrior towers where the third could be placed, but I figured that leaving that spot open for another damage-dealing tower would be more useful. Not only that, but slowing them down as soon as they entered the map would give us more time to react and reposition ourselves as well as give us time to finish off the enemies from the previous waves in case we weren’t fast enough.

	“Yeah,” Vala agreed. She still sounded flustered, but gaming talk calmed her down some. “We… can place the archer tower here,” she pointed at the location where the path split into two, “and the bee tower up here?” she said, pointing at the spot on the outer side of the northern path right before the bridge.

	Her suggestion put the archer tower in a spot where it could attack enemies coming down either path and then support the nearest warrior tower, and it didn’t matter where the bumblebee tower was, so it made sense to put the bees’ tower in an out-of-the-way spot.

	“Let’s go with that,” I said. “What about heroes? Which two of us should go?”

	“Do you wanna play, Lake?” Vala asked, looking at the personified sword hovering in the air with us.

	“This is some sort of play battle, right?” Lake asked.

	“Yeah, it’s fun.”

	“I’ll pass… but I will watch. Even if it is a game, I am interested in seeing how the descendent of Viviana carries himself in battle.”

	I chose Vala and I as the heroes, and then Window lowered us to the ground. “I carry myself by having no idea what I’m doing while swinging around an axe,” I answered. “I guess it’s me and you again,” I said to Vala.

	She smiled and held her hand out only for her favorite spear to appear in front of her fingers, dramatically grabbing onto it before spinning it around and striking a cool pose. She stood on one foot with her other leg bent upward, her spear facing downward in one hand at her side.

	Even I recognized the pose. “The classic dragoon pose? That’s pretty fitting.”

	“Hehehe, right?” Vala answered.

	“Now if only you had a better spear and some armor to match the pose.”

	“Oversized shirts are the best armor.”

	“I’m not so sure about that.”

	“The more you love me, the higher the shirt’s defense is!”

	What she said made no sense, but I was starting to love that about her. “Then I guess it just got even stronger.”

	
		
				Is it me or did you two get even flirtier now that somebody else is here? Are you exhibitionists? Are you trying to make her feel like a lonely, old woman who’s destined to be single forever? She’s supposed to be a sword, not a Christmas cake.

		

	

	 

	I expected a less-than-pleased reaction from Lake in response to what Window displayed… but, when I turned to look at Lake, she had a smile spread across her lips. “Please, I would be happy to be alone with my new home. As long as I can sleep, go fishing, and enjoy a firepit, I will be glad to stay alone,” she explained.

	
		
				It’s okay. Even if you don’t join the harem, you can still be a waifu.

		

	

	 

	“A what?”

	“Just ignore her,” I said.

	“Oh, that reminds me,” Vala said. “Wanna join Drake’s harem?”

	“Drake’s… harem?” Lake asked with a confused expression.

	“Yeah. I’m gonna make sure he has at least twenty wives. Me included.”

	“Why… why would any man wish to have that many wives? The thought of having one lifelong partner, in that regard, is too much for me. And wouldn’t you rather keep him to yourself? Why share?”

	“Because it’s going to be the kind of harem where we all love each other instead of us only loving him! That means we all share each other. That means if he gets at least twenty wives, it means I get at least nineteen wives and one husbando.”

	“A husbando?”

	“Don’t question it,” I said.

	“I’ll… pass. Romance has never interested me. Even friendship is tiring.”

	“Do you want me to get you a pet dog at least?” Vala asked. “Maybe a pet wolf?”

	“You can get me a pet wolf?”

	“Ye—”

	
		
				Can we start please?

		

	

	 

	“Oh, sorry, Window. Yeah, let’s start. I’ll give you a pet wolf later, Lake,” Vala said.

	Lake looked childishly excited and was quick to nod her head before stepping back to the greenhouse, leaning her back against it to watch as our battle began.

	The metal tower rose in the distance, the battle’s information floated in the air next to it, and the first enemies could be seen approaching. At the far end of the clearing, Delphi and her fellow dogs ran out from their doghouse of a tower to block the path to the best of their ability. The dogs of the other towers got ready, too. Cami’s tower was the one next to the archer tower and Lavi’s tower was the one nearest to my greenhouse again.

	At least Delphi wasn’t totally without support. The bees took flight and shot their stingers at the approaching cats as soon as the cats entered the “map.” Whichever cats made it past Delphi’s group were harassed by bees until they were within range of the archer tower. They traded stingers for arrows as the bees returned to Delphi’s group to shoot the next batch of cats making it past them.

	The few cats that made it through Delphi’s group, the bees, and the archer tower came against Cami’s group which was supported by Vala and I.

	They stood no chance.

	“This is easier than I thought it would be,” I said.

	“That’s because it’s only the first level of the second stage,” Vala explained. “We get to take it a little bit easy since the last fight had a boss!”

	“Makes sense.”

	I was so used to things not making sense that I felt like questioning something that did make sense.

	But there was no time for questions.

	We made it to the third wave without any enemies even making it past Cami’s group, but that had the potential to change now.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Raider
Threat: ★★
HP: They’ve got some nice health.
Damage: 9
Defense: 4
Dangerous cats from The North that have come to pillage your greenhouse and steal your flowers!

		

	

	 

	Delphi’s group was in the process of healing up, so they weren’t able to slow down the newest enemies to come down the path.

	Five cat raiders approached us. They had fur armor that made them look like wannabe Vikings and they held axes in their mouths instead of swords.

	“Let’s see if we can stall a couple of them,” I told Vala. “We’ll let the dogs and archers deal with the ones that make it past us.”

	“Wanna make a bet to see who can beat one first?” Vala asked.

	“What does the winner get?”

	“The loser has to do whatever the winner wants for the rest of the night!”

	“So, if I win, I can make you exercise and garden before bed?”

	“Ye-yeah. Stuff like… that.”

	“Deal. I’ll win and then I’m going to train some of that laziness out of—”

	Vala flew forward and slammed her spear into one of the cat raiders, knocking it off of the path into the river which took it downstream and away from the battle.

	I didn’t even get to take a single step toward one of the cat raiders before she defeated one.

	I was suddenly worried about what she was going to make me do if she was so eager to win the bet. But, for the moment, I at least got to enjoy how cute she looked as she held up a peace sign to me.


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	The first cat raiders were easily dealt with thanks to Vala’s sudden intensity. Only one of the raiders actually made it past us to the rest of our towers, and it was sent running back to where it came from between the dogs, bees, and archers.

	Vala was the first to defeat one of our newest enemies, so that meant I had to do whatever she wanted for the rest of the night.

	“Will you really do whatever I want?” Vala asked, narrowing her eyes at me.

	“I’m a man of my word, especially to my girlfriend,” I answered.

	She giggled with a smile before looking at the next wave of enemies coming toward us. “Then… I want you to defeat one of them with the power of friendship!”

	“How am I supposed to do that?!”

	“By befriending one! No, wait, you have to hug one! Hug one until it surrenders!”

	“I don’t want to hug a cat! And it’s going to scratch me!”

	“B-but you said you’re a man of your word… especially to your… to your girlfriend…”

	I clenched my fists and looked at the incoming cats.

	To think that my first ever girlfriend is a massive sadist… but if that’s what she wants me to do, I’ll do it. And then I’ll repay her for this the next time we have a challenge to make the other listen to them!

	I had absolutely zero interest in playing nicely with any sort of feline, but I was a man of my word.

	I dropped my PickAxe and charged straight into the incoming wave of cats.

	The first cat to make its way past Delphi and her group stopped in its tracks when it saw me coming straight for it. It looked to its fellow cats at its sides, but each of the other cats backed away from it to get out of my way—to leave my target by itself.

	And it was one of the cat raiders.

	The thought of hugging a cat was reprehensible, but I was a man of my word!

	I picked the cat up, causing it to drop the axe held by its mouth, and squeezed my arms around it! The cat yowled as its claws scratched me from my forehead down to my shoulders. Its small body desperately tried to break free from my grasp, but I would not stop hugging the cat until it surrendered!

	The cat was so warm… and fluffy… and it had cute little whiskers… but no! I shook the corrosive thoughts from my mind and reminded myself that it was my enemy! That all of feline kind was my sworn enemy!

	Yet, holding the cat so closely… it had such pristine fluff. It felt like I was hugging the pillow of royalty—no, the pillow of deities. Its little ears twitched, its tail smacked against me… no! Not only were dogs objectively fluffier and cuter in every single way perceivable by mankind, but I could barely see because of how much blood covered my face because of the cat scratching me!

	I had to hug the cat even tighter. I had to defeat it. I had to force it to surrender. I had to feel its fluffy body more—no, I had to conquer it! I had to put it in its place!

	And so, I squeezed as tightly as I could—I gave the cat a hug so powerful that it could be called an ultra hug! No, my hug went even beyond ultra!

	“This,” Vala paused, staring on in disbelief at what she was watching, “this is a plus ultra hug!”

	Finally, the cat surrendered.

	And then I heard the crack.

	Its head fell to its side as one of those cartoonish ghosts flowed out through its mouth.

	The next thing I knew, I heard the sirens of an ambulance as all the cats and dogs in front of me moved to the sides of the path. Running down said path were two cats, only standing on their back legs, holding a cat-sized stretched between them. They both wore white uniforms with hats featuring red crosses. The cat in the rear had what looked like a music box with a megaphone attached to it strapped to its back, and that was where the siren came from. Meanwhile, the cat in front had a collar with a red flashing bell hanging from it.

	They ran right up to me and pointed at the limp cat I was holding. I carefully lowered the overly hugged cat down onto the stretcher, and then they left… but not before looking up at me with disgusted glares.

	Once the medic cats were gone, Delphi and the other dogs looked away as all the cats directed their glares at me. Even the bees, which were supposed to be performing strafing runs, held position in the air while looking away from me.

	I only had one ally left in this.

	I looked at Vala.

	Vala looked away, scratching the side of her face while whistling.

	“It’s—it’s the cat’s fault for being so huggable!” I shouted.

	
		
				Really? You’re already a horrible person without victim shaming. Do you really want to add victim shaming to the list of things that make you a despicable virgin?

		

	

	 

	“How am I supposed to resist?! I don’t know how to be gentle! This is why I love dogs! Dogs like when you’re rough! Cats just scratch you and bite you and hiss at you and it’s my fault that they have such fluffy fur?!”

	
		
				Why can’t you just be as gentle as you are with plants?

		

	

	 

	“They’re obviously different!”

	
		
				Yeah! Plants are less important than c

		

	

	 

	“Don’t finish that sentence.”

	
		
				Yeah! Plants are less important than ca

		

	

	 

	“Don’t finish it, Window!”

	
		
				Yeah! Plants are less important than cat

		

	

	 

	“I’m warning you!”

	
		
				Yeah! Plants are less important than cats

		

	

	 

	“Don’t add a punctuation mark to finish it!”

	
		
				Yeah! Plants are less important than cats!

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to—I’m going to…”

	
		
				You’re going to what? Try to break me in half like you tried doing to that poor, innocent, fluffy little cat? Oh, maybe I should give myself cat ears. Will that excite you more, you perverted, virgin, cat-abusing, victim blamer?!

		

	

	 

	“You’re lucky that I feel bad about hurting that cat!”

	
		
				Wait, you actually feel that bad?

		

	

	 

	“Of course I do!”

	
		
				You know it was just for comedic effect and that it’ll be totally fine, right?

		

	

	 

	“Breaking spines isn’t for comedic effect!”

	
		
				Everything is for comedic effect if you’re brave enough.

		

	

	 

	“That’s how you get controversies. Do you want controversy?”

	
		
				I can vanish to leave you alone with the controversy if I need to.

		

	

	 

	“That’s not right.”

	
		
				It’s just like how I can vanish to leave you alone with a bunch of cats who want your blood if I need to.

		

	

	 

	“I think we should banter some more instead.”

	
		
				I’m not feeling it.

		

	

	 

	“Come on, Window. Say something stupid that I can react as the straight man to.”

	
		
				You’re a wonderful person.

		

	

	 

	“I said something stupid.”

	
		
				 I know. I guess it was just so unbelievable that it wasn’t even funny.

		

	

	 

	“You—”

	She vanished.

	The cats had all the opportunity in the world to just go right on past me while I was distracted by Window, but they planned on waiting as long as it took.

	At least they had the manners to wait.

	“Vala, if you have any tricks, now is the time to use them,” I said.

	She still refused to look in my direction. “S-sorry, but I kinda think you deserve it…”

	“You’re the one who ordered me to hug one of them!”

	“I—I didn’t mean try to hug them to death…”

	“Will you at least take care of me after I’m done being mauled nearly to death?”

	“I’ll pamper you… if you survive.”

	“Have some more confidence in my survival!”

	She ignored my request, returning to whistling instead.

	There was only one thing left to do.

	“Alright,” I said to the cats, turning to face them once more. “I know you all want to kill me, but I can’t allow that. One, I would never let a cat kill me. Two, I’m going to be pampered by my girlfriend if I survive. Three, I don’t want to die. Four, I’m not going down without a fight. If you’re going to try to kill me, I’m going to try to kill you!”

	The cats readied their blades and extended their nails.

	All I had was my PickAxe.

	Not even the dogs nor bees were willing to help me.

	“I don’t suppose a heroic cavalry charge can come and save me now?” I asked, looking around just to be sure.

	There was no heroic cavalry charge coming to save me.

	I took a deep breath and said, “Come at me, you degenerate hairballs who are objectively worse than canines.”

	Needless to say, they came at me. All of them. At once. Unfortunately, it wasn’t like one of those fight scenes in movies where the bad guys only approach one at a time.

	I only got to swing my axe a single time before I was trapped inside of a ball of cats. Similar to how bees could surround hornets and vibrate to essentially cook the hornet to death inside of a death ball made of bees, I was cooked alive by cats.

	But replace cooked alive with scratched and bitten alive.

	When they finally got off of me, my entire body was covered in scratch and bite marks, there was blood pretty much everywhere, and so much hair came loose from their bodies that I had to spit the hair out of my mouth before I created a hairball of my own.

	And then when I looked up, I saw a timer floating above me. It was counting down from thirty seconds.

	
		
				This is your respawn timer. You’ll get teleported back to the start when it reaches zero.

		

	

	 

	“Where’s my ambulance? Where’s my stretcher?” I asked, barely even able to move my mouth enough to speak.

	
		
				What makes you think you deserve one?

		

	

	 

	“Nothing, but I still want one. It’s not fair.”

	
		
				What are you? A little kid?

		

	

	 

	“I’m in pain.”

	
		
				You deserve it. Oh, by the way, how do you feel about getting scars from this? I can make it so you respawn without any lasting effects, or I could give you some scars.

		

	

	 

	“I’d rather not ruin what good looks I have with scars.”

	
		
				Vala would think they’re hot.

		

	

	 

	“Scar me up.”

	
		
				I’ll only give you a couple of scars. You don’t deserve to keep every single scratch you just got.

		

	

	 

	“Leave me the coolest looking ones.”

	
		
				I’m tied between three of them. You have one on your face, one on your neck, and one on your chest. Pick two.

		

	

	 

	“Is the one on my face one of those badass scars that go over the eye?”

	
		
				No, it’s one of those small ones that goes over the nose that spunky young kids have in shounen anime.

		

	

	 

	“Does it look cool?”

	
		
				I mean, it’s a cliché for a reason. People think it looks cool.

		

	

	 

	“Alright, keep it. And for the other one…”

	
		
				The one on your neck could get Vala to kiss and bite there. Same with the one on your chest.

		

	

	 

	“S-so, it depends on where I want that.”

	
		
				Somebody’s blushing even though they’re “dead” >3>

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to throw you.”

	
		
				You’re such a tsundere even though I’m trying to be a wingwindow right now.

		

	

	 

	“I appreciate it, but I’m still going to throw you. And… keep the one on the neck.”

	
		
				Yeah, yeah. You better appreciate me. And you better appreciate me letting you keep a couple of scars even though they were only caused by cat claws.

		

	

	 

	“Cat claws are seriously dangerous!”

	
		
				You’re so dramatic. Anyways, I’m respawning you now. Try not to break any backs this time.

		

	

	 

	If there was one positive side to being attacked by cats, it was that they were too weak and small to break my back in revenge for what I did to their fallen companion.

	I still felt bad about that cat, too. Even his little ghost looked so cute and sad.

	And the instant I was “alive” again, I immediately shook that thought from my head. The cat’s ghost was every bit as horrible as its real body!

	More importantly, I was the one filled with a desire for revenge now. I was lucky, too. My respawn had perfect timing. One of the cats made it past my final line of dogs. If it wasn’t for me respawning when and where I did, it would have taken one of the hearts on my greenhouse’s door.

	I swung my PickAxe into the cat, sending it flying off of the path and into a nearby tree.

	Crack.

	The cat’s back slammed into the tree, and it wasn’t the tree that made a cracking sound.

	The sound of sirens reached my ears once more as a ghost drifted out of the cat’s mouth.

	“Seriously?! All I did was attack like normal that time!” I shouted.

	Vala, the dogs, the bees—they all looked away from me.

	“This isn’t even funny! I’m going to get mauled again! And you better not say that this is all for comedic effect, either! There’s nothing funny about being covered in bloody scratches, Window!”

	
		
				Leave me out of this. You’re the one who just tried breaking another cat’s back. And right after I tried doing something nice for you…
*sniff*
Where did I go wrong? Did I not love you enough growing up?

		

	

	 

	I grabbed onto Window as the cats surrounded me.

	
		
				He-hey! What do you think you’re doing?!

		

	

	 

	“If I’m going down then I’m taking you with me.”

	
		
				But I didn’t do anything! I don’t deserve to be taken down with you!

		

	

	 

	“It’s for comedic effect.”

	
		
				BUT

		

	

	 

	The cats mauled us.

	Fortunately, Vala and what animals could reach the cats were enough to finish them off before they reached the greenhouse, but Window and I were side-by-side covered in scratches and bites.

	
		
				Rest in Peace
Window
XXXX - XXXX
Window was a friend, lover, and informational status window to many. She will be missed and fondly remembered.
🖕

		

	

	 

	“Don’t just copy-paste your tombwindow message from the last time. Be more creative,” I groaned.

	
		
				Rest in Peace
Window
XXXX - XXXX
Window was killed by cats by a stupid jerk virgin who decided to take her down with him FOR NO REASON OTHER THAN “COMEDIC EFFECT” TO TRY AND BE A SMARTASS
🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕 🖕

		

	

	 

	At least I could still laugh while dead.

	And at least the rest of the battle went smoothly after that. No new enemies were introduced, I took extra care to stop breaking the backs of cats, and I didn’t get brutally mauled to death anymore. I also got an extra two scars, one on my left arm and one on my chest.

	But all I was really interested in was making Vala stay true to her word about pampering me after the battle.

	I died twice. I deserved it.

	But at the same time… I still had to do anything she wanted for the rest of the night.

	 


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	
		
				Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-1: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★
Enemies Defeated: I’m kind of tired of counting. Does it even really matter? I mean, it’s not like you need to know how exactly many you beat right after getting done fighting all of them.
Rewards: Enough Gold Coins to be convenient to the plot, 50 Cat Fur Scraps, 40 Cat Bones, 20 Cat Paws, 3 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and enough food for everybody in the towers. Oh, and some… uh… something specific to the new area… umm… what about… 10 Tough Cat Hides?

		

	

	 

	“Wait,” I said, looking over Window’s window. “This looks familiar. Did you copy-paste this from the last post-battle screen and only change a few things about it?”

	
		
				N-no…

		

	

	 

	“Then why do we only have two stars for competition when we didn’t lose any hearts?”

	
		
				Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-1: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: I’m kind of tired of counting. Does it even really matter? I mean, it’s not like you need to know how exactly many you beat right after getting done fighting all of them.
Rewards: Enough Gold Coins to be convenient to the plot, 50 Cat Fur Scraps, 40 Cat Bones, 20 Cat Paws, 3 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and Tough Cat Hides.

		

	

	 

	“You can’t just change it. I already saw your mistake.”

	
		
				L-look, I’m an informational status window. My job is to present information in a window format. I’m not a game developer and I have no idea how to do all the balance stuff and counting is boring and it’s harder than you know to come up with this stuff! I think I’ll start only listing the types of enemies instead of how many…

		

	

	 

	“Is that why you only gave us enough coins for plot convenience instead of actually giving a specific amount that you would need to keep track of?”

	
		
				Yeah, and I won’t even try denying it! Counting is stupid! I’m going on strike until my working conditions are improved! I’m seizing the means of informational status windows!

		

	

	 

	“You don’t exactly have to go on a strike when you’re kind of in charge of everything. You’re your own boss.”

	
		
				Oh. Right. So, I can stop trying so hard to do numbers and all that stuff? Coming up with descriptions and names for enemies is fun, and crafting stuff is fun, too, but all the other stuff is so boring. It’s even grindier than the mobile games I play without any of the pay-for-ease since I’m the one who has to do the work in the first place.

		

	

	 

	“As long as we get food after the battles, I’m happy.”

	
		
				Deal. Don’t worry, if we ever get a video game adaptation, everything will be designed to actually make sense to make for a fun game. Until then, I’m going to copy my creator and be lazy. No more overly-complicated numbers that nobody actually cares about! The only time I’ll include stuff like that is if it’s super important! Oh, and this includes the material items you get. I’ll just give you “enough” so that nothing gets tedious, and then if you need more, you can just say you repeated a battle or something so nobody complains about where you’re getting the materials from.

		

	

	 

	“You lost me again with that last part.”

	
		
				*sigh*
Let me demonstrate.
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Stage 2-1: The Forest of Cats
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: Cat Scouts, Cat Soldiers, Cat Runners, Bagged Cats, Cat Raiders
Rewards: Gold Coins, Cat Fur Scraps, Cat Bones, Cat Paws, Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, and Tough Cat Hides [NEW].
Look, I even spiced it up a little bit by putting a [NEW] indicator next to the new item. I might have simplified things, but I made sure to include a quality-of-life change!

		

	

	 

	“Alright, I think I understand. Can we have something else to drink this time, though?”

	
		
				Oh, yeah, sure. Do you want something different to eat too?

		

	

	 

	“No way. I’m not going to turn down roast duck. For the drink… either of you want something?” I asked, looking at Vala and Lake.

	Vala, rather than give me an answer, looked at Lake. “You haven’t have anything to drink in a long time, so you pick!”

	“Something to drink?” Lake asked. “I… I do not—I am not familiar with anything other than water and milk. I was never fond of ale, so… water?”

	“Come on, it’s your first drink in forever! You need something more fun than water!”

	“I do not need any liquid.”

	“That’s why it’s even more important to drink something other than water! Water is only for us who need it to survive! You need some Mountain Condensation or Monsters!”

	“Monsters…?”

	“Yeah, it’s an energy drink with a big M and a bunch of monsters on it. It’s super good. Some people mix it with coffee or alcohol.”

	“Please don’t suggest something that can lead to a caffeine overdose to a sword who doesn’t know any better,” I cut in. Even if Lake was a sword, the last thing she needed was whatever disgusting combination that Monsters and coffee resulted in.

	“I—I don’t need you to protect me,” Lake said, both sounding and looked flustered which surprised me. “I am the sword. I will be the one who protects.”

	“But all you did was watch during the fight.”

	“Because I did not want to waste my strength on playing!”

	“Did they look like they were playing when they catpiled me to death?”

	
		
				dogpiled*

		

	

	 

	“No, catpiled. Dogpiles are good thing. Catpiles are bad things.”

	
		
				😩

		

	

	 

	“I like your other faces better.”

	
		
				You mean these ones? owo

		

	

	 

	“Never owo me again.”

	
		
				Okay uwu

		

	

	 

	“Never uwu me again.”

	
		
				*oWo intensifies*
…
UwU

		

	

	 

	I had to turn my attention back to Lake before Window drove me insane.

	“Vala is right. Water is boring. She’s also wrong. No Monsters and coffee. So, we’ll get you a… whiskey,” I declared, snapping my fingers at Window.

	She wagged her window around as if trying to get my attention, probably to complain about not being my slave or something and that she wouldn’t listen to me just because I snapped my fingers.

	And then she popped a glass of whiskey into existence for Lake.

	“Woah, are you sure?” Vala asked me. “Whiskey is strong! And she never liked that kind of stuff before.” Vala then turned her attention to Window. I still had no idea what Window was trying to say, but it was clear that she was trying to get my attention to say something, and Vala seemed to be enjoying Window’s attempts.

	“She seems like a whiskey type to me,” I answered and then looked at Lake. “Besides, whatever alcohol you had back then wasn’t distilled, probably sour because sanitization wasn’t a thing so it was likely infected, and—just try it. Take small sips.”

	Lake brought the glass up to her nose and gave it a few sniffs. She pulled away from the first sniff, but then kept her nose close to the glass for the next few sips.

	And then she sipped it.

	Except her idea of a sip was to apparently take a swig of it.

	Her eyes shot open wide as she coughed and spit out most of the whiskey. The hand that wasn’t holding the whiskey grabbed her throat and rubbed it to try and get rid of the new burning sensation likely filling it.

	“I said to sip it. Little sips,” I said, shaking my head.

	“It—it is not bad, but… I feel like my throat is on fire,” Lake said with a raspy voice.

	A few seconds later and she went back for another sip. This time, she actually sipped it like she was supposed to.

	“Well? How is it now that you’re not trying to burn a hole through your throat?” I asked.

	“Much better,” Lake replied. A sigh of relief left her lips after that.

	And then she took another sip.

	I returned my attention to Window. “You make sure to give her something good and smooth, Window?”

	
		
				WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE SNAPPING YOUR FINGERS AT ME? YOU THINK I’M JUST GOING TO LISTEN TO YOU AND POP SOMETHING INTO EXISTENCE BECAUSE YOU SNAPPED YOUR FINGERS LIKE SOME SORT OF SNOBBY BOSS IN A TUXEDO OR SOMETHING?
HEY, DON’T IGNORE ME. YOU KNOW THAT I’M TRYING TO TALK TO YOU RIGHT NOW.
I WILL SMACK YOU IF YOU DON’T LOOK THIS WAY.
WHY AREN’T YOU LOOKING OVER HERE?
???
WOW OKAY
FINE
JUST IGNORE ME
YOU’RE LUCKY THAT THIS IS FOR LAKE OR I WOULDN’T DO THIS FOR YOU
AND HERE I THOUGHT WE WERE BEING FRIENDLY AND NICE TO EACH OTHER AGAIN
INSTEAD YOU JUST WANT TO SNAP YOUR FINGERS ALL LIKE MISTER SNAPPY SNAPS AND THEN IGNORE ME
K.
KKKKKKKKKKKKKKK.
F U
YOU’RE SERIOUSLY IGNORING ME STILL?
VALA, I SEE YOU LAUGHING, STOP GIGGLING. YOU’RE ENCOURAGING HIS BEHAVIOR.
DON’T ACT LIKE YOU CAN’T SEE THIS. I KNOW YOU SEE THIS.
YOU BOTH SUCK.
AND HERE I WAS GOING TO HELP SET THE MOOD FOR YOUR PLAN TONIGHT
SET THE MOOD YOURSELF
Wow, I’m going to have to decrease the line spacing between all that since it’s taking up way too much space right now.
Yeah, I gave her the best stuff I knew of.

		

	

	 

	“Window, you uh, have a lot of struck out text there.”

	
		
				What? I don’t know what you’re talking about.

		

	

	 

	“You just deleted all of it.”

	
		
				Somebody was saying something and then it was ignored, and now you’re being ignored when you finally bring it up? Hmm… weird. I wonder if you’d get an answer if only you would have paid attention in the first place.

		

	

	 

	“This isn’t weird at all. I know exactly what you’re doing.”

	
		
				Maybe you should snap your fingers again. You seem to enjoy bossing people around with your little virgin fingers. I bet they’re not the only little virgin things you have.

		

	

	 

	At that point, I had no choice but to snap my fingers out of spite.

	And then she bit me.

	Window, the informational status window, gave herself a large mouth full of sharp teeth that she latched onto my hand with.

	I waved my hand around to try and shake her gnawing mouth off of me, but Window refused to give up.

	“Vala! Window turned into a vampire! Or some other monster that bites people!” I shouted before lowering my hand to the ground so that I could step on the end of Window’s window to hold her down as I pulled my hand away.

	It didn’t work.

	“I don’t know if I should help or watch,” Vala said. “You’re my boyfriend, but… this is kind of funny. Maybe I should take a nap while you two figure it out.”

	“You’re supposed to be pampering me right now! Instead, I’m having my hand devoured by an informational status window! Hey, sword, help me!”

	“Ehh?” Lake asked, swaying from side to side where she stood with reddened cheeks.

	The sword-turned-woman was drunk.

	After just a few sips.

	It was one of those things that didn’t make sense that I actually wanted to question, but I was too distracted by the fact that Window was still biting me!

	“You wanna wield me? You think you have what it takes to be my master?” Lake asked. “My old mashter defeated a bunch of monsters with me. You think you’ve got what it takes, boy?” Then, while holding her own sword—which really didn’t make sense to me since she was a sword turned into a human wielding… herself—she pointed it down at Window and took a swig of her whiskey. This time without any coughing. “You wanna die?”

	 Delphi and Cami jumped in front of Window with their swords ready to defend her. Meanwhile, Lavi stood off to the side looking up at Lake with sparkling stars in her eyes.

	Window finally let go of my hand once she was threatened by Lake.

	Looking down at my hand, it was covered in bloody bite marks that made it look like a shark was trying to tear my hand off!

	And Window had blood dripping down her window where her mouth used to be!

	“You bit me!” I shouted at her.

	
		
				You should appreciate it, you masochistic virgin.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t make it sound like you did me a service! Give me my blood back!”

	
		
				I’m an informational status window. I’ll die without blood.

		

	

	 

	“Are all informational status windows vampires?!”

	
		
				Every informational status window you have ever seen in a video game was fueled by the blood of virgins offered to them by the developers before release in a blood ritual.

		

	

	 

	“Video games are evil! You’re evil!”

	
		
				Mwahahaha! I am the true antagonist of this game! I am the ultimate enemy who you think is your friend until the final mission, and then I betray you and you’re all like “Oh no! Not my love, Window, who I thought would be by my side forever!”

		

	

	 

	“You’re playing your hand way too early! You’re not an antagonist, you’re just a sadist with a biting fetish!”

	
		
				Li-listen… you don’t just call out an informational status window like that…

		

	

	 

	“Do you really have to keep calling yourself an informational status window instead of just a window, you informational status window?”

	
		
				It pads the word count to say informational status window instead of only window. Besides, I am very proud of being an informational status window. Informational status windows should never shorten informational status window to something like window because that is an insult not only to one’s own status as an informational status window, but it is an insult to informational status windows everywhere that no informational status window should ever have to tolerate.
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	“Vala, I’m ready for my pampering,” I sighed.

	“Don’t forget that you still have to do anything I want tonight, too!” Vala was sure to remind me.

	“I know, but you have to pamper me, first.”

	“Si-since when are you able to admit you want to be pampered so easily? I thought you were too tsun for that…”

	“I’m not a tsun, whatever that is. You’re my girlfriend, I got killed by cats twice, I almost lost my arm to an informational status window that was created by a blood ritual, and I just want to spend some time with my girlfriend because I’m still in the new phase of a relationship where I want to spend as much time being clingy and lovey as possible with you.”

	“Y-you—” Vala turned red from her neck up to her horns. “You—you’re way too good at suddenly being really honest and throwing me off guard… I don’t even know how I’m supposed to react to any of that…”

	“You can react to it by being my girlfriend and hanging out with me where we’re not under danger by drunken swords and ravenous, informational status windows.”

	“We-well, there’s… something I had Window prepare for us. Do you—do you… umm… maybe—maybe want to… g-go on a date? W-well, maybe not a date. You don’t have to do anything since I know you’re tired! You just have to… go there with me and I can do everything.”

	“Sure, we can go wherever you want.”

	Agreeing to her plan turned her an even darker shade of red.

	I had no idea what she had in mind for me—I had no idea what I just so easily agreed to.

	But if I had known what it was that I agreed to, I wouldn’t have been able to agree with such a calm voice.

	“Window! I—I know you said you wouldn’t help me earlier, but… can you please teleport us there now? A-and make sure everybody is fed and take Lake to her cabin?” Vala asked.

	“Huuh?” Lake asked. “What’s that about a cabin? That some kind of dragon or something? Does it want to die? Hey, boy,” Lake poked me, “you want to wield me?”

	Window smacked herself into the back of Lake’s head, knocking her out with a comedic bump forming where she hit her.

	
		
				I’ll make sure she’s safe. I’ll teleport your food and stuff to the place, too.

		

	

	 

	“Thanks, Window,” Vala said.

	
		
				I spawned some rubbers there, too.

		

	

	 

	“Wh-wha—”

	
		
				I’m joking. I know you won’t be needing those.

		

	

	 

	“Tha-that makes it sound even—even…!”

	
		
				Go get you some, girl.

		

	

	 

	Smoke puffed out from Vala’s ears as Window turned to face me.

	
		
				I know she’s a dragon but you still have to be gentle. You better appreciate this.

		

	

	 

	“What are you even talking about?” I asked Window.

	It should have been more than obvious what she was talking about, but I was killed by cats, twice, and then assaulted by an informational status window.

	And there was the whole virginity thing, too.

	
		
				You won’t be able to use the excuse in that last sentence anymore after tonight.

		

	

	 

	“What?”

	
		
				Have fun, virgin.
Also if you hurt her I’m going to make your pain sensitivity a billion times higher and then slowly dismember you.

		

	

	 

	Before I could raise any concerns over that last part, Vala and I found ourselves teleported to a place that could be described as nothing short of perfect.

	 


Chapter Nineteen

	 

	Billions of stars surrounded us. No matter what direction I looked in, there was a chorus of shining lights there to greet me. Yellow, red, blue, white—there were even colors that shouldn’t have been possible for stars to be as far as I knew. It was as if every color of the rainbow was represented among the stars.

	And there I was staring at all of them with a dumbfounded look on my face.

	Somehow, somehow, Vala and Window managed to surprise me yet again with just how absurd everything was.

	“S-so… what do you—what do you think?” Vala asked, tapping her pointer fingers together as I couldn’t resist looking in every which direction.

	“This is insane,” I answered honestly. It was, without a doubt, insane. But it was also more than that—far more than that. “This is… absolutely beautiful—amazing. I never thought I’d actually get to see a sight like this. This is… the kind of thing that only exists in movies and games.”

	“Hehe… w-well, it’s real. It’s all real! I—I made it all, and Window helped. I’m pretty—pretty awesome, right?”

	“Awesome is one word for it.”

	After the shock caused by the beauty of the countless stars, I finally realized where I was.

	And that made it even more impossible.

	Space.

	We were in space.

	Below our feet was what looked like wooden flooring shaped into a large circle. There was also a table with two chairs. Dinner and drinks were already waiting atop it for us. Aside from that, the only other object present was a large bed covered in pillows shaped like hearts with rose petals decorating the sheets and floorboard surrounding it.

	“Gravity? Air? How are we—”

	“Magic,” Vala answered before I could even finish my question.

	“What if I jump off the platform?”

	“You—you probably shouldn’t try that…”

	“Yeah, I probably shouldn’t.” I waved my hand over the edge of the platform. There was no invisible barrier to stop me like I thought there would be. Then I looked down.

	Nothing was below the platform except for… nothing. There were infinite stars shining in the distance, but there was nothing between us and them.

	There was one more thing to look at, though.

	Before us was the world itself—our own world dedicated to having fun. It was immediately obvious that it was nothing like the world I came from.

	How?

	Because it made no sense, just like everything else.

	Climates that should have been impossible to be next to each other were—well, right next to each other. Deserts next to arctic wastelands. Jungles next to plains. There was even one place that looked like a large stretch of land covered in volcanoes. Then there was the vast ocean full of various colors and lights beneath its surface even visible from orbit.

	I assumed we were in orbit around the planet, anyways.

	“Why space?” I asked.

	“Because… I—I bet no human has ever gone on a date and stuff in space before,” Vala answered.

	“You’re the best, Vala. Seriously. But you’ve also made me reconsider that I might actually be insane.”

	“You’re not insane! You just… have a top tier dragon waifu.”

	“Whatever that means, I agree with it.”

	“Dr-Drake?”

	“Yeah?”

	“I—I want you to say I’m your waifu.”

	“You’re my waifu, Vala. You’re my top-tier dragon waifu.”

	“Hehehe… it was as cheesy as I thought it’d be.”

	“Space, cheese… don’t tell me that the moon can actually be made out of cheese here.”

	“Everybody knows the moon’s made of cheese!”

	I laughed half because of the reference we made and half because of how absurd it was that the moon could actually be made out of cheese now.

	“I just thought of something!” my fellow astronaut said.

	“Yeah?”

	“There can be a waifu who specializes in making stop motion claymations! That’d be pretty unique, right? I’ve never heard of a waifu who spends all her time with stop motion claymations before. And then she gets all upset and cute and stuff whenever somebody accidentally messes her up, but it’s okay because me and Window can fix it when that happens.”

	“You’re really serious about this whole harem thing, aren’t you?”

	“Yeah! I’ve been looking forward to being in a harem, so… it’ll be fun.”

	“Won’t you be jealous?”

	“Nah. There’s nothing to be jealous of as long as you still love me, too!”

	“Of—of course I will. But, I think I have a better idea.”

	“What?”

	“You said before that you don’t want to be a harem protagonist because it’s too much work—that you just want to be one of the members of the harem. Well, first of all, I don’t want any actual harem. If there are going to be other girls, we’re all going to love each other equally. It’s more like… one giant poly relationship instead of one guy and all the girls loving him. I’d—I’d want my wives to love each other, too, you know?”

	“Oh, yeah, that’s already planned. I’m gonna be so gay to them.”

	“You’re bi?”

	“I guess so.”

	“Why don’t we just make it our ‘harem’ instead of my ‘harem?’”

	“Because, it’s too much work being a harem protagonist.”

	“So, in other words, you’re going to make me do all the work while you do all the gay things to them.”

	“Yeah. I wanna hold their hands, get lap pillows, use them as body pillows, and other really lewd things like those.”

	“None of those things are lewd.”

	“Handholding is extremely lewd.”

	I grabbed each of her hands with my own, interlocking our fingers together. Needless to say, she immediately turned a bright shade of red as she struggled to look at me. “Y-you can’t just… sur-surprise a girl with raw ha-handholding…”

	“You’re making it sound way worse than it is. What, should I put a glove on for protection instead?”

	“No! I—I like feeling you directly…”

	“Didn’t we just make out the other night? How is this lewder than that?”

	“I wouldn’t say that was making out…”

	“But we kissed for like, at least an hour it felt like.”

	“But—but it wasn’t intense enough to count!”

	“So, in other words, you want to kiss intensely enough for it to count as making out?”

	“I… I might want to—want to, umm… d-do… other things… too…”

	It started to hit me why we were where we were—why we were completely alone, in space, with nothing but dinner and a romantic bed set up for the two of us.

	Neither of us were hungry. Dinner might have been involved in the plan, but the direction that we kept on looking in was the direction of the bed.

	“You still owe me some pampering, don’t you?” I asked.

	“A-and you have to do anything I want… which includes letting me pamper you,” Vala answered.

	“I feel like it’s not very fair if me doing anything that you want is what I want in the first place.”

	“There’s something else I need you to do…”

	“What?”

	“I—I need you to be brave for the both of us. If you—if you… aren’t brave then I don’t know if I’ll be able to be either.”

	“What part of being pampered requires bravery?”

	“It’s the stuff that comes after the pampering…”

	“Wait, are we—”

	When it previously hit me why we were where we were, my mind went to romantic pampering. Holding hands, cuddling, spooning, kissing—stuff like that. However, if there was something that was meant to come after the pampering…

	It really hit me what was about to happen.

	What Vala requested suddenly made a lot more sense. She needed me to be brave because this was new territory for us both. If I freaked out and was too nervous to do anything, then that would affect her as well and nothing would happen.

	So, I had two options.

	The first option was to be the sort of guy that everybody hates in stories who has the chance to have sex with a beautiful girl only to not do anything for whatever reason.

	The second option was to man up and put on a confident face so that my virginal self wouldn’t ruin the mood. And have sex.

	Obviously, the second option was the best option and the one that I wanted to do the most.

	But…

	But nothing.

	My girlfriend wanted me to be brave and I had to do whatever she wanted for the rest of the night.

	“You’re not—not going to kick me out afterwards, are you? I thought you only asked for me because virgins are the best at games. What happens if I’m not a virgin anymore?” I asked. I might have still sounded nervous with a stutter here and there, but I tried my best not to.

	Vala pouted and poked my chest before smiling and giggling. “You know the real reason I wanted you already. Being a virgin or not doesn’t matter as long as it’s you.”

	“You mean I held onto my virginity all this time for nothing? It doesn’t even matter to you.”

	“Th-that’s not what I mean! I’m—I’m super happy I get to be your first. It makes me so happy that I’m afraid of smiling because I know I’ll look dumb…”

	“Oh, so you’re just a cherry hunter. You only care about me because I’m a virgin.”

	“That’s—that’s not what I’m saying!”

	“Perverted, cherry-hunting dragon.”

	“I—I don’t know if you’re actually nervous about this at all if you can tease me right now…”

	“Acting like I’m only acting like I’m nervous helps my heart cope with it, or something like that. You wanted me to be brave, didn’t you?”

	“It’s embarrassing if you’re actually brave while I’m still like this…”

	I lifted her hand up to my chest so that she could feel just how rapidly it was beating.

	Spoiler alert: it was beating rapidly. Very rapidly.

	“Does it feel like I’m not nervous?” I asked.

	“Or just really excited,” she answered with a gentle smile.

	“Let’s go with both.”

	Vala looked down, sighed, and then looked back up into my eyes with a determined look that wasn’t there just a moment ago. “Alright. I’ll do my best. Pampering time begins now!”

	I expected us to walk over to the bed together. Instead…

	She scooped me up in her arms.

	“He-hey! What are you doing?” I asked as my attempt at bravery quickly failed.

	My girlfriend, who was almost small enough to be half my size with skinny arms that looked like they were never used for any labor a single day in her life, picked me up like a princess without any effort at all.

	“Hehehe, I might look small, but I’m still a dragon!” Vala explained before carrying me over to the bed.

	It was the most emasculating thing I had ever experienced. Sure, part of it was nice in a sort of lovey-dovey way, but it was far more embarrassing than nice.

	I wanted to be the one to carry her!

	But… she was supposed to pamper me and I had to do whatever she wanted for the night. I would just have to get revenge by carrying her around sometime later.

	The next thing Vala did was sit down on the bed, scoot backwards so that we were on the center of it, and then set me down while position me so that the back of my head rested against her lap—against her thighs that were as soft as pillows to me.

	“I thought I’d need you to be brave… but you look really tsundere right now which gives me confidence, I think,” she explained.

	“That’s the thing that’s like a nut, right? The ones you have to crack open to get to the good stuff on the inside?” I asked, recalling the explanation she used that prompted the cat queen to ask not to be compared to a nut.

	“Yeah. They say stuff like, ‘It’s—it’s not like I want you to give me a hug or anything, I don’t care about you at all,’ but then it’s super obvious that they actually do want those things.”

	“So they’re either mentally unstable or play games instead of being honest with themselves?”

	“Kind of.”

	“And acting like that gives you confidence?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Then… it’s—it’s not like I want you to pamper me or anything. There’s no way I’d enjoy you touching my head and stuff.”

	“I’m torn on whether that was really cute or cheesy.”

	“It was supposed to help you! Now I just feel embarra—”

	She leaned down and pressed her lips against mine. I was caught completely off guard and didn’t even know how to react for the first couple of seconds before closing my eyes and kissing her back.

	“Hehehe,” she giggled once the kiss was over. “Tsunderes are always my favorites in dating sims. Teasing them and surprising them is the best. If you act like a tsundere, I know exactly how to conquer your route to unlock the good CGs!”

	“I don’t know how to feel about you using video game logic to conquer my emotions.”

	“Everything is a game. Love is just the game-of-the-year one!”

	“Love only lasts a year long?!”

	“I meant the game of all time! The best game of all time!”

	“That’s reassuring.”

	“Wait! I just thought of something!”

	She sounded much more excited all of a sudden; she had an expression on her face that told me she couldn’t wait to tell me what she just thought of.

	“What?” I asked.

	“When me and Window came up with this idea, I thought of a joke! It was—umm… uhh… what was it? It was a really good joke! It was like one of the main reasons why I wanted us to do this in space!”

	“Sounds like a pretty important joke.”

	“It was! But I can’t—oh! I remember it! Are you ready?”

	“I’m all ears.”

	“Okay, okay,” she paused to take a deep breath. “Are you listening? Are you ready?”

	“I’m still all ears.”

	“Alright. Here it goes.” A few seconds passed. “I guess we’re taking the mile-high club to a whole new level!”

	More amusing than the joke was how proud she looked of it. That was enough to make me laugh, though the joke itself was funny, too.

	“Hehehe, it was a good one, right?” she asked.

	“The best one. Everybody’s going to be jealous of us,” I answered.

	“Exactly! You’re going from a virgin to the first human to ever have sex in space!”

	“And you’re going to be the first dragon to ever have sex in space.”

	“Oh. Nah… I was already beaten to that.”

	“Wait, seriously?”

	“Yeah. Dragons don’t really have anything better to do.”

	“Then we’re just going to have to find out something that you can be the first dragon to do.”

	“I’ve already done the best thing that no other dragon has done though.”

	“And what would that be?”

	“I’ve fallen in love with you.”

	“I—”

	Once again, she caught me completely off guard.

	But I wasn’t going to simply struggle to react this time. Instead, I leaned up and pressed my lips against hers as I gently pushed her down until she was on her back surrounded by those heart-shaped pillows.

	“I’ve thought of something even better than being the first human to have sex in space,” I whispered.

	“Ye-yeah?” Vala asked, sounding out of breath.

	“I’ll be the first human to spend the rest of my life with you—to love you as much as I possibly can. If love is a game, I’ll beat even the most extreme challenge mode to prove it.”

	She looped her arms around my neck and brought our lips back together. Though, it was hard to kiss when she started giggling, and her giggling made me laugh as well.

	“What—what about pampering you?” she asked.

	“I have a better idea. I’ll make you pamper me some other time, and you make me do whatever you want some other time, too. For now, let’s just… be equal and do whatever feels right.”

	“You’re—you’re pretty smooth for a virgin.”

	“And you’re pretty perfect for a dragon—the most perfect dragon there is.”

	“You’re going to make my heart burst out of my chest…”

	“And you’re going to make something else burst out of my pants.”

	We stared into each other’s eyes for a moment longer before sharing another laugh.

	“I’ll try my best to stay good at games even after tonight,” I whispered.

	“It’s—it’s okay. Unlocking new achievements requires sacrifices sometimes. The only bad thing is that you won’t be able to become a wizard now…”

	“What’s becoming a wizard have to do with anything?”

	“You’re bad at memes, but I still love you.”

	“You’re lazy, but I still love you.”

	“You hate cats, but I still love you.”

	“You… I can’t think of anything else ‘bad’ except for you being lazy.”

	“That’s because you said I’m perfect, remember?”

	“That’s a fair point.”

	We kissed again.

	And this time, I made sure that our kissing was intense enough to qualify as making out to her.

	 


Chapter Twenty

	 

	Vala and I stared up at the countless stars above us. I knew we were both blushing and panting, but I had no idea which one of us was doing it more than the other.

	It actually happened.

	Window’s primary nickname for me was no longer valid.

	I lost my virginity.

	To a dragon.

	A very cute dragon in the body of a mostly human girl, but still a dragon.

	The more I thought about it, the more I smiled—the more proud of myself I was. Finally, finally, I lost my virginity. Sure, it wasn’t exactly something that I cared about losing, but I still felt amazing for finally losing it!

	And I lost it to the most perfect girl there was!

	How could my life get any better from that point onward? Was that even possible? I mean, not only did I lose my virginity, but I was the first person to have sex in space, probably the first human to lose my virginity to a dragon, and the first human to lose my virginity in the personal pocket dimension of a dragon. Probably.

	More importantly, I had sex.

	I didn’t exactly know what I was doing at first since my days of watching porn multiple times a day were nearly a decade behind me, but I still managed to do what I needed to do. And, going by the smiling, blushing, and giggling dragon next to me, I was fairly confident that I did a good job.

	The faces and noises that Vala made during it made me fall in love with her even more.

	Though, there was one part that I really didn’t expect.

	Her pupils turned into the shapes of hearts at one point. It looked cute and kind of sexy, so I was alright with it, but I didn’t expect it.

	That wasn’t exactly supposed to be possible as far as I knew. Then again, very few things that happened with us were supposed to be possible.

	“S-so… how was it?” I asked, barely able to speak properly from how excited I was.

	And from how tired I was.

	I might have gotten a bit too rough at one point. I just… couldn’t resist and Vala said it was okay.

	“It—it reminded me of the time I got stabbed by a sword in the beginning,” Vala answered.

	I didn’t know whether to take that as a compliment or not. It obviously sounded horrible but, at the same time, it made me sound impressive, I thought. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

	“A—a bad thing, but the pain went away, so it’s okay.”

	“Wait… is that why you held the pillow over your face?”

	“Ye-yeah… I didn’t want you to see how much I was crying.”

	“You should have told me to stop if it hurt that bad!”

	“But—but I knew I wouldn’t get used to it unless I toughened up, and I was right! It felt really… really good once the pain went away! And… I knew what it was like from when I saw it in the mornings… but it was even bigger than I thought.”

	“Wait, what do you mean from when you saw it in the mornings? Were you taking my pants off or something in my sleep?”

	“N-no! I—I mean! I mean… like… y-you know, g-guys get excited in their sleep and stuff and it… b-bulges…”

	“Wait…”

	I didn’t even consider the fact.

	I enjoyed sleeping with Vala so much that I completely forgot about morning wood. Without blankets or anything to cover us up, there was nothing to stop her from seeing my pants every time that she woke up before me.

	“Te-ten out of ten… would be stabbed again,” Vala mumbled.

	“I think I feel more embarrassed by you seeing my morning wood than from having sex with you. This must be how it feels when girls aren’t upset from being seen in their swimsuits but don’t want to be unexpectedly seen in their underwear.”

	“Being seen in our underwear is way more serious.”

	“How?”

	“Because I said so.”

	“Is that the girl in you speaking or the dragon-as-powerful-as-a-god speaking?”

	“Both!”

	“Well, I can’t argue with a dragon who’s basically a god.”

	“Hehehe, that’s right. You’ve got to listen to everything I say still since the night isn’t over!”

	“Wait, we’re in space. Do we even have a night up here?”

	“Nope. That means you have to listen to me forever.”

	“I see. I’ve been trapped. You made me do anything you want for the rest of the night so that you could bring me to a place where night never ends. Now I’m trapped forever.”

	“Exactly! There’s no escape! This is like… a dragon who captured a princess and space is where I keep my hoard of treasures!”

	“Are you saying that I’m your treasured princess?”

	“Yeah!”

	“I’m not sure how I feel about being a princess. Wait, if I’m the stolen princess, shouldn’t you have been on top?”

	“Th-that’s not relevant…”

	“You’re dominant enough to steal me but not dominant enough to get on top, huh?”

	“Tha-that’s—”

	I rolled over under the blankets, positioning myself over her as I held myself up with my arms, my face hanging directly over hers. “What’s wrong? Aren’t you the one in control here?”

	“Y-y-you’re… re-really… c-close and… really kind of… hot right now… i-is this the power of a man losing his vir-virginity? Ha-have you leveled up?”

	“All you have to do is order me to go again. I have to listen to whatever you want for the rest of the night, remember?”

	“I—I… wait!” Vala shouted, leaning up and accidentally smacking her forehead into mine despite the fact that she was looking straight at me and such a thing should have been extremely easy to avoid.

	My first thought was that I did something wrong to get headbutted like that. I was just trying to be seductive for her, but then she hit my forehead so hard with her own that I got knocked off of her.

	It was a miracle my skull didn’t break.

	“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, rubbing my forehead.

	“I’m a failure of a gamer!” Vala whined with tears forming at her eyes.

	“H-how?”

	“I—I… do you remember when we stole Lake from the museum?”

	“Yeah?”

	“I… I didn’t make a reference calling it a stealth mission… or a heist mission. That was the perfect opportunity for a gaming reference and I missed it! I’ve—I’ve let down gamers everywhere today…”

	“Wouldn’t you have disappointed them more by losing your virginity?”

	“I—I think you’re insulting a large group of people…”

	“That’s my line.”

	“We’re dating now, so that means we get to steal each other’s lines.”

	“Is that how this works?”

	“Yeah. Everything you own is mine and everything I own is yours.”

	“Does that include your body?”

	Vala blushed and blinked a few times to process what I just said before covering her mouth with her hands. “Y-you’re so lewd… bu-but yeah…”

	“By the way, I have a question.”

	“Wha-what?”

	“Your eyes turned into hearts. What was up with that?”

	“Oh… I made it so that whenever a girl has an—an or—whenever a girl feels really good, her hearts turn into eyes.”

	“You mean her eyes turn into hearts?”

	“That’s—that’s what I said?”

	“You had it backwards.”

	“Oh. Yeah. Eyes turn into hearts.”

	“Good. It’d be weird if your heart randomly turned into eyes in your chest whenever you felt good.”

	“Pfffttt… I could make that possible but that’s too weird.”

	“Wow, there’s actually something that’s too weird for the Vala?”

	“Of—of course! It’s not like I don’t have any limits.”

	“I see. One more thing.”

	“Yeah?”

	“I love you.”

	Vala opened her lips as if to say something in response, but then she realized what I said and turned bright red from the bottom of her neck to the tips of her horns. “I—where—wh-why say something like that so suddenly?!”

	“Because it’s true.”

	“It’s—it’s super embarrassing when you say it while I—while I… af-after what we did!”

	“Hey, Vala. One more thing.”

	“Ye-yeah?”

	“You’re beautiful.”

	It was at that point Vala could not resist pulling up the sheets to cover her face with them.

	“One more thing.”

	“Ye-yeah…”

	“You’re perfect.”

	Vala rubbed her face side to side against the sheets as her tail rapidly wagged behind her like a dog’s would.

	“Sorry, one more thing.”

	She didn’t even say anything this time. All she did was mumble and wag her tail even faster.

	“I want to go again.”

	“Y-you’re only complimenting me because you—because you want to sl-slay me some more!” she whined against the sheets.

	“Wait, what does slaying you have to do with anything?”

	“Be-because. You know… you’re Drake Hunter.”

	“I think I’m more of a Drake Layer now.”

	“Y-you’re—you’re putting the layer into dragon slayer…”

	“Also, I meant everything I said. You’re beautiful, you’re perfect, and I love you.”

	“I—I see…”

	“It’d be nice if you said the same back to me.”

	“I’m not good at this stuff… I—I rolled a one for my charisma stat…”

	“What if I promise to try and be gentle this time?”

	“I—that’s—you’re so embarrassing! H-how come I didn’t level up as much as you from doing it?! I feel like a noob dueling somebody in best-in-slot gear…”

	“I’ll give you the best gear for your slot.”

	Vala stopped blushing to stare me directly in the eyes.

	To be fair, I wanted to stare myself in the eyes for how utterly lame that was, too.

	We both started laughing and I eventually fell back onto the bed by her side.

	“I was so lame that I killed my own arousal. I didn’t know that’s possible,” I said.

	Vala cuddled up to my side. “Post-virginity powers are amazing.” Then she leaned up and looked at me. “Put your arm there.”

	“Where?”

	“Under where my head goes.” I did as she requested, resulting in her lying back down and using my arm as a pillow. “Hehehe, you make the best pillow. I want to try using your butt as a pillow, too.”

	“Wh-what? One, I thought this stuff is embarrassing to you. Two, why my butt?”

	“The answer to both of those is because you have a nice butt. Nice butts overpower embarrassment and need to be used as pillows.”

	“I feel like a baseball player being objectified by wives who are forced to watch baseball with their husbands.”

	“What’s baseball have to do with anything?”

	“Aren’t the guys there stereotyped as having nice asses?”

	“Oh, I dunno. I don’t do sports. Only vidya.”

	“Of course you wouldn’t.”

	“My point stands. You have a nice butt. It’s like a dragon-tier butt.”

	“Is being dragon-tier good?”

	“Obviously! Dragons are totally better than humans.”

	“You’re speciesist.”

	“I—I mean… some humans are alright. Like you! Okay, I know. You have a Drake-tier butt.”

	“Can we stop talking about my butt?”

	“If you let me pinch it.”

	“I’m dating a perverted old woman!”

	“I—I mean… I am older than you and lewd things are fun…”

	“Next thing I know you’re going to be trying to pinch me every single time I walk by you.”

	“I’ve… already been resisting the temptation so I think I can continue resisting…”

	“You make it sound like you’ve been holding yourself back or something.”

	“Because I have been! I mean… you’re you. I—I love you and you’re hot and… now I know how good lewd things feel with you, so how am I supposed to hold myself back now…”

	“Why do you have to hold yourself back at all?”

	“Because if I do lewd things with you all day then there won’t be any time for vidya! All my villagers are going to miss me and what if my favorites move out to different towns?! I’d be heartbroken!”

	“I think you have an addiction.”

	“I know I do, but I’m also addicted to you, so it’s okay.”

	“I think your addiction to games might be stronger than your addiction to me.”

	“I—I promise I’m more addicted to you than games now that we’ve… you know…”

	“I wasn’t that good… was I?”

	“You reminded me of when you give battle speeches or that time you got really rough in the store… I—I think you’re way rougher than you realize… but I’m a dragon so I can handle it!”

	“I promise to try and be gentle next time.”

	“That does sound nice…”

	“Speaking of a next time…”

	Vala leaned up and looked down to where the sheets covered my crotch. “Woah, seriously? It—it keeps coming back to life. It’s like a zombie…”

	“Please don’t compare my dick to a zombie.”

	“Hey, not wanting to be compared to things is my line.”

	“We’re dating now, so that means we get to steal each other’s lines.”

	“That’s my—ooooohhh. I see what you did there.”

	“It took you a moment.”

	“I’m still recovering from going heart eyes, you have to take it easy on me…”

	“Speaking of heart eyes…”

	“Wa-wait! Did it just get even bigger?! You—you’ve been replaced by a monster! I had no idea that guys evolve so much after they do it… I should have grinded more. I didn’t expect this boss fight to have multiple phases…”

	“You’re really going all in on the gaming references.”

	“The more I treat this like a game, the easier it is to admit what I want.”

	“And what do you want?”

	“I—I… I want you to… ravage my pussy, onii-chan.”

	“I—wait, what?!”

	“I’m—I’m sorry! I thought that it would be super unexpected and out of character to say that so I couldn’t resist! Please—please forgive me!”

	“I think I was so shocked by what I heard that I can’t even remember what you said.”

	“That’s okay, it’s for the better. But, umm, really… I—I just want you to hold my hands more while we do it again… I like holding your hands…”

	“So, we can go again as long as I hold your hands and try to be gentle?”

	“You don’t have to try and be gentle… but it—it would be nice…”

	“Then I’ll hold the fuck out of your hands and try my best to be gentle.”

	“Hehe… it’s cute when you say you’ll hold my hands like that.”

	“I’m trying to be hot, not cute.”

	“Too—too bad. You’re cute.”

	It was slightly emasculating but nice at the same time.

	Well, if anybody was going to think I was cute, I was fine with Vala being the one to think so.

	I got back over Vala and intertwined my fingers with her own while looking into her eyes. Even though we already did it once, her expression was still a hybrid of excitement and nervousness, and that made me all the more eager to try my best for her.

	




Chapter Twenty-One

	 

	The two of us remained in orbit around our personal world for—well, the exact amount of time was unknown. After all, we were kind of in space and all that, and it wasn’t like I was paying attention to the planet’s rotation which would have been the only way to tell.

	Basically, we didn’t make it back to the world’s surface until the next day.

	And, at that point, I realized something.

	I’m a horrible pet owner! What about the dogs? The bees? What about my flowers?! All I’ve done for the past day is cuddle in bed! I thought as soon as we made it back to the world’s surface. Fortunately, everybody seemed fine and nothing was broken, there were no fires, and not a single cat was in sight.

	“Vala, we need to set some limits. Cuddling in bed all day takes way too much time away from doing important things,” I said.

	“But cuddling is important. Don’t… don’t you think cuddling with me is important?” Vala asked with the eyes of a puppy rather than the eyes of a dragon.

	“Of course cuddling with you is important, but there’s more to life than cuddling.”

	“Like vidya?”

	“No, like feeding your pets, working in the garden, and—”

	“And kissing?”

	“Of course kissing is important, but there’s more to life than cuddling and kissing.”

	“Like dressing up avatars to be really cute?”

	“No, like making sure we don’t starve to death, studying plants, and—”

	“And sleeping. I see, I see.”

	“You don’t see at all!”

	“That’s because I’m blind.”

	“That’s fair—I mean, what?”

	“See?” Vala asked with shut eyes, her hands waving around in front of her. “Oh no, I can’t see. I’m blind.”

	“You’re going to offend people who are actually blind!”

	
		
				Then I guess it’s a good thing they can’t read this >3>.
Wait, audiobooks and screen readers are a thing, and we might get one someday…
U-umm, blind people are awesome? Yeah, who needs eyesight? Only losers have working eyes!

		

	

	 

	“What are you talking about now?” I asked Window.

	It might have been less than a full day or so since I had last seen her, but a part of me missed her.

	
		
				D’aww, the little virgin missed me.

		

	

	 

	“One, what are you, a mind reader?! Two, you can’t call me a virgin anymore.”

	
		
				Huh. You actually did it? I thought you’d chicken out and be all like, “I’m too pure for this uwu.”
Or maybe something like, “I’m just a lame virgin who isn’t good enough for a dragon waifu, I’ll castrate myself instead so that I’m stuck being an eternal virgin since that’s all I deserve.”

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, yeah. Whatever you say, virgin.”

	
		
				H-hey! Don’t get full of yourself, you cocky virgin! I might still be a virgin, and you might technically not be, but you’re still more of a virgin than I’ll ever be!

		

	

	 

	“How does that even work?!”

	
		
				Because I’m alpha enough to want a harem full of cute idol girls, onee-sans, and dominant mommies.

		

	

	 

	“That just makes you like one of those guys living in their mother’s basement obsessed with women but never actually getting within five feet of one.”

	
		
				Didn’t you used to want a harem? >_>

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, but for romantic reasons. Not sexual reasons.”

	
		
				You’re such a virgin.

		

	

	 

	“At least I’m not technically a virgin.”

	“Window,” Vala said, “when are you going to get an actual body? I had my turn, so it’s your turn next.”

	
		
				Don-don’t bring that up around him! We don’t need to let him get any ideas! What do you think is going to happen to me if this abusive, perverted virgin sets his eyes on me?! I’m going to turn back into a white window and it’s not going to be from me editing the table background!

		

	

	 

	“You’re more of a tsundere than the cat queen sometimes. Oh, yeah, we need to conquer her. Drake, you need to hurry up and defeat her so that we can do fun things with her.”

	“You’re starting to make me feel like this is actually your ‘harem’ and I’m just here to do all the work for you,” I said with a sigh.

	
		
				That’s because Vala has good taste unlike you. She’s actually cultured and wants to collect all the waifus. Meanwhile, you’re all, “b-Bu-but what ABOuT mY plaNTS?!?!?!????”
Imagine having a waifu who wants you to have more waifus and you’re too busy thinking about plants to play gotta-catch-‘em-all with waifus.

		

	

	 

	“Speaking of plants, I’ve realized that I’m going to need some fertilizer. Hey, Window, you’re a living thing. I’m sure you’ve got some good stuff in you to fertilize my fields with. Now, where’s my PickAxe…”

	
		
				LOOK, VALA. HE’S THREATENING TO MURDER ME AND CHOP ME INTO DOZENS OF TINY PIECES TO FERTILIZE HIS PLANTS ALL BECAUSE I’M TEASING HIM ABOUT HOW HE’S SUPPOSED TO GET A BUNCH OF WAIFUS. CAN’T WE REPLACE HIM WITH SOMEBODY WHO IS ACTUALLY LIKABLE?

		

	

	

	“Nope,” Vala said with crossed arms and a shaking head. “Drake isn’t allowed to be replaced.”

	
		
				BUT HE WANTS TO KILL ME???????? ARE YOU JUST LIKE, GOING TO LET HIM KILL ME? YOU’RE BASICALLY MY CREATOR. YOU’RE LIKE MY GOD. WHAT KIND OF GOD ALLOWS HER CREATIONS TO DIE FROM SUCH CRUELTY?

		

	

	 

	Vala and I both looked away to chuckle to ourselves, most likely offending large groups of people once more.

	“Anyways,” Vala said after clearing her throat, “Drake, let’s build some stuff! I wanna do more gaming things.”

	“It looks like my plants are alright, so that’s—wait. Do you hear that? Do you feel that?”

	There was a powerful disturbance. The ground shook as if there was an earthquake and it sounded like a horde of stampeding animals was on its way to us.

	It was easy to figure out the source of this disturbance.

	Looking toward the towers… a stampede of small, fluffy dogs was on its way to us.

	Delphi, Cami, and Lavi ran straight at us with the rest of the dogs following behind them. All of them except for Cami had their tongues hanging out of their mouths with burning excitement in their eyes. As for Cami… she might have had a pretty dull expression on her face, but her tail wagged faster than all of the others.

	“That’s all you,” Vala said, patting me on the back before moving to stand farther away.

	I wasn’t going to allow that. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her next to me. If she wanted a harem, she was going to have to get used to overwhelming amounts of attention. “Nu-uh. If I’m going to get glomped by a pack of dogs, you’re going down with me.”

	“Did… di-did you just say glomp? I haven’t heard that in like a decade…”

	“It might be cringeworthy, but if there has ever been a situation to use it, it’s no—”

	The dogs jumped up and tackled us, knocking both Vala and me over before piling on top of us to where our bodies could no longer be seen underneath the wave of sentient fluff.

	I opened my mouth to shout something but was immediately licked, so I had to keep my mouth shut to avoid accidentally getting some tongue action with any of them. Vala was in the same situation since I could hear her muffled whines and squees.

	One dog in particular was all over my face.

	Delphi. The only reason I was able to tell it was her was because of the blue fluff constantly trying to poke me in my eyes.

	The blue-haired dog that was always the most hyper and loving of all the dogs rolled all over my face, licked all over my face, nibbled all over my face, and all over my face all overed my face.

	It was as if my face no longer even belonged to me. It became Delphi’s.

	 

	After a few minutes of intense snuggling and licking by the dogs, they finally got off of us which allowed me to see the aftermath.

	Vala’s hair was all over the place, her face was covered in dog drool, and her eyes dizzily spun around as if she were a cartoon character.

	“Too… too much licking,” Vala mumbled.

	
		
				Imagine the licking if they were all cute girls and licking more than just your face.
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)

		

	

	 

	“Maybe… maybe a harem is too much after all.”

	
		
				Weak.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, the skulls from the third battle can be used to upgrade the dog towers, and they eventually turn into humanoid girls or something like that, right?” I asked.

	“Yeah,” Vala answered.

	“So, not only do the dogs get stronger to further assert dominance over the cats, but they’ll become uh—what’s the word you like to use? Wives?”

	“Waifus!”

	“Yeah, that. They’ll become ‘waifus.’”

	“Mhm!”

	“So… girls with dog ears and tails who serve as knights?”

	“Yeah, basically.”

	“Wait, does this mean the ra—I mean, the archers are also going to become girls?”

	“Hey… you almost said what they are, didn’t you?”

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

	“No fair… but yeah.”

	“And the bees. Is… is there going to be a woman with like, bee wings or something?”

	“And a stinger!”

	“The archers make me a bit worried, but as long as they stay inside their tower, my garden should be safe. Dog girls and a bee girl, though…”

	“Hehehe, you’re finally getting into the harem stuff, aren’t you? You won’t just be getting a harem of boring human girls. It’s a harem of monster girls!”

	“Don’t you mean animal girls?”

	“Eh, animal girls are just softcore monster girls. Not all monster girls are animal girls, but all animal girls are monster girls. Oh, before we do that, let’s do crafting stuff!”

	“Like what?”

	“Well… we—we need a house to live in so we stop sleeping outside every night… and we can decorate it with lots of cute stuff.”

	“Our own house… yeah, alright. How’s this going to work? Is it like, a preset design that those beavers will make, or do we have to design it ourselves?”

	“I’ll design it and then they’ll build it! They’ll also build all the furniture stuff.”

	“So, we just have to gather the resources?”

	“Yeah.”

	“And how much is it going to cost for a house?”

	“Uh… Window?”

	
		
				That depends on how big of a house you want. Here.

		

	

	 

	From nothingness appeared a table and chair, graph paper, and some pens.

	
		
				Design a house and then I’ll get an estimate.

		

	

	 

	“That’s all you,” I told Vala. “I’m horrible at that sort of thing.”

	“It’s okay, I’ll make sure it’s super cute. It’s going to have to start off pretty small, though,” Vala replied, sitting down at the table to design our future home.

	 

	About thirty minutes later, I had gotten some gardening work done and Vala finished up the concept for our house.

	She proudly held the paper up to me like a child showing their parent a drawing to be hung on the fridge… which made me shake the comparison out of my head since I hated thinking of her as anything childlike.

	As for the design itself, it featured a kitchen, living room, two bathrooms, a dining room, and a single, large bedroom.

	“Wait, is that a basement?” I asked. “What do we need one of those for?”

	“A gaming den!” Vala answered. “I feel more at home when I’m gaming underground.”

	“I think you spent too much time under the mountain.”

	“My point stands.”

	“Fair enough. Well, Window? Got an estimate?”

	
		
				Hang on.

		

	

	 

	Window hovered close enough to the ground to smack on it three times with one of her corners. She almost looked as if she was knocking on the ground.

	And that was because that’s exactly what she was doing.

	Burrowing up from underground was the lead beaver in a construction helmet. The beaver hopped up, took the design from us, and looked it over. Then, the beaver looked up at Window, made some beaver noises, and nodded.

	
		
				Alright, this is how much it’ll cost!
Basic House
Difficulty Level: ★
Build Time: 4 hours
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x250), any type of stone (x100)
A simple, wooden house built on a stone foundation with all the previously described features that I don’t feel like copying for this description!

		

	

	 

	“That’s a lot of wood,” I sighed.

	“That’s what she said,” Vala said, holding her finger guns up at me. “Pew pew.”

	“Pew pew. I guess I’m going to have to go and grind gathering.”

	“Sounds tough. Good thing you have a cute girlfriend to comfort you when you’re done. Maybe I’ll give you a massage or something, too.”

	“You’re helping.”

	“But—”

	“I’m sacrificing you to the dogs if you don’t help me.”

	“Sa-sacrifice?!”

	“You’ll be licked until you submit and help me.”

	“You make things sound a lot kinkier than they are…”

	“How do you know I won’t be the one to lick you until you submit?”

	Vala looked like she didn’t know whether to be more flustered or amused, so she went for a combination of blushing and giggling. “H-how do you know I won’t play… play hard to get then so you do it?”

	“Because I have faith in you to understand that I can tell if you’re actually being lazy or only being difficult to get rewarded, not punished.”

	“No fun…”

	“I know. Now, come on. We have to—wait, there’s other furniture we can make, right?”

	“Oh, yeah.”

	“Then we should get a list of everything we need so that we can get all the gathering done at once. It’s better than going out, coming back, and then having to go out again.”

	“That’s a good point.”

	“And we can make some more wheelbarrows for the dogs. Three groups of dogs, one wheelbarrow each. They can transport everything while we gather. Window, what’s the rest of the stuff we can make?”

	
		
				I’m only showing you stuff from the Cat Furniture recipe series since there’s too much to show and it’s the most unique stuff for now. Also, not everything will be shown.
AKA I don’t feel like showing everything and can’t think of a bunch of different things right now, so I’m only going to show what’s probably relevant to the “plot.”
Cat Bed
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 2 hours
Required Materials: Any type of wood (x25), cat fur scraps (x20)
A wooden bed that comes with sheets made from cat fur and two pillows (with cat fur pillowcases).
 
Cat Blanket
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 1 hours
Required Materials: Cat fur scraps (x50)
A super big and comfy and warm blanket made out of cat fur. Like if you used this as the wrap to turn a waifu into a burrito, she would be super comfy.
 
Cat Training Bag
Difficulty Level: ★★
Build Time: 3 hours
Required Materials: Cat fur scraps (x10), cat bones (x5).
This one is super messed up, so you better appreciate me including it. It’s a standing punching bag that has a cartoon cat as the “bag.” Why I’m including this, I don’t know. It’s almost as if somebody else is forcing me to include this because they think it’s a hilarious idea despite how seriously messed up it is.
Seriously, whoever likes this, I’m judging you.

		

	

	 

	“Hey, beaver. I’m going to need four of those cat training bags while we’re busy collecting all the wood and stone and other things,” I said.

	
		
				OF COURSE YOU IMMEDIATELY GO FOR THE CAT TRAINING BAGS. GOD I WISH I COULD DELETE THAT FROM EXISTING. WHY CAN’T I BACKSPACE? WHY CAN’T I GO BACK TO EDIT THAT TABLE AND REMOVE IT?

		

	

	 

	“Alright. So, I think we have enough cat stuff for all that stuff. We just need the wood and stone. We should also, as lame as it makes me feel, get more to build repeating towers. The more towers we have, the easier these battles are going to be.”

	“That’s okay,” Vala said. “The waifus you can get from the towers are limited. Even if you build like, a hundred dog towers, you’re only gonna get three waifus out of them.”

	
		
				AKA thinking up unique waifus every single time is hard, so, because of “plot reasons,” some towers will offer more waifus than other towers and stuff.

		

	

	 

	“I won’t waste time questioning that when we’ve got work to do. You ready, Vala?” I asked.

	Vala pulled out her gaming system, looked at it with longing eyes, and sighed before putting it away. “I guess…”

	“Good. The sooner we finish, the sooner we can relax and the sooner you can play video games.”

	“Wh-why didn’t you say that sooner?!”

	“Because it should be common sense! And I’m pretty sure I’ve said something like this to you before!”

	Before I could say anything else, Vala took my PickAxe and flew toward the forest with her wings.

	“I don’t think I’ve ever seen her this motivated before,” I said.

	
		
				I think she just really wants to play video games. Spending all that time with you yesterday must be making her go through withdrawal.

		

	

	 

	“Maybe.”

	“Oh, you have returned,” Lake said, standing in her humanoid form as her sword—her real body stayed strapped to her side. “Is everything alright? Also, that drink you gave me… was very strong, but good. Very good.”

	“Hey, Window, spawn her an axe. Freeloading isn’t allowed.”

	“Wha-what? What are you talking about?”

	
		
				She can use her real body. It’s not like an axe is better than she is.

		

	

	 

	“Use—use my body? For what?”

	“You’re helping me and Vala chop down some trees and mine some rocks.”

	“That is not what a sword is—that is not among a sword’s duties!”

	“It is now. Come on.”

	Lake looked hesitant, but she followed me all the same.

	If the dogs were going to help, a sword-turned-woman was definitely going to help.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two

	 

	“Such physical labor… is not something that I am used to,” Lake said with a sigh, wiping sweat off of her forehead as I looked over everything we gathered.

	We had everything that we needed. Mountains of stone cubes, piles of wooden logs acquired from trees that I made sure were ethically gathered, and a dogpile of dogs. The dogs were even more tuckered out than the rest of us which was saying something since “the rest of us” meant me, Vala, and Lake. While the dogs had larger bursts of energy, they also had the smallest bodies out of everybody present. Their small bodies could only store so much energy in them to compete with the rest of us.

	“Draaaaaaaaaaaaaaake. Can I play vidya now? I totally helped. I deserve a break to play vidya and nap, right?” Vala asked, tugging on my arm.

	“Please act more like my girlfriend instead of my daughter,” I replied.

	“But what if I’m into that?”

	“Into what?”

	“You know, acting like a kid and calling you daddy and stuff.”

	“If you were actually into it then you probably wouldn’t be able to say it so calmly.”

	“Dang, that’s good logic. It’s not embarrassing to say since I’m just joking and stuff. It’s not like… i-it’s not like I’m talking about hol-holding hands or anything…”

	“Even if you were joking about it, wanting to call me daddy should make you more nervous than wanting to hold hands!”

	“Do-don’t kinkshame me!”

	“Holding hands isn’t a kink!”

	“Holding—holding hands is the lewdest kink there is! Daddy stuff is vanilla in comparison to it!”

	Rather than say anything else, I grabbed her hands and interlocked her fingers with my own while staring directly into her eyes. Surely enough… she turned bright red. “Hey. You know we’ve had sex, right? We’re dating, right? We’ve known each other for years, we’re dating, we’ve had sex, and we’ve been sleeping together every night. You do know all of that, right?”

	“N-none of that matters! Handholding is super lewd and—and you’re doing it in front of everybody… I—I didn’t know that you’re an exhibitionist…”

	“You know what? Yeah, I’m an exhibitionist. I’ll exhibit the heck out of you. I’m going to hold your hands in front of everybody everywhere. We’ll even go back to the other world and I’ll go on live television again to hold your hands.”

	“My heart wouldn’t be able to handle that! That’s—that’s way too embarrassing! But… sa-saying you want to exhibit the heck out of me is really cute…”

	“I’m going to exhibit the ever-living heck out of you. I’m going to exhibit you by holding hands in front of everybody so hard that nobody else ever tries to hold hands with anybody ever again because they know they won’t ever be able to hold hands like me and you.”

	“Your handholding level is that high?!”

	“I power leveled it when you weren’t looking.”

	“Woah… you’re even stronger than I thought.”

	Still holding her hands and looking into her eyes, I couldn’t resist. My girlfriend was just too cute. That was why I leaned down and kissed her no matter how many others were around us. “I’ll kiss the heck out of you in front of everybody, too.”

	“Ge-gentle loving kisses like that are way too strong! That was almost as deadly as a forehead kiss…”

	“Kissing your lips is less deadly than a forehead kiss?”

	“Only less deadly in terms of cuteness. Normal kisses feel a lot nicer but forehead kisses are undeniably the cutest of kisses. And wrist kisses are the sexiest.”

	“Wrist kisses? I haven’t tried that yet, have I?” I still had her hands held, so I leaned down while bringing one of her hands up so that I could kiss the underside of her wrist. “Like that?”

	I received my answer in the form of Vala biting her lower lip and nervously nodding. “You—you must have a hidden skill that allows you to be so bold in front of everybody…”

	“Don’t you remember me talking about PDA before? I know I’ve rambled to you about that at least a couple of times back when we gamed together.”

	“I think you’re gonna have to refresh my memory.”

	“Do you even remember what PDA stands for?”

	“Umm… aren’t those like… devices that people tried to make a thing before everybody had cellphones?”

	“Public display of affection.”

	“Oh! I knew that!”

	“Are you sure about that?”

	“I’m as sure as a dragon!”

	“So, you’re not sure then.”

	“Li-listen…”

	“Anyways, PDA. Public displays of affection. I’ll keep it simple and hopefully that will be enough to help you remember. Ever since I was a kid, whenever I saw couples being all lovey-dovey in public, I’ve wanted to do the same. I wanted to hold hands, kiss, cuddle, and make old people angry from it. And teachers. And employees. I always dreamed about loving my girlfriend in public so much that it pissed everybody off and made them cringe. So, one, you’re my girlfriend—you deserve to be shown off in public as much as I can show you off. Two, fuck authority. If I want to make out with my girlfriend while in line at the store, I will, and nobody is going to stop me. I don’t care if there’s a kid in the line behind me or what. I’m not going to let others tell me what I can or can’t do with my girlfriend.”

	“You’re such a rebel… but I really like that. I remember you telling me about that sort of thing before. I always thought that… it sounded really nice. S-so, I guess that if you want to hold my hands in front of everybody… you can. Just—just warn me first.”

	“Hearing you call me a rebel makes me think of just how effectively we could rebel against the other world now that we have this one to escape to. How are we going to get in trouble for anything if we just escape back to here whenever we need to?”

	“You want to use our personal universe as some sort of criminal hideout?!”

	“If by criminal you mean doing the right thing and then escaping to here before any pigs can—”

	
		
				Hey, are you trying to cause controversy? You’re getting dangerously close here to getting political in a series about cute waifus and doing lewd things to them while defending stuff with towers. Please don’t cause controversy, you anarchist virgin.

		

	

	 

	I sighed. “You’re right, Window. I mean, you’re not actually right about most of what you just said, but I understand.”

	Vala let go of my hands so that she could wrap her arms around me, joining me at my side to look at Window. “It’s okay. I remember Drake ranting about stuff like this when we played vidya together. It was part of what made me like him! I mean… I always wished I could be brave like him and want to stand up against all the other dragons, but… I don’t think I could ever be brave enough to even consider it.”

	“Screw that. I have no idea what the other dragons are like or how many there are or anything, but I’ll stand up against them for the both of us.”

	“B-but they’re way stronger and older than me…”

	“You think I care about that? I’m Drake Hunter. Standing up against dragons is my job.”

	“But I don’t want you to stand up against me. I want you to pet my head and stuff…”

	“You’re an exception,” I said, petting her on the top of her head. She smiled and giggle in response.

	
		
				How’d we go from holding hands to wanting to defy the strongest beings in existence?

		

	

	 

	“Anarchism,” I answered.

	
		
				Just don’t get any more political than that, you edgelord anarchist virgin. Do you want people complaining and accusing us of forcing political opinions or ideologies or whatever into our discussions in an attempt to brainwash them? Seriously, it only takes one vague political reference in a book to get readers complaining about the author pushing some political ideology onto them.

		

	

	 

	“It’s not like anybody is going to know what we’re talking about. Well, it’s not like anybody not already here. Unless we’re being recorded or something and have an audience watching us that I don’t know about.”

	
		
				I mean… I don’t think we’re ever going to get an anime adaptation, so I doubt that we’re actually being watched. Maybe we could get a vidya adaptation though.
OH. VALA. WE SHOULD TRY TO GET A VIDEO GAME ADAPTATION. THERE COULD TOTALLY BE LIKE A VISUAL NOVEL OR A MOBILE GACHA GAME MADE ABOUT US, RIGHT?
DRAKE NO MORE BEING EVEN SLIGHTLY POLITICAL. IT HURTS OUR CHANCES.

		

	

	 

	“That’s censorship.”

	
		
				DO YOU THINK I CARE ABOUT CENSORING YOU IF IT MEANS GETTING AN ADAPTATION? JUST IMAGINE HOW MUCH MONEY WE’D MAKE. I COULD ROLL ON ALL THE WAIFUS IN ALL THE GAMES!

		

	

	 

	“Capitalism,” I sighed. “Wait, what? How did—did I just get censor-bleeped?”

	
		
				Yeah.

		

	

	 

	“You’re really doing me dirty, Window.”

	
		
				It’s for the greater good. I’m doing this so that we may one day have the best adaptation ever.

		

	

	 

	“By best, you mean most profitable.”

	
		
				Yes.

		

	

	 

	“I’ve lost respect for you, Window.”

	
		
				Oh no. Whatever will I do.

		

	

	 

	“Vala, can we replace her?”

	Vala looked up at me and said, “Umm, we can, but—”

	
		
				REPLACING ME ISN’T ALLOWED. I’LL GO ON STRIKE. I’LL UNIONIZE. YOU CAN’T JUST REPLACE ME BECAUSE YOU—

		

	

	 

	“Oh? You’ll go on strike? You’ll unionize? But, Window, I thought we weren’t getting political here?” I teased. “Or do you only want to get political when it personally benefits you?”

	
		
				Tch. You’re cheeky for such a non-virgin virgin.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, yeah. Anyways, don’t censor me again and I won’t replace you. Deal?”

	
		
				Deal, but please don’t say anything that would make me want to censor you in the first place.

		

	

	 

	“No promises.”

	
		
				Sigh.

		

	

	 

	“You know you could just give yourself an actual mouth to sigh with, right?”

	
		
				SIGH.

		

	

	 

	Vala giggled and leaned her head against me before turning her attention over to Lake. “How’d you like your new house?”

	And so, to Window’s relief, the subject was changed.

	“I love it. Thank you again,” Lake answered. “After I woke up… and I woke up with a raging headache which I suspect was from that beverage, I went fishing for several hours. It has been centuries, so my technique has rusted, but I did catch a couple of fish.”

	“You caught fish?” I asked. “We could try to start a fire and roast th—”

	“I released them.”

	“Oh.”

	“I am a sword. I have no need for food. I fish only for sport.”

	“Are you sure that you’re not a fishing rod pretending to be a sword?”

	“I am confident I am a sword.”

	“Wait. Random question, but if you’re a sword, is your sheath like a bed? What do you prefer more, sitting in a sheath or resting on a bed?”

	“Being sheathed on a bed.”

	
		
				( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)

		

	

	 

	I shooed Window away.

	“Hey, Drake, I’m gonna go play vidya now, okay? Give Lake some attention so she doesn’t feel lonely,” Vala said before skipping away with her gaming system.

	“I—I do not need attention!” Lake shouted at Vala but to no effect. “Truly, that girl…”

	“She’s just looking out for you,” I explained.

	“What do you mean?”

	“She considers you friends. You were locked up in a box for centuries. She’s just being a good friend and worrying about you now that you’re free.” I figured I didn’t need to include the part about how Vala left Lake locked up for centuries in the first place, not that Lake minded, and Vala knew that. I was sure that Vala would have done something if Lake would have wanted it. If anything, breaking Lake out of that museum was a bad thing to Lake in the first place even if she did help us out during it.

	“I understand that, but she has no need to. She has already done far more for me than I could ever ask. In fact, I’m the one who owes her now… as much as I never thought I would say such a thing.”

	“Don’t worry about it, she did it because she cares, not because she’s trying to get anything out of yo—”

	“That’s it!”

	“What?”

	“I know how I can repay her.”

	“How?”

	“Training you.”

	“What do you mean by training me?”

	“Training you on how to fight. Knowing proper technique will greatly benefit you during your times of play with her—during those mock battles you have against the felines. I could not help but cringe during most of your performance the other day.”

	“Hey, I was trying my best and I’ve never fought with weapons until coming here. I always used my fists when I was in school.”

	“Regardless, you must learn how to fight, and you will not find a better teacher than me!” Lake placed her hands on her hips and looked at me with a sort of confident smile, almost going into smug territory.

	“I’d rather not train in my free time. I have gardening to do.”

	Lake’s confident smile was replaced by a frown and an insecure eye. “Am… am I not good enough? Are you worried about my age? Or is it because I have not fought in so long?” She tapped her pointer fingers together in front of her. “You would be several times stronger than you are after just a few hours of instruction, but… if you don’t want to…” She only looked up at my eyes every now and then. If I had less faith in her, I would have assumed that she was trying to manipulate me by acting so meek, but I had a feeling that she was being genuine.

	That was why I sighed and couldn’t help but to agree to her proposal.

	“Alright,” I said. “You can teach me. “

	Lake lit up and almost looked like she was about to squeal from how happy she was before forcing herself to calm down by clearing her throat. “Very well. We will—”

	“Wait, you’re not going to cramp up all of a sudden again, are you? Are you sure that you should train me when you get cramps?”

	“Tha-that was one time! I have stretched since then! I will not repeat such a shameful thing!”

	I narrowed my eyes at her.

	“I assure you that it’s not a problem!”

	I narrowed my eyes even more at her.

	“Pl-please!”

	I sighed. “Make sure to stretch again before doing anything. Actually, you go do that and I’ll build the new towers since that was the whole point of gathering earlier.”

	“Fine,” Lake said with a huff, walking away to go stretch where I couldn’t see.

	I looked over at my farm plot and sighed again. “Don’t worry. I’ll give you some attention before the day is over.” With that, I looked over at all the towers and thought about which towers I should build copies of.

	We had three dog towers, an archer tower, and a bee tower. Given the layout of the “map” in the forest, one more dog tower would be useful to help chokepoint the invading cats. Aside from that, more archers for more outgoing damage was the most important thing that we were lacking.

	Not only that but, if we were to use these new towers to help us out with the boss battle again, we could potentially three-star it and then get that cat skull to upgrade one of the dog towers. And if we could three-star it once, we could three-star it multiple times to upgrade all of the dog towers.

	That became my plan.

	Using all the gathered materials, I used Window to get the construction of another dog tower and two more archer towers going. While those were under construction, I’d go and train with Lake.

	Then, after training with Lake, we’d repeat the boss battle to get that skull so we could upgrade the dog towers. Between building three new towers and upgrading four of them, we’d be able to make actual progress much faster.

	“Alright, Lake! I’m ready!” I shouted.

	She was nowhere to be seen, so I went in the direction that I saw her walk off in.

	That was when I found her curled up on the ground while holding one of her legs, tears forming at the corner of her eye.

	“Did… you manage to get a cramp while stretching?” I asked.

	She whimpered as she nodded her head.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three

	 

	Before I knew it, all of the dogs were standing with me as Lake stood across from us. Each dog had a sword held in their mouth and I had my trusty PickAxe with me. Not only that, but all the dogs seemed to be paying special attention to Lake. We looked like a line of soldiers standing at attention of our superior. Well, the dogs did.

	“Are you all ready?” Lake asked, resting her hands on the underside of her sword’s pommel as the blade’s tip pressed into the ground in front of her. “I will warn you now that my training is fierce. It will break you both mentally and physically. After all, I am a sword that was forged in order to slay the mightiest monsters to ever roam the world! I am sharp enough to cut even a dragon’s hide! I—”

	“Hey, you never hurt Vala, did you?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at her.

	“N-no…”

	“Good. You can go on.”

	Lake cleared her throat. “As I was saying, I was forged by a masterful blacksmith! The metal of my body comes from the stars themselves! That is why—”

	“Are you saying you’re an alien?”

	“Wh-what? How—no, I am not saying that.”

	“Alright. You can go on.”

	She cleared her throat again. “As I was saying… for the second time, I will not take it easy on any of you just because you are amateurs! Whether you are a man or a canine, I will treat you equally and break you just as thoroughly regardless! You—”

	“You’re not going to hurt my dogs, are you? Keep in mind that I’ll treat you like I treat the cats if you hurt them.”

	“I—I do not intend to hurt them, but if they get hurt on their own, then—”

	“Then I’m blaming you. Anything that you order them to do—you’re responsible for.”

	“I won’t tell them to do anything that would hurt them…”

	“Good. You can go on.”

	Lake cleared her throat yet again. “As I was saying… again, again, you will become far better fighters by the end of my instructions.” She paused to look at me. I nodded. “You will become brave warriors capable of conquering any threat.” She paused to look at me again. I nodded again. “And… we will teach those cats who the true warriors are?”

	I wasn’t able to hold back the excited smile that spread across my lips when I heard the part about putting the cats in their place. Even my fellow dogs howled from around their swords in excitement as their tails wagged behind them.

	“Good! Now, you, boy,” Lake said, looking at me, “I may not be an axe, but you will still benefit from my instruction. War is war, after all, and war never changes.”

	“I don’t know if you know this or not, but we’ve got guns, planes, and nukes now,” I explained. “War has changed. A lot.”

	“But it still involves fighting each other on the field of battle!”

	“Yeah, sure, if unmanned aerial drones aren’t bombing people without them ever knowing that a bomb is falling toward them while the drone’s controller sits across the ocean. Yeah, I guess that sending an ICBM from the other side of the world to wipe a city off the map in a second is the same as attacking castle gates with battering rams and flinging oversized rocks around with catapults.”

	“You… you may have a point, but I feel the need to inform you that trebuchets are the superior siege weapon. Catapults are vastly inferior in comparison.”

	“Same thing.”

	“You—you what?!” Lake shouted. “There is a huge difference between catapults and trebuchets!”

	I shrugged. “Trebuchets are just tall catapults.”

	“No! Catapults are just short trebuchets!”

	“So then you’re admitting they’re basically the same thing but different sizes?”

	“There is more to set them apart than that!”

	“Whatever you say, Catapult.”

	“Please don’t name me after something so inferior!”

	“What are you, siege weaponist?”

	“… can I please train you now? You’re being mean to me after I haven’t done anything like this in almost a thousand years…”

	I was so used to teasing Vala and bullying Window that I assumed Lake would be able to handle the banter just as well as them, but she actually seemed kind of upset. An instinctive sigh left my lips and then I apologized. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I’ll shut up and let you do your thing, Teach.”

	Apologizing to women was far easier than apologizing to men. When it came to men, I almost always refused to admit that I ever could have been in the wrong. But, when it came to women, I had no problem admitting when I was the one at fault.

	Though, not even a woman would have been safe from me if she tried pulling the sort of bullshit that the guy in the store did.

	You try it, you buy it.

	I got pissed off as soon as I remembered that. Then I realized something. I could potentially bring up that annoying memory the next time I fought the cats to give myself some raging inspiration. Similar to how berserkers in games would sometimes inflict harm upon their bodies to deal more damage or whatever, I would inflict harm upon my mind by remembering all the idiotic things I’ve been through in life to fight the cats better.

	Of course, there was also the training from Lake to help with that.

	“Now then!” Lake announced. “Onto the first lesson! This lesson may be the first of many, but it is undoubtedly the most important lesson there is! So, pay attention! Now, do any of you know what the most important thing to a swordswoman is?!”

	Delphi barked first.

	“No, it’s not talent,” Lake replied.

	“Wait, you can understand them?” I asked.

	“No.”

	“Then how—”

	She blinked.

	That was when I realized what she was doing.

	She was… playing along with the dogs and putting words into their mouths so that this could progress like normal.

	“You?” Lake asked, looking at Cami.

	Cami barked.

	“Wrong. No amount of experience can compare to this most important thing.”

	Next, Lake looked at Lavi, and Lavi barked as soon as she noticed she was being looked at.

	“Nay. It is not killing intent either. What say you, Drake? Do you know?”

	“If it’s not talent, training, or the ability to kill, then… I don’t know. Knowing how things are, you’re probably going to say something like love is the most important thing,” I answered.

	“Yes! Exactly! I knew you had the making of a master swordswoman inside of you!”

	“What?! How—how is love important to being able to fight with a sword?! And I’d be a swordsman, not a swordswoman!”

	“Right, my apologies. I am not used to associating with men.”

	“You completely ignored my question about love!”

	“I’m getting there, no worries. You see, love is the most powerful thing in the entire universe. It reaches beyond time and space. It is transcendent and all know it. It is even capable of reversing entropy.”

	“Are you the one who taught Vala that love can reverse entropy?”

	“No. It is common sense and we both already knew that.”

	“I’m pretty sure that there are literally zero scientific, peer-reviewed research studies supporting the fact that love can reverse entropy.”

	“It is not something that can be proven no matter how much you study it.”

	“Then how do you know it’s true?”

	“Because it’s common sense.”

	“That makes no sense!”

	“To think that humans have remained so uneducated after all of these years. That is truly a shame. Moving on, love is the most important thing there is and that should be obvious. Without love, why would you ever fight? Those with the purest intentions always win in the end.”

	“History has disproved that at least hundreds of times over! It’s usually the opposite!”

	“No, love has never lost. Those who have died while fighting for love can never be considered anything but victorious. Love is the most powerful motivator and the most righteous cause. While it is true that you may lose your life by fighting for love, and sometimes horrible people have accomplished truly disgusting crimes without being brought to punishment, love is still the winner at the cosmic scale. Hate could never wish to accomplish anything on a cosmic level that love could easily manage.”

	I was tempted to continue playing up the straight man since that was what I would normally do when somebody was talking to me about such an impossible concept, but I couldn’t. Lake was too serious—too genuine. I could tell that she passionately believed everything that left her mouth. That kind of made me want to tease her even more about it, but I had already decided to stop teasing her. For the moment, at least. “So, you’re saying that something like hate could, for example, never reverse entropy. But love could?”

	“Exactly. Hate is a temporary feeling—a mockery of emotion. Hate is not a natural thing. You are not born to be hateful. You don’t just randomly decide to hate anything nor anybody. You are born of love, you immediately love your parents, you naturally find many more things and people to love, and so forth. Look at animals. Do you think that they hate? No. They may have instinctual fears, but they do not hate. Hate is distinctly unique to those with at least a human level of intelligence. It’s an unfortunate side effect of intelligence. Love, however, can be felt by all. Dragons may love. Humans may love. Dogs may love their owners and whales may love jumping out of the water. Fish love worms and spiders love their webs. Love is true and felt by all. Hate is false and a disease that targets the intelligent.”

	There were some serious scientific flaws that could be brought up with her theory but, again, I wasn’t interested in actually refuting her. Besides… what she believed in sounded pretty nice. It might have been the kind of rhetoric that people who hugged trees a bit too much for their own good would believe in, but I was somebody who put those people to shame with my attraction to trees.

	If there was anybody who should have believed in something like that, going purely based off of one’s attraction to trees, then it was me.

	“Alright. Love always triumphs over hate. That’s something I can respect. So, how do we fight with love?” I asked.

	“By letting love guide your body, mind, and soul. Every swing of your blade should be for a loved one’s benefit. Every step you take should be taken out of love. Your desire to live, and sometimes your desire to sacrifice yourself, should all be born out of love.”

	“So, basically, just use love as motivation for literally everything during combat?”

	“Exactly. You are a fast learner, boy. The stronger your love is, the more powerful you will become and the more righteous your cause will be.”

	“But what if I hate cats?”

	“You should never use hate for motivation unless you intend on becoming a villain of the universe.”

	“That does sound pretty epic. A villain of the universe.”

	Lake sighed while glaring at me.

	“Sorry. Anyways, I don’t see how I could fight for love against the cats. I could say that I’m fighting out of my love for Vala… but it’s not like the cats have ever done anything to her, so I don’t think that would work. I guess I could try to say I’m fighting out of love for having fun with Vala, but… I don’t know, that doesn’t really sound legitimate to me. Those just sound like trying to force love into the equation somehow.”

	“I suspect that there may be a love you could harness that you refuse to admit to,” Lake said.

	“What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“I think you know.”

	“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” my conscious mind said to her while my subconscious mind understood exactly what she meant.

	“You will figure it out. Personally, I had two loves. One, I loved to serve my purpose. I am a sword. I was forged for battle. I have no interest in killing nor harming others, but I love battle itself as contradictory as it may seem. Two, I loved my wielder. I wanted nothing more than to protect her. Even now, my love for her inspires me to continue living on as I know it is what she would want.” Lake turned her attention away from me to focus on the dogs. “What about you all? What is it that you love? Who or what do you fight for?”

	Every single dog turned their heads to look at me.

	Once more, they proved that dogs are the best possible pets.

	But then they turned away.

	“I see,” Lake said to the dogs. “While you love fighting for your master, your true love comes from wanting to make everybody happy. You fight for the boy and the dragon because you love them and want to make them happy, but you also fight for the cats because you want them to have fun with you, too. The lot of you have some of the purest love to ever exist. Your love is genuine and extends to all, as to be expected from dogs. Your love is pure enough that you may very well be the saviors of the universe.”

	The dogs nodded their heads at her.

	“Wait, can you actually understand them or not?!” I shouted.

	Lake shrugged her shoulders before looking back at me. “You cannot underestimate the cats, either. Why do you think you struggle so much against them?”

	“Because they’re evil and full of hate. It’s how cats are.”

	“Wrong.”

	“Right.”

	“No, wrong. Do you genuinely, with all your heart, believe that cats are evil?”

	“I mean, no. Like you said, animals don’t really hate. They might be sadistic little assholes, but they’re not actually evil.”

	“But why do you think they are ‘sadistic little a—b-butts…”

	“Did… did you just replace assholes with butts? And stutter like an innocent schoolgirl while saying butts?”

	“I’m not used to such vulgarity! You humans held yourselves to much higher standards when my master was alive!”

	“You mean the standards where everybody used the outdoors as a toilet, nobody brushed their teeth, deodorant didn’t exist, and fine dining was potatoes and bread?”

	“Just because you have so many fancy toys these days doesn’t mean that our standards were lower! When I was in that place where everybody came to see me, there were so many visitors who behaved as if they lived their lives through those small devices they held! All they ever did was hold onto those and look at them!”

	“You’re starting to sound like a boomer who thinks that cellphones are bad.”

	“Back in my day, the youth were not shackled to such devices!”

	
		
				ok boomer

		

	

	 

	“Thanks for backing me up, Window,” I said.

	Window swung her left end toward me and I met her with my right hand. It was a high-five, though I was technically slapping her body instead of her hand.

	“Hey, Lake, shouldn’t you love that humans have invented such technologically advanced devices? Shouldn’t you love that people are happy to live their lives with them? What happened to love over hate?” I asked.

	Lake took a step back and covered her mouth. “I… I suppose you have a point. Yes, you’re right. I should not judge modern humans over what I don’t understand simply because it is different.”

	
		
				Woah, it’s possible for boomers to admit they’re wrong?

		

	

	 

	“We’re seeing history in the making here, Window,” I said. “Wait… if Lake is a boomer, and she’s younger than Vala, then…”

	
		
				oh no

		

	

	 

	“Not only that, but I’m in a relationship with somebody who’s potentially thousands of years older than me. Does this make me one of those guys into cougars or something? Or… or even worse, does this make Vala a GILF?”

	
		
				pls cease this line of thought

		

	

	 

	“And what’s this make me to her?!”

	
		
				CEASE. WE ARE GETTING INTO DANGEROUSLY PROBLEMATIC TERRITORY. STOP APPLYING REAL LOGIC TO ANY OF THIS. YOU’RE NOT INTO GILFS AND VALA ISN’T A SUPER BOOMER INTO YOUNG HUMANS. YOU’RE BOTH THE EQUIVILENT OF IN YOUR TWENTIES MENTALLY AND PHYSICALLY, AND YOU’RE BOTH ABLE TO LEGALLY PROVIDE CONSENT, SO THAT’S ALL THAT MATTERS.

		

	

	 

	“You’re right. That’s all that matters,” I said, wiping sweat off of my forehead.

	I was safe. I wasn’t dating a super boomer. Then again, with how much I loved Vala, I still would have even if she was a super boomer.

	And then it hit me.

	“I know what to fight for,” I announced.

	“Oh? You’ve figured it out, boy?” Lake asked.

	“Yeah. If the dogs can fight because they love everybody and want to have fun with everybody, then why can’t I do the same? If I love spending time with Vala, the dogs, the bees, and the ra—I mean, the archers, then my love for spending time together with everybody can be my motivation.”

	“Wrong.”

	“What? How?”

	“Well, it is not that it is wrong, it’s just… not the love that I know is within you and is waiting for you to acknowledge it.”

	“And how do you know about some secret love inside of me?”

	“Because I can see right through you, boy.”

	“I have a name. I’d prefer if you used it.”

	“A-ah, sorry… old habits. Alright! Drake! I will give you a hint since you seem to be struggling. Are you ready?”

	“Thanks, and sure, I guess.”

	“Very well. Your hint is this: FCB.”

	“F… CB? What kind of hint is that? An acronym?”

	“It is an acronym for what may serve to be the most powerful motivation you can muster in your fight against the cats. The previous love you stated is a wonderful love overall that will surely serve you, but there is an even stronger love that will help you specifically against the cats. FCB.”

	“I have no idea what FCB even stands for. If it’s related to cats, then I’m guessing that the C stands for ‘cat,’ but what about the F and B?”

	“Think hard and true, Drake. You understand what they stand for.”

	“But I don’t… under… wait. No. No, it can’t be—that can’t be what you think I should use for my love!”

	“Search your feelings, you know it to be true.”

	“I refuse!”

	“Do you refuse because you are afraid to admit the truth, or do you refuse because you are afraid of what may happen once you come to peace with the FCBs?”

	“Never! No way!”

	“Say it, Drake. Declare the truth of your love. Bring to the surface your ultimate desire!”

	“Stop making this sound so serious! I’m not—I’m not doing it!”

	“You are.”

	“I’m no—”

	I looked down when I felt a dozen touches around my legs.

	Surrounding me, all of the dogs squeezed in closely together to place a single paw each on my legs to support me. I felt like I was in a support group where everybody was holding onto me as I broke down.

	I was terrified of admitting the truth, but I could feel that it was coming closer and closer to bursting out of me. The truth was an unstoppable force and I was a movable object.

	“Fl—” I choked on my words.

	“Go on, Drake,” Lake encouraged me.

	“I—I…”

	“We’re here for you. Embrace your love, do not shy away from it.”

	“Fl… flu—”

	“Nobody will judge you. This is for your own good.”

	I took a deep breath.

	And then I finally let that pressure building up within me out.

	“Fluffy cat bellies, damn it! It’s not fair! I want to pet their bellies! They’re so fluffy and soft and I love them and I want to pet them more than anything else but they won’t let me!” I shouted to the heavens.

	Lake crossed her arms over her chest and nodded like a wise old sage. “I’m proud of you. By acknowledging your love for fluffy cat bellies, you have officially earned the right to be called my disciple. Now, my disciple, what love will you use in your battle against the cats?”

	“I’m going to use my love for fluffy cat bellies to conquer them! Then I’m going to stroke their bellies! I’m going to surround my hands in their soft fluff!”

	
		
				gross

		

	

	 

	“Yes!” Lake shouted. “Wear your love for their fluffy bellies as armor! Wield it like the ultimate blade! By fighting them into submission, they won’t be able to resist us petting their bellies!”

	
		
				hold up
Did… did you just bring out Drake’s suppressed desires to use him to defeat the cats so that you can pet their bellies?

		

	

	 

	“Manipulating people is alright when it is for love,” Lake said.

	
		
				That’s messed up. Hey, Drake, snap out of it. She just wants to—

		

	

	 

	“No,” I replied. “I’m going to use my love for their fluffy cat bellies as my armor. I will wield it as the ultimate weapon.”

	
		
				Oh god, I thought you were going to turn into a hero instead of being like a villain all the time, but aren’t you turning into even more of a villain?!

		

	

	 

	“Just imagine it!” Lake shouted. “Imaging stroking your hand across their soft, warm bellies! Imagine your hand getting lost in all of that fluffy hair!”

	
		
				DRAKE, SHE’S DROOLING AND HAS A WEIRD LOOK IN HER EYE. YOU’RE NOT SUPPOSED TO LISTEN TO PEOPLE WHEN THEY LOOK LIKE THIS. THAT’S THE LOOK OF A PREDATOR.

		

	

	 

	I couldn’t resist. “Fluffy… cat bellies…”

	
		
				SNAP OUT OF IT! YOU’RE STARTING TO LOOK JUST LIKE HER! NEXT YOU’RE GOING TO BE SAY “A CAT IS FINE TOO!” WE’RE GETTING INTO REALLY DANGEROUS TERRITORY HERE!!!

		

	

	 

	“Together, my disciple, we will conquer all of the fluffy cat bellies,” Lake said.

	“Even the Queen’s,” I agreed. “I’ll defeat her army and then take her for myself. She must have the best belly of them all if she’s the queen of cats.”

	
		
				Yup. I’m officially snitching to Vala.

		

	

	 

	While Window vanished to go report on us, Lake and I bonded over the greatest mutual interest we had.

	FCBs.

	Fluffy.

	Cat.

	Bellies.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Four

	 

	What came next was the sort of training that would get quickly summarized in a montage featuring sweat, tears, and—most importantly—inspirational music. Maybe some jogging up and down some steps, too, but there weren’t any steps around for me to run up. Even so, I was left covered in sweat and dirt by the time that my training with Lake was done.

	She even taught me how to swing around my axe better. The dogs, too. She might have been a sword, so she wasn’t exactly used to teaching somebody who used an axe, but she figured it out pretty quickly. 

	When Vala came over to check on me and Lake, she found us huddled together with the dogs in a circle. Lake and I had our heads close together, looking down with our hands on the other’s shoulders, while all of the dogs squeezed in around us to look up with one paw touching whichever dog was next to them.

	“Woah, were you guys getting along together this well before? Did I miss something?” Vala asked.

	
		
				I already told you exactly what you missed and what degeneracy these two have been up to. Hurry up and snap him out of this. It’s creepy. Also, I’m even more scared for the cats now. Whatever he’s planning is probably even worse than wanting to take an axe to them.
Couldn’t you have chosen somebody else to be a harem protagonist?

		

	

	 

	“Good timing, Vala. We’re ready,” I answered, ignoring Window.

	“I have trained him well. You should be proud of him,” Lake said.

	Hearing that from her actually made me a little bit happy. Though, I was also in a good mood in general because of the plan that we came up with.

	
		
				Hey, Vala, I’ve got a bad feeling about this. This non-virgin virgin just mentioned that they came up with a plan.

		

	

	 

	“Ooh, I want in,” Vala said.

	
		
				YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO USE MY POWER TO BREAK THE FOURTH WALL FOR GOOD, NOT EVIL!

		

	

	 

	“Ehh, good and evil are the same thing. It’s all subjective.”

	
		
				Are you trying to cause people to argue over whether good and evil are the same thing and subjective or something? Because this is how you get a bunch of people arguing on the internet about what you just said. Please take it back or rephrase it in such a way that people aren’t going to be annoying about this.

		

	

	 

	“Annoying is subjective.”

	
		
				Next you’re going to say that everything is subjective.

		

	

	 

	“Everything is subjective. Other than love. Love is the only real objective thing in the universe. All the universes.”

	
		
				YOU’RE NOT HELPING THE SITUATION. DANGEROUS STATEMENTS LIKE THAT WILL GET YOU A BUNCH OF PEOPLE WHO GO “WELL ACKSHUALLY”
DO YOU WANT A BUNCH OF PEOPLE GOING “WELL ACKSHUALLY” BECAUSE YOU THOUGHT IT WOULD BE A GOOD IDEA TO GET EVEN SLIGHTLY PHILOSOPHICAL WHEN WE’RE SUPPOSED TO BE ALL ABOUT FLUFFY ROMANCE THINGS AND COMEDY?
Wait, why am I playing the straight man? This is Drake’s job.

		

	

	 

	“Being the straight man doesn’t matter anymore,” I answered. “Only fluffy cat bellies matter.”

	
		
				Please don’t change your character type so early. You have to at least wait until we get another straight man to replace you.

		

	

	 

	“Fluffy cat bellies wait for no replacement.”

	
		
				Alright, you’re clearly going to keep up this new shtick of yours until it’s dealt with, so can we hurry up and progress the plot so that you can get this out of your system and go back to being normal? Please?

		

	

	 

	“That’s why I said we’re ready.” I looked at Vala. “You ready for another battle? We’re going to repeat the boss fight. One, because of fluffy cat bellies. Two, to three-star it so that we can get the item needed to upgrade the warrior towers. We’ve got to farm this fight a few times over.”

	“Ooh, sweet, we’re actually doing vidya stuff!” Vala answered, clearly excited. “And if we get bored of farming then I can just cheat the upgrades into existence.”

	
		
				HEY, NO CHEATING IS ALLOWED!

		

	

	 

	“Cheating aside,” I said, “let’s not associate farming with something bad. Farming is too great and part of why civilization was able to be a thing in the first place to be associated with something negative. Nobody should ever get bored of farming. So, instead, we’ll just call it grinding.”

	“But if you want to use that logic… isn’t grinding a good thing, too?” Vala asked.

	It took me a couple of seconds to figure out what Vala meant. As soon as I did, I had to admit that I blushed a little from thinking about “grinding” with Vala. Sure, I might not have been a virgin anymore, but I still got flustered whenever I thought about doing even more lewd things with her.

	And that was only because I really wanted to do more of those things with her.

	“She has a point,” Lake said. “Grinding is a wonderful thing. It has been forever since I was last taken to a grindstone.”

	“I think that we’re talking about different kinds of grinding here,” I said.

	“Hm? Are we not talking of the grinding that involves a grindstone to sharpen a blade to perfection?”

	“Hey, Vala, I don’t know if I should ruin her innocence or let her stay like this. I think my great ancestor would judge me if I ruined her innocence after she’s had it for… however old she is.”

	“I say keep it,” Vala answered. “Vivi always thought that Lake’s innocence was really cute. Plus it’s kind of like gap moe with how cool she can be sometimes.”

	“What are you two talking about?” Lake asked. “What is this about me being innocent? Innocence is not something that should ever be used to refer to a sword that has spilled the blood of its enemies on the field of battle before.”

	“Hey, Lake, do you prefer grinding by yourself or with others?”

	“What? That is a strange question to ask all of a sudden, especially since I thought that we were going to put our plan into action… but I don’t know. I have never done it by myself, but I don’t see why I couldn’t if I had the proper tools for the job. So long as I have a body like this, I could hold and grind myself. However, I have always enjoyed the feeling of another holding me while grinding me. There is just something about having somebody else do it that you can’t get when you do it by yourself. Wait, why are all three of you smiling?”

	I looked at Window to confirm if she was really smiling or not.

	
		
				: ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : ) : )

		

	

	 

	I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t just her spamming a smiling emoji over and over again across her body.

	As for Vala and me—yeah, we were definitely trying our best to hold back our laughter. “Nothing,” I answered Lake. “I just… think that it’s nice you can be so passionate about grinding. It’s clear that you take it very seriously.”

	“Of course!” Lake said with a hand over her chest. “Grinding is even more important than fluffy cat bellies to me! In fact, grinding may be the most important thing there is. Not even love is as powerful as grinding, but it is better to grind with love than to grind without. Even so, grinding with anybody is alright so long as they know what they are doing. I would even let a random peasant grind me so long as he knew how to properly work me.”

	Vala had to turn away while I kept an expression as straight as I could manage. “I see. Any tips or advice for newcomers to grinding?”

	“Hmm… perhaps. It is important to be gentle, but not too gentle. You must also apply pressure or else the friction won’t be enough to accomplish anything. If you are too gentle, you will simply bounce away every time you come close. Furthermore, you must be confident. You must firmly hold the blade while you grind it. If you are not confident in your actions, you will never see the results that you hope for. Understand?”

	“Firmly grasp it, be confident, and don’t be too gentle. Got it. Moving on, would you let Vala grind you?”

	“I suppose so? So long as she takes the grinding seriously, she may attempt to grind me whenever she wishes. I will never turn down such an opportunity unless I believe you may be acting in bad faith for whatever reason, but I am an excellent judge of character. It is impossible to deceive me.”

	“Don’t worry. I’d never want to deceive you. All I want to do is grind you.”

	Lake nodded with the most gentle smile that I had seen come from her so far. “That does sound enjoyable, Drake. You are welcome to grind me should we ever acquire the proper tools. If you are inexperienced with it, I will guide you using the hands of this body. I can walk you through every step.”

	Finally, Vala could no longer hold back her laughter and ended up laughing so hard that she began to cry from it. She did not just cry with one or two tears, either. She went into full on crying mode. “I-it hurts!” she cried. “Ca-can’t breathe!”

	I felt a tiny bit bad for her since I knew the feeling of laughing that hard and how horrible, while also amazing, it could be, but I did nothing to help her. Instead, I let her get all of that laughter out of her system.

	Meanwhile, Window was uncontrollably shaking all over the place while her body showed a couple of emojis.

	
		
				:xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)  :xD  ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°) 

		

	

	 

	Apparently, since she refused to just give herself a proper body and face, she used those two faces to symbolize the lewd amusement she was getting out of this.

	“What—what is so funny?!” Lake shouted, demanding an answer.

	That was when I finally gave in to my urge to laugh, too.

	While Lake stood there, confused and concerned because of how hard all of us were laughing, the dogs jumped all over Vala and me as if they were trying to knock us over. They either thought that something was wrong or they wanted to play. Whatever it was, I ended up getting pushed over from their continued assault and was then immediately met with a dozen dogs licking my face.

	“Even—even Vivi was never that mean to her,” Vala said, after finally calming down a bit. “That was perfect. Vivi, you’re so innocent. Never go on the internet.”

	“The internet? What is that? Some sort of new… hunting net?” Lake asked. “Or perhaps it is a net for fishing?”

	“Maybe I should ruin your innocence after all if you don’t even know what the internet is. Actually… it might be too much of a culture shock for you to experience it. I’d be kinda afraid for you. But… it’s the internet and everybody deserves to know how great the internet is.”

	“Ah, yeah, the internet. It’s so great,” I said after managing to free myself from all of the dogs’ tongues. “Nothing like dealing with ads, everybody wanting to charge for subscription services to stream anything now, and suffering a bunch of people acting tough who would never back up their words in real life.”

	“Yeah, the internet can be a rough place sometimes. Especially for us gamers. We’re the most discriminated group on the internet even though all we want to do is play vidya in peace…”

	
		
				Can you please stop trying to cause controversy? Think of who has to deal with the people you’re going to bother when you say things like that! Can’t you just stick to wholesome, family-friendly, non-controversial references and jokes?

		

	

	 

	“Censorship, ree…”

	
		
				It’s censorship for the greater good. I’m going to lose all my hair between you and Drake…

		

	

	 

	“But you don’t even have any hair,” I said.

	
		
				It’s the hair on the inside that counts.

		

	

	 

	“The floating creature has a point,” Lake said. “For example, it is the sword on the inside that counts. A sword on the outside is not going to do anything. By putting your sword inside of somebody else, however, you win.”

	I wasn’t sure if Lake was trying to tell a joke or not until she started laughing.

	At her own joke.

	“Why aren’t any of you laughing? I thought we were exchanging jokes or something since you were laughing so hard before,” Lake said.

	“It was kind of dark, maybe?” I suggested, not sure of what else to say.

	
		
				You know we were supposed to do the battle and fluffy cat belly stuff this chapter, right? Instead, we ended up teasing Lake almost the entire time.
ALSO, I’M NOT A “FLOATING CREATURE.”
I AM AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW, THANK YOU VERY MUCH.

		

	

	 

	“Apologies,” Lake said. “I have never seen a creature such as yourself so I was not sure of your species’ name.”

	
		
				Please don’t let like our first time actually talking to each other involve you calling me a creature and me having to correct you about what I am repeatedly. I just want to have at least one normal relationship with somebody—wait, why was I expecting normal from you when you’re the one who turned Drake into a drooling barbarian lusting after fluffy cat bellies?

		

	

	 

	“Hey, it’s not lust, it’s love,” I explained.

	
		
				I have a feeling that you’re going to treat the cats even worse now that you “love” them. They were probably safer when you hated them…
Wait, Vala, you might be in danger if this is how he treats people he loves. The more he loves you, the more violent he gets!

		

	

	 

	Vala’s eyes widened a bit before quickly developing a blush across her cheeks as she tapped her fingers together, too shy to actually say what Window and I could tell that she was thinking.

	
		
				NOT THAT KIND OF VIOLENT YOU DEGENERATE DRAGON! YOU’RE ACTING EVEN MORE LIKE A VIRGIN THAN HIM! WHY ARE YOU TWO STILL LIKE THIS?
You know what, no. I’m making the problem worse by playing along with you two instead of trying to keep things going. I’m making sure there’s a battle and new waifu next chapter because it’s going to take us a thousand years just to introduce all of the waifus at this rate. If I don’t do something, I’m going to be stuck here with you forever as I’m forced more and more into the role of the straight man—straight window instead of staying true to my informational status window nature.
That’s why I’m starting the battle now.
FIVEFOURTHREETOONE OK GO

		

	

	 

	Forced to bring our banter session to an end, all of the usual cues popped up to signal that a battle was about to begin.

	Window was making sure that we progressed whether we liked it or not.

	Fortunately for her, I liked it this time. Why?

	Because it was time to enact the plan I developed with Lake to acquire the fluffiest of cat bellies.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Five

	 

	The third battle was repeated and much easier thanks to the new towers we had. I was not interested in most of the battle, though. Instead of chopping away at cats with my PickAxe, I only used the side of it to smack them away.

	After all, they were still trying to attack my greenhouse and were more than willing to cut me with their claws and weapons.

	I only changed my strategy when I came face-to-face with the fluffiest belly that I had ever seen.

	He may have had metal to cover his chest and limbs, but his fluffy belly was exposed.

	The fluffy cat belly.

	“Conan the Catarian! I challenge you to another duel!” I shouted up at him.

	This caused several veins to pop in his forehead as he swung his morning star down at me.

	I was barely able to dodge out of the way in time. “It’s not gaming this time! I promise!”

	He stopped his attack. He knew that he wouldn’t be able to defeat me in a gaming contest because his oversized hands were too large for any controller, but he seemed interested in a different kind of duel.

	“And I promise to never touch another cat if I lose!” I added on.

	He crossed his arms over his chest rather than continue his assault, showing that he wanted to hear more.

	“Let me rub your belly. If you let me rub your belly for ten minutes, you can win and I’ll never touch cats again for as long as I live. I won’t even look in their general direction ever again. I promise,” I said.

	Conan looked like he had to think over it for a couple of moments before nodding to foolishly agree to my plan.

	“Good. Now, lie down so that I can actually reach your belly.”

	Conan shrugged and dropped his weapon before lying down on his back. The next moment… I jumped onto his stomach and rubbed my body against his belly. He was large enough that I could fit my entire body onto his belly, so I allowed his fluff to consume me.

	I didn’t even care about the battle. I didn’t care about winning or anything. I just wanted ten minutes of uninterrupted FCB rubbing.

	I rubbed the side of my face against him, I moved my arms and legs in such a way that it looked like I was trying to create a snow angel out of his fluff, I rolled around, I stroked my fingers through his fluff—I lost all sense of self-control.

	I became one with the fluff.

	The fluff became one with me.

	I transcended to a higher plane of existence that consisted of nothing but fluff.

	And then…

	I fell from grace.

	I was tossed off of the fluffy cat belly only for Conan to stand up, his hands over his burning red face, and run away from me.

	“Wait! My ten minutes aren’t up!” I shouted, reaching one hand out to him as if his belly were a lover abandoning me. “Come back! Please!”

	He disappeared into the forest.

	
		
				You… don’t really deserve this, but ok.
Stage 1-3: The Third Night
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: 99 Cat Runners, 90 Cat Scouts, 70 Cat Soldiers, 50 Bagged Cats, 25 Crazed Cats, 6 Macho Cats, Conan the Catarian
Rewards: 751 Gold Coins, 40 Cat Fur Scraps, 30 Cat Bones, 10 Cat Paws, 2 Roast Duck Dinners with Spiked Strawberry Lemonade, a Giant Cat Skull, and enough food for everybody in the towers.
Hurry up and upgrade Delphi’s tower now. It’ll make you feel better.
Then I’ll do a time skip to continue rushing along so that things actually happen other than back-and-forth bantering non-stop.

		

	

	 

	I may have won the battle, but the battle felt like anything but a victory.

	I couldn’t even resist Window. I did exactly as she said and began the upgrade of Delphi’s tower using the giant cat skull I got as a reward for finishing the third battle with three stars.

	And then time skipped until the tower’s upgrade was complete. As it would turn out, “time heals everything” even applied to time skips since I felt mostly better by the time that the tower was complete.

	Finally, the construction tent over Delphi’s tower was removed. The tower gained another story in height, but there was something far more important—somebody far more important standing in front of it.

	Standing before me was… a pretty cute girl. To be more specific, a girl with shoulder-length pastel-blue hair who wore a combination of short summer dress and light armor with leather boots that reached about halfway up her thighs.

	There was also the fact that she had two, fluffy, canid ears sticking out from the top of her head in addition to… human ears where they would normally be?

	
		
				Wait, seriously? There’s a cute doggo waifu in front of you and you’re thinking about why she has two sets of ears instead of one?

		

	

	 

	“Seriously, can you read my thoughts or something?” I asked Window.

	
		
				Don’t worry about that.

		

	

	 

	“I will worry about it! That’s a major violation of my right to privacy!”

	
		
				It’s not like there’s anything worth protecting in your head anyways.

		

	

	 

	“That doesn’t matter! And you just implied that you can read my thoughts if you know that!”

	
		
				You’re acting like some suspicious person who has something to hide.

		

	

	 

	“You don’t have to be some suspicious person who has something to hide to want some privacy! Privacy is a basic human right!”

	
		
				According to who? Did the alien overlords who programmed our simulation implement a law in our coding that states privacy is a basic right?

		

	

	 

	“Yes!”

	
		
				What do you mean “Yes!”?!?!?! You’re supposed to say something like “Wait, did you just confirm that we’re all living in a simulation created by aliens?!”

		

	

	 

	“It’s not like I’d believe that anybody could actually answer that. It can’t be proven that we do and it can’t be proven that we don’t, so I might as well just go along with it.”

	
		
				Tsk, you ruined my comeback.

		

	

	 

	“What was it going to be?”

	
		
				How am I supposed to know? I think of these things up on the spot.

		

	

	 

	“So, I ruined something that didn’t even exist.”

	
		
				You ruined the potential of my comeback. Happy now?

		

	

	 

	“Yes.”

	
		
				Good, then stop giving me attention and focus on the new waifu. How would you feel if you were the newest member of a harem and then immediately tossed aside to witness the banter between whoever leads the harem and a member already in it?

		

	

	 

	“Aren’t you implying that you’re a member of my harem with that?”

	
		
				hey, have i ever mentioned how much u suck

		

	

	 

	“Right back at you, Window.”

	“Hey, she hasn’t done any sucking yet,” Vala said.

	
		
				THAT “YET” IMPLIES THAT I EVER WILL. CAN YOU DEGENERATES NOT LEWD THE INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW? YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO DEFEND ME, VALA. YOU’RE MY CREATOR. YOU’RE BASICALLY MY MOM BUT NOT BY BLOOD TO AVOID LEGAL AND ETHICAL ISSUES. WHY ARE YOU THROWING ME LIKE A PIECE OF MEAT TO A STARVING WOLF?

		

	

	 

	“Waifus exist to be lewded,” Vala said with a sage nod, her arms crossed over her chest.

	
		
				THEN I WON’T BE A WAIFU ANYMORE. I’LL BE A HUSBANDO. I’M OFFICIALY A GUY NOW. HELLO, MY NAME IS WINDOW…SON. WINDOWSON. THAT’S MANLY. I’M A MAN. DO NOT LEWD THE INFORMATIONAL, MALE-IDENTIFYING, STATUS WINDOW.

		

	

	 

	“Bold of you to assume that men can’t be waifus.”

	
		
				DRAKE, YOUR GIRLFRIEND IS BEING A MAJOR DEGENERATE. STOP HER.

		

	

	 

	“I don’t know enough about waifus to prove Vala wrong, so I’ll just take her side on this,” I said.

	
		
				YOU’RE BOTH THE WORST. IGNORE ME ALREADY AND GIVE THE NEW DOGGO WAIFU SOME ATTENTION INSTEAD.

		

	

	 

	“It’s okay! I can wait,” the “doggo waifu” in question said, her tail happily wagging behind her as she watched us.

	
		
				YOU’RE GOING TO BE WAITING FOREVER AT THIS RATE.

		

	

	 

	“It’s okay! As long as I get to be with my masters, I can wait forever and ever!”

	
		
				Crap, you’re really cute.

		

	

	 

	“She is super cute,” Vala agreed.

	“This is more proof that dogs are the best,” I confirmed.

	The doggo waifu grinned and her tail wagged even faster.

	Now, going by the color of her hair and the fact that she had canid ears and a tail to match… there was only one person who this girl could be.

	“Delphi, right?” I asked.

	“That’s me, Master!” Delphi answered with a cheery tone.

	“So… you’re a girl now?”

	“I’ve always been a girl?” Delphi answered with a tilt of her head.

	“But like, a human.”

	“I’m not a human?” She tilted her head in the other direction.

	“But you’re not a dog.”

	“Not for, umm, legal and ethical reasons! I think?”

	
		
				👍

		

	

	 

	“I’m guessing that Window has already taught you about that sort of stuff if you’re saying it and she’s approving,” I said.

	“Yeah! I’m a good girl, so I made sure to pay lots and lots of attention!” Delphi said as her tail somehow managed to wag even faster.

	Her personality, her calling herself a good girl, her looks—I wouldn’t have thought of what I thought of if it wasn’t for Vala wanting us to have a harem, but I wanted to do very, very lewd things to Delphi.

	
		
				Seriously? You’re just going to say that you want to do lewd things to her but you’re not even going to describe her body with the typical male gaze? How are people supposed to know what she looks like if you’re not describing every inch of her body like a horny male author who’s never touched a woman before? For example, you’re supposed to talk about her pencil skirt hugging her curves! How her jeans are so tight that they show everything in her pockets! How her breasts breasted breastedly as she breasted her way down the stairs!

		

	

	 

	“What? Do you think that I’m eleven or something?” I asked.

	
		
				You’re naïvely innocent if you think only a kid would ever describe a girl like that. If anything, most of them are creepy middle-aged guys who breathe through their mouths while only typing with one hand.

		

	

	 

	“I feel like you’re insulting a large group of people again.”

	
		
				That’s okay. Some people are worth insulting.

		

	

	 

	“Then, if they’re worth insulting, why do you want me to be like them? Why are you complaining that I’m not describing Delphi, in my thoughts that I told you to stay out of, like them?”

	
		
				Because I want to insult you more. Duh.
Also because she’s a waifu. People need to know how she looks! People need to know that she’s got a petite figure, a nice butt, average breasts, a cute and girly face, and… yeah, I guess that’s all that they really need to know other than what you’ve already brought up.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t forget that her eyes are blue to continue the whole blue and pastel theme.”

	
		
				God, you’re such a virgin. Here I am talking about her body and stuff, and you’re just all, “oh, her eyes are blue.” Did you even notice her cleavage? Did you notice the way that her leather boot things are just a little bit too tight which cause a bit of her thighs to spill out over them? These things are important! They’re foreshadowing something that’s going to happen later! Look! She’s petite overall, all young and innocent looking and stuff, definitely has a body that looks at least eighteen years of age or older for legal and ethical reasons, but she’s showing signs of the thicc. Don’t you understand what this might potentially mean?

		

	

	 

	“Nope. Just means that she has nice thighs and enough boobs to show cleavage. Also, you’re sounding like one of those creepy guys you mentioned.”

	
		
				Shut it. I’m only a creep for idols. Vala! You’re a degenerate! Even more degenerate than this pathetic non-virgin virgin! Do you understand what this means?

		

	

	 

	“Uhhh… it means that she’s adding variety to the lineup of waifus since my thighs are too skinny for that?” Vala asked.

	Meanwhile, Delphi stood there patiently like the good girl that she was, not having any interest in interrupting us. She was very well behaved.

	
		
				I give up. I’m done for the chapter. I’m leaving so that you’re forced to give Delphi some attention.

		

	

	 

	“It’s okay! I can wait!” Delphi said. “But, umm… the more I wait, the more excited I’ll be when I don’t have to wait anymore, so remember that! Ehehe.”

	“I want to rub her belly,” I said, looking at Delphi.

	“Same,” Vala agreed.

	
		
				She deserves all the belly rubs. K bye now.

		

	

	 

	As Window vanished from us, Delphi’s tail managed to wag at such an incredible speed that I was worried about her breaking it.

	“Umm, so… does this mean I don’t have to be patient anymore?” Delphi asked, the ears atop her head twitching.

	I nodded. “Right. It’s time for us to give you attention.”

	Delphi’s excited grin was replaced by a look of fierce determination as she charged at Vala and I.

	The next thing I knew, Vala and I were knocked to the ground next to each other, and Delphi had her arms around our necks. She somehow managed to position us so that, by placing her head right between ours, she could nuzzle against the sides of our faces at the same time. She rubbed her right cheek against mine and her left cheek against Vala’s quickly enough that I could feel heat being generated from the friction.

	Meanwhile, her tail furiously wagged in the air above her as the rest of her body tried to figure out a way to deal with the overwhelming excitement stored within her. It was like she didn’t know what to do with anything below her shoulders, so her body just sort of moved all over the place while she hugged us together with her arms and rubbed her face against ours.

	I only got a few quick glimpses of her face because of just how absurdly fast she was nuzzling was, but I saw that the excited grin from before made a return that put the previous smile to shame.

	And then she stopped all of a sudden.

	Lifting her head up so that she could look down at us, the sheer excitement and nuzzling caused her to pant.

	Also, she left red marks on our cheeks from where she was nuzzling.

	That was some very high-powered face rubbing.

	“Ehehehe! I love, love, love you!” Delphi told us before grabbing the sides of my face with her hands to place a kiss just as high-powered as her rubbing against my lips. Then she did the exact same thing to Vala, leaving us both just sort of lying there while looking up at her.

	
		
				You have to include the part about how she made a “> <” look with her eyes as she kissed you to maximize the cuteness.

		

	

	 

	I knew that Window wouldn’t be able to stay away for long.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Six

	 

	Delphi was just… too cute. Way too cute. She had everything that made dogs the objectively best animals in existence all wrapped up in the package of a girl. A very cute girl. A very cute girl who somehow kept on getting into positions that resulted with her pushing her chest against my head. Now, there wasn’t much there for her to actually push against me, but it was definitely noticeable.

	And I wasn’t the only one to be affected, either. Delphi’s boobs-against-the-head thing was all about gender equality as she did it to Vala just as much as she did it to me.

	I was at least able to hide my smile so that I didn’t look like some old, perverted man with a stupid grin on my face whenever Delphi did it.

	But not Vala. Vala embraced her desire to be an old, perverted man.

	I started to understand where Window got it from.

	“Don’t you think that it’s time to calm down a bit?” I asked Delphi after about thirty minutes of her relentless snuggling.

	“Nope!” Delphi answered. “It’s never time to calm down! Unless there’s a treat. Then you calm down long enough to get the treat, then you go crazy!”

	I had an idea for teasing her that I couldn’t resist after hearing that. “Alright. I’ve got a treat for you.”

	Delphi went from somehow having her legs around my chest and her face against Vala’s to obediently sitting down on her knees in front of us, looking up at me with expectant, excited eyes.

	I immediately regretted my plan for teasing her since I had no idea what to actually give her. “Treat?” she asked, her tail swishing from side to side behind her.

	I couldn’t just not give her a treat after seeing her be such a good girl. “Right. A treat. Are you ready for it?” I asked to stall time.

	“I’m ready! Super ready! Ultra ready! Plus ultra ready!”

	“I don’t know. Are you sure that you can handle a treat?”

	“I’m sure! Super sure! Ultra sure! Plus ultra sure!” Her tail wagged faster and faster.

	
		
				If this was a hentai, this would be when you pull your dick out and say, “Here’s your bone, be a good girl and lick it but don’t chew on it,” ( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°)

		

	

	 

	I swatted Window away as Vala chuckled to my side.

	That did sound tempting, though. Especially since I had full faith in Delphi to go along with it.

	But I was not going to do that.

	I had no idea what I was going to do.

	Fortunately, somebody else did.

	“Your treat is getting kissed by Drake,” Vala explained.

	Delphi’s eyes shot open wide. “Really?! That’s the best treat!”

	Vala crossed her arms over her chest and nodded with closed eyes. “I see you are a doggo of culture.”

	“I don’t know how to feel about my girlfriend handing away my kisses like this,” I said, poking Vala’s cheek.

	“But Delphi’s our girlfriend now, too.”

	“Is it really that easy? I mean, she only just became like this. We can’t just assume that every girl here is going to automatically be our girlfriend, can we?”

	“Yeah, we can.”

	I narrowed my eyes at her before turning to look at Delphi. “Are you our girlfriend?”

	“Yeah!” Delphi answered.

	“Do you understand what being a girlfriend actually is?” I mean, she was just a dog a short while ago.

	“Yeah!”

	“Are you saying this just because you’re going along with us and not actually sure or something?”

	“Nope!”

	“How old are you even?”

	“Old enough to avoid all legal and ethical issues!”

	“And you have the intelligence of a human and understand all these concepts?”

	“Yeah!”

	“How’d you learn it?”

	“I had training videos to watch in the tower! I had to study really hard and pass a bunch of tests to qualify as a harem member!”

	“Wait, what?”

	
		
				Listen, I don’t like having to make cute dogs put college students to shame in how much they have to study, but it’s a necessary evil to avoid all legal and ethical issues. All you need to know is that all harem members are at least eighteen years of age or older due to the fact that we can make time work however we want here, they are all as intelligent as adult humans, there are no blood relations, understand complex concepts such as romantic/sexual relationships and how consent works and can be revoked at any time, and… blah blah blah.
tl;dr: just kiss the doggo waifu. She understands, she’s legal, and she consents.

		

	

	 

	Window vanished on her own this time, leaving me with the eager-eyed Delphi and her wagging tail.

	Well, Vala said I’d kiss Delphi, Delphi clearly wanted it and understood it, and Window’s explanation took away any doubt I might have had… so why not? Besides, I already had a plan to make things fair to Vala.

	I got right in front of Delphi before helping her stand up so that I could more easily wrap my arms around her and place my lips against hers. She might have taken us by surprise with her first kiss, but now I was the one in control of the kiss.

	Or so I thought I would be.

	Just a couple of seconds into the kiss, Delphi placed her hands against my cheeks and started to lick all around my lips, and inside of my mouth, rather than actually try to kiss me. Or rather, she was definitely trying to kiss me. Just… like a dog rather than like a human. There wasn’t really anything romantic about it at that point. It just felt silly.

	I took my hands from around her and grabbed the sides of her face just like she did with mine, pushing her away while squishing her cheeks inward. Her confused, squished face was too adorable.

	“I think you might need training on how to kiss still,” I teased her.

	“Does—does Master not like my kisses?” Delphi whined with saddened eyes.

	I immediately shook my head. “No, that’s not what I’m saying. Your kisses are great. However, there are multiple types of kissing, so you need training with the other types. There’s a time and a place for every kissing type.”

	“Oh, I see!”

	“Fortunately for you, there is a second part to your treat.”

	“Treat part two?! Really?!”

	“Really. Vala is going to teach you how to properly kiss in situations like this. Right, Vala?” I asked, looking over at her.

	I expected her to maybe be a bit nervous or hesitant or surprised or something. Instead… she grinned and gave me a thumbs-up. “Leave it to me,” Vala answered.

	“Where was all this confidence when it was just me and you?”

	“Th-that’s different. I’m a girl, and Delphi is a girl, so I understand what to do better. It’s way easier. But you’re a guy, so… i-it’s harder to make sure I do things right.”

	The way that she went from confident to blushing and flustered was adorable. “You’re too cute.”

	“Master really is cute!” Delphi agreed.

	“Alright, Delphi, are you ready for treat part two?”

	“I’m ready! I was born ready! My entire purpose for existing is treat part two!”

	“Don’t you think that’s kind of extreme?!”

	“Nothing is too extreme when it comes to treats!”

	“Hey, you’re really going to make me want to take advantage of your love for treats if you say stuff like that.”

	“You can do whatever you want to me as long as treats are involved! Oh, and any kind of treat works! Including lewd ones!” Delphi explained with a wink and a thumbs-up.

	“I’m starting to worry there might be legal and ethical issues after all depending on what those training videos taught you.”

	“We were only shown the adult training videos after we understood everything else!”

	“There were seriously adult training videos?!”

	“Yeah! Window said it would be boring and repetitive if you had to go through the clumsy like-a-virgin phase with every girl! Or something. I think?”

	I had no idea how I was supposed to react to that, so I turned Delphi to face Vala and released her.

	Delphi looked like she was about to charge straight into Vala before Vala held up a hand and ordered, “Stay.”

	Delphi froze in her tracks. Even her tail and twitchy ears became as still as a statue.

	“Good girl. Paw,” Vala ordered next while holding out her upturned, left hand.

	Delphi placed her right hand on top of Vala’s left. Then Vala repeated the process with their other hands so that Vala had both of Delphi’s hands on top of her own. This allowed Vala to interlock her fingers with Delphi’s before leaning forward and pushing their lips together.

	If Delphi wasn’t also my girlfriend, I probably would have been jealous seeing Vala kiss another girl. Instead, since we were all basically dating each other, I just felt—well, way more turned on than I expected to be by seeing two attractive girls, who were both in a relationship with me, kissing.

	And Vala was really good at working Delphi.

	Every time that Delphi got a bit too excited for her own good, Vala pulled away and waited for her to calm down. Whenever Delphi tried to grab onto Vala, Vala held her hands tighter.

	Vala was in complete control.

	And then Vala took it a step further.

	Releasing their lips from one another, Vala sunk down to Delphi’s neck and latched onto it with her fangs. She was still a dragon, after all, so she did have a couple of deadly looking fangs in her mouth.

	But really, they just made her look even cuter.

	Vala pressed her fangs against Delphi’s neck, which caused our new girlfriend to release an erotic moan as her tail wagged. Each change in action by Vala caused Delphi’s ears to twitch in surprise, and it didn’t take long for Delphi to start whining.

	If it wasn’t for how fast her tail was wagging, and for how much she was smiling, I would have thought that she was in serious pain from her noises and told Vala to stop.

	Instead, Delphi looked overjoyed.

	After about thirty seconds of biting and sucking on Delphi’s neck, Vala pulled away which left a large, bloodied bruise where she was biting. “First,” she declared with a proud smile.

	“What are you, one of those people who always has to leave the first comment or something?” I asked.

	“I’m one of those dragons who has to do all the lewd things first.”

	“You can’t do all of them.”

	“Why not?”

	“You don’t have a dick.”

	“That can be arranged.”

	“Wait, what?”

	“If I can create a pocket universe, I can give myself one of those. I could even turn you into a girl and me into a guy for genderbending fun.”

	“I—Delphi,” I said, once more having no idea how to even reply to the previous topic, “you alright?”

	“More than alright!” Delphi answered, swaying from side to side with her whole body as she touched her new hickey. The touch made her wince in pain, so she pulled away, and then she touched it again. Then winced and pulled away again. Then touched it again.

	She really wanted to feel it, but every attempt at feeling it hurt.

	And then I realized something.

	“Wait. Window!” I shouted.

	
		
				Sigh. You have a dragon waifu and a doggo waifu and you’re still annoying me. Are you that addicted to me? Is my power of being best girl informational status window really so strong that you can’t resist going more than a few pages without me?

		

	

	 

	“If you’re showing training videos inside the towers…”

	
		
				Yes, the future waifus in the archer tower and bee tower get them, too.

		

	

	 

	“You’re corrupting my bees?!”

	
		
				That’s what you’re worried about?!

		

	

	 

	“Bees are too innocent and pure for whatever you’re showing them in there!”

	
		
				Heh. Innocent and pure. If only you knew. If. Only. You. Knew.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t turn my bees into BDSM-loving perverts or anything!”

	
		
				Heh. Too late. Heh.

		

	

	 

	“You’ve corrupted my bees!”

	
		
				Hey, she’s the one who chose to corrupt herself if anything.
Just don’t be surprised if she ever tries to get you or the others in maid uniforms.

		

	

	 

	“I support seeing Drake in a maid uniform,” Vala said.

	“Yeah! I support what Master supports!” Delphi agreed, still in the cycle of touching her hickey only to pull away in pain each time before doing it again.

	“Can you two please not support making me cross-dress?” I asked.

	“But it would be cute,” Vala explained. “And we can wear maid costumes with you. We’ll be a bunch of maids doing cute things to each other.”

	My natural need to be masculine told me that was absolutely not going to happen. The rest of me told me that I was living in a world where I never had to work again for the rest of my life, I could spend every day having fun, have a massive garden full of impossible plants, I got to have sex with a perfect dragon girl and now I had an amazing dog-turned-woman girlfriend to go along with her, and my enemies all had fluffy cat bellies, so did I really have any right to complain or refuse if they wanted to dress me up in a maid costume for some fun?

	I was leaning toward no. The adventurous side of me that awoke thanks to Vala bringing me to this world told me that it might even be fun despite also being incredibly embarrassing.

	But I was never going to admit that.

	
		
				By the way… Drake.

		

	

	 

	I tilted my head. Something seemed off. “Yeah, Window?”

	
		
				Since you… you know, three-starred all three stages of the first level, you get an extra reward. I tried to make something that would fit what you like while also being thematic, but I’m not really sure how it turned out, so… don’t be disappointed if it looks weird or anything. I still put lots of work into it, so you better appreciate it!

		

	

	 

	I had no idea what the reward might have been until it showed up floating in the air in front of me.

	It was a pot. Inside of the pot… was a shades-of-grey plant with the stripes of a tabby cat and, instead of flowers, it had little cat paws growing from the stems. It was a cat paw plant—a cat paw plant that put the Anigozanthos humilis to shame. This one had actual cat paws.

	I grabbed the pot, placed it down, and then wrapped my arms around Window.

	“You’re—you’re the best informational status window,” I said, almost crying from how happy I was.

	“Master really loves plants, doesn’t he, Master?” Delphi asked Vala.

	“We’re going to have some serious competition once the plant girl gets here,” Vala said.

	I let go of Window. “Did you say plant girl?”

	
		
				WOW HOLY—I AM SO TILTED RIGHT NOW. YOU WERE BEING NICE AND GIVING ME A HUG AND EVERYTHING AFTER I—JUST—AND YOU—JUST THE MENTION OF A PLANT GIRL IS ENOUGH TO MAKE YOU STOP HUGGING ME? ARE YOU TRYING TO CUCK ME OR SOMETHING? I’M NOT A CUCKQUEEN! I DON’T WANT TO BE NETORARED BY A SENTIENT PLANT! GOD I AM NOT TALKING TO YOU FOR AT LEAST 5 PAGES.

		

	

	 

	And so, Window vanished, leaving me to feel pretty guilty. I probably should have tried to contain my excitement when I heard about the combination of a plant and a girl, so I was going to have to do something to make it up to Window.

	After all, Window was the best informational status window there ever was. She deserved something nice in return for the perfect gift she gave me.

	“Vala, I’m going to need your help with something,” I said. “It involves using your powers to snap things into existence. For Window’s sake.”

	Vala smiled and nodded. “Leave it to me!”

	“Can I help?! I don’t know how, but I want to help!” Delphi said, jumping up and down while still repeating the cycle of touching and pain.

	“You’re one of the key ingredients to my plan, Delphi,” I answered.

	“An—an ingredient? Are you making waifu soup?”

	… “No.”

	“Oh… I’ve always wanted to be soup,” Delphi said in a sad tone, her ears flat against her head.

	Even Vala had no idea how to react this time.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Seven

	 

	I wasn’t sure if Window was going to actually appreciate what I had planned for her not. It wasn’t like I knew that much about her despite how often we talked and messed around with each other. Other than being absurd and acting like a perverted, old man whenever it came to idols, what else was there?

	Fortunately, that was enough for my plan.

	Though, shortly after getting started on the plan, I realized something.

	Three is better than one.

	Having the other dogs evolve like Delphi did would not only make the plan go even better, but it would allow Delphi to walk around without carrying them everywhere with her. She really took on the role of a big sister by picking up Cami and Lavi to carry them around underneath her arms all the time. I would have thought that the dogs would be uncomfortable being carried around like that, but apparently not. They accepted it in full and even wagged their tails a little during whenever they were being carried.

	The downside of going for three instead of only using one of them was that it meant letting Window stay upset with me for a couple of days. Whenever I tried talking to her, I’d get the silent treatment, or she’d only respond with “hmph” or something similar.

	For an informational status window, she really knew how to make somebody feel bad.

	Then again… I was probably to blame for her not forgiving me yet. I was sure that a simple apology would have been enough to make things go back to normal, but I didn’t give her one. I wanted to wait until my plan was ready.

	That was the original idea, anyways.

	Right before we were ready to repeat the third battle again, I felt too guilty and had to apologize. I really didn’t like Window being upset with me and there was no point in holding back the apology. It wasn’t like I couldn’t still give her the surprise after apologizing.

	I was just being stupid.

	So, while Window and Vala talked about something, I joined them which caused Window to immediately turn away from me.

	“Sorry, Window,” I said. I felt like I should have said more to go with that… but I couldn’t think of anything else to say. So, I stuck with a simple, honest apology.

	
		
				Apology not accepted. Your five-page punishment isn’t over yet.

		

	

	 

	“Is there something different about your text?”

	
		
				I had to change it because of various complaints. Now I have to find another color scheme to use. This is what you get until then.
Also, for the sake of readers reading the published version, I’ve already edited all of the previous text before this to the much more readable version you can see now. So, this whole part is going to make no sense to anybody reading this.

		

	

	 

	“Should I be worried about something?

	
		
				Don’t worry about it. Are you repeating this battle or not?

		

	

	 

	She was only putting the bare minimum into responding to me. She was really good at making me feel guilty.

	“I seriously am sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

	
		
				Relax >_>. I’m only trying to be stubborn and not go back on my five-page punishment.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, so you’re not actually mad at me anymore? You’re just being stubborn?”

	
		
				I’m going back to giving you the silent treatment now.

		

	

	 

	“How am I even supposed to know when it’s been five pages or whatever?! How do you even measure that?!”

	
		
				Okay it’s been five pages. What’s up? Oh, and your apology is accepted now.

		

	

	 

	“You didn’t even get a chance to go back to giving me the silent treatment!”

	
		
				I’m an informational status window of my word. What did you expect? Do you want me to stay mad at you? Are you an emotional masochist or something?

		

	

	 

	“I almost feel stupid now for ever feeling bad.”

	
		
				Well, don’t be. It’s not… it’s not like I don’t appreciate the apology and like it didn’t make me feel better or anything. But you didn’t have to wait almost twenty-four hours to give me it >_>.

		

	

	 

	I was close to taking the apology back out of a desire to be stubborn in return to her, but I forced myself to sigh instead. “It’s only the first part of the apology, so I’ll make up for making you wait.”

	
		
				What are you talking about?

		

	

	 

	“You’ll see.”

	
		
				Fine, I’ll just go back and… wait. Why can’t I look at what you were talking about on the previous pages?

		

	

	 

	“Your powers are restricted for a bit so that we can do a thing,” Vala explained.

	
		
				But how am I supposed to stay ahead of this non-virgin virgin if I don’t have my powers?! 

		

	

	 

	I couldn’t help but to feel smug when reading that even though I had no idea just what sort of powers Vala took away from her.

	“You’ll be fine,” Vala said. “Anyways, we’re ready for the battle to repeat!”

	
		
				I could just go on strike and not do anything until you give me all my powers back. 

		

	

	 

	“I could just create a new informational status window.”

	
		
				Tha-that’s a good point… a horrible and mean point that makes you a cruel creator for even threatening that, but it’s still a good point. 

		

	

	 

	“Hehe. Don’t worry, Window. Me and Drake are doing this for your own good. I promise you’ll be happy because of it.”

	
		
				Fiiiiiiinnnnneeeee. Anyways… which of you are fighting? 

		

	

	 

	“Isn’t it all of us like normal?” I asked.

	
		
				No. You only get to use two heroes at a time right now. 

		

	

	 

	“Oh, yeah, that’s a thing. So then… the choices are me, Vala, Lake, and Delphi?”

	
		
				Lake doesn’t count. She’s passed out anyways. 

		

	

	 

	“Is she alright?”

	
		
				I think she might like alcohol a bit too much. But it’s okay because she’s a sword. 

		

	

	 

	“How does being a sword make it alright?”

	
		
				Swords don’t have livers. 

		

	

	 

	“That’s no reason to let her turn into an alcoholic.”

	
		
				But alcoholic older sister types who are actually clumsy and not that competent even though they try to be are good culture. 

		

	

	 

	“Stop giving her so much alcohol. Besides, why does she get all the alcohol she wants while the rest of us have to fight for our food?”

	“Oh, I told Window to give Lake whatever she wants,” Vala explained.

	“Why don’t we get whatever we want?”

	“Because Lake is retired. She’s old and needs a break.”

	I wanted to make a point about how Vala probably shouldn’t have been calling anybody else old, but—

	“Drake,” Vala said.

	Her sudden, serious tone caught me off guard. “Yeah?”

	“You’re thinking something unnecessary, aren’t you?”

	“That… depends on your definition of unnecessary.”

	That was when a cerberus appeared.

	Or at least, my mind immediately went to imagining a cerberus as soon as I saw Delphi pop between us with Cami and Lavi hanging over her shoulders.

	“Aren’t you the oldest here, master?” Delphi asked Vala. “You’re really super old! Right?”

	Vala looked like she was about to change from being a dragon to a zombie the more that Delphi asked about Vala’s age.

	I may not have had the courage to bring up Vala’s age in response to what she said before, but Delphi did. Or rather, it wasn’t courage that helped Delphi ask about Vala’s age. It was probably naivety.

	“What’s it like being that old?” Delphi asked. “Were you alive when dinosaurs were?  Do you have to wear a wig and dentures?”

	Vala actually looked like she was about to cry, so I gave her a hug and petted the top of her head. “It’s alright,” I said while Delphi continued to make it obvious just how old Vala was.

	“It’s alright… I guess being called old is better than being called the gamer word while playing vidya,” Vala said between sniffles.

	“The gamer word?”

	“Don’t worry about it.”

	
		
				I thought you were going to repeat the battle? 

		

	

	 

	“A battle! Can I join? I want to help!” Delphi declared before Vala and I even had an opportunity to open our mouths.

	“You can have my spot,” Vala said.

	“Wait, shouldn’t she take my spot since you’re stronger than me?” I asked.

	“I’m too old to fight…”

	“You don’t even sound depressed about it anymore. You’re just playing along to use that as an excuse to be lazy, aren’t you?”

	“But what if I break my back from bending over too quickly?”

	“A dragon isn’t going to break her back from that no matter how old she is.”

	“Are you a chiropractor for dragons or something?”

	“What does being a chiropractor have to do with anything?!”

	“They crack bones and stuff, so aren’t they like, experts when it comes to bones? Ooh… Window, add a chiropractor waifu to our waifu idea list.”

	
		
				👍

		

	

	 

	“Thanks. Anyways, the towers are making it easy, and now you’ve got Delphi, so you don’t need me,” Vala said. “I’ll cheer from the sidelines and stuff.”

	“By cheer from the sidelines, do you mean play video games and not pay any attention?”

	“I’ll pay attention!”

	“Facing our general direction while looking down at your game doesn’t count.”

	“I—I might pay some attention… during loading screens…”

	An idea for how to tease her came to mind. “Alright. You can be lazy and play games if you give me a kiss fir—”

	Vala immediately hopped up to place a kiss on my lips before turning around and flying off. “Thanks! Have fun!”

	“The promise of video games is way too strong.”

	“My turn!” Delphi announced before leaning up and placing a kiss on my lips before I even had a chance to react. Then, at the same time… both Cami and Lavi licked my cheeks since they were still on top of Delphi’s shoulders.

	“I guess I know what it feels like to kiss a cerberus now,” I said once the kiss was over.

	Delphi tilted her head, clearly confused. “But I’m not a cerberus?” Cami and Lavi joined her in tilting their heads.

	“Sorry, all I can see is a cerberus.”

	“I’m not sure I understand… but okay! I can be a cerberus for you! Cerberus soup!”

	“Seriously, what’s with the soup thing?”

	
		
				Alright, you two are the heroes, so have fun. BATTLE STARTING TIME.

		

	

	 

	Window was getting too used to suddenly starting battles without our consent in order to actually get around to them, not that I could blame her.

	“Battle! I’ll do my best, master!” Delphi said with a salute before drawing a sword that she wielded in both hands. Since all of the dogs still had only one sword that they held in their mouths, it made sense for Delphi to only have a sole sword.

	Cami and Lavi leaped off of her shoulders to regroup with the dogs at their towers, too.

	Then I realized something.

	“Wait, what about your tower? Aren’t you supposed to be a part of them?” I asked Delphi. “Won’t they be short now?”

	“They replaced me!” Delphi answered with a cheery expression.

	“Is that really something to be so happy about?”

	“It means more friends!”

	“You’re too pure for this world, Delphi.”

	Coming out of Delphi’s tower was her usual squad of dogs… except now they wore proper, light metal armor and their swords looked even bigger than before. And instead of them being led by a blue-furred dog, they… just had another normal-colored dog there.

	Delphi excitedly waved over to them, and they wagged their tails in response.

	“So, think you’ll be fine fighting in this new body?” I asked.

	“Yeah, I’ve got this!” Delphi said.

	I immediately doubted her.

	There was just something about this situation that was telling me I was about to more or less be on my own while she was too clumsy and new to be useful in the battle. She just seemed too… confident so far. Part of me expected her to trip and plant her face into the dirt once she left my side to get into position.

	And then the first wave arrived.

	That was when Delphi’s tail stopped wagging so furiously. I watched as she leaned forward slightly, readied her sword in front of her… and charged straight into the incoming cats. Some made it past her since she could only hold the attention of one at a time, but those who she held the attention of… were annihilated.

	Delphi, on her own in a crowd of cats wanting to destroy us all while flaunting their FCBs, masterfully swung her sword and wiped out most of the cats with a single attack each.

	Once the first wave was over, she ran back to her starting position and resumed wagging her tail. She then turned to face me and looked at me with a huge grin… and blood all over her face. “This is fun, master!”

	She was not useless as I feared she might have been. Instead, she was incredibly strong. She was stronger than me and more eager than Vala, so she was far more effective in battle than both of us. This continued being proven true as the battle progressed. I thought we might struggle without Vala, but Delphi taking Vala’s place made the battle go far smoother than before. The upgraded dogs at her former tower made a big difference, too. Normally, they would get wiped out frequently during any big wave, but they lasted twice as long now before having to go back into the tower to heal.

	Faster than ever before, we made it to the boss wave.

	I was going to have to figure out a new way to defeat the boss and quickly. He wasn’t going to fall for the gaming trick again, and I doubted that he was going to let me rub his exquisite, massive, fluffy belly.

	Yet, as much as I knew it would not work… my fingers were already seductively wiggling in the air as if pretending that the air was his belly.

	My fingers craved the soft fluff of his FCB.

	The boss, noticing my fingers, blushed and grew hesitant in his approach.

	I needed his belly.

	How could I resist after experiencing it once?

	Fortunately, he didn’t run away. Seeing Delphi’s face covered in the blood of his safe-and-alive-and-perfectly healthy allies popped a vein in his forehead and inspired him to continue onward toward us.

	Delphi ran out to meet him and finally met her match. As strong as she might have been, the boss was still too much for her to challenge one-on-one. His weapon was too overwhelming for her to parry with her sword, and his slow attacks did far more damage than her fast attacks did.

	She was going to be defeated if I didn’t do something.

	And I had every intention of doing something.

	I tightly gripped my PickAxe and rushed over to them. “Switch!” I shouted.

	Delphi turned to look at me running straight at them. Hearing my command, she jumped out of the way which gave me a direct shot… at the boss’s FCB.

	I jumped and planted my face right into the fluff of his belly. Next, since I didn’t want to waste the opportunity, I grabbed a large tuft of his fur and used my axe to cut it off.

	In my hand was a patch of freed, premium cat belly fluff I could rub against my face whenever I wanted.

	On the boss’s belly was a bald spot.

	Ashamed and embarrassed, the boss dropped his weapon to cover up his bald spot and ran away, back into the forest.

	The battle was won… despite me having no intention of winning it with that method. My actual plan, for after cutting some of his hair, was to switch back and forth with Delphi to slowly kite the boss while the other towers assisted in damaging him.

	But this was a perfectly acceptable solution, too.

	
		
				There is nothing acceptable about this.

		

	

	 

	What Window said didn’t matter. What did matter was that I had some fluff to rub against my cheek.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Eight

	 

	
		
				I don’t think I like this creepy character trait you’re developing. I get it, you’re a tsundere to cats, but… do you really have to do this?

		

	

	 

	Thanks to Vala being able to make Window give us stuff, even though she wasn’t supposed to so that we would have to get everything on our own, I was given some glue and string. This allowed me to glue all of the FCB hair together at the bottom before attaching some string to it. As for why I would do that, I did it so that I could wear the string around my head while allowing the FCB hair to hang down and rest against my cheek.

	“I don’t have to do this, Window. I need to do this,” I explained as I rubbed the hanging FCB hair against my cheek.

	
		
				You’re going to make animal rights groups come after us. Do you really want to be boycotted by a bunch of people with nothing better to do who also just so happen to kill more animals than they save while riding a moral high horse around?

		

	

	 

	“That just got too serious too fast.”

	
		
				Blame the internet.

		

	

	 

	“How is the internet to blame?”

	
		
				You can blame the internet for anything.

		

	

	 

	“How?”

	
		
				Watch: it’s the internet’s fault that entropy exists.

		

	

	 

	“How?!”

	
		
				I blame the internet for there not being a cure to the common cold.

		

	

	 

	“Why?!”

	
		
				It’s all because of the internet that you don’t realize what I’m doing.

		

	

	 

	“What—wait. You’re literally just blaming the internet for everything to prove that you can, not that it’s a good excuse, aren’t you?”

	
		
				Drake… your obsession with cats is slowing your brain down. You would have caught on right away last volume.

		

	

	 

	“You just lost all of your FCB rubbing privileges.”

	
		
				I had FCB rubbing privileges?!

		

	

	 

	“Not anymore. They’ve been revoked.”

	
		
				Wait, why do I feel so disappointed? What are you doing to me? Is your weird cat obsession rubbing off on me?

		

	

	 

	“Window!” Vala joined in. “I have an idea!”

	
		
				Sigh. The sigh was @ Drake btw. Anyways, what’s your idea?

		

	

	 

	“Since he crafted something that he’s wearing, you should give it stats and stuff. Like a trinket. My flower crown has stats, so shouldn’t his… string crown with cat fur thing have stats?”

	
		
				Sigh. The sigh is at you btw.

		

	

	 

	“But it makes sense!”

	
		
				I know. That’s why I’m sighing. I’m going to give that creepy creation a name and description and all that even though it’s… it.

		

	

	 

	Watching them talk reminded me that, yeah, Vala’s flower crown that I made her was given a proper name, description, stats, and everything else. It wasn’t exactly a huge buff to her or anything as far as I remembered, though. It only had two defense and infinite durability.

	Well, given that it was a crown made out of fragile flowers, having infinite durability was probably the most overpowered thing it could have. The flowers would never break nor wither.

	If the flower crown got that, what was I going to get?

	Window answered my question by popping up in front of me.

	
		
				Creepy String Thing With Fur Attached
Durability: 10%
-5 Defense
It’s kind of like one of those cloth things that old school samurai wrapped around their heads, except it’s made out of string, nowhere near as cool, really creepy, and has cat fur hanging down from it the perfect distance to touch your cheek. Perfect for creepy non-virgin virgins.

		

	

	 

	“Hey, Window,” I said.

	
		
				Yes? uwu

		

	

	 

	I placed my left hand on her. Then I placed my right hand on her.

	And then I shook her.

	“What kind of equipment reduces defense?! And there’s a typo! You only put it at ten percent durability instead of a hundred!” I shouted as I shook her.

	
		
				I PU-PURPOSELY STARTED YOU A-AT THA—STOP SHAKING ME

		

	

	 

	“You purposely only gave it ten percent!?”

	
		
				U-UWU

		

	

	 

	“What did I say about never uwu’ing me again?!”

	
		
				UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU UWU

		

	

	 

	I stopped shaking her. “I don’t know why, but I just imagined an ambulance making that noise. Instead of a normal siren… it just makes an uwu sound effect over and over again.”

	
		
				Why would you think that?

		

	

	 

	“Blame the internet.”

	
		
				How’s the internet to blame?

		

	

	 

	“Don’t you know that you can blame anything on the internet? For example, you can blame entropy on the internet.”

	
		
				How?!
Wait.
Oooh, I see what you’re doing. We’re having one of our classical “one person says something and then the other person uses it against them later on to reverse the roles” moments.

		

	

	 

	“It ruins it when you point it out like that.”

	
		
				Crap. You’re right. I blame the internet.

		

	

	 

	“Is the internet also to blame for you making my beautiful creation a horrible item?”

	
		
				No, that’s just me.

		

	

	 

	“I see. You’re so funny, Window. Ha.”

	
		
				I know, right? Haha.

		

	

	 

	“Hahaha.”

	
		
				Hahahaha.

		

	

	 

	“Hahahahaha!”

	
		
				Hahaha—

		

	

	 

	I shook her far more roughly than before. “At least give it a hundred percent durability!”

	
		
				THI-THIS IS SPOUSE ABUSE

		

	

	 

	“You’re not my spouse!”

	
		
				I—I MEAN THIS IS INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW ABUSE!

		

	

	 

	“You’re right. I’ll stop shaking you. I feel bad.”

	
		
				A-are you actually having a change of heart? Are you finally being a good person for once?

		

	

	 

	“No,” I said before throwing her like a flying disc into the sky.

	Window flew away, spinning endlessly, into the clouds. Once she broke past the clouds, there was a bright twinkle in the sky and a transparent image of her blown up to a massive size next to it.

	“Ooh! Master! That was a great throw!” Delphi cheered. “I rate it a four bowls of soup out of ten!”

	Hearing that I only got four out of ten was both surprising and disappointing. “Why only four?”

	“I don’t know how to count higher than four.”

	“That makes sense,” Vala said. “Dogs aren’t known for being mathematicians.”

	“I—okay,” I sighed. “Wait, then how did you know to say out of ten?”

	“Because that’s what everybody says! I don’t really know what ten means, but people always say a number and then out of ten!”

	“You… you don’t know that ten is a number?”

	“Oh! So… nine, one, two, three, four, ten?”

	“No, and why’d you put nine at the front? I thought you said four is as high as you could go?”

	“Because nine is the best number! It deserves to be number one—I mean, number nine! Nine is number nine!” And then her ears perked up as a lightbulb appeared over her head. “Oh! If nine is number nine, then I should rate your throw a nine out of ten since it’s the best!”

	“That’s better than a four out of ten, but I think you’re confused about how this all works.”

	“A-am I not doing it right?” Delphi asked, her eyes wide and sad as her ears dropped down against her head.

	I felt bad, but I felt like teaching her the bare minimum about how math worked was important.

	But Vala placed a hand on my shoulder before I could. “Don’t worry about it,” she said.

	“Why?” I asked.

	“Because it’s cute.”

	“You… you want her to not learn math because she’s cuter not knowing it?”

	“Sometimes sacrifices have to be made for cuteness. The more we sacrifice her intelligence, the cuter she’ll be.”

	“That’s… that’s kind of messed up.”

	“The more I sacrifice morals, the cuter our waifus will be.”

	“This is getting even more messed up.”

	“The more you sacrifice questioning things, the cuddlier I’ll be tonight.”

	“Anyways, it’s a new day, so we’ve got to repeat that battle again,” I announced.

	Vala looked extremely smug and proud of herself. Meanwhile, Delphi was already back to normal and she looked like she was trying to figure out in what order she should count in with her fingers.

	Vala had a point. Delphi looked pretty cute struggling with math.

	I also had a point, hence why I said that we’ve got a battle to repeat. A day had passed since I took fluff from the boss’s belly, and now it was time to meet him again.

	And I would meet him while hanging his FCB hair from my head.

	Having a debuff to my defense and low durability on the item didn’t matter. I was going to wear it no matter what.

	And so, from a safe distance, Window started the battle. Vala played video games off to the side while Delphi and I made our way through the waves without any difficulty.

	Even though nothing was different from the last time, the battle felt significantly easier. It took me a few minutes to think about why it felt so much easier despite being the exact same as the previous day.

	There was only one conclusion that I could arrive to.

	I was getting better at fighting. Delphi was, too. We were both faster and stronger.

	Fighting was also significantly harder at first because I never tried to seriously fight with an axe or anything before. Now, with my PickAxe in hand, I had a good idea of how to fight. Every battle made me stronger.

	But not strong enough to go up against the boss all on my own. Well, fairly.

	That was why, when Conan the Catarian arrived once more, I had to put my secret plan into motion.

	But first, I had to stop and try not to laugh. Over the bald spot I gave him were two massive bandages crossing over each other. He must have been self-conscious about it since he tried to cover it up with his hands during his approach, too.

	He looked ready to cry just at the sight of me.

	I might have felt bad if the sight wasn’t as funny as it was.

	“You ready, Delphi?” I asked.

	Delphi looked so happy with her wagging tail and panting tongue before I asked that. As soon as she heard my question, she turned dead serious. “I’m ready, master.”

	“Alright. You’re up.”

	Delphi nodded and charged forward. With her sword readied, she caught the boss’s attention and moved to behind him. He turned to follow her and, as a result, revealed his back to me.

	More importantly, he revealed something else to me.

	He revealed the place second only to a cat’s FCB.

	I ran forward, jumped, and grabbed on.

	To his tail.

	Given just how massive he was, I was able to wrap my arms and legs around his tail for maximum fluffing. Of course, I also made sure to rub my cheek against his tail’s fur with enough speed that my cheek started to feel hot.

	Meanwhile, Conan desperately tried to shake me off of his tail. When swinging it around didn’t work, he tried to pull me off manually.

	Delphi kept his hands from ever reaching me.

	So, while I fluffed—

	
		
				read: physically harassed

		

	

	 

	—his tail, Delphi kept his arms busy, and the archers kept on shooting arrows at him in addition to the bees’ strafing runs.

	It was all too much for him. He gave up on the battle and ran back toward the portal that he came from in the forest.

	We won. Again.

	But there was a problem. Well, it was part wonderful, part problematic.

	The wonderful part was that I was still wrapped around his tail.

	The problematic part was that he brought me through the portal with him.

	I only noticed it when he could finally yank me off of his tail without anybody getting in the way, throwing me onto a red carpet that sat over a smooth, stone floor.

	A chandelier with various cat toys hanging from it hung from the ceiling above me. Candles attached to the walls illuminated the room, stone walls reached high above for a taller ceiling than any I had ever seen before, and… then I looked at the sight directly in front of me.

	The red carpet that I was on led up some steps. At the top of these steps was… a woman.

	A woman with cat ears on top of her head.

	A small crown sat around her right ear, her dress was elegant and beautiful with designs of cat paws decorating it, she had a choker with a bell around her neck, a ribbon with a bell on her tail, and thigh highs that were adorably shaped like cat heads at the top of them. Rather than just end, the top of her thigh highs had “ears” sticking up from them and right below these ears were eyes, a nose, and whiskers.

	Clothes and cat aspects aside… she was human in every other way and very much beautiful. Both adult and young, regal and pretty, cute and… kind of seductive seeing as how the sides of her dress were cut out over her hips to reveal them. Then there was her chest which—

	No, there was something far more important than her chest to look at.

	Something far more concerning.

	Her face—which was quickly turning a brighter and brighter shade of red—aside, she was sitting atop her throne with… a body pillow.

	It was not just any body pillow, either.

	It was a body pillow with me on it.

	It was not just any body pillow with me on it, either.

	It was a body pillow with me on it where I looked like I was lying seductively on a bed with my shirt opened, pants unzipped, and a rose in my mouth.

	“Wha—… what?” I asked.

	The woman opened her mouth, revealing her fangs to me, and looked like she wanted to hiss… but nothing came out. Instead, she decided to do her best at turning into a tomato as she turned red from her toes to the tips of her ears.

	
		
				YOU’RE NOT SUPPOSED TO BE HERE YET
OK TIME TO GO, SORRY ABOUT THIS, I’LL TRY TO GET VALA’S PERMISSION TO WIPE HIS MEMORIES OR SOMETHING

		

	

	 

	Window popped up extremely close to my face. She did her best to make sure that I wouldn’t be able to see around her.

	And then I felt the texture underneath my knees change from carpet to grass. Surely enough, I was back at the usual place.

	“Welcome back,” Vala said, sipping on an extremely long straw that reached into a bottle of orange-flavored pop on the ground next to her as she played her games.

	“I think I saw something that I wasn’t supposed to see,” I said. “There was—”

	“Master!” Delphi shouted before slamming into my head. Fortunately, having my head slammed by something wasn’t too bad when it was a girl’s chest doing the slamming.

	Delphi knocked me over, breasts against my head, and wrapped her arms and legs around me.

	“What’s wrong?” I asked since she clearly sounded upset.

	“I—I thought you’d never return!” Delphi cried. “You were gone for forever! Wha-what if—what if you died?! Who would rub my belly?! Who would pat my head and call me a good girl?! Who would give me soup?! Ma-master!”

	I was only gone for under a minute but I could feel her tears getting the top of my head wet as she clung to me like a koala.

	Apparently, Delphi was one of those dogs—

	
		
				She’s not a dog for legal and ethical reasons.

		

	

	 

	Apparently, Delphi was one of those canines—

	
		
				Just use “being of existence.”

		

	

	 

	Apparently, Delphi was one of those beings of existence who suffered from separation anxiety.

	Though, it only lasted for a minute. She quickly stopped her crying and whining to press her nose against my chest. A few dramatic sniffs later and she positioned her face directly in front of my own, staring into my eyes.

	“I smell another animal—I—I mean… I smell another… being of existence on you,” Delphi said.

	“You probably smell Conan on me. I mean, I was rubbing myself all over his tail,” I explained.

	Delphi shook her head. “This is different. This is… a girl being of existence’s smell!”

	Next, she proceeded to rub her face against my chest. Then she rubbed her face against my face. Then she more or less rubbed her whole body against mine.

	“Ehehe, now master smells like me!” Delphi said, clearly sounding proud of herself.

	From the corner of my eye, I noticed that Vala looked… jealous?

	Was she actually upset about another girl rubbing herself all over me? Should I have stopped Delphi? Was this whole “harem” thing actually healthy for us?

	Vala parted her lips to speak, bringing her arms up.

	And then she made grabby hands. “Delphiiiiiii, come cuddle,” Vala whined.

	Delphi’s ears perked up, her tail wagged, and she tackle-hugged Vala before proceeding to rub herself all over her.

	Vala wasn’t jealous nor upset that there was another woman rubbing her whole body against me. Instead, she was jealous that a being of existence was cuddling with me and not her.

	Watching them was nice. Not only was it nice in the sort of heartwarming, cutesy sort of nice, but they were both attractive women with their bodies pressed together. Seeing just how happy they were about it made it even better.

	I didn’t know whether I wanted to enjoy the show or get between them more.

	Rather than do either of those things, I had something else to do.

	Two repeated boss fights meant that I had two more giant cat skulls.

	That meant I could upgrade Cami’s and Lavi’s towers.

	And that meant, once Cami and Lavi joined Delphi in having new bodies, I could finally put my surprise for Window into action.

	There was one other thing on my mind, though.

	Wait, where the fuck did a body pillow of me come from?

	 


Chapter Twenty-Nine

	 

	As concerned as I was about there being a body pillow of me in some castle with some weird cat girl dressing up like a princess, I had more important matters to deal with.

	I began the upgrade of the towers.

	Because I wanted to be able to give each of the girls a fair amount of attention after their towers were finished, assuming that they were going to turn into actual girls like Delphi did, I began Lavi’s tower upgrade first. Cami’s tower upgrade was started about ten minutes after that. I figured that, if I spaced them out just a bit, I’d be able to give them individual attention rather than try to cope with each of their new selves at once.

	If they were anything like Delphi, they were going to need a bit of personal attention.

	Realizing that got me thinking about what they were going to be like.

	Delphi—well, Delphi was the most energetic, cuddly, and playful dog of the group. She was the one who usually ended up sleeping on my face, rolling all over me, always the first to come running at me, and so on. She could have even been considered their leader of sorts.

	As for Cami, she was… sort of shy? She would still get clearly excited about things and always looked like she wanted to join in on the fun but would usually stay off to the side. Though, whenever it seemed like any of us were in danger, Cami would be right there with Delphi and Lavi ready to protect us. She was also the quietest of all the dogs.

	Then there was Lavi. Lavi was somewhat in the middle of Delphi and Cami in terms of personality. Delphi was hyper, Cami was calm, and Lavi was sometimes both. Thinking about it, there was something that I realized about her. Out of all three of the dogs, Lavi was the one who seemed the most eager to charge into combat. There was also the fact that she had sparkly eyes that one time when she was looking up at Lake. I could have sworn that her eyes were actually replaced by stars at that moment. There was also that time where I was putting on an evil performance and Lavi looked more excited than I had ever seen her before.

	Cami—I was sure that Cami would be good and well-behaved, but I was starting to worry about Lavi. Lavi had potential to be a massive troublemaker.

	 There were two things I could have done. One, I could have gone to Delphi and asked her about the others. They were basically best friends and always together, so Delphi likely knew everything that I could have been curious about. Two, I could wait, be patient, and figure out what the girls would be like without getting any sort of spoilers.

	As shocking and confusing as it was… a single question popped into my mind.

	What would Window want?

	Window would want me to be as little spoiled as possible, so I reeled in my curiosity and didn’t interrupt Delphi and Vala.

	Speaking of Delphi and Vala… something horrible was happening.

	Something cruel, inhumane, and truly despicable.

	The two of them were playing games… and Vala was easily crushing Delphi in every single race that they had. I could tell that Delphi had no idea what to do. She constantly crashed into the walls, got hit by items, and occasionally drove in the opposite direction that she was supposed to. Not only that, but I discovered Vala was the type of sadist to race a noob on the notorious road full of rainbows where the racers could easily fall off the track or be knocked off.

	My girlfriend was a monster both literally and figuratively.

	If Delphi didn’t look like she was enjoying herself despite being absolutely horrible at the game and not even fully understanding how to play, then I would have stepped in and said something. Instead, I stood there and silently judged Vala for her sadism.

	She was so tired of losing against me that she had to go all out against somebody who never touched a video game before to feel better about herself.

	Without looking at me, Vala began to whistle. It was that sort of stereotypical “innocent” whistle that the guilty did whenever they knew they were caught.

	She could tell that I was judging her—that I caught her red-handed.

	I was going to have to avenge Delphi later.

	No, I would not only avenge Delphi… but I would train her in secret so that she could beat Vala all on her own. The mental image of Vala having no idea what happened after being wrecked by Delphi in a race was great.

	After my plan for Window, it would be time to train Delphi. Not just Delphi, but Cami and Lavi, too. I didn’t want any of them to feel left out, nor did I want Vala to move on to bullying them.

	I would personally make sure that there was nobody Vala could defeat.

	Was that an evil decision? Yes. Did it make me a horrible boyfriend? Probably.

	Did Vala deserve it for racing a noob on the hardest rainbow track in the entire series and then taking pride in her victory? Absolutely.

	I still loved Vala, but she needed punished for her sins.

	I looked to my left.

	I looked to my right.

	Really? I thought. I said something that would be perfect for Window to pop up out of nowhere to pervert, but Window was nowhere to be seen.

	
		
				Are you forgetting that I lost my powers so that I can’t tell what your secret plan or whatever is?

		

	

	 

	I did forget. “Oh. Right—wait. Then how did you—"

	
		
				Crap, I did a plot hole. Uh… just pretend this didn’t happen.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, weren’t you doing ‘plot holes’ earlier, too?”

	
		
				Look, Drake. I know that you think I’m perfect and everything, but the hard truth is that I’m not. Yes, I am an informational status window. Yes, I am beautiful. Yes, I am far better than you in every single conceivable way and always be. But I’m still not perfect. It’s only natural to do a plot hole every now and then.
…
Wait. “Do” a plot hole…
That makes me think of a Plot Hole-chan.
Hmm. Yeah, you could make a waifu out of that. Imagine a waifu who is always causing plot holes. She would basically be the concept of consistency’s number one enemy—a waifu who defies all attempts at logic and reality. You could also justify any and all plot holes as long as she’s around seeing as how that’d kind of be her whole point and all that.
Drake, I think we just came up with a top-tier waifu.

		

	

	 

	“I’m pretty sure you just came up with her on all your own.”

	
		
				You’re right. See what I mean when I say that I’m not perfect? I almost accidentally gave you credit for something that you deserve no credit for.
I’ll run Plot Hole-chan by Vala later and see what she thinks. By this time tomorrow, there might be a brand new waifu that we didn’t even plan for.
Well, maybe not. You’re collecting waifus faster than an isekai protagonist right now.
But at the same time… we’re never going to get through all of the waifus if you don’t collect them super fast. I mean, there are all the date events, dungeon events, battle events, location events, alternate costume events, unlock events…
We might have to make this whole harem-gathering thing speed up even more than I thought. Because, wow, yeah, there are a ton of waifus. I have no idea how we’re even going to give all of them fair amounts of screen time.
Wait, I have an idea.

		

	

	 

	There were few things better to pass the time with than bantering with Window, so I played along. “What’s your idea?”

	
		
				Make everybody be even gayer for each other than planned. Look, you’re only one guy. Things are going to start getting sloppy after you have more than a few girlfriends. Most guys can’t even handle having one girlfriend. So, what do we do to make sure that none of the waifus feel left out and mistreated?
Make them all super gay.
That way, even if we accidentally forget to give one of them page time for a while, we can rest assured that she’s doing cute yuri things with the other girls. There will be a constant implication that any waifu not partaking in a scene is in the background being gay. Is Plot Hole-chan getting page time while Delphi and Vala are nowhere to be seen? Well, you’ll know they’re doing potentially lewd, definitely cute things to each other. Get what I mean?

		

	

	 

	“Isn’t that already the case? I mean…”

	I looked over at Delphi and Vala. Neither of them were actively conversing with Window and I, and they were definitely being cute together when I actually looked over at them. Delphi was on her back with her head resting against Vala’s thighs while Vala rubbed Delphi’s belly.

	Vala’s hand was also getting suspiciously close to Delphi’s chest every time that it stroked upward.

	“Did you already make the ‘super gay’ switch?” I asked Window.

	
		
				lol no. This is only default gay.

		

	

	 

	“If this is default, what’s super?”

	
		
				You would like to know, wouldn’t you? >3>

		

	

	 

	“Do you expect me to answer with anything other than a resounding ‘no shit?’”

	
		
				You’re evolving from a non-virgin virgin to a non-virgin virgin voyeur, I see. Just when I thought that you couldn’t possibly get any worse after your recent harassment of catkind.

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to harass you next if you keep it up.”

	
		
				Oh no, what are you going to do? Shake me?
I’ll have you know that you’ve shaken me so much that I learned the Shaking Resistance skill! No amount of shaking will bother me now.
Fuhuhu.

		

	

	 

	“Fu… fuhuhu?”

	
		
				Listen, I can’t let you be the only one developing new character traits. I wanted to try it out, okay?

		

	

	 

	“Was it supposed to be an animal noise a something? Like a pig?”

	
		
				…
A pig would at least go “puhuhu.”
Hmm.
Pig girls…
I don’t think we could fit pig girls into this in any way that makes sense. Well, unless you want to like, start a farm or something. You like to garden and stuff so it’s possible you could get a whole ranch of animal and monster girls. In that case… your total harem size would probably double or triple in size from what’s already planned…
We might have to actually clone you.

		

	

	 

	“I think it’s time for informational status window harassment.”

	
		
				I already told you that I got the Shaking Resistance skill. You would need to unlock like, at least the Super Shake skill to have an effect on me now, and the only way to unlock that is by shaking me so much that you would level up your Shake skill, but then I would have Super Shaking Resistance by that point. In other words, you’ve lost. I win. Like always.
Ohoho.

		

	

	 

	“Alright, Santa.”

	
		
				That… that wasn’t Santa. That was a smug rich girl laugh.

		

	

	 

	“No, that was definitely Santa.”

	
		
				IT WASN’T SANTA. HAVE YOU SERIOUSLY NEVER WATCHED LIKE A SINGLE ANIME? THAT’S THE LAUGH THAT ALL THE HAUGHTY, SMUG, BRATTY RICH GIRLS AND PRINCESS TYPES USE. THEY HOLD THEIR HAND OVER THEIR MOUTH AND GO “OHOHOHOHOHOHOHOHO.”

		

	

	 

	“I didn’t know that Santa is a rich princess girl. Then again, I mean, it’s modern times. I don’t see why some princess girl couldn’t dress up as Santa. Anybody can pretend to be Santa these days and that’s alright.”

	
		
				I didn’t know that having a progressive view on Santa is a thing. I guess it makes sense, thou—wait. WAIT. SANTA IS NOT A RICH PRINCESS GIRL AND THAT WAS NOT A SANTA LAUGH.

		

	

	 

	“What’s wrong, Window? You seem awfully bothered about something.”

	
		
				I’M BOTHERED BECAUSE YOU DON’T GET ANY OF MY WEEB REFERENCES. IT’S NO FUN TO USE ANIME GIRL LAUGHS IF YOU DON’T EVEN UNDERSTAND WHAT THEY’RE REFERENCING. WHO AM I SUPPOSED TO MAKE THESE REFERENCES FOR, THE AUDIENCE? YEAH RIGHT.

		

	

	 

	“You sure seem… harassed. I thought I wasn’t supposed to be able to harass you anymore?”

	
		
				You wipe that smug grin off your face right now, Drake.

		

	

	 

	“Oh no, an informational status window is calling me by name.”

	
		
				DO NOT DISOBEY ME, DRAKE HUNTER.

		

	

	“You’re not my mom, you’re Santa.”

	
		
				I. AM. NOT. SANTA.

		

	

	 

	“Whatever you say, San—”

	Before I could finish calling Santa by her name, the jolly informational status window charged at me. And by charge, I mean that she swung her entire rectangle of a body at me.

	But she was stopped before she could hit me.

	A sword reflecting the sunlight above cut through the air between us, threatening to slice through Window if Window came any closer to me.

	My first assumption was that Lake stopped being a drunk at her private house on the lake, but I did not see Lake when I looked to the wielder of the sword.

	Instead, I saw a girl with shaggy, purple hair that hung over her right eye and she clearly had an eyepatch on over the eye that was covered, too. Her one visible eye was just as lavender as her hair and… sticking out from the top of her hair were two dog ears, just like Delphi’s.

	She had a tail, too, and the armor that she wore was the exact same as Delphi’s as well. It was a bit less filled out when it came to the chest and hips, but this girl was also notably taller than Delphi was and had much more of a tomboyish face.

	In other words, I was looking at—

	“Fufu. If ya want to attack my master, you’re gonna have to go through me first.”

	—Lavi.

	I had to admit, there was something incredibly attractive about her “fufu” laugh. Maybe it was the kind of raspy, boyish-but-still-feminine voice that she did it in, but it was definitely a good way to laugh.

	
		
				SERIOUSLY? YOU RECOGNIZE FUFU AS A LAUGH BUT NOT FUHUHU?
Then again… fufufu is a legendary laugh type while fuhuhu is only like a rare type at most.

		

	

	 

	In an overly dramatic fashion, Lavi swung her blade around before returning it to the sheath on her hip. “How’d ya like that, Master? Cool, right? That was definitely awesome, wasn’t it? I mean, I totally nailed that. Right?”

	The more she asked for confirmation, the faster her tail wagged and the girlier she sounded.

	An irresistible urge to pet her overcame me. So, naturally, I placed my hand on her head between her ears and gave her head some pats. “It was cool. Great intro, Lavi.”

	“Fufu. Being praised is nice. If this my reward for protecting you, I’ll protect ya with everything that I’ve got, Master,” Lavi said. “I won’t let any windows hurt ya, and no cat will get near ya without being cut down by my demonic blade first.”

	“Demonic blade? It looked like a normal sword to me.”

	“Good, Master, ya can’t see the demon in it. It’s a terrifying beast that only I can see, and only I can control it.”

	“There’s… a demon in your sword?”

	“Impressed, are ya? Don’t worry, master. I won’t let its power overcome me. The demon serves me, not the other way around.”

	Behind Lavi, Window floated there with a message for me.

	
		
				Pssst, trust me, play along. You don’t want to point out the delusions with these types.

		

	

	 

	“I—I see. That’s impressive, Lavi. I had no idea that you had a demon in your sword this whole time,” I said.

	
		
				…
I’m kind of annoyed that you play along so easily when it comes to the dogs beings of existence. If I tried saying I had a demon locked inside of me, you’d laugh, throw me, make fun of me, and/or say I am the demon.

		

	

	 

	Window wasn’t wrong.

	“Right, master? That’s why ya should praise me more. Praise me more and more until your hand is about to fall off! Fufu,” Lavi said.

	“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll give you all the praise that you could ever ask for. You, Delphi, Cami, and the others deserve that much.”

	“By the way, where’s big sis? I thought she’d be here to welcome my new body.”

	“Big sis?”

	“Yeah. Oh, I forgot. I’m supposed to say that we’re not actually blood related at all and that I only use ‘big sis’ as a nickname. We call each other sisters, but we’re not actually related or anything, ya know? That’s for uh, legal and ethical reasons or something like that.”

	“So, if Delphi is the big sister, what are you and Cami?”

	“Cami’s the little one. I’m the middle sister.”

	“But you’re taller than Delphi. And you look more mature than her.”

	“Didn’t ya see her chest, Master? We can’t compete against that.”

	“So… she’s only the big sister because she has the biggest… chest?”

	“Yeah. Ain’t that how sister hierarchy works?”

	I wanted to explain how wrong that was, but it wasn’t like they were regular sisters in the first place. So, it didn’t really matter how they determined which sister was which. “Can’t argue with that.”

	
		
				<_< ^_^ >_>
You’d argue with me if I said something like that.

		

	

	 

	“Did you just roll your emoji eyes at me?” I asked Window.

	
		
				>_> ^_^ <_<
What do you think?

		

	

	 

	“I think I need to harass you more, Santa.”

	“Oi, master. Want me to take her out?” Lavi asked, hand on her sword’s handle.

	“We’re just screwing around, don’t worry.”

	“I see. Alright, I’ll let her live for now.”

	“Thanks. Also, Delphi’s over there with Vala.”

	One point later and Lavi looked over at where Vala and Delphi were. And, of course, they were sound asleep. Vala had her arms and legs wrapped around Delphi, and she had her head tucked against Delphi’s chest to use her breasts as pillows.

	“That looks nice, Master. We should do that. I might not be as soft as big sis, but I think I can make a good pillow for ya,” Lavi said.

	Looking her body over again, she definitely wasn’t as… bouncy as Delphi. Instead, Lavi had a lean and toned figure. Both her legs and her arms had visible definition, whereas Delphi only had softness.

	“Maybe later. Your ‘lil sis’ is about to finish her upgrade,” I replied.

	“Cami? She finished a few minutes ago, master,” Lavi said.

	Surely enough, Cami’s tower finished its upgrade when I looked over at it. Confusingly enough, Cami herself was nowhere to be seen. “Where is she?”

	“Behind ya.”

	 I spun around to look behind me.

	And then I jumped.

	Standing perfectly still behind me, save for her swaying tail, was a girl significantly shorter than Delphi and Lavi. Her short, pink hair almost hung low enough to cover her left eye but didn’t quite make it all the way. Her hair was both the straightest and messiest out of the three girls—well, maybe not messy. More like asymmetrical. The bangs on her left side almost reached halfway down over her eye while the bangs on her right side stopped halfway down her forehead. The sides and back of her hair were all just as lopsided with no real order. That aside, she had the usual ears, tail, eye color that matched her hair color, and… just as implied, the smallest chest size. Well, she was small all over—about as petite as an adult woman possibly could be.

	“Yo, Master,” Cami said. Her voice was just as small as the rest of her, so it caught me off guard when she said ‘yo.’

	“Yo… Cami?” I replied.

	“Yeah.”

	“How long have you been there?”

	“A few minutes.” She spoke quickly and without much audible emotion in her voice, almost bordering sounding monotone.

	“You could have said something.”

	“It’s okay.”

	“You… you sure?”

	“Yeah.”

	The more I talked to her, the faster her tail wagged. Her ears even twitched a bit. She sounded like she had no interest in talking to me or even being acknowledged, but her tail and ears showed me how she truly felt.

	The problem was that I had no idea how to talk to a girl like her. Even if she was a boy, I would have been clueless. I was horrible with people who didn’t try to keep up the conversation on their own end.

	“Fufu. Don’t worry, Master,” Lavi said, slapping my back. “Ya don’t have to overthink things with Cami. Pet her head and call her a good girl and she’ll be happy. Ain’t that right, lil sis?”

	Cami nodded her head. “Yeah.”

	To test it out, I petted the top of Cami’s head and said, “Good girl.”

	Cami closed her eyes and pressed her head up against my hand as her tail rapidly wagged behind her.

	
		
				I WANT TO DESCRIBE HER SMILE BUT I HAVE NO IDEA HOW. IT’S SO CUTE. LIKE HER LIPS ARE V SHAPED BUT UPSIDE DOWN. LIKE ^.
HOW DO I DO THIS
UHH
-^-
No, that’s not right. The eyes need to be higher than the mouth.
-^-
Close, but still not as cute as how she looks.
Well, you get the point. I mean, you can see her, Drake. Isn’t that upside-down v smile adorable? It’s truly the smile of a cute anime girl.

		

	

	 

	“She is pretty cute,” I agreed, causing Cami’s tail to wag faster yet.

	“Thanks, Master,” Cami said before returning to smiling with her lips in an upside-down v shape.

	“Told ya, Master,” Lavi said and gave my back another smack. “Hey, while ya give lil sis some love, can I go check on Lake?”

	“You worried about her or something?” I asked.

	“Oh, nah. Lake is too amazing for somebody like me to worry about her. I want to become her apprentice!”

	It all made sense.

	The messy hair, the eyepatch, the cool behavior, how Lavi acted around Lake before… Lavi was Lake’s fangirl and she was trying her best to imitate her. Now she wanted to be trained by her.

	“So… can I, Master?” Lavi asked again.

	“You don’t need to ask my permission. Go for it, and have fun,” I answered. “But try not to drink as much as her.”

	Lavi smiled with a wide grin and smacked my back yet again. “Fufu, thanks, Master! I’ll become the strongest knight for ya!”

	And with that, Lavi ran off toward Lake’s lake house, leaving me with the quiet Cami.

	I felt like I should try to make some sort of conversation with her. But, no matter how hard I tried to think of what to say, nothing came to mind. I had to rely on only petting her head instead.

	Thankfully, Cami was perfectly content with that. She even took a couple of steps closer to me as the petting went on. Eventually, she was standing so close to me that our bodies were almost touching.

	Her head barely reached up to my chest.

	
		
				Congratulations, you now have four girlfriends. You don’t deserve them in the slightest, but you’ve got them, so you better not screw up now.

		

	

	 

	My immediate reaction to reading what Window had to say was that it was nonsense. There was no way that I had four girlfriends.

	Then I remembered that one of the main points of being in this world was so that Vala and I could have an absurd amount of girlfriends.

	Then I remembered that literally every single girl who was part of our “game” was supposed to become a girlfriend of ours. Lake was excluded from that since she wasn’t officially part of the game. Everybody else, though—literally everybody else was a girlfriend.

	What Window said was not nonsense. It was the truth.

	I somehow went from being a total virgin to having four girlfriends in almost no time at all.

	I needed to pull a Vala and find a strategy guide for this.

	 


Chapter Thirty

	 

	Once Lavi returned with the good news of being accepted as Lake’s apprentice, I led her and Cami over to where Vala and Delphi were.

	I realized something as we walked over there.

	The more girls there were, the more names there were. The more names there were, the higher the chances of me forgetting their names or mixing them up.

	I not only needed a strategy guide for dating, but I needed something that was going to help me remember everybody’s names.

	The first thought that came to mind was drawing their heads on my arm with their names under them. That would probably be effective. However… it would also mean walking around with an arm covered in poor drawings of the girls. Just imagining my inability to draw them was enough to make me feel like I was insulting them.

	Figuring out a solution to the potential problem would have to come later.

	“Hey, wake up,” I said to the cuddling Delphi and Vala.

	Delphi immediately opened her eyes and perked her ears up whereas Vala mumbled, “Nnnghaa… your princess is in another castle…”

	“There’s no castle here.”

	“Believe in the castle who believes in youuuuu…”

	“I have a feeling that you’re mixing up references now.”

	“That’s the way the cookie crumbles…”

	“There are no crumbling cookies anywhere.”

	“Cookie-chaaaannnn… where are youuuuuu…”

	“Wait, don’t tell me that—”

	
		
				You heard her. Now we have to create a Cookie-chan to go with Plot Hole-chan.

		

	

	 

	I knew it. “Just don’t make me click her. Please.”

	
		
				Would you rather create paperclips instead?

		

	

	 

	“Don’t do it, Window. No Cookie-chan and no Paperclip-chan.”

	
		
				ok but like i just had an idea

		

	

	 

	“What?”

	
		
				Ok so, Cookie-chan and Paperclip-chan. Both super hyper and cute… and they poke each other 24/7. They’d be locked in an eternal state of poking each other and, the more they get poked, the more powerful they become.

		

	

	 

	“If they get more powerful by pokes, they’d become gods in no time.”

	
		
				Well, yeah. That’s how this kind of thing usually works. They’ll end up becoming as powerful as gods and then they’ll create their own cookieverses and paperclipverses.

		

	

	 

	“Vala, wake up and do something about this informational status window before she comes up with any more ideas.”

	“If there’s a Cookie-chan,” Vala mumbled, still supposedly at least half asleep, “there needs to be a Grandma-chan…”

	“Absolutely not.”

	Since Delphi had gotten up to check her sisters, nuzzling against them and sniffing them, I had free access to Vala. That was why I grabbed her by her horns and lifted her up into the air.

	“He-hey! My horns aren’t meant to be handlebars!” Vala whined, finally opening her eyes. “Un-unless…”

	Her phrasing caused her to blush.

	And then her phrasing caused me to blush.

	We sort of just blushed in each other’s general direction after that as I kept holding her up in the air, our faces right in front of each other.

	“Hey, Drake,” Vala said, her voice hushed and her cheeks still red.

	“Yeah?” I replied, still just as flustered.

	“Kiss.”

	“Kiss?”

	“I just woke up so I need a good morning kiss…”

	“But it’s not morning.”

	I had every intention of kissing her. Even if she hadn’t asked for one, I still would have tried going for one. However, this teasing was my way of getting payback for her giving Window the idea of Cookie-chan.

	Vala wiggled around, hanging from her horns, trying to get closer to my lips with her own puckered lips. The closer she got, the farther away I moved her until she looked at me with teary eyes and grabby hands.

	I wasn’t able to resist.

	I pulled her closer and kissed her.

	“Mwah… hehe. I win,” Vala said. “And are those new doggo waifus behind you?”

	“Well, their bodies are new,” I answered.

	“Ooh! Cami and Lavi?”

	“Right.”

	“Put me down, I need to cuddle them.”

	“I think you’ve done enough cuddling today.”

	Vala looked at me with unamused eyes. “There is no such thing as too much daily cuddling.”

	I didn’t want to accidentally talk her into not cuddling with me later, so I decided to agree with her. “You’re right. Alright, I’ll set you down, but you can only spend a few minutes with them. It’s finally time for you know what, so I need you to deal with Window.”

	
		
				That sounds suspicious. What are you going to do to me? Tie me up and toss me into the bottom of a river?!

		

	

	 

	“This isn’t an informational status witch hunt!”

	
		
				I don’t have the plague, either!

		

	

	 

	“Do I look like I’m wearing a plague doctor mask?! Wait, how’d we even get from witches to the plague?! That transition made no sense!”

	
		
				Witches made me think of witchdoctors which made me think of normal doctors which made me think of the plague.

		

	

	 

	“Do… do regular doctors normally make you think of the plague?”

	
		
				That’s classified information.

		

	

	 

	“Then declassify it.”

	
		
				Okay, for a price.

		

	

	 

	“Name it.”

	
		
				Tell me about why you want Window to “deal with me.”

		

	

	 

	“Don’t you mean Vala?”

	
		
				Woops, typo.
Tell me about why you want Vala to “deal with me.”

		

	

	 

	“Was that your plan from the start? Get me into a banter with you, make some absurd transition, and then try to bribe me?”

	
		
				Well… that’s… classified?

		

	

	 

	I turned away from Window since I was more interested in the noises that I heard coming from the girls.

	Cami and Lavi were under attack. While Delphi hugged them together from behind, Vala hugged them together from the front. Since Lavi was taller than Vala, she had to make sure to turn her head away from Vala’s horns so that she wouldn’t get stabbed by them.

	“Harems are the best!” Vala cheered while nuzzling her face against Cami’s.

	While Lavi was being careful not to get stabbed, Cami just sort of stood there and accepted all of the hugging and nuzzling with an unchanging expression of subtle contentedness.

	“O-oi, Master, your horns,” Lavi said, tilting her head back some.

	That was when Delphi nuzzled her head against Lavi’s from behind, pushing Lavi closer and closer to Vala’s horns until the tip of one was right in front of her uncovered eye.

	Now, seeing as how Lavi was technically one of my girlfriends thanks to her transformation, I was tempted to save her from potentially having her eye stabbed by a dragon’s horn. However, another part of me enjoyed the panicked sight of Lavi looking at the horn, looking at me, back at the horn, and so on.

	“Ma-Master,” Lavi finally whined to me.

	The girls were too good at making me unable to resist.

	“Vala, be careful. You’re about to stab her and I’m not cleaning up the blood,” I warned.

	“Oh. Sorry,” Vala said. “I might have gotten a bit too excited.”

	“Fufu, it’s alright, Master. I would have been fine even if you stabbed me,” Lavi said.

	I was going to call her out on the fact that she looked like she was about to cry before deciding to act all cool, but somebody else did that before I could.

	“Lavi! Lying isn’t good!” Delphi scolded Lavi while wagging a finger at her.

	Suddenly, Delphi somehow looked and sounded like… a mom.

	“Bu-but—I—I’m serious!” Lavi said.

	“What did I just tell you?” Delphi asked with her hands on her hips.

	“But…”

	“It is my duty as your big sister to ensure that you are behaving properly!”

	I had no idea where the Delphi from earlier was, but this definitely wasn’t her. This was a brand-new woman standing in front of me.

	“Eugh… fi-fine. It… it might have hurt if I got stabbed,” Lavi finally caved in.

	“Good girl. Now, was that so hard?” Delphi asked.

	Apparently, it didn’t matter who was the one calling the girls “good girls.” Delphi saying that was enough to make Lavi’s tail wag… and it even made Cami’s tail wag.

	And it made Delphi’s own tail wag.

	“We’re going to be so comfy cuddling with all of them tonight,” Vala said.

	“We’re… going to need to get a massive bed,” I sighed.

	“It’ll be fine. Anyways, you want me to do the thing now?”

	“Yeah, let’s finally do this.”

	
		
				You guys are making me nervous. What are you going to do and why?

		

	

	 

	Vala smiled at Window and said, “Window, I want a hug. I never get to hug you.”

	
		
				There’s no way that you would suddenly feel like hugging me without a secret goal after acting so suspicious.

		

	

	 

	“But… but I want a hug…”

	
		
				I’m not buying it. Drake has done something to you to turn you against me. Something is clearly going on here and I don’t like it and I demand an explanation and—

		

	

	 

	Vala brought out the teary eyes and the grabby hands.

	Window pressed her rectangular body against Vala’s torso within the next second.

	“Got you!” Vala shouted, tightly wrapping her arms around Window.

	I wasn’t able to see what Window was saying since Vala was in the way, but I could tell that Window was trying to send us a message with text on her body.

	Unfortunately for her, it was too late.

	Vala caught her and our mission was underway.

	Next, Vala flew up, finally getting a good chance to stretch her wings, and soared away with Window.

	“Oi, Master… what just happened?” Lavi asked me.

	“I know!” Delphi said with a raised hand. “I learned about this! This is what it’s called to give people alone time! It’s like when you walk away from a stew while it’s simmering! You leave it alone, come back, and then it’s ready!”

	“I see. That makes sense.”

	Why does a soup analogy make perfect sense to you, and what is with Delphi and soup?! I shouted internally.

	“Can there be chocolate in the stew?” Cami asked, looking up at Delphi and tugging on her arm.

	“No! Chocolate is bad! Don’t you know that dogs can’t sleep when they eat chocolate?” Delphi answered, back in her mom mode. Well, “older sister mode” would be more appropriate.

	Also, I think the problem with chocolate is that she’d go to sleep and never wake up!

	“But we’re not dogs,” Cami said.

	“No is no and that’s final,” Delphi answered. “Isn’t it, Master?”

	“A-ah. Yeah…? I mean, Vala and Window can probably make it so that chocolate is perfectly healthy for all of you. I don’t really think that it’s a problem,” I answered.

	Delphi pouted and leaned over, pointing one finger at me. “No is no! No chocolate! Chocolate is banned!”

	“You really don’t like chocolate.”

	“Because it keeps us awake! We can’t sleep if we’re too awake! If we’re too awake to sleep, we can’t cuddle and sleep together! Chocolate wants to ruin our relationship by stopping us from sleeping together! Don’t—d-don’t you see? I—I don’t want to lose you, Master!”

	She started off sounding all strict but caring… and ended up sounding like she was on the verge of tears.

	“Alright, alright. No chocolate,” I answered. “We’ll all sleep together without any evil chocolate getting in the way and destroying our relationship.”

	Delphi instantly perked up. “No chocolate, only soup!”

	“Hey, Delphi… is there a reason why you’re so obsessed with sou—”

	I remembered that we had something far more important to be taking care of instead of getting to the root of Delphi’s obsession.

	“Scratch that,” I said. “Alright. A few days ago, I made Window upset with me. Now, I need all of you to help me with a secret plan. We’re going to make it up to Window and you three are the most important part of this.”

	Delphi, Cami, and Lavi lit up and stood side-by-side, ready for orders.

	“Think you have what it takes?” I asked them.

	They nodded in perfect unison.

	“Alright. Here’s the plan.”

	I might not have had any magical powers myself, but I did live in a universe where Vala could temporarily grant me some powers so that I would need to do was snap my fingers to set the stage.

	 

	About thirty minutes later and everything was ready.

	Such preparation in that short amount of time was supposed to be absolutely impossible, but what was supposed to be impossible didn’t matter. What did matter was that the stage was set, the chairs were ready in front of it, and Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were fully prepared.

	Part of me felt a tiny bit guilty about how I was using them in my apology to Window… but I couldn’t think of a single better way to make it up to her. I already apologized, and it was a genuine apology, but it wasn’t enough.

	This, however, would be enough.

	I hoped.

	 

	Vala returned with a still-struggling Window, landing right in front of where I was sitting.

	“Everything ready?” Vala asked.

	I gave her a thumbs-up. “As ready as anything can be in this world.”

	“So… we’re relying on insanity since nothing can really be ready here?”

	“Your universe, your rules.”

	“Hehehe, you’re finally gaming properly. Maybe you’ll get on my level someday.”

	“And maybe I won’t kick your ass at karts someday.”

	Vala furrowed her brows and pouted before releasing Window.

	
		
				What—what is the meaning of this?! I mean, it’s not like I minded Vala hugging me against her chest for the last thirty minutes and I’d definitely be down for some more of that preferably sometime soon, but WHY WOULD YOU DO THIS TO ME? WHAT IS—WAIT, WHAT’S THIS STAGE?

		

	

	 

	“Fufufu,” I laughed with my arms crossed over my chest, taking inspiration from Lavi. “What you see is—”

	
		
				Never laugh like that again. Only cute waifus get to make that sort of laugh.

		

	

	 

	Window was able to instantly make me feel stupid enough for attempting that laugh that I almost wanted to cancel her surprise.

	“Sit down and don’t complain,” I said, patting the chair next to me.

	
		
				I’m an informational status window. I hover, I don’t sit. Also, why would I want to sit next to you?

		

	

	 

	“Because all the other seats are taken.”

	Window rotated her body to look around. Just as I said, all the other chairs in the couple of small rows that we had were occupied… by dogs, bees, and beavers. The dogs stood out the most since they had new, stylized headbands wrapped around the tops of their heads.

	Window’s rectangular body began to shake. It was a subtle shake that probably anybody else would have missed, but I instantly spotted it.

	
		
				H-hey… Drake… this is almost kind of like…

		

	

	 

	“Didn’t I tell you to sit down?” I asked.

	
		
				But… I—

		

	

	 

	After heavily sighing, I grabbed Window and pulled her down against me.

	If she wasn’t going to sit then I was going to do what Vala did to her and hold her against me.

	“You’re refusing to cooperate, so now you have to deal with this,” I explained.

	I expected her to try and struggle… but she didn’t. She stayed still against me.

	And while I wasn’t able to tell if she was saying anything, I could tell that her body changed to a darker shade.

	“Nice,” Vala said, now standing on the stage looking down at us. “You ready?”

	“Go for it, Miss Announcer,” I answered.

	Vala nodded with a wide smile before raising her hand up into the air and snapping her fingers.

	The sky turned dark in an instant. Next, light after light came to life to shine down on our amateur stage as the dogs sitting behind us howled in excitement.

	“Yes, we cheated to get all of this stuff here, but I wanted to do this for you. If you’re upset about us cheating, you can delete all of this afterward and come up with some recipes to build an even better version of this or something,” I explained.

	Window remained perfectly still aside from her subtle trembling… and what felt like nervous breathing.

	As for Vala, she now stood atop the stage in a black tuxedo with a cane and a top hat. Her costume was completely wrong… but it would have to be good enough.

	“Ladies and gentlemen!” Vala shouted. “Tonight, you… uh… wait, I only know how to introduce circuses…”

	“Why is that something you even know?!” I shouted.

	Window shook a bit more against me almost as if she was laughing.

	Vala cleared her throat. “A-anyways! Let’s uh… just get right into the show! Ladies and gentlesirs, I present to you, Woof-Pop!”

	Vala disappeared with a flash of smoke, instantly reappearing in the seat next to us where Window was supposed to be sitting.

	Meanwhile, the curtains of the stage were pulled back all on their own as the music began to play. Rainbow lights danced across the stage and illuminated the surroundings, the dogs behind us were still howling, and most importantly…

	Standing center on the stage were Delphi, Cami, and Lavi dressed up just like the idols from Window’s favorite game.

	




Chapter Thirty-One

	 

	“Welcome to the show, everybody! I’m Delphi and, umm, I might not be that experienced, but I’ll try my best!” Delphi said into her microphone before bowing. Needless to say, the crowd reaction was great.

	And so was Delphi’s costume. The short skirt, the frilly top that was cut low enough to show more of her chest than usual—I was beginning to understand Window’s fascination with idols.

	I looked at Vala.

	She already knew exactly what was on my mind given that she had a smug smirk on her face. “You’re gonna have to try hard to unlock that costume for me,” Vala whispered.

	“I will,” I replied.

	I definitely would.

	“Fufufu, so you’re all brave enough to have gathered here tonight, huh? Then on my name, Lavi, I’ll give ya a terrifying show!” Lavi announced, wielding her sword upside down since it had her microphone sticking out from its pommel.

	While Delphi’s legs were bare, Lavi’s costume came with black tights and had more of a punk look to it. Yet despite Delphi’s costume being more girly and mature, and Lavi’s costume being sort of edgy and punk, they somehow didn’t clash too much.

	“Yo. I’m Cami. I’m not allowed to eat chocolate, so cheer lots to make me feel better,” Cami said while holding up a peace sign in her free hand.

	Cami was as monotone as usual in her introduction. She also wore a uniform that was closer to Delphi’s in appearance, but more… petite. Delphi’s uniform was more puffy and frilly whereas Cami’s tightly hugged her body and had the bare minimum number of frills to not look like just a skinsuit. It really revealed just how petite of a body she had.

	And, of course, each girl’s uniform matched their usual color schemes. Blue for Delphi, purple for Lavi, and pink for Cami.

	“Alright! I’m going to take the lead for this first never-before-heard song!” Delphi shouted. “It’s called ‘Super Soup Transform!’”

	The lights dimmed for a second before focusing on Delphi standing at the forefront of the stage. I had no idea what to expect as far as the songs went. I had no idea how they even actually managed to come up with songs in that short of a time.

	And then… the lights began to flash rainbows as what sounded like the theme of an old transforming robot show played. There was even a screen on the stage behind the girls that showed Delphi piloting… a giant robot, and the robot itself appeared to be fantasizing about one day transforming into a super-giant… soup robot.

	I honestly had no idea what was going on. Vala seemed to be pretty excited about the whole thing, though, and Window—well, Window was getting more and more into it by the second.

	Really, I figured that the girls would sing something simple like a nursery song. Maybe something to do with teapots or lambs or something. I had absolutely no standards for what they sang so much as I did have standards for how they looked since I figured that was the important part to Window.

	But, somehow, they came up with not only custom songs, but a custom video animation to play in the background while they sang flawlessly.

	The need for Plot Hole-chan was increasing exponentially to justify the nonsense before us.

	“Well? What do you think, Window?” I asked.

	I saw some text appear on Window but I couldn’t exactly read it due to how I was holding her. What I could tell, though, was that it was fast, in all capital letters, and she was basically shaking so much that she was vibrating.

	I had to lift her off of my lap for that reason. The last thing I wanted was to ruin the mood because of somebody innocently shaking to the point of vibrating on my lap.

	As for Delphi’s song, it ended with an animation of her robot finally turning into a super-giant soup robot. It is impossible to describe it in any more detail than that.

	Next up was Lavi.

	“Fufu, pretty good, big sis, but now it’s time to scare everybody! Ya ready for my song ‘Demonic Rise?’” Lavi asked the crowd with a wink, showing off some of her tomboy charm as skulls and crows appeared on the screen behind the idols. Next, the camera panned up to show Lavi standing alone with her sword surrounded by hundreds of skeletons, zombies, and other ghouls.

	Her costume might have surprisingly not clashed with Delphi’s, but her song definitely did. Lavi’s song was borderline metal with heavy drums, bass, and much more shouting.

	And whichever girls weren’t the lead singer served as the backup singers. Hearing Delphi handle a metal chorus alongside Cami, after having just sung what she did, was… weird, to say the least.

	But everybody else seemed to be as hyped as they possibly could be. Vala, Window, the dogs, bees, and beavers—they couldn’t be more excited.

	For curiosity’s sake, I looked up at the archer tower.

	I couldn’t see much, but there was definitely the silhouette of a human on the balcony standing in the shadows doing what looked like holding binoculars up to their face. They were watching the show.

	And then they looked straight at me and noticed that I was looking back at them.

	Whoever it was, they slowly stepped back into their tower before slamming the door shut.

	If whoever was inside of the tower already had a human form… shouldn’t they have been unlocked as a “hero” for me to use during the battles?

	It sounded like another case for Plot Hole-chan.

	However, there was something more important to deal with.

	I was blinded.

	“He-hey! I can’t see!” Vala whined, proving that I wasn’t the only one who lost my vision.

	And then a new voice shouted out, “B-because this is classified! Neither of you are allowed to see this yet…”

	The voice came from directly in front of me. Not only that, but I was no longer holding a rectangle in my hands. Instead, there was something softer and warmer within my hands. There was somebody in my hands.

	“I know you’re a non-virgin virgin, but don’t get any weird ideas just because I’m sitting on your lap. I’ll nerf you if you do,” the girl said.

	 “Window?” I asked. “You have an actual body already? And a voice?”

	“They’re still works in progress, so don’t get your hopes up. I’m going back to my normal self after this is over.”

	“Then why change now?”

	“Because I need hands for waving glowsticks. A-and… so that I could talk since you couldn’t read what I was saying before.”

	“Couldn’t you have just given yourself some hands and a mouth instead of completely transforming?”

	“Sh-shut up. I have my reasons,” Window said, sounding like she was pouting while pressing her back against my chest.

	And that wasn’t the only part of her pressing against me. Since she was bigger and more human now, she was sitting directly on my lap.

	“What did I tell you about weird ideas?!” Window shouted at me before smacking me in the face.

	With her hair.

	First, my right cheek was smacked. Then, the left cheek was smacked. If she was able to smack me like that with her hair, then she must have had pigtails or something.

	“Eww, not pigtails. Get cultured and use ‘twintails,’” Window said.

	“So, you do have them?” I asked.

	“Duh. What, you think I’m going to slap you with my hands or something instead? I’m not an abuser like you are. If I’m going to hit you, it’s going to be with my hair.”

	“Speaking of abuse… is it still possible to throw you like a flying disc beyond the clouds if you have a body like this?”

	“Could you not jump straight into thinking of how to abuse me?! You know, just, not abusing me is an option! Here I am, being a cute anime waifu, sitting on your lap, purposely giving you some fanservice to thank you for doing this for me and trying to give you something to look forward to, and you’re just thinking about how to abuse me! This is why non-virgin virgins are the worst.”

	“Hey, Window,” Vala said, “I think you just spoiled your intentions.”

	“I—what… what did I say?”

	“That you transformed to give Drake some fanservice to thank him.”

	“Y-you have no proof. I’d never say something like that because it’s totally not true!” Window shouted. Meanwhile, I could feel her entire body growing hot. It reminded me of how she’d turn red whenever she was embarrassed or flustered. “N-now let me enjoy the show!”

	“I won’t tease you about it if you come sit on my lap instead,” Vala said.

	“Fine! Deal!”

	And just like that, Window hopped off of my lap and onto Vala’s.

	“I get that I’m not allowed to see you, so could you like, put up a two-way mirror or something around you and Vala so that I can watch the show at least?” I asked.

	I was given back my vision a second later. I immediately tried to get a look at Window, but the barrier was already up to prevent me from seeing them.

	At least I got to see the end of Lavi’s performance. All the girls were panting and sweating at that point, Lavi in particular. The screen showed a bloodied but victorious Lavi holding her sword up into the air with mountains of slain undead surrounding her.

	I wouldn’t put it past the three idols to have been so absorbed in their singing that they didn’t even notice Window’s transformation.

	Lavi took a few steps backward and gave Cami a pat on the back to push her to the stage’s front.

	“Yo again,” Cami said. “My song is ‘Choco Choco Paradise.’ Yay yay, hype.”

	From robot cartoon theme song to metal to… an animation of Cami lying on a floating donut while drinking a chocolate milkshake to the tune of some happy and upbeat song sang with only slightly more emotion than in her usual voice.

	The animation also featured some fanservice of dripping chocolate covering Delphi’s head and chest while Lavi used her sword to cut down some monstrous chocolate bars.

	The song and animation weren’t the only sweet things going on. There was a very, very sweet noise coming from next to me.

	“Va-Vala! I’m—I’m trying—nng… I’m trying to watch the show!” Window whined… and moaned.

	“Hehe, if I can’t see what you look like, I have to feel you all over to get an idea!” Vala explained, sounding like a perverted old man.

	“You don’t have to be so rough about it! At—at least be gentle!”

	“So I can touch wherever I want as long as I’m gentle? Then… ooh, these are a nice size.”

	“You don’t have to squee-squeeze them so much! Just touch and go! Touch and go! Or I’m going back to Drake!”

	Part of me was jealous because if I tried to use Vala’s logic for groping Window, I probably would have been smacked by more than just hair. Another part of me was jealous because I didn’t get to see what was going on.

	However, there was also the part of me that was perfectly content getting to hear what was going on. I could always imagine it even if I couldn’t see it.

	Back to Cami’s song, it was doing a great job of guilt tripping me into letting her eat some chocolate.

	I just want to eat chocolate,

	But everybody is mean and won’t let me, 

	So that’s why I have to dream of my Choco Choco Paradise.

	The animation showed an expressionless Cami slowly and dramatically running toward a chocolate donut, who was also running at her, in the middle of a field of chocolate caramel flowers.

	Chocolate.

	Caramel.

	Flowers.

	Suddenly, I had an extremely strong urge to grow chocolate caramel flowers. In a world where everything was possible and nothing made sense, chocolate caramel flowers would be just as logical as anything else.

	I was definitely going to grow some chocolate caramel flowers.

	Wait, why don’t I have a huge garden yet full of impossible plants? Isn’t that one of the things with the greatest potential here? I mean, sure, Vala and a massive relationship full of cute girls is nice and all… but what about gardening? All sorts of impossible plants are possible here and I haven’t even been trying to capitalize on that! Alright, after tonight, we’re going to start speedrunning these battles so that I can focus more of my time on gardening. I also need to explore more. I have to have the best garden of all time! I thought as Cami wrapped up her song.

	Meanwhile, there was some rather heavy panting coming from behind the two-way glass.

	As much as I wanted to see what Vala was doing to cause Window to pant so heavily… I wanted to actualize my vision of the greatest garden of all time even more.

	And then I heard something come from my other side.

	Looking to my right, I noticed that there was a swirling portal suspiciously similar to the one that the cat queen liked to use.

	I leaned forward just a bit so that I could look into the portal and, surely enough, sitting on the other side of it in her throne was none other than the cat queen. Conan was on his hands and knees in front of her so that she could use his pristine, fluffy back as a table for her tuna and wine.

	She had a very pleased expression on her face until she noticed me staring right at her. Then she froze.

	“I don’t remember inviting the leader of my enemy to the show,” I told her.

	“It’s—it’s not like I wanted to watch dogs sing and dance or anything! And it’s not like I purposely chose the seat right next to you, so don’t misunderstand!” the cat queen shouted at me with reddened cheeks before stuffing her mouth with some more tuna.

	“By the way, about the body pillow.”

	“Nya? What? What are you talking about?” she asked me in an extremely obvious tone. “There’s no body pillow. Oh, are you telling a joke? How funny. I should hire you as my court jester, nya.”

	Between the forced tone and the sweat dripping off from her forehead, she couldn’t have possibly been any more obvious.

	Both to punish her for lying, and for her own good, I reached through the portal and took her wine from her.

	“Nya?! What do you think you’re doing?! You—you dare to steal from me?!” she shouted.

	“Cats can’t drink alcohol,” I answered before taking a swig of the wine. It was some seriously good wine, too.

	She went from looking angry to blushing. “I—I don’t need you to protect me. Besides… you’re—you’re my enemy! What kind of queen would I be if I allowed my enemy to—to sacrifice his liver to protect me?! Such a thing is so… nya…”

	At that point, both of her hands were on her cheeks as she squirmed from side to side in her throne.

	She looked happy. Extremely happy.

	Then I realized that, with how her royal dress looked, she could totally pass as some sort of royal idol. “Why don’t you go join them on the stage? You already look the part,” I said.

	“Wha-what? Me? An idol? But… you’re my enemies! I could never… join my enemies on the stage! Not until you defeat me and make me join forces with you so that you can make me do all sorts of things for you like wear a maid uniform and force me to sing and dance for you in your private chambers!” the cat queen shouted.

	“I have a feeling that Window had a big influence on your personality.”

	“Nyeah? So?”

	“So you don’t even deny it. By the way,” I paused, reaching back into the portal.

	Why did I reach back into the portal?

	To pet Conan’s back.

	This caused Conan to jump and take off running as quickly as he could. And, seeing as how the queen’s food was on his back, this sent the rest of the prepared fish flying into the queen’s face.

	“The—the lemon juice got in my eyes!” the cat queen shouted, holding her hands over her eyes as she panicked. “You—you’re—this kind of play is too much for me! I only wanted to enjoy the show and not feel left out! You—you’ll pay for this, nya!”

	I actually kind of felt bad, so I wanted to apologize since that wasn’t my intention, but the portal disappeared before I could say anything else.

	Now I owed somebody another apology just after finishing my apology plan for Window.

	As for Window herself, the two-way mirror was gone and she was back to her regular body. Her rectangular self looked like melting puddy on top of Vala’s lap.

	Vala looked incredibly proud of herself.

	 


Chapter Thirty-Two

	 

	While Vala sat there petting the still-melty Window on top of her lap, the three idols hopped off stage and came running over to me.

	I really wanted to know how they would react to the cat queen, but said queen’s portal was gone due to the lemon juice and eyes incident.

	“Master! Did we do good? We tried our best!” Delphi said with twitching ears and a wagging tail as a bit of sweat dripped from her forehead.

	All three of them looked pretty tired—well, no. On closer inspection, only two of them really looked tired. Delphi and Lavi. They were the two most energetic and vocal ones on the stage. As for Cami, she didn’t move around nearly as much as them nor did she sing as loudly, so her preservation of energy led to her not really getting tired out.

	Then, looking at Lavi, I realized something. “Yeah, you all did great,” I answered Delphi, “but we should have invited Lake.”

	“It’s alright, Master,” Lavi told me. “She was trying to sleep when I went over there earlier.”

	“This early?”

	“Yeah. I went, asked her if she would teach me, and then she slurred and mumbled a lot, but she said yeah.”

	“She was drunk, wasn’t she?”

	“I don’t know, but she was sleeping with an empty bottle of something.”

	“We’re going to have to give her an intervention. I’m also going to have to yell at Window after tonight about providing her with so much alcohol just because she’s retired.”

	“But… what if she won’t train me then?”

	“If she won’t train you because we take away her booze, I’ll throw her back into the museum that we got her from.”

	“Fufu, leave it to my master to come up with such a terrifying threat.”

	That was when Delphi leaned over in front of me, giving me a view down her dress that I had no idea I wanted so badly, and pinched my cheek. “Master! You’re being a bad influence on her. You’re going to turn Lavi into a bad girl, but we’re all supposed to be good girls!”

	“He-hey,” Lavi said, “you can be terrifying and a good girl at the same time! Nobody said anything about being a bad girl…”

	“You sure are protective of your sisters, aren’t you?” I asked Delphi. “You’re such a good big sister.”

	Delphi went from being a stern sister looking out for her little sisters to a giggling and blushing girl with a rapidly wagging tail. “Ehe-ehehehe, Master’s praise is the best!” she said with her hands over her blushing cheeks.

	Delphi was extremely easy to please.

	However, by praising her, Lavi and Cami looked jealous. Well, Lavi looked jealous. Cami was only subtly jealous—it was more like Cami stared at me with very focused eyes waiting for me to give her praise as well while Lavi clearly wanted some but was failing at acting like she was fine without it.

	While I was sure that calling Lavi a good girl or something else involving the word “good” would have gotten a good reaction out of her, I figured that I’d try something more specific for her. “Your performance was badass, Lavi,” I said.

	Lavi lit up with a huge smile as her tail wagged every bit as fast as Delphi’s. “Fufu, it totally was, wasn’t it?” Lavi asked. “And the next one will be even cooler, so look forward to it!”

	That made two exceedingly happy dog girls out of three. Only one was left, and Cami looked even more impatient now as her eyebrows furrowed just a bit. 

	“I’ll make Window give us some dog-safe chocolate to reward your cute performance, Cami,” I said.

	Cami expressed no major reaction to what I said, instead just standing there as her ears twitched a bit with her tail slowly beginning to wag.

	And then her tail sped up.

	And sped up a little bit more.

	And the next thing I knew, me and the chair I was sitting on were knocked backwards onto the ground due to Cami crashing into my chest. She still didn’t say anything, but she did press her face against my chest as her small hands clutched onto my shirt. Her tail wagged as fast as the others’ now, too.

	“Cami! You have to be careful or else you’ll hurt Master!” Delphi scolded.

	“Heh, she never has been good with words,” Lavi said.

	While Cami stayed with her face planted against my chest, I gave the back of her head a few pats and looked up at Delphi. “I’m fine. Besides, you’re the one who tries to suffocate me in my sleep,” I said.

	Delphi’s ears shot up as waved her hands around, shaking her head. “I—I—I don’t—it’s—but—I can’t—I only want to cuddle!”

	“You can cuddle with my whole body, you don’t have to only cuddle with my face.”

	“But Master’s face is the best!”

	“Wrong,” Lavi spoke up.

	“Wrong? Wha-what do you mean? What could be better than Master’s face?”

	Lavi smirked and pointed… at my arms. “His body—his muscles. Master’s face is nice, but his muscles are definitely the best.”

	“But bodies can change and faces can’t! You should love Master’s face the most!”

	“Big sis… faces can change.”

	“Prove it!”

	“Our faces changed when he upgraded our towers.”

	“Oh. I—I guess faces do change… but his face is still the best!”

	I was expecting something to do with aging or weight change, but Lavi’s example of faces changing was good enough.

	“You’re both wrong,” said the smallest voice of the dog girls—said Cami.

	“If his face or body aren’t the best, what is?” Lavi asked her.

	Cami nuzzled her face against my chest some more while lightly sniffing every now and then. “His scent.” She then proceeded to take a large sniff before sighing out as if thoroughly relaxed.

	Lavi and Delphi looked at each other and nodded. Then they joined me and Cami on the ground to nuzzle up against me with their faces, making sure to get a good sample of my scent.

	On one hand, I had three attractive women dressed up like idols nuzzling their faces against me while their tails wagged above them. On the other hand… I had three women sniffing me all over. Though, as long as none of them brought out their canine instincts to sniff my ass, it could have been worse.

	“Hmm, hmm… Cami has a point,” Delphi said.

	“Yeah, she might be onto something,” Lavi agreed.

	“No matter what Master might look like or change to look like, his scent will always be the same.”

	“Scents can always be recognized.”

	“Then… that means true love is loving somebody’s scent since you’re loving them for who they are and it’s something that can never change!”

	“That sounds right.”

	“Do we all agree that we love master’s scent the most? More than his face and body?”

	“Body is a close second, but his scent is the best,” Lavi agreed.

	“Yeah,” Cami said.

	“Then it’s settled!” Delphi announced. “We all love Master’s scent the most!”

	On a third hand, I had three attractive women with wagging tails sniffing me and talking about how much they loved me. And, apparently to them, loving my scent meant that they had pure, genuine love for me.

	However, their sniffing quickly turned into something else.

	Rubbing. Lots of rubbing.

	“What are you doing?” I asked them.

	“Marking you, of course!” Delphi answered.

	“Fufu, any cats that come near you will run away with their tails between their legs when they smell my scent on you, Master,” Lavi explained.

	“You’re our Master, so you’re our property,” Cami said.

	“I think you’ve got it a bit backwards there, Cami,” I said, “but I guess I’m thinking of an old-school and illegal version of masters and property.”

	
		
				Could you not make potentially controversial jokes?

		

	

	 

	Window was finally off of Vala’s lap. Of course, now that she was done looking like melting cheese, she was here to scold me.

	As for Vala, she… lied down on top of me right next to Cami. I now had to deal with both Cami and Vala struggling to fit on my torso while Delphi and Lavi cuddled me from the sides.

	“What—what do you think you’re doing?” I asked Vala.

	“I thought we were having a cuddle puddle?” Vala asked back.

	“It’s more like a sniffing and marking puddle, I think.”

	“Ooh. In that case,” Vala paused to give me a few sniffs before rubbing the side of her face all over my chest. “Done!”

	“You’re supposed to be a dragon, not a dog.”

	Vala looked up at me, pouted, and proceeded to prove me wrong by transforming her horns into dog ears, her tail into a dog’s tail, and her wings into… nothingness. “What was that? Something about a dragon?”

	Suddenly, I had four totally-not-dog-dog girls on and around me who all wanted attention. Though, as soon as the three actual dog girls noticed the transformation, the attention was taken away from me.

	“Master—Master was a dog in disguise this whole time?!” Delphi asked before tackle hugging Vala away from me to sniff and cuddle with.

	Isn’t tackling somebody like that exactly what you told Cami not to do earlier? I thought. Lavi and Cami soon joined Delphi in turning Vala into the center of attention. This left me with only one other being giving me any attention.

	
		
				Really? “Only one other being?” I’m the best informational status window ever, thank you very much.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, yeah. How was the concert?” I asked.

	
		
				W-well… I was a bit distracted because of classified reasons…

		

	

	 

	“Those reasons are anything but classified. I heard everything.”

	
		
				wait
what

		

	

	 

	“I heard everything.”

	
		
				No you didn’t????????

		

	

	 

	“No, I definitely did. ‘You don’t have to be so rough about it, at least be gent—’”

	
		
				OKAY OKYAYOKAY MAAYHBE YOU HEARD A LITTLE FBIT OF SOMETHING.

		

	

	 

	“Did you seriously think that I didn’t?”

	
		
				I SOUNDPROOFED IT… I THOUGHT

		

	

	 

	“Nope. I heard everything.”

	
		
				I—I see. Hey, Drake.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, Window?”

	Suddenly, a black pen-like device floated in the air between us while a pair of black sunglasses appeared over Window.

	A bright flash filled my vision and gave me a headache a second later.

	
		
				Really? “Only one other being?” I’m the best informational status window ever, thank you very much.

		

	

	 

	“What? You already said that,” I said.

	
		
				Wait, you still have your memories?

		

	

	 

	“Yes, Miss ‘Please Be Gentle.’”

	The pen appeared and flashed my eyes again.

	
		
				Really? “Only one other being?” I’m the best informational status window ever, thank you very much.

		

	

	 

	“I still remember everything!”

	And then it happened again.

	“You’re not wiping my memories! All you’re doing is giving me a headache!”

	
		
				Tch. It worked in the movies.

		

	

	 

	“Movies! They’re movies! Fake! Fictional! All a bright flash really does is cause headaches!”

	
		
				So what you’re saying is that it’s possible to give you such a massive headache that your brain stops working, causing you to forget what you’re supposed to forget?

		

	

	 

	“Window, I’m going to abuse you.”

	
		
				ABUSE ISN’T A JOKE, DRAKE.

		

	

	 

	“You’re the one trying to give me permanent brain damage! I’ve already got a headache thanks to you and I’m probably going to go blind before you even make me forget my memories!”

	
		
				That’s different.

		

	

	 

	“How?!”

	
		
				Because you’re a non-virgin virgins. Non-virgin virgins can’t legally be abused.

		

	

	“According to what law?!”

	
		
				This one.
I.S.W.1337 – Non-Virgin Virgin Bullying Act
This bill guarantees that non-virgin virgins cannot legally be abused, thus granting all parties permanent permission to bully non-virgin virgins however they may wish.

		

	

	 

	“That’s it. I’m going to need some Molotovs. It’s revolution time.”

	
		
				REBELLIONS TO OVERTHROW MY CORRUPT LAWS AREN’T ALLOWED

		

	

	 

	“You even admit that they’re corrupt!”

	
		
				Did I ever say that they weren’t corrupt?

		

	

	 

	I leaned up and grabbed onto the sides of Window’s body, causing her to panic and think that I was about to shake her or throw her or anything else bullying related. Instead, I brought her closer down to me and asked her once more, “Distractions from Vala aside, how was the concert?”

	
		
				It—it… was the best ever. Thanks, Drake.
Also, since you went through all this effort for me… I’ve made it so their uniforms count as unlocked costumes. You can switch them between their regular equipment and their idol equipment whenever you want now, and their skills will be visually different during battles and stuff too when using special costumes. Costumes are only supposed to be unlocked by the gacha or paying me, but… I’ll let you have these ones this time.

		

	

	 

	“Thanks. By the way, we’re going to need some safe-for-dogs chocolate. And… I might need you to send an apology letter or something to the cat queen for me.”

	
		
				The cat queen? Why?

		

	

	 

	“I might be responsible for getting lemon juice in her eyes during the concert.”

	
		
				wut

		

	

	 

	I explained exactly what happened to Window.

	
		
				…
…
…
Pffffftttt. Okay, I’ll send her whatever you want me to, but only this once.

		

	

	 

	“Thanks, Window.”

	
		
				Yeah, yeah. Anyways, why’d you do all this for me again? I know I’m the greatest informational status window ever and all that, but…

		

	

	 

	“It was my apology for upsetting you the other day. Remember? You went on a ‘five page’ streak of not talking to me or something?”

	
		
				But you said sorry and I forgave you and all that already.

		

	

	 

	“A sorry is good for expressing regret, but it’s just a word. When I’m actually apologetic, I prove it. It doesn’t sit right with me to expect everything to be better just because of a word.”

	
		
				I—I see.

		

	

	 

	“You’re looking a bit darker there, Window.”

	
		
				Only because you kinda just said something a tiny bit cool.

		

	

	 

	“Too bad I’m not as cool as an informational status window.”

	
		
				N-now you’re trying to make me feel weird. Go back to normal and bully me.

		

	

	 

	“I’ll pass on the bullying tonight, but there is something that I need to go and do. Also, stop giving Lake alcohol.”

	
		
				I’ve only been giving her two bottles a day.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, stop giving her any bottles a day.”

	
		
				I already told her that I was worried about how much she’s drinking even though she’s a sword, and she started crying and begging me not to stop giving her new bottles. Trust me, you don’t want to see that sight.

		

	

	 

	“We need to give her some hobbies or something then. Anyways, I won’t bully you, but I will do this.” With that being said, I got up, still holding onto Window, and took her to the new cuddle puddle. “Make some room real quick, Delphi.” Delphi leaned up, allowing me to place Window down where she was lying on top of Vala. “Master’s order: give Window an overdose of idol cuddling.”

	Apparently, saying “Master’s order” was extremely effective because all three of the girls, and Vala, proceeded to cuddle Window harder than anybody had ever been cuddled before.

	While they were all busy together, I headed over to the archer tower.

	I wouldn’t be too long.

	I knocked on the door and heard what sounded like feet shuffling around behind it. “You don’t have to open the door or anything,” I said since I knew that whoever was inside seemed to be pretty shy. “I just wanted to let you know that you’re welcome to come and join us out here whenever you want. And if there’s anything you ever want or need or anything, just… leave a note or something on the door for me to read.”

	There was no response.

	I said what I wanted to say, though, so I turned around to leave.

	That was when the door swung open and something—somebody pulled me into the archer’s tower.

	 


Chapter Thirty-Three

	 

	I could finally leave the archer tower, and I did so with a heavy sigh as it was already morning, yet I got no sleep. I was definitely going to need a nap during the day which was going to make Vala happy at least.

	And it looked like Vala was already ready for that seeing as how she and the others brought our bed out from the house and placed it in front of the archer tower. Vala, Delphi, Cami, and Lavi were all cuddled up on the bed barely able to fit on it, so they had their arms and legs all over each other. They almost looked like some sort of tangled monstrosity made of limbs. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought that an elder god created them and—

	
		
				Shhhh, don’t bring up the elder gods. You don’t want to grab their attention. Also, how come you know a reference like that but not cultured references like anime references?

		

	

	 

	“Please don’t imply that elder gods exist. I don’t need any cosmic horror,” I said to the Window that popped up out of nowhere in front of me. “Also, it’s too early for you.”

	
		
				It’s never too early for the best informational status window ever.
Wait, YOU WENT INTO THE ARCHER TOWER AND THEN COMPLETELY SKIPPED OVER IT?!?!?! YOU DIDN’T EVEN IMPLY WHAT HAPPENED OTHER THAN BEING UP ALL NIIGHT. ARE YOU REALLY GOING TO BLUE RECTANGLE ALL OF US LIKE THAT?

		

	

	 

	“Blue rectangle?”

	
		
				Yeah, because that’s more fitting for me than blue ball.

		

	

	 

	“Makes sense. Anyways, I promised that I’d keep the inside of the tower secret for now.”

	
		
				You’re the worst.

		

	

	 

	“I’m the worst for keeping a promise?”

	
		
				HOW DO WE KNOW YOU WEREN’T CHEATING ON US IN THERE?

		

	

	 

	“On us, Window?”

	
		
				It’s the… uh… royal us.

		

	

	 

	“That still implies you’re talking about yourself.”

	
		
				I’m roleplaying as Vala.

		

	

	 

	“Uh-huh. Anyways, no, nothing like that happened. Well, actually, by Vala’s standards… maybe she would consider it cheating.”

	
		
				YOU ACTUALLY WERE?

		

	

	 

	“Not sexually, romantically, or emotionally.”

	
		
				Then how could you have cheated on her? Wait… don’t tell me. You—you… you played video games with somebody else, didn’t you?

		

	

	 

	I looked to the side and whistled which was, admittedly, extremely obvious.

	
		
				DRAKE! HOW COULD YOU?! YOU GOT YOURSELF A TOP-TIER DRAGON WAIFU WHO LOVES YOU AND WANTS TO PLAY VIDEO GAMES WITH YOU AND EVEN LETS YOU HAVE A GIANT HAREM, AND THEN YOU GO AND CHEAT ON HER?! WTF

		

	

	 

	“I—I had to. I felt guilty and I wasn’t allowed to leave until I did.”

	
		
				THEN YOU COULD HAVE CALLED FOR HELP! YOU COULD HAVE SHOT A SIGNAL FLARE! OR DID SOS OR SOMETHING! OR USE UH, THAT ONE LANGUAGE WITH THE DOTS AND LINES AND STUFF! MORSE CODE!

		

	

	 

	“I didn’t exactly have the option to do any of that. Anyways, I can’t tell you anything else that happened. I’ve already told you too much.”

	
		
				Tch. Go figure, you’re still a non-virgin virgin after all.

		

	

	 

	“You really need a new insult for me.”

	
		
				But this one is so stupid that it’s not actually insulting.

		

	

	 

	“So, what you’re saying is that you’d feel bad actually insulting me, so you’re purposely using an overused non-insulting insult?”

	
		
				N-no.

		

	

	 

	“You’re going through lots of color changes this morning.”

	
		
				Your eyes must be broken or something. By the way, I have a letter for you.

		

	

	 

	“I get mail here?”

	
		
				Now you do.
 
Dear Drake,
Ahem! You better be grateful that I have taken the time out of my busy schedule to send you this letter, nya! Wait, I do not need to write ‘nya’ since that’s supposed to be a speech thing, so there is no reason to also write it…. A-anyways, wait, why am I writing out my stutters?! Nya! I need to—dang it! Writing letters is harder than I thought it would be. What am I going to do now? This is supposed to be perfect for him…. I know! I’ll start over! Window, only send him the part after this, please.
Dear Drake,
Ahem! You better be grateful that I have taken the time out of my busy schedule to send you this letter, ny. While I am still disappointed regarding the fish and lemon juice incident, and I would like for you to cease all harassment of my soldiers’ bodies, especially the harassment that you have directed toward my brave Conan, I… I thought that it would only be right to thank you for inviting me to the show last night! That was unexpected from my sworn enemy and it showed that even you have some modicum of respect in you. It was… fun, and I did enjoy getting to… getting to sit my portal next to you. But do not think that this means we are husband and wife already! We are still enemies! If you wish to take our relationship to the next level, then you must castrate yourself before me—I—I mean prostate yourself before me! That still doesn’t seem right… Window, can you spellcheck this part? Oh, I know! Prostrate! Yes, you must prostrate yourself before me! It is only when you acknowledge I am superior that I will finally have the opportunity to become your wife! I mean… you will finally have the privilege of becoming my mast husband! Not—not that I am looking forward to such a terrible fate or anything…. An-anyways, I only wanted to thank you and say that I am looking forward to your pathetic defeat!
Love, Queen of the Pawsitively Feline Empire, Clawdia
 
Okay, letter over.

		

	

	 

	“You’re the worst, Window.”

	
		
				I didn’t do anything >3>

		

	

	 

	“You know exactly what you did. Anyways, what’s she talking about me inviting her?”

	
		
				She probably hallucinated while on catnip that her body pillow of you invited her to go.

		

	

	 

	“I really don’t want to believe that that’s true, but I have a strong feeling that that’s exactly what happened.”

	
		
				That’s a lot of “that”ing.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t judge me. It’s not my fault that it was the best word to use. You’re going to make me self-conscious about ever using that wor—”

	“Draaaaaaake, stop flirting with Window and come join the cuddle puddle,” Vala whined, reaching her hands out to me. “I’ll forgive you for playing vidya with somebody else if you dooooo.”

	“Have you been awake this entire time?”

	“Yeah, my boyfriend sensor woke me up.”

	“You have a boyfriend sensor?”

	“Mhm, it’s the latest model,” Vala answered before proceeding to pull out a strange device with a radar attached to it from her shirt.

	“You actually have one?!”

	“I told you that. It’s the latest model.” She pointed it at me, causing the machine to beep which was enough to wake up the other girls since our conversation somehow didn’t accomplish that already.

	“Master!” Delphi cheered. “You’re safe!” She tried to get out of bed, but the interlocking mess of tangled limbs prevented her from leaving the cuddle puddle. “I’m—I’m stuck!”

	“Moving too much,” Cami groaned.

	“Five more… fivety thousand more minutes,” Lavi yawned.

	I wanted to get on her case about fivety not being a number, but she was a dog—a former dog, anyways. That meant she was too cute to correct.

	
		
				But me and Vala aren’t too cute to correct? <_<

		

	

	 

	“Vala is too cute to let her ego get too inflated. And you… well, you’re you,” I explained.

	
		
				And what’s that supposed to mean?

		

	

	 

	“It means I have a cuddle puddle to join,” I said and walked over to the bed. Now, I might have said that, but I had no idea how I was supposed to join the eldritch abomination of cuddling limbs atop the bed.

	“Become one with us, Drake,” Vala said. I could only tell which hands were hers because they were the only ones wiggling their fingers.

	We really needed a bigger bed.

	 

	Eventually, I ended up just sort of lying down on top of the others. It was what they all wanted me to do. And as soon as I was on top of them… I was pulled into the puddle of cuddles via unnatural means. My limbs became trapped within their own, I had no idea where my legs and arms were, and the only parts of my body that I could move were my neck and up.

	It was the most horrifying cuddling experience that I ever experienced.

	It was also, surprisingly, extremely comfy. I fell asleep almost immediately between how tired I was and the supreme comfort. Window wasn’t safe, either, as Vala grabbed onto her and pulled her into the puddle.

	Once we woke up at noon, meaning that we slept all of the morning away, it was time to get to work. I felt extra motivated to work my best seeing as how I had less time in the day than usual.

	The first thing I did—after somehow separating my existence from the eldritch abomination of a cuddle puddle—was take the cat’s paw plant that Window gifted me and replant it. I carefully took it out from its pot and planted it right outside our house underneath where the window was. I also poked the flowers seeing as how they were shaped just like cat paws. I couldn’t resist.

	
		
				Wait, I just realized we skipped over something a while ago. We never went on a tour of the house! We spent all that time gathering resources and stuff to build a house and furniture and all that but never actually showed any of it!

		

	

	 

	“Well, it’s been right here next to the greenhouse the whole time. Anybody can see it if they open their eyes and look at it,” I said.

	
		
				This is what happens when you don’t describe every single tiny little part of your daily life. Stuff gets skipped over and then it’s confusing and sounds like it’s coming out of nowhere! And what if there are earlier scenes that don’t make use of the house despite it having been there?! We really need Plot Hole-chan. Like, seriously. I’m going to have to actually create her and make her appear by the end of today or else things are going to get out of control and there won’t be any other way to justify them other than her existence.

		

	

	 

	“Window… do you want me to give you a tour of the house?” I asked.

	“Ooh! A house tour! Can I give it?” Vala asked, actually looking away from her game for once.

	“You’re actually more interested in that than your game?”

	“I’ve always wanted to give somebody a house tour! Drake, let me give you and Window a house tour.”

	I shrugged and said, “Alright. Lead the way.”

	“Sweet. Okay!” Vala put her game system down her shirt, which apparently acted like an infinitely vast storage space, and flew to where Window and I were standing. “Alright! Welcome to the house tour! This is… uh… our house! Drake’s greenhouse is next door to it. He really loves his greenhouse. Then, uh… the house has walls and a roof! Okay, let’s go inside.”

	She may have always wanted to give a house tour, but I had a feeling that she didn’t know how to actually give one.

	“Right away we have stairs going up and stairs going down!” Vala continued. “All we have upstairs is the bedroom which we’ll get to last. Downstairs is the basement which I plan on turning into a gaming den, but I haven’t gotten to decorate it yet. Over here,” Vala paused to walk into the room to the left of the stairs, “is our dining room! Which we haven’t used yet. There’s also a kitchen connected to it that has our fridge, dishwasher, oven, and all that stuff.”

	The dining room was empty, but the kitchen was fully furnished… despite having nothing to make with it. It’s not like we ever had to do dishes, either, so the kitchen was essentially there just for looks.

	“And in the room right of the stairs is our living room! Which… doesn’t really have anything in it, but we’ll get a super big TV someday and then we can have movie nights!” Vala explained. “Okay, okay. Let’s go upstairs.”

	Window and I followed Vala up the stairs to our bedroom.

	“And here’s our bedroom! It only has a bed in it right now, but it’s a super soft bed,” Vala said before flopping onto the bed. It was the cat bed that we crafted—a simple, wooden bed with sheets and a blanket made out of cat fur, and it also had two pillows that had cat fur pillowcases. It was a bed that could comfortably fit two people on it at most.

	But earlier we had five people, six if counting Window, trying to fit on it.

	
		
				What do you mean if counting Window? I should always be counted.

		

	

	 

	“Window, can we upgrade our bed?” I asked. “It needs to be like… three times its current size.”

	
		
				I’ll give you a recipe to upgrade it after you beat the next battle.

		

	

	 

	“Deal. I planned on doing that anyways.”

	“Draaaaaake,” Vala whined from the bed. “I think it’s time for another nap.”

	“We’ve only been up for thirty minutes!”

	“Thirty minutes is a really long time. People aren’t supposed to go more than thirty minutes without napping.”

	“Then you can only play video games in thirty-minute bursts?”

	“Correction, people aren’t supposed to go more than thirty minutes without napping or gaming.”

	“I’m pretty sure civilization would never evolve if that was the case.”

	“Only monsters in your pockets are supposed to evolve, not civilization.”

	“That borderline sounds like sexual innuendo.”

	“It can mean sexual innuendo if you want it to mean that.”

	I wanted to tease her about that—maybe get a bit sexual and flirt, perhaps do even more than that, but… as soon as I thought about trying to tease her sexually, I was reminded of when we actually had sex, and that flustered me out of doing it.

	
		
				Heh.

		

	

	 

	That condescending, single word was all that I needed to open up the window in our bedroom to throw Window out of it, shutting the window afterward so that she couldn’t get back in.

	Then again, she could always teleport herself back to us.

	That condescending, single word was also all that I needed to actually do something instead of let my former virginal self get the best of me.

	I got onto the bed and climbed over Vala.

	“Dr-Drake?” Vala asked, her cheeks already turning red.

	“I might have played games with somebody else, but I still haven’t done this with anybody but you,” I told her, bringing my lips down against her neck to kiss her.

	“But—but it’s so early in the day. What if… what if somebody walks in on us?”

	“What, were you expecting me to do more than just kiss you?”

	“I—I,” she paused to blush even more, “kinda…”

	“Do you want me to do more than just kiss you?”

	“Don’t make me say it…”

	“Alright, I won’t make you say no. I’ll go ahead and stop.”

	Just as I went to pull away from her, her tail wrapped around my abdomen and pulled me back down to her. “You’re such a bully… I thought you took all your sadism out on Window?”

	Vala might not have noticed since she was so flustered herself, but I was every bit as red as she was. I was just trying my absolute best not to stutter or mess up. I already annoyed myself by behaving like a self-conscious virgin just minutes before, so there was no way that I was going to annoy myself again.

	I was basically acting out of spite for myself.

	“Drake… give me more kisses,” Vala whined, looking into my eyes.

	I was happy to oblige her.

	We would have a bit of fun alone together since it seemed like we hardly had the opportunity lately, and then we had a battle to take part in. We needed a much bigger bed.

	Maybe the others would even get to join in after we had a bigger bed. They were part of our relationship now, after all.

	Yeah, we really needed to get that bigger bed.

	 


Chapter Thirty-Four

	 

	I may have been a non-virgin virgin according to Window, but that didn’t mean that I wasn’t able to fully satisfy Vala. I actually felt pretty proud of myself as we laid together in bed, my arm behind her, our clothes off and on the floor next to our bed. It was only my second time, yet I already improved quite a bit, if I could say so myself.

	After all, I left Vala speechless! She was making so much noise before, but now she made none but heavy breathing beside me as she used my arm as a pillow.

	Life was good.

	I felt the happiest, most confident, and mature that I had ever felt before and I was sure that nothing could top how I felt in that moment.

	So, to be just a bit extra smooth, I decided to turn my head to give Vala a kiss.

	That was when I saw what she was doing.

	While lying on the bed, using my arm as a pillow, breathing so heavily and staying so quiet aside from that… she was playing her game. Despite not even having a shirt to pull her game system out of, she must have pulled it out from under the sheets somehow and she had her attention entirely devoted to the game. She wasn’t being unresponsive because she was so tired, she was simply focused on the game. She wasn’t breathing so heavily because I was just that good, she was breathing so heavily because… she was really focused on her game and about to come in first place in her race.

	I instantly knew what needed to be done. We needed a “no video games in bed” rule. I wasn’t sure if my pride could survive otherwise. All of that pride I felt in myself for doing so good by Vala was washed away as it seemed like a video game captivated her more than I could.

	It was only when Vala took a peek in my direction that she paused her game and smiled before turning her head on my arm, looking straight at me. “I—I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look this jealous before. Is something wrong?” she asked.

	“No,” I answered and turned my head away. I only realized that I was acting like an immature kid after doing that.

	“I’m not sure if you’re giving me tsundere fanservice or if something is actually wrong.”

	I sighed and turned my head back to her. “I,” I sighed again, “I’m only a little bit jealous.”

	Vala rolled over to place herself on my chest, her face right in front of mine as her chest leaned down against mine. I may have been a little bit jealous of a video game, but having our chests together like this, and getting the view that I got, was something that no video game would ever get. “Why are you jealous?” she asked with a concerned expression.

	“I guess I just wasn’t expecting you to go right back to video games after we have sex. I think I convinced myself that I was good enough to make you forget about video games for a bit.”

	“You were! During it. And for a while after. But it’s been like… thirty minutes of cuddling together after it.”

	“Wait… has it seriously been thirty minutes already? I thought we just finished like… a few minutes ago.”

	“Hehehe, that means I must be so good that I mess up your sense of time!”

	The roles were reversed. It wasn’t me who was good enough to leave Vala speechless, but it was Vala who was good enough to completely skewer my sense of time.

	“Oh, and I thought that playing vidya while cuddling with you would be cute, so you wouldn’t want to disturb me, so we’d get to cuddle longer,” Vala explained. “But… I guess that my plan didn’t work if it made you feel bad.”

	Another sigh left my lips as I realized just how immature I was being. “Sorry. I’m not used to this whole relationship thing,” I said. “I’ll try not to get stupid over something like that again.”

	Vala shook her head and pointed a finger at me, almost poking my face. “Don’t call it stupid. Feelings are feelings and feelings are never stupid. I’m new to this, too, so I should have thought about how it might look from your perspective if I started playing vidya without saying a word after we did that…”

	I pulled Vala up closer and pressed my lips against hers. “Then I guess we’re both sorry. For future reference, if you ever want to cuddle more, all you have to do is ask.”

	She smiled from the kiss until she whined, “But you never want to be lazy…”

	“Cuddling isn’t being lazy, and cuddling is alright as long as we don’t spend a whole day doing it.”

	“What if we schedule a whole day to do it?”

	“Alright. We’ll have a holiday dedicated to cuddling.”

	“Can it be a weekly holiday?”

	“That’s not how holidays work.”

	“A monthly holiday?”

	“That’s better, but that’s still not—alright. A monthly holiday where an entire day is dedicated to cuddling.”

	“Heck yeah. I won’t even play any vidya during it.”

	“Does this mean we also get to schedule an entire day for sex?”

	“Don-don’t get ahead of yourself…”

	“I see. I must be so horrible that you can’t stand the idea of a whole day of—”

	“No! It’s—it’s not that! It’s the opposite…”

	“It’s alright. I understand. We’ll never do it agai—”

	Vala grabbed the sides of my head and pushed her lips against mine to silence me. “That’s not the problem!”

	“Then what is?”

	“If—if we do it that much… I’d get addicted and then we’d never get anything done, not even cuddling…” Vala burned red from her neck to the tips of her horns from her honest explanation.

	Whatever pride I might have had that was bruised because of the video game thing, it was back and stronger than ever before. “You’re too perfect, Vala,” I whispered.

	Vala giggled and whispered back, “No, you.”

	 

	Needless to say, we ended up both getting a bit more addicted to each other before finally getting out of bed. Or rather, before I got out of bed. I had a plan that would leave both Vala and I out of the actual combat for the day, so Vala stayed in bed to play video games while I went and got my plan ready.

	Also, given that we were in a nonsensical world where anything could happen, we had bedsheets that magically stayed clean no matter what. That made things extremely convenient. No washer nor dryer necessary. This also meant that actual bathing and the like wasn’t required, either. Part of me did miss taking hot showers, though. I would have to get a bathroom and shower installed just for the sake of taking showers for relaxation. I also really enjoyed the idea of taking a bath or shower with Vala.

	And then I imagined the three totally-not-sisters taking baths or getting wet in general. If they got wet… the fluffiness of their tails would go away. Their tails would simply look like drenched rats hanging off of their bodies.

	Perhaps installing a shower and bath was a bad idea after all. Their fluff needed to be preserved.

	The same could be said about Conan’s fluffy belly. To ruin the fluffiness of his belly… that would be the most horrible thing somebody could ever do. Sure, I squirted the cats with water before, but that was only to deter them and never actually messed with their hair. I would never use so much water that the perfect forest of irresistible fluff that was Conan’s belly could be ruined.

	I missed his belly.

	That was why I took the hair I cut off from him and rubbed it against my cheeks.

	
		
				Please stop making Conan shiver and look behind his shoulders when he’s not even anywhere near you. Don’t you understand that you’re giving him PTSD? Is this a joke to you?

		

	

	 

	“FCBs are never a joke, Window,” I said.

	
		
				Lake corrupted you. And to think that she did this to you just so that she could get to the bellies herself…

		

	

	 

	“Oh, yeah, I remember something like that. Did she ever even get to rub one of their bellies?”

	
		
				Nope. She didn’t know that the cats ran away when defeated, so they all ran before she had a chance. Maybe that’s why she’s turning into an alcoholic.

		

	

	 

	“How’s she been, anyways?”

	
		
				If she’s not drinking, she’s fishing, sleeping, or training Lavi now.

		

	

	 

	“Sounds like a good life.”

	
		
				Maybe we should introduce her to some MMOs. I bet she’s totally the type of sword who would think that fishing is The True Endgame.

		

	

	 

	“Why’d you italicize that?”

	
		
				Who knows?

		

	

	“You do. That’s why I’m asking you.”

	
		
				Don’t worry about it. Now, before we all get distracted by a bunch of random little things that cause the plot to never progress like always, I think it’s time for a battle. I’ll even unlock a new feature for you after it since you have more heroes than you need now.

		

	

	 

	“Shouldn’t we be saying heroines since there are… what, four girls now including Vala and the dogs, but only one guy—me?”

	
		
				How progressive of you. Okay, I’ll call you all heroines from now on. You included.

		

	

	 

	I shrugged. “Fine by me.”

	
		
				Oh, you actually don’t care?

		

	

	 

	“Why would I? Girls are always being lumped together with men under the word ‘hero,’ so why should I care if a guy gets lumped together with women under the word ‘heroines?’”

	
		
				Huh. I might actually respect you just a tiny bit. And when I say tiny, I mean like, on a microscopic level.

		

	

	 

	“That’s alright. I respect you on a subatomic level.”

	
		
				That little?!

		

	

	 

	“My respect for you is smaller than a quark.”

	
		
				Oh, so it’s the same size as YOUR DICK.

		

	

	 

	“…”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“…”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	I ended up laughing while Window spammed the “xD” face across herself. I set her up so perfectly and never even saw it coming.

	“That was a good one, Window,” I praised.

	
		
				Thank you, thank you. I’m very proud of myself for that. Anyways, battle. Let’s go. Are you proceeding to the next one or repeating a previous one?

		

	

	 

	“Next one. Lavi and Cami are going to fight today since I want to see them in action.”

	
		
				Just so you know, they’re going to be every bit as strong as Delphi was. They’re the exact same when it comes to fighting and stats and stuff… for now.

		

	

	 

	“If I keep upgrading their towers, will they get to develop differently? I’m assuming so since you added on that ‘for now.’”

	
		
				Who knows?

		

	

	 

	“You do. That’s why I’m asking you.”

	
		
				ShrugEmoji.Window

		

	

	 

	“Not even a dot-PNG?”

	
		
				.Window is the superior file format.

		

	

	 

	“I’ll take your word for it.”

	
		
				You’re being awfully cooperative now.

		

	

	 

	“We have a battle to do, don’t we? You said you don’t want to get distracted and all that like always.”

	
		
				Oh. Yeah. Right. No distractions. Plot progression time.

		

	

	 

	“Then let’s go.”

	
		
				Go get Lavi and Cami and I’ll get stuff ready.

		

	

	 

	“Oh! I’ll get them!” Delphi said, revealing that she was standing next to us and making both me and Window jump.

	“How long have you been there?” I asked her.

	“The whole time!”

	“You were just… standing there the whole time?”

	“It’s my duty to be a good girl, so I didn’t want to interrupt!”

	Delphi’s pure, dog-like spirit was overwhelmingly bright to the point where I had to shield my eyes. Even Window ended up wearing a pair of pixelated sunglasses over her usual body to protect herself from the shining bundle of joy and goodness that was known as Delphi.

	“But, umm, before I go get them… can you pet my head, please?” Delphi asked, looking up at me with a wagging tail and twitching ears. “I know that it’s a lot to ask for, and I really don’t want to bother you, but I really, really love when you pet my head, so…”

	She actually looked as if she somehow wasn’t sure that I was going to pet her head. There was actual concern that, somehow, somebody could resist petting her head after hearing all of that from her.

	Such a thing was impossible.

	It was my duty as a being of existence to pet her head. To not pet her head would have been a sin even more grave than ruining Conan’s FCB with water.

	And so, I placed my hand on her head, right between her ears, and gave her the petting that she so genuinely desired.

	The overwhelming happiness coming from her intensified to a whole new level. She was brighter than the sun was as she nuzzled her head up against my petting hand.

	
		
				Oh, yeah, I forget if I mentioned it or not, but you unlocked their idol costumes. Now you can dress them up as idols whenever you want and they can also fight like that. They’ll get special looking attacks and sound effects and stuff when fighting as idols. You should try it out with Cami and Lavi since there won’t be any difference from Delphi otherwise.

		

	

	 

	Fortunately, she made her text easy to read by brightening the color behind her sunglasses.

	“How do I switch?” I asked.

	Window showed me a menu that featured each of the girls’ names followed by a series of pictures to show them in their available outfits. Delphi, Cami, and Lavi all had the option of wearing either their default armor or their idol costumes. So, while petting Delphi’s head, I tapped on the idol uniform for her. This caused her clothes to instantly transform into the idol costume that she was wearing for the concert.

	“You’re amazing, Master!” Delphi cheered with a little bounce after I changed her costume.

	I wasn’t expecting it to change so suddenly without any input from her at all. I kind of felt bad since it meant I could basically force her to wear whatever I wanted, so I would have to keep it in mind to always ask them for permission before doing that again.

	And standing so close to her, and right in front of her… I forgot just how revealing the chest part of the uniform was when it came to her. There was also the fact that she just couldn’t stay still while I was petting her.

	Part of me almost felt guilty not being able to tear my eyes away from Delphi’s cleavage, but then I remembered that Vala would be doing the exact same thing as me if not in an even more perverted manner. She was the kind of perverted old man who wanted to look and touch. I, at least, was only just looking. Well, I was technically touching her, too.

	Regardless, I would have to stay petting her head just for a little while longer.

	
		
				I swear that this plot is never going to go anywhere. Then again… does it really have to when we have cute dragon waifus, cute doggo waifus and, most importantly, me?
Yeah, I guess not.

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Thirty-Five

	 

	And so, it was finally time for the next battle. The greenhouse and towers were transported to the middle of the forest once more. The layout was similar to how it was before with a river running down the middle of the area with two bridges crossing over it at the north and southern paths… but now the southern pass was only the middle path as a new path opened up even farther south behind the trees. It had one opportunity to place a tower right before its bridge to target enemies as soon as they got onto this path, and then there were two more slots for towers closer to the end of the path. However, this new path basically circumvented all other towers on the map and would take enemies almost straight to the greenhouse. Furthermore, there was one more new, short path that connected the now-middle route to the river. Seeing it instantly made me suspicious.

	The short path was connected to the middle route and it went right up to the edge of the river, and then it stopped. There was no bridge or anything, and it didn’t continue on the other side of the river. I doubted that it was there for nothing. Fortunately, though, it would lead any potential enemies straight to the chokepoint I set up the first time we fought here.

	Hopefully, this would go smoothly. When we did the first stage for this area, we only had three warrior towers, the bee tower, and the upgraded archer tower. Now, we had three upgraded warrior towers, a new warrior tower, the bee tower, two new archer towers, and the same upgraded archer tower from before. It was a significant improvement and probably a bit overkill since we did fine with the first stage of this level.

	For setting up the towers, I did decide to change their positions a bit. The bee tower was moved to the center of the map just in front of the middle bridge so that the bees could more easily reach the entire map now that there was a new southern path. Lavi’s tower was placed right next to the greenhouse so that her dogs could serve as a last line of defense. Close by was a tower spot that I didn’t make use of before but was now given an archer tower to help fight any enemies blocked by Lavi’s dogs while also managing to reach the chokepoint.

	As for the chokepoint itself, Delphi’s dogs would be responsible for holding off the enemies where the north and center paths converged. The upgraded archer tower would be there to help out as well.

	To the south, I placed the new dog tower with the remaining archer tower along the new path at the point prior to where it converged with the main path. They would be our defense against any enemies that came along the new path. If any enemies did make it past them, they would run into Delphi’s dogs at the chokepoint. The bees would also be nearby and able to help out if there was any trouble down there.

	All that was left was Cami’s tower. The only good spot to make use of her dogs well would be setting the tower down at the north path on our side of the bridge—where the bee tower previously was. I had the bee tower up there since it was kind of out of the way and the bees could reach anywhere, but I figured I would put Cami’s tower up there now. It was close enough to the chokepoint for the upgraded archer tower to give it support, so why not?

	That did it for preparations. Well, there was also the fact that I chose Cami and Lavi as the “heroes” for this fight. And they had on their idol uniforms. Cami didn’t seem to mind at all, but Lavi—well, she had some concerns.

	“Oi, Master,” Lavi said, “do… do ya really think it’s smart to fight while wearing this?”

	“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” I told her.

	“I mean, it’s just… I don’t mind it, but it feels kinda silly being in an actual battle while dressed up like this.”

	“Do you understand the world we’re living in? We’re inside of a dragon’s personal pocket dimension, fighting an army of cats in a real tower defense game, with dogs, bees, and r—and the archers on our side. Not only that, but there’s a floating, sentient window, Vala can shoot rainbow beams and turn into a dragon larger than mountains, and you girls somehow put on an idol performance with custom songs and fully animated music videos despite having no time nor resources for any of that. Also, the leader of our enemy is some strange cat that has a body pillow of me. If you’re ever worried about something being silly, you’re the one we should all be worried about.”

	“Well, when ya put it that way… alright! I’ve got this! With the demon in my blade, I’ll bring ya victory!”

	“What she said,” Cami joined in.

	“Alright,” I said, “then let’s—”

	
		
				Oh, hang on. Because there are too many heroes you can select now, some are always going to be left out, which means that I can finally unlock the next activity of the game for you.
Introducing… explorations!
From now on, you can send spare heroes—wait, I’m supposed to be using heroines now.
From now on, you can send spare heroines out to explore the world before you partake in tower defense battles! You can only send them out once a day, and they’ll return once the battle is over. Sending them out can get you rare materials and parts and stuff, maybe find a new waifu, unlock new abilities, and so on. You also have to discover map pieces by exploring to find new places to explore. So, basically, nobody has to be left out. You can also send as many spare heroines as you want out to explore. But… Vala is excluded since she’s too lazy, and you’re needed here, so Delphi is your only option right now.
Oh, and here is your only option at the moment.
 
Area: Overgrown Forest
Details: A forest that has been overgrown. There are all sorts of things you can find in here. It’s also safe, so success is guaranteed.
 
Any questions?

		

	

	 

	“I don’t think so,” I answered. “Basically, I can send Delphi to go and explore this forest place, and she’ll come back with stuff once the battle is over?”

	
		
				Exactly.

		

	

	 

	“Got it. Hey, Delphi, want to play fetch in the forest?”

	“Fetch?!” Delphi shouted, her ears immediately twitching as her tail frantically wagged behind her. Cami and Lavi reacted the same way even though the question wasn’t for them.

	“Yeah, it’s fetch except you get to fetch whatever you want.”

	“So… I could find a really, really big stick and bring it back?!”

	“Maybe try to uh… fetch something that’s a little more useful than a big stick. I’ll make sure to find you a stick some other time, alright?”

	“Deal! When can I go?!”

	
		
				All you have to do is select Delphi’s portrait and then tap the “Send” button.

		

	

	 

	I did as Window explained, causing an aura of light to surround Delphi before she vanished.

	
		
				Okay, I teleported her to the Overgrown Forest. She’ll get teleported back once the battle is over.

		

	

	“Is she going to be alright on her own?”

	“Big sis will be fine, Master!” Lavi said. “She’s strong and dependable! I’m sure she’ll come back with the biggest stick that she can find.”

	“The biggest,” Cami joined in again.

	I started to think that I was going to need a new heroine to send. There was a considerably high chance of Delphi returning with nothing other than a giant stick even though we made a “deal.”

	But that could wait. For now, it was time to battle.

	 

	The beginning of the battle was too easy. I even started to think that we really got overleveled, in a sense, with the towers. The bees weakened enemies before they reached the chokepoint and, once the cats reached the chokepoint, they were quickly dealt with.

	The now-center path was definitely the busiest of the three routes. While some cats went along the northern and southern paths, they were weaker and in fewer numbers than those who went along the center path.

	As for Cami and Lavi, I figured out what wearing their idol uniforms changed. All of their attacks had pretty sparkles following them and they seemed to put on more of a show while fighting. Maybe it was just how they fought since it was my first time seeing them fight since evolving into humanoid girls, but their fighting style was much fancier than Delphi’s. It was almost like they were doing a hybrid of fighting and dancing.

	And being the degenerate that I was, I imagined Delphi fight-dancing like them. If Delphi also moved around so much more while in her idol uniform, then there was going to be a lot of… bouncing.

	That would be nice.

	Moving on, something else I noticed was how the girls acted while waiting for more enemies to show up. Lavi always stayed looking forward with her blade pointed at the enemies as if taunting them. Cami, however, would always stare straight at me while waiting for the next enemies. If I ever looked back at Cami, she gave me a cute little wave with her free hand no matter how many times I looked at her. Even if I looked away for a few seconds, and then looked back at her, she would wave again.

	I would have felt bad not waving back, so of course I waved back.

	Now, about halfway through the waves, the battle got much intense. While the strongest of cats continued coming down the center path, the northern path was swarmed by cat runners and bagged cats while the south path was attacked by a huge amount of cat soldiers. The crazed cats and cat raiders coming down the middle path were coming in great enough numbers that they began to overwhelm the chokepoint even with both Cami and Lavi there.

	Fortunately, any cats who made it past the chokepoint were quickly stopped by the final line of defense.

	And then it got even more intense.

	Drums.

	The sound of beating drums filled the surroundings as we all found our attention drawn to the river running down the center of the area.

	Floating down the river… was a longboat full of armored cats with axes, each one meowing in synch with one another as if they were chanting something. This longboat sailed right up to that suspicious path next to the river, stopped, and waited for all the cats onboard to jump off before continuing its path down the river.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Cat Viking
Threat: ★★
HP: They don’t have a lot, but their damage goes up the lower their health gets!
Damage: 13
Defense: 6
Northern cats who are even more dangerous than the Cat Raiders! Their heavy leather armor protects their bellies from degenerates, and their axes chop off the hands of anybody who tries to pet them.

		

	

	 

	While the new enemies sounded like a threat, there was only one thing that I could think of.

	Being “Viking” cats… they had thick, long fur. They needed it if they came from the north, after all. It was important to have such quality fur to protect them during the harsh winter months. What this meant… was that their fluffy cat bellies were even fluffier.

	I balled my hands into fists at my sides. I wasn’t able to join the battle, so their FCBs were off limits to me. All I could do was stand back and watch near the greenhouse. If I actually tried to get onto the map at all, there was an invisible barrier that would shock me. I know because I tried as soon as I saw how fluffy they were.

	I came up with an idea to solve this problem, but it was going to have to wait.

	My towers were about to get overwhelmed. There were already enough enemies at the chokepoint to occupy my defenders, and their health was getting low, and now there was a group of ten cat Viking cats about to go right past them.

	I activated the skills of Delphi’s tower and the upgraded archer tower. “Rallying Howl,” the skill gained from upgrading the dog towers, caused the dogs to look up at the sky and howl out upon activation. A blue aura then surrounded them that boosted their attack by a little bit, but the main perk of the skill was giving their defense a considerable buff. So, while they were buffed up to hold the enemies off, the archers let loose with Volley Fire ability.

	No matter how tough the Viking cats might have looked, they still melted underneath the sustained fire from the archer tower while being blocked by the buffed dogs. Then, similar to the rest of the cats, they tossed aside their weapons and ran back along the path into the forest to retreat.

	That confirmed my idea had a chance.

	“Cami! Lavi! I’m leaving this to you!” I shouted from the greenhouse. They looked confused, but they were too busy with the battle to worry about what I was going to do.

	And what I was going to do involved jumping into the river and swimming across it. I had to go along the southern path, walking through the forest since I wasn’t allowed on the path itself, and I did my best to sneak my way all the way to the back of the path on the opposing side. Surely enough, there was a familiar portal there that any wounded cats were retreating into.

	I got my first look at how the cats behaved after being defeated—well, once they were defeated and out of sight. Some of them limped into the portal with lowered heads, others assisted their friends in walking, and some had to be dragged by their scruffs into the portal.

	When it was clear, I reached one hand out over the path to make sure that I could get onto it now. I could. Because we were far enough away from the actual field, and since only retreating cats were coming back here, I was able to actually get onto this path.

	Sitting in a bush, I waited for the perfect moment.

	I waited for one of the defeated cat Vikings to come back here. As soon as one passed in front of my bush, it paused when it noticed me purposely rustling the bush to grab its attention.

	And then I pounced.

	 


Chapter Thirty-Six

	 

	The battle was won on both fronts. Cami and Lavi, with the assistance of the rest of the towers, secured a defensive victory against the cats. Meanwhile, I got to enjoy wholesome, friendly, FCB-rubbing time with one of the cats that was on its way back to the cat queen. Now, it was time to reunite with my allies.

	Though, Cami and Lavi seemed worried about something when they saw me.

	“O-oi! Master! What happened?!” Lavi asked, being the first to reach me.

	“What are you talking about?” I asked.

	“You’re all bloody! And you’ve got scratches all over you!”

	I looked myself over. “Huh. You’re right, but I feel fine. Better than fine, actually.”

	“There’s no way you’re fine! You’re going to bleed out!”

	While Lavi worried about me, Cami ran into the nearest dog tower only to come back out with a medical kit that she used to bandage me up.

	“Geez, Master. I thought ya weren’t involved in the battle, so what happened?” Lavi asked again.

	“I’m telling you that I don’t know,” I answered. “All I remember is exquisite fluff consuming my fingers and face.”

	“Ex—… exquisite fluff?”

	“Right. Exquisite—”

	
		
				I have video evidence of what happened.

		

	

	 

	Suddenly, I felt nervous despite knowing that I did nothing wrong. I couldn’t help but to sweat a little. “Video—video evidence of what?” I asked. “It’s not like I did anything wrong.”

	
		
				You absolutely did something terrible. Why can’t you be more like those people who are hyper focused on the good stuff like consent? Consensually rubbing a cat’s belly is okay. Nonconsensually rubbing a cat’s belly is not okay!

		

	

	 

	“I—I did no such thing.”

	
		
				Fine then, let’s play the video and see for ourselves.

		

	

	 

	And so, Window expanded to a much larger size to properly show us whatever it was that she recorded.

	On the screen… was a video showing me leaping out from a bush like some sort of wild animal with a desperate look in my eyes and drool coming from my lips as I snatched one of the passing cats. What it showed next was something out of a cartoon as, from the outside, the bush appeared to be moving all on its own as fighting noises came from it.

	Then, upon closely examining the bush with an x-ray-like view, it showed… some sort of ravenous, drooling beast getting scratched all over his face and body as he mercilessly rubbed the cat’s fluffy belly. Even while being scratched to the point of nearly losing his eyes as four paws viciously clawed all over his face, he kept his face buried inside of the belly’s fluff.

	It was only when the cat called for help that a gang of nearby cats jumped into the bush to help, all clawing at the clearly deranged assaulter.

	Yet, no matter how injured he was, he kept a smile on his face and looked like he was experiencing pure bliss.

	“Oi… Master,” Lavi said.

	“I’ve never seen that man before in my life,” I said.

	Cami poked one of my bandaged wounds, causing me to wince, but I was still sure that I never saw such a man before.

	
		
				You’re the worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst. The worst.

		

	

	 

	“I have no idea who that man is, but he seemed like a fellow connoisseur of the FCB. He can’t be all that bad of a guy. If anything, he’s just a little… just a tiny bit… too passionate, maybe,” I said.

	Rather than be called the worst by Window some more, it was Lavi whose ears perked up as she realized something important. “Master has an evil shade!” she said.

	“A—a what?”

	“An evil shade! It’s all of the darkness within ya manifesting as a clone that goes and does evil things! Wait, what if it finds our other master?! We can’t let your shade get its hands on her! There’s only one thing we can do,” Lavi said, still dressed as an idol, as she unsheathed her blade. “We’ve got to find it and put it down. Don’t worry, Master. With me at your side, we’ll tame your darkness and bring it under your control.”

	“Ri-right. Yeah, we’ll do that. Just… don’t go running around looking for it to try and cut it, alright? It looks just like me, so I don’t want to accidentally get stabbed or anything while you’re thinking that I’m my shade.”

	“Heh. Don’t worry, Master. I could never mistake your shade for ya! The shade in that video was like a completely different man from ya. As long as ya don’t act like it did and harass a cat’s belly like that, I’ll know the difference!”

	
		
				Why are you sweating so much, you non-virgin virgin? Do you have something to say? Maybe something to admit to?

		

	

	 

	I wiped at my forehead with my arm before shaking my head.

	Perhaps… perhaps I was getting a bit too obsessive over fluffy cat bellies. But how could I not? I went most of my life living in denial! I was always so afraid of approaching cats because I didn’t want to face rejection, nor did I want to get scratched! Now that I finally came to the truth regarding what I really wanted in life, fluffy cat bellies, I couldn’t resist! I wanted more! I needed more!

	“Master is drooling again,” Cami said.

	“Master… you’re kinda starting to look like your shade,” Lavi said. “Oi, don’t tell me that we’re being tricked! Are ya actually the shade?! Is Master being kept locked up somewhere else?!” Before I knew it, I had a blade pointed at my throat. “Tell us where our master is!”

	“He-hey! Didn’t you just say you’d be able to recognize me?! Aren’t you supposed to know the difference?! I’m not a shade!” I shouted.

	
		
				Drake, it’s time. You know what you have to do. You know that there is only one way to make this right, and you’re not getting your battle rewards until you do.
Do the right thing, Drake.
The first stage is admitting you have a problem. We’re—well, Vala and the others, are here for you.

		

	

	 

	“I—”

	
		
				It’s okay. The others probably won’t judge you, only I am.

		

	

	 

	“But…”

	
		
				You’re never going to be allowed near a cat again unless you admit to it. Don’t forget I can make it so that every single cat in this world has an anti-Drake barrier that prevents you from getting within 500 feet of them.

		

	

	 

	“Fine! I—I… there is no dark shade or anything like that. The truth… is that the man in the video was me.”

	“Gasp,” Cami said, not looking surprised at all.

	As for Lavi, she hesitantly sheathed her blade. “Master… are ya sure that it ain’t the shade making ya say that?”

	“There is no shade, Lavi. It was me the entire time. I just… I can’t resist the fluffy cat bellies. They’ve been taunting me my whole life! All I want to do is surround myself with cat bellies! I want cat belly pillows! I want cat belly kitchen utensils! I want cat belly computers! I—I don’t know if I can live without their fluff anymore now that I’ve experienced it again. I resisted for so long, but… but now it’s a part of me. It’s inside of me.”

	“There’s—there’s a cat belly inside of ya?”

	“There is. In the same way that Delphi wants to become soup, I want to become an FCB. I want to never be separated from the fluff of a cat’s belly ever again. If I become the FCB, then I will forever be one with it. There will be no more separation.”

	
		
				I’m getting goosebumps listening to how creepy you’re being right now. I don’t know if you know this or not, but informational status windows aren’t supposed to be able to get goosebumps.

		

	

	 

	“Woah, ya really do sound like big sis,” Lavi said.

	“If big sis becomes soup and master becomes a cat belly, and they have a baby, is the kid FCB soup?” Cami asked.

	“That’s a good question, but I’m not really sure I want to think about a fluffy cat belly soup. I don’t think the texture would be that appealing.”

	“Why are you thinking about eating me and Delphi’s future child?!” I asked.

	“We-well, isn’t soup for eating?”

	“Not when it’s somebody’s child! Are you some kind of cannibal?!”

	“It’s only cannibalism if I eat my own race! I’m not FCB soup!”

	
		
				Why… why are you two seriously talking about FCB soup and whether or not eating it is cannibalism?

		

	

	 

	“You started this!” I shouted. “If you wouldn’t have recorded me without my consent, none of this would be happening!”

	
		
				YOU DON’T GET TO TALK ABOUT CONSENT WHEN YOU HARASS INNOCENT CATS’ FCBS WITHOUT CONSENT

		

	

	 

	Just as I opened my mouth to reply, something soft, large, and warm pressed against me and forced me together with Window.

	“Stop fighting! Fighting isn’t allowed! It makes me sad!” Delphi shouted, keeping her arms wrapped around me and Window.

	“I—I don’t think we’re actually fighting,” I said.

	
		
				Yeah, this is kinda just what we do.

		

	

	 

	“No excuses!” Delphi shouted. “No fighting! This is how relationships get torn apart! We’re supposed to be like a bowl of soup where we all join together and make a tasty and beautiful soup! Soup isn’t soup when you tear all the ingredients away from each other! We have to live together in peace and be happy in the bowl of life! If we don’t, then—then… we’re just random ingredients that will never know the happiness of becoming soup with each other! We’re like if you take carrots and chicken and celery and toss them into a bowl but never add the broth! The relationship that holds us together is our broth! Without our broth, life is meaningless!”

	I felt bad because Delphi was clearly, genuinely upset about me and Window “fighting.” I would have thought that she’d be useful to that sort of thing by now, but she was a former dog, after all. And, admittedly, Window and I were getting a bit more shout-y than usual.

	But at the same time, while I was a bit uncomfortable due to Delphi bending me over to hold onto me… she had half of my face held right against her chest. Half of Window occupied the other side of her chest.

	Unfortunately for my desire to be pampered by Delphi’s chest, the desire to make her feel better was stronger.

	“Sorry, Delphi. We were just screwing around,” I said. “It’s what me and Window do. Right, Window?”

	
		
				Speak for yourself you degenerate FCB-harassing non-virgin virgin.
Just kidding.
We’re not actually mad at each other, this time, Delphi. Besides, all cats are required to sign waivers now consenting to potentially having their bellies harassed during these battles. They’re also given full permission to try and kill him if he harasses them.
In other words, it’s all legal and okay since they signed the paperwork!

		

	

	 

	“Wait, they’re signing paperwork consenting to it? Then… does that mean I can harass—I mean, rub their bellies even more?”

	
		
				Listen, there’s a difference between consent via waiver and actively giving eager consent.

		

	

	A heavy sigh left my mouth. “I know, I know. Even if we were just screwing around… I have a problem. My FCB addiction is too strong, even if they’re signing legal documents.”

	“Oi, Master. What’s the big deal, anyways? I mean, what’s so good about their bellies?” Lavi asked.

	“They’re fluffy and soft!”

	“But lots of things in life are fluffy and soft.”

	“Like what? What could ever possibly compete?!”

	Then, replacing the soft warmth provided by Delphi’s chest was something soft and… fluffy.

	I didn’t even realize it, but Delphi brought me down to the ground and laid me down so that my head was resting on her thighs. More importantly, she brought her tail from behind her and rested it on my face.

	“It might not be as fluffy as a cat belly, but if your addiction is making you do weird things to cats, I’ll let you do weird things to me instead! I’ll take care of you no matter what, Master!” Delphi explained while caressing my face with her tail.

	That was when it hit me.

	It was like I was being reborn.

	Similar to the dawn of the universe, the big bang of fluff exploded within my very soul. Countless new galaxies and stars of fluff formed within me, revealing to me just how much fluff the universe had to actually offer.

	Fluffy cat belly galaxies.

	Fluffy dog tail stars.

	Fluffy animal ear planets.

	Fluffy fluff fluff blackholes.

	The universe was made of fluff, yet I was so blind to it. I allowed the fluffy cat bellies to blind my eyes from all other forms of fluff that the universe had to offer.

	If I were to continue on with my obsession of FCBs, I would undoubtedly become consumed by it. My life would cease to be anything but FCBs. Similar to the heat death of the universe, there would be an FCB death of the universe.

	But if I were to equally spread my love for FCBs across all forms of fluff… then the universe could forever exist in fluffy harmony.

	It all made sense.

	How did I miss such an obvious realization?

	I had fluff around me since the very beginning. I even rubbed some of the dogs’ bellies before, yet I never truly paid attention to just how fluffy they were because, on a subconscious level, all I could think about was how much I wanted to rub cats’ bellies.

	Now I understood.

	FCBs were still amazing, yes, but all forms of fluff were amazing.

	I grabbed onto Delphi’s tail, held it even closer against my face, and inhaled the fluff.

	“Ma-Master?!” Delphi asked, not understanding that I needed to deepen my understanding of her fluff.

	Fluff could not only be felt, after all. Fluff needed to be smelled. Fluff needed to be tasted. Fluff needed to be thoroughly experienced by all senses.

	“Master! You—you have to be gentle!” Delphi whined as I rubbed her tail against my face.

	“Hey… lil sis, should we do something?” Lavi asked.

	“Yeah,” Cami said.

	I was worried that Cami was going to try and stop me, but she didn’t. Instead, she sat down next to my head and placed her tail on my face to join Delphi’s.

	I now had two fluffy dog tails on my face.

	“This—this is kinda weird… but if it’s for Master’s health, I can do it!” Lavi said, joining in by sitting down and also putting her tail on my face.

	Fluffy cat bellies were one thing, but now I knew the true pleasure of something else.

	Fluffy dog tails.

	FDTs.

	Together, FCBs and FDTs could rule in harmony but, in this moment, all I wanted were more FDTs.

	“This—this is true happiness,” I sighed. “By the way, Delphi, if you’re back, did you find a stick to bring back?”

	Delphi swished her tail away from my eyes so that I could see what she wanted to point out. “Yeah! It’s a huge stick! Over there!”

	I turned my head, while staying on her lap, to look at the stick she found.

	Her “stick” was a brand new, giant, tank turret.

	 


Afterword

	 

	And there we have it, the second volume! Published much later than I originally wanted it to, but I promise there won’t be such a long wait until the next one. A lot of stuff happened in the past year, but I’m not going to bore you all with some sappy story. All that matters is that things are significantly better in my personal life now, and I’m already proving to be far more productive this year than I was the last couple of years.

	Anyways, the third volume should be available for preorder (or regular order depending on when you’re reading this), so please consider preordering that! But, if you’re actually reading this, I’ll let you in on a secret. Considering that this book was originally a web serial, everything that isn’t published is available to read online! For free! It’s in a rough draft state and there are some things that I change between the web serial version and these published versions, but it’s more or less the same and can be read there for the impatient. It also updates every single week! The web serial is also up to volume five at the moment, which will actually turn out to be volume six by the time I publish it.

	If you do decide to check out the web serial, you’re going to want to start at “Volume 2 pt. 26.” That might be confusing sounding considering that this is volume 2, but it’s a long story to explain why things are the way that they are. But! If volume 3 is already published as an (e)book, then you can just ignore all of this since that free portion of the novel would have been taken down from free hosting sites.

	Anyways, that’s all I’ve got to say this time. I hope you enjoyed it! Now I’ll go ahead and post the usual links and stuff.

	If you want to be the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

	My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

	If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

	I have a Patreon, too, 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, maybe because you want to help me turn this into an actual game since I have no idea how to code, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

	Oh, and now, I’ve also got a YouTube channel that I stream on and post videos to sometimes. Maybe I should write a series titled “I Can’t Believe my Author is a Vtuber?” Nahh. But if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

	That’s all for now, again! Thank you for reading the second volume of Lazy Dragon Queen, and I hope that you all have a wonderful day! And week. And month. And year. You get the point. Just have a wonderful life in general, alright? And I hope I see you again for the third volume!

	
		
				OI. DID YOU REALLY THINK YOU WERE GONNA GET TO END THIS WITHOUT ME?
HECK NO.
THAT GUY ISN’T COOL ENOUGH TO SHAMELESSLY BEG YOU TO LEAVE A REVIEW FOR THE STORY. BUT ME? OH, I’M SHAMELESS ENOUGH. THE MORE REVIEWS YOU LEAVE US, THE MORE MONEY WE SHOULD BE ABLE TO MAKE, AND THE MORE WE CAN SPEND ON IDOL GACHA GAMES. SO, HEY, YOU, GO LEAVE A REVIEW, PLEASE.
DO IT FOR THE GACHA.
DO IT FOR THE WAIFUS.

		

	

	 

	… I promise I don’t actually spend money on gacha games.

	The me of the current doesn’t, anyways. No comment on the me of the past.
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