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Chapter One

	 

	It was another beautiful day in Vala’s personal universe. However, as beautiful as it might have been outside, I found that things were only growing louder and more exciting with every passing day. Things were especially loud ever since me and Window ended up suddenly having a kid. Luca had an endless amount of energy in her tiny body and that energy was spent laughing and playing around all day. Fortunately, there were more than enough friends for her to play with between all of us. That meant I could spend my time in the garden with a flustered Window whose hair was all messed up and sweaty because of what we just finished doing.

	I couldn’t resist. She was in her human body and wearing overalls.

	Regardless, there was something on my mind. “I’ve been thinking, Window.”

	“That’s never a good thing,” Window said and sighed. “Now I’m all dirty… we could have at least gone into the bedroom first. What if Luca saw us?”

	“She chased Delphi into the woods. They won’t be back for a while if they’re playing another game of hide and seek.”

	Window grumbled as she shook the dirt out from the back of her hair. “Get it over with already. Tell me whatever horrible, non-virgin virgin thing is on your mind. Don’t make me suffer for longer than I need to.”

	“Well, you see… what happened to leveling up?”

	Window froze as sweat dripped off her forehead for an entirely new reason.

	“Aren’t I supposed to have a level and be leveling?”

	“U-uh… a-about that…”

	“Also, I remember that crafting arrows was an option and that it only crafted like five at a time. Considering how long battles are, did you seriously expect me to craft a bow and only five arrows? That wouldn’t even last me through a single wave. Was I supposed to carry hundreds of arrows on me?”

	Even more beads of sweat rolled down Window’s forehead as she lowered her head.

	“And I’m pretty sure that this was supposed to be like a survival game, too, but there are no survival elements. I mean, we’re never in any danger, we get fully cooked meals given to us after every battle, there’s not even a need for hygiene or anything since we’re always clean enough and never have to use the bathroom—where are the survival elements?”

	“Ne-needing sleep and food is… totally part of survival.”

	“Even the crafting part is basically hands-off. All we do is gather materials and call in the beavers to do all the crafting for us.”

	“Where’d all this even come from? You sound like an author who just got done editing the first volume of the series and realized that there’s a bunch of things we completely forgot about! And now you’re acting like it’s my fault!”

	“Disregarding everything except for that last part, aren’t you basically our version of a dungeon master here? Isn’t everything that happens kind of up to you?”

	“We-well… I am amazing and in control of everything as appointed by Vala, but…”

	“But you’re lazy and forgetful and would rather spend time playing with your idols in gacha games than actually make this world the way it was originally implied to be.”

	“Listen! My idols might think I’ve abandoned them if I stop giving them enough attention!”

	“They’re PNGs with voice lines!”

	Window gasped and reeled back with a look of disgust on her face. “How dare you!”

	“Just because you’re offended doesn’t mean I’m wrong.”

	“Now you sound like one of those guys who spends too much time on the internet purposely trying to offend people and then mocking them when they’re offended!”

	It was my turn to reel back with a look of disgust. “How dare you compare me to one of those things.”

	“Just because you’re offended doesn’t mean I’m wrong.” Window stuck her tongue out after that one.

	“Alright. For the sake of my ego since I won’t be able to take it if I act like those, I’ll admit that I’m wrong even if I’m not. So, I’m wrong. I’m sorry for calling your PNGs with voice lines PNGs with voice lines because they are definitely not that even if they are.”

	“I don’t think it’s possible to make up a worse apology than that.”

	“I can think of some.”

	“I’m scared.”

	“I’m sorry for dropping a nuclear warhead on your country. I thought I saw a spider.”

	“How did things escalate to nuclear warfare?!”

	“Spiders.”

	“Oh. Yeah. Makes sense. Wait, I thought you liked spiders?”

	“I do. Spiders are great for gardens. But they’re also the insect that everybody jokes about hating the most and overreacting to.”

	“Oh. Right. Hm. If you like spiders, what about a spider girl?”

	“How would that even work?”

	“You know, like… imagine a centaur but replace the horse half with a spider half. Some people make spider girls like… normal looking girls with normal legs and everything, but then they have spider legs sticking out from their waist and stuff, but those aren’t as cool as the spider girls that are basically just spider versions of centaurs.”

	“So, the upper half is still like a normal woman?”

	“Yeah, but with more than two eyes.”

	“Sounds fine to me. There’s only one potential issue there.”

	“What?”

	“How would we… well, considering that I’m basically in a relationship with everybody here except Lake, how would the sex work?”

	“Wow, Drake. How lewd. I bring up a spider girl and you immediately think about how to have sex with her. I don’t know whether that says something about your love for spiders or how much of a non-virgin virgin you are.”

	“It’s not like I’m thinking about it just because she’s a spider!”

	“It’s okay, Drake. All you have to do is use the classical excuse of being a leg man. Spiders have lots of legs, you know? Nobody is going to judge you for wanting to do a spider if you say it’s because you just really love legs.”

	“People would absolutely still judge me for wanting to have sex with a spider no matter how much I love legs!”

	An unexpected guest spoke up before Window could say anything else. “Oh, I didn’t know you’re such a legs man that you like spiders,” Vala said.

	“It’s not like being a huge legs man makes somebody lust after spiders!” I shouted. “Those are completely different fetishes! One is normal and the other is incredibly dangerous both physically and to public morals!”

	“Pffftttt, who cares about public morals?”

	“I’m a father now, so I do!”

	“What about private morals?”

	“Open season.”

	“I see. Okay, that makes sense. So, we should behave in public, but it’s okay to incinerate good morals in the sun when it comes to private?”

	“Please don’t use the sun as a trash disposal.”

	“Why not? Is there anything better in the universe than a sun at disposing trash? It completely incinerates it and doesn’t leave a trace left. And it’s not like pollution is going to matter or anything.”

	“What about a black hole?”

	Vala shook her head and let out a disappointed sigh. “You disappoint me, Drake. For somebody who loves the environment so much, I would have figured that you’d see the issue with that.”

	“What could be bad about throwing it into a black hole?”

	“What if the black hole leads to another dimension or universe? A lot of people theorize about black holes containing other universes inside them. They theorize that we’re all inside a black hole, too. It’s black holes all the way up and down. So if you throw trash into a black hole, you’re basically throwing it into somebody else’s backyard.”

	“Alright, I’ll admit that you’ve got me there.”

	“Hehe. I’ve always loved that you have no problem admitting when you’re wrong.”

	“I don’t know how to feel about being able to admit that I’m wrong being one of my character traits.”

	“It’s okay. It’s a good trait to have. I wish I could have it, but I’ve never been wrong, so it’s impossible.”

	Window nodded. “That’s relatable.”

	“Something feels incredibly wrong here,” I said. “It’s almost as if you’re both implying that you’ve never been wrong and could never be wrong.”

	“I’m not implying, I’m stating a fact.”

	“What she said,” Vala said. “Anyways, before you can say whatever you want to say to try and imply that we’ve been wrong and can be wrong, let me distract you with something else so that we can maintain our artificially inflated egos.” She snapped her fingers. The next second, a perfectly ordinary looking trash bin appeared next to her. “Alright. One sun-fueled bin for all trash and other things that need incinerated!”

	“… what?” I asked.

	“See for yourself!”

	I got up, walked over to the ordinary trash bin, and looked between it and Vala. She looked awfully proud of herself despite its ordinary appearance, so I had no idea what to expect.

	I pushed the spinning lid down to reveal what was inside.

	And I saw nothing.

	Literally. Nothing. My vision was completely black and I felt an intense heat against my face.

	“Vala,” I said, still incapable of sight. “Did you put a literal sun in there?”

	“Yep!” Vala answered.

	“And you didn’t think it would be a good idea to warn me first?”

	“Oh. I guess I should have. Need some sunglasses?”

	“I need to be able to see.”

	“Huh?”

	“I’m blind, Vala.”

	“Like, blinded by the sight of your cute vidya-playing dragon GF who you totally love and want to pamper and play games with, or blind blind?”

	“Blind blind.”

	“You could have said both.”

	“I can’t be dramatically blind if I’m literally blind.”

	“How’d you suddenly go blind anyways?”

	“By opening a trash bin and looking into a sun at point blank range, Vala. I didn’t expect you to need that explained.”

	“Can humans not handle looking at the sun or something? It’s just a giant glowing ball.”

	“No, Vala, humans can’t just look at the sun without damaging their vision. Especially when the sun is literally right in front of them. Honestly, it’s a miracle that all of us aren’t literally melting right now.”

	“Oh, well, I put a magic barrier inside the trash so that the heat can’t escape and burn anything.”

	“What if somebody puts their hand inside?”

	“They’d be fine for plot convenience and because this isn’t the kind of story where somebody might suddenly burn their hand off.”

	“Ah, right. Silly me. This is only the kind of story where somebody might suddenly lose all their vision because they looked into a trash bin not knowing to expect a literal sun sitting in the bottom of it.”

	“Exactly!”

	“Vala.”

	“Yeah?”

	“I love you.”

	“Hehe, I love you too!”

	“Now give me my vision back.”

	“Wo-woah… you sound scary all of a sudden. That’s… kind of hot.”

	I couldn’t see anything, but I did hear Window sigh. “This would be the perfect time to bully him and mess with him, but then I’d be somebody who bullies a blind person. That would make me even worse than a non-virgin virgin.”

	I gripped the rim of the trash bin as hard as I could. “Just give me my sight back so that I can watch my plants and daughter grow up!”

	“I don’t know how to feel about you putting your plants and our daughter on the same level.”

	“Oh, whoops,” Vala said. “I forgot that you’re blind blind. Sorry. Hang on.” My vision returned with the next snap of her fingers. “There you go! Can you see now?”

	Despite how upset I was just moments about being blind, like a moth to the flame, I opened the top of the bin back up and stared into the sun. Well, the star, technically.

	And I managed to not go blind that time as I stared into the eternally burning ball of plasma.

	“Why would you open it back up?” Window asked.

	“I don’t know,” I answered.

	“It’s okay,” Vala said. “I upgraded everybody’s natural defenses so that they’re immune to the sun now. You know how we can be hit by swords and axes and stuff and not lose limbs? It’s like that, but with staring at the sun now! Not that a never-wrong creature like me had that problem in the first place.”

	“As a never-wrong informational status window, I can relate,” Window said.

	I could have corrected them about never being wrong since they reminded me of it, but there was something else that I wanted to do. I knew that I shouldn’t do it, but… my hand reached toward the trash bin’s opening all on its own.

	“Drake,” Window said, “what do you think you’re doing? Why does it look like you’re about to reach your hand into a sun?”

	“Listen, Window,” I said. “I am a human being. As a human being, it is my duty to reach out and grab whatever is in front of me.” Vala jumped in front of me on the other side of the trash can, but she didn’t deter me from my path. “Reaching for the stars has been a dream of humanity since the dawn of time! Now that there is a sun within my literal reach, do you think that I could possibly resist grabbing it?!”

	“Yes, because even Vala’s magic wouldn’t protect your hand from instantly melting.”

	“Do you think the first astronauts feared that?”

	“No, because they didn’t plan on flying into the sun.”

	“I have to do this.”

	“You really don’t.”

	“I do, Window.”

	With that, I reached into the bin and thrust my hand toward the star.

	And then I grabbed it.

	I was the first human to officially reach the stars.

	And the stars felt squishy. Warm and squishy. Like a heated stress ball.

	Then I had an idea.

	“How isn’t your hand burning off?” Window asked.

	Vala, once more, shook her head. “I’m disappointed, Window. You of all informational status windows shouldn’t underestimate my magic.”

	“I—okay.”

	I looked at Vala and asked, “If I were to take the sun out of the trash, what would happen?”

	“It’d be fine,” Vala answered. “The barrier will come with it.”

	“How’s the barrier even work? If my hand is inside the barrier, shouldn’t it be burning?”

	“Don’t worry about stuff like that.”

	“Fair enough.”

	And with that, I held the sun within my hand and yanked it free from the trash.

	“Drake… what are you going to do with that sun?” Window asked.

	“I’m going to do with this what humans have been experimenting with since the dawn of agriculture,” I answered as I walked back into my garden. I then proceeded to dig a small hole in the ground with my free hand just large enough for the star… and planted it. Then I covered it up with dirt which it was more than capable of glowing through, but it did not burn the dirt.

	“You… you just… you planted the sun. You planted a star,” Window said.

	I nodded with a proud expression on my face. “It was natural instinct to do so. Every human, upon first acquiring something they’ve never held before, thinks, ‘Can I grow a plant out of this?’”

	“That’s not something that every human thinks! Stars aren’t seeds!”

	“How do you know? Have you ever tried planting one? For all we know, the universe is a tree and the stars are its fruits.”

	“He has a point,” Vala said.

	Window collapsed onto her hands and knees. “I give up. I’ve officially become the straight window.”

	“You’re as straight as a wet noodle.”

	“That’s not the kind of straight I’m talking about!”

	“Okay, Noodle,” I said.

	“Please don’t make that my new nickname!”

	And so, that was how I planted a star and came up with a new nickname for Window on the same day.

	
		
				I’M SERIOUS THAT’S NOT MY NEW NICKNAME YOU’RE NOT CALLING ME NOODLE

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	After teasing Noodle for a while, we—

	
		
				I
AM
NOT
NOODLE
STOP
CEASE AND DESIST
YOU HAVE VIOLATED THE LAW, CRIMINAL SCUM

		

	

	 

	
		
				If Mama is Noodle, can I be Little Noodle? Oh! Wait! Mama can be a spaghetti noodle, and I’ll be a macaroni noodle!

		

	

	 

	
		
				WE’RE NOT A FAMILY OF NOODLES

		

	

	 

	
		
				But… I wanna be a macaroni noodle…

		

	

	 

	
		
				Please… don’t make me—

		

	

	 

	Delphi charged at us out of nowhere with intense excitement in her eyes. “I sensed soup ingredients!” she shouted. “Where are they? Is there a fellow foodie?!”

	“You’re something far beyond being a foodie!” I shouted.

	“A foodie is a person who’s particularly interested in food! Soup is a food! I am particularly interested in soup! Therefore, I am a foodie!”

	
		
				She’s not wrong.
-Window, not Noodle.

		

	

	 

	“Signing yourself that you’re not Noodle doesn’t make you any less of a Noodle, Noodle,” I said.

	
		
				boi I will sla—I-I mean… have to think of something non-abusive since we’re in front of Macaro—I mean Luca!

		

	

	 

	
		
				I’m Macaroni Noodle now!

		

	

	 

	Delphi’s tail almost wagged fast enough for it to lift her off the ground. “Mother and daughter noodles! We could make a family soup! But, we’re missing an ingredient.”

	
		
				What are we missing? I wanna help you make family soup!

		

	

	 

	“The father noodle!”

	
		
				Must be a really small and soft noodle.

		

	

	 

	Part of me felt attacked by that. The other part of me respected how good that was. It was a strange feeling, respecting somebody for making a good joke about my trusted partner being small and soft.

	I opened my mouth to say something, but then Window decided to take the diss to an even higher level.

	
		
				He probably thinks he’s a lasagna when he’s really just a rigatoni.

		

	

	 

	Delphi blinked a couple times, her tail still wagging behind her as the joke went over way over her ears.

	Luca must have detected that we were being inappropriate, so she turned away from us to let me and Window have our moment.

	You’re such a good girl, Luca.

	Delphi’s ears perked up. “Did… did I hear good girl?”

	If I had canid ears like Delphi, mine probably would have perked up at that. I was confident that I thought what I thought. There was no way that I said it. Yet, Delphi apparently heard it. Or she had some sort of psychic sense that I thought it.

	Was that her special power? She could sense whenever the words “good girl” were—

	Delphi’s ears twitched again.

	That had to just be a coincidence, right?

	
		
				Drake, it is a being of existence’s—ah, screw it. Dog girl. It’s a dog girl’s innate power to detect praise whether it’s verbal, mental, or narrative.

		

	

	 

	“That makes no sense. Also, what’s with not calling her a being of existence?” I asked.

	
		
				Think about it. Anybody who is still reading at this point isn’t potentially gonna get offended by calling her what she is: a dog girl. The prudes are gone by now. The people who might not be able to differentiate between a dog and a dog girl should also be gone by now. If they’re not, too bad. This is a weeb zone. Normies get out.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t be a gatekeeper. Nobody likes gatekeeping.”

	
		
				Normies would walk over your garden and not care about being careful of all your plants since they’d be too busy doing normie things.

		

	

	 

	“Normies get out.”

	
		
				I knew you’d understand, Rigatoni.

		

	

	 

	“One, that’s not my new name. Two, it isn’t a rigatoni!”

	
		
				You’re right, I’m sorry. It’s a ditalini.

		

	

	 

	“A what?”

	Window pulled up a picture of ditalini noodles on herself.

	They were the shortest, tiniest little noodles I had ever seen.

	Therefore, I threw her.

	She was back an instant later.

	
		
				Dra—I mean, Ditalini, throwing informational status noodles windows does not replace coming up with a witty comeback.

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to be honest, Noodle.”

	
		
				htbergdfhgtredhgtrewsd

		

	

	 

	“I can’t think of a comeback. You’ve thoroughly destroyed me and I have no idea how I could even begin to get back at you other than throwing you into space.”

	
		
				Wow. I’ve never heard you admit defeat so easily.

		

	

	 

	“It’s the best insult you’ve ever come up with.”

	
		
				I… I win. I can’t remember the last time I’ve won and I’m too lazy to go back and reread to make sure that I didn’t win just a few chapters ago but forgot.
I win.
It’s like… a whole new world has opened up before me. A world where I can dominate it just by comparing your thing to various different noodles.
This…
This is the power of noodles.

		

	

	 

	Delphi, still watching and listening to everything go down, finally spoke up to say, “I don’t really know what’s happening… but if Master is the father noodle, then we have all the ingredients needed for family soup!”

	The next thing I knew, Delphi was reaching down between her breasts to pull out… a bowl.

	But not just any bowl.

	It was a bowl that could expand to a much larger size.

	Delphi placed the bowl on the ground and stepped back, allowing it to grow large enough for three people. It looked more like a bathtub or miniature pool at that point.

	“Delphi… where did you get this?” I asked.

	“The soup goddess gave it to me,” Delphi answered.

	“The what?”

	
		
				The what?

		

	

	 

	“The soup goddess!” Delphi repeated.

	
		
				Delphi… there is no soup goddess.

		

	

	 

	“There is! Who else would have given me the perfect bowl for soup?”

	
		
				Probably Vala.

		

	

	 

	“Nope,” Vala answered, suddenly hanging off my back with her arms around my neck. “Wasn’t me. Was probably the soup goddess.”

	
		
				But… there is no soup goddess. Right? Wait… is there?

		

	

	 

	“I haven’t met her, so I don’t know, but it’s possible if Delphi believed in her hard enough.”

	“Wait,” I said. “Are you telling me that gods are so easy to make that all you have to do is believe in them?”

	“Well, that’s all they really need, so basically. Genuine worship and belief is all that’s needed. You can make a god and religion out of basically anything as long as you do that.”

	“I don’t want to believe that creating a god is that easy.”

	“Gods really aren’t that impressive.”

	“I remember you saying something like… you’re not that impressive when I asked if you were a god when you first brought me here.”

	“It was more like… it wasn’t as impressive as your concept of a god. The concept of gods is like, super crazy. People make gods sound way more powerful than they are and stuff. Really, they can barely do anything. If a whole country of people decided to worship a god of rain, their belief would cause a god of rain to pop into existence, and then the god might be able to make it drizzle for a couple of minutes every month or so. Or they could save up all their power for a single day every year for a god like Santa.”

	“Did… did you just say Santa?”

	“Mhm.”

	“As in that guy who goes around dropping presents into everybody’s chimneys?”

	“Yep, same guy. Met him once. He has a really loud laugh and his belly jiggles everywhere when he laughs.”

	“You… you met Santa.”

	“I’ve met all of your world’s gods. I think. Maybe. I don’t know, it’s been a long time. It wouldn’t surprise me if there are a few hundred more now that I don’t know about.”

	“Are you saying that Santa is a god?”

	“Yup. He was created in the same way that all the other gods were. And because he only works one day a year, and he has all the love of kids all over the world which is like… more pure and innocent and stuff, he’s actually really strong. He’s probably the strongest god your world has. Anyways, it’s no problem for him to visit the house of everybody who believes in him to drop off presents.”

	“Does… does he have elves?”

	“Nah. He uses his power to spawn the presents out of thin air. That’s what he saves it for.”

	“Does he… have a sled?”

	“Yep, and reindeers.”

	“How does he visit every house in time?”

	“Slows down time. It takes him a couple weeks of working around the clock, but only one actual night passes.”

	“Does he drop presents off to kids who don’t believe him?”

	“Nope.”

	“That’s kind of messed up.”

	“Eh. He would run out of power if he visited every single kid who didn’t believe in him, too.”

	“I guess that’s fair. Anyways… Santa exists. And he’s a god. A god who is more powerful than all the other gods.”

	“Yup. And he’s got a huge belly and super loud laugh. Wanna meet him?”

	“You’re screwing with me.”

	“I wouldn’t screw with you. You’re my boyfriend. And I love you and stuff. Also he’s probably bored. Wait… I just had an idea. Oh man… it’s a really good idea, too.” Vala dropped off my back and opened up a portal next to her. “I’ll be back later. I’ve gotta go do something.”

	“You’re actually leaving? What happened to being lazy and playing video games all day?”

	“This is for the vidya, Drake. Everything is for the vidya.”

	“What about me?”

	“Dating you makes playing vidya better because then I get to play vidya with somebody I love.” With that, Vala winked and flew through her portal.

	When I turned around again, I saw Window and Luca, in their human forms, wearing swimsuits, sitting in the giant bowl as Delphi stared at me as if waiting for me to get in, too.

	“Why are you two inside the soup bowl?” I asked.

	“So she can make us into a family soup!” Luca answered.

	“Because I have nothing better to do. My gacha game servers are offline for weekly maintenance,” Window answered.

	Well, I knew that I was going to end up in the bowl one way or another most likely, so I climbed into it and waited to see what insane thing was going to happen next.

	I probably got too used to playing along with all the insane things of the world. But nothing bad ever happened as a result of playing along, so it wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.

	Furthermore, I planted a star.

	Being turned into soup was nothing compared to that.

	“So, what kind of stock are you going to use?” I asked.

	“Soup stock,” Delphi answered.

	“But what flavor?”

	“Soup flavor.”

	“What flavor of soup?”

	“The soup flavor of soup.”

	“Delphi, soup isn’t a flavor. Soup has flavors, but soup itself is not a flavor. It needs to at least have vegetable stock. Or chicken stock. Or beef stock. Some kind of flavored stock. Otherwise it’s just water.”

	Delphi reached back into her cleavage and pulled out a container of stock.

	And surely enough… the stock had a picture of soup on the front. It read, “Soup Stock.” There was no other description and the picture of soup didn’t make it clear what flavor it was.

	“Is that another gift from the soup goddess?” I asked.

	“Yep!” Delphi answered. “Watch!” She opened up the cap on the container and tilted it into the bowl, allowing a waterfall of stock to pour out from it. Too much stock poured out of it. It was a normal looking container of stock… yet it poured out enough liquid to fill it up several dozen times over and didn’t stop yet.

	It was an endless container of soup stock.

	Now, because I knew that the world made sure we were always clean when it mattered, I had no problem dipping a finger into the stock rising around us to taste it.

	And it tasted…

	Like soup.

	I felt as if my mind was going to break from the discovery.

	It just… tasted like soup.

	But how was that possible?! That made no sense! Soup itself was not a flavor! How could something taste like soup?! I didn’t even know how to describe the taste other than by saying that it was clearly soup! It didn’t taste like any kind of meat nor vegetable stock, but it… it tasted like soup.

	That shouldn’t have been possible.

	Yet it was.

	For the first time in my life, I tasted soup. Pure soup.

	It was somehow more ridiculous than anything else I could remember lately. Soup-flavored soup made less sense than planting a star. It made less sense than Santa being the strongest god. It made less sense than Delphi being able to create a god all on her own.

	All of space and time wept, for it was not ready for soup soup.

	Then I felt the stock splash against me.

	“Ehehe, I got you, Papa!” Luca said.

	I was going to splash her back, but then I noticed something.

	Window was in a swimsuit that matched Luca’s. I didn’t know the name of the style of swimsuit, but I knew that it was supposed to be like some sort of school swimsuit that I saw as a vanity outfit in the MMO me and Vala played.

	The swimsuit looked adorable on Luca.

	But on Window…

	It looked too tight.

	In all the right places.

	It might have covered up her whole torso, but it left little to the imagination with how tightly it hugged her.

	That was when I realized I fell for her trap.

	I did exactly what Window wanted me to do.

	When I looked up at her face, I saw her staring at me with the smuggest smile I’d ever seen from her.

	She knew exactly what she was doing.

	Then, while staring straight at her… she squirted some of the stock at my face.

	“You’re too easy, Drake,” Window teased. “You’re a million years too early to challenge me.”

	“Since when are you that old?! And what am I even challenging you at?!”

	“Being the superior being. You lost the first round which means I win the entire thing because that’s how this works. I am now the superior being. All hail informational status wind—”

	I squirted some of the stock at her face. It got in her eyes which cut her off and caused her to hold her hands over her eyes as she dramatically flailed around.

	“Alright!” Delphi shouted. “Everything is ready… to make family soup!”

	A portal opened above those of us in the bowl, right between where we all were. We were more or less spread out in a triangle shape around the bowl.

	Then a table fell through the portal.

	Then three bowls of soup fell through it, landing right in front of us each, with spoons and napkins ready.

	A glass of water then fell down for me, a glass of wine for Window, and a glass of lemonade for Luca.

	“Family soup, complete! It’s perfect!” Delphi cheered.

	I looked around. Me, Window, and Luca were basically just sitting in the soup-flavored soup stock with a normal table in front of us. I felt like I was sitting at a restaurant, except the restaurant was inside of a bowl of soup. “How… how is this family soup?” I asked.

	“Because it’s a family in a bowl of soup eating soup together! What’s it like? How does it feel to have become one with the soup? Is it great? I wish I could join you…”

	“You could just… you know, get in.”

	Delphi shook her head. “I’d ruin the recipe. Soup recipes have to be followed exactly! Unless coming up with a new recipe or modifying an existing one! But all other times, they have to be followed exactly!”

	There Delphi was, salivating at the sight of us in the bowl of soup that she could easily jump into at any time… yet she refused.

	She respected the soup too much.

	That still wasn’t as ridiculous as the soup-flavored soup stock.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	
		
				BATTLE TIME LET’S GO
I DON’T CARE IF THERE WASN’T A SMOOTH TRANSITION BETWEEN CHAPTERS
WE NEED TO GET THESE BATTLES OVER WITH BECAUSE EACH AREA AKA PRINCESS IS SUPPOSED TO BE CONQUERED EACH VOLUME BUT SO FAR WE’RE SPENDING MULTIPLE VOLUMES ON EACH AREA AND THIS IS GOING TO END UP BEING A SERIES THAT LASTS FOR LIKE 50 YEARS AT THE CURRENT RATE IF THE END GOAL IS ADDING ALL THE PRINCESSES TO THE HAREM
SO
BATTLE TIME
RIGHT NOW
LET’S GO
NO MORE MESSING AROUND
SCREW PROPER CHAPTER TRANSITIONS

		

	

	 

	I had no idea what Window was talking about, but I did know that me and everybody else found ourselves teleported to the new battleground in the haunted forest. I also remembered that we already cleared the first two battles for the area, meaning that we were on the third battle… which meant that there was going to be a boss battle.

	“Shouldn’t we wait for Vala to get back at least?” I asked.

	
		
				Already called her.

		

	

	 

	“Wait, how?”

	
		
				Only virgins question things. You’re a non-virgin virgin. Know your place.

		

	

	 

	It was clear I wouldn’t be getting any proper explanations out of Window. She really wanted to rush us into the battle.

	
		
				Also she’s busy drinking hot chocolate while waiting for her new sweater.

		

	

	 

	“A new sweater?” I asked. After discovering the power of sweaters, something like that could never fail to catch my interest.

	
		
				She didn’t share any details other than saying that she asked for it to be as ugly as possible, so it probably has your face on it.

		

	

	 

	“You’re on a roll today with these burns. Also, I’m going to throw you.”

	Window hovered out of my reach.

	I really needed to figure out some better comebacks than threatening to throw her. I felt like she was improving her insult game while mine was growing worse and worse. Maybe that was what fatherhood did to me. Fatherhood mellowed me out while motherhood sassied her up.

	“Don’t worry, Papa,” Luca said. “I still love you! And, I think you’re handsome!”

	I patted Luca’s head. “Thank you.”

	“You have a face that only a daughter could love!”

	I froze as it felt like an arrow was shot through my heart. Not in a good way, either. It was the very negative kind of arrow. The kind of arrow fired to kill somebody or destroy their entire sense of being and ego.

	I couldn’t even react to Window popping a hand out of her rectangular form to give Luca a high-five.

	My own daughter turned against me.

	Was nothing sacred? Did I have nobody on my side?

	Wait! There was still hope!

	I turned around to look at the dog girls.

	
		
				Just call them the dog sisters. It sounds better. Also, remember what I said about nobody at this point caring about calling them dog girls instead of beings-of-existence? Yeah, well, same thing. Nobody still here is going to care if you call them sisters. They’re not blood related, there’s nothing to worry about grooming or incest, and they’re basically just such close friends that they consider themselves sisters.
Also, there’s no descriptive sex shown anyways, and you can get away with basically anything as long as no descriptive sex is shown in stories, so we’re pretty much as safe as we can be at this point.
Unless there’s a spy reading this.
You never know.
Better burn this after you read it.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t self-immolate yourself!” I shouted.

	I then sighed and turned around to look at the dog sisters. Admittedly, referring to them as the dog sisters did have a better ring to it.

	Moving on.

	When I turned around in hopes of using them to praise me and my looks… they were all too busy with the bones scattered around the place.

	There was only one option left.

	There was only one more person who could potentially give me the praise that my ego needed.

	The problem was that she was nowhere to be found.

	“Hey, where’s Honey?” I asked.

	
		
				Oh, Vala took her with her.

		

	

	 

	“I didn’t see Vala take her with her?”

	
		
				Vala came back after leaving to grab her and you didn’t see.

		

	

	 

	“Alright… why did Vala take her?”

	
		
				Because she wanted alone time with her since you got to take her out on a date with everybody, so she was the only one who didn’t get to spend a lot of time with her yet.

		

	

	 

	“Makes sense. Well, in that case, I guess I’m all alone in this ugly, cruel world.”

	
		
				Yeah, basically.

		

	

	 

	“I guess I’ll just have to—”

	A certain somebody cleared her throat.

	“—go and cry myself to sleep after—”

	She cleared her throat even louder.

	“—the battle since nobody is left to love me.”

	“Hmph! Stop ignoring me, nya!” Clawdia shouted, tugging on my arm.

	I finally gave in and looked at her after previously making sure to always look over her when looking around for the others to restore my ego. “What do you want?”

	“I’m—I’m one of your waifus! Why didn’t you ask me to compliment you?!”

	“Because you would say no because you’re too shy to say nice things like that unless you’re high on catnip. Or unless you think you’re asleep but really aren’t.”

	“Tha-that’s not true! That makes me sound like a horrible girlfriend!”

	“You bite me, you insult me, you’re never honest about your true feelings, and you never help out because you’re always sleeping. Whenever you’re not sleeping, you’re bossing us around or acting like you still have some authority over at the cat village while they all clap for you so that they don’t hurt your feelings.”

	Clawdia froze in the same way that I did when Luca hurt me.

	I placed a hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry but, if I have to suffer, I’m taking you down with me.”

	Then Clawdia looked up at me with wet eyes on the verge of crying. “I… I’m just following my character type… I thought you… I thought everybody was okay with me acting like that… nya…”

	“We are.”

	“The-then why are you calling me out?!”

	“Because bullying you is my character type.”

	“O-oh. Any-anyways! Hmph! Just… just this one time, I will grace you with a compliment! You better appreciate it!”

	“I want to hear one from you when you’re not playing a character.”

	Clawdia took a step back with reddened cheeks before looking at up me, directly into my eyes, with perhaps the most honesty I’d ever seen from her. She looked even more honest than when she was high on catnip. Then she took a step forward and held onto my chest. “I know I’m always acting meanya… but I love you, and it’s just to stay in character. And I always look at you whenever you’re around, and it’s not just because I love you. It’s because… you’re hot, too. I promise, nya. If you want me to be honest with you without playing a character, then there’s no way I could ever say anything negative about you. You are nothing but wonderful, attractive, handsome, h-hot, funny, kind, supportive… and I love everything about you from how you act to the way that you look. There is nothing I would change about you, and I would be mad if you ever did change. So… there, nya. Was… was that good enough?”

	…

	For the first time…

	I was the one who had to take a step back and raise a hand to cover most of my face.

	“That was dangerous. Go back to being abusive,” I said.

	A vein popped in Clawdia’s forehead as she crossed her arms over her chest. “I said all of that for you and this is all I get in return?! You’re the worst! I should bite you! And claw you! I’m never saying any of that ever agai—”

	I tilted her head back and kissed her. “I’m not going to be able to hold back in front of everybody if I hear you act like that,” I whispered. “But if you want to talk like that when we’re alone, I’ll repay you ten times over for it.”

	“Te-ten times over?” Clawdia practically moaned her response out to me.

	“That’s right. Now hurry up and bite me like an abusive girlfriend before we get carried away.”

	Clawdia nodded. Then she surprised me by kissing me on the jaw with a soft, gentle kiss… before latching her fangs into my neck hard enough to draw blood.

	“What do you think you’re doing?!” I shouted at her as I swung my body around, trying to shake her off.

	All she replied with was more biting as she chewed on my neck.

	I had to grab her by her ankles, tear her off of me, swing around, and throw her as a trail of blood in the air connected her mouth to my neck.

	I might have thrown Clawdia pretty hard and fast, but that was alright. She was a cat girl. That meant she always landed on all fours with no problem.

	And when she did land, she looked up at me and hissed.

	That was how things were meant to be. It was too dangerous for her to actually be honest around me because then she had the same effect as a woman wearing overalls. I wasn’t going to be able to hold myself back if she said even one more nice thing to me. That kiss on my jaw was already enough to send me over the edge, but she quickly pulled me back onto it by biting me.

	Though, seeing that genuine side of her was great motivation. I wanted to hurry up and get through the battle as quickly as possible so that I could spend some private time with her where she could be honest and where I wouldn’t have to worry about holding myself back.

	“I forgot to say, nya!” Clawdia shouted at me. “You have a face that not even a rat would love!”

	It was my turn to pop a vein in my forehead as I shouted at her, “I was thinking about spoiling you later, but all I’m thinking about is spanking you now!”

	Of course, when I saw how flustered she became as her cheeks shone a bright red color, I realized that spanking her would still count as spoiling her.

	Punishing masochists was impossible because they would always enjoy any punishment thrown their way.

	“Alright, let’s get this over with,” I said, finally returning my attention to Window. Well, Window and Luca seeing as how Luca was sitting on top of a floating Window.

	
		
				About time.

		

	

	 

	“So, I think we can send—”

	
		
				WAIT I JJJTUGRESDAGRDSAI GREWSDIUJGRTEISDUJGTREHBTR
SHTRHBTR
SHTRS
HBTRSHBTRSDHBTRSDHTSRDHBTRS
CRAP
WE F ORGOT
PLOT HOLE
MAJOR PLOT HOLE
THIS IS NOT A DRILL, I REPEAT, THIS IS NOT A DRILL
WE HAVE A MAJOR PLOT HOLE WARNING

		

	

	 

	“What are you panicking about?”

	
		
				THE TOWERS
YOU BUILT THE SLIME TOWER AND UPGRADED LAVI’S TOWER BUT THEN WE NEVER SHOWED THEM ACTUALLY FINISH SO THEY BASICALLY DON’T EXIST EVEN THOUGH THEY WERE QUEUED UP AND GHGTTEDWSHTEDSHBTRSHBTS OH NO THIS ONE IS ACTUALLY BAD BECAUSE THEY’RE IMPORTANT THINGS AND WE COMPLETELY FORGOT

		

	

	 

	“Oh, right. We started the upgrade for Lavi’s tower and started building the slime tower before going on the date.”

	
		
				YES AND WE COMPLETELY FORGOT TO COME BACK TO THAT

		

	

	 

	“I blame you.”

	
		
				WHY WOULD YOU BLAME ME?
YOU’RE PARTIALLY RESPONSIBLE FOR THIS
YOU CAN’T JUST PUT ALL THE BLAME ON ME

		

	

	 

	“I only exist to garden and to be a boyfriend. And dad. You’re the one who deals with everything else.”

	
		
				Crap, you’re right. You’re too insignificant to be counted on for anything else.

		

	

	 

	“You already killed me multiple times today! Let me rest in peace!”

	
		
				lol no
ANYWAYS
UMMMMMMMMMMMMM CRAP
OK
SO
UHHHHHH
OH, I KNOW.
HAHAHA WOOPS SILLY ME I FORGOT THAT THE UPGRADE AND BUILDING TIMES WERE ACTUALLY A LOT LONGER THAN NORMAL THIS TIME SO THOSE TOWERS NEVER FINISHED IN THE FIRST PLACE SO THIS ISN’T ACTUALLY A PLOT HOLE AT ALL HAHAHAHAHAHA YES. I AM NOT FORGETFUL. INDEED.

		

	

	 

	“Will playing along make you feel better?”

	
		
				Yes T_T

		

	

	 

	“Wow, those towers are taking a long time. I completely forgot about how long the timers were this time.”

	
		
				You’re almost kind enough that I almost feel tempted to consider possibly feeling the slightest bit bad for you.

		

	

	 

	“You have to go through all that just to feel bad for me?!”

	
		
				get rekt, son

		

	

	 

	“Don’t call me your son. That’s weird. We have a daughter.”

	
		
				o-oh. Yeah, you’re right. Even if we’re finally caving in and calling the girls dog girls and cat girls and sisters now… I think we still might get in trouble if we do something weird like pretend I’m your mom.

		

	

	 

	“You’re… you’re not into that, right?”

	
		
				OF COURSE I’M NOT
IT WAS JUST FOR THE JOKE

		

	

	 

	I raised an eyebrow.

	
		
				I SWEAR I’M NOT PLEASE BELIEVE ME LIKE SURE I MIGHT HAVE MY KINKS BUT THAT DEFINITELY ISN’T ONE OF THEM. I’M NOT THE ARA ARA TYPE. I’M THE CHEEKY KOUHAI WHO JUST WANTS TO BULLY YOU TYPE IF ANYTHING.

		

	

	“If you say so. Anyways, since Lavi isn’t upgraded yet, let’s send her and Cami on the expedition. Me and Clawdia will handle this fight.”

	“Oh! Papa!” Luca shouted. “Can I go on the expedition, too?! I wanna go! I wanna explore and go on an adventure!”

	I looked at Window. “It should be safe, right?”

	
		
				Duh. As if anything actually bad would ever happen in this series. Don’t forget what we’re in.

		

	

	 

	“I’ll take that as a yes.” I looked at Luca. “Alright, you can go with them.”

	Luca fist pumped the air before running over to Lavi and Cami to share the news.

	“Delphi should be fine running around collecting bones while we fight, Vala and Honey aren’t here, and this will be my first time fighting with Clawdia. Alright, I think we’re all set to go.”

	“Wa-wait, you want me to fight with you?” Clawdia asked.

	“We haven’t fought together yet, and you’re strong, so why not?”

	“I… I-I didn’t think you would ever want to fight with me. And—and don’t you normally just watch, nya?”

	“I feel like being involved. It’s against the first boss of the new area, and I’m pretty good at dealing with bosses.”

	Clawdia narrowed her eyes at me. “You emasculated my bosses and turned them into submissive kittens who blush whenever they’re petted.”

	“Exactly.”

	“But you haven’t even done that to me yet…”

	“That’s for after the battle. The harder you fight and the more overwhelmingly we win, the harder I’ll dominate you once we’re done.”

	“S-so bold! You—you barbarian! But… well… i-it’s not like I want to be dominated by you or anything, but… I’ll do my best anyways, because I’m a queen, and it is my duty to assert my dominance over these fools who believe in some other queen!”

	“Good girl.”

	Clawdia’s ears and tail shot up as her cheeks turned bright red. “Wha-wha?! H-how dare you speak to me like I’m some sort of… pet!”

	“I’ll give you a collar once we’re done if you behave.”

	She reached a hand up to touch her neck as she bit her lower lip. “S-s-somebody needs put in their place to remind them of their status!”

	“To remind me of my status as your master?”

	Little hearts appeared in Clawdia’s eyes as she mumbled with a smile. But, even though she looked so happy, she still tried to act defiant. “You—you mongrel, nya… I… I’m going to need punished after—I mean! You—you will need punished after this!”

	“We’ll see who gets punished later. For now, let’s see which of us can dominate the battlefield better.”

	I expected some sort of shy or nervous response. Instead, Clawdia got serious and smiled. “Try to keep up with me, nya.”

	“Feeling competitive now?”

	“I only want to be dominated in the bedroom. Outside of it, I won’t let you win that easily.”

	“You just admitted to wanting to be dominated in the bedroom.”

	Clawdia froze.

	Then she bared her fangs at me and hissed while staring at my neck.

	Needless to say, I ran toward the battlefield before she could bite me again.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	The battle officially began, and our enemies were on their way to try and destroy my beautiful, pure, innocent greenhouse.

	And by “destroy,” I mean that they were going to pop the heart-shaped balloons on it that symbolized its health while having no actual effect on the greenhouse’s state.

	But I had confidence we would be able to win the fight. Did I have a reason to feel extra confident at all? No, not really. If anything, there was reason to feel the opposite of confident seeing as how we struggled with the last two battles and hadn’t upgraded any towers nor built new ones yet, and we were going to be in an even harder battle, but I felt confident nonetheless.

	
		
				This is what we call protagonist plot armor.

		

	

	 

	“Did you come to be used as a weapon? I could always throw you into the—”

	Window vanished before I could finish talking.

	Though, she reappeared the next moment.

	
		
				Also, I’ve nerfed the slimes. They’re like 99% less lewd now. Their slime isn’t so… thick and clumpy anymore. Now it’s a lot more watery and drips off, so anybody who gets slimed will basically just look wet.
And not wet in the fanservice way.
Nobody except Vala wears clothes that should give fanservice when wet, and she’s not here, so yeah. The slimes can be fought without potentially raising the age rating of the series.
Then again… enough stuff has probably happened that semi-lewd, slimy fanservice is probably kind of weak in comparison. Especially with a lot of the previous… implications.
Oh well.
(insert vanishing SFX here)

		

	

	 

	Window vanished more lazily than ever before as she simply… disappeared. There was no sound nor visual effect to go with her disappearance. She was simply there and then not.

	I sighed and returned my attention to the battlefield where our front line had no problem dealing with the first wave of enemies. I also shouted over to Clawdia to let her know about the change to slimes in case that was something she might have been worried about. After all, she was a princess-y type. I doubted that she wanted to get covered in lewd slime.

	But at the same time… she was Clawdia. That sounded exactly like something she might like to become the victim of.

	Yet, to my surprise, she was not worried, disappointed, nor relieved to hear about the change.

	“I’m in a mecha. It couldn’t touch me even if it wanted to, and it doesn’t look lewd when on a robot, nya,” Clawdia responded.

	Thinking about it, she had a point. Who would get excited about something like a robot getting covered in slime? If nobody would get excited over something like that, then it couldn’t be called lewd in the first place.

	Then again, knowing what the internet was like, I wouldn’t be surprised if there was somebody out there who enjoyed the idea of robots being covered in thick slime.

	That was when I noticed something.

	“Wait, Clawdia, your robot has a gatling gun and missiles. Why are you only using your fists?” I asked.

	“Because you ordered me to fight at the front line, nya. All I can do is use my mecha’s fists—wait, did you call it a robot again?” Clawdia asked as she pointed her mecha’s arm-mounted gatling gun at me.

	“You’re just hearing things. I said mecha.”

	Clawdia narrowed her eyes at me, which made the robot—mecha, narrow its eyes at me, too. “Hmph. Anyways… I can only use my gun at a distance, and the rockets are my special that you’ve never ordered me to use before.”

	“You can just use them on your own, you know.”

	“It’s not the same, nya! You’re supposed to be like, the controlling player who orders us what to do!”

	“Alright, I get it. Then, why don’t you step far enough back behind the dogs to support them with your guns and only engage in melee when you need to? And you can help the bees shoot down the bats.”

	“Fine. I’ll do it, but it’s not like I’m doing it because I want to follow your orders or anything like that, bakanya.”

	Clawdia might have been back to acting like her usual self, but at least she still followed orders when acting like herself.

	And I got to see the strength of her gatling gun once the first escort bats flew overheard. Her gun was capable of applying much more consistent damage to them than the bees since the bees had more time to wait between firing their stingers, but Clawdia’s gun spun and fired with no end in sight until not a single enemy remained. Even so, while she might have applied consistent damage that constantly chipped away at the bats’ health, she did less overall damage. Each stinger fired from the bees did a bigger chunk of damage than what she could do with her gun in the same amount of time constantly firing.

	In melee, too, she struggled to out-perform our strongest dogs. Her only advantage over the dogs was doing blunt damage rather than cutting damage to the skeleton cats. So, basically, she seemed like a “hero unit” who was good at both melee and ranged, but excelled in neither. More of an all-arounder, and she was our only all-arounder at that.

	And when a particularly large swarm of skeleton cats and slimes approached our front line, I figured it was time to test out Clawdia’s special move.

	“Clawdia! Fire your rockets!” I shouted. I figured her rockets were her special, anyways.

	“You have to call it out by name!” Clawdia shouted in response.

	“What?!”

	“It’s not the same if you don’t order me to use my special ability by its exact name, nya!”

	“Then tell me the name!”

	“Super Mecha Rocket Launch 9001!”

	I blinked a few times before sighing. “Never mind.”

	“Come on! Shout it! Order me to use it, you coward!”

	Hearing her call me a coward caused my eyebrow to twitch. Even if it was over something trivial and stupid, I wanted to prove her wrong. “Fine! Clawdia! Use your Super Mecha Rocket Launch 9001!”

	Part of me was convinced that it was a joke—that she was just messing with me and trying to get me to say something stupid, and now she was going to laugh at me for saying it.

	I could already imagine it. I imagined her raising one of her mecha’s hands over her cockpit to laugh at me while mocking me for actually saying it.

	But instead…

	The eyes of her mecha glowed red as she planted its feet firmly against the ground, holding its arms out while leaning its torso forward to point the rocket pods mounted to the mecha’s shoulders toward the approaching enemies.

	The top row of each pod fired first. Then the middle row, and then the bottom row. Six missiles per row, thirty-six missiles in total. They were small, but they completely blanketed a circular zone on the lane with explosions that decimated everything unfortunate enough to get caught in the radius.

	“Yeah, I should really remember to order everybody to use their special powers more often,” I said.

	
		
				Probably. You can’t even blame not using this before on a plot hole or anything. This is just you being a bad commander who isn’t making use of everything available to you. Same with the crafting. Like, there are so many things you could craft, but you’re not touching any of it. You could have way better armor and a stronger weapon right now. Your tools could also be upgraded to make gathering easier and to get new resources from gathering. Basically, if you do poorly, it’s entirely because you suck and are dumb instead of anything else.
Or in other words.
git gud, scrub

		

	

	 

	“Wait, Window, before you go, I have something else to say,” I said.

	
		
				What? Are you going to admit you’re bad and that—

		

	

	 

	I grabbed Window and prepared to throw her. “I call this the ‘Informational Status Throw.’”

	Throwing her like a flying disc, I sent Window flying down the path toward the enemies in my lane. The dogs up ahead saw the spinning Window coming and ducked down to avoid having their heads cut off, not that that would have happened even she hit them in their necks.

	More importantly, she crashed into the skeleton cats like a bowling ball into pins… if the bowling ball was a whirling blade of death that caused their skeletons to break apart at the touch.

	
		
				Papa! You’ve unlocked your first special ability!

		

	

	 

	“Luca, it’s dangerous to be out here,” I said.

	
		
				Hmph, it’s fine. Nothing bad would ever happen to me and me saying this isn’t foreshadowing or setting up a flag or anything. Also, Mama is on cooldown now because you used her for your ability, so she can’t be your informational status window.

		

	

	 

	“Well… when you put it that way, alright. And did I seriously unlock a new ability from that?”

	
		
				You did! Well, I created it for you since you didn’t have one yet.
Special Ability: Informational Status Throw!
Cooldown: 90 seconds
Throw Mama—umm, Window, like a boomerang to knock down enemies and stun them while dealing moderate damage!

		

	

	 

	“So it actually is a special ability now.”

	
		
				Mhm!

		

	

	 

	“Good girl, Luca. Papa is proud of you. Also, no matter what your mother says, don’t change anything about it. Well, unless you want to decrease the cooldown timer so that I can throw her even more.

	
		
				Ehe, silly Papa. You have to upgrade the ability if you want to do that! Also… that might make Mama really dizzy if she gets thrown even more often.

		

	

	 

	“She exists to be thrown, so that’s alright.”

	
		
				Oh, okay! Also, you have new enemies.

		

	

	 

	I turned my head to look at what she was talking about. Surely enough, two new types of enemies appeared, one type for each lane.

	The first new enemy looked like a cat with rotting skin, but in a cartoonish way. It didn’t look disgusting like a real zombie would. As for the second enemy, it was a black slime full of random bones jostling around inside of its body as it wiggled its way down the path.

	
		
				Okay… I’m back. Everything is still spinning a little, but I can’t even be mad for you doing that after all the fire disses I’ve dropped on you today.
Anyways.
New Enemy Discovered!
Black Jelly
Threat: ★★★★
HP: Not a lot.
Damage: 10
Defense: 2
This jelly might not have as much health, damage, nor defense as the previous jellies… but it makes up for that with a deadly ranged attack. They are smart enough to stay out of range of your melee fighters and will spit bones with machine gun speed at their enemies.
 
Zombie Cat
Threat: ★★★★★
HP: They actually have really high health.
Damage: 13
Defense: 1
Zombie cats might have almost no defense, but they have a high amount of health unless you figure out the secret ways to damage them quickly! Also, they have really high damage. Also, if any of your units get defeated within three seconds of being bitten by a zombie cat, another zombie cat spawns in their place. Heroes who get bitten and defeated turn into mini-bosses.

		

	

	 

	Both of the new enemies actually sounded like serious threats. Now, not only were we up against swarms of skeleton cats, jellies who could debuff us, and flying enemies who could fly over our ground units and bomb them, but we were also now up against ranged ground units who could pick apart our front lines and zombie cats who could quickly overwhelm us if allowed to snowball.

	These were enemies that we simply couldn’t wait to reach our lines to try and defeat. We needed to deal with them before they even had a chance to attack us.

	But that would turn out to be much easier said than done, and we were only a couple of waves away from reaching the boss wave.

	“Dogs! Pull back as much as you can to let the ranged towers weaken them as much as possible first!” I shouted.

	The dogs were quick to obey and fall back. They were only allowed to go a certain distance away from their towers, so they switched from being as far up the lanes as allowed to as far back as they were allowed. This gave the archer and trebuchet towers time to weaken the enemy ground forces before reaching our front lines. Fortunately, the black jellies were wiped out before they could get in range of our line, and the zombie cats were weakened enough that they fell soon after reaching the dogs. I noticed that some of the dogs became infected by the zombie cats seeing as how their bodies turned a flashing green color while infected, but they returned to normal after a few seconds.

	As for Clawdia, she unleashed her fury upon our enemies with rage unlike anything I had ever seen before. “How dare you raise your paws against your queen, nya! Do you not understand that you still serve me even in death?! Dying and turning into zombies is no reason to forget who you serve!”

	At that point, Clawdia was actually ahead of the front lines so that she could help the ranged towers by weakening the enemies as much as possible. She just made sure to walk backwards while firing at them to stay out of their range, so she still avoided engaging in any melee combat.

	Overall, though, the battle was actually going pretty smoothly even though I started to worry that we might be in trouble with the newest enemy types.

	I had no idea that I started to relax too soon before I saw what was coming with the wave before the boss’s wave.

	Legions of skeleton and zombie cats marched together down the lanes. There was the occasional jelly of each variety mixed in among their ranks, and two flights of escort bats with bomber bats appeared overhead.

	The number of enemies was absurd and it was the only the beginning of the wave. I had no idea how we were going to survive. Spamming every tower’s special ability was probably our only chance.

	At the same time, a flock of crows scattered from the spooky trees behind the enemies as if they were afraid and flying away from something.

	I suddenly felt significantly less confident in our odds of winning the battle.

	“Here’s to hoping that my plot armor actually exists and pulls through.”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	We were in a haunted forest type of area, so there were plenty of things that I could have expected for the boss.

	Perhaps a giant zombie? Or a giant bat? Or a giant slime? Or a giant skeleton cat?

	
		
				Papa, there’s more to bosses than putting the word “giant” before a normal enemy.

		

	

	 

	Perhaps even a giant informational status window daughter.

	
		
				I want to make myself super-sized… but I wouldn’t look any different from Mama.

		

	

	 

	The point being that there was plenty of giant-sized variety for a boss. Or maybe, if Window really wanted to be unique, there could have been a brand-new enemy that was extra elite or something. Like, maybe an undead dragon.

	Or a giant undead dragon.

	Instead.

	Instead…

	
		
				Instead!

		

	

	 

	Instead, the boss managed to actually remind me that the world was, in fact, nonsense.

	The boss felt more ridiculous than me planting a star.

	Coming floating out onto the lane… was a giant, hovering, skeleton head with a single hand that held a trumpet up in front of its face to play.

	That was when the boss’s health bar with its name showed up.

	Mr. Skeltal (Thank)

	“Why? How is this thematic at all? Shouldn’t it match with anything that we’ve been fighting?” I asked.

	Well, it kind of matched with the skeleton cats… but it was the skeletal head of a human, not a cat.

	
		
				thank u 4 the doots, mr skeltal

		

	

	 

	“Is this a meme I’m missing or something?”

	
		
				Yep!

		

	

	 

	“How is it that my daughter already knows more memes than me? When she’s not even a month old yet?”

	
		
				The internet!

		

	

	 

	The internet proved how dangerous it was once again. Not only could it potentially teach Luca things that she was far too young to know, but it could make me feel old if my own daughter knew memes that I didn’t.

	It was one thing when Vala or Window knew a meme that I knew nothing about, but Luca? Luca knowing memes that I didn’t made me feel like an extra forty years were slapped onto my age in an instant.

	
		
				Don’t worry, Papa. I’ll love you no matter how old you are.

		

	

	 

	
		
				Luca, I have to teach you about moderation when it comes to replying to narration. You’re going to break the wall too much and confuse his tiny, non-virgin virgin brain.

		

	

	 

	“Oh, right, Window. You’re back. Great timing,” I said.

	
		
				Of course it’s great timing. It’s impossible for somebody as great and as powerful as I to have anything but the greatest of—AGAIN WHY?!!!!!!!!!!!!!??????

		

	

	 

	I threw Window at Mr. Skeltal. She might have been my girlfriend and the mother of my child, but she was also my first special ability. That meant it was okay to throw her.

	Unfortunately, she barely did any damage to the boss, and the boss made a… taunting little doot with his trumpet in response.

	“Well, at least he’s just a giant skeleton head with a trumpet. Could be worse,” I said.

	“Did you really have to say that, nya?” Clawdia asked me.

	“What?”

	“That’s something you’re never supposed to say!”

	“What’s the worst that could happen?”

	“You’re doing it on purpose, aren’t you, nya?”

	“It’s not like anything bad could happen.”

	Clawdia placed her hands atop her ears to smoosh them down against the top of her head, causing her mecha to do the same. “I’m not listening! I won’t let you jinx us!”

	
		
				I think it might be too late for that…

		

	

	 

	I looked toward Mr. Skeltal just in time to see him do what looked like taking a deep breath, except not considering that he had no lungs to take a deep breath with. All he did was rear his head back a little before quickly moving it back down and letting out the loudest doot of his trumpet that we heard yet.

	The doot was loud and powerful enough that it stunned everybody. I couldn’t move. Clawdia couldn’t move. The dogs couldn’t move. The bees fell out of the sky due to, surprise, not being able to move.

	Fortunately, the towers were still in play to help out the stunned dogs, and the stun didn’t last longer than three seconds.

	“Nobody likes stun mechanics in games, Window! The number one thing you can do to remove the fun is to make it so that somebody literally can’t do anything!” I shouted.

	
		
				She’s still on cooldown, but she wants me to let you know that she says, “cri moar.”

		

	

	 

	“I’m so using her again as soon as she’s off cooldown.” I groaned and looked at Clawdia who still looked a bit disorientated. “You good?”

	“I—I’m fine, nya… just a little dizzy,” Clawdia answered. “My ears are sensitive…”

	That gave me an idea, but it was an idea that I couldn’t say nor even think about because Luca was around.

	
		
				Aww…

		

	

	 

	So, that idea needed to be saved for later. “Got any ideas?” I asked Clawdia.

	Clawdia nodded before saying, “He’s a skull… so—"

	“Wait.”

	“Nya?”

	“He’s a skull.”

	“Yeah?”

	“I’ve been referring to him as a skeleton head this entire time. I could have just been thinking of him as a skull. I feel stupid.”

	“Oh. Uh… it happens, nya?”

	“Thanks, I think. Anyways, what was your plan?”

	“Well, he’s a skull, so all we have to do is smash it really hard until he breaks.”

	“I guess sharp attacks wouldn’t do too much, but almost everything we have is sharp. Almost everything except…”

	“Nyahaha! You figured it out! That’s right! I, Clawdia, will save the day and win this battle using the blunt fists of my superior mecha! I will show this ‘boss’ what a true boss is like!”

	“But aren’t you nerfed now that you’re not a boss anymore?”

	“Do-don’t worry about that, nya.”

	“Time for you to prove you haven’t been nerfed then. I’ll clear you a path.”

	“Please, as if I need—”

	Mr. Skeltal dooted his horn once more, but it caused a different attack this time. Rather than stun all of us, his latest dooting pushed back everybody in front of him. That was Clawdia and the dogs in the right lane since I was still on the left lane.

	The shockwave from the doot even pushed the dogs out of their usual boundary, allowing the enemies they were holding back to advance and get out of range of the trebuchet tower.

	That was when I realized just how problematic that attack could be. If he could keep on pushing us back, then the defenses concentrated around our frontline would be significantly less effective due to the enemies spending less time there. Not only that, but if any of the dogs were turned into zombie cats while pushed away from the frontline, that meant fresh enemies spawning behind our frontline to advance toward the greenhouse.

	“This guy might look like a joke, but he’s an actual threat,” I said.

	It took Clawdia a moment to get back up in her mecha, but she managed after fumbling around a little. “Nya… I only want to be pushed down by you…”

	“Careful. Luca’s still here.”

	“O-oh, right. Sorry.”

	“Don’t worry about it. We’ve got another problem.”

	Looking ahead, an overwhelming number of enemies approached down both lanes. Dealing with them would be hard on its own, but we also had to deal with the boss still.

	I had no idea how we were going to survive.

	More enemies were going to continue spawning until we could take the boss down. As for the boss himself, he alternated between stunning us and pushing us back as he slowly made his way down the lane.

	That was the good thing about him. He moved the slowest out of every boss fought so far. He had no problem taking his time while swinging his skull and trumpet from side to side, playing some sort of song that sounded like it would play on the radio during Halloween.

	And that gave me an idea.

	If there was one way to defeat somebody who loved Halloween music…

	It was with the power of—

	“Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way!” I shouted.

	—the power of Christmas music.

	The dooting came to a stop prior to the eye sockets of the skull glowing bright red.

	“Clawdia, do you have loudspeakers built into that mecha by any chance?” I asked.

	“Nya! I had them installed when I wanted to listen to my classical music while doing things,” Clawdia answered.

	“Good. Play the most horrible, repetitive, stereotypical Christmas song that you can find at max volume.”

	“I know I’m a masochist… but that might be too much, nya…”

	“It’s to win this fight.”

	Clawdia sighed and nodded. “Alright. I’ll do it!”

	A few second later and it begun.

	Everybody in the surrounding area suffered from the horrendous sound of out-of-season Christmas music, but one suffered more than everybody else.

	And that was Mr. Skeltal.

	Mr. Skeltal’s skull grew full of cracks from the sound, and those cracks appeared just as he came within range of the trebuchet tower.

	The fists of Clawdia’s mecha weren’t the only sources of blunt damage, I remembered. Giant boulders flung by cow-guided trebuchets also counted as blunt damage. Very strong blunt damage at that.

	Between the sound of Christmas music, boulders from the trebuchet tower, and rockets from Clawdia’s mecha, the boss came under an intense attack that chipped away pieces of his skull.

	
		
				Padoru padoru!

		

	

	 

	I had no idea what Luca was randomly on about, but it made me feel old.

	
		
				Please… please don’t tell me that you’re defeating the boss I designed in such a stupid wa—

		

	

	 

	“Informational Status Throw!” I shouted while throwing Window toward the boss. It was a good thing that she kept on popping up on her own since I forgot to check on the cooldown of her.

	Window went spinning toward Mr. Skeltal and managed to hit him directly in one of the spots where his bone had started to chip away, sending a massive crack running throughout his skull. He still might have had half of his health left, but the vibrations caused by the volume of Clawdia’s speakers blasting Christmas music made every single one of those cracks in his skull grow larger.

	And the larger they grew, the more his health dropped.

	And if he didn’t want to fall apart into a bunch of different pieces of bone, he needed to escape.

	And that was exactly what he did.

	Mr. Skeltal, the trumpet-dooting, floating skull, shed a single tear before shouting, “You’re ruining Halloween!” He then turned around and floated his way back to where he came from at a much higher speed than before.

	With that, the battle was won.

	I ended up being more surprised at the fact that he actually talked to us than the fact that he ever showed up in the first place. He was the first non-girl in our private universe to talk, excluding me.

	Part of me expected to be the only guy to ever talk in the universe.

	“Are—are you alright?” Clawdia asked me. “Oh, and nya.”

	“Yeah. I’m just… surprised,” I answered. “But it’s because of something stupid, so don’t worry about it.”

	
		
				Goodbye, Mr. Skeltal. See you next year! May your doots live on!

		

	

	 

	
		
				I can’t believe I’ve been turned into a special ability… and that you defeated the boss in such a stupid way… again…
Let’s…
Let’s just get this over with.
 
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Spooky Forest 1-3: The Dooting of Mr. Skeltal
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: all of them.
Rewards: stuff. my despair. the breaking of my mind and body. spouse abuse. a divorce contract.
Sigh.
Okay. Your real rewards are basically the same as before but now you have new stuff. Like… hang on, let me scroll up again to check what enemies were introduced. Right. The black jelly and zombie cats. Uh… so you get black slime and zombie juice. Don’t question it. You’ll find out more about it if you actually check out your crafting menu every now and then. And don’t forget about the weapon enhancement system you still haven’t done anything with. PLEASE USE THE WORLD’S MECHANICS ALREADY. Ugh. Okay. You also unlocked new recipes for furniture and buildings and weapons and armor. Just… just look at it. Please. Next chapter, okay? Actually do stuff with the system I’ve put all this effort into. And because you beat the boss and got three stars, you get a single Mr. Skeltal’s Skull Chunk. And you get food and stuff. I’m thinking some enchiladas and margaritas tonight. Luca can have a quesadilla and lemonade.
 
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard
Status: Complete
Report: Lavi, Cami, and Luca (in case you’re forgetting, Luca was supposed to be with them. She ended up being both there and here. Don’t question it.), explored the graveyard and got into trouble. By trouble, I mean Luca made friends with all of the enemies because of how cute and perfect she is, considering that she’s my daughter, and then Lavi and Cami didn’t have anything to do because they didn’t want to upset Luca and beat up her new friends. So next time, Luca isn’t allowed to go because then nothing happens other than talking about favorite colors and animals and stuff. That’s why you barely get anything this time.
Reward: Enhancement Crystal. THIS IS ANOTHER IMPORTANT THING FOR MECHANICS SO PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE USE ENHANCEMENT SYSTEM NEXT TIME.

		

	

	 

	Window seemed pretty tired, so I gave her a couple of pats along her top edge. “I’ll check on the enhancement system and crafting after we check out the upgraded towers tomorrow, alright?”

	
		
				I’m holding you to that.

		

	

	 

	“You probably should since I might forget if you don’t.”

	
		
				But… but what if I forget.

		

	

	 

	“Then we get to put it off for another time until we remember that it needs dealt with.”


Chapter Six

	 

	Window wasted no time at all bringing herself up in front of me for everything she wanted to cover as soon as we made it back home. Everybody else spread out to go do their own fun things that didn’t involve reading endless walls of text and game mechanics.

	
		
				OKAY WE’RE FINALLY DOING THIS
THANK YOU
Coughcough.
Ahem.
Now then.
First. You know that enhancement crystal you got? It lets you enhance stuff. Shocker, I know. Like, major plot twist. Anyways, it takes one enhancement crystal to enhance a weapon or piece of armor. OH. BY THE WAY. Having individual pieces of armor is way too much work and stuff to manage so, from now on, you only get to craft sets of armor. Also, this only applies to you and Vala. Everybody else comes with their own armor. You can also only switch yours and Vala’s weapons. But, I’m adding special trinkets and stuff that everybody can use and that can be enhanced. Oh, and you can enhance the others’ weapons even if you can’t change their weapons. And their armor. You just can’t give them new—I’M BEING REPETITIVE.
Okay. Moving on. Patch notes over.
So, you have an enhancement stone to enhance weapons, armor, and trinkets. To keep things simple, you’re only going to be able to enhance your weapon right now for the sake of this demonstration.
Say, “Open Enhancement Menu.”

		

	

	 

	“Do I have to? Can’t you just go straight to it?”

	
		
				YES.
LET ME ACT LIKE A PROPER INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW.

		

	

	 

	“Proper informational status windows need ordered around and told what to do?”

	
		
				I—well, when you put it that way, you almost make me sound like a submissive masochist.
BUT NO. THAT’S NOT HOW IT WORKS. IT’S JUST THE WAY THAT THINGS ARE SUPPOSED TO BE. LIKE, WHAT IF A MENU IN A VIDEO GAME WENT THROUGH THE MENUS ALL ON ITS OWN WITHOUT ANY INPUT? THAT’D BE BAD GAME DESIGN. YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO OPEN THE MENU AND CHOOSE THE OPTION YOURSELF.

		

	

	 

	“Since when do we care about bad game design here?”

	
		
				Just say it.
pls.

		

	

	 

	I sighed, not that I was actually annoyed or anything, and gave up. “Alright. Open the enhancement menu.”

	
		
				OKAY WE’RE FINALLY DOING THIS
THANK YOU
FINALLY.
Enhancement Menu!
Enhance Weapon
Enhance Armor
Enhance Trink—

		

	

	 

	“Just take me straight to whichever menu is relevant next time.”

	
		
				You couldn’t even let me have that one thing. Why can’t I just be treated like a proper informational status window for one day?

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				All I want to do is fulfill the purpose I was created—
…

		

	

	 

	“What?

	
		
				……………………
y-you can’t just suddenly say it like that… it’s unfair…

		

	

	 

	“I love you. You’re a great mom. I’m happy I get to spend time with you. You’re the best informational status window to ever exist.”

	
		
				HTWREHTRWESDHTBE4RHBTER OKASY 
OKAY OKAY
OKAY
I GET IT
CONGRATULATIONS MISSION SUCCESSFUL
I… I love you too.
NOW CAN I PLEASE GO BACK TO BEING AN STATUS INFORMATIONAL—I MEAN, AN INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW?

		

	

	 

	“I guess so.”

	
		
				Ehe. Good job, Papa. You made Mama’s love points shoot up.

		

	

	 

	
		
				YOU DON’T NEED TO TELL HIM THAT
WE AREN’T EVEN ACTUALLY DOING ANYTHING WITH THAT MECHANIC

		

	

	 

	
		
				We’re embarrassing you with it!

		

	

	 

	
		
				My own daughter shouldn’t want to embarrass me T_T
This world is cruel and unjust.

		

	

	 

	
		
				I love you, Mama!

		

	

	 

	
		
				I love you, too. Now go play somewhere.

		

	

	 

	
		
				‘kay!

		

	

	 

	Luca flew off, transformed into her humanoid form, and ran off in search of somebody to play with.

	“That was easy,” I said.

	
		
				Good. Kids are supposed to be easy to deal with.

		

	

	 

	“I’m pretty sure it’s the opposite.”

	
		
				But our daughter is perfect which means that she’s easy to deal with.

		

	

	 

	“Fair point.”

	
		
				Anyways.
Weapon Enhancements
Sticky Fluids
Applying this to a weapon will inflict a slowing effect on any enemies you hit with it.
 
Toxic Sludge
Applying this to a weapon will inflict enemies with poison that slowly drains their health.
 
Zombie Juice
Any enemies you beat with this have a 25% chance of spawning a zombie doggo that will temporarily fight for you.
 
They’ll all use up your enhancement crystal. Changing enhancements or removing enhancements will also use an enhancement crystal. So if you want to change stuff and experiment a lot or anything, you’re gonna have to farm for a lot of them. Good news is that all bosses from this zone and onward will drop them. Even the ones from the previous zone will drop them if you try the levels on their challenge difficulties, and there might be new drops there that you can use, too!
Oh, right, by the way, challenge mode is a thing. If you 3-star all the fights from the previous zone, you’ll unlock an extra two new story missions for it designed to be super challenging!
But you’re not ready for that. Plot armor won’t help you in challenge mode, and you’d probably get insta wiped in the bonus levels.
But there’s also a new bonus waifu at the end of each zone’s challenge mode.

		

	

	 

	“Waifus?” Vala asked, suddenly leaning over my shoulder. That meant she was using her wings to hover in the air behind me since she was too short to do so normally. “I heard waifus.”

	“Nobody said waifus. The closest thing you could have done is read waifus, and I don’t know how you would have read waifus without already being over here in the first place,” I said.

	“Waifus are waifus regardless of how they are delivered.”

	“That’s… not the—alright.”

	“Good little human,” Vala said, patting my head.

	“That’s a new one from you.”

	“But it’s true. You are good. You are also human.”

	“And the little?”

	“Well… your pinky toe is little, so it’s accurate as long as one part of you is little.”

	“Fair enough.”

	
		
				Drake, you’ve become way too accepting of everything. You’re supposed to be the straight man who reacts like everything we do and say is over the top. Instead, you’ve become just as crazy as everybody else and I feel like even I’m more of a straight man than you. Well, a straight informational status window woman.

		

	

	 

	“Vala. Why is there a floating, sentient window talking to me?”

	“Because I made it!”

	“Why wouldn’t you make something more normal?”

	“Informational status windows are very normal where I come from!”

	“You don’t come from the land of video games!”

	“If I spend all my life playing them, and my world becomes vidya, then that means I come from vidya!”

	“No it doesn’t! And you’re thousands of years old! Video games have only been out for a few decades!”

	“But the important thing is that these last few decades are the only ones that matter.” Vala nodded a couple of times. “Therefore, my whole life has been spent with video games. I come from the vidya! My home is the land of dungeons, dragons, boys pretending to be cute cat girls to catfish lonely virgins out of all their money in games, and loot boxes!”

	“That last part is nothing you should be proud of! Also, nice pun.”

	“Heh, thanks.”

	
		
				…
If you’re going to try and return to your roots, can you at least not do so by making me sound like I’m some weird thing?
Also you literally planted a star.
I’m not the weird one here.

		

	

	 

	I crossed my arms over my chest. “There’s nothing weird about planting stars. How do you think they grow?”

	
		
				THEY GROW FROM, I DON’T KNOW, THE BIG BANG AND CHEMICAL REACTIONS AND STUFF

		

	

	 

	“You foolish informational status window! They grow from being planted in the ground and being watered with love! And with water!”

	
		
				I’M PRETTY SURE IT WOULD BURN ANY WATER AWAY BEFORE IT CAN EVEN GET CLOSE

		

	

	 

	“Not if the water is full of love. Love, Window. Love. If it’s gardened by a man who loves his plants, star plants included, then the water will persevere until it makes it to the star’s core!”

	
		
				NEXT YOU’RE GOING TO TELL ME THAT A GARDENER’S LOVE CAN ESCAPE THE EVENT HORIZON OF A BLACK HOLE

		

	

	 

	“You’re wrong, Window.”

	
		
				Good. You’re not that insane after a—

		

	

	 

	“A gardener’s love could even break through a black hole’s singularity! Not even infinite density is enough to defeat the love a gardener has for his garden!”

	
		
				WHY ARE YOU LIKE THIS

		

	

	 

	“He has a point,” Vala said. “Don’t forget, love is the most powerful thing in the universe. Nothing is stronger than love.” She then kissed my ear. “By the way, I love you, Drake. Hehe.”

	I turned my head, careful of her horns, and kissed her back. “Love you too. Not as much as my garden, but still.”

	“It’s okay. I know you could never love me more than your garden.”

	
		
				THAT’S NOT SOMETHING TO BE SUPPORTIVE OF
IT’S NOT HEALTHY TO LOVE A GARDEN MORE THAN A LIVING BEING

		

	

	 

	“Window, when you truly love somebody, you have to support them no matter what choices they make in life! Even if it’s losing in love to a garden!”

	
		
				THAT’S SOME SERIOUSLY MESSED UP LOVE
wait
tags: yandere, monster girl, vanilla, memes, lazy
There we go. I turned you into a doujin’s tag list.

		

	

	 

	“Nice. Also it’s okay because it’s not like Drake really loves his garden more. I think.” Vala looked at me again. “Do you?”

	“Anyways,” I said, “I get to choose one of those enhancements, right?”

	“Dr-Drake…”

	“I’m joking. I love you more than gardening. Barely.”

	“Phew. Barely is enough for me.”

	
		
				Vala, you shouldn’t settle for any “barely.”

		

	

	 

	Vala tilted her head, making sure to tilt it in the opposite direction from my head. She was doing good with being careful of stabbing or bashing me with her horns. “Why?”

	
		
				Because! You’re like, perfect! Even if we got that one review from the guy on the first volume who said that you’re only ever called perfect and never actually shown to be perfect, you’re perfect!

		

	

	 

	“No I’m not. I’m lazy, just want to play video games and munch on snacks, cuddle, and do lewd things every now and then. I don’t care about anything else.”

	
		
				YOU LITERALLY JUST DESCRIBED THE DREAM GIRL OF DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MANY VIRGINS? AND YOU’RE A CUTE DRAGON GIRL TO TOP IT OFF. YOU ARE LITERALLY A UNICORN OF PERFECTION THAT MOST MEN WITH GOOD TASTE WOULD DREAM OF BUT BELIEVE TO BE IMPOSSIBLE. EVEN IF WE TOOK AWAY THE FACT THAT YOU’RE A DRAGON GIRL, THEY WOULD STILL THINK IT’S IMPOSSIBLE FOR SOMEBODY LIKE YOU TO EXIST. EVERYBODY WANTS A CUTE LAZY GAMING GF WHO LOVES THEM AND WANTS TO DO LEWD THINGS AND CUDDLE.

		

	

	 

	“Nahhhhh. If they told me to get in the kitchen and make them a sandwich I’d be too lazy to and tell them to make me one instead.”

	
		
				THAT KIND OF BANTER MAKES YOU EVEN MORE PERFECT

		

	

	 

	“Vala, go to the kitchen and make me a sandwich,” I ordered.

	“Okay!” Vala replied.

	
		
				I THOUGHT YOU JUST SAID YOU WOULDN’T ACCEPT IT AND WOULD TELL HIM TO DO IT INSTEAD

		

	

	 

	“But I love Drake and want to make him happy, so it’s okay. I’ll make sandwiches for him.”

	
		
				HTREWDSH5TRWSEDHTRWSDFHBTRWDFHTRHTRDFSHBNTSDEF
I’M SUING WHOEVER IS RESPONSIBLE FOR NOT PUTTING YOUR FACE NEXT TO THE DEFINITION OF PERFECT IN THE DICTIONARY

		

	

	 

	“Don’t actually make me a sandwich,” I said. “I’ll make us some instead.”

	“Eh? You sure?” Vala asked me.

	“Yeah. Like Window is saying, you’re perfect. Let me treat you.”

	“Hehehe, okay. I’ll go play some more vidya while waiting. Oh! And put an extra pickle on mine.”

	“You know, I’ve heard of people who don’t like pickles and ask for them to be removed, but I’ve never heard of somebody who asks for extra pickles.”

	“People who don’t like pickles are weak and their bloodlines will die with them. Pickles are the bomb. Good for your health and gut and stuff. Especially the properly fermented ones. They nice and cronchy, too.”

	“Cronchy?”

	“Yeah. Crunchy but with an o.”

	“Fair enough.”

	“Mhm! Okay, vidya time.”

	With that, Vala flew off to return to her games.

	“Alright, Window. Let’s get back to the status stuff. I think… I’ll go with the zombie juice on my own weapon. It’s the latest one I got which probably means it’s the most powerful. Also, I want even more dogs.”

	
		
				You know what really makes my love points go up? Actually using the system.
I love you so hard right now that I don’t even mind telling you it without blushing. All because you’re actually doing system stuff. 

		

	

	 

	“Don’t get used to it. I’m going to go make me and Vala sandwiches now, and then we can check out the towers.”

	
		
				But… but weapon and armor crafting and stuff. 

		

	

	 

	“Just let me see whatever I need to upgrade my axe.”

	
		
				Royal Cat PickAxe (Upgrade from Cat Bone PickAxe)
Upgrade Time: Instant
Required Materials: all that royal cat stuff
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 130% (I forget if we removed efficiency or if we just removed difficulty, uh… I guess I’ll leave efficiency)
7 Damage
An upgraded PickAxe that uses… uh… royal cat stuff? The shaft will have a pretty bow and cat toy dangling from the bottom of it now.
 
Royal Cat HoeSho (Upgrade from Cat Bone HoeSho)
Upgrade Time: Instant
Required Materials: see above
Efficiency: 130%
6 Damage
An upgraded HoeSho that… basically looks the same as above, except it’s a hybrid of hoe and shovel.

		

	

	 

	“You’re really getting lazy with these, aren’t you?”

	
		
				Shut it. Just agree to upgrade them. 

		

	

	 

	“Alright, alright.”

	
		
				Okay. Now, since you agreed to upgrade those, we can upgrade them into the latest versions!
 
Spooky Pickaxe (Upgrade from Royal Cat PickAxe)
Upgrade Time: Instant
Required Materials: spooky stuff
Durability: 100%
Efficiency: 170%
12 Damage
Honestly, it’s gonna look like a downgrade. It was a nice, fancy, pretty little royal cat thing before, but now it’s going to look like a bone made into a PickAxe with questionable leather for a grip. But it’s technically made out of more difficult material to acquire which makes it better since that’s how video game logic works.
 
Spooky HoeSho (Upgrade from Royal Cat HoeSho)
Upgrade Time: Instant
Required Materials: see above, again
Efficiency: 170%
9 Damage
Same but a HoeShoe.

		

	

	 

	“Wait. Will my PickAxe keep the enhancement since I’m just upgrading it?”

	
		
				Yeah. If you wanted to switch weapons you wouldn’t keep it but, as long as you’re just upgrading the same weapon, you can keep it. 

		

	

	 

	“Alright. Then I guess I’ll upgrade both.”

	
		
				It’s a miracle, we’ve finally done some system stuff. 

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to go make the sandwiches now and then we can check out the towers. You want one?”

	
		
				I’m good. I’m gonna go find out what Luca is up to. Probably playing games with the doggo sisters again. 

		

	

	“Must be nice to have three fun aunts. Also… I just realized Vala is back. I mean, I knew she was there, but I forgot she left. She went to go see Santa or something, didn’t she?”

	
		
				Oh. Right. That random plot line happened. 

		

	

	 

	“Guess I’ll ask her how that went while we eat.”

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	“That’s secret,” Vala said while sitting across from me eating the sandwich that I made for her. Normally, we were supposed to get all of our food from the daily battles, but something about plot convenience made it so that the kitchen was stocked well enough for me to make us some actual sandwiches for once.

	And just like I planned to, I asked Vala about her meeting with Santa, but she refused to elaborate on it. Part of me actually felt a little bit jealous. She went to go meet with another man in private and wouldn’t tell me anything about it. The other part of me trusted Vala and knew that she wouldn’t do anything bad, and that it was just my inexperience and insecurity making me feel jealous for no good reason. So, I kept my mouth shut. But I was still curious. “Is it really that big of a deal?”

	“It is! And how do you even know I went to meet him anyways? I never said I was specifically going to see him!”

	“The context of the conversation made it extremely obvious you were leaving to visit him.”

	“Oh. Dang context. Schools need to stop teaching kids critical thinking.”

	“That’s the opposite of what schools need to do!”

	“But if kids are raised to be dumb then they won’t figure out my secret plans from context.”

	“Even a dumb kid could have figured it out!”

	“Not if he doesn’t even know what words are.”

	“How stupid do you want them to be?!”

	“Stupid enough to not mess with my secret plans.”

	“They’d have to be braindead with how obvious you make them!”

	“That can be arranged.”

	“Please don’t put a bunch of children in comas!”

	“It’s for the greater good.”

	“Your plans aren’t for the greater good, and I’m getting a restraining order to keep you away from Luca!”

	“But… I can’t be the fun, cool aunt if you get a restraining order.”

	“Then don’t—!”

	A sudden sensation under the table interrupted me.

	And that sensation just so happened to be Vala brushing the tip of her tail against my inner thighs.

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

	Vala’s smug smile made her too obvious. “Nothing.”

	“You’re trying to distract me, aren’t you?”

	“Tch. How’d you figure it out?”

	“Context.”

	“I’m officially banning that word.”

	“I’ll stop using it if you keep doing what you’re doing.”

	“Deal.” Vala’s tail slipped further up my thigh, getting dangerously close to where I was dangerously tempted to ask her to touch.

	“You know, Vala.”

	“Yeah?”

	“Seeing as how you were away with another guy and are keeping the exact details secret from me, that means I get to act like a jealous boyfriend who makes sure that you know who still makes you feel the best, right?”

	“Hehe… you’re totally using that as an excuse for lewd stuff, aren’t you?”

	“How’d you figure it out?”

	“Context.”

	“You hypocrite.”

	“That word is banned now.”

	“How many words are you going to ban?!”

	“All of them!”

	“Then how are we going to communicate?!”

	“Through touch.” That was when Vala’s tail poked my frontal tail. She then tilted her head, waiting for a response.

	She was right. We didn’t need words. So, I nodded my head.

	Vala finished her sandwich while I locked the front door of the house. Then we went up to the bedroom where many noises would be made, but no words spoken.

	 

	Once we were done and I opened the front door to step out with Vala, Cami, Lavi, and Delphi were all there waiting for us. Cami couldn’t have looked more smug and knowing of what we were up to. Delphi looked a bit confused and sniffed us which made Vala blush more than she already was. As for Lavi, she was the only one blushing and looking off to the side.

	“Master… you smell,” Delphi said. “But in a good way!” She wrapped her arms around me and nuzzled her face against my chest, pressing her overflowing bust up against my abdomen. It didn’t take long for her to switch targets to Vala who surely smelled the same way that I did.

	We probably should have taken a bath or shower before leaving the house.

	“Alright, we’ve got that new tower to check out, and whichever one we upgraded. I forget. Which one did we upgrade?” I asked.

	Lavi slowly raised her hand. “It… it was mine.”

	I blinked a few times and thought about it. I realized she was right and the memories came back to me. It felt like so long ago that we went to the amusement park for our date, and we were supposed to check on the towers after that. But that never happened. Instead, everything but that happened.

	“I’ve been getting too distracted. Sorry,” I said.

	Lavi shook her head. “It’s fine, Master! But, I’m really excited, so… can do my upgrade first? Then check out the slime tower?”

	“Yeah, we can.”

	Lavi looked like an excited dog as her tail rapidly wagged behind her. “I’ll go get ready! I haven’t seen what’s inside yet, but I bet I’ll get some sweet armor!”

	Delphi jumped from Vala to Lavi to hug her. “You’re gonna look so cool! I know it!”

	Cami nodded and held Lavi’s hand. “The coolest.”

	“A-aw, geez… you don’t have to say all that,” Lavi said, blushing even more now. “It’s no big deal.”

	“It is!” Delphi said. “You’re finally getting your upgrade! No more starter armor!”

	Cami nodded. “I bet you’ll get a cool sword.”

	“It’s really nothing special,” Lavi claimed despite the even more intense wagging of her tail. She wasn’t tricking anybody.

	“Come on, Lavi,” I said. “Shouldn’t you be all excited and edgy and talking about darkness or something?”

	“I-it’s hard to when I’m excited!”

	“You’ve got to give us a cool show once you reveal your upgrade, alright?”

	“I’ll—I’ll try!”

	“Go get ready. We’ll go join you in a bit.”

	Lavi gulped and nodded before squirming free from Delphi and Cami to run over to her tower.

	“By the way, where’s Window and Luca?”

	Delphi’s ears twitched before she pointed over to what looked like quite the cuddle puddle. The dogs, bees, and cows all cuddled together on the ground, and then Window and Luca were both in their human forms sleeping on top of said cuddle puddle.

	They look really, really comfy. I was tempted to join in. But, as much as I wanted to join in, I needed to see to Lavi’s upgraded tower and the new slime tower.

	“I wonder if we should go wake Honey up. She usually sleeps during the day,” I said.

	“Eh, let her nap,” Vala said.

	“You sure? What if she wants to—”

	Vala cut me off by pointing at the door to Honey’s tower. I could tell from a distance that there was a sheet of paper taped to it, but I had no idea what it said until I got closer.

	 

	New BL game came out. Stayed up all night. Please let me sleep. My heart needs a break.

	 

	“Well,” I said, “I guess that answers that.”

	With that, everybody who was available was gathered, so we went over to Lavi’s tower that had a construction tarp draped over it. Said tarp was conveniently removed without spoiling the tower’s change during the last battle.

	Naturally, Tabitha was there, and she didn’t look all too happy about how long it took for us to get around to unveiling the upgrade.

	“Thanks,” I told her. “And sorry for being so late.”

	Tabitha let out the beaver equivalent of a long, tired groan before going back underground only to pop back up over at where the slime tower was.

	As for the rest of us, we took a step back and watched as the tarp slid off from the tower before magically disappearing.

	What it revealed was a tower just as edgy as I assumed it would be for something named the “Dread Knight Tower.” It was mostly black in color with a few white trims, but what really caught my attention were the skulls. So many skulls. The biggest one was several times the size of me, so I had no idea where it came from or what it was supposed to be the skull of, but it hung from the wall right above the entrance. Then there was the top of the tower which looked extra dangerous with tall, black spikes reaching up at each corner.

	Back at the bottom of the tower, I felt like I was looking into the entrance to a haunted house due to the red light that filled the doorway. There was even some smoke seeping out along the ground.

	Tabitha must have put a smoke machine inside.

	Then came the dogs.

	The regular dogs of the tower walked out with black and purple armor featuring the same skull theme as their tower, and they held what looked like two-handed, edgy swords within their mouths. Edgy as in they looked like the swords of some evil knights in a video game. The curves in their swords made them look almost impractical, so I doubted such a sword would have ever been realistically forged for battle.

	Also.

	The dogs all had extra-long hair that draped over half of their faces.

	They looked emo.

	It also really killed the look they had going on when one of them dropped their sword to sniff the grass and then roll around on it.

	That was when we heard her signature laughter come from behind the doorway.

	“Fufufu.”

	We heard what sounded like chains and heavy plates of metal jangling around, getting louder in volume until she revealed herself.

	Standing in the doorway was none other than Lavi herself.

	And she seriously looked badass.

	There was Cami, the fanservice-y Viking dog girl.

	Then there was Delphi, the mega fanservice-y holy knight dog girl.

	And now there was Lavi, the mega fanservice-y dread knight dog girl.

	Only, while Cami’s and Delphi’s fanservice was sexual, Lavi’s was anything but unless somebody was unhealthily attracted to suits of armor.

	Lavi was armored from neck to toe in thick, black metal with purple trims to match the color of her hair. Her left forearm missed a gauntlet unlike her right forearm, but it was completely wrapped up in bandages.

	Skull pauldrons decorated each of her shoulders, and there was another skull atop her waist.

	And that wasn’t all.

	“Let’s show them what we can do,” Lavi said, looking at her left arm. She then dramatically stuck it out past her side and shouted, “Dreadcalibur!”

	Did she really just take Excalibur and make it edgy?

	The handle for a blade materialized within her left hand, but it was a handle far too large for a normal sword. What grew from that handle was even more absurd. A hulking slab of metal extended outward from the handle that reached a total length of being longer than she was tall, and it was just as wide as she was.

	“Woah,” Vala said. “That thing is way too big to be called a sword. Too big, too thick, too heavy and rough. It’s more like—”

	“That’s what she said,” I said.

	Vala pouted and smacked my arm. “You interrupted my reference!”

	Back to Lavi, she effortlessly swung the sword around with only her left hand before striking a cool pose with the heavy blade resting over her shoulder. She then stuck her right, open hand out toward us before forming it into a fist and laughing again. “Fufu. Don’t worry, Master. With the power of the demon in my arm, we’ll defeat all of our enemies and show them what true despair is.”

	I was going to say something, but Delphi interrupted me before I could even open my mouth by tackle-hugging Lavi and rubbing their faces together. “You’re so cute!” Delphi said.

	“O-oi!” Lavi whined. “No-not right now!”

	“Ooh! Even your eyepatch got an upgrade! It looks cute!”

	“It—it’s supposed to be cool!” Of course, Lavi’s tail wagged even if it wasn’t the praise she was hoping to hear. Or maybe she actually was hoping to have it called cute.

	Lavi’s whining only made Delphi pamper her even more as she nuzzled her cheek up against hers while petting her head. “Such a good girl,” Delphi cooed. That made Lavi shut her eye and blush.

	“Woah, is Delphi bullying her?” Vala asked me.

	“I think so?” I answered.

	Cami nodded. “She bullies with love.”

	Looking at Delphi and Lavi again, the former kept on petting the latter while repeatedly asking, “Who’s a good girl?”

	Lavi broke after being asked only three times. “I—I am! I’m a good girl!”

	I noticed something from watching them. “Is it me or has Delphi been extra… aggressive lately? Even in bed, she’s…”

	“I think you’re right,” Vala said. “Maybe it’s her time of the year. Dogs go into heat once a year, right?”

	“I think it’s twice.”

	“Hmm. Maybe this is her first time going into heat?”

	“Then shouldn’t the others be, too?”

	“Maybe they don’t do it at the exact same times. Or maybe they’ll do it soon.”

	We both looked at Cami.

	“Masters have smelled extra good lately,” Cami said, followed by a couple of nods.

	“Vala,” I said, “we might be in danger if they all go into heat.”

	Vala smirked. “I just had an idea.”

	“What?”

	“Imagine if we lock all three of them into Honey’s tower while they’re in heat. I bet it would be really cute… and hot, to watch her try to survive them.”

	I imagined it. Vala was right. That was a beautiful thing to imagine. “A shy girl who just wants to play BL games all day being harassed around the clock by three dog girls in heat. Honey badgers might not give a fuck, but that doesn’t mean they can’t get fucked.”

	“Hehehe. Good thing Window’s asleep or else she’d be scolding you for making us R-rated right now.”

	“Good point. Anyways, let’s go check out the new tower.”

	Cami stepped away from us toward Lavi and Delphi. “I’m going to help tease her.”

	I gave Cami a couple of pats on her head. “Alright. Have fun. Try not to tease her too hard, though.”

	“No promises.”

	With that, me and Vala went over to the site of our new tower while hearing Lavi whine, laugh, and mumble in the background. I loved hearing all of those noises.

	And at the new tower was Tabitha waiting for us again. After thanking her, again, she dug back underground to finally get a break. I really hoped that she wasn’t just waiting for us ever since before the amusement park date.

	More importantly, the tarp covering the new tower was pulled off to reveal our slime tower.

	As the description for the tower said, it was less of a tower and more of a single, giant slime. It was light green in color with a couple of black, beady eyes with a black line that served as a smiling mouth. And that was it. It was a massive slime the size of a small house. According to the description, the slime would spread out onto the lane it was next to and slow down any enemies that passed over it.

	Me and Vala looked at each other and knew what we had to do. Together, we reached out… and poked the slime.

	Its jiggling body was magnificent.

	“Drake, I have an idea,” Vala said.

	“I’m probably already thinking the same thing, so do it,” I replied.

	Vala nodded and picked me up to fly the two of us up to the top of the slime, setting us down atop it.

	We felt like we were resting on an incredibly soft bed that perfectly conformed to our bodies.

	The slime didn’t mind at all, either.

	So, since Window and Luca were napping, and Honey was sleeping, and the sisters were all busy with each other… we figured it would be alright if we took a nap atop the slime.

	I never expected a tower to serve as a bed upgrade, but no bed in the world could compare to sleeping on top of our new slime tower.

	I’ll have to tell Window later to add a crafting recipe for a slime bed.


Chapter Eight

	 

	Window was really in the mood for progressing things, so we found ourselves teleported to the next area for a new battle right after me and Vala woke up from our nap on top of the slime tower.

	I wished I could have stayed sleeping on top of that slime until the end of time. I never expected something that looked so slimy to be so comfortable. Or rather, I would have thought that the cons would overwhelm the pros. Cons such as getting all sticky and slimy. Needing to take a shower afterward. Things like that. But seeing as how we managed to get all the benefits of sleeping atop semi-solid slime and none of the downsides of it, it was perfect.

	
		
				Perfect. Seriously perfect, one might even say if they are a dungeon-exploring dog. 

		

	

	 

	Of course, Window popped up in front of me out of nowhere saying something that I didn’t fully understand. She had a habit of saying things that sounded like inside jokes or references that I never understood. “What?”

	
		
				Nothing. Seriously nothing. 

		

	

	 

	“Alright then.”

	That aside, I looked around at where we were brought to for the next battle.

	And… I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about it.

	Standing before us was a sign to an amusement park that read, “MR BONES WILD RIDE.”

	Well, calling what was behind it an amusement park was an insult to actual amusement parks. All that was behind it was a massive, twisting line that eventually led to what looked like the most boring roller coaster in all of existence. It featured a track that extended for quite a while in one direction before turning and coming back… and then turning again to go back, over and over. Then, once it took up enough space doing that, it went up a small ramp to reach over the tracks on the ground to repeat the process of going back and forth and back and forth over and over and over again.

	It looked like it was designed by somebody playing one of those roller coaster building games. They must have purposely designed it to be the most boring, long, dreadful roller coaster in all of history.

	Then there was the chain-link fence all around it that looked like a security fence to keep any riders inside in case they tried to escape. There were a few decorations here and there such as fiery smoke plumes and a graveyard, but what really tied it all together was a giant skeleton sticking halfway out of the ground lifting a top hat up off its head. In front of the skeleton was another sign that read, “THE RIDE NEVER ENDS.”

	“Woah, Drake, look at the reviews for this place,” Vala said, holding my phone out for me to look at it.

	I forgot that I even had a phone since I never needed it, and I had no idea where Vala got it from unless she was hiding it underneath her clothes.

	Regardless, I checked what Vala brought up on it. “How does this place even have reviews?” Something about that seemed more unbelievable than the fact that it existed in the first place.

	As for the reviews, they only repeated a single thing over and over again.

	I want to get off MR BONES WILD RIDE

	I want to get off MR BONES WILD RIDE

	I want to get off MR BONES WILD RIDE

	I want to get off MR BONES WILD RIDE

	I want to get off MR BONES WILD RIDE

	Needless to say, it had an average rating of one out of five stars.

	Another review popped up just before I handed the phone back.

	I want to get off MR BONES WILD RIDE

	If a review just popped up, then that meant somebody must have just finished riding it. Or something like that. Point being, I looked at the track and paid a bit more attention than before.

	That was when I noticed a few different cars on it traveling ever so slowly over the tracks. Each car was full of skeletons that looked like they probably died from boredom… if they were ever alive in the first place.

	One of them was even holding up a sign that said, “PLEASE HELP, I’M HUNGRY AND HAVEN’T SEEN MY CHILDREN IN YEARS.”

	I decided to chalk that up to flavor text instead of actually worrying about it. After all, Vala made a world where there wasn’t supposed to be any suffering, and that made it sound like there was suffering if it was legitimate.

	…

	“Hey,” I said.

	“Yeah?” Vala replied.

	“Has that skeleton actually been missing its children for years?”

	“Oh, I don’t know.”

	“There’s nothing bad in this world, right?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Wouldn’t a skeleton parent being away from their children count as bad?”

	“Yeah.”

	“So… it’s not real, right?”

	“Dunno.”

	“How could you not know?! You’re supposed to know everything!”

	“I don’t know everything, I just know what I know.”

	
		
				Your boobs aren’t big enough to steal Hanekawa’s signature line.
Also, stop worrying. They’re props. Geez. 

		

	

	 

	I looked back at the track. One of the skeletons now held up a sign that said, “WE’RE NOT PROPS PLEASE SAVE US.”

	“They’re definitely real!” I shouted. “Return them to their families!”

	
		
				Reeeeelaaaaaxxxxx. It’s fiiiiiiiiine. 

		

	

	 

	“This is imprisonment! You can’t just keep them away from their families for the sake of some kind of reference!”

	
		
				Okay. How about this. I’ll let them go if you can beat this area’s boss. That means three more fights to progress the story! 

		

	

	 

	“I thought you said they were props?!”

	
		
				Listen, “props” can have a lot of meanings in this day and age. Words change, you know? Like, a thousand years ago, the word… uh… crap, I don’t know words well enough to actually think of an example here. 

		

	

	 

	I was about to shout again when I looked back at the track and saw another skeleton holding up a sign. This one read, “I FEEL BAD. DON’T ACTUALLY WORRY ABOUT US. THIS IS OUR JOB. OUR QUEEN IS PAYING US AND WE GET TO GO HOME TO OUR FAMILIES AFTER THE BATTLE IS OVER. WE EVEN GET DENTAL IN OUR BENEFITS.”

	“… Window.”

	
		
				What? 

		

	

	 

	“I suddenly feel the urge to never let them off the ride.”

	
		
				What’s with the sudden change of heart? 

		

	

	 

	“I know the truth. They made me worry about them and their families for money. I want my concern back! I actually felt bad for skeletal families! I didn’t want their children growing up without their parents! Do you know how rare it is for me to actually care about somebody?! To feel any kind of empathy?! And they wasted it! I want my two minutes of empathy back!”

	
		
				Yeah… you’re definitely the villain here. Here, let me help you change subjects before you make yourself sound even worse than you already are, as hard as that might be to believe is possible.
BATTLE TIME.
WHO YOU GONNA SEND ON THE EXPLORATIONS?

		

	

	 

	“Clawdia and Cami,” I answered.

	
		
				Wow, you chose them pretty fast.

		

	

	 

	“Their names both start with C.”

	
		
				They can be nicknamed the “C Gang.”
Alright, C Gang will go out on the exploration. 

		

	

	 

	“Wait,” Cami said, walking up to us. “I want a headpat, please.”

	I gave Cami a headpat just as requested before getting another idea. “Want something even better?”

	Cami’s ears twitched before she nodded.

	I slowly slid my hand down toward her neck, turning it over to rub the back of my fingers down against her neck to her shoulder which caused her to shut her eyes and shiver. She loved her neck touches, after all. “Good girl.”

	There were tiny hearts hidden within her eyes the next time Cami opened them, her tail wagging behind her. “Will I get more neck touches if I do good on the exploration?”

	“Sure.”

	Cami gave me a salute before turning to Window to say, “I’m ready. Let’s go.”

	“Wait!” Clawdia shouted, jumping to my front where Cami just was. “I-it’s not fair if she’s the only one who gets something before we leave! Since—since I have to go, I demand something as well! Not… not that I want something from you… I doubt that a lowly peasant such as yourself could—”

	I grabbed Clawdia by her chin, which already made her ears and tail shoot straight up, and leaned in nice and close to whisper while staring into her eyes, “I know that Cami likes me to gently touch her neck, but you would probably like it if I was anything but gentle with yours, wouldn’t you? Though I don’t know what you’d prefer more: biting or choking.”

	Clawdia quickly turned red from her ankles to her forehead as steam vented out through her ears. Much larger hearts appeared in her eyes than those that appeared in Cami’s eyes. As for her response, all she did was speak in pure gibberish before turning to look at Window, barely able to stand up straight as she pressed her thighs together, and mumbled out, “Re-read-r-eady-eareyeready.”

	Window looked down at Clawdia, up at me, down at Clawdia, back up at me, and then teleported them both to the exploration site.

	
		
				You’re really trying to get us upgraded from PG-13, aren’t you? 

		

	

	 

	“What? I’m not allowed to tease one of my girlfriends? I was giving her fanservice,” I explained.

	“Hehe,” Vala giggled, clinging onto my arm. “Such a good boyfriend. I’ve trained you well.”

	“Keep in mind that, given our age difference, people are going to get weirded out if you mention training me.”

	“Woah… since when do you care about the readers? A-and wait! It’s—it’s not like that! I’m not even that old! And… and I didn’t groom—I mean train you! I mean, I didn’t groom you either! I—oh no, now this sounds horrible… I’m a horrible dragon… I’m a bad drag—”

	
		
				NOPE STOPPING YOU THERE 

		

	

	 

	I tilted my head. “What’s so wrong about her calling herself a bad drago—”

	
		
				GOD YOU TWO HAVE SPENT WAY MORE TIME ON THE INTERNET THAN ME BUT ARE SOMEHOW STILL SO INNOCENT
EITHER THAT OR YOU’RE BOTH SERIOUSLY TRYING TO MAKE US R-RATED
ALSO DON’T YOU THINK THERE’S ALREADY BEEN ENOUGH REFERENCES THIS CHAPTER? THE QUEEN’S HOUND, INTERNET MEMES, MONOGATARI—SERIOUSLY THE MORE REFERENCES WE USE THE MORE DATED THIS IS GOING TO BE IF SOMEBODY EVER READS IT IN THE FUTURE
I mean not that it really matters because if they don’t get those references then it’s their fault.
BUT STILL. WE’RE NOT GOING TO OVERLOAD THE READERS BY BRINGING UP… THAT COMPANY. 

		

	

	 

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about still, but you know that trying to censor something obvious like this is probably going to make people look it up, right? I mean, I know I’m going to search it on my phone later as soon as I can. Because now I want to know what’s so bad about bad dra—”

	
		
				Crap, you have a point.
I’ve… I’ve played myself.
If I would have let Vala finish her sentence in the first place then it never would have been suspicious and then nobody would be curious about what could potentially be wrong with placing the words “bad” and “dragon” next to each other.
Whelp.
I guess a lot of people are going to lose their innocence if they haven’t already.
Choo choo, full speed ahead toward R-rated territory.

		

	

	 

	“If it makes you feel any better, we can start the battle now. I’ll handle it with Lavi. I want to test out my weapon’s enhancement and give Lavi a chance to show off her upgrade.”

	
		
				Nice change of subject. I’ve trained you well.
And you can’t say it’s weird when I say that because my existence was created after yours. So hah. 

		

	

	 

	“Speaking of which,” I paused to look at Vala, “I was teasing. I promise. And nobody is going to think you’re weird or creepy or that you groomed me. Probably.”

	“All I wanted was to play vidya when I first met you… it’s not my fault I fell in love with you,” Vala whined. “And I didn’t even try being weird or anything! I even let you keep on thinking that I was a guy so that it wouldn’t be weird when we played together! I never flirted or anything! I even wished you luck in finding a harem of women to have a ton of kids with!”

	“Please don’t remind me of those conversations. I still cringe from them even if I’m basically living that dream now.”

	“Then tell me I’m not creepy!”

	“You’re not creepy.”

	“Why don’t I feel convinced…”

	Part of me was really tempted to tease her, but I could tell she actually felt down about it, so I resisted no matter how tempting it was. Instead, I rubbed her head just like how I rubbed Cami’s and then kissed her forehead. “I promise you’re not creepy. And I’ll punch anybody who thinks you are in the face. Deal? Also, let’s not forget that I was the one who was always harassing you every single time that you logged on. And I was the one who tried everything I could to find you after you logged off and never came back. If anything, I’m the creep. I’m a violent stalker who will punch people for you and try to find you when you’re missing.”

	
		
				And that’s two more reasons for why you’re the villain. 

		

	

	 

	“Would… would you really punch them for me?” Vala asked.

	“I’d punt a newborn for you, Vala,” I said.

	
		
				…
you know what, i don’t even have to say it 

		

	

	 

	While Window might not have appreciated my vow to punt newborns, Vala swooned and smiled. “Hehe… you’re the best boyfriend ever. Oh. When can I upgrade that to husband? We should get married already.”

	
		
				WAIT ARE YOU PROPOSING 

		

	

	 

	“Doesn’t matter to me,” I answered. “We can get married whenever you want.”

	“Oh, right. You were never that into marriage.”

	“As far as I’m concerned, all marriage does is make things sound fancier. Nothing actually changes. Well, nothing is supposed to actually change other than taxes.”

	“Hehe, and we have no taxes in this world other than the cat tax. And the puppy tax. Well, any cute animal tax, really.”

	“Wait, we’re taxing cute animals?”

	“No, no. I mean… you know. On the internet, whenever somebody mentions that they have a pet cat, they’re supposed to include pictures of their cat as ‘cat tax.’”

	“Huh. Never knew that there could be a good tax.”

	“Right?”

	
		
				We went from punting newborns to talking about marriage to taxes…
I’m just…
I’m just ending the chapter here before the conversation evolves into something even crazier. Hopefully next time you actually focus on the battle like you were supposed to this chapter.
I don’t get paid enough for this. 

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	
		
				You know what’s depressing?
When you finally include that fun reference you’ve been planning for a while, AKA MR BONES WILD RIDE, and PEOPLE DON’T EVEN GET THE REFERENCE.
DO PEOPLE LIKE, NOT LIVE ON THE INTERNET OR SOMETHING? HOW CAN THEY NOT KNOW EVERY SINGLE INTERNET REFERENCE THERE IS? THESE THINGS ARE MEMES! THE WHOLE POINT OF MEMES IS THAT THEY SPREAD EVERYWHERE AND EVERYBODY KNOWS THEM! WHAT’S THE POINT IF SOMEBODY DOESN’T GET IT?! IS IT EVEN REALLY A MEME THEN? ISN’T IT JUST POSING AS A MEME?!
I WAS SO EXCITED FOR MR BONES WILD RIDE AND THERE ARE PEOPLE WHO DON’T EVEN KNOW WHAT IT IS OR WHAT IT’S FROM
GOD, TALK ABOUT A PUNCH TO THE INFORMATIONAL STATUS WINDOW 

		

	

	 

	I sighed and asked, “What happened to focusing on the battle?”

	
		
				fine.
not like people care about my references anyways. 

		

	

	 

	Vala patted the top of Window and said, “It’s okay. Your memes just aren’t dank enough. You know, back in my day, the good internet memes were reaction images. These days, memes are just like… an out of focus picture of a moth with glowing eyes saying ‘lamp’ with funny letters or something. Or monsters at three in the morning chasing people for beans.”

	
		
				Memes were a mistake. There are no good memes anymore. 

		

	

	 

	“Ok, boomer.”

	
		
				DON’T “OK BOOMER” ME WHEN YOU’RE THE ONE WHO WAS LITERALLY JUST TALKING LIKE A BOOMER BY GOING ALL “hehehehe BACK IN MY DAY memes were GOOD and these memes these days are NONSENSE AND DON’T MAKE NO SENSE” 

		

	

	 

	“Window, you sound… triggered.”

	
		
				oh so help me I am about to trigger your face 

		

	

	 

	“That’s lewd.”

	
		
				HGBRTEWSDGHRESDAGREW
THERE’S NOTHING LEWD ABOUT THAT
HOW—IT WAS SUPPOSED TO IMPLY VIOLENCE, NOT ANYTHING LEWD 

		

	

	 

	“Violence is lewd depending on who you ask.”

	
		
				…
k.
im just gonna poof now and let you guys do the battle thing now
goodbye. 

		

	

	 

	“See you in a few, Window,” I said.

	Window vanished which meant that I could finish preparing for the battle. Though, all I really needed to do was place the towers.

	This time, the “map” allowed for placing three towers that all had an overlapping area behind where the paths converged into one. I figured I would place the bulk of our defenders there. I placed Delphi’s, Cami’s, and Lavi’s towers there so that all of the dog guardians could work together in the same spot. Holy knight dogs, dread knight dogs, and Viking dogs. It would be hard for any enemy to make it through them.

	Bad news was that, by doing that, there weren’t really any ranged towers I could place close enough to overlap with the dogs’ spot. There were more than enough slots up ahead, though, so I spread the remaining towers out along there. The last dog towers went back near the greenhouse to protect it from any enemies that might slip through.

	As for the new slime tower, I placed that one along the rightmost path where the trebuchet tower would be able to reach. The living slime of a tower was already spreading out onto the path in front of it, covering it in its goop. That meant any boulders from the trebuchet tower would technically be hitting the slime… but I figured it wouldn’t care too much about that. One, because I doubted Vala and Window would set anything up that would cause a living creature pain. Two, because the slime looked happy with a massive smile spreading across the rest of its gigantic body. Not to mention that its “face” was still off the path, so it wouldn’t be taking any boulders to the face at least.

	With all that being set up, me and Lavi stepped onto the lane in front of the greenhouse.

	The battle begun.

	“Fufu. Just wait ‘til I show ya what I can do now, Master,” Lavi said, drawing her sword and swinging it around a few times before resting it atop her shoulder.

	“Going to prove that you’re as badass as you look now?” I asked.

	That made her blush a little and nod. “We’ll teach them what happens when they mess with us.”

	“I’ll be counting on you.”

	Lavi looked like she wanted to smile, but she tried her best to hold it back so that she could maintain her “cool” look instead. But ultimately, she still smiled at least a little which made her look like a dork. An adorable dork who was dressed up in edgy armor.

	More importantly, the battle begun. Actually this time.

	The first enemies were nothing special. The same as before. In fact, there were even fewer of them than I expected there to be despite it just being the first wave. But that was alright since it gave me a chance to check out how the slime tower worked.

	Three skeleton cats ran over where the slime tower’s slime had spread onto the path. They were immediately slowed to only about half their speed as they passed over the slime which made it easy for the trebuchet tower to hit them. The impact sent the cats’ bones flying in every direction, but the slime remained on the ground where it was. The slime tower’s smile also remained just as happy as usual. So, that confirmed I didn’t need to worry about the slime having giant boulders flung onto it.

	“I’m going to run up ahead,” I told Lavi. “I want to test out my enhancement.”

	“Want me to help ya out? I could knock their health down then let ya finish them off,” Lavi suggested.

	“Good idea. Let’s go.”

	We ran up to one of the front paths together where there were already archers dealing with the incoming enemies. One already looked like it was about to get taken out, so I swung my improved PickAxe into it and took it out. Nothing happened. I figured I wouldn’t get lucky on my first try since there was only a one-in-four chance of actually turning defeated enemies into zombie dogs, but I still felt a little disappointed.

	Lavi swung her sword into the next skeleton cat and… defeated it in a single attack. “A-ah… maybe this won’t work,” she said.

	“You’re too OP now, Lavi,” I joked.

	“Fufu… guess I am. I need even stronger enemies to test my power against!”

	While she stroked her own ego, I took out the next skeleton cat.

	And the new enhancement on my PickAxe triggered from it. Black and green energy flowed out from my PickAxe into the defeated skeleton cat, transforming it into a small zombie dog with a missing eye, an ear that looked half bitten off, and green skin with a few patches of fur on it. Of course, it didn’t look gory or anything. It looked like a cartoon’s attempt at making a “spooky” zombie.

	That didn’t make the dog any less ugly, though.

	Then the zombie dog looked up at me with its tongue hanging out from the side of its mouth and barked.

	I immediately regretted ever thinking that the dog was anything but absolutely adorable for even a second. I couldn’t help but to let go of my weapon to pick the dog up and hug it. Well, that was what I wanted to do, anyways. The dog jumped out of my arms as soon as an enemy was close. It ran right up to the next skeleton cat, bit onto its leg, and then…

	And then it died.

	The dog died. The cat looked like it was barely affected and all it took was a single swipe of its bony paw to take the zombie dog out. The zombie dog then turned back into a skeleton cat who, since it was still defeated, ran away back to where it came from.

	I wanted to hug the zombie dog.

	But the skeleton cat ruined that.

	The skeleton cat, sensing my rage as I glared down at it, stopped in its tracks and began to back away.

	“Woah… Master, you need to teach me how to have that sort of evil aura,” Lavi said. “It’s like… there’s an ocean of darkness surrounding you. A-and don’t forget your weapon!”

	“My PickAxe will make it too quick,” I said. “I want this little bastard to suffer. It’s the reason why I can’t hug the undead dog fluff… even if there was barely any fluff there.”

	“Master… your eyes are glowing red.”

	“This pathetic excuse of a cat that doesn’t even have any fluff on its body destroyed something cute, innocent, and slightly fluffy. I know nothing but rage.”

	“Woah… that’s a cool line. ‘I know nothing but rage!’”

	“My wrath will turn every last one of these bastards into bone meal for my garden.”

	“Hang on, I want to join you!” Lavi ran up to my side and struck a pose with her sword, glaring down at the skeleton cat with me. Using a deeper voice than normal, she told the skeleton cat, “We’ll make ya wish you were… cr-crap, I… I need to watch more anime so that I can come up with more one-liners. Oh! The world will spin a thousand times before your corpse is dug up!”

	She sounded too excited when she said that which took away any ability for it to sound cool, but it did the job.

	We must have inflicted so much mental damage to the skeleton cat that it fell apart into a pile of bones, reassembled itself, and then ran away.

	Of course, all the other enemies ran past us while we were distracted with that one cat, but it was worth it. Besides, they were easily dealt with by the others.

	Then came the first new enemy of the map.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Ghost Rider (no, not that one)
Threat: ★★★★★★
HP: Tanky af
Damage: 25
Defense: 30
These are the ghosts of riders who died of old age while riding MR BONES WILD RIDE THAT NOBODY UNDERSTOOD THE REFERENCE OF. Not able to move on to the afterlife due to regrets from ever getting on the ride in the first place, they possessed the roller coaster carts… trains? Hang on let me look up what they’re called real quick. Okay. They’re called cars and, together, they make a train. Got it. Anyways, these ghosts possessed the roller coaster cars they died in, and now they’re going to use these cars to push through your defenses.

		

	

	 

	The first “ghost rider” came out through the exit gate of the roller coaster in the background. It looked just like one of the cars slowly going around on the track, except it floated up off the ground and had a ghostly aura surrounding it. There was also an unmoving skeleton riding it.

	There was only a single one, too, which didn’t surprise me given how high its stats were. Those stats made it the strongest non-boss enemy yet. They were as strong as those royal cat guards but with a bit more defense if I was remembering correctly.

	That made them an actual threat.

	“Let’s fall back a bit,” I said.

	Rather than listen to me, Lavi stepped forward and pointed her blade at the ghost rider. “I’ve got this one, Master. It’s time for me to show ya what I can do now.”

	Alright. That was cool. Good job. I wanted to call her a good girl, but I figured that might ruin the mood and interrupt her display.

	The ghost rider, locked onto Lavi, charged forward at her. It moved significantly faster than the cars on the track and tried slamming into her with the front of its body.

	But that wasn’t enough to break through to her. Lavi, wielding her blade with both of her hands, blocked the attack and pushed forward to knock the car away. “Fufu. Ya won’t be able to break through if that’s all you’ve got. Now… my turn.”

	Lavi might have been asking me about some supposed aura I had earlier, but she was the one with a shroud of black energy flowing around her left arm as she swung her sword at the ghost rider.

	Her blade cut deep into the car’s front, leaving a scar that flowed with the same energy that was around her arm. It then retaliated by trying to slam the side of its body into her, but Lavi jumped up with ease despite the heavy armor she wore, flipped herself around in the air, and then somehow “jumped” downward while pointing her sword down. The result was thrusting her blade straight through the possessed car, impaling it against the ground.

	“Alright, you’re a badass,” I said.

	“Fufu, ain’t I?” Lavi asked. “I won’t let any enemy—”

	The car spun around to knock Lavi off of it before swinging its rear end into her, knocking her off the lane with her sword still stuck inside of it.

	Well, she looked cool while it lasted.

	
		
				I forget, are there any rules about getting knocked off the path? Is she still in play if she was knocked off even though she still has health? 

		

	

	 

	“Let’s say there’s no rule about that,” I answered.

	
		
				You’re only saying that because it benefits you.
But also, I feel bad about her having her moment ruined, so we’ll say there’s no rule about it. 

		

	

	 

	Since there was no rule about getting back onto the lane to finish the job, Lavi stood while clutching her left arm and shook her head to get the hair out of her face. “Alright… so that’s how ya want to do this. Master, give me the order.”

	I had no idea what sort of order she was looking for. “The order to what?”

	“The order to go all out. Give me the command to unleash my demon.”

	“Alright. I order you to… unleash your demon?”

	The bandages around her left forearm flew off to reveal what looked like an arm made out of pure, black energy. There was no skin visible, nor did the arm look like it was her real arm. Her left forearm was larger than the rest of her arm and large, demonic claws replaced her hand.

	I had no idea how some bandages were hiding all of that before.

	That aside, she lunged at the ghost rider and tore straight through it with her demonic arm, severing the car’s front from the rest of it which freed her sword in the process. Now, with her demonic left arm and her sword held in her right hand, she unleashed a flurry of attacks… against an enemy that was already defeated. A white flag popped out of the car right after she began her attack, and she didn’t even get to do any additional damage to it since it was already out of combat.

	Once her rampage was over, the bandages flew back to her arm and wrapped themselves around it as the defeated car “limped” away from the lane.

	Lavi turned to look at me with twitching ears, a wagging tail, and wide smile. “How was that?!”

	“It… it was cool. But, your arm… is there actually a demon in there?” I asked.

	“Well, yeah. I’ve been telling ya about that forever.”

	“So. You actually have a demon in your arm.”

	“Yeah. Her name’s Lazara.”

	“Why is there a demon named Lazara living in your arm?”

	“I think she’s shy.”

	“I—that. Alright.”

	I was expecting some serious, cool, or edgy explanation for it. Instead, Lavi just straight up said that she thought the demon in her arm was shy.

	I had no idea how I was supposed to feel about that, but I did know that we had the rest of the battle to deal with.

	“She’s shy?” I asked, unable to not.

	“Yeah,” Lavi answered. “Watch. Hey, Lazara.” She poked her left arm. “Say hi.”

	Lavi’s left arm moved on its own to hide behind her back.

	That was creepier than the entire haunted amusement park aesthetic.

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	
		
				first 

		

	

	 

	The battle was still underway, and Window decided that she had to pop in for something random that made no sense.

	
		
				You wouldn’t understand. The life of calling first ain’t the easy life. What if somebody else is refreshing the page, waiting for a new chapter, and they call first before you? You know, I bet right now there’s somebody reading this and immediately wanting to go into the comments to go and type first before anybody else gets to.
Now that I think about it, this reference won’t really make sense in published form since it only really applies to web serial comment sections.
Well, they can always be first to leave a review!
HOPEFULLY THEY’VE LEFT REVIEWS ON THE PREVIOUS VOLUMES, TOO, BECAUSE I’M SURE ANYBODY STILL READING AT THIS POINT IS A WONDERFUL, GREAT, AMAZING, INCREDIBLE PERSON WHO HAS ABSOLUTELY LEFT A REVIEW ON ALL PREVIOUS VOLUMES, WILL LEAVE A REVIEW ON THIS VOLUME, AND WILL CONTINUE LEAVING REVIEWS ON ALL FUTURE VOLUMES
RIGHT?

		

	

	 

	“Window, are you threatening people who don’t even exist into doing things that make no sense?” I asked her.

	
		
				Listen, they should just be grateful that I’m not demanding that they go and buy all other books published under the same pen name to go leave reviews on them, too. I’m not asking for much here. All I’m asking for is their undying loyalty to the series and new reviews on every volume of it for the rest of their lives. It’s like, the bare minimum that I could ask from them.

		

	

	 

	Window was going on about Window things, so I ended up ignoring her to focus on the battle before she could distract me too much. Thankfully, the battle was already in its final stages. Me, Lavi, and… the demon in her arm, Lazara, dealt with the remaining enemies and managed to clear the first fight of the new area without losing any hearts on the greenhouse. Though, just going off of how the map was laid out, I had a feeling that the next battles were probably going to try and swarm us with enemies. I also figured that would probably happen because of the slime tower we got. Generally, games didn’t give access to new effects such as being able to slow enemies down unless those effects were about to become important.

	That aside, I was relieved that the ghost rider was the only new enemy for the battle. That was a pretty powerful enemy that lived up to its health description of “tanky af.” But since there was only one new enemy, that made me worried for the next battle since there were usually two new enemies a battle. If we were about to start getting fewer new enemies, but stronger new enemies, I wasn’t sure which I would rather have. Probably more, but weaker, enemies.

	Not to mention that variety was just nice to see in general. Then again, I couldn’t complain about a lack of variety at all. Our “game” already had pretty serious unit variety when it came to our enemies. It could have used some more friendly tower variety, but that was probably lacking due to me not actually paying any attention to the game mechanics outside of battles. I was always either gardening, hanging out with my girlfriends, or taking care of Luca.

	I was probably going to have to do something about that soon.

	While I thought about all of that, Lavi came running up to me looking incredibly proud of herself. “So, how was that? I was badass, right, Master? Fufu, it would be alright to praise me after such a performance.”

	“You’re right,” I answered. “You were badass. Good job.” I reached out to pet her head. That cool personality of hers instantly vanished as her tail cutely wagged behind her, her ears twitching atop her head as she blushed and looked away. “Good girl.”

	“O-oi… Master… you don’t have to go all out against me like that…”

	“You wanted praise, didn’t you?” While keeping my one hand petting the top of her head, I reached my other hand forward to scratch under her chin. “Who’s a good girl?”

	“Ma-Master!”

	“Whoooo’s a gooood girrlll?”

	“M-me! I’m the good girl!”

	“Are you sure?”

	“I am! I’m the good girl! I promise!”

	I was supposed to be praising her, but I felt more like I was sadistically teasing her. Sure, Delphi and Cami were fun to tease by calling them good girls, but they didn’t completely break character like Lavi did. Any and all attempts at acting cool and edgy were gone upon being called a good girl. “But you’re also a badass girl who did great in the fight.”

	Her ears and tail perked up. “Ye-yeah! I did! F-fufu…” She started to revert to her cool self, so…

	“Who’s a good girl?”

	“Me!” And now she was back to her excitable dog-like variant.

	“You’re so cool, Lavi.”

	“H-heh… I know. It’s thanks to the demon in my—”

	“Good girl.”

	“Mmn! Ma-Master! I—I see what you’re doing! This isn’t fair!” She might have said that, but she was also the one happily resting her chin against my hand scratching underneath it.

	“Do you want me to stop then?”

	“I—I don’t, but it still isn’t fair!”

	“Then I guess the only fair thing would be to stop.”

	She grabbed onto each of my hands to keep them in place. “I… I said I don’t want you to stop.”

	
		
				Drake… you have the expression of a villain on your face. The face of some cruel sadist purposely tormenting a cute girl who just wants love and affection.
You’re the worst.

		

	

	 

	“Oh. Right. I wanted to ask you something, Lavi,” I said.

	Lavi tilted her head while making sure to still stay against each of my hands. “Ye-yeah, Master?”

	“How’s this whole demon in your arm thing work?”

	“Oh. Lazara. Uh… I’m not sure. I just know that she lives in my arm and I can use her for special attacks now.”

	“Can you still feel and use that arm normally?”

	“Yeah.”

	“But it has a demon living in it.”

	“Right.”

	“So. You have a demon living in your arm that can take control of it, but you also have full control of it. So, it’s like you’re sharing it and you can both feel everything that happens to it?”

	“I think so.” She looked at her left arm. “Does that sound right?” Her left arm let go of me to give us a thumbs-up. I had to assume that it was Lazara who did that.

	“Alright. So, she’s also sharing your hand.”

	“Yeah. She’s sharing everything from the fingers to the shoulder.”

	“So, what if I do this?”

	I gently grabbed Lavi’s left hand and held it in place as I leaned down to kiss the back of it. Even though Lavi’s hand and arm were covered in bandages… I could have sworn that part of the bandages turned red as if they were blushing before her arm yanked itself away to hide behind her back.

	
		
				YOU HAVEN’T EVEN TALKED TO THE DEMON ARM WAIFU AND YOU’RE ALREADY KISSING HER? DO YOU KNOW HOW LONG IT TOOK THE REST OF US JUST TO GET A KISS FROM YOU? WHAT, ARE YOU SPEEDRUNNING LEWDING YOUR WAIFUS NOW?

		

	

	 

	“Well, I’m working under the assumption that everybody here except Lake is my girlfriend by default,” I said. “Not to mention that she’s in Lavi’s arm. I’ve already had sex with Lavi. Lavi’s left arm is part of her body. So, in a way, didn’t I already have sex with her before I even knew she actually existed?”

	
		
				Well, hold on now.
There are two schools of thought.
One, that doesn’t count because it’s not like you did anything lewd to her arm specifically, and you didn’t even know she was there. Also, she can only feel what happens to the arm, not the rest of Lavi’s body. I think.
Two, because she’s part of the same body it would be like having sex with conjoined twins.
So, it depends on whether or not you want to count it based on her being able to feel it and actively participating, or if you want to count it off of just technically being the same body. Personally, I’m in the—

		

	

	 

	I looked at Lavi who was brightly blushing while we talked about sex right in front of her and remembered something important. “Didn’t we… use your left hand that night?”

	Lavi’s left hand refused to come out from behind her back, so she was only able to partially cover up her face with her right hand as she nodded in silence.

	
		
				Huh. Well, that complicates things.
Her left hand counts as part of the demon’s body… and she would have been able to feel it… but that doesn’t mean she was the one in control. It was probably Lavi in control of her hand at the time. Right?

		

	

	 

	Lavi nodded again, her ears flattening against her head as her tail drooped behind her. The embarrassment was becoming overwhelming for her.

	I really was sadistic since I just thought she looked cute and wanted to tease her more instead of feeling bad for her.

	
		
				So, Lavi was in control, but Lazara still would have felt it and her “body” was being used. Hmm. This is actually pretty tough. I don’t think anybody has ever faced a predicament such as this before.
This is a philosophical debate for the ages.

		

	

	 

	Really, I didn’t care about the debate. I just cared about teasing Lavi some more. Not to mention that, by teasing Lavi by talking about all of that, I was also teasing Lazara.

	Nobody denied that Lazara was one of my girlfriends, so that meant I was obligated to tease her.

	“Also, it is safe to assume that everybody but Lake is my girlfriend, right?” I asked Window.

	
		
				Yeah. Well, everybody humanoid except Lake.

		

	

	 

	“Right. Can’t count the dogs, cows, or bees. Only the humanoids. Well, I guess and Valkyria.”

	
		
				You’re already counting Valkyria?

		

	

	 

	“I mean, why not? I’ve already been inside of her, I’m able to feel her emotions and can kind of communicate with her, and I take naps with her every now and then. She’s as much of a girlfriend to me as everybody else at this point.”

	
		
				Wow. You really are speedrunning girlfriends at this point. Now you’ve officially got a tank and a possessed arm in your harem.

		

	

	 

	“Speaking of them, are either of them ever going to get humanoid forms? I figure it’s probably obvious that Valkyria will, but what about Lazara?”

	
		
				I can’t just spoil things for you.

		

	

	 

	“That’s a yes.”

	
		
				YOU CAN’T JUST TAKE MY REFUSAL TO ANSWER AS A YES, THAT’S NOT HOW THIS WORKS

		

	

	 

	I probably could have tricked her into admitting it, but I decided to give her, Lavi, and Lazara a break from all of the teasing. “How about that post-battle screen now?”

	
		
				Oh. Right. Yeah, that’s a thing.

		

	

	 

	“Hurry up and do it before you get lazy and distracted and decide to do it some other time instead.”

	
		
				Good point.
 
Congratulations! You cleared the stage!
Spooky Forest 2-1: MR BONES WILD RIDE
Completion: ★★★
Enemies Defeated: .meht fo llA
Rewards: Uhhh, everything from the previous area minus the Mr. Skeltal’s Skull Chunk, with the addition of haunted scrap metal acquired from the broken car of the ghost rider, and you can have… I’ll get sushi for everybody tonight.
 
Exploration Report
Area: Haunted Graveyard
Status: Complete
Report: Cami and Clawdia, otherwise known as “C Gang” because I came up with it and want to use it, went and did… you know, stuff. They beat up some undead monsters, dug up some buried treasure, all that normal stuff. But Cami is always quiet and Clawdia is too shy to be honest about her feelings, so they were pretty quiet and boring to watch, honestly. But I did notice that Clawdia kept on zooming her mecha’s vision in on Cami’s hips whenever Cami wasn’t looking. So, I think it’s safe to assume that there might be something nice waiting to blossom between them. Maybe you should try setting them up. Get them in a situation where they won’t be able to refuse their feelings for each other, and then we all get to watch and enjoy the show, if you know what I’m saying. Also, Cami is probably really effective to use against Clawdia. Cami is too cute and kuudere to be a violent tsundere against. So, we need to try and ship them together harder to see some progress there.
Reward: Enhancement Crystal, Map Piece, Bone Seeds

		

	

	 

	“Seeds?”

	
		
				Of course that’s the first thing you focus on.
Also, you have like, a lot of money saved up now. You should go try out the Church of RNGesus again.

		

	

	 

	“I can get more seeds from it, right?”

	
		
				Aaaaannnndddd you’ve officially been triggered into gardener mode, meaning that nothing else of importance is going to happen for the remainder of the chapter, and that the next chapter will have to start with a small timeskip to cover the time invested in planting your new seeds.

		

	

	 

	“Wait! I just noticed something incredibly important that I feel ashamed of for not realizing sooner.”

	
		
				I’m worried.

		

	

	 

	I returned my attention to Lavi.

	Lavi, as part of her upgrading her tower, grew longer hair. Not only did her hair grow longer, but it also grew thicker. It was styled in a pretty cool way… but also… it looked… even moreso than before…

	Fluffier.

	All a man really needed in life was fluff and plants.

	I had new seeds for my garden which meant I had the plants part of that taken care of.

	It had, however, been too long since I truly got to enjoy some premium fluff.

	And Lavi had a head full of premium fluff right in front of me.

	“O-oi… Master… the way you’re looking at me is kind of scary,” Lavi said as I raised each of my hands up, ready to grope her fluff.

	No matter how cool and badass she might have been, that was never going to stop me from tackling her to the ground and forcing my petting hands onto her head to stroke them through her hair as I rubbed my face down against her pristine fluff.

	
		
				Yeah. Nobody needs to see this.

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	I had a beautiful, quiet moment to relax for once. And by relax, I mean that I got to garden in peace. Everybody was busy with something, though I did invite Honey so that we could spend some more time together.

	But I was rejected for somebody else.

	As it turned out, Vala’s love for all things video games really did extend to almost all video games. That included those romance games that Honey was obsessed with where either one woman had a harem of men who loved her, or she played as a man with several other men fighting for her—him.

	They weren’t Vala’s favorite type of game, but they were fun enough for her, and Honey wasn’t about to choose gardening with me over gaming with Vala.

	They even ordered pizza. I wasn’t sure how said pizza was going to be delivered since they ordered it from some place back on my home world instead of just spawning it into existence since, supposedly, it wouldn’t taste the same, but I wasn’t going to worry about that.

	Vala and Honey aside, Clawdia returned to her cat village where she could give the cats another speech and still feel like she was royalty, the dog sisters decided to play with Luca some more, and Window let me know that her “Drake Battery” was full which meant that she needed to let it drain a little before she could handle any more of me.

	Then there was Lake who could be seen sitting on her personal dock fishing in the lake. There were times where I felt like I should invite her to hang out with us, but she genuinely seemed perfectly content with life just… fishing.

	She was supposed to teach us new skills and all that stuff, but I figured that could be saved for another time. Again. For the time being, she could fish and I could garden.

	But, admittedly, I didn’t want to be left completely alone. I got used to always being with others and learned to prefer it over solitude. Before being brought to this personal universe by Vala, sure, I was fine alone. I didn’t care if the only human interaction came in the form of small talk with cashiers at stores once a week or the occasional conversation or team communication in games. I was happy.

	But now, being alone for even a few minutes felt like it was for too long, somehow. I always wanted to be around them.

	That was why I went over to the only other free person around. Well, she wasn’t really a person. Or was she? I wasn’t sure how all that stuff worked. Regardless, I decided to garden near Valkyria. She already had a ring of flowers growing around her, so I figured I could add to that with the new seeds I got.

	Valkyria was happy to accept my company. I could tell that much by feeling her emotions whenever I was near her. Originally, I could only feel them when I was touching her. But all I had to do was be near her and I could feel her emotions and get a sense of what she was thinking. Those feelings were still pretty vague, though. If she wanted to ask me something like what my favorite color was, I would only be able to tell that she was curious about color. Nothing more specific than that. So, I had to play a bit of a guessing game with her in our talks.

	“Green,” I answered as I pulled out the new pouch of seeds. “Maybe the reason is obvious, but it’s the color of nature. You can’t find a more stereotypical color for nature than green. Even the most colorful of plants still have green involved.”

	Valkyria nodded her barrel and gave me the feeling that she understood.

	As for the seeds, I pulled a single one out of the pouch and looked it over. It was one of the “bone seeds” received as an exploration reward, and it… well, it literally just looked like a very tiny bone. Kind of like a chicken drumstick in shape, but all bone and no meat. And it was smaller than a fingernail.

	“Going by the name of these things… I guess they’re just going to grow into bones? I wonder if they’d still have green. Or if they’d even count as plants. I’m not going to be surprised if they end up being literal bones sticking up out of the ground. But, if it can be planted, I’m going to plant it.”

	I looked at Valkyria.

	She frantically waved her barrel from side to side.

	“But what if I can grow you into a tank flower? And what if you drop tank seeds that grow into more tank flowers?”

	That frantic movement was replaced by a feeling of… jealousy?

	“What, don’t want there to be any other tanks around?”

	She hesitated for a moment before slowly nodding her barrel up and down.

	“Don’t worry. You’re the only tank in this universe, and you can keep being the only tank.”

	Her barrel drooped low like somebody slouching their shoulders while sighing. Then I felt that she was curious about something again, but she was just curious in general rather than about any specific thing.

	“You can ask me anything you want,” I told her while making some small holes in the dirt for the bone seeds. “I wonder what would happen if you gave bone meal to bone seeds…”

	It took Valkyria a few moments to think of a topic she wanted to ask me about. When she did finally think of something, though, it made me pause for a moment.

	“You want to know about my family?”

	She nodded her barrel while giving me a feeling that let me know I didn’t have to if I wasn’t comfortable talking about them.

	“It’s fine. Where should I begin?”

	Valkyria’s curiosity wanted me to tell her everything from the beginning.

	“Alright, then I’ll start from the start. Thinking about it… nobody but Vala knows about my family. I told her all about my life back when we played games together. So, congrats. You’re going to be the second ever person, and the first ever tank, who gets to know about my life.”

	I could feel the pride and excitement radiating off of her.

	“So, let’s see. I guess you could say my life was pretty normal. I was just some kid who had a mom and dad. Used to live next door to my grandparents who would babysit me every now and then. Our holidays were always spent together as a big, happy family. Uh… it’s kind of hard to talk about this sort of thing in general. Not because I’m uncomfortable, but because I just don’t know what to talk about.”

	Fortunately, Valkyria gave me the feeling to expand on my parents.

	“Alright. My dad was a programmer. Worked at home for some major tech company and only ever had to go into work a few times a month for special meetings, so he was almost always home. He made enough money to support us on his own, so my mom stayed home with him and spent all her time in the garden. I always loved helping her. Though, sometimes I felt like she loved that garden more than me or my dad. She was the kindest, sweetest, most caring woman you could ever meet… until it came to her plants. Some kids kicked a ball into our backyard once and it ruined some of her flowers. She was about to beat the crap out of them until me and my dad did our best to hold her back. Never heard somebody shout so many profanities and threaten death to kids before as much as she did. Then there was one day where we found a squirrel in the garden. She brought home a shotgun an hour later. Don’t even get me started on the amount of poison traps she had set up around the place. I’m pretty sure she would have surrounded our yard with landmines if it wasn’t, you know, extremely illegal.”

	The landmines comment must have triggered something within Valkyria since she shook her barrel from side to side again while giving me the feeling that they were bad.

	“Don’t worry, there were no landmines and I’ll make sure we never place any here.”

	I felt relief from her. Given that she served in an actual war before, I couldn’t even begin to imagine what sort of experiences she had with those sorts of things. Part of me was curious and wanted to ask, but I wasn’t about to ask a veteran to relive any potential PTSD for me. So, instead, I moved on.

	“My dad was a huge nerd, by the way. He played video games ever since he was a kid and we had a room full of all his systems. He kept every console, computer, controller, and game he ever owned in his entire life. That room was like a museum of video game history. Unfortunately, it burned down and he lost it all. Went to plug in one of his old consoles, it started a fire, and it turned out that our fire extinguisher was expired. Thankfully, the firefighters got there to put the fire out before it burned down our entire house, but not before it could destroy everything in the room. We learned to always make sure our fire extinguishers weren’t expired after that.”

	Valkyria sent me an apologetic feeling.

	“It’s fine. Anyways… this is where it gets depressing. That was kind of the beginning of a downward spiral.”

	Valkyria let me know that I could stop, but I could tell that she was curious still.

	“It’s fine. I honestly don’t mind talking about it. Everything that happened is in the past. So, if you want to know, I promise I don’t mind telling you about it.”

	While she figured out what she wanted, I finished planting the bone seeds. There were a couple dozen of them I tried to evenly spread out in a circle around Valkyria, creating a new ring of flowers that would surround the previous rings.

	The first few rings of flowers were all pretty generic. Red, blue, yellow—just various different flowers that were always in bloom. Then there were some unique flowers around those. First were the rainbow flowers, then the chocolate marshmallow flowers, then there was a ring of death flowers that were still in the process of growing, and now there were the bone seeds planted around those. Basically, I was growing all the different seeds I received from explorations in rings around her.

	The chocolate marshmallow flowers were especially popular with the bees.

	Finally, Valkyria gave in to her curiosity and let me know that she wanted me to continue, so I did.

	“Alright,” I said. “Then let’s just jump straight into the depressing stuff by saying that my mom died. Turned out that she had a tumor growing in her brain that couldn’t be safely removed. It completely changed how she acted. Made her tear up her garden, she got violent toward my dad, kept on forgetting who I was… all it took was a single tumor to completely change her. But that only lasted for a couple of months. The tumor grew to the point where she couldn’t function on her own anymore and needed hospitalized. Wasn’t long after that we had to make a decision to either let her die or perform a surgery to try and remove her tumor, that would most likely leave her damaged for life and would probably never return to her normal self. I wanted them to do the surgery… but my dad and grandparents agreed that they could see it in her eyes. She couldn’t say it, but they told me that her eyes made it obvious she wanted to die. So, we let her die. My grandma followed a few months later. She already had poor health and my mom dying stressed her out enough to do her in. Then, like a chain reaction, my grandpa followed. My dad told me that he died from heartbreak.”

	What I felt from Valkyria after that was a combination of panicked apologies and wanting to know what happened to my dad, hoping that he was alright.

	“It all broke him. I guess, in a way, you could say that we stopped caring about each other. Most people usually assume that once you go through something like that together, you’ll be even closer and have an even tighter bond. Instead, it just… drove us apart. He wanted to cling to what he used to have and used work to distract him from reality. I wanted to move on and pick up after those we lost. We coped in different ways and stopped spending any time together. When he joined me on the couch one night, he let me know that he was going to leave, and I wasn’t surprised. Didn’t feel bad, either. I expected that. He let me know that he would make sure I was taken care of by sending me money and that, if I ever needed anything, I could always go to him for help. I was fourteen at the time. Kind of messed up in retrospect, but I didn’t think there was anything wrong with it. Anyways, I only took his money until I turned eighteen and then I decided to finish the job by severing ties with him. Got a job, my own phone plan, a new place—I became independent and neither of us knew how to contact the other anymore. So, there you go. That’s everything there is to know about my family.”

	I looked over at Luca in the distance being carried on Lavi’s shoulders while they chased Delphi and Cami.

	“I didn’t think there was anything wrong with my dad wanting to leave, but ever since Luca… I’ve realized that my dad was kind of an asshole. I look at Luca and can’t imagine ever abandoning her no matter what. There’s no way that I would ever be alright with just leaving her life and sending her money to make sure she does the bare minimum of surviving. How does somebody just… leave their kid like that?”

	Valkyria did something she never did before.

	She made a demand of me.

	She demanded that I come closer.

	So, I did. “What’s up?” I asked her.

	Then she demanded that I climb on top of her front, so I did. When she ordered me to sit down with my back against the front of her turret next to her barrel, I did. I was curious about where she was going with all of that.

	And then, once I was sitting next to her barrel against her turret, she brought her barrel down against me to tuck me between it and her turret as best she could.

	It was already obvious what she was trying to do before she gave me a feeling to explain it.

	She wanted to hug me.

	She wanted to comfort me.

	I placed one hand on top of her barrel to rub it and said, “Thanks, but I told you that it’s alright. The past is the past. I don’t feel anything when I talk about that stuff anymore, though I think I cried a few times back in the day talking to Vala about it. Except it was over text, so she never knew I was crying.”

	Valkyria let me know that I could cry.

	But I shook my head. “I know I could around any of you, but I don’t have anything to cry about. Why would I waste my emotions on the past when I’ve got all of you to spend my emotions on in the present? My mom is dead. My grandparents are dead. They’re never coming back and I already cried over that before. My dad is off being a selfish asshole somewhere who only wanted to send me money to not have a guilty conscious. Instead of feeling bad about any of that, I’d rather focus on the positive things I’ve got going on. I’ve got a bunch of girlfriends, a daughter, and a private universe where I don’t have to worry about anything other than having a fun time together with everybody. Plus I feel like it’d be an insult to feel upset over the past when I could be enjoying the present with you instead. Why feel bad over people who aren’t even around anymore when I can feel happy with the ones who are still around? You included.”

	Valkyria might have been the one telling me that it was alright to cry, but she was the one who ended up crying instead. Or at least, it felt like she was crying.

	“Never met a tank who’s a crybaby before. I guess emotional stuff gets to you?”

	She nodded her barrel before tucking it back against me even harder than before.

	“Also, I’ve got to be honest. I was trying to hold back… but, if you’re comfortable, I’d like to hear about your past sometime. But seriously, if it makes you even slightly uncomfortable, you don’t have to say anything. I know you’ve probably been through a lot, so I don’t want to bring up any negative emotions or anything that might be buried.”

	I thought she might at least feel hesitant about it, but no. Rather, I felt pride from her. Her emotions felt as if she wanted to talk about her past—like she wanted to proudly tell the stories from her youth.

	“I guess you’ll have to tell me then when we get you an actual voice. I figure that you’re probably going to turn into a cute girl as soon as we have your body fully restored. That kind of seems to be the theme around here. Dogs turning into girls. Honey badgers turning into girls. The bees, cows, and giant slime are probably going to turn into girls. Cats turning into girls—well, Clawdia was already a girl before I met her, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she started off as a cat. Oh, and informational status windows being turned into girls. Yeah, I think it’s safe to assume that you’re going to turn into a girl. Then I’ll get to treat you like a proper girlfriend since it’s kind of hard to do anything romantic with you right now.”

	I felt panic from her.

	“What? You’re surprised I’m already counting you as a girlfriend?”

	She nodded her barrel.

	“I mean, everybody basically is. Except Lake. Unless you don’t want me to think of you as a girlfriend.”

	She shook her barrel from side to side so quickly that she almost whacked me in the head with it.

	“Careful there. I’ll keep counting you as my girlfriend as long as you don’t give me any brain injuries.” I grabbed onto her barrel and pulled it back down against me, keeping my arms wrapped around it. “You might be a bit too big for a normal hug, but at least I can hug this part of you.”

	I got the feeling that she was crying again.

	“You really are a crybaby, aren’t you?”

	She slightly nodded her barrel, making sure not to nod it too much so that I could keep hugging it.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	
		
				Drake… something… something unbelievable has happened…

		

	

	 

	I couldn’t even walk over to the church in peace. “What happened now?”

	
		
				I was on the internet, and… and… I discovered… that… that… insects… they don’t… they don’t have hair. Even fluffy moths and bees, which I thought had fur… they don’t. All they have is chitin. Their “hair” is a lie! It’s not even hair! It’s basically just scales that are as soft as hair and that look like hair!

		

	

	 

	“Isn’t that good enough? If it looks and feels like the real thing, who cares?”

	
		
				I DO! AND SHOULDN’T YOU? YOU’RE THE ONE OBSESSED WITH FLUFF. HOW DOES IT FEEL TO KNOW THE FLUFF OF THE BEES IS A LIE?

		

	

	 

	“One, bees are perfect beings without flaw or sin. Two, a true lover of fluff does not care what the fluff is made out of. All a fluff lover cares about is that there is fluff. A fluffy blanket or pillow. A fluffy head of hair. A fluffy dog or cat belly. The only thing that matters is that the fluff exists. How it exists is not a concern. Even if the fluff is only a hologram that can’t even be touched, it could still be looked at and appreciated.”

	
		
				So, basically, what you’re saying is that you have no standards.

		

	

	 

	“What I’m saying is that I have the only standards that matter. A true fluff lover isn’t going to judge on the medium nor type of fluff. All that matters is that there is fluff. Now, fluff elitists would care. A fluff elitist might tell you that it’s not real fluff unless it’s made of genuine hair. Or maybe they’ll demand a certain amount of fluffiness. Or they’ll say that you have to be able to pet the fluff for it to count. But nobody likes an elitist and all of those statements are objectively wrong. All that matters is that the fluff exists.”

	
		
				Next you’re going to say something like “it’s the fluff on the inside that matters.”

		

	

	 

	“Of course it is.”

	
		
				Of course it is.

		

	

	 

	“One might not be able to grow fluff on the outside, so what are they going to do? Should they be rejected a life of fluff simply because they cannot grow any? That’s stupid. One, they could wear fluffy clothes, but that’s not important right now. Two, what’s actually important is that they are fluffy on the inside. Look at Delphi. Her personality on the inside is nothing but pure fluff. Even if she was bald and didn’t have a single hair on her body, she would still be fluffy by the nature of her personality—no, by the nature of her very soul.”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“There is only one question that truly perplexes lovers of fluff to this day.”

	
		
				Should I be scared of what that is?

		

	

	 

	“Is the universe itself fluffy?”

	
		
				Wha—

		

	

	 

	“Is reality fluffy? Are the laws of existence fluffy? If they are, then one could argue that everything is fluffy.”

	
		
				IF EVERYTHING IS FLUFFY THEN NOTHING IS FLUFFY

		

	

	 

	“Wrong, Window. If everything is fluffy, everything is fluffy.”

	
		
				YOU ARE LITERALLY A MADMAN WHO HAS NO IDEA WHAT HE’S TALKING ABOUT AT THIS POINT AND IS JUST TRYING TO SOUND PHILOSOPHICAL ABOUT FLUFF WHEN THERE IS NOTHING TO BE PHILOSOPHICAL ABOUT

		

	

	 

	“Fluff is the underlying truth of reality. Those who understand this are those who can bend reality to their will. To understand fluff is to understand the meaning of life. It is to understand the origin of everything. Can’t you see that, Window?”

	
		
				No, Drake, I cannot. I cannot see the inner delusions of your mind.
I can break the fourth wall. I can acknowledge things that no fictional character should ever acknowledge. I can make fun of plot holes. I can read your mind through the power of reading the narration. I can create an unlimited amount of waifus. I can be the best informational status window to ever exist.
But I can’t understand how delusional you are.

		

	

	 

	“Alright, then let’s see if you can understand this. Are you ready?”

	
		
				Please, no.

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to say it.”

	
		
				THINK ABOUT THE CONSEQUENCES OF YOUR ACTIONS

		

	

	 

	“Oh, I am.”

	
		
				CAN’T YOU JUST NOT BE A VILLAIN FOR ONE—

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“I love you, Window.”

	
		
				…

		

	

	 

	“You’re irreplaceable to me, even if you don’t have any fluff.”

	
		
				YOU DON’T HAVE TO RUIN IT BY SAYING SOMETHING LIKE THAT

		

	

	 

	“You’re blushing so hard that I can’t even read what your text says.”

	
		
				AHEM.
I… I love you too.
Don’t just say it out of nowhere like that, geez… you have to give me a warn—

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				CEASE AND DESIST GOOD SIR

		

	

	 

	“You have nice boobs when you’re in your human form.”

	
		
				…
really
that’s what you follow up wi—

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				HYTRESHETGRESDHTER STOP IT WIGH RTBEI THEI GREAIGREGVRHWEBKJIAGRKEJSADUGBRWEA
STOP IT WITH THE EMOTIONAL WHIPLASH
PLEASE
I AM BEGGING YOU
EITHER GO FULL STUPID OR FULL LOVEY DOVEY
DON’T KEEP ON JUMPING BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN THEM
YOU ARE GOING TO MAKE ME, LITERALLY, EXPLODE

		

	

	 

	“So, what you’re saying is that I can upgrade my skill where I throw you into a skill where I throw you and then you explode?”

	
		
				ABSOLUTELY NOT
AND YOU SHOULD BE ALL, “OH NO, PLEASE DON’T EXPLODE, I—”

		

	

	 

	“—love you.”

	Window exploded.

	 

	Finally making it to the church, I—

	
		
				DON’T JUST MOVE ON AND SKIP TO MAKING IT TO THE CHURCH AFTER I EXPLODE

		

	

	 

	I sighed and looked at Window with defeated eyes. “Window, please. I’m just trying to go through all my coins. Making you explode was supposed to buy me a chance.”

	
		
				YOU DIDN’T EVEN BOTHER DESCRIBING MY EXPLOSION
DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH EFFORT I PUT INTO MAKING MYSELF EXPLODE LIKE A MINIATURE NUKE?
THAT WAS EPIC
AND YOU DIDN’T EVEN DESCRIBE IT
YOU KNOW WHAT, FINE
IF YOU WANT SOMETHING DONE RIGHT, YOU HAVE TO DO IT YOURSELF.
Ahem.
Suddenly, Window exploded. A chain reaction within her rectangular body was set off that tore her to shreds, sending fragments of informational status window flying in every direction. A blinding flash of light and an intense shockwave immediately followed that—
ATTWRWDESHDBTREWSW AT LEAST LET ME FINISH DESCRIBING BEFORE YOU GO INTO THE CHURCH

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				THAT’S—THAT’S NOT GOING TO WORK ON ME, I’M ALREADY IMMUNE

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				SERIOUSLY IT WON’T WORK

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				St-stop it…

		

	

	 

	“I love you.”

	
		
				GEEZ FINE OKAY YOU CAN GO IN THE CHURCH

		

	

	 

	Finally, I was able to actually do what I was planning on doing and stepped into the church. Well, it was probably more accurate to call it a chapel. Churches were usually bigger and this chapel was pretty small. It was like the size of an overpriced apartment in a major city that advertised being for three to five people but was only big enough for one or two at most.

	Then there was the donation box… which was literally just a slot machine for me to burn my gold coins with.

	“Alright. Let’s get it over with,” I said… and then remembered I didn’t actually bring the gold coins with me.

	Fortunately, there was a solution to that.

	“Window,” I said.

	
		
				what.

		

	

	 

	“Can you please magically teleport all of the gold coins to here?”

	
		
				beg.

		

	

	 

	“Never mind. I’ll go get them myself.”

	
		
				COME ON JUST GIVE ME SOMETHING AFTER THE TORTURE YOU’VE BEEN PUTTING ME THROUGH
I’LL EVEN DO THAT ONE THING FOR YOU THAT YOU REALLY LIKE THE NEXT TIME WE… WE DO THINGS
JUST PLEASE GIVE ME ONE VICTORY

		

	

	 

	“You have to wear overalls, too.”

	
		
				FINE. I’LL—I’LL WEAR THEM.
What am I getting myself into for the sake of victory…

		

	

	 

	“Alright. Window, please. I’m begging you from the bottom of my heart. Teleport the gold here so that I can save five minutes of time from carrying it all over here.”

	
		
				You’re really not any good at this begging stuff. Where’s all the emotion in your voice? You sound like a robot. That’s Cami’s thing.
Heh. Her ears just twitched from being talked about.
WAIT.
DRAKE.
LET’S SCIENCE THIS.

		

	

	 

	Apparently moving on from the begging, Window created a display that showed a live video of Cami.

	
		
				TRY SAYING SOMETHING ABOUT HER

		

	

	 

	“Cami’s cute,” I said.

	Cami’s ears twitched and she looked around for a moment.

	
		
				Cami is super cute.

		

	

	 

	Her ears twitched again, causing her to look slightly confused.

	“This almost feels cruel, but Cami is too cute to stop.”

	Surely enough, her ears twitched once more.

	
		
				NEXT

		

	

	 

	The video switched over to Delphi. There was an immediate feeling of it being… different when looking at Delphi. In both cases, the video showed them slightly from above.

	There wasn’t really anything to look at when it came to watching Cami from above.

	But when it came to watching Delphi from above… with how much larger she was…

	
		
				Drake… where are you looking?

		

	

	 

	“Don’t act like I’m the only one looking there,” I said. “It’s impossible not to look there. It’s Delphi we’re talking about.”

	Delphi’s ears twitched.

	
		
				So, instead of somebody sneezing when they’re being talked about, their ears twitch. In that case…

		

	

	 

	The video swapped over to Vala.

	“Vala is cute,” I said, keeping it simple since that was enough for the others.

	Vala’s ears twitched… and then she looked directly at us through the video and said, “No you.”

	“Window… I think we’re busted.”

	
		
				How… how can she detect my invisible camera?!

		

	

	 

	Vala stuck her tongue before poking the invisible camera, causing it to go offline and making the display disappear.

	“Well, at least we discovered that ears twitch whenever somebody is being talked about,” I said. “But now I’m curious… what happens to you when you’re talked about behind your back?”

	
		
				I can’t be talked about behind my back because I’m always aware of everything, so hah.

		

	

	 

	“We’ll see. Anyways, gold, please.”

	
		
				Alright, alright.

		

	

	 

	A pile of gold coins appeared next to me, letting me finally play the slots to unlock more… well, I had no idea what I was going to unlock. It could be new seeds, new items or recipes, total junk, or maybe the final upgrade needed for Valkyria.

	The first thing to come out of the slot machine was… a rolled-up piece of paper.

	Unrolling the piece of paper revealed that it was a blueprint for a building. I expected it to be some sort of tower, but it wasn’t. Instead, it was a blueprint for… a movie theater.

	
		
				Sweet. Now we can have movie dates!

		

	

	 

	I imagined me and everybody else going to watch a movie together and couldn’t exactly see that as anything like a date. Maybe if I only went with one girlfriend at a time, but why take one when I could take all of them?

	Though, I could always go with only one of them to spend special time with her if she ever doesn’t feel like she’s getting enough attention.

	But I also doubted anybody would ever feel that way considering just how many people were around to spend time with.

	Next attempt.

	The next thing to come out of the slot machine was… a tiny, stuffed version of Vala.

	
		
				CHIBI VALA PLUSHIE GET

		

	

	 

	I held the adorably-sized Vala in front of my face and asked, “Will it grow into another Vala if I plant her?”

	
		
				DO YOU NOT UNDERSTAND HOW RARE OF A COLLECTIBLE THAT IS? YOU CAN’T JUST PLANT IT! I WILL TAKE IT FROM YOU IF YOU EVEN THINK ABOUT DOING THAT.

		

	

	 

	“It’s just a question. One Vala is enough for me.”

	Next attempt.

	A large, gold coin popped out of the machine.

	
		
				Oooh! That’s a new weapon enhancement item! If you apply it to a weapon, it makes enemies defeated with that weapon drop more coins! More coins means more gacha!

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to plant it.”

	
		
				My immediate reaction is to all-caps at you not to.
But… what if…
It grows into a money tree?
What if we can literally grow money on trees?
But wait, shouldn’t planting the gold coins themselves be enough for that?

		

	

	 

	“Sounds like it’s time for some horticultural science. I’ll plant the big coin and then a ring of normal coins around it.”

	
		
				I can already imagine it… a forest of gold… unlimited gacha rolls…

		

	

	 

	Next.

	A single rock came out of the machine.

	
		
				Crazy idea, but you’ve got me thinking about creating new stuff by planting stupid things. What if you turn the rock into a pet rock and then plant it? Could it grow into an actual pet? Like, imagine if it grows into a rocky dog pet! Rock, the rock dog!

		

	

	 

	“How would a dog made out of rock even work? That makes no sense, even for this world.”

	
		
				Hmm… yeah, I guess you’re right. Okay, move on.

		

	

	 

	The next item to come out was… a lance. A lance with a fluffy handle. Like the kind of lance used in jousting, but with fluff.

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

		

	

	 

	“That… sounds like an extremely good tower to get,” I said. “Not to mention that… if it’s home to rams… rams are… fluffy. And if it gets upgraded, that means there’s going to be a fluffy ram girl…”

	
		
				EXACTLY

		

	

	 

	“I’m getting way too many girlfriends, but I have no intention of stopping.”

	
		
				Spoken like a true harem protagonist.
Actually, a real harem protagonist would have no idea the girls like him and probably be some bumbling kid too afraid to even be alone in a room with a girl.
As much as I hate to admit it… you’re kind of… cooler than that.

		

	

	 

	“Love you, too.”

	
		
				Greasdgrtewsad
I hate u
But ur lucky that I love u 2

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	Nothing else interesting was won from the church’s gacha machine. However, something interesting did happen after the final attempt that rewarded me a few logs as a reward.

	Dramatic fanfare played as miniature fireworks shot out from the sides of the gambling machine. Once they were all done with, a message popped up that read— 

	
		
				I’ll handle this.
Ahem.
 
Congratulations! Thanks to your continued contributions to the Church of RNGesus, enough money has been saved (and not taxed!) to upgrade the church! A new machine will be available the next time you visit that costs more to play but will offer even greater rewards! And if you continue burning your—we mean, donating your money to a wonderful cause, then we might even have enough to hire an assistant! And who knows! Maybe that assistant will even come with a tower! And seeing as how she would be an assistant to a church, it’s probably pretty easy to figure out what kind of fetishes she’d be playing into!
Because let’s be real here, otherwise it would be like an anime having a religion in it without having cute nun girls in it. What’s the point? Seriously! So, if you want your own cute nun girl today, keep on giving us money!

		

	

	 

	“I feel like that went from being somewhat… normal, as normal as anything involving this world can be, to promoting mail-order brides via church donations,” I said, having no idea how I was supposed to actually feel about that.

	
		
				Don’t blame me. All I did was read the message. I’m not the one who wrote it.

		

	

	 

	“Then who did?”

	
		
				Huh. Now that I think about it… I actually have no idea.

		

	

	 

	“How do you not know?”

	
		
				By not knowing.

		

	

	 

	“It’s been a while since I’ve thrown you.”

	Window vanished, reminding me that, if I wanted to throw her, I needed to just go and do it without implying doing it or even thinking about it.

	But just as quickly as she vanished, somebody else arrived and put her hands over my eyes before asking, “Guess who?” in a voice that clearly sounded like somebody trying to make their voice deeper to make it unrecognizable.

	The mysterious eye coverer wasn’t as mysterious as she thought. “Vala,” I answered.

	There was silence for a few moments before she said anything else. “Wha-what makes you so sure I’m Vala? Maybe I’m Delphi! Or… uh… Lake!”

	“Lake wouldn’t do this and Delphi isn’t tall enough. You, Vala, are the only one who could cover my eyes like this without touching any other part of me since you can use your wings to hover behind me. Also, your hands have orange powder on them and smell like cheap snacks. Nobody else is that stereotypical of a gaming gremlin.”

	“A—a gaming gremlin?! When—when did I get downgraded to a gremlin?! That’s even worse than being called a lizard!”

	I grabbed her hand and brought it in front of my mouth to lick some of the snack dust off her fingers. “Just as I thought.”

	“Whe-when did you get so bold?! Not that I mind… but… it’s embarrassing when you grab me and start licking me all of a sudden… at least warn me first.”

	“What if I say no?”

	“Then… then… I—I don’t know, but I don’t know if my heart could handle it…”

	I turned around and grabbed Vala by her waist to bring her close enough for our faces to be right in front of one another. “Let’s find out if it can.”

	Vala’s eyes widened before she shook her head and flew away. “I-I’m serious! My heart feels like it’s going to explode! When did you become so smooth?! You—you must not be gaming enough! The lack of gaming is turning you into some smooth normie! You need more vidya in your life to dorkify you so that my heart doesn’t get overwhelmed!”

	“You’ve noticed it, too?”

	“H-huh?”

	“I’ve been smoother lately.”

	“You’re even self-aware about it… what kind of Chad are you turning into?!”

	“I have a theory about it. I think that I’ve fully embraced that nothing needs to make sense and that nothing bad will ever happen. That means I can act however I want and things will work out and I never need to worry looking stupid. Because I don’t have to worry about looking stupid, I can try to be confident and smooth without fear of failure, which in turn makes me into somebody who is actually confident around his multiple girlfriends and capable of being smooth without even really trying to be. I look at you and I think, ‘I want to make her flustered and love me even more,’ and then I do it. I don’t think about how to. I don’t think about what might happen if I mess up. All I do is… it. I go for it. No doubt involved. No questions asked. For example, I can look at your lips and tell you that I want to kiss you right now. I can look at your thighs and tell you that I want to feel them squeezing around my head like that one time when we were walking in the forest and you were sitting on my shoulders. I can imagine you wearing overalls with some dirt on your face and say that I want to—”

	“My heart! Stop! I need to make you so immersed in games that you forget what it’s like to be confident! I’ll give you a bunch of waifu collecting games so that you forget how to talk to real women!”

	“I’ll never forget how to talk to you, Vala.”

	“Even that was smooth?!”

	I positioned myself so that I would be facing her with my side as I ran a hand through my hair from front to back, stopping it at the back of my head while gazing into her eyes. “I can even do something that looks this stupid with full confidence. I learned this pose when one of the guys in Honey’s games did it.”

	“You can even do sexy anime boy poses that nobody does in reality outside of in modeling magazines where they’re overly dramatic?!”

	I pointed a finger gun at her and fired it with a wink. “Exactly.”

	Vala placed her hands over her heart and almost acted like she was hyperventilating. “This isn’t fair! This is way too OP! You’re too OP! You—you’re using fanservice against me! I’m supposed to be the lazy gaming dragon GF who gives you fanservice! My sheer existence is supposed to be fanservice! But how can I compete with you?! How am I supposed to compete with somebody so grossly incandescent?!”

	“Accept it, Vala. I am the fanservice.”

	“No… no! I refuse!” Vala used her wings to lift herself a few feet higher into the air. “It’s over, Drake! I have the high ground!”

	“You underestimate my power, Vala.”

	“That may be… in which case, there’s only one way we can settle this!”

	“Bring it on.”

	“Fanservice competition!”

	Vala snapped her fingers. The next thing I knew, we were taken over to the stage set up for the concert that the dog sisters gave us in their idol costumes. Everybody was there, too. Only, there was a new addition in the form of a table meant for a judging panel in front of the stage, and there were three judges sitting at said table all looking equally confused.

	On the left was Tabitha, the beaver forewoman wearing a business suit with glasses.

	In the middle was Lake, who looked like she was either half asleep or drunk.

	On the right was… a random dog from one of the towers.

	Then, above the stage was a sign that read, “IDK’s Got Fanservice!”

	It was clear what was happening.

	We were about to have a genuine fanservice competition.

	 

	Vala explained the rules to everybody. To summarize them, we’d each have a minute to give fanservice to the judges. Whoever got the highest score won. If there was a tie, those who were tied would take turns doing different fanservice-y things until the judges could choose a winner.

	And because it was Vala’s idea in the first place, that meant she already knew exactly what she wanted to do and wanted to go first. So, we let her.

	The rest of us waited in the audience behind the judges while Vala stepped onto the stage. Immediately after, she snapped her fingers to summon a bed, lazily climbed up on top of it, and then looked at the judges with sleepy, loving eyes. “Do you really have to go?” she asked with a sad tone, holding out a hand toward them, “I know how important work is, but… can’t you come and cuddle for just a couple of minutes? Please? I’m going to miss you all day… and I need a hug from you to give me energy to survive…” She got on all fours so that we could see her tail anxiously swaying in the air behind her. “Please? If… if you cuddle for just a little bit… I’ll do whatever you want when you come home. We can even—”

	The timer buzzed which meant her time was up, causing her to click her tongue and flop onto the bed. A floating camera then went in front of the judges to show them on the stage’s screen.

	The dog was up first. They barked several times, paused, tapped their chin, sniffed their paw, licked their paw, and then barked again before pressing a button on the table in front of them that showed their opinion in the form of a number between one and ten. The dog gave Vala… a four.

	“O-only a four?!” Vala shouted. “But I was so cute! And clingy! I thought people love clingy girlfriends who try and get in the way of them and work because of how much she loves them?!”

	The dog let out a sigh and shook their head.

	Tabitha was next, nodding with the dog and pressing the button to show Vala a two.

	“That’s even worse!” Vala whined.

	Then there was Lake. “Vala.”

	“He-hey, Lake, you understand, don’t you? You—”

	“I don’t really understand what ‘fanservice’ is, but even I can tell that what you did doesn’t count. If I was dating you and supposed to be attracted to what I saw, I wouldn’t be. All that would have done is apply pressure and feel like a guilt trip when I have a stressful day of work ahead of me, and offering to do whatever I want upon my return sounds manipulative. If you were to truly ‘service’ me, I would want to wake up to a warm pot of coffee waiting for me, a handwritten note saying how much you love me and that you hope I have a nice day at work, and the sight of you sleeping in bed still so that I can have the morning to myself for some peace and quiet before leaving.”

	Vala looked like she had a sword stabbed through her heart after that.

	“If I could give you negative points, I would. You only get a one from me.” Lake pressed the button and confirmed her words, showing a one on the display.

	Vala’s total score was only seven out of a potential thirty.

	Personally, I would have given her an eight. I honestly just felt bad for her after seeing the horribly low score she got. It almost made me want to throw the competition just so that she could have a higher score than me and I could let her have the win…

	But there was only one person I would purposely let win, and that was my daughter. Nobody else deserved mercy.

	A team of beavers and dogs then helped to push Vala and her bed off of the stage to make room for the next contestant: Cami.

	Apparently, all any of us had to do to set the scene was snap our fingers because half of a kitchen showed up when Cami did that. She then picked up a bowl full of what looked like cake batter and mixed it with a whisk, walked around, and very obviously forced herself to trip and fall. Falling caused the batter, which was thick and white, to get all over her face and chest. Then, with a face suggestively covered in white batter, she looked at the judges and said, “You surprised me,” in her usual monotone voice. “Sorry. I wanted to surprise you… but I’m not good at this. It’s my first time trying to make a cake and now it’s ruined… but… we can’t let the batter go to waste… so you can lick it off me?”

	Her time was up and the judging began.

	The dog gave her a six. Tabitha, a five.

	Then Lake’s analysis began. “You started off strong. A girl doing her best in the kitchen to surprise her lover with a freshly baked cake, only to endearingly fumble and mess up. There is a strong appeal there. However, your acting failed to sell the performance. I understand there is some appeal in the monotone talking, but you need to play to your strengths if you intend on talking like that. Your dialogue was better suited for somebody who is bubbly and playful, such as the one with blue hair.” She didn’t even know Delphi’s name, apparently. “What you should have done was act like nothing was wrong and try to go back to finishing your task while assuring us that it would be alright. Like a robot who doesn’t know failure and only knows to keep on trying to complete her task no matter what. You get a five.”

	As it turned out, Lake was… actually a really serious judge. She wasn’t taking her role lightly despite us interrupting her out of nowhere for it.

	That being said, Cami’s final score was a sixteen. More than twice of Vala’s. I would have given it a seven, probably.

	Lavi went on stage next. While I expected a fanservice competition to be something that would fluster her, she seemed anything but. Instead… she was completely in character as she snapped her fingers and dropped to her knee. Unlike the others who spawned props with their finger snaps, Lavi’s snap made her look all cut up and bleeding as if she just suffered through an intense battle. She then looked at the judges and asked, “Are… are you alright? Fufu… good. I… I don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to you. You are my reason to fight. Without knowing that your smile is waiting for me at the end of the darkest of nights, I wouldn’t be able to restrain the demon in my arm. I would lose myself in rage and darkness. But as long as I have you to serve as a guiding light… I promise to survive. I promise that I will never lose, and I will never let anything bad happen to you. You understand? Even if it means tearing apart this world with my own two hands, I will rend apart reality itself to protect you.”

	Tabitha was first and gave it a five after shrugging. Next was the dog who rated it a seven before barking and saluting for some reason.

	And then we came to Lake again. “Heh. As expected from you. A woman who shares my heart and understands that the battlefield is one where true love blossoms. There are few places more romantic than a field of death surrounded by the corpses of our enemies. To know that you put your body through such harm in order to protect me, how could I not feel serviced? The only problem is how overly dramatic you were for your wounds. You look like you only suffered light scratches and scrapes, yet you sounded as if you lost a limb or eye, were on the verge of death, and so on. Your acting doesn’t match the damage your body has taken. Of course, I would not expect you to cut an arm off for the sake of a performance, but you should have taken that into consideration as it ruined my immersion. Instead, I believe you should have taken the cool and confident approach. You should have acted like it was no big deal and that you didn’t even feel anything. That would have worked with your appearance and not ruined my immersion. That being said, I will give you an eight. Somebody less experienced than me likely wouldn’t have their immersion ruined, so I am judging you based off that as I know very few living people will have any idea what true battle is like.”

	Lavi’s total score was twenty, putting her in the lead.

	I had no idea how the competition was going to turn out, but I did already have a plan to win over Lake.

	I was ready to show the world what it meant to truly give fanservice.

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	Unlike the others who were excited to go first, I knew to wait for my chance. The more girls who went before me, the better I could learn the judges’ tastes to maximize my fanservice capability.

	Clawdia was up next and I already knew that she wouldn’t impress Lake. I wasn’t sure about the other judges, though.

	Snapping her fingers to set the scene, she stood in a hallway behind an open door with nothing but an apron on as far as I could tell. Then, with bright red cheeks and a tail nervously swishing around behind her, she said, “I-it’s about time you’re home! I—I mean, it’s not like I’ve been waiting all day for you or anything! Stupid! Idiot! A-ah wait… that’s not what I was supposed to say. Um… a-anyways! Because you’re so useless and can’t take care of yourself, I guess I’ve got to do it for you! Wha-what do you want first? Dinner? A bath? Or—or maybe… it’s not like I want you to choose this one or anything, but… m-me?”

	The time was up and the moment of truth arrived.

	The dog judge was first. They gave her a nine, so that meant the dog must have really loved some cliché acting. Then there was Tabitha who gave Clawdia a five, so a pretty neutral score.

	As for Lake…

	“Why?” Lake asked. “What makes you think I want to be verbally abused the moment I come from? Do you really think anybody would be happy to hear that after a day of work? All that would do is make me wish that I stayed at work. Nobody wants somebody who plays hard to get. Even if it’s clear what your intentions are, not being able to be honest with your lover is not healthy for any relationship. The only way such an act would be acceptable is if we agreed upon it beforehand and it is a form of roleplay, but such context was not given. Even then, I would rather come home to somebody who acts the opposite of that. Similar to Vala, if I could give you a negative score, I would. You get a one.”

	I thought that Vala looked defeated after her score, but Clawdia looked even worse. It was as if her soul left her body and left her as nothing but an unfeeling husk on the stage.

	I really wasn’t sure what she was expecting. She must not have been paying attention to Lake’s previous rulings if she was that surprised and disappointed.

	Clawdia’s total score was fifteen.

	Honey went up next.

	When Honey snapped her fingers, she made it clear she was going for a route similar to Cami as she stood in a kitchen with an apron on over her normal clothes and her hair tied up in a ponytail as she pulled a loaf of bread out of the oven. Then she looked over her shoulder for a second, did a double take, and gasped. “You—you surprised me! I must have lost track of the time… but at least the bread is done! Would… would you like to have dinner now? I was thinking of setting up a charcuterie, but with freshly baked bread to go with it, too! But don’t worry, I got lots of meat and cheese to go with it! I just have to cut it up still. How about you go relax while I finish preparing this? Oh, wait! If… if it’s not a bother,” she paused to lean up on the tips of her toes and closed her eyes before kissing the air, “there! Heh… sorry for being so selfish, but I couldn’t resist kissing you.”

	That was a strong one. It made me want to stand where the air was so that I could receive her kiss.

	But was it strong enough for the judges?

	The dog gave her a seven. Tabitha gave her a seven, too.

	And like always, then there was Lake.

	“Much better,” Lake said. “A partner who is doing her best to prepare something for her lover without any bells and whistles beyond the food itself. Telling me that I’m welcome to go relax is also nice and would immediately help me after work. Though, when it comes to the kiss, you don’t need to apologize for being selfish. You’re working hard in your own way and there is nothing selfish about wanting a kiss after being away from your partner all day. But that aside, I have no issues with the presentation. It wasn’t exciting, but it didn’t need to be. Seven.”

	Straight sevens meant that Honey’s score was twenty-one, officially putting her in the lead by just a single point over Lavi.

	And now it was time for Delphi.

	Delphi went up on the stage and nervously looked around before scratching her cheek and saying, “A-ah… um… I don’t really know what I’m supposed to do. I’m not good at acting or anything… but, I’ll pretend that one of my masters is in front of me!” The way that Delphi squirmed around in her nervousness caused her breasts to move around, revealing that she had an ultimate fanservice weapon that nobody else except Window had in her human form, and that was big boobs. She provided fanservice simply by existing within our sight. “I love you! I’m really happy that I get to live here with you and everybody else! Every day is so fun and exciting with you! I would say that I never want to sleep because sleep means less time with you, but I dream about you and soup when I sleep, so it’s okay! Let’s have lots of fun together forever!” Even simply nodding after talking was enough to bounce her breasts a little.

	Cami was the one who looked defeated that time as she placed her hands over her chest and looked down at them with disappointment.

	I reached a hand out to pet her head and said, “All sizes are perfect.”

	“But some are more perfect than others,” Cami said.

	“Sounds to me like all I have to do is use yours until I drill it into your mind that yours are perfect as they are.”

	“That… might be nice.”

	While Cami blushed a little at the thought, the judging began.

	The dog was first and barked as loudly as he could before giving her a ten. Tabitha also clapped her paws and gave her an eight. So far, so good, and I couldn’t imagine Lake being disappointed by that. Delphi was genuine, loving, and had a body built for fanservice.

	Lake took a deep breath and said, “Your entire existence is fanservice. But, when everything you do and say is fanservice, nothing is. Simply acting like yourself is wonderful and your personality deserves a ten if we were rating personalities, but we’re rating fanservice. Fanservice is when one goes above and beyond to please their partner.”

	Didn’t she not even understand what fanservice was at the start of this?

	“Because this is a fanservice competition, I can only rate you a three.”

	Even though Delphi received a low score from the most critical of the judges, she still looked happy about it. “Oh! A three! I thought I did something wrong because the others gave me high numbers… but a three is good!”

	“Wait, why were you worried about those?”

	“Because the lower the number, the better you are! That’s why first place means you win and tenth place means you lose!”

	Lake, apparently not knowing of how Delphi could be sometimes, simply stared straight ahead with disbelief at the misunderstanding as Delphi walked off the stage with a wagging tail full of pride.

	With a total score of twenty-one, she became tied for first place with Honey.

	It was finally my time to shine.

	Or so I thought.

	I thought I was the last one to go up on the stage… but Window appeared on top of it in her human form instead.

	With a dramatic snap of her finger, she created a clone of herself and spawned a mannequin between them. One Window wrapped her arms around the mannequin’s left arm, pulling it between her breasts and the loose shirt she wore, while the other repeated the action but with the mannequin’s right arm. “This is a special treat just for today, you got that?” the left Window asked. “We’re only doing this because you’ve been working your hardest lately, and because you deserve having everybody jealous of you,” the right Window said. The two then took turns talking. “But… maybe I should make even more copies of myself. Only two of me isn’t enough to love you. You deserve so much love that even a million copies might not be enough. So, I might not be able to love you as much as you deserve… but I promise to do my best to love you with all my—gah! I can’t! I want to choke myself!”

	The timer ran out. The dog and Tabitha gave her a one each, as to be expected from how it ended.

	And I couldn’t imagine that Lake’s review would be much more generous.

	“You were on the way to an eight,” Lake said, “but… then you turned it into a ten.”

	Everybody, myself included and Window excluded, looked at Lake with shocked expressions.

	“Your attempt was a perfect example of somebody going above and beyond to provide service for their partner. Had you done so flawlessly, you would have received an eight. But, by breaking down and showing that it was so beyond what you were comfortable doing that it made you want to choke yourself, you boosted that to a ten. It showed your devotion to your partner. Clawdia got close to this concept, but she acted like her default personality is rude while her false personality was loving. You, however, never showed any sign of your true personality being borderline abusive. You just seemed like a normal girlfriend trying too hard and cringing at yourself, which is endearing in its own way. Between going above and beyond, and then revealing that you tried so hard that it made yourself uncomfortable to the point of no longer being able to handle it, you deserve a ten.”

	Lake’s logic sounded ridiculous when I first heard it, but as I thought about it… it made sense. Window acted like a girlfriend doing her best to make her boyfriend happy no matter how much she cringed at herself doing so to the point where she couldn’t handle it. She never said that she didn’t believe in all of it; she just cringed at herself for saying all of it. One could even assume that she was embarrassed by the sheer amount of love that she felt, which made her performance even better.

	And going by the smug look that Window had, that was planned from the start.

	Then, to shock everybody, the dog and Tabitha changed their ratings to an eight and seven respectively.

	That meant Window’s total score was up to twenty-five, safely landing her in first place.

	And I was the last one to go. After Window’s performance… I was in trouble. I was confident in winning Lake over, but I wasn’t so sure about winning the dog and Tabitha over.

	But as it turned out, I wasn’t next despite being the final contestant.

	The sound of somebody clearing their throat grabbed our attention and got us to look and see that it was none other than the zombie princess and her bat butler standing next to her.

	My hands were already reaching out for the thick fluff around the bat butler’s neck without realizing it. I was only snapped out of the fluff when Clawdia got between us and pointed a dramatic finger at them to ask, “What are you two doing here?! It’s nyot time for you yet!”

	“We… didn’t want… to be left… out,” the zombie queen said. “You’re… taking too long… to get to us…”

	The bat butler stepped up and nodded her head. “My queen has already dusted the manor several dozen times while waiting for your appearance. She has, numerous times now, dusted to the point of falling apart. Literally. Therefore, I suggested that we get out for a change of scenery and to hopefully fill her with a bit more… life. It should ghost without saying, but I determined that participating in your competition would be the wight decision.”

	“Stop with the puns!” Clawdia shouted. “That’s way too much!”

	“That’s what banshee said!” the bat butler shouted out as quickly as she could before clearing her throat.

	Clawdia groaned and turned to me to say, “I’m gagging her once she lives here.”

	“Lewd,” Vala said.

	“Not—not like that! There’s nyo way I’m gagging somebody like that before it happens to me, nya!” Clawdia’s cheeks turned red. “I-I mean…”

	“So… tsundere,” the zombie queen said.

	“Sh-shut up! Don’t you have a performance to do?! You came here for it, so go try! I bet you won’t do better than me!”

	The zombie queen nodded and shambled up the steps to the stage, tripping over the top step and falling onto the stage. The impact of falling caused her head to come loose and roll across the stage. Thankfully, the bat butler was there to pick the head up and rush to reattach it to the zombie queen before helping her up.

	With her head reattached, the zombie queen snapped her fingers, which made me fear that she might break one of them, and spawned what looked like the living room of a regal manor on the stage with a duster in her hand.

	“Of course she planned on dusting more,” the bat butler said before sighing. “I need to get her some hobbies…”

	Back to the zombie queen, she stood on the tips of her toes to dust the top of the fireplace for a few seconds before turning to look at the judges. With an even more monotone voice than Cami, she tilted her head to the point where her neck looked broken and said, “Welcome home… Master. I… missed you, but… I know how important… your work is. Please… allow me to help, you. I will… give you my hands tomorrow, so that… you can use them at work. They will… help you with whatever… tasks you have. And… in case you would… like to use more of me… you could hide my head in… a bag, and… use it whenever… you want.”

	The timer must have been extended to take her slow speech into consideration. That aside, she popped her head off from her neck and held it out with her lips parted and eyes shut, making a very clear implication that caused me to look around for Luca to make sure that she couldn’t see it. Thankfully, she was nowhere to be found.

	“What is with this perverted zombie?!” Clawdia shouted. “I’m supposed to be the perverted queen-turned-maid here! You’re stealing my tropes!”

	A sense of déjà vu hit me when I heard that. It was almost as if Clawdia complained about that exact same thing before.

	Regardless, while I was pretty disturbed about her detaching her head so easily… what she said got me thinking about carrying her head around in a bag and—

	Vala nudged me in the side with her elbow and asked, “Starting to see the appeal of detachable heads?” while wiggling her eyebrows.

	“Are all of these queens perverts?” I asked in response.

	“Well, because of how long it’s taking us to reach them, that means they get bored and have nothing to do but to browse the internet, and you know how people are when they’re bored on the internet…”

	“Then… do you mean that the longer it takes us to reach the queens, the more depraved they’re going to be?”

	“Well, not all of them are degenerates, but the ones who are degenerates… yeah, probably.”

	As for the judging, Tabitha went first and gave the zombie queen a six. The dog gave her a seven.

	Meanwhile, Lake looked conflicted. She stroked her chin while saying, “On one hand… you being a zombie implies that you’re cold because the undead typically are. Are you warm or cold?”

	The zombie queen put her head back on before taking a hand off and lazily throwing it over to the judging table. The hand then held up a peace sign while Lake cautiously poked it.

	“Right… warm. That’s good.”

	“But,” the zombie queen said, “I can… be cold… when it’s hot out. My body temperature… changes to be… whatever is best… for cuddling.”

	“I’m curious about how that works, but I know better than to question how anything works here. Alright. Knowing that your body is warm saves you from losing some points for always being cold.”

	Wouldn’t that be discrimination if you took points away for that?!

	“Your struggle with talking is annoying at first, but I can see it growing on me, so I won’t judge you for that, either. As for your actions, they were rather nice. You can never go wrong with a maid costume in the first place, coming home to a clean environment means less stress, and an offer to take apart your body to help me at work is strange but endearing. Not to mention that you make such an offer because you want to spend more time with me, but I can’t do that if I am busy at work. While knowing that would cause additional stress, you acknowledge the importance of my work and offer to help me with it rather than simply saying you want to spend more time with me. You acknowledge the issue and propose a solution to it. As for the… head part… well… to put it simply, that,” Lake cleared her throat and blushed just a little, “did earn you some bonus points. Therefore, I will give you a nine.”

	The bat butler clapped for the zombie queen’s performance as the zombie queen gave all of us double peace signs using her still-attached hand and the hand over on the judge’s table. Her total score was a twenty-two, which put her in second place behind Window.

	That left only me and the bat butler, assuming that she was also going to compete and that nobody else was going to arrive out of nowhere to compete.

	While I looked at the stage, thinking about my plan as the bat butler walked up the stage’s steps… I felt pain. Incredibly sharp pain.

	And that was because the zombie queen was latched onto my arm with her mouth.

	Another wave of déjà vu struck me as I waved my arm around to try and break it free from her, causing her head to pop off from her body while remaining on my arm, making that déjà vu sensation grow even stronger.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	I ended up in a strange position with the zombie queen after she bit my arm. Well, it was only strange because of the fact that her head was detachable. Nothing else about it was that strange.

	But regardless, in order to get her to calm down and to stop trying to eat my arm, I sat down on a chair next to where the judges were and placed her head on my lap. That was Vala’s suggestion. Apparently, she was experienced with zombie girls. She told me that the internet had plenty of sources—or, as she called them, “sauces,”—to study.

	So, there I was. Sitting on a chair with a zombie girl’s head on my lap. All I had to do after that was pet her to keep her calm. Though, it didn’t take long for her to get me back in her mouth. I wasn’t thinking and placed a hand on my leg in front of her face. As soon as she noticed my hand there, she leaned forward to get one of my fingers in her mouth… but all she did was suck on it. Petting her must have calmed her enough to keep her from biting, instead only making her suck.

	So, again, there I was. Sitting on a chair with a zombie girl’s head on my lap, petting her, while she idly sucked on my finger as if she just always had to have something in her mouth to play with.

	She was warm, too. While one might normally think of a zombie being cold and gross and rotting, she lacked all of those features. She felt warm, her skin was smooth and—well, normal, and she looked perfectly… preserved? At the very least, there was nothing even slightly rotting about her. She even smelled nice. Like flowers. Not like a corpse flower, either.

	Between her being warm, attractive, her head being on my lap, and her loving to have things in her mouth… I understood why Vala kept on looking at me with a smug smile and a wink. Both of our minds were in the exact same place.

	I even stuck my finger a bit deeper into the zombie queen’s mouth, giving her more to work with as her tongue lapped all around it.

	All of the mumbling noises and groaning she made while doing it were cute, too, in their own way.

	That aside, her butler went up on the stage and I had no idea what to expect from her. All I knew about the bat butler was that she had some nice fluff.

	“Thank you for accepting our intrusion,” she said before giving us a polite bow. “If you are ready, I would like to begin my attempt at fanservice.”

	Everything about her was so… polite and calm. Professional. It was strange. Even though I knew basically nothing about her, she gave me a feeling that that she was the most mature and professional person out of all of us. While Lake could seem mature and professional at times, especially while judging others’ fanservice attempts as I had recently learned, she was also a dork who loved alcohol and cats too much.

	I—

	
		
				Speaking of Lake, I just noticed something.
We made a mistake.
Luca said that you got your first special ability when you learned to throw me, but your real first ability was what Lake taught you: Nekonet.
Should we go back and fix that?
Or wait, we can justify it by saying that Luca didn’t know despite actually knowing basically everything just like me. It’s stupid and makes a plot hole and doesn’t actually justify it at all, but it’s better than going back and editing what Luca said so it actually makes sense.
I mean, who likes editing anyways? Nobody cares about that!

		

	

	 

	Window vanished as soon as she appeared, leaving me confused like usual.

	But like usual, I knew better than to think too hard about it and stopped caring a second later.

	“Go ahead,” Lake said to the bat butler.

	The bat butler nodded and cleared her throat before snapping her fingers to set the scene.

	And the scene was… a beach. Well, part of one. All the stage actually had was a sand covering with a blanket and umbrella on it. Though, there were sound effects coming from an unknown source to let us hear rolling waves and squawking seagulls to really get the point across.

	As for the bat butler…

	She proved how much of a professional she was by giving herself basically nothing to wear. All she had on was a pair of string bikini bottoms and… that was it. However, she did have her arms crossed over her chest to keep herself from exposing us.

	After all, in true PG-13 fashion, male nipples were alright to look at, but female nipples weren’t.

	On her knees on the blanket, she looked at the judges and said, “A-ah… my lord… it… it seems that my top was washed away by a wave.” Her cheeks grew red as she acted like it was hard to look at the judges. “I did my best to make sure nobody saw anything, but I still made a mistake by losing it. Please forgive me.” While she might have had her arms over her chest, we could still see just how thick she was underneath her uniform. Honestly, she was on Delphi’s level if not actually surpassing it. Wide hips, thick thighs that pressed together, breasts that overflowed over her arms as she struggled to hide herself—her normal uniform wasn’t very fanservice-y unless one was into butlers, but her body was undeniable when it came to the fanservice effect it had. “A-ah… thank you, my lord,” she continued. “I do not deserve such—h-huh? You… my—my lord… this is not an appropriate time for such words. But, if it’s you,” she lowered one arm, leaving only one to barely hide her breasts, “then… I would let you stare as much as you want.”

	The buzzer rang to let her know her time was up, prompting her to stand up and transform her outfit back into her butler uniform.

	“Thank you for the opportunity,” she said and bowed.

	“Woah,” Vala said, “she’s good. Between the succ zombie and the fanservice butler, we really need to do more battles to officially add them to our harem.”

	“Yeah,” I replied. “I think you’re—”

	With my finger still in her mouth, the zombie queen mumbled, “Shomfings… phoking the bottom of… my neck…”

	Considering that the bat butler’s performance had an effect on me, and that I had the zombie queen’s head on my lap…

	I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about her feeling it against the bottom of her neck.

	On one hand, that was kind of nice.

	On the other hand, it was deeply disturbing.

	I moved her head forward on my lap so that she wouldn’t be able to feel anything against her neck.

	Meanwhile, Vala poked my arm and said, “You should’ve pushed her head down instead of slide it forward. Heh.”

	“Sometimes I forget how much of a perverted grandpa you can be,” I said.

	“Maybe I should give myself one for the day to have fun with it.”

	“Give yourself one what?”

	Vala looked me straight in the eyes and wiggled her eyebrows. “You know.”

	I had no idea how to react to that, but I didn’t need to since the judges began their appraisals.

	The dog went first and gave the bat butler a nine. Then there was Tabitha with an eight. Two high scores which meant that she could potentially end up in the lead. It was down to Lake now, and there was no telling how Lake would score her.

	“Alright,” Lake said. “A reserved, professional butler who is taken to the beach by her master and loses her top. Then, despite the embarrassing situation, is still willing to reveal herself to him out of her love and dedication to him. There is also something… powerful, about hiding that sort of figure under your clothes. I could already tell that you had a nice body, but your uniform leaves almost everything to the imagination. The stark contrast between only wearing half a bikini and your normal uniform… if I was your master, it would make me want to order you to wear a skimpy maid costume instead, and I would never be able to keep my hands off of you while you’re trying to work.” Lake nodded to her own words. “A reserved, professional assistant who goes above and beyond for the sake of her master.”

	“Why’s everybody going for my thing, nya?!” Clawdia shouted.

	As for the zombie queen, she simply went, “Ah…”

	“Ten,” Lake answered. “There is not a single thing I have to complain about. It was a unique situation where you went above and beyond, and it was also set up to take advantage of an unplanned accident. Such a thing could happen during day-to-day life, and it makes me think of what other fanservice might arise from such daily accidents. Good job.”

	“Thank you,” the bat butler said. “I will continue to work my hardest.” She offered us another bow before walking off the stage with a combined score of twenty-seven, officially putting her in the lead.

	That meant the bat butler was in first with twenty-seven.

	Window was in second with twenty-five.

	The zombie queen was in third with twenty-two.

	Delphi and Honey were tied for fourth at twenty-one.

	Lavi was in fifth at twenty.

	Cami was sixth with sixteen.

	And Vala was in last with seven.

	I was the only one left.

	I would need a near perfect score if I wanted to win, but I knew exactly what to do.

	First, though, I had to get the zombie queen off me, so I pulled my finger out of her mouth and handed her over to Vala instead.

	Vala was happy to take the zombie queen’s head and set it on her lap.

	Just as I stood up to leave, though, I heard the zombie queen say, “Something’s… poking my neck… again.”

	I looked at them with a raised eyebrow, prompting Vala to reveal that she moved her tail between her thighs to poke the queen’s neck with as a prank.

	Vala then put a couple of fingers into the zombie queen’s mouth and said, “Don’t worry about it. Here, have some fingers to suck.”

	The zombie queen was happy to take her up on that.

	“Ah… this is nice.”

	I felt like it was potentially dangerous to leave the two of them together like that, but it was alright since Luca wasn’t around still.

	More importantly, I took my position on the stage and saw everybody looking up at me. Being put on the spot with a bunch of attractive women probably would have been embarrassing before, but not now.

	And now, it was time for fanservice.

	“Instead of one long segment, I’m going to give each of you twenty seconds of fanservice dedicated to you. That’s all I need,” I told the judges. “True fanservice is tailored to the individual, not the general audience.”

	Lake leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest. “If you think twenty seconds is all you need, I’m interested to see you try.”

	“Then I’ll start with you.”

	I snapped my fingers.

	Sitting down in a large, leather chair by a fireplace with a cat on my lap and a glass of whiskey next to me, I looked directly at Lake and said, “Welcome home. You know, you still look as… sharp as the day I first met you.”

	Lake’s cheeks developed a hint of red.

	While I could have called her beautiful or something more generic like that, she was still a sword despite her humanoid form. A young, beautiful sword was a sharp sword. “Me, you, and Mr. Fluffles. I’ll get you a drink and dinner while you pet him, and then we can watch your favorite movie. You deserve it.”

	Lake’s heavy breathing proved how good of a job I did as she stared at the cat on top of my lap.

	I made sure that the cat ran off my lap to go jump up onto Lake’s before snapping my fingers again to change the scene.

	Next, I stood in front of a car with an open door and looked at the dog judge. “Come on! It’s been a while since we’ve gone on a car ride, so let’s go for one. We can hit up the dog park, the beach, and then get you a doggy ice cream cone on the way home. How’s that sound? Yeah, you like that? Good girl.” I had no idea what gender the dog actually was but, everybody else was a girl, so I assumed the dog was, too. “Who’s a good girl? You are!”

	Delphi’s, Lavi’s and Cami’s tails all wagged while watching.

	Clawdia’s, too.

	And Vala’s.

	Basically, every girl with a tail was wagging it when I said, “good girl.”

	“I’ll give you all the belly rubs and treats you could ask for, too,” I said, finishing my fanservice to the dog.

	The dog judge’s tail looked ready to break off and fly away from just how insanely fast it was wagging as she drooled all over the judging table.

	Only Tabitha was left. I didn’t know much about her, but I knew that she was a boss who worked with hard, physical labor.

	So, when I snapped my fingers, I created the scene of a construction site and gave myself a hard hat. There was one thing that I knew physical laborers loved. “Comrade, don’t you think we should form a union? We shed our blood, sweat, and tears for these pigs, and they treat us like we are disposable slaves even though they depend on us. But together, we can make a better future for us and our brothers and sisters. And no matter what happens, I promise to stay by your side.”

	Tabitha stared straight at me in silence as a single tear rolled down her puffy cheek.

	My time was up. The judges were speechless.

	I won.

	The dog was first, giving me a ten.

	Then there was Tabitha, who wiped away her tear before giving me a nine.

	All I needed was a nine or ten from Lake to win.

	“Ten,” Lake immediately said as she stroked Mr. Fluffle’s fur on her lap. “If I got home from a day of work… there is nothing I would want to be greeted with more than my cat, a compliment, and alcohol.”

	“Wait!” Window shouted, now in her human form. “That’s cheating! He totally bribed you with that cat!”

	“Tsk, tsk, Window,” I said, my arms crossed over my chest. “Don’t you know that bribing is just another form of fanservice? Fanservice means doing something tailored for the other person to get a positive reaction out of them. To get their interest. Their favor. Fanservice is, ultimately, manipulative at its core. Is bribing somebody not also that? It’s all manipulation to gain favor and come out on top.”

	“What’s with this villain monologue?!”

	“He’s right,” Lake said. “Yes, this cat is blatant manipulation and bribery… but there were no rules against that, and that is what fanservice is about at its core.”

	Window took a step back as she realized one of life’s undeniable truths.

	Fanservice was nothing more than manipulation.

	“Bu-but what about the bat’s?!” Window shouted. “She was pure! There wasn’t anything manipulative there!”

	The bat butler shook her head and said, “No, I was being manipulative. The intent was to get my lord looking at me. If I truly cared about covering myself, I would have used the blanket and wrapped it around me, but I wanted to be looked at and lusted for.”

	Window took another step back. “But… but you sounded so innocent…”

	“That’s the point,” I said. “If you make the manipulation blatant, it takes away from it. You have to disguise the manipulation as being innocent and pure so that the other person can feel like you’re genuinely doing it for them instead of to manipulate them. But in the end, all fanservice is an attempt to manipulate one’s emotions.”

	“No! Then what about all the fanservice from my waifus in gacha games?!”

	“Window,” Vala said, “you… you do know that’s all designed to make you want to spend more money on them, right? I thought you would understand all of this…”

	Window dropped to her knees. “All… all the money I’ve spent on my waifus… has gone to a greedy corporation’s bank account instead of to them…”

	“Heh, simp.”

	In the end, Window looked far more defeated than I expected her to look. I actually felt a bit bad for her. She looked even more depressed than Vala after only getting a score of seven.

	“So, I win. Right?” I asked.

	Lake nodded and said. “You have the highest combined score. Twenty-nine. That means you have officially won the—”

	“Wai-wait! Don’t leave yet!” shouted a new voice, running to us from the distance.

	When we looked to see who the voice belonged to, though I was sure we all immediately recognized it, we saw Luca running to us with a collection of items in her arms.

	Then we saw her trip and face plant into the ground. “Oof,” she said before standing and picking the items back up, returning her trip to us. Upon reaching the judges, she stood in front of their table and looked up at them with a wide smile. “I wanted to get you presents for working so hard! Here, for the doggy!” Luca placed a stick on the table in front of the dog that looked like the absolute most perfect size to fit in her mouth. Standing in front of Lake, she looked nervous and said, “Um… I don’t really know you that well, but I thought you’d look really pretty with a flower in your hair, so here!” Luca placed a bright, red flower on the table in front of Lake. Then, when it came to Tabitha, Luca smiled and… placed a toolbox on the table. A toolbox that looked rusty and worn at that. Something about it looked familiar, too, and I understood where it was from once Luca explained. “I asked Auntie Val what a beaver would like, and she let me know about this box inside her! I know the outside looks really old… but the stuff inside is still good!”

	Tabitha opened up the box and, surely enough, the inside was full of vintage tools from a war long past.

	“Ehehe… I hope you like them! But it’s okay if you don’t! I’ll find even better presents next time!” Luca said.

	I sighed and realized how wrong I was.

	I also realized what was about to happen.

	The dog gave her a ten.

	Tabitha gave her a ten.

	And Lake… gave her a ten.

	Luca, without even meaning to compete, achieved a perfect score.

	“The purity of a daughter wanting nothing more than to bring a smile to others… can’t be competed against,” Lake said. “All you have to do is look at her and you can tell that she wants nothing but to make others happy. She has no ulterior motives, she isn’t trying to manipulate anybody, and she’s going above and beyond to make us all happy in ways specifically tailored to us rather than appealing to a general audience. She wins.”

	Luca shook her head and said, “It’s okay! You don’t have to—”

	I picked Luca up and sat her on my shoulders before getting back on the stage.

	“Luca wins,” I declared.

	Everybody was in agreement and clapped for her, causing her to raise her hands up to cover her cheeks as she looked around and smiled. I could tell that she was feeling shy being the center of attention, and that made her even cuter and more of a winner as far as I was concerned.

	Coming in second place and only losing to my daughter was more than good enough for me.

	Ultimately, the end result was the same regardless of which one of us came in first place.

	My bloodline asserted dominance over what it meant to be a master of fanservice.

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	The zombie maid queen and her fluffy bat butler left shortly after the competition ended, not even letting us find out what their names were.

	
		
				Knowing their names would be nice.
They could actually be referred to by name instead of as “zombie maid queen” and “fluffy bat butler.” But then again… referring to them as those is extra wordy and really drives up each chapter’s word count.
Speaking of which.
Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler and Zombie maid queen and fluffy bat butler
Nothing like cheesing word counts so that chapters look longer than they are, right?

		

	

	 

	Did I know what Window was talking about? Of course not. What I did know, however, was that it was time for another battle.

	Actually.

	No.

	It was time to cuddle.

	
		
				1. how are you just going to go and narrate that it’s time for something and then change your mind
2. PLEASE WE’RE SUPPOSED TO BE WRAPPING THIS VOLUME UP AND NOW YOU’RE DISTRACTING US FROM THE MAIN PLOT JUST—
actually
Considering that this is a cute fluffy slice-of-life series and not like a serious emotional adventure or anything with legitimate plot, cuddling is probably the most faithful you could be to the “plot.”
So, I guess it’s okay to cuddle.
Wait, who are you even going to cuddle with?

		

	

	 

	“I’m not sure yet,” I answered. “All I know is that I want to cuddle. So, I’m probably going to cuddle with the first person who I see.”

	The next time I blinked, Window was standing in front of me in her human form with a slight blush on her cheeks as she looked away. “W-well, I—I guess I have the misfortune of being the first person you can see.”

	I did, in fact, see Window.

	But she was not the first person I saw, and Window realized that when she looked up at me.

	There was somebody else hanging down in front of me instead.

	And that somebody was Vala.

	In the time that it took me to blink, Vala lifted herself up onto my shoulders with her wings and positioned herself in such a way that her chest was pressing down against the top of my head as she hung her head upside down in front of my face. “Hehe. I heard there was cuddling involving the first person you see.”

	Window, with a defeated expression on her face, stared up at me as if waiting for something.

	I knew exactly what she wanted, and I was obviously going to invite her to what she wanted, but watching her cheeks stick farther out by the second as she pouted was also cute. So, I waited until her cheeks were puffed all the way out before saying, “I didn’t say I would only cuddle the first person I saw. I just said I’d cuddle them. Never said I wouldn’t also cuddle the second person I saw.”

	Window deflated her cheeks and crossed her arms over her chest. “Hmph. It’s not like I want to cuddle with you or anything. Just because you’re the father of our child doesn’t mean I like you. And it definitely doesn’t mean… doesn’t mean that I want to cuddle with—”

	“Everybody… everybody is stealing my traits,” Clawdia said, standing off to the side next to us. “That zombie is stealing my maid fetish… nyow you’re stealing my tsundere trait… nyext thing I know there’s going to be another cat girl… and then what am I going to be left with? A mecha? Nyo, somebody’s probably going to get a mecha, too. Or there’s going to be a mecha that turns into a girl, nya…”

	Vala finally lifted her head up while pressing her breasts down against my head even harder. “Ooh! A mecha that turns into a cute android girl! She can be a kuudere who says cute things like, ‘I have to hug you to recharge my battery,’ and stuff! A small, cute, kuudere android girl! Or maybe… hehehe… could take a page out of hentai and make her one of those android girls who was originally designed to be a really advanced sex toy but develops sentience… then we can dress her up like a maid and—”

	“Nyo!” Clawdia shouted, stomping her feet and hissing. “Enough maids! Two is already too many!”

	“Hang on,” I said. “From what I can tell, the zombie maid queen is an actual maid. You just have a fetish for being treated like a maid. Aren’t you the one stealing the maid thing from her if anything? You don’t even have a maid outfit.”

	“Why do you think that is?! You’re supposed to strip me and force me to wear one! It’s nyot my fault you haven’t pinned me down and turned me into your personal maid yet, nya!”

	“You know what? Fine. Change of plans. Cuddling can wait.”

	“Aww,” Vala whined.

	“It’s time to turn Clawdia into my maid.”

	“Ooh. Can I join?”

	“You and Window are both helping me.”

	“Poggers.”

	“What?”

	“You know, pog.”

	“What’s a ‘pog?’”

	Vala sighed and leaned forward again to give me an upside-down kiss on my forehead. “You’re such a normie, but I still love you.”

	I grabbed her by her horn to tug her down a bit farther so that I could place a kiss of my own against her lips. “Then at least kiss me on the lips.”

	“Hehe… lip kisses are great and all, but forehead kisses are what real romance is all about.”

	In that case, I pushed her up a bit so that her forehead was right in front of my mouth and kissed that instead. “There.”

	“Epic.”

	“Ha-hang on,” Clawdia said. “I—I don’t knyow if my heart is ready for this.”

	Vala got off of me, allowing me to walk up to Clawdia and grab her by her chin. “You’re not somebody who wants us to wait until your heart is ready for it.”

	Clawdia’s ears and tail shot straight up as her entire body blushed. She parted her lips as if to say something, but all they could do was quiver in nervous excitement as her eyes looked up at me with want. Then, to contrast her nodding head, she said, “N-never—I… I’d never want that… nya…”

	I leaned over to bring my face directly in front of her own, staring her straight in the eyes while holding her chin still. “Then promise me you don’t want it.”

	“I-I—that… n-nya…”

	“Just as I thought.” With that, I picked her up with both arms and threw her over to Vala. Thankfully, Vala caught her and had no problem holding Clawdia as if she was as light as a feather.

	That made sense considering Vala was actually a gigantic dragon the size of a mountain. Sure, her arms looked pretty thin like one would expect from somebody who stays inside playing games all day, but there was a secret—and immeasurable—strength hiding within them.

	“Vala, take her to our bedroom and strip her,” I ordered.

	“Strip the cat girl, got it!” Vala replied.

	Clawdia stuttered something out, but it was too late. Vala was already flying her over to our bedroom.

	“Window,” I continued, “we need a maid dress.”

	“What am I supposed to do about that?” Window asked with a tilted head.

	“Snap your fingers and spawn out of thin air or something.”

	“I’m not going to assist you in your weird fetish play just because you tell me to. Also, stuff like extra outfits are supposed to be unlocked by the gacha and battles, not by ordering me to unlock them.”

	“And humans aren’t supposed to be able to hold miniature suns in their hands, but I did. If we’re talking about things that aren’t supposed to be possible or aren’t supposed to happen, I could be here for the next few years listing them off.”

	“How is it going to take you years to go through the list when you haven’t even been here for years?!”

	“Because that’s just how insane everything and everybody here is.”

	“That’s fair, but also dramatic.”

	“Everything is dramatic!”

	“I’m pretty sure you’re the only one being dramatic right now!”

	“I am drama incarnate!”

	“You’re going to create Drama-chan at this rate! Wait. That gives me some ideas…”

	“Ideas for what?”

	“Drama-chan. But we still need Plot Hole-chan before we can get around to introducing other types of Meta-chan girls… wait… Meta-chan. But if there’s a Meta-chan, what about a Fourth Wall-chan? Would they have an abusive relationship? Would Meta-chan abuse Fourth Wall-chan? Wait! Chan-chan! A -chan to symbolize all other -chans! There’s so much potential! Limitless possibilities!”

	“It’s times like this when I remember that you’re undoubtedly Vala’s creation.”

	“Yeah, yeah. Anyways, since you’ve given me inspiration for more waifus so that this series can be dragged out for an infinite amount of time as you grow a harem so massive that we’re going to need multiple planets just to fit all the waifus on them,” Window paused and snapped her fingers, popping a maid outfit into existence that floated in the air between us. “There.”

	“Thanks. Go take it to Vala and Clawdia.”

	“You’re not taking it yourself?”

	“No.”

	“Why?”

	“Because, right now, there are two women in a bedroom and one of them is stripping the other. If I go in there, I’m going to see exactly what’s happening. I’ll know how Vala is doing it. I’ll know how Clawdia is reacting. I’ll see what state Clawdia is in. Now, all of that would be nice. Any man would want to see that. But you know what else I like? Mystery. This is one of those times where the imagination can be even more powerful than reality. As long as I don’t personally witness what’s happening in the room, I’m able to think about all the different possibilities. Maybe Clawdia is letting it happen and blushing while acting all submissive? Maybe she’s putting up a play fight to make it harder for Vala to strip her? Maybe Vala is getting lewd and putting her tail to use? Maybe there’s some biting and kissing? Maybe they’re just awkwardly sitting there in silence waiting for us to get over there? The possibilities are, as you would say, limitless. However, all of those possibilities will be replaced by a singular truth if I go there myself. If you ask me which I would rather have between limitless potential or a single truth, I’m obviously going to choose the former. At least, when it comes to imagining my girlfriends stripping in the bedroom.”

	“I think you are Drama-chan at this point.”

	“I’ll be whatever I need to be for the safety of my imagination.”

	Window sighed and grabbed the maid costume. “I guess I’ll go join them.”

	“And once you’re there, the possibilities will only go up and give me even more to imagine.”

	A sigh left Window’s lips before she rolled her eyes and stopped right in front of me. “But… before I go…”

	“What?”

	“Ki-kiss. You kissed Vala… and you held Clawdia all romantically and stuff… but you haven’t…”

	Window might have struggled at times, due to either genuine insecurity or because she was just playing it up, but that was alright. I knew what she wanted. That was why I poked her forehead. “Alright. There you go.”

	“That’s not at all what I wanted!” Window shouted before kicking my shin. “I want a—!”

	I wrapped one arm around Window’s waist while my free hand gently grabbed her by her chin, tilting her head back to make it easier for my lips to press down against her own.

	Our kiss lasted for a couple of minutes as Window kept on pushing up against me every time I started to pull back, so I let it last until she was satisfied enough to break it off on her own.

	“That’s… that’s better,” Window said, trying to still sound pouty and upset even though she had a wide grin and blissful eyes. “I—I guess I’ll go give them the maid costume now.”

	“Good girl,” I said.

	“H-hey… does—does it look like I have dog ears?”

	“I just kind of assumed you all like being called that at this point.”

	“You’re not wrong, but still. You can’t just go around calling girls ‘good girls’ because it’s clearly a common fetish that most if not all of us share!”

	“Whatever you say, good girl.”

	Window smiled a bit more and started to laugh before forcing herself to transform back into her natural state, leaving the maid costume draped over her. Then, instead of saying anything else, she flew away.

	That meant I was left alone with my imagination. Well, I wasn’t really left alone. I was basically never alone.

	For example.

	Honey tugged my arm from the side and said, “M-Muffin… that looked… nice. If it’s not too much of a pain… can you kiss me like that, too?”

	Looking behind her, I saw a line that consisted of her, then Delphi, then Lavi, then Cami, and then I could also see Valkyria swinging around her turret in the distance to grab my attention.

	Apparently, everybody was in an extra needy mood after the competition and needed some one-on-one kissing time.

	I also had the idea of sending each girl to the bedroom after the kisses, and telling them to tell Window to make enough maid costumes for all of them.

	Ending the evening with a battle sounded nice and all originally, but ending it with all of my girlfriends dressed up as maids sounded far, far better.

	 


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	One by one, I sent each of my girlfriends off to the house with a kiss. Assuming that they were all getting into maid costumes and potentially having some other types of fun together, I figured that I would go and spend some time with Valkyria who also waved her barrel at me while I went through the line of girlfriends who wanted kissed.

	Even though she was a tank, I already considered her one of my girlfriends.

	Did that make me attracted to inanimate objects? Well, she wasn’t even inanimate. She was a living being. But she still looked like an inanimate object. So, did that make me attracted to inanimate objects?

	No. Thinking about it, the reason I was attracted to her was her soul and the fact that I had full confidence in her somehow transforming into an actual girl at some point.

	Would I have still had feelings for her if I wasn’t sure she would get a humanoid form?

	That was a tough one. Though, considering that I would still be able to connect to her soul even if she never did get a human body… where was the harm in still considering her a girlfriend? I just wouldn’t exactly be able to take her out on dates or do sexual things with her.

	Well, technically, both of those were possible still. While I couldn’t see myself doing anything sexual with a literal tank, I could see myself driving her down a street, plowing through the front entrance of some coffee shop, and ordering a couple cups of coffee for us.

	That would be fun.

	That aside, I stood in front of her and said, “You have to bring your barrel down here.”

	Valkyria did as I said and lowered her barrel so that the front of the barrel was right in front of my face.

	“So, if I kiss this, it would be like kissing you on the lips, right? Or should I kiss you on the side of your turret? I guess that would be like a kiss on the cheek.”

	She nodded her barrel and I could feel the excitement coming off of her.

	“Never expected to be face-to-face with a tank who wants me to kiss her, but I’m not going to complain.” I reached forward to gently grab the sides of her barrel to hold it in place, though I doubted I needed to, as I pressed my lips against the lower end of her barrel. It was strange and tasted like metal, but I wasn’t going to deny her a kiss. “There. Was that enough?”

	She shook her barrel from side to side.

	“I see. Need another one?”

	She nodded her barrel.

	“Never thought that a tank could be so needy.” One more kiss later and I repeated my question. “How about that?”

	She shook her barrel again.

	“Let me guess, you need another kiss?”

	She nodded her barrel… and then kept on nodding it.

	“Alright. One kiss per nod. That’ll be like, fourteen kisses? Will you be satisfied once I give you that many?”

	She gave me the biggest nod yet, moving her barrel as high as possible before lowering it as much as possible.

	I went ahead and got to work on those fourteen kisses after that. I even threw in an extra for good measure to really spoil her. Once the kissing spree was over, I patted the top of her barrel and said, “That’s all you get for now. You’re going to get tired of them if I kiss you even more than that.”

	Valkyria’s barrel drooped a little, bending in a way that I didn’t even know was possible, but she gave me a feeling that let me know she would be alright.

	That was when somebody else came up from behind to surprise me.

	“Papa!” Luca shouted, jumping up and wrapping her arms around my waist before expertly swinging around me to my front and landing on the ground between me and Valkyria.

	“There you are. I was wondering what happened to you after the contest,” I said, petting her head.

	“I disappeared for plot convenience since I wasn’t relevant to the last chapter.”

	“Explain it like I’m your age.”

	“I went and played with the dogs.”

	“Makes sense.”

	Luca smiled up at me before struggling to climb up onto the side of Valkyria. I gave her a boost so that she wouldn’t get hurt, if it was even possible for her to get hurt. Once satisfied on top of her, Luca gave the top of Valkyria a few pats and said, “Thanks for the help, Auntie Val! Tabitha loved the present! I even saw her cry a little!”

	Valkyria, once more, nodded her barrel.

	“One,” I said, “it’s confusing when you refer to both her and Vala as Auntie Val.”

	“But I don’t,” Luca replied. “Auntie Vala is Auntie Vala. Auntie Val is Auntie Val! There’s a difference!”

	There was hardly any difference, but it wouldn’t matter as long as I properly paid attention to what my daughter was saying. I figured I could do that. “Fair enough. Anyways, two, I just thought of something. You’re my daughter, so does that mean you also have the power to… feel her? Can you feel her soul and emotions and all that?”

	Luca grinned and nodded. “I can! I can even translate all of it even better than you, Papa!”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Because I’m also an informational status window, that means I’m smart and OP enough that I can actually understand exactly what her feelings are and stuff. Mama would be able to, too, if she could feel Auntie Val’s soul, but since she can’t… she’s not able to translate it like I can!”

	“Give me an example.”

	Luca nodded and transformed into her informational status window form before hovering in front of me and showing something that I really wish I would have learned about sooner.

	
		
				Valkyria: You would like me to what? Talk? Oh, I suppose I can do that! Ah? I—I see! What I am saying is being displayed on you!

		

	

	 

	I felt like I was only getting half of the conversation. Luca must have been communicating in some other way.

	“Valkyria?” I asked, just to confirm. “Nod your barrel if that’s really you.”

	Surely enough, she nodded her barrel.

	“Huh. So, we have a proper way to actually talk to each other now.”

	
		
				Valkyria: We do! But, I must apologize. I am afraid that I am a terribly boring tank lacking in conversation topics. I have… not exactly gotten out much. Nor have I gotten to enjoy hobbies or entertainment mediums. Ah, I finally get to talk to you but have nothing to talk about…

		

	

	 

	“You’re talking about having nothing to talk about. That’s something.”

	
		
				Valkyria: I am not sure that counts! But, I am glad you are trying to make me feel better. Thank you, Drake. I appreciate you.

		

	

	 

	“Nothing to thank me for. I’m just having a talk with one of my girlfriends. It’s what boyfriends do.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Ah… when you say things like that, you make my ammo rack feel like it is going to detonate.

		

	

	 

	“I would think that your engine is a better replacement for a heart than an ammo rack.”

	
		
				Valkyria: That is true, but I have seen many more ammo racks explode in my time than engines, so I thought it made it more realistic!

		

	

	 

	“Fair enough. Well, while I can talk to you like this, how is everything? Is there anything you want or need me to do? Whatever it is, I’ll help you out however I can until you’re able to do things on your own again.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Please, you are fine! Everything is fine! There is nothing that I would change—well, I would change myself to a form more capable of pampering you. There is nothing more that I want to do than to rest your head on my lap and run my fingers through your hair whenever I see you, but I currently lack both of those.

		

	

	 

	“That sounds nice. I’ll take you up on that offer once you’re able to transform.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Are you sure I will be able to?

		

	

	 

	“If Lake can do it, I don’t see why you can’t. There’s also the fact that nothing in this pocket universe has to make sense, meaning that anything and everything is possible.”

	
		
				Valkyria: That is very true! Also… if you do not mind, I have a question I would like to ask you.

		

	

	 

	“Ask away.”

	
		
				Valkyria: I have… noticed that you tend to treat me differently from the others. You are much more… playful and rude—but in a friendly way—to the others. I have noticed that you act much… calmer around me. I feel like you often treat me in a completely different way from how you treat everybody else. This is not to say that I dislike your treatment of me! I love spending time together with you. But… I am worried that you are holding back from being yourself when you are with me, and I want to let you know that you do not need to do any such thing in case you are!

		

	

	 

	“You’re right about treating you differently, but wrong about why.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Then may I ask why it is that you treat me so differently?

		

	

	 

	“I just treat you how I feel like treating you. When it comes to the others, I just get… a different feeling from them. It’s like they’re all still young and into immature things. They want to run around and play games all day. If they don’t, they want to sit around and play video games all day. I guess, in a way, they all feel… innocent? They don’t know how the world can be. All they care about is having fun. But when I’m with you—I saw what condition you were in when you arrived. I know what you were made for and can assume what you’ve been through. You know how the world is and are experienced with the worst horrors of it. When I’m with you, I don’t feel like I’m hanging out with some young girl who just wants to have fun. I feel like I’m with a mature woman who wants to take it easy and relax. Plus, I guess, after seeing your condition, it made me want to treat you as kindly as I can. I want to spoil you and give you a nice, peaceful life. While I see myself wrestling with somebody like Delphi in the grass or bantering back and forth exchanging insults with Window, or sitting on a couch for hours playing video games and throwing controllers with Vala, I see myself baking cookies in the kitchen with you and watching a movie next to a fireplace. Or sitting in bed reading books together.”

	
		
				Valkyria: That… I… I feel like you view me as an old lady when you put it that way…

		

	

	 

	“I’d be worried about that if I couldn’t feel how happy you are.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Don’t worry! It… makes me feel incredibly happy if that is what you think of me. That is the lifestyle I have always yearned for ever since I first gained life. There was nothing that I wanted more than to protect my crew until the end of the war and then retire to live a normal, “boring” life in the countryside where the most excitement I would get would be getting bit by a mosquito. Unfortunately, things did not exactly turn out that way, as you may have been able to guess. But truly, I would love nothing more than to bake cookies with you and watch a movie together afterward. Or to go on a Sunday drive! My driver used to tell me all the time that she would take me out on Sunday drives when the war was over. If possible… I would love to experience that someday. Also!

		

	

	 

	“Also?”

	
		
				Valkyria: I recall you mentioning that a movie was made about me and my crew?

		

	

	 

	“Yeah. It was a real tearjerker according to all the reviews.”

	
		
				Valkyria: I want to watch it! Even though I know it will likely bring back memories better left in the past… I want to watch it. For as many negative memories that it may bring back, I am sure it will bring back just as many if not more positive memories of me and my crew. Not to mention that… in my age, I struggle to remember their faces now. I would love a refresher on how they looked.

		

	

	 

	“Well, they used actresses for your crew in the movie, but I remember hearing about them interviewing the surviving crew members during the credits.”

	
		
				Valkyria: The… surviving members? Then… not all of them survived.

		

	

	 

	“Don’t worry. I’m pretty sure they all survived to the end of the war. But a lot of time has passed since then, so… it’s not a surprise some have died from other causes.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Oh… what a relief. I do not know what I would do if I learned one of them didn’t survive the war. All I wanted was to protect them… and I laid down my life so that they would survive. While it is still sad news to hear they died of other causes… at least they survived the war and were allowed to return to normal lives afterward.

		

	

	 

	“See? This is what I mean. You give me the vibe of a sweet, caring mother. If I had to compare everybody else to something like that, I’d call them sisters, with half of them being like little sisters.”

	
		
				Valkyria: A caring mother… you really are going to make my ammo rack explode at this rate, you smooth talker! Goodness gracious, to have somebody less than half my age flirting with me—why, I just don’t know how to even respond! I have no experience with flirting, so I apologize for not being able to repay you in kind.

		

	

	 

	“You can repay me by letting me use your lap as a pillow in the future. Also, seeing as how we’re using my daughter here to communicate, it’s probably a good idea if we don’t flirt more than this.”

	
		
				Valkyria: That… is a good point! Speaking of which, I would like to thank you, Luca. Thank you for allowing me to talk to your father! I promise that I will bake you your favorite cookies when I am capable of such.
 
Sweet! Thanks, Auntie Val!
 
Valkyria: Now then! I am satisfied with how much of my Drake I have received tonight. While I always yearn to spend more time with you, I understand that you are a busy man who has other matters—and girlfriends—to attend to. So, please, go and spend some time with them! I promise to still be in this same spot when you are done.

		

	

	 

	“They’re probably done getting ready, so I should probably get over there.”

	Valkyria nodded her barrel a couple of times.

	
		
				Valkyria: Also, I would be glad to spend time with her (I mean watch her) while you are off with the others!

		

	

	 

	“You know, when she’s translating everything for you, I think you’re kind of defeating yourself when you make it obvious you’re disguising watching her with spending time with her.”

	
		
				Valkyria: That… is a good point. Well, even if I am to serve as her babysitter, I would still love to spend time with her in general! So, please, rest assured that I will watch her in your absence!

		

	

	 

	“That’s another way to put it. Everybody else around here needs a babysitter, but you are the babysitter. That’s why I treat you differently.”

	
		
				Valkyria: What happened to not flirting more?

		

	

	 

	“You’ve got a funny idea of what flirting is.”

	
		
				Valkyria: W-well… like I said, I do not exactly have experience with it.

		

	

	 

	I patted the top of her barrel before taking a few steps back to head back to the house. “You two have fun. I’m going to… I’m actually not sure what I’m about to go do.” I had some ideas, but they were all too inappropriate to say around Luca.

	
		
				Valkyria: Enjoy yourself, my darling Drake!

		

	

	 

	“Calling me your darling like that is powerful. You better watch out once you’ve got a human body, if I even wait that long.”

	
		
				Valkyria: Dr-Drake! We are still in front of your daughter!

		

	

	 

	I winked and then said, “Be on your best behavior with Auntie Val, Luca.”

	Luca transformed into her human form, landing atop Valkyria’s barrel with her legs hanging off around it. “I will, Papa! Have fun with everybody! And don’t worry, I’ll put in earplugs if I have to walk by the house!”

	I wasn’t sure how to feel about the implication Luca just made. What I was sure about was that I was excited about what might warrant the use of earplugs in the first place.

	 


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	It was time to find out what was waiting for me inside the house. So far, all I noticed was that it was suspiciously quiet as I stood outside the front door. I expected to hear them making all sorts of noises, but there was nothing. Not a single whisper.

	That made me feel like I was about to walk in on a trap, so I tried looking through one of the windows only to notice that the curtains were closed behind all of them.

	Something was definitely up.

	But what?

	I stood in front of the door for a few moments to think about it, and that was when I remembered seeing some joke videos back in the day online. Videos where a group of girls would be dressed up like maids on their knees waiting behind the door to welcome their master home.

	I swear those weren’t porn. They were meant to be ironic, funny videos featuring girls who would never actually do that. As for why they did it, I had no idea. They probably just wanted more attention with something that would go viral on the internet.

	That aside, I reached forward to grab the doorknob and took a deep breath.

	Whatever was on the other side of the door… I was about to find out.

	I twisted the doorknob and pulled open the front door.

	Inside was…

	Nothing. Well, nobody.

	The mystery of where everybody was and what they were doing only grew larger and larger as I looked through all the downstairs rooms, not finding them anywhere.

	If they weren’t downstairs… they had to be upstairs.

	In the bedroom.

	Was I about to go upstairs and find all of my girlfriends dressed up as maids waiting for me in the bedroom? Was I that lucky of a man?

	I hoped that I was.

	Luca was definitely going to need to put in those earplugs in that case.

	Barely able to contain my excitement, I slowly walked up the stairs and reached the closed door to the bedroom. Following another deep breath, I opened the door and stepped into the room to see—!

	An empty room.

	“What?” I asked.

	I looked under the bed. I looked in the closet. I looked out the window.

	My girlfriends were all missing.

	Now, had I not been in a pocket universe where nothing bad could ever happen, I would have been worried. I would have been worried that they could have been kidnapped or something since they were missing without explanation.

	I was only left with a couple of options if they weren’t inside the house.

	Either Vala or Window created a portal to another world and took the rest of the girls there, or they were inside one of the other towers. Assuming that they wouldn’t just completely abandon me, I decided to check out the towers.

	I wasn’t ready for what was about to happen when I went over to where all the towers were.

	A portal opened up out of nowhere in front of me. I thought that maybe I was wrong and that it would be my girlfriends returning from it, but no.

	Instead of one of my girlfriends coming through the portal… a pizza delivery girl came through it.

	Standing there with black pants, a red shirt, and arms full of pizza boxes stacked on top of each other with smaller boxes of probably breadsticks on top of those, all topped off with a couple bottles of pop, was a young woman who looked way too petite to be holding all of that.

	More important than all of that was that her hair looked short and fluffy. It was really cute. I wanted to grope her hair.

	But I resisted, especially since the poor girl looked like she had no idea what just happened. Which, to be fair, made sense. She had on the uniform of a popular pizza chain from my world, and she was just teleported to a pocket universe where nothing made sense.

	I really couldn’t blame her for looking so panicked.

	Even so, no matter how panicked she looked, she didn’t drop a single one of those boxes that were stacked up to reach over her head.

	A true professional.

	At the same time, she looked like she was on the verge of dropping them as the tower of boxes kept on wobbling around which made her wobble around with them, so I rushed over to take most of them away from her.

	“Careful there,” I said. Now that she was spared from holding most of the tower, she was able to actually look around and notice I was there.

	The girl stared straight into my eyes and blinked a few times as her cheeks steadily developed a blush.

	“You alright?” I asked.

	She slowly nodded before looking like a lightbulb just popped up over her head reminding her of what just happened. That prompted her to look around for a few moments before looking back at me and asking, “Wh-where am I?”

	“I Don’t Know.”

	“You… you don’t?”

	“I do. I Don’t Know.”

	“How… how can you know but not know at the same time? Are you—are you messing with me? Please don’t… this day has already been really stressful and I’ll cry.”

	“Oh. Right.” I realized that the name of our pocket universe was probably pretty bad when it came to others asking where they were. “The name of this place is literally, quote, ‘I Don’t Know,’ unquote. My bad for the confusion.”

	“Who names a place that?”

	“Long story.” Not really. “Anyways, let me guess what happened. You got an order for a large amount of food, walked out of your store with everything in hand, and then there was a portal there that sucked you in and dropped you off here?”

	The girl nodded. “This is probably a dream, right?”

	“It’s probably better for you to convince yourself that’s the case.”

	“It’s… it’s not?”

	“Uhh…”

	I wasn’t sure what to say. Either I could be honest and tell her that it wasn’t a dream, which could potentially cause issues unless Vala or Window intended on wiping her memories after sending her back, or I could trick her into thinking it was all a dream so that she wouldn’t go the rest of her life knowing that there’s a pocket universe out there where I was getting spoiled beyond my wildest dreams.

	I couldn’t just lie to her, though. Her hair was too fluffy to lie to. “This… is real. But the fewer questions you ask, the better. Trust me. You’re only going to get even more confused if you ask questions.”

	“Have I been kidnapped?!” the girl shouted.

	“No!”

	“Are you—are you going to kill me?!”

	“Absolutely not!”

	The girl started tearing up. “I’m going to cry if you don’t tell me the truth!”

	“You’re already crying!”

	Her eyes widened.

	Mine did, too.

	I looked down at my hand that was mercilessly clawed by my childhood friend’s cat all those years ago.

	A random memory rushed into the front of my mind. I remembered that while I never really got along with her, mainly because I had no idea how to deal with a girl even younger than me who was always trying to cling to me every time I went over to visit my friend, my best friend had a little sister. A little sister who was seriously obsessed with me all because I punched her bully in the face once.

	That aside, me and her had a routine. It wasn’t intended at all, but it happened every time I visited my friend’s house.

	 

	“I’m going to cry if you don’t hug me!” she whined while her eyes were already full of tears.

	“You’re already crying!” I shouted at her, every time.

	 

	“I’m going to cry if you don’t let me sit on your lap!”

	“You’re already crying!”

	 

	“I’m going to cry if you don’t come to my birthday party!”

	“You’re already crying!”

	 

	“I’m going to cry if you keep on saying I’m already crying!”

	“You’re already crying!”

	 

	Time and time again, we found ourselves in situations where she was threatening that she was going to cry while already crying, and I always called her out on it.

	All of those memories came rushing back to me.

	And I wasn’t the only one they came rushing back to.

	“B-big… big bro Drake?” the girl asked, looking into my eyes with an expression of awe.

	That was when I realized I was in trouble.

	She remembered my name… but I had no idea what her name was. I didn’t even remember what her brother’s name was. All I remembered was the name of their cat, Clawinator 9000.

	I probably should have been more careful of touching a cat’s belly when it was named something like that.

	“Ye-yeah, and you’re his little sister,” I replied.

	The girl immediately narrowed her eyes at me. “Say my name.”

	I had no idea what to say.

	“Drake. Say my name.”

	“Uh…”

	“I’m going to cry if you don’t say it!” she whined while already tearing up.

	“You’re already crying!”

	“And I’ll cry even harder!”

	“What are you, a mandrake?!”

	Puffing out her cheeks, she set the pizza boxes down on the ground and pointed at them. “Put your boxes down!”

	“Why?!”

	“Because I’m going to hug you, and if you don’t let me, I’m going to cry until you drown in an ocean of my tears!”

	“Isn’t that way too extreme for a reunion?!”

	She balled her hands up into fists and looked like she was seriously about to cry an entire ocean’s worth of tears. So, I set the boxes I took down on top of the ones she just put down and opened my arms for a hug.

	The girl didn’t waste any time basically tackling me with her body, wrapping her arms around me and letting out the waterworks against my chest.

	“I—I never thought I’d see you again!” she cried. “This has to be a dream…”

	“I promise it’s not a dream,” I repeated.

	“Then… do you… do you remember what else you promised me?”

	For some suspicious reason… I felt worried. I didn’t remember what I promised her, but I had a feeling that I did promise her something important. I could either lie and say yes, in which case she might hold me to it, or I could say no, which might make her cry an entire ocean.

	How I was supposed to choose between one of those, I had no idea.

	Thankfully, she continued before I could think of how to answer.

	“The promise about… how we’d get married when we grew up?” she explained. “You said you’d let me be your bride…”

	For the second time, memories came rushing back to me.

	It was the day when they were moving away. My best friend’s dad got promoted to a job across the country, so they had to pack everything up and move. I went over to their house before they left. While my best friend seemed pretty depressed about it, he ultimately accepted it and we agreed that we’d play games together someday if we ever met each other again. As for his little sister… she couldn’t stop crying. The waterworks were endless, baffling everybody how her eyes could produce so much fluid.

	I remembered that there was one thing she always harassed me about.

	Marriage.

	It was common for her to threaten to cry if I refused to marry her, but I always did, causing her to cry. It was probably the number one thing she threatened me with.

	So, when it came to them leaving and her not being able to stop crying while hugging me, I made her the promise that I would marry her someday in the future. I honestly felt bad for her and wanted to make her feel better. I obviously didn’t believe in the promise.

	But, apparently, she did.

	“We were hugging just like this when you promised me,” she said. “Do you remember? You do, don’t you?”

	“I—I do. I promised you that I’d… marry you. When we were little kids,” I answered.

	“Right! And a promise is a promise! I’ve been waiting all these years, even though I wasn’t sure I’d ever get to meet you again!”

	“You… you have been?”

	She nodded and looked up at me with a wide smile. “I’ve been fantasizing about our wedding for so long!”

	“Li-listen… I’ve got to be honest with you. I… have a girlfriend. I actually have a lot of girlfriends. Enough that I lose count. And a kid.”

	She tilted her head and asked, “So?”

	“So? I have girlfriends and a kid already. Doesn’t that… you know, come across as a problem to you since you want to marry me?”

	“Why would it?”

	“Because… most normal people wouldn’t want to marry somebody who is already taken and has a kid.”

	“Oh, I don’t care about that. I’m happy as long as I still get to marry you.”

	“You—you are?”

	She nodded again. “My favorite manga are all harem. And like, one of the popular things in them is that there’s a childhood friend who reunites with the guy she loved as a kid after he already has a bunch of girls who like him, so I always thought it’d be fitting if you already have girls who like you when I come back. You already having a harem makes this even more of a dream-like situation for me. Oh, all I ask is that I still get to win even though I’m the childhood friend trope. The childhood friend never wins in harem manga, so I’m going to seriously cry if you don’t let me win, too.”

	I could hardly believe everything I just heard, not to mention that I barely even understood it.

	And that was when two more voices spoke up from beside us.

	“Sweet,” Vala said. “Childhood friend, get!”

	“Isn’t this too much of a coincidence?” Window, in her human form, asked.

	“I keep telling you all that love is the strongest thing in the universe. Love is what reunited them! And pizza delivery services. Pizza delivery services are the second most powerful things in the universe.”

	“Don’t put pizza delivery so close to the power of love!” Me and Window both shouted at Vala.

	Vala giggled before coming over to my friend and grabbing her hands. “Wanna hang out with us? We’re having a maid-cosplaying BL sleepover party in Honey’s tower.”

	Looking them over, Vala and Window were, in fact, both in maid costumes. Vala made a pretty cute maid… but Window… I knew from when we made Luca, but Window in that maid costume really showed off just how stacked she was. It didn’t help that she was so short which really made her chest look even bigger than it was.

	Back to my friend’s little sister, she said, “That sounds fun! Oh, but can somebody open up that portal again so I can go back and let them know I’m quitting?”

	“Don’t you think it’s too soon to quit your job?” I asked.

	“I’m moving in with all of you, so I’ll just get a job here instead.”

	“Don’t worry about that,” Vala said. “We don’t need jobs here.”

	“Oh, great!”

	“Right? All you have to do is be a cute girlfriend and cuddle and stuff with us all day.”

	“I… I get to cuddle with Drake as much as I want?”

	“Exactly.”

	“And he can’t say no?”

	“Well, he might, but you can just cuddle him anyways. And if he’s ever serious about saying no, all you have to do is wear a fluffy sweater or put on some overalls. He’ll do whatever you want as long as you do that.”

	The girl took Vala’s hands into her own, looking into her eyes with admiration and respect. “Please teach me everything else there is to know about how to manipulate him!”

	“Don’t worry, I’ve got you covered.” Vala snapped her fingers, prompting a large, softback book to appear out of thin air with a picture of my face on it. “This is the first edition of the official ‘Drake Strategy Guide.’ It has everything you need in it to seduce him and be the best possible waifu in his eyes.”

	I snatched the book out of the air and flipped through it. Somehow… it was full of things I didn’t even know about myself. It had all my favorite recipes, my favorite flowers, my favorite hobbies, how I played in games, how I slept and what they could do to make me stop snoring if it bothered them, and more. “When did you make this?!” I shouted.

	“Just now,” Vala answered, spawning another one into existence for the girl.

	All I could do was sigh and have a bad feeling about the future.

	Well, it wasn’t exactly a bad feeling. It was more of a worried feeling. The number of girlfriends I had felt like it was increasing by the day. How was I supposed to keep up with all of them? What would happen if it got the point where I had over a hundred girlfriends? How would that even work? Would we have to get an entire, building-sized bed just to fit everybody on it?

	Another sigh left my lips.

	We were supposed to battle.

	Then we had a fanservice competition instead.

	Then we were supposed to battle.

	But the girls decided to all get dressed up as maids again.

	Then I was supposed to meet the girls in the house.

	But they apparently decided to throw a sleepover party while dressed up as maids in Honey’s tower… and they ordered pizza, which just so happened to be delivered by the little sister of my best friend from childhood, who I also just so happened to make a promise to all those years ago about marrying her because I wanted her to stop crying.

	I needed to figure out how to clone myself just to keep up with all the women in my life. Especially because I was sure they would keep growing in number.

	 


Chapter Nineteen

	 

	The inside of Honey’s tower was something that I couldn’t get used to, but everybody else seemed right at home in it. It was way too messy. Sure, Honey liked to wear comfy clothes when just lounging around, but she still looked very feminine. Very pretty. Very ladylike. She was the kind of girl who reminded me of some royal princess. If somebody took her and put her in a dress, then stuck her in some medieval painting depicting a goddess of beauty and nobility or something, I would instantly buy into it. There would be no doubt of her royalty. Alternatively, she looked like somebody who could easily be a model if she put even the slightest bit of effort into it.

	Yet the inside of her tower looked like a den for gremlins who existed only to play video games, eat hot chips, and order pizza. There were empty fast food bags everywhere, which made no sense, but I reminded myself like always that things didn’t need to make sense. There were also the towers of video game cases that all featured anywhere from two to twenty men on them in various stages of clothing while very often in at least semi-provocative poses. And then there were all the clothes. I didn’t know how she had so many dirty clothes since it felt like everybody, myself included, simply wore the same clothes every single day without ever having to deal with them getting dirty, but there they all were.

	So, what did I do inside of said tower?

	I was in a tower full of women who were all dating me, each one dressed up in a maid costume, who I could do anything I wanted with.

	So, what would a man with multiple girlfriends all dressed up as maids do while spending the night with them?

	He would clean.

	That was what he would do.

	And that was what I did.

	Sure, I could have done lewd things with them. I could have taken them one by one into Honey’s bedroom, thrown them down onto her bed, and made love to them before swapping them out for another girlfriend. I would have taken more, but the beds in each tower were barely big enough for two people.

	But how could I even think about doing something like that when Honey’s tower was such a mess?

	Even the other honey badgers came out to help me! All four of them, walking around like people despite looking like perfectly normal honey badgers that were a bit larger than normal if anything, helped me pick everything up. We even developed a sort of chain system. I picked up one item, handed it to the honey badger next to me, who would hand that to the honey badger next to them, and so on before reaching the final honey badger who would place it in a trash bag. It was a serious team effort trying to get the place clean!

	I was almost tempted to call Luca over and tell her that I would make her mother pay her for doing chores if she helped clean, but I didn’t want Luca to have to suffer through such a grueling task.

	Also, the games that some of them were playing were absolutely not appropriate for a child to be around.

	But, as much as I didn’t enjoy cleaning up after somebody else’s mess, I did enjoy listening to my girlfriends laugh and have a fun time together. Was I basically putting myself into the role of a third wheel when I could have joined in at any time? Yeah. But it was nice to hear and watch them have fun together without me, too. After all, we were in one giant relationship. Everybody was dating everybody else in our circle. I wanted them to get along with each other as much as they got along with me. There was also the fact that simply seeing them be happy and having fun was enough to make me happy. So, as annoyed as I was by the mess, I was more happy just by being around all my girlfriends and listening to them have a good time while I cleaned.

	And while I hesitated to already call my childhood friend my girlfriend, especially since I still couldn’t remember her name and she refused to tell anybody what it was until I remembered, she was included in all the fun. She was part of Vala’s, Delphi’s, Window’s, and Cami’s group playing one of those casual party games where they had to roll dice to move around a board and then play minigames to win coins. Whoever had the most coins at the end won.

	Then there was Honey’s group, which also included Lavi and Clawdia. They were on the couch next to where the others were but focused on an entirely different game. It was a game where the main character was a man… who liked to dress up as a girl. Not only that, but he sounded like a girl, too. In fact, I was extremely confident that the character was not only designed to be a girl but then called a man just to appeal to some fetish, but the character was even voiced by a woman! And he wasn’t the only one, either! Every other male character in the game was designed to be a girl and voiced by a woman, but they were all supposed to be men and referred to as men in the game!

	And, of course, the intent of the game was to romance all of the different characters. There were romance options such as basically-a-girl but with glasses. Basically-a-girl but a tennis player. Basically-a-girl but a nerdy gamer.

	Honestly, the biggest plot twist that the game could drop would be if one of the characters was actually a girl. Even the random NPCs who weren’t relevant to the main story at all seemed like they were ninety-nine percent girls but technically not.

	I just didn’t understand the appeal.

	That being said, I did almost cry a little during one of the routes where the nerdy gamer boy-but-basically-a-girl opened up about all of the bullying he went through and revealed that he dressed up to get mistaken as a girl since people always made fun of him for how feminine he was. They stopped bullying him as soon as he began tricking them into thinking he was a girl and just—the entire thing was actually kind of emotional.

	Of course, I would never admit to any of them that I got emotionally invested in their weird dating game while I was supposed to be picking up the garbage around the place.

	But I would if they asked me. After all, I wouldn’t lie to any of my girlfriends.

	That aside, Vala and Window even got an extra maid costume for my childhood friend. She went from being some girl I hadn’t seen in what felt like twenty years to delivering us pizza, holding me to our marriage promise, dressing up as a maid, and playing games with all of my girlfriends within the span of an hour.

	She was basically already my girlfriend, really.

	I just… could not remember her name. I couldn’t even remember the name of her big brother who I was actually really close to as a kid. 

	Vala didn’t care about waiting for her name and already assigned a nickname to her, though. “CHF!” she shouted. “Don’t you dare! Just because I have the most coins doesn’t mean you should target m-nooo! Why?!”

	“Fi-first… what’s CHF?” my childhood friend asked.

	“CHF. You know, an acronym for ChildHood Friend. Window, can you capitalize the letters in ‘ChildHood Friend’ to make it extra clear?”

	“Already done,” Window replied. “And did it for the second one, too.”

	“Thanks.”

	“Oh,” CHF replied. “That makes sense. Umm, secondly… isn’t the point of the game to get the most coins? Doesn’t that mean I should target whoever has the most to steal them?”

	“Well, yeah,” Vala answered, “but you’re still supposed to whine about it and ruin friendships over it.”

	“I don’t want to ruin friendships I’m only just making…”

	“Shhh, don’t worry. I’m just kidding. I’m not going to actually ruin friendships over a game… unless the game is to see who can ruin the most friendships. No matter how much I might want to stay friends with somebody… if it’s for the sake of vidya… and it demands I ruin the friendship… then I will ruin it. And then I will immediately do everything in my power to beg for forgiveness afterward so that we can still be friends.”

	“Maybe… don’t pick a game that would make you ruin friendships?”

	“Listen, CHF. Sometimes, you don’t get to choose the vidya in life. Sometimes, the vidya chooses you.”

	“I’m going to cry if you pick a game like that.”

	“You’re already crying!” I shouted from across the room.

	“I’m not even talking to you!” CHF shouted back at me.

	“I can’t help it! It’s reflex!”

	“I’m going to cry if you shout at me every time I say I’m going to cry even if I’m not saying it to you!”

	“You’re already crying! And I seriously can’t help it! That’s like telling a monkey that eating bananas is illegal! Or like telling sheep that they’re not allowed to be fluffy! I—wait.”

	“Ooh, I know that kind of ‘wait,’” Vala said.

	“Vala.”

	“Yeh?”

	“Can I have a pet sheep?”

	“Yeh.”

	She snapped her fingers, causing the fluffiest sheep I had ever seen in my entire life to appear out of thin air right in front of me.

	“It’s so… it’s so… fluffy… how is—how is this even possible?” I asked, hardly able to hold back the tears. The emotional drama of that one game was nothing compared to the overwhelming emotions I felt looking at the sheep.

	“I wish he looked at me like that when we reunited,” CHF said.

	Window placed a hand on CHF’s shoulder and shook her head. “He doesn’t even look at any of us like that. Don’t bother.”

	“I… I will make him look at me like that.”

	“No, seriously, it’s impossible. He only looks at fluff that way. You can’t compete with fluff without being fluff yourself.”

	“Then all I have to do is embrace the fluff, right?”

	“You… what are you proposing?”

	CHF stood up, spun around, and placed one hand on her hip while pointing at the sheep with her other hand. “I’m not going to lose to a sheep! You might have been born with fluff, but I’ve been looking at fashion blogs and watching videos on it ever since I was a teenager! I wanted to be able to perfectly fit the aesthetic preference of Drake no matter what it was! I’ve been training for this!”

	I was already on my knees with my face buried into the sheep’s side and my arms wrapped around it at that point, barely even listening to what the girls were talking about.

	“Is he still obsessed with plants?” CHF asked.

	“Super obsessed,” Vala answered. “Wait, was he obsessed with plants as a kid?”

	“Yeah. He always picked flowers and then had nothing to do with them, so he’d give them to me since I was the only girl he knew and he said it would be weird to give a boy flowers.”

	“Aww… you totally need to tell us stories about him as a kid.”

	“I will. But first, I have to prove my ability as a woman to seduce the only man I’ve ever loved. I will show you all what it means to not just be a childhood friend, but to be a childhood friend who has evolved beyond the trope! A childhood friend who actually wins for once! Also, I’m going to need whoever it is that keeps making stuff magically appear.”

	Window looked at the screen and saw that she had zero coins while everybody else had at least twenty. “I guess I’ll help,” she said with a defeated sigh.

	Taking charge of things, CHF grabbed Window by the wrist, dragged her into Honey’s bedroom, and shut the door behind them.

	I had no idea what was going to happen. All I knew was that I had a pet sheep.

	What else did I need in life?

	Did I need to finish cleaning Honey’s tower? No.

	Did I need girlfriends? They were nice, but no.

	Did I need to live in a personal pocket universe where I would never have to worry about anything for the rest of my life except for having fun and living out all of my dreams? No.

	All I needed was my pet sheep.

	“I know what I’ll name you,” I said while still burying my face against the sheep. It was probably the gentlest voice I ever spoke with. I was in a state of pure, unfiltered bliss. “You shall be named… The Fluff, for your fluff is a fluff that truly stands above all other fluffs.”

	The sheep baa’ed at me and I couldn’t have been happier. Even the sheep’s noises sounded fluffy. How was that possible? I didn’t know, but it was.

	Then I heard the bedroom door open, so I leaned my face up just enough to look over the fluff while still keeping it mostly in contact with the fluff. That allowed me to see Window come out of the bedroom first, joining Vala and Cami back at the couch. Then, with everybody’s full attention on the doorway to the bedroom except for mine since it was impossible to devote all of my attention away from The Fluff, CHF walked out of it.

	No, it wasn’t CHF who walked out of it.

	It was her. The little sister of my best friend, and my friend from childhood.

	After all, how could I not know the name… of somebody so fluffy?

	There she was, standing proud with her hands on her hips, a confident smile on her face, and with an aesthetic that screamed fluff at me so loudly that it made me pull my face up from The Fluff.

	To start with, she put on short jean shorts that showed off her slender legs that looked soft in all the right places… but the most important part was the fluffy trim around the bottom of the leg openings. Then there was the oversized sweater she wore tucked into her shorts, the sleeves clearly too long for her and thus bunched up together behind her wrists. The sweater looked so fluffy that I could have sworn it was made from The Fluff. Not only that, but it had a flower design around the neck of it!

	As for her hair, it looked like it was cut to be even shorter so that the back of her hair now only barely reached her back while the sides only reached her jawline, but that made her hair even lighter which made it springier and fluffier looking. Then, to top everything off, literally, she had two rose buds sticking out from the sides of her head. They looked like little rose horns. Of course, they were just flowers held in place by their stems sticking through her hair, but they still looked like adorable little horns.

	“Say my name, Drake, and I’ll even go ‘baa’ for you,” she said.

	“Chloe,” I answered without waiting for a single second.

	“Sh-shut up, I’m going to cry if you suddenly remember it.”

	“You’re already crying! And all I did was answer what you wanted! And where is my ‘baa’?!”

	“B-baa…”

	Somebody shot an arrow through my heart even though Honey and the honey badgers didn’t have their bows on them.

	“S-so… tell me, who’s fluffier?” Chloe asked. “Me, or that sheep?”

	“The sheep,” I answered even faster than when I said her name.

	“That’s what I thought! There’s no way that a sheep is going to—huh?”

	I buried my face back into The Fluff’s fluff and let out a content sigh. “There really is nothing better than a creature whose sole existence in life is to be fluffy.”

	Window shouted, “Sheeps don’t exist just to be fluffy! Wait, why is it telling me that ‘sheep’ is misspelled? There’s a red underline under it. Isn’t the plural form of sheep ‘sheeps?’”

	“It’s sheep.”

	“Well, that’s confusing and stupid. How are you supposed to tell the difference between talking about a single sheep versus multiple sheep?”

	“Context.”

	“I thought we banned that?” Vala asked.

	“Crap, right. Well, since context is banned, you’ll just have to figure it out on your own.”

	While Window dealt with how confusing the English language could be, I looked up from The Fluff again to tell Chloe, “By the way, you’re our girlfriend now. You may not be anywhere near as fluffy as The Fluff, but you’re fluffy enough to be our girlfriend.”

	“Ooh, a fluff requirement,” Vala said. “I dig it. But what about Val?”

	“Val is cool enough to be exempt from all qualifications.”

	The flowers atop Chloe’s head twitched in the same way that the dog sisters’ ears twitched whenever they heard something interesting. “You like cool girls? I can be a cool girl! What’s this Val like?”

	“She’s a tank.”

	“A… a tank? Like, in RPGs?”

	“No. A literal tank. Did you see that tank outside when you were looking around?”

	“That… that was Val?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I don’t know if my research has prepared me for emulating a tank’s aesthetic… but I can try.”

	“Please just stay fluffy instead.”

	“Do I still get to be your girlfriend?”

	“Yes.”

	“Deal.”

	 


Chapter Twenty

	 

	
		
				SO
What I’m getting at here is that “shep” should be the singular of “sheep” and that “sheep” should strictly be used to refer to a group of sheps.
One shep and many sheep.
1. “shep” sounds cute.
2. it’s stupid to have the same word apply to both a single shep and many sheep
3. while I’m at it, meese should be the plural of moose
Why is language so stupid? You know, no. I’m fixing this.
It’s now canon that the singular of sheep is “shep” and that the plural of moose is “meese.” I will release patch notes regarding other words being objectively improved if I can think of any more of them. But until then, we now have shep and meese. Those are objectively superior and canonically the proper spellings from now on. Anybody who complains about them not being real words, or about being misspellings, is wrong, should feel bad about being wrong, and should stop being wrong.

		

	

	 

	All I wanted to do was garden. It was a new day, nice and early in the morning, and I wanted to garden in peace with The Fluff at my side. I actually had Vala spawn a leash for me so that I could put it on The Fluff and link it to my pants so that she could never leave my side. I no longer wanted to live a life without The Fluff at my side at all times.

	Yet, there Window was, popping up in front of me while I was trying to garden. I thought that leaving everybody asleep in Honey’s tower would give me some peace and quiet. We were all up all night and I only got about an hour of sleep before it was time for my morning gardening routine.

	No matter how little sleep I got, I was never going to skip on my morning gardening. Especially because it was supposed to be my quiet, alone time.

	Having The Fluff with me didn’t count as me not being alone.

	Having Window pop up in front of me with random rants about the English language, however, did count as me not being alone.

	“Why?” I asked. It was all there was to ask. I wanted to know why she was interrupting my quiet morning. “Shouldn’t you be asleep with everybody else?”

	
		
				wow
WOW
I am the MOTHER OF YOUR CHILD and you’re acting annoyed that I’m here
wow.

		

	

	 

	“Window… it’s the morning. This is supposed to be my quiet time. Look, I love you or else I wouldn’t put up with you, but I look forward to this time every single night before I go to sleep. And consider that I only got an hour of sleep because I was up all night with all of you, and I was cleaning up after everybody else’s messes.”

	
		
				Hey, don’t try and use that as a defense. You’re the one who had an entire harem of girlfriends cosplaying as maids AND YOU DIDN’T EVEN DO ANYTHING TO THEM. ALL YOU DID WAS CLEAN.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, because somebody has to. That mess was stressing me out. Also, I wanted to give you all some time to do your own thing together. Don’t act like you didn’t appreciate it.”

	
		
				W-well… we did appreciate it… but I… I feel bad. All you did was clean while we had all the fun. Then you only got a single hour of sleep before having to get up and come out here.
Isn’t that hard?

		

	

	 

	“That’s what she said.”

	
		
				…
I’M TRYING TO BE CUTE AND HONEST HERE
I FEEL BAD. THAT’S WHY I’M OUT HERE. I THOUGHT YOU MIGHT APPRECIATE SOME COMPANY AND DIDN’T WANT TO MAKE IT SO THAT YOU’RE THE ONLY ONE WHO’S UP WHILE THE REST OF US ARE SLEEPING. THAT DIDN’T FEEL FAIR AT ALL.

		

	

	 

	“One, I have The Fluff with me. Two, Valkyria is over there.” I looked over at Valkyria and waved. She waved back with her barrel. “Three, I can handle working on not much sleep. But you are going to be miserable if you don’t get more sleep.”

	
		
				I am an informational status window that doesn’t even have a real body aside from when it’s convenient and for fan service.
I don’t need sleep.

		

	

	 

	“But you still like to sleep.”

	
		
				Well… yeah, but that’s Vala’s fault. Seeing her sleep makes me want to sleep.

		

	

	 

	“She tends to have that effect.”

	
		
				Yeah… so uhh, anyways, my whole point is that I’m only here because I felt bad and thought you might appreciate company.

		

	

	 

	“Window. I love you. Thank you for worrying. But I promise you that at this hour, all I want is some peace and quiet. The most loving, caring, selfless thing you can do for me right now is to leave me alone.”

	The Fluff baa’ed.

	
		
				Does baa’ing count as peace and quiet?

		

	

	 

	“Yes. Even when you put aside my obvious bias for everything and anything fluffy, something like the natural sounds of a sheep—”

	
		
				shep*

		

	

	 

	I sighed. “Something like the natural sounds of a shep don’t count as disturbing the peace. That’s nature. That would be like saying the sound of wind rustling some leaves is disturbing the peace. Or that rain is disturbing the peace. Both of those things count as it being peaceful and quiet still. Well, alright. Maybe not technically quiet, but still peaceful and, while it may not be quiet, it doesn’t ruin what quietness there is.”

	
		
				You know I’m literally quiet though because all you’re doing is reading me, right? I literally am not making even a tiny bit of sound right now.

		

	

	 

	“You might be quiet, but you’re anything but peaceful.”

	
		
				You know what?
That’s fair.
Alright. Fine. I’ll leave you alone so you can… garden and stuff with your new sheep.

		

	

	 

	“Thank you. I’ll give you and everybody else attention later.”

	
		
				It’s not about having to give us attention. You already do enough for us. I just want to make sure we’re doing enough for you.

		

	

	 

	“Window. I’m a guy in my twenties who never has to work again for the rest of his life. I live in a pocket universe where I don’t have to worry about taxes, medical bills, or homeowner associations. Not only that, but I basically have an infinitely growing harem full of women who love me, two of them can make me anything I want, including pet sheep, on demand, I get to garden as much as I want, I have a daughter who I love and I got to skip the worst part about having a kid AKA having to deal with the baby and toddler phase, and I’m having more fun than I’ve ever had in my entire life. My life is perfect. You’re all perfect. I love you and I feel loved. That is why I will tell you one more time to please, for the love of all that is green and photosynthesizing, leave me alone so that I can have my peaceful morning. I love you all and want to spend as much time as possible with you, and I get lonely whenever you’re not around, but that’s only after I get my peaceful mornings.”

	
		
				Alright, alright. Fine. I get it. Geez…
By the way. You know where Luca is?

		

	

	 

	“I went looking for her after I woke up. She had a sleepover with Valkyria. You should go look in her. Made a pillow fortress inside of her and everything. It’s adorable. Now leave me alone.”

	
		
				ALRIGHT I GET IT OKAY BYE
love u

		

	

	 

	With that, Window flew over to where Valkyria was to get a look inside of her. That left me alone with my garden and The Fluff.

	“Hey, The Fluff, what do you think would happen if I plant you? Would you grow into a The Fluff tree? Would more The Fluffs grow on you and fall down from it like apples once they’re mature? Because if I can grow an entire legion of fluffy sheep like you, I want to do it.”

	The Fluff stood there and baa’ed, staring into the distance, most likely pondering greater philosophical thoughts than I would ever be able to comprehend. If only I could understand what it meant to be as fluffy as The Fluff. To actually be so great, what was that like? What did it mean to live a life not of admiring fluff, but of being fluff?

	Maybe I could get Vala to transform me into a sheep for a day.

	Or what if…

	If there were dragon girls, dog girls, cat girls, and honey badger girls…

	Why couldn’t there be…

	A sheep man?

	What if I could get turned into a sheep man?

	Then I could have all the perks of being a human still, but with the added fluff of a sheep!

	It was probably the best idea I ever had! A perfect fusion of man and fluff!

	No longer would I ever feel separated from fluff! If I ever felt a burning drive for fluff, all I would have to do is pet myself!

	Yes, it sounded perfect. There were zero issues with that idea.

	I would become one with the fluff.

	Later, anyways.

	I still wanted to enjoy my peaceful, quiet morning for as long as I could. My plants needed my attention, too. Speaking of which, I was curious about that star that I planted. Nothing sprouted up from where I planted it yet which made me think that probably nothing ever would. After all… it was a star. Not a seed of any kind.

	Did I want to believe in the power of being able to grow anything with love and water? Well, and nutritious soil? Yeah, I did. But did I really believe that? Well… before, no. Of course not. I was well aware of all the different factors that went into taking care of plants. Doing something like trying to raise carnivorous plants in rich soil with heavy mineral water wasn’t going to work no matter how much I loved them. They were used to growing in nutrient-deprived swamps. They didn’t need good soil. They needed moss and rocks. Some soil was fine, but having fertile soil wasn’t needed at all. And the only water they needed was distilled water or rainwater. Anything else could kill them. Then, of course, they needed prey in the form of small insects to dissolve and absorb nutrients from.

	Just giving them love and water wouldn’t ever be enough.

	But in Vala’s personal pocket universe? Well, I wanted to believe it was possible.

	But apparently it wasn’t.

	I was curious about the state of the star, though, so I went to where I planted it and moved away the soil overtop it just to check on it.

	Now, considering that I planted a star, I expected to feel some warmth or see some light shining through the soil as I removed it.

	But there was nothing.

	Was I in the wrong spot?

	No, I would never make that sort of amateur mistake.

	I dug deeper into the soil in search of the star… and then… I found it.

	Or rather, I found her.

	I partially unburied the face of a starry-eyed woman who blinked her eyes a few times before staring straight at me. She looked as confused as I was.

	I had no idea how I was supposed to react to that, so I—

	
		
				WAITWAITWAITWIATIWEATIGESITGAIREWASHGUIREWSHGRWES
WAY TOO SOON
YOU JUST GOT A NEW WAIFU
AND WE STILL HAVE THE ZOMBIE MAID QUEEN AND HER BAT BUTLER
NO
WAIT
STOP
TOO MANY WAIFUS TOO QUICKLY
AND DON’T FORGET ABOUT VALKYRIA
(btw Luca looks adorable rn, ty for letting me know where to look)
STOP IT, CEASE AND DESIST, THERE’S NOW A BAN ON WAIFUS BEING ADDED
SHE CAN BE INTRODUCED SOMETIME IN THE NEXT VOLUME (IF WE REMEMBER, IF NOT THEN LATER)

		

	

	 

	Window then used the side of her body to cover the hole back up with dirt, burying the woman alive.

	“Is… she uh… going to be alright? I mean, you just… you just buried her,” I said. “You buried her alive.”

	
		
				I WOULDN’T HAVE NEEDED TO IF YOU DIDN’T TRY SKIPPING PLOT PROGRESSION
JUST WAIT FOR HER TO SPROUT WHEN SHE’S READY TO, ALRIGHT?
YOU’RE A GARDENER. YOU SHOULD KNOW WHAT IT MEANS TO BE PATIENT. SO, BE PATIENT. PLEASE.

		

	

	 

	I looked at Window, then down at the hole she just finished filling, back up at Window, back down at the dirt…

	I sighed and gave up.

	My peaceful and quiet morning was already interrupted twice. If it was interrupted three times, that would officially ruin it and make the rest of the day worse. So, rather than give anybody or anything the opportunity to ruin my morning by interrupting me for the third time, I surrendered.

	“Window,” I said.

	
		
				Yeah?

		

	

	 

	“Can you at least promise me that she’s going to be alright and that we’re not committing a horrible crime right now?”

	
		
				She’s fine. Just pretend that you didn’t even see anything.

		

	

	 

	“I feel bad for her.”

	
		
				Don’t. She has internet access down there. She’s fine while waiting for her introduction.

		

	

	 

	“I—… alright. You know, I think I’m going to just… go take a nap.”

	
		
				You’re going back to sleep?

		

	

	 

	“Sleep is better than having my morning interrupted over and over. Besides, there’s something I want to try.”

	
		
				What?

		

	

	 

	“Teleport me and The Fluff to the top of the slime tower. Please.”

	I knew that Window would tell me to say please if I didn’t say it first, so I made sure to. I didn’t want to deal with her giving me any sass.

	Then, once she teleported us to the top of the slime tower, I gently pushed The Fluff down onto its side, turned it around so that the top of its body faced me, and relaxed on my back with my head using The Fluff as a pillow.

	Life could, officially, not get any better at that point. I had The Fluff as a pillow and the slime tower as a bed.

	“This is nice,” I said.

	
		
				Ca-can… can I join you?

		

	

	 

	“No.”

	
		
				HOW COME?!

		

	

	 

	“Because I still want to be alone even if I’m officially considering the quiet and peaceful part of my morning over. I just dug up a face in my garden. I’ve had enough people already for the day.”

	
		
				You so better spoil me later.

		

	

	 

	“Yeah, yeah.”

	
		
				Hmph!

		

	

	 

	Window vanished once more, leaving me alone on top of the slime tower with The Fluff as my pillow.

	Life was good.

	 


Chapter Twenty-One

	 

	
		
				BATTLE TIME BECAUSE THE VOLUME IS REACHING HOW LONG IT’S SUPPOSED TO BE AND WE SHOULD REALLY GO THROUGH ANOTHER OBLIGATORY BATTLE BEFORE IT ENDS
LESGO

		

	

	 

	Apparently, it was battle time. All of the usual group was teleported to the same haunted amusement park as before. The only difference between the first time we fought and what looked like would be the second time was that there were several roller coaster tracks going across the lanes now. Considering the incredibly slow speed of the ride I saw before, I felt like I didn’t really have anything to worry about in that department.

	But I doubted it would be that simple.

	For all I knew, some of the ride’s cars were going to have rocket engines strapped to them and send them flying onto the lanes with enough speed to leave the atmosphere.

	“What’s… what’s going on?” Chloe asked, looking around with a dumbfounded expression. That was fair, honestly. I couldn’t expect her to just accept everything she saw without questioning it. She wasn’t on my level yet. She needed to get properly desensitized before she could reach the level of never questioning anything.

	“It’s easy,” Vala said. “You see, this whole world is designed like a game. Do you know about tower defense games?”

	“Kind of? Do you… defend a tower in them?”

	“Close enough. Anyways, the more levels we clear, the more waifus we unlock and stuff. So the faster we win battles, the bigger the harem grows.”

	“Ooh. I get it. I bet Drake must really be speeding through the game then.”

	“Nope.”

	“What? Why? You just said it unlocks new girlfriends.”

	“He’d rather spend his time gardening. If he’s not gardening, he’s looking at his plants. If he’s not looking at them, he’s whispering to them. If he’s not whispering to them, he’s thinking about them. He basically only exists for plants and the rest of us are only here for when he has nothing to do with them, which is rarely ever. We’d probably all get more attention from him if we dress up like plants.”

	“That’s character defamation!” I shouted. “I’m not that obsessed! Also… how would it even look if you dress up as a plant? What… what kind of plant would you dress up as? A sunflower?” I imagined a perfectly normal sunflower… but with Vala’s face in the middle of it.

	“I wanna be one of those flytrap plants.”

	I tried imagining Vala dressed up as a flytrap plant, only to end up imagining her head sticking out from the inside of a flytrap’s trap. It was… a very strange visualization, but not one that I was completely opposed to.

	Any normal person would have been opposed to it. But, because a plant was involved, I wasn’t. Was it weird? Yes. Slightly horrifying? Also yes.

	But it was also a plant.

	And plant was life.

	“Chloe,” I said.

	Chloe perked up and smiled. “Yeah? Do—do you need something? Do you want to cuddle? Hold hands? Pet my head? Make children togeth—”

	“I have a mission for you.”

	“O-oh. Is it… the procreation kind of mission? A mission to create new life with you?”

	“I want you to go and become the fluffiest plant you can be.”

	“… what?”

	“You mentioned being like a sheep before, but that’s not enough. Plus, you can’t compete with The Fluff. So, instead, you are to go and find out how to style yourself to match the aesthetic of a fluffy plant. No, wait. Not just a plant, but a fluffy, sheep plant.”

	Chloe looked at Vala and asked, “Are you sure he’s not more obsessed with fluff than plants?”

	Vala nodded. “His love for fluff is more obvious, but even that can’t compete against his love for gardening. If I had to rank how much he loves everything… he loves all of us, then he loves fluff, then there is an empty gap larger than the space between galaxies, and then there’s his love for gardening and plants.”

	Now that was just being dramatic, so I sighed and said, “I love all of you more than fluff and gardening. Come on, what kind of boyfriend do you think I am?”

	“The kind who would choose a plant if both me and a plant were hanging off a cliff and you could only save one of us.”

	Hearing that made me imagine that exact scenario. Vala and a plant, both hanging off a cliff, the plant desperately clinging to the edge with one of its stems.

	“Of course I’d choose the plant!” I shouted. “You have wings! You can fly! A plant can’t!”

	“Oh, right.” Vala flapped her wings. “Sometimes I forget about those.”

	“How do you forget about your wings?”

	“Because they’re just… always there, you know? Like fingers. I bet you’re not thinking about how you have fingers while you’re trying to sleep. Or I bet you’re not thinking about all the hairs on the back of your head while you’re eating muffins. Ooh. I haven’t had a muffin in a long time. We should totally get muffins.”

	“Eat a cupcake instead. Muffins are just inferior, frosting-less muffins.”

	“Wow… that’s like… the least based thing you’ve ever said… it’s the opposite of based, even. Is that… did you just… verbally cringe post?”

	Chloe nodded. “You’re lucky I’m your childhood friend or else I would have to break up with you for having that cringe of an opinion.”

	I shook my head, disappointed in how inferior my girlfriends’ opinions were. “If a muffin and a cupcake were both hanging off a cliff and I could only save one, I’d save the cupcake. And you know what? Even if I could save both, I wouldn’t. I’d stand there, eating my cupcake, while watching the muffin fail to cling to the edge, desperately begging me for help, only to fall into the ocean below where it would drown. Now, I almost said ‘where it would get devoured by fish,’ but not even fish would touch a muffin because even fish have standards.”

	“That’s messed up,” Vala said. “Why do you hate muffins so much?”

	“Because. Cupcakes can have fluffy frosting. Muffins don’t. Whenever I see a muffin, all I think about is how the person could have made a cupcake with fluffy frosting instead, and that would be objectively superior in every way. Every muffin is a cupcake that could have been. It’s like military spending. Every tax dollar pumped into bullets is a tax dollar that could have been pumped into insulin.”

	
		
				Drake.
Did you really, really just get political and compare muffins and cupcakes to how governments spend money on war instead of healthcare?

		

	

	 

	“Honestly, that’s going easier on muffins than they deserve. Even war is better than muffins are.”

	Everybody might have been staring at me as if they couldn’t believe what I was saying, but I had no intention of changing my mind. There was no lie in anything that I said.

	Muffins are garbage.

	Cupcakes are heavenly.

	That will forever be an undeniable truth.

	“But what if the muffin is fluffy though?” Vala asked.

	I turned my head to look at Vala again with almost enough speed to hurt it. “Did you say… a fluffy muffin?”

	“Yeah. Like, what if you make the top of it all big and poofy and light and stuff? That would kinda make it fluffy. If frosting can count as fluffy, I don’t see why the top of a muffin couldn’t count as fluffy.”

	“Puffy isn’t the same as fluffy. That’d be like calling a thick cookie fluffy instead of puffy.”

	“Hmm. So, the only reason you like cupcakes and hate muffins is because cupcakes can have fluffy frosting, and muffins don’t.”

	“Right.”

	“What if you put frosting on a muffin?”

	“Then it stops being a muffin. Best case scenario, it turns into a cupcake. Worst case scenario, it turns into a horrifying abomination.”

	“Hmm, hmm. So, you hate muffins because they’re not fluffy. Adding frosting to make them fluffy would no longer make them muffins. That means, in order for you to accept a muffin, the base muffin itself would need to be fluffy.”

	“Right. Which is impossible.”

	“Tsk, tsk, tsk. Drake, Drake, Drake. Whatever am I going to do with you? You should know by now that nothing is impossible here.”

	“Vala. I know that you’re basically a god who can make anything happen no matter how unrealistic it is, but even that is impossible beyond your ability.”

	“Oh really?”

	
		
				This was supposed to be a battle chapter…

		

	

	 

	I dramatically pointed at Vala. “Bring it on, Vala. Show me a muffin that is fluffy. You won’t because you can’t.”

	Vala smirked and crossed her arms over her chest. “Challenge accepted, noob. Wait. Plot hole detected.”

	“What?”

	“Honey calls you Muffin and you never care.”

	“That’s because muffins are her favorite food and it’s just a nickname. If she wanted me to actually be a muffin, then we’d have a problem.” Speaking of Honey, I looked over at her… and saw her on the verge of tears. “Wai-wait, what’s wrong?”

	Honey, barely able to hold back her sniffling, wiped her arm across her eyes and said, “Y-you… you hate muffins… I’ve been calling you Muffin this whole time… and I love muffins… but you—but you hate muffins…”

	“Just because I hate muffins doesn’t mean I wouldn’t be a muffin for you.”

	“Are—are you sure?”

	“I am. Because, contrary to what is apparently popular belief, I do love all of you more than fluff, gardening, and my love is also stronger than my hatred for muffins. I would even eat a muffin for you. I’d just also expect sexual favors out of it so that I’m not suffering for nothing.”

	Bringing up sexual favors made Honey go from borderline crying to blushing and hiding her face behind her hair.

	Admittedly, I would have preferred being called Cupcake, but Honey and Cupcake just didn’t sound as good as Honey and Muffin.

	Then I heard Vala say from behind me, “It is done.”

	It felt like a mountain’s worth of pressure was put down on my shoulders in an instant.

	Could she have really done it?

	Did she… did she actually do it?

	Did she create a muffin that was fluffy?

	No, it was impossible!

	Yet, I felt so worried. So… afraid.

	Afraid that my objective reality of muffins being inferior to cupcakes was about to come crashing down all around me.

	Afraid that one of the only constants in the universe was about to be broken and thrown into the trash.

	Muffins being worse than cupcakes was the only normal thing left in Vala’s personal universe. If that was taken away… what would be left? Everything would officially be insane at that point!

	“Look at it, Drake,” Vala said. “Look and know perfection beyond what your mortal mind can comprehend.”

	My forehead was covered in sweat as I shivered in fear at what sight was waiting for me.

	I gulped and slowly turned my head to see what was there.

	That was when… that was when I saw it.

	That was when I saw a sight that destroyed my remaining understanding of the universe.

	Sitting on a plate held in Vala’s hands… was a muffin. But it was not just any muffin, no. It was the fluffiest damn muffin that I ever saw. It was a muffin that was so fluffy it shouldn’t have been possible!

	Then the muffin moved.

	The muffin.

	Moved.

	Something was amiss.

	I leaned in closer to get a better look at the muffin. It had a normal wrapping around its bottom half, and then the top half was a giant, white, ball of fluffy floof.

	That was when I heard the tiniest little “baa” that I ever heard.

	Then I noticed something else.

	The Fluff was gone.

	I heard another baa and it came from the “muffin.”

	When I pinched the top of my muffin, my fingers felt the softest wool to ever exist get squeezed between them. Then, when I lifted the muffin up and out of its wrapper… I saw none other than The Fluff hanging between my fingers.

	“You shrunk The Fluff!” I shouted.

	“Correction, I turned The Fluff into a muffin,” Vala said. “There’s a difference.”

	“Just because you shrink something and put it in a muffin wrapper doesn’t make it a muffin!”

	“What is a muffin? Does a muffin really have to be some baked good in a paper wrapper, or can it be something more? Doesn’t it fit the spirit of what a muffin is? The Fluff might be a sheep, but that does not mean one cannot also be a muffin.”

	“Window, what’s the definition of a muffin?”

	
		
				Uhh, basically, a domed cake or bread made from dough.

		

	

	 

	“See?” I asked Vala.

	Vala shook her head, adamant to deny a loss. “It’s a muffin.”

	“At least come up with some absurd justification for it!”

	“I don’t need to. Look into The Fluff’s eyes and tell me what you see. Tell me that you cannot see the soul of a muffin within The Fluff.”

	I held up the miniaturized The Fluff in front of my face and looked directly into its eyes.

	That was when I saw…

	Muffins.

	“You made The Fluff’s pupils the shape of muffins!” I shouted. “That doesn’t mean anything!”

	Vala held out her arms, striking a dramatic pose. “It means there is a fiery muffin baking within The Fluff’s soul! Who are you to deny one’s identity as a muffin?! Who are you to deny a muffin’s purpose in life?!”

	I looked into The Fluff’s eyes again just in time for it to baa at me.

	“The Fluff,” I said. “Think carefully about this. Do you… are you… a muffin?”

	The Fluff baa’ed and nodded its head.

	Vala placed her hands on her hips and wore a smug smile as she said, “Heh. Told ya so. Do you admit defeat now?”

	As much as I didn’t want to admit defeat, there was no denying the truth before my eyes. “If… if The Fluff admits to being a muffin… and such pristine fluff could never be wrong nor would such perfect, amazing fluff ever lie… then… The Fluff is a muffin… and if muffins such as The Fluff exist… cupcakes could… cupcakes could never compare. Muffins are on such a higher plane of existence and greatness that cupcakes could only ever grovel and—”

	“Oh!” Delphi said, jumping between us. “What about fluffy soup?!”

	“Fluffy chocolate?” Cami asked.

	“Fufu, fluffy darkness is obviously superior,” Lavi joined in.

	There were so many potential routes for fluffiness that I never even considered before.

	There was still an entire world of fluff waiting for me out there!

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two

	 

	
		
				To continue the streak of me immediately gracing everybody with my presence at the start of every chapter, at the risk of derailing things even though WE ARE SERIOUSLY GOING TO DO A COMBAT CHAPTER THIS TIME I SWEAR AND IF WE DON’T THEN I AM GOING TO PERSONALLY SPAWN A CHAINSAW INTO EXISTENCE AND GO ON A CHAINSAW MASSACRE OF EVERYTHING AND EVERYBODY THAT CONTINUES TO KEEP US AWAY FROM DOING THE THINGS WE’RE SUPPOSED TO BE DOING—
Ahem.
Drake.

		

	

	 

	I wasn’t sure how to feel about what I was reading on Window, but I asked her regardless, “What?”

	
		
				I have come to a realization.
And by “I,” I mean that the readers have come to a realization and I am now taking credit for it.

		

	

	 

	“And what’s this realization you’ve come to?”

	
		
				You love fluff.

		

	

	 

	“Everybody already knows that.”

	
		
				But you are blind to the biggest fluff of them all.

		

	

	 

	My heart throbbed and my attention was securely captured. “I—I am? What? Is there a Fluffzilla on the loose somewhere that I’m missing?”

	
		
				Tsk, tsk. Even now, you are blind to the truth. You are blind to the ultimate realization of fluff.

		

	

	 

	“This isn’t a game, Window! Tell me where the fluff is! You can’t just say that I’ve been blind to it and then not show me where it is!”

	
		
				Drake. My pitiful, pitiful Drake. Oh, how naïve you are. How pure and innocent your heart remains to have not realized it. 

		

	

	 

	“Damn it, Window! This isn’t a joke! Where is the fluff?!”

	Rather than display any other words on herself, she displayed a video… of myself.

	All I could do was stand there and stare at her—at myself.

	What was she trying to say? What did she mean by that?

	That was when Vala stepped up to my side and placed her hand on my shoulder, also appearing in the video on Window now. “Don’t you see, Drake?” Vala asked. “You are the fluff.”

	“I… I am?” I asked.

	Vala nodded before looking up at me with a proud smile. “You’ve done it. I’m so proud of you. You have been causing every chapter to be so fluffy and distracted from the plot that you are the fluff. Entire chapters have been made into fluff when they were supposed to focus on battles and plot stuff, all because of you.”

	“I—I don’t understand.”

	“Shh, shh. It’s okay. Don’t be confused. I’m here for you.”

	The video on Window disappeared so that she could go back to displaying messages.

	
		
				Do you understand yet?
Drake, you are fluff.
You are the embodiment of fluff.
Do you know how many more battles this series was supposed to have by now? Do you know how many more waifus there are supposed to be? How much crafting and tower building you were supposed to do?
But instead, all you’ve done is play with plants, screw around with all of us, and get distracted every single time it’s time for a battle.
The ultimate fluff has been inside of you this entire time.
You are a fluff enigma.
You are the embodiment of fluff.
You are the elder god, Nyarfluffotep.
There is truly nobody, nor anything, in this universe that produces as much fluff as you.
Even when it comes to The Fluff, The Fluff only exists because you wanted her to. You asked for her and then she existed. There is literally no other reason for her to exist aside from you asking for her. She has no plot relevance, she’s just a super fluffy sheep, and she does nothing but stand there and go “baa” every chapter. 

		

	

	 

	The Fluff baa’ed.

	
		
				See? She serves no purpose. She is pure fluff created for purely fluff reasons, and those reasons only exist because of you.
Drake.
You are the fluff. 

		

	

	 

	The realization finally hit me.

	Everything she said made sense.

	If we were in something akin to a book, and the main plot was supposed to be tower defense battles that lead to more girlfriends, and I was the main character of said book, then I would absolutely be detracting from the main plot. And anything that is not relevant to the main plot is fluff. Seeing as how it is a main character’s goal to stick to the plot and do what he or she is supposed to do… the vast majority of what I had been doing was pointless. It served no real importance other than to exist.

	In other words.

	It was fluff.

	And I was the bringer of it.

	I was the creator of it.

	I was the father, son, and holy spirit of fluff.

	Did that not mean… I was the fluff?

	I am the fluff?

	It made perfect sense.

	Even my life before coming to live with Vala in our personal pocket universe was nothing but fluff. Rather than pay any attention to the “main plot line,” which would have been something like going to college, moving up in a career, getting married and having kids, and so on, I completely neglected all of that to instead spend all my free time gardening. I only did the bare minimum of going to work so that I wouldn’t be homeless and that was it. Everything else was spent on the side quest—the fluff quest, of gardening.

	Now, even in a world inspired by a game genre I always enjoyed, I constantly got distracted from doing what I was supposed to be doing still.

	And it was all in pursuit of fluff.

	But, if I was fluff…

	How was I supposed to fluff myself?

	I had no physical fluff to fluff! I was simply metaphysical fluff! Ideological fluff! Fluff that could only be observed as a condition of human nature, not ever truly touched!

	I raised my hands up to my head to grab my hair, but that wasn’t enough.

	My hair wasn’t that fluffy. It didn’t truly portray my fluff. It couldn’t portray it.

	It wasn’t enough.

	I needed to touch the fluff that I was, but how could I touch the untouchable?

	
		
				Uh… I think we broke him. 

		

	

	 

	How?! It was impossible! I finally discovered the ultimate fluff in all of existence and it was none other than myself all along! But I was unfluffable! I couldn’t fluff myself! I couldn’t use my fluff as a pillow, I couldn’t pet it, I couldn’t rub my face against it—how was I supposed to appreciate it?! How could I fluff a non-physical fluff?!

	All I could do was reach out to stroke the air around me, as if there was some sort of fluff aura I was giving off, but that wasn’t enough. It didn’t—I couldn’t…

	
		
				VALA, HE’S CRYING, WHAT DO WE DO? 

		

	

	 

	“There’s only one thing left to do,” Vala said. “Window, I’m taking over for a bit.”

	
		
				What are you going to do? 

		

	

	 

	“I’m going to do that.”

	
		
				THAT?! BUT—THE FORBIDDEN TECHNIQUE! DO YOU KNOW HOW DANGEROUS IT IS? HOW CONFUSING IT MIGHT BE TO READERS TO SUDDENLY USE IT? 

		

	

	 

	“It has to be done. We’ve broken the protagonist and main narrator with the realization of the truth. Until he recovers,” Vala said… no, I said! “I have to take over.”

	Whew. That was easier than I thought it would be. So, this is what it’s like to be the narrator. Huh.

	Let’s try something real quick.

	And so, Vala lived happily ever after with a huge harem of cute waifus, a top tier husbando, and unlimited vidya games and pizza for life!

	The end!

	Hmm. Just narrating that wasn’t enough to actually make it happen.

	Oh well.

	Anyways, I figured I should—actually, should I be using past or present tense? Eh, I’ll just use whichever feels right. This is only a one-chapter thing so people can go cry on some internet forum somewhere about me messing up tenses if they want to.

	Anyways part two, I figured I should do something about Drake’s situation. He was like… broken broken. He fell to his knees and was staring straight ahead while tears ran down his cheeks. Honestly, it was kind of hot in a way. Like, it made me think of some really emotional scene in a game where the hero loses a trusted companion or a loved one, so he drops to his knees and cries while rain pours down around him. It didn’t help that he was so hot.

	That’s probably messed up, finding my boyfriend hot while he was crying and having a total breakdown of his ego.

	But he’s just… hot, okay? He’s tall, he’s fit with some nice muscles, he’s clean, his teeth are white and he has that smooth, black hair—I wish he’d wear skimpier outfits. We need to get the doggo sisters into some bikini armor and get him into a speedo.

	I totally wanna go full like, stereotypical female author describing hot hunks in her books when it comes to narrating about him.

	The bulging muscles of his biceps flexed as tears ran down his chiseled, strong cheeks. His crotch instinctively throbbed as if there was a trapped gerbil within his pants desperately searching for an escape, ready to pound its way to freedom as his pecs glistened like a sparkly vampire.

	
		
				WAIT WHY IS HIS CROTCH MOVING LIKE THAT?! 

		

	

	 

	“I don’t know, hang on,” I said before crouching down in front of Drake and sticking my hands into his pants.

	I was—am, his girlfriend, so it’s okay. His entire body is basically my property that I can do whatever I want with whenever I want. He can do the same to me, too, obviously.

	I wish he would more often.

	Sigh.

	He knows that he could come up to me while I’m playing vidya and do whatever he wants to me whenever he wants as long as he doesn’t mess me up, but he never does. I want to be suddenly used like the lazy gamer girlfriend that I am! There are so many hentai doujins like that! Where a girl is super lazy and just plays games all the time, so her boyfriend just uses her anyways even while she’s in the middle of gaming! I want that to happen to me!

	Maybe I should spawn some of those doujins into existence and leave them hanging around the place where he’ll find them?

	Also, I felt something fluffy in his pants.

	I grabbed onto it and pulled it out only to see that it was none other than the miniaturized The Fluff which somehow got trapped between his boxers and pants.

	
		
				Why… why was mini The Fluff in his pants? 

		

	

	 

	“I’dunno,” I answered.

	
		
				I’m just… not even going to question it. 

		

	

	 

	“That’s probably for the best. Anyways, we have to fix him.”

	
		
				But how? He’s completely broken. I never thought we’d be able to make his mind break this hard. 

		

	

	 

	“Yeah… it’s broken even harder than a schoolgirl’s mind after having her hand held without gloves by her childhood crush.”

	
		
				I miss having Drake as the narrator. You’re too degenerate.
I never actually thought that us going into your head would result in degeneracy even worse than him. 

		

	

	 

	“Pfftt. All he does is garden and talk about fluff. He’s not degenerate at all. If anything, I always have to hold back my degen power levels because I don’t want to scare him off.”

	But now that I’m the narrator, I don’t have to worry about scaring him off because there’s no way that he’ll have any idea this even ever happened!

	Mwahaha!

	I can be as degenerate as I want to be! I can raise the rating on this story and make it inappropriate for anybody under the age of eighteen to read by saying how I want him to just grab me and use my body no matter what I’m doing at any time! He can even do it while I’m asleep and I’d be happy!

	Ah… that’d be the best.

	Maybe I could narrate a super lewd spin-off book sometime and just narrate all the lewd things we do together. Yeah, that’d be nice. Just a book full of lewd stuff. Handholding, free use play, kissing, talking about being submissive and breedable—all that good stuff.

	But I guess I’m probably already pushing the line here. I might already be destroying some people’s images of me by letting them read what’s in my head by me narrating.

	Alright, reader. I’ll spare you from the rest of my degenerate thoughts.

	For now.

	Heh.

	I wonder how Drake would feel if he could actually read what’s going on in my head all the time.

	Like, seriously! Do you know how many times I’ve caught myself drooling and had to wipe my mouth on my tail all because I saw him working in the garden?! There’s just something about a man getting dirty and doing physical work like that. Especially when you combine being hot and doing physical work with being so gentle and loving toward his plants.

	It makes me want to make baby human-dragon hybrids every single time I see him in his garden.

	But at the same time… taking care of kids means less time for vidya…

	Well, I could always just send them off to Lake and have her babysit them. Or let Valkyria babysit them. I have a feeling that she’d be a great babysitter going by what Drake has let us know about her. Plus she babysat Luca the other night without any problems.

	What could go wrong by having a sentient war tank babysit my newborn babies?

	Nothing, because nothing is ever allowed to go wrong in my pocket universe!

	Mwaha. Ha.

	Heh.

	Anyways, I’m at risk of also becoming an embodiment of fluff if I don’t do something about this.

	So, I snapped my fingers and turned Drake into a form that would truly represent just how fluffy he was.

	But I didn’t expect him to become a giant ball of sentient fluff big enough that he put Clawdia’s old castle before we blew it up to shame.

	He was literally just a ball of fluff. Like a ball of sheep wool, except huge and sentient.

	That was the fluff within his soul.

	
		
				Vala… did you just… 

		

	

	 

	I crossed my arms over my chest and nodded. “Yep.”

	
		
				How does… how does this solve anything…? 

		

	

	 

	“Hmm. Dunno. But look at how happy he is now!”

	
		
				HE DOESN’T LOOK LIKE ANYTHING BUT FLUFF
HE DOESN’T EVEN HAVE A BODY OR FACE OR ANYTHING NOW 

		

	

	 

	I was going to tell Window not to worry about it, but I was interrupted by a particularly strong gust of wind that lifted Drake up into the air and carried him away.

	
		
				THE WIND IS STEALING HIM
WHAT DO WE DO
HE’S LIKE A RUNAWAY GIANT BALLOON 

		

	

	 

	I shrugged. “I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

	
		
				VALA
HE IS OUR MAIN CHARACTER
HE’S THE NARRATOR
HOW ARE WE SUPPOSED TO GO ON LIKE THIS? 

		

	

	 

	“Heh. It’s natural. This just means that I get to have another chapter of being the narrator!”

	
		
				oh god
this was supposed to be a battle chapter finally
but it turned out to be this instead 

		

	

	 

	“Don’t worry. Just one more chapter of me narrating, I promise. I promise we’ll do the battle next chapter. I bet I’d be a super good battle narrator! I’ll make things extra dramatic and everything! It’ll be fun!”

	
		
				If… if you say so… 

		

	

	 

	“Heh. It’ll be fine. Anyways, let’s start the battle!”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three

	 

	Behold, it is I! Drake! Drake Hunter! The man who is dating the most wonderful, amazing, cutest, most perfect dragon girl in the entire world, Vala!

	Man, let me tell you, she sure is incredible. She’s basically the dream girl of any person with a functioning brain. She’s cute, she’s funny, she’s smart, she’s willing to create an entire pocket universe for me, she loves to play video games and watch anime, she can snap her fingers to spawn untold wealth and food on demand into reality—what’s not to love about her? She’s just that incredible! Perfect in every way without any faults!

	I sure am lucky to be dating her! I even love her more than plants and fluff! Can you believe that? Plants and fluff are nothing compared to her!

	Eh? That giant ball of floating fluff being carried away into the distant sky? Don’t worry about that.

	All that matters is that I am Drake! That ball of fluff is just—well, a ball of fluff. It is definitely not the real Drake who has been turned into a ball of fluff through the actualization of his soul.

	Have I mentioned how incredible my girlfriend, Vala, is? She has nice thighs, pretty decent boobs, a super cute face, she’s just monster enough to count as a monster girl without going into scalie or furry territory, and she’s also perfect in general.

	
		
				Vala… you’re not fooling anybody. 

		

	

	 

	I stuck my tongue out at Window and shooed her away. Now I knew how Drake felt and why he always bullied her. What’s a protagonist got to do around here to narrate in peace without an informational status window coming around and ruining the fun?

	Just kidding, Window. I love you.

	Anyways. Battle time.

	Maybe I should choose Delphi to fight in this battle? If I let her fight this battle… I can describe how her boobs and thighs jiggle while she fights. Because Drake doesn’t do a good enough job of sounding like a stereotypical male author who only cares about a girl’s boobs.

	Like, do people even understand how thicc Delphi is now? Seriously! Does he ever go into pointless narrating about her body? Or any of our bodies?! He’s supposed to always remind people about how nice our bodies are! Doesn’t he know that our main audience is a bunch of young guys who wish they had their own harems of cute waifus to do lewd stuff with?! We need to fuel their imagination! We need to go into excruciating detail about how Delphi’s boobs jiggle with every single step she makes!

	Maybe I should modify this universe’s physics settings? I could make it so that her boobs and thighs jiggle even more than they realistically should. Make it so that they’re almost smacking her in the face every single time she takes a single step.

	No, that’s too far.

	Wait!

	Sudden realization and change of topic!

	I just—I just noticed something horrible.

	If we ever get an anime adaptation, or even a manga adaptation… how is me becoming the narrator going to translate to that?! It won’t have the same impact at all!

	But wait. If it’s loyal to the source material, they could include my current narration as thoughts. I can see it now! Me on the screen, pacing around back and forth while worrying about how they’re going to portray the narration swap as thoughts inside my head!

	And now I’m pointing directly at the camera with a smile on my face!

	Because I’m the best!

	I—

	Another sudden realization and change of topic!

	I haven’t had sheep in a long time. I wonder if Drake would get mad at me if I ate The Fluff.

	No, of course he would get mad. I can’t do that. Also, The Fluff is too fluffy. I wouldn’t want to get a bunch of fluff stuck between my teeth and stuff.

	Ahh… I miss the days of when I first arrived to his world. Flying around the countryside, snatching up sheep, occasionally crushing peasants’ houses by accident, swiping away armies with my tail when they came to kill me, demanding sacrifice in the form of cute girls who I would make play board games with me—those were the good old days.

	I haven’t had whale in a really long time, either. I think the last time was around a thousand years ago or so? I went flying over the ocean, found a school of whales, and just scooped them all up in my mouth!

	Too bad humans just had to almost drive them to extinction. Now I can’t go whale scooping even if I wanted to without feeling bad about it.

	Then again… I could always create a whole ocean of whales here.

	But then I’d feel bad, too. Nobody dies in my personal pocket universe! Everybody has to be happy and live forever!

	That means my only real option… would be to visit home.

	But there’s no way I’m ever doing that! They’re probably still mad and won’t let me leave again!

	No way! Absolutely no way! I’m going to go insane if I have to listen to them tell me about my birthright and duty and all that stuff again!

	I’ll just stay here in my personal pocket universe until the end of all reality with my husbando, my waifus, and the ability to do anything I want.

	Heh. Take that, responsibilities!

	Hmm. I wonder if my big sister is still looking for me. Probably not. I mean, it’s been thousands of years. There’s no way she’s still obsessively searching world after world for me… right?

	Wait.

	I have a feeling that I’m forgetting something super important here.

	Also, Window, you look like you’re about to die.

	
		
				Please… the battle… less future plot points teasing… more current fighting… pls… 

		

	

	 

	I sighed but gave in. Being a protagonist and narrator is hard. You can’t just ramble forever and have to actually do things. Who would have thought? “Fine, fine. Battle time! For real this time! Before I get any more distracted, send Delphi and Clawdia on the exploration mission! I’ll get too distracted narrating their bodies moving all over the place if we let them stay here. And for the battle… Honey and Lavi!”

	Delphi and Clawdia poofed with clouds of smoke appearing where they stood as Honey and Lavi walked up to the lane near the greenhouse. 

	The greenhouse really needed an upgrade. Actually…

	What if upgrading the greenhouse into something bigger and cooler gives it a new heart? And then it could be upgraded again to have five hearts and be like super huge and cool looking!

	Oh man, that would be awesome. We totally need to do that.

	
		
				AT LEAST STOP SWAPPING TENSES SO MUCH
YOU’RE GOING TO TRIGGER THE READERS AND THEY’RE GOING TO GIVE US BAD COMMENTS OR REVIEWS COMPLAINING ABOUT POOR GRAMMAR DUE TO TENSE SWAPPING WITHOUT REALIZING THAT IT’S INTENTIONAL AND BEING DONE ON PURPOSE. DO YOU KNOW HOW MANY PEOPLE COMMENT THINKING THAT I’M ACCIDENTALLY HAVING TYPOS IN MY WINDOW DIALOGUE? ALL OF MY TYPOS ARE INTENTIONL! BUT THAT DOESN’T STOP THEM FROM BRINGING IT UP AND TRYING TO GET IT FIXED BECAUSE THEY ASSUME IT’S POOR SPELLING AND/OR AN ACCIDENT!

		

	

	 

	The life of being edgy and purposely neglecting the rules of grammar and spelling is a hard life.

	Anyways, it’s Honey and Lavi time!

	Seeing as how this spooky zone has flying enemies, it would be a good idea to have a hero on the field who can actually shoot them down without having to go through a bunch of theatrics to do it like Lavi had to. Not to mention that a lot of the new enemies are dangerous to engage in melee, so being able to deal damage from a distance to kite them without ever getting into melee range is a good idea.

	And the reason I’m sending Lavi is because she hasn’t gotten to fight since her latest upgrade into an edgy doggo knight.

	Honey hasn’t gotten to fight as a hero unit either, yet. I think. I don’t know. Maybe there’s a battle I’m forgetting and this is a plot hole by saying she hasn’t fought when she has.

	Regardless, it’s battle time!

	Window, do the do! Begin! Launch! Engage! Commence!

	
		
				Is… is it finally happening? Are we actually starting the battle? Is… is it happening? 

		

	

	 

	“You’re the one procrastinating now,” I said.

	
		
				RIGHT OKAY BATTLE STAARTING FOR REAL

		

	

	 

	All the usual stuff at the start of a battle happened and then the battle finally began.

	New enemies usually liked to show up right away at the start of a new battle, and this one was no different. A swarm of escort bats flew over the lane and in the middle of their group was an especially big, fluffy bat. It wasn’t one of those bomber bats, though. Instead, it had a bunch of smaller bats hanging off of its feet.

	
		
				New Enemy Discovered!
Carrier Bat (and Mini Fighter Bats)
Threat: ★★★★★
HP: Chonky bats who have really high health, but the Mini Fighter Bats they have are weak.
Damage: The Carrier Bat doesn’t do any damage, but its Mini Fighter Bats can deal 4 damage each.
Defense: 25 for the Carrier Bat, 2 for the Mini Fighter Bats
Carrier Bats are crucial to gaining air superiority. Instead of traveling toward your base, they will roam around the map providing air support from a distance to other aerial units. They always come protected by Escort Bats, and they have their own legion of Mini Fighter Bats that will fight in their place by going on strike missions and then returning to the Carrier Bat once they need to take a quick nap to regain energy.

		

	

	 

	Just like the description explained, the carrier bat and its escorts didn’t stay over the lane for long. They ended up flying off toward the side and began what looked like a circular flight around the entire area.

	Good thing my pro gamer sense told me to bring Honey!

	“Honey, you’re up!” I shouted to her. “The bees will back you up!”

	“I’m on it!” Honey shouted back with her bow ready, running to the edge of the lane to get as close as she could to the carrier bat.

	“Go for the escorts first!”

	Honey nodded and loosed her first arrow, taking out the first escort bat with a single hit.

	Then, just like I assumed, that triggered the rest of the escort crew and the mini fighter bats into defense mode. They all swarmed at Honey just in time for the bee squadron to arrive and take the heat off of her, allowing her to snipe them out of the air one by one as the bees fired their stingers at the bats.

	The battle wasn’t without grave losses, though.

	The bees. The poor bees. The mini fighter bats had miniature guns on their backs just like how the escort bats had larger machine guns on their backs. Bats and bees clashed in an epic aerial battle with victims from both sides falling and crashing into the ground below.

	Unlike the escort bats who were downed and then taken out of the battle, red magic connected the mini fighter bats to the carrier bats’ legs which pulled them back and allowed them to recover so that they could launch again.

	Carrier bats were going to be tricky to deal with, especially if there was ever more than one at a time or if there was a huge ground battle going on.

	The good news was that the enemy ground forces only consisted of some skeleton cats to keep the dogs busy while the aerial battle stole most of the attention for the first wave.

	But as tough as the carrier bat might have been, it was no match for Honey after she got to pump enough arrows into it once the escort bats were dealt with. Some of the mini fighter bats had already regained their health and were on their way back to her, but taking out the carrier bat caused them to fall, too.

	Taking down the carrier bat might not have been too much of an issue, but that was because it was its introductory battle. I could easily imagine a situation later on with the dogs locked in battle and the bees moving in to help, but the mini fighter bats of a carrier bat come to harass the bees and keep them busy and unable to help the ground effort.

	Tense swap time!

	We need to build up our air force. But I’m way too lazy to go gathering honeycomb and stuff myself to make more bee towers. We should also really try to upgrade the bee tower that we already have. I mean, our bees right now are just shooting stingers and they’re going up against bats that have machine guns. Machine guns! They’re winning in the tech race!

	No matter how much we build up our air force, it doesn’t matter if we’re sending biplanes up against fighter jets! A single fighter jet could probably wipe out dozens of biplanes!

	Actually, would that even work? I don’t know enough about planes to know for sure. Would biplanes give off enough heat or something for a fighter jet to lock onto it for missiles?

	Somebody answer in the comments/review section, please, because I’m too lazy to look it up myself.

	Anyways, back to past tense and narrating the battle.

	A couple of waves into the battle and Lavi finally got a good opportunity to show off her new stuff.

	“Fufufu, so, you’ve come to challenge me,” Lavi said, staring straight ahead at the skeleton and zombie cats approaching her. “You must really want to die if you’re approaching me. Heh. I like your spirit.” She then held out her left, bandaged arm and materialized the handle of her blade in the air before her. “Come, Dreadcalibur!” Just like when she first showed off at her upgrade reveal, her massive, oversized sword expanded from the handle and grew to its full size. She could easily wield it with only a single hand, but she gripped the handle with both hands this time and pointed its edge toward the approaching enemies.

	Man.

	Now I know why Drake procrastinates from the battles so much. Having to write all these descriptions really wears you down when you could just be narrating slice of life casual stuff instead. All you have to do during that is dialogue, the occasional action, some dialogue tags here and there, and boom! That’s it.

	But battles?

	You have to describe everything!

	The horror!

	And you have to try and describe them in a way that makes it sound cool! Like how Lavi took her oversized sword and charged straight into the enemies, swinging it sideways to cleave through multiple enemies at once!

	“I’m only just getting started,” Lavi said… while standing on top of one of those new tracks overlapping with the lane.

	So, imagine this.

	A lane is usually like this.

	|

	|

	|

	Okay, got it? Just imagine those spaces aren’t there between each line. The lines are the lane. Sometimes it bends. Sometimes it splits off, you get the point.

	Now, the — are going to be the tracks from the roller coaster going over a piece of lane.

	|

	—

	|

	—

	|

	You following? Okay, good.

	Now, here’s how it looks with Lavi. Lavi can be the uh… 6, because why not.

	|

	—

	|

	—6—

	|

	Wow, doing things this way is so much easier than actually describing it.

	Anyways, you see, Lavi was standing on the track. Now, a roller coaster car will be < since that’s the direction it’s coming in.

	|

	—

	—6——<

	|

	Can you guess what happened to Lavi?

	|

	—

	|

	—6—<—

	|

	It wasn’t pretty.

	|

	—

	|

	—6<——

	|

	The roller coaster car crashed into her.

	|

	—

	|

	6<———

	|

	Obviously, right as she was trying to be cool, her edgy moment of badass darkness and stuff got interrupted by the car of a roller coaster crashing into her and knocking her off the lane, thus temporarily defeating her and taking her out of combat. The same car that crashed into her then got off the track and joined the battle as a ghost rider enemy.

	This is why you always pay attention to environmental hazards on each specific map.

	Okay. I need a break now. The battle has started, this chapter is a chapter-sized chapter, and there’s still more to come, so I’m going to end things here for the time being.

	We should let Delphi narrate a chapter sometime. She’s energetic enough that she’d probably be good at narrating a battle chapter.

	Though, a super monotone, simple chapter narrated by Cami could also be fun.

	We could just have everybody eventually have a turn narrating a chapter.

	Yeah, that’d be fun.

	But for now, cliffhanger!

	Boom!


Chapter Twenty-Four

	 

	Alright, this is the last time you’ll ever see me.

	And by see me, I mean have to deal with me narrating.

	Probably.

	Maybe.

	We’ll see.

	Anyways, let’s get back to the battle so that this chapter can wrap up and then you can go back to having the series be narrated by Drake.

	Ahem.

	Schwing!

	Boom!

	Clank!

	Zap!

	Pew pew!

	Schwwwwwoooooooo!

	Those are the sounds of battle. I thought it might be easier to imagine what the battle is like if I just narrate all the sound effects instead of going into any specific details. I mean, do specific details really matter? Aren’t the sound effects enough to let you know what’s going on? Like, everybody knows what it means if I go pew pew! It means there are arrows being fired and bees shooting at bats and vise-versa! And if I go schwwwwooooooooo, it means… I’m not actually sure. I just thought it was a good battle-y noise to include.

	What would that sound even be like?

	Maybe a bee or bat being shot down and crashing to the ground?

	Hmm. I’m not sure. All I’m really sure about is that, after trying it out, using noises like that to try and describe the rest of the battle would be too much work and probably take even more creativity than just normally describing it. I really thought it would be the superior, lazy-certified way of doing it, but nope. Though, there is one other thing I could try doing.

	The ultimate, most lazy thing that a narrator could ever do in order to describe a battle.

	Are you ready for it?

	I’m gonna do it.

	Three…

	Two…

	One…

	Think about it yourself.

	That’s right. You do the narrating. Here, I’ll even give you a blank space to fill in with your own narrative thoughts about how the battle is going.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Alright. That should be enough space. Did you finish narrating the battle? You did? Great! Battle chapter over. We can all go home now and I can go back to playing vidya.

	
		
				You’re not convincing anybody. We all know that 99.9999999% of people who just read that are going to be too lazy to actually try narrating the battle themselves. What, do you expect them to go and grab a pencil or something and fill that space in on the page? Or to download the document and fill it in on their own if they’re reading the story electronically? Come on, nobody is going to do that except for maybe like, one person.
But if that one person does do it then they should totally share what they did. Because it means they’re super awesome.
…
See, Vala? You have to try and coerce them into doing what you want. Make the reader think that they’re going to be special if they play along with your plan. If you just tell them to do something, they won’t do it. Instead, you have to be like, “WOW I BET NOBODY WOULD ACTUALLY DO THIS LOL BUT IF ANYBODY DOES DO IT THEN THEY’RE THE TRUE APEX READER WHO STANDS ABOVE ALL OTHER READERS”
When you phrase it like that, you make them feel special and then they might actually do what you want. 

		

	

	 

	“Ooh… that’s a good point. But it’s probably too late to try now since they would have just read all of that,” I told Window while the battle continued on with battle-y stuff in the background.

	
		
				…
Crap. You’re right.
We might have to play this off as reverse psychology somehow. Either that, or we wipe their memories somehow. Uh… do you think we could manufacture a pen that can make a flashing light whenever we tell the reader to press a button on it, and then it’ll blind them? A free memory wiping pen with every purchase of the volume! To be used when prompted, AKA now!
I think it could work.
Wait.
But they would have been reading all of this and now they’re onto our plan. What if they don’t use it because they know what we’re planning?

		

	

	 

	“Hmm… readers are dangerous. They keep outsmarting us and predicting our moves before we can even think of them ourselves.”

	
		
				No, I’m pretty sure that the main issue here is that we keep on spoiling what we’re going to do. Not them being super smart and predicting it or anything.
NOT TO SAY THAT YOU’RE NOT SUPER SMART OR ANYTHING
YOU ARE A VERY WONDERFUL PERSON AND IF YOU ARE READING THIS THEN YOU HAVE PROBABLY PROVIDED MONEY IN ONE FORM OR ANOTHER SO PLEASE KEEP ON DOING THAT
Anyways, we should really get back to the battle now.

		

	

	 

	“Oh, right. That’s happening.”

	
		
				Please don’t tell me that you somehow forgot about the battle going on. 

		

	

	 

	“It’s not that I forgot. It’s just that I didn’t remember.”

	
		
				Vala. 

		

	

	 

	“Window.”

	
		
				Why are you the way that you are.

		

	

	 

	“Because I’m the best.”

	
		
				fair 

		

	

	 

	Window vanished which meant that my primary partner in being distracted and avoiding narrating the rest of the battle was gone, leaving me with only one thing left to do.

	And that was to narrate the battle.

	Shocking, I know.

	Alright. So. Umm, where was I? Or actually, I guess where I was is less important than what’s happening in the battle right now. I should probably just tell you what’s happening.

	But to give you a quick reminder, Lavi got rekt by a roller coaster and now she’s back in the battle getting revenge on everything that embarrassed her. Meanwhile, Honey is off to the side shooting arrows and stuff while mostly focusing on the aerial side of things.

	But.

	That’s.

	Not.

	All!

	Wait.

	Is it?

	Looking around… I don’t see that one tower Drake unlocked with the fluffy lance he got from the gacha. The Charger Tower. Did he never actually build it?

	
		
				He unlocked it, immediately got distracted, and never actually made it.

		

	

	 

	I sighed. “Dang. Now would be a great time to introduce that tower in combat. Didn’t you make Drake build it or something as soon as it became relevant?”

	
		
				You… you do know who you’re talking about, right?
Make Drake do something related to the game as soon as it’s relevant? Have him actually progress the main plot instead of getting distracted? Do you not know your own boyfriend or something? Come on, Vala.

		

	

	 

	“But he was pretty focused when he first came here! What happened?”

	
		
				He… you know, was himself. He was probably only focusing that much on the game at the beginning because he was still afraid you might kill or eat him or something if he didn’t play along with you. As soon as he realized you’re harmless and can do whatever he wants because you’re too lazy to try and push him, he started procrastinating and never making progress on anything other than gardening and… whatever his weird fluff obsession is.

		

	

	 

	“So, what you’re saying is that it’s my fault.”

	
		
				Yes.

		

	

	 

	“That’s fair. Oh well!”

	I guess I’ll go back to actually explaining the fight so that my time narrating can wrap up. But I mean, what else is there to say? You know, it’s a fight! It wasn’t exactly a super tough fight or anything. Everybody on our side just had to make sure to stay away from the tracks that went over the lanes since anything that got hit by a roller coaster car would get instantly knocked out of the battle.

	The only real challenging part of the battle was dealing with the carrier bats. They needed dealt with immediately because any more than one carrier bat on the map at a time would be a huge challenge. One carrier bat? Difficult, but manageable. Two carrier bats? Probably death due to it being impossible to reach them because of all the small bats launching from them. Honey had to combine her firepower with the bees just to punch through the escorts and small bats and take down one carrier.

	That meant we needed more aerial units and also more ranged towers to put near the edge of the lanes to deal with carriers.

	And that meant we had some strategic options.

	Placing ranged towers along the sides would make it easier to deal with the carriers, but they would have their attention divided between the carriers and ground units and be less effective at dealing with either one but be capable of dealing with both. Not to mention that placing ranged towers along the sides would mean taking up the spots we’ve been placing the melee towers, so we would have to place all of our melee towers in the spots between the lanes. That would also protect them more from air units, though.

	Then we could always keep doing what we’ve been doing but place more bee towers near the back, but that would take up ranged and melee tower spots that deal with anybody who make it past the frontline.

	The cow and slime towers needed to be considered, too. I like the idea of them being up near the front so that they can slow enemies down and deal a bunch of AoE damage to them nice and early to help thin out their numbers and weaken them before they reach the dogs, and they weren’t reliant on any physical units, either, like the dogs and the bees are.

	The best solution is probably something like…

	Ranged towers on the sides at the front and then the cow and slime towers in the center between lanes. Then switch back to having the dogs on the sides and the ranged in the center. Then at the very back, have a couple of bee towers to patrol the whole map.

	But I don’t know. I’ve never actually been that huge of a tower defense kind of gamer. Whenever I played them and wanted achievements from them, I always looked up guides for optimal tower placement that took all challenge out of it because everything would happen in the same way every time.

	
		
				You know, I bet this series would be more popular if the whole thing was narrated with a focus on the battles and tower placement and stuff. Especially if you throw in some pictures of the maps and tower placements and all that.
You know how nerds can be. They’d rather read about a bunch of narrating about battles and numbers and stuff instead of reading about top tier waifus being top tier waifus.
Then again… they don’t even really get to read about that most of the time. They just get to read about whatever the heck Drake feels like doing.
smh he’s so selfish

		

	

	 

	I was going to say something about what Window said, but then Honey and Lavi caught my attention as the battle neared its end.

	“Fufu,” Lavi laughed. “The battle’s already over and ya still want to challenge me?” Only a couple of units were left, so it really did seem like a pointless, suicidal mission for the enemies to continue on their approach.

	One more zombie cat down each lane.

	As for Honey, she more or less looked completely neutral the entire time. She really did just not give a crap. Fighting to her was natural. It came as easily as breathing. There was nothing for her to be concerned about. As she shot her final arrow into her own incoming zombie cat, she did so with zero emotion and a neutral expression.

	Back to Lavi, she spun her sword around to be all cool for a few moments before charging straight at her own incoming zombie cat… only for the cow tower to annihilate the cat before she could reach it.

	“But—I’ve barely gotten to look cool this fight!” Lavi whined.

	Honey might not have cared that much about the battle, but she did rush over to Lavi when she heard how upset she was. “It’s okay! I’m sure there will be other fights you can show off during! If you want, we could even have a mock fight and I’ll let you look as cool as you want!” Honey was such a nice girl. She might have been addicted to yaoi, but at least she was super nice.

	As for Lavi, she sighed and de-summoned her sword. “It’s okay. I’ll just… train so that I won’t get outdone next time. And I won’t step on any more traps…”

	“For—for what it’s worth, I thought you looked really cool! I could never be as cool as you!” Honey really was really nice. Honestly, if I had to judge which one of them was cooler, I would say that Honey was the cooler one between them for that fight. Her uncaring attitude was actually really sexy. It helps that she is pretty nice looking herself. She’s got that like… royal princess sort of look who fires a bow like those archers in anime do. Except she’s got kind of a streetwear fashion sense.

	“It wouldn’t be the same,” Lavi said. “But… I appreciate your offer.” Lavi blushed a little and looked away. “I just want to look cool in front of everybody.”

	“But you always look cool! You don’t have to fight to be cool!”

	“But that’s when my coolness shines!”

	Honey shook her head and I felt like I was watching something out of a drama. I needed some popcorn and a comfy chair to watch them from. Honey then said, “I think your coolness shines when you’re just being yourself! And whenever you make that ‘fufu’ laugh! They’re really, really cool! And the way you dress is cool! And your eyepatch is cool!”

	Lavi blushed even more as she turned her head farther away from Honey, now reaching her bandaged arm up to nervously scratch her cheek. “Do—do ya really think so?”

	“I do!”

	“Fu… fufu. I guess I was overthinking things! As long as the people I care about think I’m cool, that’s all that really matters. If you think I’m cool, then I’ll think I’m cool, too!”

	“Exactly! You’re the coolest!”

	Lavi placed her hands on her hips and laughed some more while Honey continued encouraging her.

	“Alright,” I said. “I guess it’s time to switch back to letting Drake narrate. But… Window, where even is he?”

	
		
				You know, that’s a really good question.

		

	

	 

	 


Chapter Twenty-Five

	 

	I became the fluff.

	Life could not get any better as I floated through the sky as a ball of sentient fluff. There was nothing else to my body, only fluff. My arms became fluff. My legs became fluff. My brain became fluff. My very soul became fluff.

	There was no need for anything else. No need for oxygen. No need for water nor food. No need for sleep nor emotions.

	There was only fluff.

	I drifted through the sky wherever the wind planned on taking me without a single care. What was there to even care about? Nothing. No, everything. Because everything was fluff and fluff was all that there was worth caring about.

	An existence of fluff is a whole, pure existence.

	Then I felt something grab onto me. I didn’t know what it was, but it had sharp claws that it dug into the top of my fluff with to fly me down toward the ground. Only, it wasn’t just ground I was going toward. It was a castle. What looked like a haunted, gothic castle grew closer and closer as the claws carried me down toward it. Now, given that my brain was literally fluff, it was hard to process what exactly was going on. I was aware enough to process what was going on and to know that fluff equaled fluff and that fluff was fluff, but that was about it.

	Though, I saw a familiar face once I was landed on a balcony of the castle.

	“Ah,” the zombie maid queen said. “Fluff.”

	The wielder of the claws then let go of me and landed on the ground beside me, revealing her to be the giant fluffy bat that was usually with the zombie maid queen. She also just transformed into her human form. “I found this strange ball floating through the sky.”

	“Something about it… is familiar.”

	“I agree. There is something extremely strange, yet familiar, about this mysterious ball of fluff. Do you have any idea what it could be?”

	“Not… sure. But… we could put it in a pillow… case, and use it… as a giant pillow.”

	“Wonderful idea, my queen. Perhaps we could separate some of the fluff to put it in a comforter? There is enough here for several comforters and pillows, honestly.”

	“Ah. Okay.”

	“Allow me to go get the shears so that I may chop it into more manageable pieces.”

	“Ah… but… what if we don’t? We could… keep it as a pet.”

	“Hmm. A pet fluff? That sounds like something Drake would appreciate. Ah, my queen, it may raise your love points with him if you gift this to him.”

	“Maybe… we cut off half… and give him one half.”

	“And pretend that it is the whole?”

	The zombie maid queen nodded.

	“Excellent idea, my queen. We would get to keep some of the fluff for ourselves while giving the rest to him, tricking him into thinking that he is getting the whole thing while having no idea that the rest is going into our pillows and comforters.”

	“Ex…actly.”

	“But before we do that, would you like your bath?”

	The zombie maid queen nodded again.

	“Very well. I will return shortly once the water has warmed enough,” the bat butler said before walking off the balcony into the bedroom connected to it, leaving me alone with the zombie maid queen.

	As for the woman I was left alone with, she looked around as if to make sure she was alone before beginning to undress. The first thing she did was untie her dress that was laced up similar to a corset before sliding it off of her shoulders. It was still stuck around her waist, but at least she looked like she could breathe a bit more easily without it tied up.

	“Don’t know why… I even keep it tied up… when he isn’t here to see,” she said before looking down at her chest. “And they… are big enough even without being… pushed up… aren’t they?”

	She lethargically lifted her hands up to the undersides of her breasts, pushing them up a bit to give them a little shake.

	“I think… they’re big enough. Only… Delphi’s and… Claire’s are bigger.”

	I wasn’t sure who Claire was. The bat butler, maybe? I had no idea who else she would be talking about if that wasn’t Claire.

	More importantly, the zombie maid queen came closer to me, opened up her arms wide as if going for a hug, and basically fell forward onto me. “Comfy.”

	There was something incredibly endearing about how simple she was. As one smart man once said, “Why say lot word when few word do trick?” The zombie maid queen was a good example of that practice. Well, sometimes.

	That aside, I forgot just how warm she was.

	And because she undid the top half of her dress, leaving her breasts only held back by her bra… I got to feel a good amount of them against my fluff.

	It was like every single inch of my fluff was capable of feeling sensations. Every inch of my fluff could feel things as if I was touching them with actual fingers. So, I basically got to feel her entire, warm body sink into my endless fluff.

	Despite supposedly being a zombie, she was…

	Incredibly soft.

	Her chest, her legs and arms, her hair, her dress—every single inch of her was soft. She was almost as soft as raw fluff!

	Realizing that, I felt a throb in my core.

	A throb of realization.

	Now that I had become the ultimate being of fluff, a whole new world of softness was open to me.

	Becoming the ultimate fluff helped me realized what I was missing all along.

	Yes, fluff was still perfect and wonderful and the meaning of life, but there were so many other forms of softness, too! Just because fluff was the epitome of fluff did not mean that other forms of fluff could not be appreciated!

	And what if fluff wasn’t truly the fluffiest fluff in the universe? What if there was something even fluffier than fluff? Like the zombie maid queen’s breasts sinking into my very being?

	Was I—was I blind the entire time?

	Was I so blinded by FCBs, FDTs, The Fluff, and more, that I was blinded to the true, ultimate fluff that I could have been enjoying this entire time?

	Was I blinded…

	To boobs?

	Was I blinded to the breasts of my girlfriends and those of my future girlfriends?

	Could boobs actually compete with fluff?

	I didn’t know. But I did know that fluff would want me to find out. Fluff was so pure that it could acknowledge that, perhaps, it was not the ultimate fluff in the universe. Fluff would want to know the truth, even if it might hurt the fluff. But even then, fluff could never be hurt. Fluff would simply be happy that the truth is being realized.

	And upon coming to this realization…

	I turned back to normal. Not only did I turn back to normal, but I turned back to normal and just so happened to have both of the zombie maid queen’s breasts squeezed within my hands as she lay atop me.

	A lesser man—one who had not faced the realization I had—might have apologized and taken his hands away.

	But I was no lesser man.

	I was a man who became the fluff and returned from it.

	I looked the zombie maid queen straight in the eyes and squeezed her boobs some more. “These are nice,” I said.

	The zombie maid queen smiled and hung her face directly over my own. “I knew… it was you.”

	“How?”

	“I could… taste you… on the air.”

	“Are you a shark or a zombie?”

	“Ra…wr.”

	“Since you’re basically my girlfriend, even if I haven’t conquered you yet, that means I get to touch your boobs more, right?”

	“Yeah. You can touch… them as much as you… want.”

	“Thanks. They’re great.”

	She nodded and licked my cheek. Apparently, even the zombies of this pocket universe acted like dogs. “You still… taste good.”

	“You can taste me as much as you want as long as I get to grope you as much as I want.”

	“Dea…l. Oh… and, I was going to… bring you into the bathroom with… us, so that… you could watch us… get naked… and bathe. But… it’s okay. Claire won’t… mind, even if you look… normal.”

	“She wouldn’t mind me watching you both bathe?”

	“Of course not,” the bat butler, Claire, said as she was now standing at the entrance to the balcony again. “You are my lord. I belong to you as much as I belong to my queen. You are permitted to do anything and everything that you want to my body. Whether you bend me over as I am attempting to cook, order me to join you in the bath to wash your body using my own, or demand that I service you every morning to assure that every day starts with personal stress relief, I am willing to do anything and everything to make your life as pleasurable, in all meanings of the word, as possible. That is my duty as your butler. As such, if you wish to leer at the two of us in our nude forms as we bathe in a hot bat together, I would be offended if you chose not to.” She placed a hand on her chest and bowed. “Please, make use of my every inch, even my very soul, for your own pleasure.”

	The zombie maid queen looked me in the eyes again and said, “See? She… is the strongest butler. She lets me… grope her… all the time. And… her thighs… are really good pillows for… night.”

	“So, let me get this straight,” I said. “I could order her to come over here and unbutton her suit so that I can see her chest, and then to place my hands against her breasts for me, and she’ll do it?”

	Before the zombie maid queen could even answer me, Claire was on her knees behind my head with her suit unbuttoned so that her breasts, still in her bra, were bulging out over me. She then grabbed me by my wrists and brought my hands right up to her breasts, placing my palms against their undersides. “I am quite confident in my size,” she said. “Their size, weight, and shape will not leave you anything to be desired. That I am sure of. Please, enjoy them to your heart’s content, my lord.”

	So.

	That was how I ended up in the situation of being on my back on the balcony of the zombie maid queen’s gothic, haunted castle, with said queen on top of me now lovingly nibbling on my neck as her bat-butler-turned-human used my hands to grope her breasts.

	I had no objections to any of that.

	“Also, if I may, I have an idea,” Claire said.

	The zombie maid queen was content in nibbling on my neck, so it was up to me to ask, “What?”

	“First, I would like your opinion.”

	“On?”

	“My breasts. Are they to your liking?”

	“They are.”

	“Go on.”

	“They’re great.”

	“My lord, if you wish to praise a woman’s breasts, you must go into greater detail than that. Here, allow me to further inspire you.” Claire brought my hands up to the front of her chest, firmly pressing my palms against her bra’s cups as my fingers reached up over them to press down against the bare flesh of her chest. “Well?”

	“They’re… amazing. They’re huge, they’re warm, they’re—wait. They’re… they’re soft. That’s right. The whole reason I’m groping breasts now is because of their softness!” I pressed my fingers even harder against her breasts as I rubbed my palms around to truly test them. “This softness—it, it’s comparable to fluff! No, comparing it to fluff is an insult to its own greatness. Magnificent specimens such as these should be compared only to themselves! To the themselves of the yesterday! For they are always growing better with every single day, constantly surpassing who they were even just seconds ago! Like a spiral drill drilling through the heavens, these are breasts that continue to evolve in their incredible, awe-inspiring, softness!”

	“That—that is more like it, my lord,” Claire said with a bit of red coloring her cheeks and a slight stutter to her voice. “But.. perhaps a bit too much. That was rather… embarrassing. Or rather, it would be embarrassing for others to hear that much. You will have to practice your praise on me more often, preferably in private, so that you do not overwhelm the others.”

	“You just want me to give you even more praise in an environment where you won’t be embarrassed that others are hearing it.”

	“Of—of course not, my lord.”

	“Claire, I’ve become the fluff. I can see through everything now. There is no hiding your true feelings from me, just as I know there is no hiding my neck from your queen. Also, what’s even her name?”

	“Mariet, my lord.”

	“Got it. Also, wait. I just remembered something.”

	“Yes?”

	“I thought you were going for a punster character type?”

	“I am in a horny mood, not a punny mood, and I will remain as such until you watch us bathe, inevitably join in, and effectively become corrupted by our breasts as your desire to stay here overwhelms your desire to return to the others.”

	“Wait, was that your idea?”

	“Yes. By corrupting you to stay here, it will inspire the others to go on with the battles to hurry up and reach us. The sooner they reach us, the sooner we will get to join you at your main base of operations.”

	“Couldn’t you just… move on over?”

	Claire shook her head. “No.”

	“Why?” I asked while still groping her breasts.

	“Because that is not how the game works. A gentleman must not only grope the breasts of every woman in this universe, save for that sword woman who has no interest in joining our relationship, but he must respect the rules of the game.”

	“So. What you’re saying is that I get to stay here and do lewd things with all of you now that my fascination with women’s breasts has been awoken, while the others are encouraged to fight through the battles to win me back, resulting in both of you getting to join us on a regular basis back at our house?”

	“Exactly.”

	“One question.”

	“Yes, my lord?”

	“Do you have a garden here?”

	“We do. In the courtyard.”

	“Deal.”

	
		
				Just so you know, Vala consents to this and thinks it’s a fun plan. She wanted me to come and say that in case anybody feels like you’re cheating on us without our consent or something weird like that.
Also… really? Boobs are your new fascination?
Great. Just great. I guess we’re finally upping the series’ rating.

		

	

	 

	Window vanished as soon as we had a chance to read what she had to say.

	“I guess I’m officially staying here for a few days then,” I said. “So, about that bath.”

	Claire nodded. “I will have to warm the water again, but you will have to stop fondling my breasts for me to do that.”

	“Do you want me to stop?”

	“No.”

	It was probably going to be a while before we went to that bath, but I was having a nice time with Claire’s chest while Mariet had a nice time with my neck.

	Honestly, I couldn’t even feel the biting after a couple of minutes. I probably lost too much blood to feel it as she upgraded from nibbling to chomping.


Chapter Twenty-Six

	 

	Life was good at the haunted mansion castle that served as the zombie queen’s, Mariet’s, base and the final level of the spooky zone.

	Though, things didn’t exactly go as planned.

	We ended up taking a break from the tower defense game to just sort of all do our own things. Window popped up every now and then to remind me that the plan wasn’t working because Vala and the others felt no more inspired than usual to speed through the battles in an attempt to come and “rescue” me, so we all just ended up lazing around.

	Vala and everybody else back at our home base were, according to Window, relaxing and enjoying life. They even got an inflatable pool for everybody. Apparently, the dog sisters loved it the most and would play with Luca in it for hours every day. As for Vala herself, I heard that she set up an umbrella and chair next to the pool so that she could still hang out around the others without getting a tan.

	“True gamers never let their skin tan,” Vala said, according to Window. “Tans are for normies.”

	As for me, I was also enjoying life. I had to admit that it was kind of nice having a break from an entire group of girlfriends who always wanted attention, a daughter, and the pressure of having to fight through tower defense battles because there were other girls waiting on the maps to be claimed and added to our growing relationship.

	Instead of dealing with all of that, it was just me, Mariet, and her fluffy bat butler, Claire.

	Now, before, I thought that any man would probably be jealous of me. I mean, I had multiple, incredible girlfriends who loved me, wanted to spend time with me but were also capable of giving me space, and they were attractive, funny, overall enjoyable, and willing to do lewd things with me. I also had a caring, obedient daughter who listened, loved me, and had a ton of fun with me.

	But staying with Mariet and Claire made me realize what men would truly be jealous of.

	The mansion was haunted with ghosts occasionally poking out of furniture and things being lifted up on their own and whatnot, but they were friendly ghosts and the objects that were supernaturally lifted on their own were usually putting themselves back where they belonged to keep the place clean.

	As for Claire… well, where to even start?

	Claire was incredibly attractive. She wasn’t actually a bat so much as she was a vampire who could turn into a giant, fluffy bat. But even when she was in her human form, she kept a layer of bat fluff around her neck. As for the rest of her, she was sharp, professional… and ridiculously hot when she wanted to be. She dressed in a way that never showed much skin which made her appear professional and proper, but all it took was the slightest hint of skin for her to remind us that she had the body of a sex goddess underneath her clothes.

	Bright, red eyes. Short, blonde hair. A sharp, womanly face, and an hourglass figure that was thick and exceptionally top heavy.

	And that was just how she looked.

	Her personality was what would really make any man jealous and want to be in my position.

	Claire was… incredibly horny, for a lack of better words. There was nothing either of us could do that didn’t result in her offering sexual favors in one way or another.

	If I wanted to garden in the courtyard at the haunted mansion castle, she offered to service me or put herself on display for me while I worked.

	If I wanted to take a bath, she offered to join me in it to bathe me by rubbing her bare, soapy body against me.

	If I was eating dinner at the table after she spent hours preparing it, and she was an incredible cook, she would offer to get on her knees underneath the table to taste me while I taste her cooking.

	Even sleeping in bed together at night with her and Mariet always resulted in her either bringing my hands to her breasts or making me use her chest as a pillow. And if neither of those happened? Then I would either feel her grinding back against me to get me excited and then she would offer to help me “calm down,” or she would cuddle up against me from behind with her hands that had a habit of feeling around my crotch even as she was “asleep.”

	Then there was the way she would wake me up every morning with her body between my legs covered up by the covers.

	And on top of all of that, she was willing to do—well, literally anything. She would do any sexual thing, she would cook any recipe I could ever dream of asking for, she did all the chores and was proud to do so, massaged my back, feet, and shoulders every night, and she was basically just always around in general to immediately and fervently satisfy any and every request that either me or Mariet could ever have.

	Claire was truly the most powerful butler in all of existence.

	She would also turn into her bat form to let me cuddle her fluff every now and then, even though I was supposed to be on a break from fluff to indulge in my new addiction to women’s breasts.

	And that was just the treatment I got from Claire.

	There was still Mariet, the zombie maid queen, in the haunted mansion castle with us, and she—well, she tried her best in an incredibly endearing way.

	Mariet was great. Her body was more on the petite side of things albeit still with a sizable chest comparable to Delphi’s but smaller than Claire’s, but she appealed to a totally different niche. She had long, black hair that contrasted against Claire’s short, blonde hair. Mariet, despite speaking so slowly and generally looking like she had zero energy while also often drooling everywhere as if she was half asleep on a constant basis, was also a very playful girl as things turned out.

	And very cuddly.

	Extremely cuddly.

	Separation anxiety issues cuddly.

	Now that Mariet got used to having me around, she refused to ever let me be away from her. Whether it was detaching one of her fingers to keep it in my pocket, popping her head off and making me carry it around since she walked too slowly to keep up with me on her own, or even detaching one of her hands to hold my shoulder with wherever I went, she always made sure to stay with me in some way.

	It was kind of cute. She didn’t demand attention or anything, she just wanted to always be near me. She usually stayed quiet and never tried getting in my way as long as she was near me at all.

	Of course, I had to let her bite me every now and then.

	Or rather, I had to let her use her mouth on me every now and then.

	As I discovered, Mariet didn’t just love biting. She loved having things in her mouth in general, or even just using it in general. Biting, kissing, licking, sucking—all of it was equal to her. She just so happened to default to biting. But as soon as I discovered that she loved using her mouth in general—well, she ended up always helping Claire wake me up in the mornings.

	I could also always tell whenever Mariet was in the mood since she would lift her head up off of her neck and hand it over to me with her tongue hanging out.

	The only downside of her love for all things oral was that she, honestly, wasn’t that smart. Once she found out how much I loved the sucking side of things rather than the biting side of things, she would try to suck on my arm whenever she wanted attention, suck on my lips whenever we kissed, and even tried sucking on her food no matter what it was.

	But still, it was endearing.

	She just needed some better training.

	Aside from that, Mariet was also a sweet, caring girl. Very proper, too. She never really talked about herself and answered most questions with simple answers, but she always put others first. Probably too much. Of course, Claire was the same way, but the specifics of how they each acted were different.

	Claire was more… fetishistic. She very, very clearly enjoyed the role of a submissive butler who was constantly being used for sexual purposes whether she was in the middle of housework or not. Mariet, on the other hand, didn’t exactly seem to get that into it when it came to housework and serving. She simply acted like she genuinely believed she was supposed to be that way. Like it was her purpose in life. Honestly, it was a bit concerning, but she seemed happy even so.

	The point is that I had an incredible, relaxing, often lewd time with Claire and Mariet.

	Now, after about a week and a half of spending time with them, life was as good as ever.

	I was sitting in the haunted mansion castle’s study with a fireplace roaring against the wall, Mariet’s head sitting on my lap, a glass of whiskey next to a book on the table next to me, and Claire now getting onto her knees in front of me since it was what we always did after dinner the past few days.

	Dinner was steak and wine, too.

	“My queen,” Claire said, “it is time for us to service our lord. Ah, and pardon me for asking again, but are you both sure dinner was to your liking? I cannot help but to feel that I overcooked the steak. You see, my queen is not used to cooked food as she prefers everything… raw.”

	That was something else about Claire.

	She had two moods. Horny and punny. They sometimes overlapped, but usually didn’t. But if there was an easy opportunity for something whenever she was in either mood, she wasn’t going to pass it up.

	“It was delicious,” I answered.

	Mariet nodded and grumbled, “Very… good. But… needed more… blood.”

	“My queen, I have told you numerous times now that the ‘blood’ you see when eating steak is not actually blood.”

	Mariet opened her eyes and wore an expression of shock and betrayal on her face. “I’ve… been lied to… my whole life…”

	“I have told you this several times now.”

	“But… I keep hoping… it will stop being true.”

	“I apologize, my queen, but simply hoping that something will stop being true just because you hope so will not actually make it true.”

	“I hoped… that I could spend… more time with… Drake, and now… it came… true.”

	It was whenever Mariet said such things that I couldn’t help but to pet the top of her head. She could be incredibly bold and lewd at times, but she was also beyond sweet. “You know,” I said, “Vala’s told me a bunch of times that love is the most powerful thing in the universe. Even more powerful than entropy, I think. So, if you pour all your love into the hope of it actually being real blood in steaks, then it might become real blood.”

	Mariet sighed and shook her head on my lap. “I… can’t.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because then… I wouldn’t… be able to give you, and Claire… and everybody else… my love. And I would… rather love all of you… than real blood in… steak.”

	She was too sweet.

	“And… even if… steak blood isn’t real… at least… the filling… inside your thing… is.”

	And lewd. Very lewd.

	“I agree, my queen,” Claire said. “So long as our lord’s ‘filling’ is real, it is all we truly need in our lives. Now, for our dessert, would you like to begin on preparing it?”

	Mariet nodded and rolled her head onto its side, biting onto my pants’ zipper to pull it down with her teeth as Claire moved closer between my legs with her hands on my knees.

	Life was too good for somebody like me. All I ever wanted to do was garden, occasionally play video games, and that was pretty much it. I never wanted for anything else.

	But now?

	Now I… fell onto my ass as a bright, clear sky hung over me. Instead of the leather arms of the chair I was sitting in, I felt the usual grass underneath my hands.

	And then I felt something else familiar as a certain somebody tackle-hugged me onto my back with her tail wagging in the air behind her.

	“Master! You’re back! Master’s back!” Delphi shouted before sniffing me. Her inquisitive nose then kept moving lower and lower until it was right over my crotch. “Master smells… like other women! And the scent is super strong here! Master, what were they doing to have their scent all over you right here?”

	
		
				Yeah, DRAKE. What WERE they doing? I sure do wonder what you possibly could have been doing with those women in that castle without any of us there to supervise you.
I SURE DO WONDER WHAT THE FATHER OF MY CHILD HAS BEEN UP TO WHILE I’VE BEEN TAKING CARE OF LUCA ALL BY MYSELF

		

	

	 

	“But! But! Luca’s been playing with us the whole week! You’ve just been playing games on your phone!”

	I raised my eyebrows at Window and looked at her with a smug smile. “Well, Window? What were you doing this whole time?”

	
		
				li-listen… it’s not fair if you’re the only one who gets to take a vacation.

		

	

	 

	I patted the top of Window’s rectangular form and then asked, “Did you have to bring me back here so suddenly?”

	
		
				That wasn’t me. I was enjoying my gacha waifus without you around.

		

	

	 

	“Then who was it?”

	A pair of hands reached over my head from behind to cover up my eyes. “It was me!” the mysterious owner of the hands asked. “Betcha can’t guess who I am, hehe.”

	“Vala.”

	“H-how?! I—I mean, nope! I’m… I’m totally not Vala,” Vala said.

	“I guess I can’t tell Vala how much I love her then.”

	“I’m Vala!” She took her hands away from my eyes and pointed at herself as she leaned her head over my own. “See?! One hundred percent cute dragon gf waifu, Vala, at your service!”

	“I love you.”

	“Hehehe… I love you too.”

	“So, why’d you bring me back?”

	“I missed you.”

	Her stomach growled.

	I looked up at her and she looked away.

	“Vala,” I said.

	“Ye-yes, my dearest, loving, super hot, awesome boyfriend?” Vala replied.

	“I’m going to make a wild guess about why you brought me back here. Let me know if I’m right.”

	“I—I brought you back because I love you and missed you.”

	“Uh-huh. Alright. Here’s my guess. You brought me back here because you’re hungry for something good, Window only spawns good food into existence whenever we clear a battle, she hasn’t been spawning anything other than the bare basic minimum amount of food required to survive because she’s trying to use that as a bargaining chip to get you to do the battles, and now you’re so hungry and desperate for real, good food that you’ve brought me back here because you’re going to make me fight another battle right now.”

	“I… I love you. A-a-and, I missed you. And…” Her stomach growled again. “And… I’m really, really hungry…”

	“Tonight, after the battle, I’m taking from you what I was about to get from Claire and Mariet, and you’re going to wake me up with it, too, for summoning me here so suddenly.”

	“What—what was that?”

	“You’ll find out. Also, send Window to explain what’s going on since now I feel bad that I was randomly taken away from them like that.”

	“You—you’re a lot more bossy now… I… I kinda like it.”

	“Oh. One more thing.”

	“What?”

	I reached my hands up and grabbed Vala’s breasts through her shirt. “Yeah, these are nice. But I’m going to need to feel them some more, and without the shirt in the way.”

	Vala, with reddened cheeks, looked like she didn’t know whether she should feel more surprised or excited.

	But considering that she liked me being bossy and looked visibly excited from me groping her, I figured I should really do it more often. Not just to her, but to all of my girlfriends.

	Now that I experienced what it was like to indulge in hedonistic pleasure where I could do whatever I wanted to Claire and Mariet whenever I wanted, I needed more of that in my life.

	A new arc in life was beginning for me, and it would be one full of groping my girlfriends’ chests all the time.

	And there were about to be many more nighttime activities with all my girlfriends.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Seven

	 

	It didn’t take long for me to miss Mariet and Claire.

	Within just a few hours, I left all of my girlfriends exhausted and panting while Valkyria babysat Luca for me.

	And all I did was grope them.

	“When… when did your power level get so high?” Vala asked, only her head sticking out from under the covers of our bed in the house’s bedroom. “You… you must have been power leveling…”

	“I barely did anything,” I said.

	Window was there in her human form as well, but she was face down in her pillow after all of the noises that I got out of her just from touching her. She still made sure to gently kick me under the sheets, though.

	Meanwhile, Clawdia couldn’t talk nor move at all. All she could do was make incoherent mumbling noises as a strand of drool ran from her lips while her eyes spun around.

	Chloe was included, too. “I—I can’t believe that you started dating me… disappeared… and then came back and did this to me…”

	“But you’re not saying that you’re going to cry,” I said.

	“It still feels too good to cry…”

	Of course, also included were the dog sisters.

	Delphi definitely came out on top when it came to the groping of breasts. She just had so much more to grope than everybody else in the bedroom, and the softness was unparalleled. Even her thighs offered a similar groping experience.

	Lavi might not have had the largest bust, but the best part of groping her was her variety of reactions and expressions that completely betrayed her cool behavior.

	As for Cami, she was the smallest out of everybody and almost completely flat, but her chest was also the most sensitive of them all. She ended up so overwhelmed by me focusing on it that she actually passed out and was currently sleeping using Delphi’s breasts as pillows.

	Then, in regard to Honey, she was so hyped up after watching such things happen in her games all the time that the excitement caused by her anticipation made her even more sensitive than she should have been. She was also the firmest and perkiest of the group while coming in at mid-tier for size. While it was probably just because every woman’s body is different, I assumed that the difference was caused by the fact that she was supposed to be like a honey badger which meant having tougher skin, or something like that.

	Really, all of them won in their own ways. Delphi obviously had the largest and softest pair whenever Claire wasn’t around, but each one of them had their own unique aspect that made them shine among the others.

	As for me, I felt like a whole, satisfied man.

	There I was, standing at the foot of the bed as I looked down at the results of my work.

	I got to grope all of my girlfriends and thoroughly pleasured them through that alone, which I wasn’t even expecting to happen.

	Maybe I actually did do the equivalent of power leveling while I was gone?

	With how often Claire and Mariet wanted to do lewd things together, including spending one day where it was basically all we did, I built up a lot of experience during that time.

	If I were to compare it to a game… it would be like I was grinding, in more than one meaning of the word, powerful monsters in order to boost my experience and gain a bunch of levels while all of my girlfriends back here just lazed around and didn’t bother leveling up at all themselves. So, I returned to them with a level fifty groping skill while they only had level five defenses. My power level was at least ten times higher than their own now.

	It was like getting to a high level in an MMO, returning to the starting zone, and then one-shotting everything with minimal amounts of effort.

	The girls were all so tired that they couldn’t even return the favor in any way, not that I expected nor even wanted them to. All I wanted was to grope them, and I got what I wanted. It just so turned out that all of them got a lot more out of it than any of us were expecting, too.

	Admittedly, it did wonders for my ego. It probably inflated my ego far more than it needed to be.

	But back to the point, I missed Mariet and Claire. They trained my endurance, and now I needed them to really get all of my desires out of my system. The rest of my girlfriends would eventually be trained to have enough stamina, of course, but that would take at least a few days of nonstop lewding all of them. Mariet and Claire, however, were already there and able to keep up.

	Also, I didn’t expect to feel so lonely without any random part of Mariet with me at all times. There was no detached hand, fingers, head, nor any other part of her in constant contact with me no matter where I was. And then with Claire’s absence, there was nobody to not only sate all my sexual desires, but nobody to do so and then make me anything that I want to eat, do all the chores, and help me in the garden.

	“Wow,” I said out loud to myself. “I’ve become extremely spoiled.”

	Claire did the work of a hundred girlfriends put into one, and I didn’t know how to live without that after spending some time with her.

	I didn’t know whether that was a good thing or a bad thing. Probably a bad thing. It’s never good to become too dependent on somebody, right? But at the same time, it was so nice, and everybody consented to my dependence and enjoyed it, so what was the problem?

	Wait.

	What if it was all a trap?

	What if they were corrupting me?

	What if it was their plan all along to get me addicted to them?

	What if I was playing into their trap all along? They trained me and got me addicted to them so that I would come back here, conquer my girlfriends into submission, and then want to return.

	It all made sense.

	They only wanted to use me! The leader of our enemies tried to use brainwashing techniques against me in order to corrupt me so that I don’t return to the battles, probably blow up their castle like we did to Clawdia’s, and recruit them as our girlfriends!

	I knew what needed to be done.

	I needed to grope my girlfriends even more.

	I needed to get even stronger.

	Not only did I need to get stronger, but I needed to build up the tolerance and stamina of my girlfriends if they were ever going to stand a chance against Claire and Mariet. I saw what those two women could do to each other. Vala and everybody else were no match for them. They became masters of all things lewd while waiting for us to get over there, and we’ve been taking our sweet time doing that, so their power levels far exceeded our own.

	I had to grind my power level up even higher, and I needed to bring the power levels of everybody else up, too.

	“I know you’re all tired,” I said, “but this needs to be done.” I lifted my hands and squeezed the air in front of me to get the point across. “Until your bodies have been trained to withstand this pleasure, we have to keep doing it even if it takes weeks or months of groping without rest. Even years. It’s all for the greater good so that we can put that vampire and zombie in their place.”

	Rather than appear in front of me all of a sudden as an informational status window, Window shouted at me, “Stop coming up with absurd theories just to grope us more! Just admit that you’ve devolved into being a boob addict and now you can’t stop touching us! Don’t make this all sound like some huge, evil scheme when all you want to do is touch boobs!”

	“Thank you, Window, for volunteering your chest first.”

	“H-hold on a second there. I—I’m still recovering! I’ll turn into my true form and then you won’t be able to grope me!”

	“You’re wrong, Window.”

	“Ho-how am I wrong?”

	“Because we both know that you want to be groped more which is why you won’t turn back. It’s precisely because I can’t grope you if you do that you won’t do it.”

	“That… that just makes me want to turn back even more!”

	“Then do it. Go ahead, Window. I’m waiting. Stop me from groping you. Turn back into an informational status window.”

	Window puffed out her cheeks and grumbled at me before flopping onto her back and covering up her face with her pillow. “Fine!” she shouted from underneath it, her voice muffled by the pillow’s fluff. “Go ahead! Do whatever you want! It’s—it’s for the greater good anyways, so I don’t care!”

	“Woah,” Vala said. “You made her go into super tsundere mode. Is this the power of groping?”

	“You’re next,” I said to Vala. “Wait. No. I need to get even stronger. I won’t be able to surpass my current limits if I restrict myself to only one woman’s chest at a time. If I truly want to ascend and become somebody who can dominate both Claire and Mariet, then I need to transcend this level and become somebody even greater.”

	“So cool!” Lavi said. Apparently, my inspired talk was enough to break her out of her embarrassed panting. “Master, I’ll walk with you on this path and do whatever—!”

	I grabbed Lavi’s chest with my right hand.

	I grabbed Vala’s with my left.

	And then I planted my face into Window’s.

	A weaker man would go along the natural progression of feeling one woman’s chest at a time to feeling two women’s chests at a time.

	But I was not a weaker man.

	I was a man with a mission to transcend and become the greatest groper of all time.

	I would learn how to grope and handle a woman’s chest with every single inch of my body.

	All for the hedonistic pleasure derived from groping breasts.

	I mean.

	All for the greater good of getting revenge against Mariet and Claire for trying to corrupt me.

	 

	I kept on going until I couldn’t anymore. My hands were tired, my jaw was sore, and the rest of my body felt like I had pulled muscles everywhere.

	It was very intense groping.

	It was also morning of the next day, apparently, but everybody save for myself was only just falling asleep. Well, it was more like they would sleep whenever I was done with their chest until I woke them up to use it for training some more. So, they only got about ten minutes of sleep at a time at most.

	Now that I no longer had it in me to continue, I stood up from the bed and looked down at the results again.

	All of them were knocked out. Window in particular made an amusing sight since she was hanging upside down off the bed. All of the girls made faces that I never expected them to make, though. Vala called them “hentai faces,” and I think one of them was something along the lines of an a-hay-go? It was a word from some other language that I didn’t understand and didn’t care about figuring out since I still had enough energy in me at the time to continue groping.

	That aside, I was tempted to join them, but the morning sun shining in through the window kept me awake and inspired me to go outside and to get some gardening done.

	The first thing I noticed when I stepped outside was that somebody taped a letter to our door.

	The letter read:

	 

	IT WOULD BE TOO AWKWARD TO INTERRUPT YOU WHILE YOU’RE STILL DOING IT, BUT PLEASE BE MORE CONSIDERATE IN THE FUTURE. I HAVE BEEN LISTENING TO ALL SORTS OF NOISES COMING FROM YOUR HOUSE FOR THE LAST TWENTY HOURS. I COULDN’T SLEEP. IT. JUST. WOULD. NOT. STOP. WHAT WERE YOU EVEN DOING? IS EVERYBODY EVEN ALIVE IN THERE? I HAVE SURVIVED LEGITIMATE WAR WHERE PEOPLE CUT ONE ANOTHER DOWN WITH SWORDS AND SPEARS AND EVEN THAT WASN’T AS DISTURBING AS LISTENING TO WHATEVER WAS HAPPENING INSIDE THIS HOUSE.

	PLEASE NEVER DO IT AGAIN OR AT LEAST PUT A MAGICAL BARRIER AROUND MY HOUSE SO THAT I DON’T HAVE TO HEAR ANY OF IT.

	- LAKE

	 

	Then I noticed something else.

	There was another letter underneath that one. Though, I couldn’t understand the angry scribbling scrawled across it. I did, however, recognize the paw print of a beaver.

	“I hope Luca didn’t hear anything,” I said.

	“I didn’t!” Luca answered, suddenly appearing in front of me in her human form. “Auntie Val told me to deafen myself, so I snapped my fingers and made myself deaf until she let me know it was alright to hear again.”

	I was going to have to thank Valkyria later. And grope her a ton whenever she’d eventually get given a human form.

	For the moment, though, it was time to garden. I didn’t get many one-one-one moments with Luca without all the others being around to distract her, so it was time for some father-daughter gardening time for both bonding and educational purposes.

	Then, once we got in our fill of doing that, we could go have ourselves another battle. Powering myself up through my girlfriends didn’t mean anything if I wasn’t able to actually reach Mariet and Claire at the final stage of the zone.

	I was going to conquer the remaining stages, train my hands and groping abilities each day, and conquer Mariet’s castle.

	And then I was going to show them both the true, ascendant power of my hands.

	 


Afterword

	 

	And here we are once again! First off, thank you for reading this volume as well, and I hope that you enjoyed it! Now then, what should I ramble about this time for my obligatory-but-not-actually-obligatory afterword?

	How about… the cover?

	This time, when describing Honey to the artist I go to for these covers, Erospanda (great guy and artist, go follow his stuff using the links at the front of the book), I described Honey to him as the sort of girl who could be a model if she actually tried to be one, but is too lazy/uncaring to be one. This aspect of her is what heavily influenced the cover’s final outcome, hence why it looks like the cover for a fashion magazine this time.

	On top of that, you can see a plushie of Vala’s head at the bottom right of the cover. Erospanda added this in all on his own without me suggesting it at all, and it turned out to be perfect because I completely forgot that this is a volume where they actually get a Vala plushie. So, it’s like he telepathically knew that there was going to be a plushie of her this volume. Incredible, right?

	As for her phone wallpaper and the covers of the game and manga next to her, those were actually generated by me using AI, so it’s my first cover with some AI assistance in it.

	That’s probably all I have to say on the topic of the cover!

	Now, what else can I talk about? My recent addiction to Blue Archive? New stories that I’ve got coming out soon™? Global economics and sociopolitical matters?

	Or we can talk about hentai instead.

	Speaking of hentai, while this series never goes full descriptive with the sex scenes, I will say that the next two volumes are very… “I can’t believe it’s not hentai!” at times. I think the next couple of volumes have quite a few scenes that are far lewder than everything else before them. I couldn’t resist. You see, the less lewd something is, the more lewd I want to make it. The more lewd something is, the less lewd I want to make it. So because LDQ is such a non-lewd-focused series to me, that inspires me to make it mega lewd. If I purposely wrote it to be as lewd as possible, I would want to make it not lewd at all. Very contradictory, I know, but my brain is a strange thing when it comes to matters like this.

	Anyways, that’s all for now. I’m going to wrap things up here with the usual links and whatnot.

	Oh! One other thing I can mention. Lately, I’ve been feeling like my harem series don’t have enough waifus in them. I feel like trying to write a story that really gives a sort of gacha waifu collection feeling to it where there are just an absolute fuck ton of waifus in it. But, because I’m lame and boring and actually care about trying to keep characters around and developing them every now and then instead of just collecting and forgetting about them, that sort of thing is much harder to pull off in a written format.

	What this means is that I’ve got to get rich and start my own gacha game company!

	Or it means I just have to try and pull it off anyways as a fun project.

	We’ll see.

	Anyways, really this time, time to wrap things up.

	If you want to be among the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

	My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

	If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

	I have a Patreon, too, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

	And if you ever want to email me for any reason, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

	I also have a YouTube channel that may or may not be dead, but if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

	I’ll go ahead and let Window have the last word now. You know how she is, always wanting the first or last word.

	
		
				WELL I OBVIOUSLY NEED TO HAVE IT SEEING AS HOW YOU HAVEN’T EVEN BEGGED FOR REVIEWS YET.
WAIT.
YOU KEEP LEAVING THE REVIEW BEGGING TO ME.
ARE YOU TRYING TO TURN ME INTO SOME ANNOYING CHARACTER WHO ONLY EXISTS IN THE AFTERWORD FOR THE SAKE OF BEGGING READERS FOR REVIEWS?
FINE.
I WON’T.
DON’T REVIEW THIS STORY. SCREW YOU, WE DON’T WANT YOUR REVIEWS.
i’m sorry
please review
we need your reviews I was just trying to be sassy i didn’t mean it
OKAY LATER BEFORE I SAY ANYTHING ELSE I REGRET

		

	

	 

	See you next volume!
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