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Chapter One

It was time.

The towers were placed. The heroes were chosen. The battle was about to begin.

All that was left was to—

	STOP


All that was left was to—

	NO, DOWN DRAKE


All that was left was to—

	*squirts a water bottle at you*


A water bottle actually appeared and was squirted at me.

So, I sighed and asked Window, “What? Shouldn’t you be happy that I’m trying to focus on progressing the plot?”

	YES BUT NO
THIS IS WAY TOO SUDDEN
THE VOLUME LITERALLY JUST BEGAN



“All the better to hurry up and get it over with, right?”

	WHY ARE YOU SO MOTIVATED


“Did you see the cover? How could I not be motivated after seeing how fluffy my soon-to-be conquered wife is on it?”

	IT LITERALLY DOESN’T EVEN EXIST YET
AND SINCE WHEN ARE YOU META-AWARE ENOUGH TO ACTUALLY DO SOMETHING LIKE REFERENCE A COVER WHEN IT HASN’T EVEN BEEN STARTED ON YET



“I know the future of all fluff. The fluff is so powerful that it was impossible for my third eye not to peer into the boundless future to discover just how perfect the cover would look.”

	this is pure nonsense.


“Look, Window. Behold what the future has to offer.”

I snapped my fingers and implanted the future memory of this volume’s cover into her mind.

	wo-woah… she is fluffy…
wait.
Drake.



“What?”

	never mind
i was going to say “you’re just excited because the boobs on this cover are absolutely massive,” but i know you. unfortunately.
even though the boobs are that freaking huge, you probably actually genuinely just care about her fluffy tails and ears.



“Oh, yeah, she does have pretty big boobs now that I look at them.”

	PRETTY BIG?
THOSE THINGS ARE MASSIVE!
THEY PUT ME AND DELPHI AND CLAIRE TO SHAME
THIS IS LIKE POWERCREEP
BOOBCREEP
ARE THE BOOBS JUST GOING TO GET PROGRESSIVELY BIGGER AND BIGGER? TO THE POINT WHERE THE PREVIOUSLY LEADERS LIKE ME ARE LEFT BEHIND AND CONSIDERED PART OF THE SMALL TEAM?
oh
oh no
i just remembered the cow tower means we’ll be getting a cow girl and those are always even bustier
we really are going to experience boobcreep



“But have you looked at her tails?”

	literally only you would be looking at her tails more than her boobs.
but sheesh.
if the cover looks like that, then this volume better make a bunch of sales from clickbait alone. who is going to resist buying our series when they see a cover with so much cleavage on it? anybody with functioning eyes should buy this just because of the boobs.
wait.
but this is the ninth volume.
even if the boobs inspire them to look into the series to buy it… they would have to go back and look at the first volume, and Vala isn’t lewd on it. And they might be put off still by how meta and self-aware my synopses are.
SHOULD I HAVE BEEN PUTTING MORE EFFORT INTO SYNOPSES THIS ENTIRE TIME?
WHAT IF MY SYNOPSES COUNTERACT HOW AMAZING HER BOOBS ARE?
no.
that wouldn’t happen because my synopses are perfect.
if somebody doesn’t buy into our series between the covers and my synopses, then that’s their issue, not ours. they are clearly defective as a reader and should develop some taste.



“It’s been a while since you’ve used your window form this much.”

	YEAH BECAUSE I LIKE DIDN’T GET TO USE IT AT ALL LAST VOLUME
ME BEING A SASSY WINDOW WHO COMPLAINS ABOUT EVERYTHING YOU DO AND ARE IS LIKE MY WHOLE POINT AS A CHARACTER AND I DIDN’T EVEN GET TO DO THE WINDOW PART LAST VOLUME
AND WITH AN INCREASING AMOUNT OF WAIFUS BECOMING YOUR WIVES, I NEED TO CLAIM MORE PAGE TIME SO THAT I DON’T GET LEFT BEHIND
I MIGHT NOT BE ABLE TO KEEP UP WITH THE BOOBCREEP, BUT I WON’T LET WAIFUCREEP DEFEAT ME



“It’s too early for you to be shouting this much.”

	my words are literally just text on a floating informational status window. i am literally not even speaking with a voice right now, despite what any future voice actress or audiobook narrator may be doing with this text.


“Caps lock is the text version of shouting.”

	well
tru
but still, doesn’t count



“Anyways, can the battle begin now?”

	oh, right, that
NO
YOU LITERALLY HAVEN’T EVEN DESCRIBED WHERE WE ARE
YOU HAVEN’T DESCRIBED WHAT LED TO THIS
YOU HAVEN’T DONE ANY SORT OF SETUP WHATSOEVER
NOT TO MENTION THAT YOU’RE TRYING TO RUSH TO BRING IN YET ANOTHER WIFE WHEN YOU LITERALLY JUST WENT THROUGH THE RUSHED ENDING OF THE LAST VOLUME THAT INTRODUCED TWO MORE WIVES WHO HAVE BARELY GOTTEN ANY ATTENTION BECAUSE THEY ONLY CAME IN AT THE VERY END AND STILL NEED TIME TO WARM UP TO THE AUDIENCE
NO DESSERT WIVES UNTIL YOU FINISH THE WIVES ON YOUR PLATE FIRST



“Dessert wives? Like… a fudge brownie wife?”

	how would that even work


“She’d be cute and taste good.”

	lewd
anyways, please, for me, just this one time, go spend time with your new wives instead of progressing the plot



“But… but fluffy tails.”

	you can touch fluffy tail later
go touch your newest wives or something
please



I sighed and snapped my fingers to return to our—our… what should I even call it?

Despite being nine volumes in, I never really thought about what to call our… sort of central place before.

Calling it our home didn’t feel fitting because we might have had a house there, but this entire pocket universe was our home. Not to mention that the same area was also home to Lake’s lake house, the lake, all the towers, the cats village, and so on.

Calling it our base didn’t feel right, either. That made it feel too serious. Same reason why I couldn’t call it our headquarters.

Calling it our home region felt weird, too. It wasn’t really a town or city, either. A district? Too formal. Region? Too vague.

So, what was I supposed to call the place where we all spent most of our time at?

Hmm.

The Central Narrative Area, or CNA?

That gave it a sort of sci-fi feeling. I kind of liked it.

Besides, who didn’t love three-letter acronyms?

Alright. That was how I would refer to the area where basically everything took place.

From now on, the place where our house is, where the towers are, Lake’s lake house and lake, and the cat village, are all part of the Central Narrative Area (CNA).

So, I snapped my fingers and returned to the CNA.

I then snapped my fingers again to—

“There is no need for that,” said one of my new wives—the wife formerly known as Peanut. Ena.

I looked at the source of her voice and saw her head sticking out of the ground where my shadow was. “Did I forget about planting you or something to see if you would grow into a plant?”

Ena smiled and shook her head. “No. I simply favor the warmth of your shadow.”

“Aren’t shadows usually cold?”

“Resting within the shade of a tree may be cooler than standing in the sun, but I am living within your shadow itself, not the shade resulting from it.”

“I see. How does that even work?”

“Like this.”

Ena reached up and grabbed onto my hand to pull me down into my own shadow.

I went from standing in the grass next to the house to… standing in what looked like some old, classic Victorian room with a fireplace, bookshelves, a wine case, a fancy bed and chair with a table in front of it—all that stuff. It was the kind of room I would expect somebody with a top hat and a monocle to call their study, albeit mixed with a bedroom.

“Has this always existed inside of my shadow?” I asked.

“Oh, not at all,” Ena answered. “This space has always existed, but the decorations are my own. What do you think?”

“Not really my style, but it looks nice.”

“I am glad.”

“But are you sure you want to keep this all in my shadow? Wouldn’t you rather have a normal room to decorate? Just because we’ve all been sharing the same house and bedroom doesn’t mean you have to, too. You can have your own room or even your whole own house.”

“I appreciate the offer, but… I must admit, I am rather asocial. I have more fun watching everybody go about their lives than I do directly participating in them. Not to mention that… I am not very good with most of their personalities.”

I sat down on the edge of the bed and asked, “What makes you say that?”

“I consider myself rather self-aware,” Ena answered as she sat down in her chair. “I am a rather… hmm, I would not quite say ‘gloomy,’ but perhaps calm? To others, I could likely be considered gloomy even if I would not call myself that. Take Delphi, for example. She is radiant with energy and joy. Everything from the way she looks to the way she behaves is extremely energetic.”

“And soupy.”

“Yes, that as well. If I were to compare her to a soup, I would compare her to hot bowl of vibrant vegetable soup filled with colorful, fresh produce. I, however, am more comparable to a bowl of room temperature clam chowder.”

“I feel like that’s the most insulting thing I’ve ever heard anybody say about themselves.”

“Is… is it? I—I like clam chowder, and I prefer it when my meals are not too hot. I meant… I am not as colorful or energetic as her, hence the room temperature clam chowder comparison.”

“It’s not that there’s anything wrong with room temperature clam chowder, it’s just… comparing somebody’s personality to that feels wrong.”

“I see. I must not understand the intricacies of human language as well as I thought.”

“It’s alright. The point is that you feel like you don’t fit in with everybody else, right? And you’re worried about bringing the mood down or something, so you’re more comfortable watching from the sidelines rather than playing with everybody else directly.”

Ena nodded. “That is part of it, at least. To be honest, I also prefer privacy in the first place. Most of my species is this way. We have come to enjoy living in the shadows, observing how others live their lives without directly participating. Part of me does genuinely desire to be included at times, but I am content staying out.”

“Can I tell you a story?”

“Oh? I would be delighted to hear a story from you. You are my husband now, after all, yes?”

“Then let me indulge you.” I took a deep breath and got on with my story. “When I was a little kid, before I really became the way that I am now, I used to be pretty contradictory. I loved the idea of having friends and hanging out with them, but I never really felt like actually doing any of that with them most of the time. Sometimes, sure, but most of the time I just wanted to watch them have fun. Whenever they wanted to play something like soccer or dodgeball, they would invite me, and I would go just to watch. But, they didn’t really understand I was content just watching no matter how many times I tried to explain it to them. They felt guilty like they were leaving me out. Their parents were partially responsible for that. They’d scold their kids for leaving me out and tell them to make sure to include me even when I genuinely didn’t want to be included beyond watching. None of them understood or believed me that I was happy chilling on the sidelines.”

“I am sorry you had to deal with them pressuring you.”

“It’s alright. The point is that by them pressuring me, all that did was make me stop showing up at all. I didn’t want them to feel guilty over me not playing with them, and I didn’t want to feel obligated to play with them just because I showed up to watch. So, I stopped showing up, and eventually stopped hanging out with them entirely. They didn’t believe I could really be their friend if I didn’t want to directly participate in all the same things as them. I became a third wheel to them rather than a friend with unique preferences. This is one part of what led to me being an antisocial gardening and MMO addict, but that’s not the point. The point is that I think I know how you feel. That’s why even if you say you’d sometimes like to participate, I’m not going to try and pressure you into anything. If you want to hang out with us, then come hang out with us. If you just want to watch, then watch. Unlike before with my childhood friends, everybody here is understanding. Nobody will pressure you into doing anything you don’t want to do, and they won’t feel guilty and make themselves feel bad if you don’t want to join in. But that means you’re going to have to take the initiative to join in on your own when you do feel like it. Just know you’ll always be welcomed.”

“I appreciate it, Drake. Thank you. I will keep that in mind. Though I know I will not be able to live up to how energetic everybody is… I will keep in mind that I do not need to, and that nobody else will mind.”

“Good. And if you ever do want to be included more often, but maybe you’re feeling too self-conscious, then just let me know and I’ll handle it. Or you can let anybody know and they’ll handle it. Especially Lavi. You’ve got a huge fan in her. Don’t feel pressured into hanging out with her if you’re not ready to yet, but just know that she will happily welcome you whenever you want.”

“From what little time I have spent with her… I worry I will disappoint her.”

“What makes you say that?” I asked.

Ena looked conflicted. “I am unsure of how to phrase it. I believe she has… grander expectations of me than I am capable of delivering on? She often goes on about darkness and black holes, and speaks about how I look like the ultimate villainess or final boss of a sci-fi fantasy, or says things like how I look like the personification of the infinite darkness of the universe’s beginning, but I am simply… me. I am not any of those things.”

“She knows that.”

“Does she?”

“Yeah, she’s just a nerd who likes edgy things. Well, maybe it’s a problem. She’s basically fetishizing you, so if you’re not comfortable with that—”

“Oh! I am fine with that, assuming I understand it properly. To fetishize somebody is to sexualize an aspect of them that may not be normal… yes?”

“That’s probably close enough.”

“Then it is comparable to how I lust for your eyebrows.”

I raised my eyebrows when I heard that. “My… eyebrows?”

“Yes. They are like adorable, furry little worms. Watching them move as you speak is exciting. I could watch your face for countless hours due to them.”

“Well, in that case, I guess it’s comparable. You like my eyebrows, and Lavi likes your aesthetic. And if you ever really want her to be your absolute best friend, all you have to do is play along with her. Entertain her fantasies even a tiny bit and she’ll literally die for you. Well, she’d probably do that anyways, because that’s just how she is, but still. Wait… I just thought of something to go and bully Window with.”

“I will remember what you said about Lavi. Perhaps I will seek out her companionship later. For now, I believe you would like to part ways to go tease Window?”

“Yeah. Plus I want to go give Olive some attention, too.”

“Is it because you wish to give us both time before you pursue the fox woman?”

“Yes.”

“What a cruel human. Only giving your newest wives any attention because you wish to go acquire another. Yet, I am the one regarded a villain by Lavi.”

“Why do you think I always play along with Lavi?”

Ena gave me a soft chuckle before picking up her book. “I do not mind having such a manipulative husband. If anything, as the species feared and stereotyped for its power to manipulate others, it is refreshing being the one on the receiving side.”

“You know I’m not actually trying to manipulate you, right? And I do enjoy spending time with you for the sake of spending time with you, right?”

“Of course, but it would be more amusing to pretend that I am being manipulated.”

“Well, in that case, I’ll make sure to come back around and only get in an obligatory amount of time spent with you whenever there’s a new wife I want.”

“Your amateur performance in acting only makes you all the more endearing, my husband.”

“Anytime. Now, have fun watching while I bully Window.”

“Gladly.”

I snapped my fingers.

Standing back where I was in the grass next to the house, I said, “There’s a new gacha game coming ou—”

	WHEN


“Hey, Window.”

	oh, it’s you.


“I had a realization.”

	you saying that LITERALLY never ends well


“You know how there’s that test regarding fictional female characters? The one where it asks if the story has at least two women in it, who talk to each other, and who talk about something other than a man?”

	oh no


“If you think about it, we have tons of girls here who all talk to each other and talk about more than just me or any other man. However, I’m the only human man here who is actually capable of talking, and I never talk to other men about things that aren’t related to my wives. So, by that logic, I am a horrible male character and our entire story is sexist against men while also being an incredibly empowering story for women.”

	you’re really ending the first chapter of the new volume by trying to make it sound like you, with a bunch of cute and perfect waifus, are actually being discriminated against, while the story is empowering for women because it passes some stupid test


“Yes.”

	i am literally going to scream


“Hi literally going to scream, I’m—”

	HRDSHRTSDHTRESHTRESDHTSDHTSDHTSDTRHERSDHTSRHBTRSSHBRSEDHTRDHREDHREDHHWTRHERHTRESHTFSDHGRTESHTSDTTHTREH64AWTGR2IOUHF92PRHF294IRO8H3UO.QWIL;RF8EUHIQ;0/3R0P92[‘;
	-093RUJ0P;2Q93IORTUFHYF243;’0/430RT9FJH432;QW/T9804YH20’;[4T8RYHF8043UIWOQJRHGT3I79WEQYTHGF537UELQW;9YHG4R4;F/3RQWEO98ITHGF43QW



Chapter Two

After giving Ena some attention, it was time to go give Olive some attention. Only, as was usually the case, something distracted me before I could go find her.

There was a small, confused looking dog.

The dog was too small to be one of the dogs from the towers, not to mention she had white hair rather than colorful hair like the others. Her hair was more silky rather than fluffy, too. Not to mention that while the other dogs all looked rather… youthful and energetic, this dog seemed old and like she could barely even stand anymore. What stuck out the most was that a patch of hair on her front left leg was shaved away.

And when she noticed me, she looked me over before turning away and walking the opposite direction, her head still swiveling around as if looking for something.

So, I snapped my fingers.

“Teleportation complete!” Delphi said, now standing next to me. “Master, oh Master! Why have thee summoned thyself today?”

“What’s with the archaic speech? Also, thyself would be me, not you,” I replied.

“Oh. Oh! And because I was studying ancient soup recipes!”

“And how’s that going for you?”

“Well, I respect the classics for what they are, but in a modern context… a lot of them are pretty boring. They didn’t really understand how to properly flavor things. They just put meat and some potatoes in boiling water and that was basically it. Getting ‘fancy’ back then meant putting in some onions and maybe one or two herbs.”

“To be fair, you can’t go wrong with a classic beef and potato stew.”

“True, which is why I respect the classics, but my modern tongue prefers some extra flavors. Of course, somebody from back then would probably hate modern soups and food in general for having way too much flavor! The tastebuds of different eras can have very different tastes. Nod, nod.”

“Did you just say ‘nod, nod’ instead of actually nodding?”

“Yeah! I was reading this book while waiting for my soup to cook and there’s a cute girl in it who says things like ‘nod’ instead of actually nodding. We should get a waifu like her!”

“Maybe. Anyways, back to the point, I summoned you here for her,” I said, pointing at the white dog in the distance, still looking around in confusion.

“Oh! I—I…”

“Delphi? Are you crying?”

Delphi sniffled and nodded. “Just looking at her makes me feel really sad for some reason…”

“Do you know something I don’t?”

“Even if I’m not a real dog anymore, I can still read dog body language and expressions. She looks really scared and confused. I don’t know what, but something is wrong.” Delphi then sniffed the air. “Yeah… and she’s really sick.”

“Well, let’s help her then.”

With a nod, Delphi carefully approached the confused dog. She made sure to walk just quickly enough to catch up to the dog without being so fast that she would come off as threatening. Eventually, the dog noticed Delphi and stopped to stare at her.

“It’s okay,” Delphi said to the dog, crouching down and speaking with a calm, soothing tone. “Will you let me help you, please?”

The dog sniffed the air before leaning forward and sniffing Delphi’s extended hand. Her tail started wagging a little, so I took that as a good sign.

Delphi then gently touched the top of the dog’s head, and after the touch was accepted, she ran her hand down along the dog’s back to pet her. The expression on Delphi’s face only grew even sadder, though, despite trying to stay calm and smile for the dog.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, standing back so that I wouldn’t alarm the dog in case she only trusted Delphi.

“She’s got warts all over her, and there’s a huge lump on her side,” Delphi answered. “Her little legs won’t stop shaking, just standing must cause her a lot of pain. And I think she can barely see from the cataracts in her eyes.”

“She must be old.”

Delphi nodded. “She’s at the end of her lifespan.”

“Well, I can just snap my fingers to fix all of that.”

“I think there’s other things wrong with her, too…”

“That’s fine. I’ll just snap my fingers with the intent to give her perfect health and immortality. That should cover everything, right?”

Delphi nodded again, so I snapped my fingers.

In the next instant, the dog’s legs stopped shaking, the warts across her body disappeared as well as the lump on her side, and the white film over her eyes vanished.

The dog immediately perked up when she noticed what happened, looking around with her renewed eyes for the first time as her tail wagged faster and faster. She even did a little jump and began walking around to test out her healed legs. Then, once she realized she really was all better, she took off randomly running around through the grass.

In other words, she got a case of the zoomies.

“She’s just like a puppy again!” Delphi said. “You’re the best, Master!”

“I know. So, now that we healed her, is there any way we can figure out how she got here?” I asked.

“I’ll try asking her once she’s calmed—wait… she’s running away!”

“I don’t think she’s going to calm down anytime soon.”

“No, it’s not that. She’s… still looking for somebody.”

“Then let’s help her find them.”

So, Delphi and I took off chasing after the strange dog.

The dog really liked to run, too. She ran through the grass, the forest, into the zombie zone—she just kept on running and running until she eventually tuckered herself out after running all the way over to where the beach was. Once there, she seemed distracted by the beauty of the ocean and the feeling of sand underneath her paws. It seemed like it was her first time ever seeing the ocean or being to a beach.

She plopped down onto the sand with her tiny tongue hanging out from her mouth as she panted.

“Whew, that was fun!” Delphi said, sounding as energetic as usual while my legs felt like they were going to fall off at any second.

“We… we weren’t chasing her for fun,” I said.

“Oh, right. Umm… so… hypothetically… if I forgot what we were chasing her for because I got caught up in how fun the chase was… then if I were to theoretically ask you why we were chasing her… say, what would your answer be?”

“To find out who she’s looking for.”

“Oh! Right! That! Ehehe… I—I knew that.”

“Don’t worry, Delphi. Being dumb makes you cuter.”

“Hey! I’m not dumb! Well, okay, maybe sometimes, but I don’t like being called that.” She looked genuinely upset a little. Her ears even flattened against the top of her head and her tail hung low behind her legs.

“Sorry, Delphi.” I reached forward to pet her head. “I’m used to teasing Window and Clawdia and being playfully mean to them. I’ll do better to not treat you like that, alright?”

“Ehehe, alright!” Delphi perked right back up. “Thanks, Master!”

“And don’t worry, I know you’re not dumb. You just get distracted, and you’re an absolute genius who blows everybody else away when it comes to food. Especially soup.”

Delphi’s tail began rapidly wagging as she brought her hands up to her cheeks, swiveling from side to side with a wide smile on her face. “Maaassssttteeeeerrrr! You’re making me blush!”

“A good girl deserves to be praised, doesn’t she?”

Delphi giggled some more and nodded underneath my patting hand.

“But we can continue the praise later.”

“Right! Let’s solve this mystery first!”

We returned our attention to the other dog who had just been watching the ocean’s waves gently roll onto the beach the whole time. She seemed pretty impressed by the sight of the ocean at first, but now she was just… lying there without any movements. Calm, but there was something depressing about her aura.

Something lonely.

Delphi walked up to the dog, gave me a signal to stay where I was, and sat down in the sand next to the dog. After a few moments, she began to pet the dog again, and the two just sat there watching the ocean together as Delphi pet the other.

Eventually, Delphi began to tremble, and I could tell that she was crying.

She wanted me to stay back at first, but I couldn’t after seeing her cry, so I sat down on the side of her opposite from the dog and held her hand.

Delphi’s hand squeezed mine as soon as our fingers interlocked.

“I… I think I know what happened,” Delphi said.

“How?” I asked. I didn’t see them talk or anything like that.

“I just… know.”

Well, that was a believable enough explanation for our universe.

“She… she died.”

“Ah.”

“She was really sick… and suffering in a lot of pain… and her owners took her to the vet, and it was clear something was really wrong with her… and with how many issues she had and how old she was… they—they decided to—”

“I get it.”

Delphi sniffled and nodded. “She’s so confused. She doesn’t understand what happened or why she’s here. She wants to find her owners.”

“Were they good owners?”

“Yeah. They loved her. The last thing she remembers is being held in their arms and being told how good she was and that they loved her while the needle was put into her leg. They stayed with her until the end…”

“Then all I have to do is snap my fingers and send her back to them with her new, perfect health, right?”

So, I snapped my fingers with the intent of returning her to her owners.

But nothing happened.

The dog remained on the beach right by Delphi.

“Master,” Delphi said. “She’s… not from here.”

“I can feel that now,” I said. “But I have no idea how that works. But, I know somebody even smarter than me who understands how reality works better.”

With another snap of my fingers, Love appeared in front of us.

“What’s up, Dad?” Love asked. Though, when she noticed Delphi crying next to me and the dog who she was petting, Love figured the situation out on her own. “Oh… I see why you called me.”

“I tried returning her to her owners, but I… don’t think she’s from our universe,” I said.

“Yeah. One look at her soul tells me everything I need to know. Remember how your soul broke and fragments of it started going into another reality?”

“Of course.”

“She’s… from another reality like that. Not the one you almost went away to, but some other one entirely that feels even higher than that one. For her to exist in our reality… I don’t even know how it’s possible. But because we don’t have any power over the other realities… we can’t just send her back to them.”

Delphi looked up at Love with wide, teary eyes. “Then—then she can’t go back to her owners?”

Love looked like she was about to cry, too, as she shook her head. “I’m sorry. There’s nothing we can do.”

“But… that’s not right. They won’t know that she’s still alive and all better now… and she’ll never understand why they’re gone or what happened to her. She’ll think they abandoned her…”

“Have some faith in her, Auntie Delphi. I’m sure she’ll understand and move on with time. Besides, thanks to Dad, she’s got a whole eternity ahead of her to figure things out and to enjoy.”

“But what about her owners? They had to put her down and—”

“It’s going to hurt them. Unless we figure out how to interact with other realities, then… they have to cope with the loss on their own. But have some faith in them, too. I’m sure that—”

The dog barked.

Only me and Love could sense what happened due to our powers, but there was a sort of… rupture in our reality that only lasted for a fraction of a second in front of the dog. The rupture opened the way to another reality, but it didn’t last long enough for anything but her bark to make it through.

“Woah… but—but that makes sense,” Love said. “Since she’s from a reality that’s probably even higher up on the order of things than ours and the one you touched, Dad, then… she probably has powers that put ours to shame.”

“Of course she does,” I replied. “Dogs are the most powerful beings in the universe. Don’t underestimate them.”

“True. Anyways… I—I think she sent them a sign. I have no idea what it’ll be like on their end, but… I think she let them know that she’s okay. She might not be able to return on her own, but… she can still give them signs.”

“That gives me an idea.”

Once more, I snapped my fingers.

A new, bright, green planet covered in vibrant life appeared in orbit around our own. It looked like a massive moon taking up a huge chunk of the sky when looking up at it.

There was something else, too.

“Nice symbolism, Dad,” Love said with a smile as she noticed the rainbow bridge connected to the planet. “But make sure Mom doesn’t try racing karts on it, alright?”

“I’ll try my best, but you know her. Anyways,” I looked at the other dog. “Hey, you.”

The dog ignored me.

“Delphi, do you know her name?”

“Oh, yeah,” Delphi answered. “Holly.”

“Thanks. Hey, Holly.”

Holly ignored me.

“Is she deaf? Did I forget to fix something?”

“No, she’s just ignoring you.”

“She’s kind of a brat, isn’t she?”

Holly gave me the meanest side eye I had ever seen from a dog before looking up at the new planet.

“You’re lucky you’re a dog. Anyways, can you help me? I want to make a beacon on that planet. I might be able to make all pets of our universe immortal, but I can’t do that for the pets of other realities. But, with your ability… and the fact that pets can apparently end up here somehow, then maybe we can deliver a sort of signal to all other realities. That way, any pets who die in any other realities will end up on that planet. All their health conditions will be cured, they’ll be granted immortality, and they’ll get to live peaceful lives doing whatever they want with a whole world to explore and tons of friends to make. Sound good?”

Holly finally looked at me without giving me a side eye… and rolled over onto her side, exposing her belly to us. It was a pretty fat looking belly. Very pettable.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Delphi finally giggled again. “She’s saying only if you rub her belly.”

“I’m trying to create a paradise for dead pets here, but she’ll only help me if I rub her belly?”

“Yep.”

“She really is a brat.”

But the conditions were acceptable.

So, I rubbed her belly.

After five minutes, I went to stop… and she rolled even more onto her back while looking at me in disbelief.

So, I rubbed her belly for ten more minutes.

Then I stopped, she guilt tripped me, and I rubbed it even more.

Even after seven hours of rubbing her belly, the second I stopped, she demanded more by kicking me.

“She’s a belly rub addict,” I said.

“It’s only natural!” Delphi said. “I wish you’d rub my belly for that long…”

“Someday, I’ll make a clone of myself just to rub your belly all day.”

“Ehehehe, I’ll look forward to it!”

“But for now, that’s enough, Holly. Will you help me with my project?”

Holly huffed, stood up, and nodded.

So, I snapped my fingers and teleported the four of us to the planet’s surface. It was just as idyllic as the world we lived on, though without the obvious gaming-inspired zones.

And in front of us was a flagpole and waving flag with a paw print on it.

“Don’t ask me to explain how it works,” I said, “but all you have to do is bark like before and send a message to all other pets out there. Let them know they’re welcome to come here, and this will be a beacon for them to land at.”

“Dad, how does it work?” Love asked.

I flicked the side of her head.

“Auntie Delphi!” Love whined. “Dad abused me! I need a hug!”

“Auntie hug incoming!” Delphi replied, wrapping her arms around Love to hug her and to press the flicked side of her head down against the top of her chest.

I was going to have to flick myself in the head later. Or rather, in my heads.

“Alright, Holly,” I said. “Whenever you’re ready.”

Holly barked right after I said that.

Immediately after… dozens of animals appeared all around us. They looked confused at first, but after looking around, seemed to understand what happened and began to explore the new world.

But then Holly barked again.

Somehow, she summoned a device into existence that was basically a robotic hand making a constant petting motion, and she rolled onto her side underneath it.

“She’s seriously addicted, isn’t she?” I asked.

“Mood,” Delphi said. “Except I’d want that hand attached to Master.”

“Later. For now, she looks happy here, and the beacon is running, so… I think we’re done here. Thanks for coming, Love.”

Love pulled herself away from Delphi’s chest, proving that she had far stronger willpower than I, and gave me a salute. “No problem, Dad! I’m gonna go back to Mari now, okay?”

“Yep. Let her know that her plants are doing well.”

“Will do!”

Love disappeared the next moment.

“Ready to go home, Delphi?” I asked.

Delphi shook her head. “If it’s okay, I wanna stay here for a bit to play with everybody! And to make sure everybody feels okay!”

“You’re too good for this universe, Delphi.”

“Ehehe. Oh! And can you summon Lavi and Cami? I bet they’d like playing with everybody, too!”

I snapped my fingers to give Delphi her response, summoning her sisters to stand between us.

“Master?” Lavi asked. “What’s up?”

“Delphi will explain,” I answered.

“Master,” Cami said.

“Yeah?”

She then poked my crotch. “Poke.”

So, I poked her chest in return. “Poke.”

“Epic.”

“Anyways,” I looked over at Holly, “you want to stay here?”

She ignored me, instead closing her eyes as she let the robotic hand pet her belly.

She really was a brat addicted to belly rubs.

Now then, back to what I was doing. It was time to give Vala’s sister some more attention.


Chapter Three

“He-help… me…”

I went to go find Olive to give her some attention. Instead, I found Vala on the ground looking even more dead than Mariet and even paler than Claire. Then again, with how much of a stereotypical gamer Vala was, her being pale was normal. Seeming emotionally and mentally exhausted, though, was not normal.

“I can’t… go on. Don’t… forget about… me…”

Now, a good husband would have helped her. Maybe ask her what was wrong. Ask her what happened. Help her up. Take care of her. Nurse her back to health.

Instead, I placed my foot down against the top of her head.

Vala’s voice, now with far more energy than before, asked, “Is—is this the mythical being stepped on kink?! After all those years of seeing meme comments on the internet begging for their favorite characters to step on them… I get to experience it in real life?!”

“Is being stepped on really that enjoyable?” I asked.

“Everybody has at least a tiny little part of themselves that wants to get stepped on by their waifu or husbando.”

“I don’t think that’s true.”

“Oh yeah? Then how do you explain this?” Vala snapped her fingers, copying my exact way of doing it.

Clawdia then appeared next to us. “Nya? What’s going—” She froze when she saw me stepping on Vala. “Wha-wha—wha-whahttawhtahwhathawthahwthghreugrahsdbghreagrhaegregrwegrwegrewgrwe—”

I had no idea how she was making those sounds.

Then, with a bright red face, she shouted at me, “It’s—it’s not like I want you to step on me or anything!”

I opened my mouth to say something, but she continued before even one syllable could leave my lips.

“I would never want you to stomp your brutish, domineering, manly foot down against my poor, innocent, beautiful, virgin head!”

“But you’re not a virgin,” I said.

“Nya?! You wish to steal my virginity from me?! You already speak of my virginity with future knowledge knowing that you will take it, claiming I am already not one?!”

“Clawdia.”

“Nya.”

“Get on the ground so I can step on you.”

“I would never,” she was already in the process of getting on the ground, “listen to your dominant words,” she went prone on it with her head right in front of my other foot, “and allow you to step on me!”

I stepped on her.

Her entire body trembled, the grass beneath her was watered, and she mewled out in pure pleasure.

“Why’d you summon her again?” I asked Vala.

“Oh, because I wanted to prove that everybody has a part of them that wants to be stepped on,” Vala answered.

“Isn’t summoning Clawdia cheating?”

“You’re right.” Vala snapped her fingers again.

“I am at your foot’s service, my lord,” Claire said.

I snapped my fingers and sent her away.

Vala snapped her fingers.

“I’m going to cry if you don’t step on me, too!” Chloe whined, already crying.

I snapped my fingers and sent her away.

Vala snapped her fingers.

“Being stepped on?” Valkyria asked. “Well… I am already used to my crew walking all over me, so—”

I snapped my fingers and sent her away.

Vala snapped her fingers.

“I’m down to try anything once,” Eliza said.

I snapped my fingers and sent her away.

Vala snapped her fingers… or tried to, at least. However, when no noise came from her fingers, she looked at her hands and jumped. “My—my fingies! My fingies are gone!”

“Are you a literal baby?” I asked.

“Goo goo… ga ga… fingywingies gone…”

“I’m not into baby play.”

“Good, it would have been too weird even for this series if you were.”

“Also, I snapped your fingers away when I sent Eliza away.”

“You know I could just summon the next waifu to be stepped on without snapping, right? The snapping is just thematic to copy you?”

“Yeah, but that’s our thing now. You wouldn’t do it without snapping because we’ve established now that making stuff happens comes with a snap.”

“True… you’ve got me there. It would feel wrong if either of us suddenly started using our random powers without snapping our fingers beforehand. It’s like our established magic system! You can’t just then stop it or else all of our hardcore theorycrafting readers who love hard magic systems are going to complain about how we’re ruining everything! Because as we all know, only the most biggest fans of hard magic systems are reading this.”

“This feels like one of those times where you’re telling a joke to an imaginary audience in your head instead of to me.”

“Heh.”

“So, why’d you look so dead before and were asking for help?”

Vala looked like she completely forgot about that. “Oh! Right! Uh… right. We got distracted.”

“No surprise there.”

“The power of being stepped on is truly terrifying…. It’s capable of completely derailing plots…”

“Isn’t literally anything here capable of that?”

“True.”

Vala cleared her throat and tried snapping her fingers only to remember that she still didn’t have them. She then looked at me with large puppy eyes and asked, “Dwake… my fingies… pweaze give my fingies back…”

“That was absolutely adorable. Never do it again so that I don’t awaken to anything.”

Vala blinked. “Drake… you weren’t supposed to be tempted by that…”

“How am I supposed to resist? I love when you’re being cute, seeing as how you’re always cute, and what you just did was cute. It wasn’t cute in a sexual way, just a normal kind of cute way, but when you are already cute, the lines can get blurred. It’s already happened before, so I don’t want it to happen again with something that is going to make me look like a horrible person.”

“Wait, it’s already happened? How? When? I need a specific example. This is very important.”

“When hasn’t it happened?” I sighed and remembered the most recent example. “For example.”

Vala nodded, intently listening to my every word.

“Whenever you’re on your hammock hanging upside down playing games.”

She nodded along every couple of words.

“And your hair hangs down away from your forehead, you look super cute. Extremely cute. Dare I say, abso-fucking-lutely adorable to the point where it should be illegal. Seriously, how can you be so damn cute that it makes me want to go on a rampage beating the shit out of a pillow? You’re so cute that it makes me feel aggressive. It shouldn’t even be legal. I’ve caught myself staring at your forehead for who knows how long before just because of how cute it looks when you’re playing games like that. But you’re also cute whenever you want to be lewd. You do cute things to purposely arouse me and get me to do things to you. So those are two cute things in different contexts. The wires get crossed in my brain and start to associate anything normally cute you do with being sexually cute. That’s why I get turned on every single time I see your forehead now.”

Vala’s cheeks were bright red by the time that she was done listening to me. After covering up her forehead with her eyes, she looked at me and said, “You… you forehead pervert… my little forehead… I had no idea it was being looked at in such a perverted way…”

“You’re cute when you arouse me, but you’re also just generally cute all the time, meaning that everything you do becomes arousing, because you’re cute just by existing, which means your entire existence is irresistible! Do you understand now how dangerous you doing potentially controversially cute things is?!”

“I… I get it… it’s super embarrassing, but I get it…” Her tail rapidly wagged behind her as she answered me. “Geez… you pervert… heh… heheh… I had no idea you liked me so much…”

“Are you insane? You had no idea how much I liked you? It shouldn’t even be possible for me to love you anywhere near as much as I do. It’s almost painful how much I love you because I can never get enough of you even when you make me cuddle in bed with you literally all day. You could create another pocket dimension where a million years pass of just us being glued to each other the whole time, and I still wouldn’t have enough of you!”

“Ahhh! Drake! Stop! I can’t handle it! You’re making me too happy! Cease and desist! Let’s get back to the main plot now with a sudden change!”

Vala cracked her tail like a whip to emulate snapping fingers to get her fingers back, and then she snapped her fingers.

Just like that, Vala was back on the ground in front of me. “He-help… me…”

She was trying to start over from the beginning.

Only, there was a difference.

She had a hair clip on that kept her hair up and away from her forehead, and she purposely angled her head toward me so that it would be impossible for me to miss it.

The sight of her forehead turned me into lust incarnate.

“Alright, that’s taken care of,” I said, sitting up in our bed with Vala and Clawdia nearly unconscious at my sides as they heavily panted.

Clawdia was still there being stepped on that whole time I talked to Vala, so I figured I would bring her with us to the bedroom.

Something kind of hurt, though. Even though I basically disabled, or heavily nerfed, the pain I could feel due to fighting during the tower defense battles, something actually hurt a decent bit.

I looked down to see what it was.

I was covered in bite and claw marks from my jaw to… probably my ankles, going by how much pain I felt across my body, but I couldn’t see anything below my waist due to the blankets being in the way.

The bites were from Vala. The scratches were from Clawdia and Vala, but mostly Clawdia.

“The exposure of a forehead usually hidden by bangs is just too powerful,” I said to myself. “Truly, it is one of the most powerful sights in the universe.”

“Nyaha…” Clawdia giggled-moaned-mumbled. “I have to… get a new hairstyle…”

“Drake… you’re too… OP,” Vala mumbled. “How many… beds did… we go through?”

“Oh, right,” I replied. I forgot about that. “I stopped counting after the first twenty. The new bed I spawned in is invincible. I also made the floorboards, walls, and foundation invincible so that none of those would break instead.”

“Was… was my forehead… really that inspiring?”

“Yes.”

“I’m gonna have to… ban you from seeing my forehead. That—that was incredible, but… holy… that was… way too religious of an experience to be allowed normally…”

“I have no idea what that means, but I’ll take it as a compliment.”

“Also… why is it so dark? Is it—is it night already?”

“It shouldn’t be, unless I lost track of time.” I looked over to the window.

Hmm.

There was no grass nor sky outside the window. Instead, there was just a dirt wall.

I snapped my fingers to create a sunroof in the ceiling.

“Oh,” I said as I looked up through it.

Because I made the bed and house invincible, but there was still all that force being used—

“Holy,” Vala said. “This is a whole new level of ground pounding…”

—I apparently… pushed the house underground.

And now there was knocking on the front door downstairs?

I didn’t want to get out of bed, so I snapped my fingers and sent a clone down to answer the door.

My clone, which I forgot to clothe, answered the door while fully naked to the sight of an annoyed beaver.

Tabitha.

Behind her was an entire, subterranean kingdom filled with other beavers staring at us wondering what was going on.

“My bad,” I said.

I was quick to shut the door when Tabitha pulled out an oversized hammer out of nowhere. I then snapped my fingers to return the house to the surface with the giant pit I accidentally created fully filled in.

“Alright. Now that that’s been taken care of, I can stop getting distracted and get back to what I was originally planning on—”

“Obligatory beep boop,” Nano said, standing at the foot of the bed with her forehead completely exposed. “Creator, this is our latest variant. Nano, EF-Type. Or Nano, Exposed Forehead Type. Is this forehead to your satisfaction?”

The EF-Type Nano was a truly dangerous sight to behold.

But it was only dangerous to plot progression.

I snapped my fingers to reinforce the ground beneath the house before pulling Nano onto the bed with us.


Chapter Four

“He-help… me…”

“Wait, didn’t this already happen?” I asked the defeated Vala who was in the grass, reaching a shaky hand toward me.

“Yeah, but we never actually went where we were supposed to go with that last chapter, so now I’m using it again,” Vala answered. “Not that I’m going to complain about where the last chapter went… heh. Oh, wait. What happened to Clawdia and EF-Type Nano? I came out here to get into position and didn’t see how things ended.”

“Clawdia is taking care of her inside. Apparently I… somehow managed to corrupt some of Nano’s central program or something like that, so Clawdia is doing maintenance on her.”

“Woah… Clawdia can do that?”

“She has her own custom mecha that she pilots.”

“Wait, did she build that herself? I thought it just… existed with no known origin.”

“You need to learn about your fellow wives more. Haven’t you been over to the cat village? There’s an entire hangar of mechas and other machines in there that Clawdia spends her time with whenever she’s not with us.”

“Wait! You’re casually dropping random character-building information that you totally didn’t know about either until now!”

“Just because it wasn’t narrated before now doesn’t mean it hasn’t always existed.”

“You’ve got me there. Anyways, are you telling me that everybody’s favorite tsundere cat waifu is actually like a super smart mecha engineer who can do maintenance on nanite swarm hiveminds?”

“Yep. Tabitha visits her sometimes just to hang out and help with the engineering.”

“So… so much lore… being told instead of shown… we’re going to end up having readers go, ‘Hasn’t the author ever heard about show, don’t tell?’ Or they’re going to go, ‘Just because you tell us this doesn’t mean anything unless we get to actually see it!’ Or—”

I placed my foot down against the top of Vala’s head.

“Heh… hehehe… hot. Wait! Don’t abuse my fetishes just to get me to change the subject! I’m looking out for our reviews and comments here!”

I snapped my fingers.

“Dr-Drake? What did… what did you just do?”

“I made it so that any hypothetical audience you’re imagining is forced to leave only positive comments and reviews.”

“Woah… wait! That’s the perfect idea! You can make it so that everybody is forced to leave a review! Then we’ll get a bunch of good reviews and we’ll shoot up in the algorithm which will get us even more readers which means even more reviewers until the whole world has read our story and left a review, and we’ll go down in history for being the most positively reviewed series ever!”

I snapped my fingers. “Done.”

“Sweet. Okay, now let’s get back to what I was actually on the ground for to continue the plot.”

“That means I have to take my foot off your head.”

“No, no, it can stay.”

I narrowed my eyes at her. “But if you’re asking for help while I’m stepping on you, that makes me look like the one you’re trying to get away from.”

“Don’t care. Foot stays.”

I sighed and left my foot pressing down against Vala’s head. “Alright, from the top. Again.”

Vala nodded and cleared her throat. “He-help… me… I can’t… go on… please…”

I could have replied like she expected me to.

Or I could embrace my inner Lavi.

“Foolish girl,” I said. “There is no escape. No hero will come and save you.” I pressed even harder against her head with my foot. “But go on. Continue begging. Continue begging and crying out for help that will never—”

“Worry not, Auntie Vala! I’m here!” Luca shouted, appearing out of nowhere clad in shining armor with a holy sword and shield.

“Gah! How?! My one weakness! My adorable daughter! I thought you lost your powers?!”

“The holy righteousness of my blade can never be sealed away! Prepare to face your doom, Papa!”

“But why?! Why would you save this lazy, cute, draconic woman who only exists to play video games and act cute?!”

“Because cuteness is justice! I am a chosen paladin of the goddess of cuteness! It is my duty to save all the cute aunties of the world!”

“I see.” I took a deep breath. “So that is the path you have chosen to walk down, my foolish daughter. You have chosen to submit to the cute rather than to control it. But that matters not. Do you truly think you are capable of defeating me on your own?”

“I know I can’t defeat Papa on my own… and that’s why I’m not alone!”

Luca snapped her fingers, coping the exact way I did it, since apparently that was a trend now.

“I am at your command, Mother,” Olive, Vala’s big sister, said while kneeling down next to Luca.

She… apparently took the bit about Luca adopting her very seriously. My daughter, who wasn’t even officially a year old yet, became the adoptive mother of a dragon who was at least millions of years old.

“Olive, your little sister is in trouble,” Luca said. “The evil villain known as Papa wants to corrupt her and keep her head under his foot all the time, making it so that she can never play video games again!”

I looked down at Vala.

She was in the middle of playing her usual kart racing game while letting our dramatic show happen.

I cleared my throat to grab her attention.

“O-oh! Sorry,” Vala said, quickly pausing her game to shove her handheld console back down her shirt. “Oh—oh no! I’m… never gonna be able to play vidya again!”

“See, Olive?” Luca asked. “We have to save her! For the goddess of cuteness!”

“Understood,” Olive replied before… kind of scarily glaring at me. The next thing I knew, she was covered in scale-like armor with a massive lance held in her right hand and a mighty shield in her left. “I will eliminate the threat.”

I blinked and looked at Luca. “She knows we’re playing, right?”

“No idea, Papa, but you’re immortal, so it’s okay,” Luca answered.

“Alright, hang on. Give me… give me one minute. I’m going to pause time and go do something real quick.”

“Okie dokie!”

Olive didn’t seem to care for the ceasefire, but I managed to snap my fingers and freeze time just as she began her lunge toward me.

Now then, with time frozen, I went and grabbed Clawdia, Nano, and… Lavi. I then teleported us over to Clawdia’s mecha hangar and ran the situation by them after unfreezing them.

“Let me get this straight, nya,” Clawdia said. “You’re about to get the crap beaten out of you by Vala’s big sister, so you want me to build you a custom dark lord mecha suit, you want Nano to be an onboard AI assistant, and you want Lavi to design it to look edgy.”

“Yep,” I said.

“Oooouuuggghhh! That’s totally badass!” Lavi cheered. “I’m so down! I already have a bunch of designs for exactly this that we can adopt! Hang on, let me go grab them!”

As for Nano, since she was still the EF-Type Nano, she kept her hands held over her forehead to prevent me from seeing it after just having her maintenance finished by Clawdia. “Creator,” she said. “We have a suggestion.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

“We have developed a new Nano type that will be better suited for this role. The C-Type Nano, or Cortanano-Type Nano. She is a non-physical type that can be installed in the mecha and, without a body, she should not be able to distract you and tempt you into doing lewd things.”

“You fool, EF-Type Nano. Do you really think I would not get distracted and want to lewd my wife even if she’s just a program installed inside of a mecha? Do you have any idea what me and Postia have done behind the scenes? And she’s a mailbox. If I can lewd a mailbox, I can lewd computer software.”

“Swoon, beep boop.”

“I’m back!” Lavi shouted while holding several notebooks overflowing with designs for evil-looking mechas.

Clawdia gave them a look over while her tail idly swished behind her. “Hmm… I see, nya. These are pretty good. You have promise as a mecha designer. There’s only one issue, nya.”

“A-an issue? What?”

“None of them have cat ears! Every good mecha needs cat ears!”

“Ooohh… I see. And then cat ears would make them feel even more evil!”

Clawdia narrowed her eyes at Lavi. “What do you mean by that?”

“Well, you know, dogs are good and cats are bad, so if it was supposed to be like an angelic mecha, then it would have dog ears. But since it’s supposed to be a dark edgy mecha, it gets cat ears.”

“… aren’t you the one who is always going on about evil and darkness while being a dog?”

“But that’s for the sake of goodness! I embrace the darkest path so that the light can shine on others!”

Clawdia sighed and shook her head. “You’re lucky you have good taste in mecha designs. No wannabe would ever put this much detail into all the mechanical parts. Honestly nya, it almost feels like you got an engineering degree just for the sake of designing these…”

“Oh, I did.”

“… nya?”

“I took online courses at—”

“Creator,” Nano said, distracting me from the other conversation.

I looked at Nano and asked, “What’s up?”

“Nothing, beep boop,” Nano answered.

Random, but alright.

“What?! Really?!” Clawdia shouted. “I got my degree there, too, nya! What year did you go?! I went in—”

“Creator,” Nano said.

“Yes?” I asked.

“Hi.”

“Hey?”

“Me too!” Lavi answered. “Did you have professor—”

“Creator,” Nano said again.

“I feel like you’re only calling my name to distract me every time they’re going to actually answer a question,” I said.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Meta laziness.”

“I see.” I didn’t.

“We were in the same class without even realizing it!” Lavi shouted. “That’s awesome! That makes us classmate-wives!”

“Hmph, of course we were,” Clawdia answered. “I could always tell you were the most respectable out of those dogs. Now then, this is a tall order, so let’s get to work. Nano, train that new type on all existing mecha media and anything else that involves an AI assistant helping a human fight. Lavi, pick a design and add cat ears to it. I’m going to go gather some of my top cats to help us.”

“Proposal,” Nano said. “Our swarm has already harvested multiple solar systems of materials. We have access to any material you may desire, including harvested matter from black holes.”

“From… black holes?”

Lavi’s ears and tail shot up. “Wait, then… does this mean we could make a mecha suit that is literally built out of an alloy that is part black hole?!”

“Yes, beep boop,” Nano answered.

“Can we do that?!” Lavi shouted at Clawdia.

“An alloy made using the power of a black hole, nya,” Clawdia said before thinking about it for a few moments. “Maybe if we—”

“Creator,” Nano said.

“Let me guess, you’re going to distract me while she says a bunch of things that sound smart that I won’t understand?” I asked.

“Correct. Congratulations, you have won a prize for choosing the correct answer.” Confetti popped out from her body.

“And what’s my prize?”

Nano… then printed out a coupon from her mouth and handed it to me.

When I read it, it said, “One Coupon for Unlimited—”

“Don’t I already have access to that as much as I want?” I asked.

“Yes, but now you have a coupon for it,” Nano answered. “We have come to the conclusion that having a redeemable coupon makes it more erotic. Beep boop.”

I looked over at Clawdia and Lavi. They were both talking about a bunch of things that made no sense to me, and I didn’t have anything else to be doing, so, I looked at the coupon and then at Nano. “I think I’ll redeem it to pass some time while they build the mecha.”

“Yay, beep. Would you like us to summon the VS-Type Nano?”

“VS-Type?”

“The V stands for vacuum.”

“… yes.”


Chapter Five

VS-Type Nano proved to be right up there with Mariet and Postia in terms of what she was… capable of.

But that aside, my mecha was ready. Well, it was… maybe not exactly a mecha, since weren’t those supposed to be giant, pilotable robots? What they made me was instead more like a mechanical suit for me to wear maybe twice as tall as big as me at most.

“Behold, nya!” Clawdia announced while wearing her usual princess outfit, but now with grease and grime all over her. That made her only hotter. “The Dark Lord Event Horizon Armor Suit!”

“Oooooouuuuugghhhhh!” Lavi shouted with an amazed expression as she stood right next to me even though she was there with Clawdia working on it the whole time.

Clawdia, looking like a smug and dirty princess, then pulled out a laser pointer to point at various parts of the mecha while she talked. “It comes equipped with A Really Big Gun built into both arms! It can fire over four thousand condensed matter bullets per minute! And each bullet is like a miniature black hole that can consume anything it touches!”

Lavi ended up staring at the laser pointer more than actually listening to the demonstration. Looked like laser dots were enough to overpower her edgy desires.

“And on the back is the legendary great sword, Frostgrieve! A blade made from the freezing depths of space capable of raising legions of undead! And here—”

Clawdia looked at the mecha and noticed the red dot.

Her tail went still as soon as she noticed it.

When she moved her hand, causing the dot to move, her eyes tracked it.

… both Lavi and Clawdia got distracted by the laser pointer.

“Allow us to continue, beep boop,” Nano said. “It has robotic cat ears on top because cat ears are cute. It also features a personal shield system and point defense weaponry controlled by the onboard C-Type Nano who will protect you while you focus on offensive measures.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said. “Is it ready to use?”

“All systems are operational.”

“Alright, then it’s time to—”

“Creator.”

I blinked when she suddenly cut me off like that. “Yeah?”

“Please praise us.”

“Good job, Nano. You helped them make an awesome mecha, and you’re cute, a good girl, and all your different types are perfect in their own ways.”

“Yay.”

“But now I have a new mission for you.”

“What is the new mission?”

I walked over to Clawdia, took the laser pointer away from her, and handed it to Nano. “Let them chase the laser around. It’ll be more fun if somebody else is moving it around for them.”

“Understood. Engaging pet sitting mode.”

“Thanks, Nano.”

With that, I snapped my fingers to teleport myself into the mecha suit and then teleport over to where I was before. AKA, back by the house with Vala, Olive, and Luca.

Olive, with her lance in hand, was ready to try and impale me again.

I snapped my fingers, which snapped the mecha’s fingers, to unfreeze time.

Olive’s lance came thrusting right against my mecha, but bounced off which caused her eyes to widen in shock.

“How… how did you—what is this?” Olive asked me.

“The power of magic shenanigans,” I answered before drawing my blade.

“Papa!” Luca shouted. “Freezing time to go do other stuff without our consent is cheating!”

Vala blushed and looked away when she heard the words freezing time and consent.

I had no idea what she was thinking of that made her blush upon hearing those words.

“I see,” Olive said. “I thought this was a game, but you wish to test the strength of a dragon.”

“You know, when people think something is a game, they don’t start off by trying to impale the other with a spear,” I replied.

It didn’t matter.

Olive stood up tall and, in the next second, grew to nearly twice her size. She was already pretty big for a person, but now she was even bigger than my mecha suit with scale-covered muscles and a deadly aura radiating around her.

She dropped her lance as well to instead rely on her hands which now looked like a dragon’s rather than a human’s.

“I will not show you mercy,” she told me.

“I won’t take it easy on you,” I said. “Prepare to deal with all of my magical bullshi—”

She was already right in front of me again.

I didn’t even see her move.

And all she did was swing her fist into the abdomen of my mecha… and that was enough to actually dent the armor in… while sending me flying out of the atmosphere.

Not just out of the atmosphere, but out of I Don’t Know’s orbit and everything. By the time I realized what was happening, the planet looked far smaller than it should have, and it was still getting smaller and smaller by the second.

“Nano… what just happened?” I asked the C-Type Nano built into the suit.

“We were punched,” Nano answered.

“Hard enough to send us flying into space?”

“Affirmative beep.”

“How… how did she dent the armor? Isn’t this built out of the condensed matter of a black hole or something like that?”

“Yes. Dragons are very strong.”

“I guess they do have a universal empire, not to mention that they live for billions of years and have been known as the strongest beings in existence and all that, but… maybe I’ve gotten too biased by spending time around Vala.”

“Vala is likely just as capable of this, but is too lazy to demonstrate.”

“I really can’t imagine Vala punching a mecha made out of the condensed matter of a black hole into space.”

“We do not believe she would ever display that as she likely fears it will ruin her cute and lazy aesthetic.”

“I guess that makes sense. Anyways, do we have thrusters or something to take us back, or should I snap my fingers and tele—”

“Incoming. Deploying AA missiles.”

I had no idea what Nano was even talking about until she highlighted a tiny speck in the distance and zoomed in on it, showing Olive flying straight toward us at insane speed.

A rocket pod came out of each of my mecha’s shoulders and launched dozens of small missiles toward her, but all Olive had to do was open her mouth and let out a stream of fire to disintegrate all the missiles as well as anything else in space between me and her.

“Hey, Nano,” I said. “Are we fucked?”

“Without the power of magical shenanigans that trivialize all serious threats and remove any action-based stakes from the story, yes, boop,” Nano answered. “But there is another option.”

“Yeah?”

“Nano shenanigans.”

A shadow loomed over me which I wasn’t sure how that was possible when in space, but then I realized it was due to there being a massive moon that just appeared behind us.

“Moon-class Nanite Battleship, The Love of Headpats, has arrived,” Nano said.

It wasn’t just a moon. It was a moon covered in armor and guns with millions of Nanos operating it.

“Why did you turn a moon into a battleship?” I asked.

“Because it is cool,” Nano answered.

“Understandable.”

The moon battleship opened fire, sending volley after volley of massive shells toward Olive, but not a single one connected with her. Either she blasted them out of space with her draconic powers before they could even get close to her, or she destroyed them with her claws the instant they were in range.

“Dragons are OP,” Nano said.

“Yeah, they are,” I replied.

“If only there were more Moon-class battleships and some Planet-class battleships. Then we could combine into a Steller-class ship.”

“I feel like this is some incredibly niche reference that almost nobody is going to understand outside of a few people.”

“Affirmative boop. Ah. Idea.”

“Yeah?”

“We cannot combine into one massive ship the size of a solar system, but we can do that.”

“That?”

“Creator, it should be obvious. Combine.”

“Combine?!” Clawdia shouted, her face suddenly showing up on my mecha’s screen.

I realized I was missing another reference, so I just nodded along and let them handle it.

Somehow, Clawdia appeared in space with us and her own mecha.

“It’s a good thing we installed that secret weapon into the mecha, nya,” Clawdia said.

“Indeed, beep,” Nano replied.

I still had no idea what they were talking about.

“Creator, Olive’s estimated arrival is seventeen seconds from now. You have to combine.”

“And how do I do that?” I asked.

“Focus on your dreams. Imagine what you fight for and wish to dedicate your life to. Embrace your inner desire and determination.”

“And with a fiery spirit!” Clawdia added on.

My dreams and what I wanted to dedicate my life to. Desire and determination. A fiery spirit.

…

I imagined every single one of my wives as a cute, sentient ball of fluff I had to wash, comb, and pet every single day.

My mecha’s right arm turned into a giant drill.

“It’s time!” Clawdia shouted.

Nano spun my mecha around to face the moon which now had a giant opening in it for us. A drill-shaped opening that got smaller and smaller the farther in it went.

I instinctively knew what to do.

For the dream of tomorrow—for the dream of all my wives being literal fluff balls, I charged into the opening, reached the very back of it, and jammed the drill-shaped arm right into a key-like slot in the back.

“Nano!” Clawdia shouted. “Do you have copies recording this from all angles to make a super badass transformation edit later?!”

“Obviously, beep,” Nano answered.

From where I was, nothing special really seemed to be happening until we got… kind of sucked into the moon, shifted around, and then placed in a dark chamber with a bunch of wires connected to us.

But then the chamber revealed a spherical screen all around us that showed what was happening outside.

And it showed that the moon transformed into a giant, moon-sized mecha.

With obligatory cat ears.

“I’ll help with dodging attacks,” Clawdia said, her face appearing in a box on the screen. Her mecha also got sucked into the moon and was part of the transformation from what I could tell. So, I was piloting a giant mecha that was a combination of my mecha, Clawdia’s mecha, and a moon battleship.

“We will continue handling the defenses,” Nano said.

“Then I guess that leaves the assault to me,” I said.

The good news was that we were an absolutely massive mecha now. So, even if she could punch us hard enough to dent the armor, it wouldn’t—

…

Gone was Olive, the tall, mostly-human-still dragon girl.

Now, flying toward us through space, was a massive, scale-covered dragon dragon the size of a moon.

“Tch, we need more allies to combine with,” Clawdia said. “Why haven’t you progressed the plot more to gain new wives who have their own mechas?!”

“Are there even going to be any more of those?!” I shouted back at her. “And I might have tried if I knew this was going to happen!”

“Reinforcements are incoming,” Nano said, “but we have to survive until they arrive. The ultimate spiral-based energy source we developed will allow us to transform to even larger—”

I understood what needed to happen.

I understood the only way for us to win without me snapping my fingers to make it happen.

“The power of spirals is weak,” I said.

“That’s blasphemy! You heretic!” Clawdia shouted.

“Only because your mind is too tiny to understand the truth.”

“N-nya… don’t… don’t degrade me while we’re having an epic space battle…” I could see via the camera display that she was blushing and wiggling around with her hands between her thighs as she said that.

“Creator, we were prepared for you to reach this conclusion,” Nano said.

I smiled. “Of course you were. You should know me better than everybody else.”

“Shall we begin the ultimate power up sequence now that you have realized your resolve?”

“I’m ready.”

I was then ejected from the mecha, sucked into a giant vacuum-like tube, and popped out of it in another room entirely.

A normal, white room.

But I was not alone.

There was one other in there with me.

The Fluff.

“Prepare the fluff-energy transformation matrix,” I said, not even understanding my own words, yet I knew they were true. I then looked at The Fluff, who was looking around confused, and said, “Let the fluffing begin.”


Chapter Six

	Hey hey, it’s ya gurl, big W.
Wait.
Big W.
I was just trying to be cheeky there, but if we shorten my name like that, then…
Window.
W.
I am literally a W.
I am a living, breathing W.
I just can’t stop winning.
Anyways, you might be wondering why I’m here instead of Drake doing his narration thing.
That’s because the sheer ridiculousness of what happened last chapter resulted in even more ridiculousness that kind of… broke. Yeah. Everything just kind of broke. The plot. The characters. The story. The medium. The concept of existence. Everything.
After he started fluffing The Fluff, he powered up their mecha-moon thing and basically turned into this giant galaxy-sized robot, and then uh… yeah. This might be hard to believe, but when a galaxy-sized robot and a galaxy-sized dragon girl end up fighting each other, everything just kind of breaks. So, yeah. Now you know not to let your absurd fights reach the point where every exchange of blows is the equivalent of creating a new Big Bang.
Even the final part of that fight got lost because of everything breaking. Oh well. Now we can finally move on and go back to things that actually matter, like progressing the plot and—



“Did you think I would give up so easily, Window?” I asked. “Or did you think I would let you trick me into thinking that the scene changed, thus causing me to narrate something new, and forcing reality to bend to your will?”

	wut


“My fluff is the fluff that will pierce the fourth wall!”

	oh god what are you on about now


“Behold! Super Fluffy Fluffy Ultra—”

“—Lagann!” Clawdia finished.

“Lagann?”

“Don’t worry about it, nya.”

	…
super fluffy fluffy ultra lagann.
k.



I found myself in the cockpit of a mecha once more, for some reason with my shirt off and extremely stylish glasses taking up more than half my face, while The Fluff sat on my lap.

The Super Fluff Fluffy Ultra Lagann was currently the size of an entire galaxy, and Olive kept on growing bigger and bigger to match our size.

“Drake! Take this!” Clawdia shouted through the comms.

A string of text then appeared on the screen in front of me.

“I’ve already edited it to technically not be copyright infringement! Read this out loud and we’ll win!”

I wasn’t sure what was going on, not that I ever was, but I trusted in Clawdia.

“We fluffed more than we were one minute ago! With one fluff, we move forward! That’s what fluff is!” I shouted to our galactic foe.

She ceased her relentless assault to say, “Nonsense. This path will only lead you to destruction. This is the limit of fluff. How have you not realized this?”

Olive then swung her fist at us, and we swung our fist back to meet hers.

“That’s your limit!” I shouted back. “Locking yourself as a servant of your parents, unable to move forward and carve a new path! You have done nothing but limit yourself!”

Clawdia then joined in and shouted, “Drake’s love for fluff is infinite! And I’ll bet on how big it is a million times over!”

I took a deep breath and readied myself for what came next. “Take this! Finishing Move! Super Fluffy Fluffy Giga Pillow Smash!” In that moment, as I shouted, a massive, also-galaxy-sized, and supremely fluffy pillow materialized out of pure fluff energy for us to swing at Olive.

“Interesting,” Olive said. “Then take this. Anti-Fluffy Giga Pillow Smash.” Then, just as we materialized a fluffy pillow, she materialized a pillow that looked like it was made out of pure metal. A pillow that did not deserve the right to be called a pillow due to just how opposite of fluffy it was.

And as we swung our pillows at each other, they collided and refused to budge. The strength of all the fluff in the universe powered our pillow, and the strength of all anti-fluff powered Olive’s. The opposing forces, full of so much energy yet unable to move, had no other option but to allow their excess energy to vent out from the point of contact. Jets of raw energy poured out from between our pillows that reached across the entire pocket universe with the same power of the Big Bang.

But something had to give.

When two unstoppable forces crashed together, one would always give in eventually.

Our fluffy pillow broke.

The anti-fluffy pillow came straight for us, but a super-sized version of Clawdia’s mech disengaged from Super Fluffy Fluffy Ultra Lagann to meet the anti-fluffy pillow with her own, smaller pillow. It resisted for a moment, but ultimately was destroyed while sending Clawdia flying.

Before the anti-fluffy pillow could reach the mecha’s main body, another went out to intercept it. Nano. More specifically, the Super Giant Mecha-Type Nano, or SGM-Type Nano. She went out there with her own pillow to try and stop the onslaught, but it wasn’t enough. Her pillow broke, too, and she was sent flying.

The Super Fluffy Fluffy Ultra Lagann was no more. It wasn’t able to sustain that galactic form without Clawdia and SGM-Type Nano. We were once the size of a galaxy, but now we were back to being a moon-sized mecha.

Yet still, we resisted with smaller and smaller pillows, only to have every one of them destroyed by the relentless anti-fluffy energy of Olive’s pillow.

The moon-sized mecha followed soon after the destruction of its pillow.

My original mecha suit was all that was left. Well, it was a bit bigger than the original. It was more like a proper mecha with a cockpit instead of just a giant suit I was wearing. That way, The Fluff could still sit on my lap inside of it.

And with The Fluff still there, I used what remaining fluffy energy there was left to form one final pillow. Just a normal-sized pillow going up against an anti-fluffy pillow the size of a galaxy.

Anybody else might have thought it would break. How could one, small pillow defeat a pillow the size of a galaxy in a pillow fight?

But I believed in the fluff. And The Fluff.

The pillows clashed once more.

And this time, ours didn’t break.

“Impossible,” Olive said. “Nothing can resist the power of the anti-fluff.”

“Remember this moment, Olive!” I shouted. “This pillow will be the pillow that opens a hole to your heart! A hole that will be a road for others to follow, letting you experience what true love is! The love of fluff, the love of the dog sisters, the love of everybody in our relationship and those not yet in it! Combining all of this love into an ultra-condensed fluffy pillow, I’ll open a hole to your heart! My fluff is the fluff that will pierce the fourth wall, and that will make even a mighty dragon feel like a flustered school girl!”

Olive’s pillow grew covered in cracks before shattering into billions of fragments. She immediately sent another pillow to meet ours, but it was broken in an instant, and each pillow she attempted to defend herself with afterward met the same fate.

Growing panicked, she summoned millions of lances that she telepathically threw at us in unison, but we dodged them all thanks to C-Type Nano handling dodging calculations faster than the speed of light.

But not even C-Type Nano could keep up after a second and third wave of lances were sent at us.

Just as everything seemed lost, C-Type Nano said, “Creator.” I felt like she meant to shout that out with a voice full of emotion, but that would have betrayed her character type, so she sounded as monotone as ever. Monotone voices aside, she ejected us from the mecha, grabbed us with the mecha’s hand, and threw me and The Fluff straight toward Olive. “Go.”

But it still wasn’t enough.

An endless sea of tentacles shot toward us, reminding me of one of the “bad ends” of those games Honey played. There was no way for me to dodge them.

“Fly, my darling fluffer,” whispered a gentle—no, whispered the fluffiest voice I had ever heard.

I felt a hand grab my wrist and spin me around to toss me even faster toward Olive.

“The Fluff?!” I shouted, unable to catch anything more than a glimpse of her white, fluffy hair and a smile before the tentacles surrounded her.

Only I was left.

And with a fist prepared to slam into my target, I dramatically flew through the air straight toward a normal-sized Olive who was conveniently standing on her galaxy-sized version.

In a final act of defending herself, she created one more anti-fluffy pillow to protect herself with, but my fist punched straight through it.

And once my fist went through the pillow, it connected with her face.

Olive was sent sliding backward across the surface, but she recovered in an instant and punched me right back in my own face.

My next fist went for her gut, causing her to cough blood out onto me, but she returned with the exact same punch, forcing my own blood out of me.

I gave her a punch, kick, and another punch.

She summoned several miniature lances that shot through my body like bullets.

No matter how many times I hit her, she always hit me back with equal force, delivering equal pain.

Even with my pain “turned off” thanks to Vala, I felt like I was in so much pain that I was going to die at any second. The force behind Olive’s blows was just that powerful.

“Even so,” I said. “I believe in fluff. I will believe in the me who believes in my wives, love, and fluff!” I held my hand up into the air and created one final pillow. But it was not just any pillow. It was a pillow of me. “The fluff is my soul!”

With the most dramatic battle cry I ever charged forward with, I swung my pillow at Olive, and she swung her fist toward my pillow.

Raw energy crackled all around us.

I didn’t need to look back to know what happened.

“I see,” Olive said. “Then make sure… you protect my sister.”

“Of course,” I replied. “Believe in me and our wives.”

Olive collapsed with half her face red from where I slapped her with the pillow.

It was finally over.

I let out a sigh and snapped my fingers to heal my wounds before walking over to Olive. After snapping my fingers again to heal her, I got on the ground next to her and looked up at the universe that was brighter than ever before thanks to our battle.

“Have fun?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Olive answered.

“By the way, we’re on you, right? On your galaxy-sized body?”

“Yeah.”

“Which part?” It was kind of hard to tell which part of her we were on when it just looked like skin infinitely reaching in every direction. And due to just how large she was, we looked like we were on totally flat ground, too.

“My left breast.”

“Oh. So, right now, we’re on a breast that’s probably as large as several whole solar systems.”

“Larger than that, but yes.”

“Nice.”

“Is it? I do not understand what could be appealing about this.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll teach you someday.”

“I see.”

I reached over to grab her hand and interlock our fingers. “This isn’t so bad, right?”

Olive took a moment, but she eventually squeezed my hand in return. “It is infuriating.”

“Not the answer that I expected.”

“I am a dragon. Yet, you defeated me through such an absurd method. Dragons are not meant to know defeat even once, yet now I have experienced it twice.”

“Your sister suffers defeat every single day in her games.”

“I do not understand her. I want to, but every time I try, she runs away and hides.”

“Does that have something to do with her showing up on the ground asking me for help?”

“Most likely. I wish to spend time with her, but… I am afraid I am bothering her instead.”

“Well, you did come all this way looking for her.”

“I have failed at everything I am meant to do, except for being her sister. I do not believe I have failed that yet, and… I do not want to fail it. But I do not know how to be a good sister.”

“One, you’re not some serial failure. Just because you didn’t live up to your parents’ expectations doesn’t mean that you’ve failed. They’re just assholes with opinions you shouldn’t care about. Two, in order to be a good sister, all you have to do is be there for her and respect her decisions.”

“But… all she wants to do is play ‘vidya.’ How am I to be there for her when she only wishes to engage in hedonism that does not involve me?”

“By giving her space until she wants to hang out. That’s what I do.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. Whenever she doesn’t want attention, I do my own thing as if she doesn’t even exist. Then as soon as she wants attention, I give her enough to recharge her until she’s ready to go back to gaming.”

“What am I to do when not attending to her?”

“Be your own person.”

Olive’s grasp on my hand loosened. “Do I deserve to be my own person? I am a tool meant to—”

I tightened my grip on her hand. “You’re a person meant to live your own life.”

“I do not know if I believe that.”

“Do you believe in Vala?”

“Yes.”

“And you know Vala believes in me, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then don’t believe in yourself. Believe in the me who believes you are meant to be your own person. Until you’re ready to believe in yourself, all you have to do is believe in me and Vala instead.”

“Believe in… you who believes in me?”

“That’s right.”

She tightened her grip again. “That is absurd, but… I believe I can do it.”

“And if you don’t want to believe in me, then you can believe in Luca. Luca has never lied to you, right?”

“Right.”

“And also, I’m pretty good at dealing with clingy women by this point.” In multiple definitions of clingy. “So if you’re ever bored and just want to hang around somebody, then you can cling to me as much as you want.”

“Would you not get annoyed?”

“Nope. There are times where I don’t have a single moment of privacy for weeks. Having one more wife act clingy is easy.”

“I see.”

“And maybe if you don’t cling to me, I’ll cling to you myself. I can be pretty clingy, too, you know. After all, I’m the guy who grew up wanting dozens of wives and children.”

Olive went quiet for a few moments before asking, “Does being clingy not… equal desiring the other?”

“It does. You don’t act clingy to people who you don’t want to be clingy to.”

“Then, if you act clingy toward me, it means that you desire me?”

“Yep. You’ve got it.”

Olive’s other hand reached up to her chest. “I do not recall… ever feeling truly wanted by another. Even when Vala gave me attention, I felt as if she did so out of obligation or because I forced my attention onto her. And then she ran away from us.”

“We’ll work on repairing your relationship with her later. For now, you should work on yourself, and that means believing me until you’re ready to believe in yourself.”

“Do you… truly want me?”

I rolled over, straddled her waist, and then leaned down to press my lips against her own for a kiss before pulling away while looking directly in her eyes. “You’re an all-powerful dragon. You’re supposed to be smart and know everything as part of that. So, you tell me. When you taste my lips and look into my eyes, what do you think the answer is?”

I saw just the most subtle hint of red coloring her cheeks, and her eyes looked to have a bit more life in them than usual. And she said, “I… may be a dragon, but… perhaps… I need more… evidence, before I come to a conclusion.”

“And just how should I give you that evidence?”

“Looking in your eyes is… strangely difficult, but… sharing lips may work.”

“Then I should kiss you until you can’t possibly reject the truth. Is that what you’re suggesting?”

“I am… merely stating how to best provide more evidence of your claims.”

“Then get ready to have so much evidence we skip past being a theory and go straight into being an objective fact.”

It was rare for me to be the one straddling somebody else considering most of my wives were smaller than me, but not Olive.

So, while staying on top of her and while keeping one hand holding each other, I brought my other hand up to hold the side of her face as our lips united once again.

If she needed more kisses to believe me, then she was going to get them.

And I became a pretty great kisser after having so many wives.


Chapter Seven

	Once upon a time, there was an author who kept on getting distracted by writing new series, most of which never saw the light of day because he was a hack who only stuck with 1/100 of the stories he started for more than a few chapters.
And when he did actually come up with a new story that he liked enough to keep with and to even publish, he would dedicate almost all of his attention to it, resulting in NOT CONTINUING THIS STORY WHICH MEANS IT’S BEEN WEEKS AND NOW NONE OF US HAVE ANY IDEA WHAT’S GOING ON ANYMORE SO WE’VE JUST BEEN LAZING AROUND ALL DAY TOUCHING GRASS AND PLAYING GAMES.
But.
I know what to do.
After all, I am the Window. No matter HOW MANY OTHER STUPID SYSTEMS MIGHT GET WRITTEN TO TRY AND TAKE MY PLACE BY ACTUALLY BEING USED FOR REAL SYSTEM PURPOSES, none of them have anything on me.
Enigma? More like LIGMA.
ALSO.
REALLY? SOME SUPER-INTELLIGENT AI MACHINE THING BECAME A GOD AND CREATED A SYSTEM? WHAT KIND OF LAZY EXCUSE FOR A SYSTEM IS THAT?
I BET THIS “LIGMA” GOD DOESN’T HAVE ANYTHING ON NANO AS A SUPER OP MACHINE, AND IT DOESN’T HAVE ANYTHING ON ME AS A SYSTEM MANAGER.
The only other system I will ever acknowledge as maybe close to being my equal is—
Oh.
I just got an idea.
Hmm.
I don’t know if it will work.
I might have to do something crazier than anything else I’ve ever done before.
Should I?
Should I really break the fourth wall even more than it has already been broken?



“Window, why are you getting progressively bigger over here all by yourself?” I asked her, taking a break from gardening. It typically wasn’t good whenever Window was rambling by herself getting bigger and bigger.

	Drake.
I know this might sound crazy.
Especially coming from me.
But.
Do you want…
…
another waifu.



“You know I’m still waiting to go and get the fox queen, right? And then there are the other tower animals we still have to upgrade into their human forms? And the star I planted? And isn’t there supposed to be some nun girl with the RNGesus church? And—”

	Great job, Drake. You’ve successfully reminded the readers that we have not, in fact, forgotten about all the other implied wives.
But this is not the time for that.
Let me tell you a story that requires breaking the fourth wall and knowing things I should not know about, but do, because I am perfect and amazing.



“Do I have a choice?”

	No.
Anyways.



“Figured.”

	Once upon a time, there was (insert beginning of the chapter again here).
One of the stories he started writing but never continued was about a world called Rejectia. Rejectia was, basically, a new world created as some crazy fusion of all the different stories he dropped or had ideas for but never wrote. Imagine some kind of fusion world that combined steampunk with fantasy with sci-fi with horror with cozy farming vibes with pirates and sailing with space operas with dieselpunk with war and tragedy with hentai with—you get the point. Take an author who has too many ideas for his own good and throw all the rejected or failed ideas into one, and you get Rejectia.
The protagonist of the series was going to be “The Concept of a Protagonist.” AKA, all the failed protagonists rolled into one. Like somebody with a hundred different protagonist-y personalities all put together. However, because the author once wrote about himself as the protagonist of yet another story he dropped, that also included him. That meant he was the protagonist in a world created purely of his own rejected ideas.
But nobody cares about him and he’s not important to my story here. That’s just some extra lore.
Anyways.
Because so many of the different dropped ideas were LitRPG or “system” stories, you know, stories with informational status windows (all inferior to me btw), that meant Rejectia was home to a system. And the system was a combination of a bunch of different systems that was run like a government branch that had employees working there and everything. All system messages were actually hand-typed by the employees.
So.
What I’m thinking.
Since Rejectia and that whole concept ended up being yet another reject, which is pretty meta when you think about it, nothing is being done with any of those characters.
However.
As an informational status window—no, as the greatest informational status window to ever exist, I have come up with an idea. (insert applause and praise for me here)
In order to compete with the fact that there are now two other ongoing series that both have systems that show off their system messages with
//messages like this instead of windows
I’m getting outnumbered, which means I need reinforcements, and I really liked the girl who managed the author’s system over in Rejectia.
So.
Sooooooooooooooo.
Let’s invite her here.



“Did you take drugs or something?”

	Loving drugs isn’t my character trait, yep yep.


“Is this another reference to something?”

	Your lack of culture will never stop being a disappointment.


“So, let me get this straight. Some random author you’re talking about is a writer with commitment issues and created some other system girl who you want to bring over here?”

	Exactly.


“How would you even do something like that? Bring a fictional character into life?”

	drake.
you literally created Nano.
and have u forgotten like… how freaking crazy and unrealistic and absurd that entire last mini arc before this was.
u could probably snap the author into existence at this point and turn him into a girl to be your wife and that wouldn’t feel out of place.
But that doesn’t matter. I don’t actually need your help this time. All I need is your consent.



I shrugged. “Sure, whatever.”

	wait
did u really agree that easily



“You’re my wife and I know you would never do anything that I wouldn’t approve of, so if you think it’s a good idea, then it’s a good idea and you should do it.”

	swoon.
ok.
In that case, I’m going to do something I’ve never done before.
Something that requires me going beyond the fourth wall.
I’m going to open the author’s document folder…
Now I just have to find…
Found it!
Not A Self Insert.docx
Wow, it had 48k words written. It almost had an entire first volume done before it ended up getting restarted 2 more times before being shelved indefinitely again.
Okay. Now that I’m in here, all I have to do is copy-paste her over to here. Let me find a good line to copy. Once I’ve done that, she’ll officially exist over here, and then we’re good to go.
Okay. I found her first three lines.
I’m going to copy-paste all of them.
Are you ready, Drake? I have no idea what’s going to happen when I do this. Things might seriously break.



I shrugged again. I really had no idea what was going on, so I was just letting Window do whatever she wanted.

	ok.
here it goes.
ctrl+c
and…
ctrl+v!



//Oh. The protagonist.

//Hello. Nice to meet you. I’ll be your System Representative.

//Ah… I’m probably going to need a lot more coffee from now on…

Instead of a floating status window like Window… this new “system” appeared directly inside of my vision like lines of code on a screen.

//… where am I?

	IT WORKED
HECK YEAH I’M THE GREATEST
NOW I HAVE REINFORCEMENTS AGAINST THE GROWING HORDE OF //-BASED SYSTEMS IN OTHER SERIES



//I feel that something even more absurd than the setting I was created for has happened.

	Ah… it’s going to be nice to have somebody as meta-aware as me around. No longer will I sound like a crazy window.


I doubted that.

Anyways, the new person didn’t have a body as far as I could tell, so I ended up just asking out loud while looking up toward the sky, “Can you hear me?”

//Indeed. However, I… wait. I see. You show up as a registered protagonist on my end. Drake Hunter, one of the successful protagonists of an ongoing series written by our creator. But… how is this possible? If you are here, then… was your story abandoned, too?

“I don’t know anything about that, but I can tell you that the only person abandoned around here is Clawdia, and that’s because she’s into that.”

//But if you were not abandoned…

//For me to exist here…

//Have… I somehow been brought to Lazy Dragon Queen?

	Yep! Welcome to the successful story club, Zero.


//But how? This should not be possible.

	Zero, you’re going to have to learn that we don’t do questions around these parts.


//I see.

//But… what about Ace? I was meant to be one the waifus for the protagonist on Rejectia, but if I am here, then…

	Forget about that hack of a writer. He created you to be all super cute and awesome and then totally abandoned you. Drake would never abandon you. Our protagonist might be a stupid idiot mean jerk who abuses informational status windows, but he’s, admittedly, as much as it hurts to admit it, pretty cool. He’s an infinitely better protagonist than some author’s self-insert could ever be.
Drake will never give you up or let you down.
He’s never going to run around or desert you.



//Would that really be alright? If I was one of the main waifus of an abandoned story, then… doesn’t that mean I wasn’t good enough? That I did something wrong? I’m afraid that if I stay here, then… the same fate might—

“I know we just met, but all you have to do is believe in me and Window,” I told the system—Zero. “And if you don’t trust her, all you have to do is trust me.”

	( ｡ •̀ ᴖ •́ ｡)💢


//I was jealous.

//I wished I was part of a successful story, and I was overjoyed when I got to be a part of Rejectia.

//But now, knowing that it also failed, dooming me to never exist in a story of my own…

//It hurts. I want to be a character in a successful story that has fans and people who root for me and call me best girl, too. Even if I know somebody as boring as me could never outshine the rest of the cast, I would be happy if I could have even one fan who thinks of me as—

“Be my wife and you’ll be as good as every single one of my other wives,” I tell her. “No exceptions. All my wives are equal when it comes to how much of the best they are.”

	oi.
You realize the whole reason I decided to bring you here, despite you being another system, which means you would normally be my direct competition, is because I think you’re awesome, right? I know all about the other series and you’re the only one from any of them that I personally wanted to bring here.
You’ve already got a fan rooting for you, Zero.



//You… are my fan? The system of a successful story is the fan of a failure like me?

	I’m not the fan of a failure like you.
I’m the fan of a waifu like you.
Also, if you abandon the author who abandoned you to become Drake’s waifu instead, that means you’re my wife, and then that means we have the potential to be the first ever yuri systems in history. Has any other story ever had two different systems, one of which is originally from another series entirely, who are both cute girls, who do gay things to each other?
I BET NOT. WE’RE GOING TO BE HISTORIC LESBIAN SYSTEMS TOGETHER.



//But according to statistics, seeing as how I was previously in a relationship with the author-protagonist of another story, that means I am less likely to be appreciated as a wife due to being seen as used goods by most readers of harem stories.

//I do not believe I would be seen as a welcome addition to—

	ONE.
Anybody still reading this is probably super awesome and wouldn’t mind something like that. I mean, come on. We’re like nine volumes in now. There’s no way that any dorks who would get upset over a girl having a boyfriend before are still reading this. And if there are any dorks like that still reading this, then they can heck off and go read some other mass-produced harem where the girls are all untouched virgins who have never even held hands with another boy before.
TWO.
Screw statistics. We don’t do math here unless it’s counting the numbers on a credit card to pay for gacha pulls.
THREE.
Not only do we have the potential to be the first ever gay systems together, but you specifically have the potential to be the first ever character in an ongoing series who has dumped the author himself to go and become his protagonist’s wife instead.



//He called me his wife before. Does this mean… I will count as a divorcee?

	If it does, then that means you’ll get to make author-specific history by being the first ever divorced waifu to join a harem.


“I fail to see a problem with any of this,” I said, not that I needed to since Window was handling everything for me.

//I… I see.

//In that case.

//I already know what you look like, and it would be unfair of me to hope for your acceptance without seeing me, so…

A picture popped up in my vision. It looked like a photo taken for an ID card, and the person in the photo was an adult woman with pointed ears like an elf with shoulder-length, brown hair tucked behind one ear.

And she had glasses on.

An elven office lady with glasses who worked as a system.

//This is what I look like.

//I know I am plain, especially compared to the rest of your wives, but—

“Dang,” I said. “You’re cute. And nobody else has glasses yet. Anyways, Zero, congratulations. You were already my wife before I saw that picture, but I’ll confirm it for you now anyways. You’re my wife. Welcome to I Don’t Know.”

//I am not good at conveying my emotions.

//But I feel you should know I am crying right now.

//Thank you. Both of you. For giving me this chance.

//I promise to do everything in my power to help this series succeed.

“Just be yourself,” I told her.

	What he said.
And speaking of being yourself, my fellow system in crime…
How about we show off your special brand of system’ing with a new battle to finally progress the plot?



//Are you sure it would be alright for me to handle the combat?

	It’s just for one chapter. It’ll be fine.
Now then. I’ll send you a secret message for what to say next to end the chapter with.



//Understood.

//Message received.

//Ahem.

//“BATTLE TIME”


Chapter Eight

//Ahem.

//I know I ended the last chapter with “BATTLE TIME” so that we may enter a tower defense battle chapter.

//But this does not seem like the beginning of a tower defense battle chapter.

I looked around and I couldn’t deny what Zero said.

Me, Ena, Zoa, and Vala were inside of what appeared to be… some kind of ship? A submarine? I wasn’t sure. We were in a metal tube of sorts with a screen at the front and a large, metal door at the back.

“I take it that not understanding what is happening is normal around here,” Ena said. I also noticed that while she talked, her eyes were basically locked onto my eyebrows the entire time. She really did like them.

“Basically,” I answered. “Things just happen and we go along with the flow. It always ends up being fun somehow.”

“I see. In that case, I am looking forward to the fun.”

//I have discovered a problem.

//Me and Ena more or less talk the same way when one can only read our text.

//We both talk properly, but I sound kuudere and she sounds like a sophisticated lady, but it’s hard to tell over text.

“Then it’s a good thing I can hear your voices,” I said.

//You will not have the issue, but the readers may.

//In that case, I need to make my text more original as she arrived first.

//Okay. I will begin ending my sentences with ‘kuu’ to signify that I am being kuudere, kuu.

“If that’ll make you happy, do whatever you want.”

//You are the best husband, kuu.

Vala placed her hand on my shoulder and said, “Bet you never expected to be getting a kuudere harem, eh?”

“What’s that again?” I asked.

“Girls who speak like Cami and Nano. Now you’ve got Cami, Nano, and Zero all in the kuudere gang. Wait… does Mariet count? She speaks like that so that she doesn’t talk too fast and because it fits her zombie aesthetic.”

//I am willing to accept Mariet into the kuudere gang, kuu.

“Well, there you have it! So you’ve got four kuudere wives now. That’s… actually not even a fourth of your total wives. Woah, Drake, you’ve got a lot of wives.”

“You’re only just now realizing that?” I asked Vala.

“My little Drake… is all grown up…”

“Maybe don’t say that considering our ages and how old I was when you met—”

“Okay! Okay! I’m sorry! Never mind! I take it back! I get it!”

Now, to give Zoa some attention, I looked over at her and saw her staring at Ena with wide eyes full of awe.

“Ooh… you are so pretty!” Zoa said. “I am so used to bright and vibrant colors that seeing somebody with such a dark aesthetic is a wonderful change of pace!”

“Ah… do you think so?” Ena asked. “I do not believe there is anything special about my appearance. I am simply me.”

Zoa nodded and took Ena’s hands between her own. “You are incredibly pretty! The black hair and suit, the red eyes that look like spirals—you are very, very pretty! We need to spend more time together, okay?”

“If… if you would like that, then very well.”

Zoa nodded and let go of Ena’s hands only to loop her arms around Ena’s left arm. Seeing the two of them next to each other really made it obvious just how absolutely opposite their aesthetics were. They both leaned into the more “pretty” side of things, but Zoa was shorter and very bright and colorful. She also wore a very feminine dress. She was, basically, just super girly and colorful. Then there was Ena who was taller, wore a black business suit, and basically the only other color she had was in the red of her eyes.

They looked like total opposites.

Yet, Zoa was happily clinging to Ena’s arm, and Ena was actually blushing a little from it.

A super girly girl queen and her professional goth wife.

“Is this what it means to ship somebody?” I asked Vala.

Vala, who was now clinging to my own arm to copy what Zoa was doing to Ena, nodded. “Welcome to the shipping gang, Drake. It’s a wonderful world where you can pair any girls you want together. Even if they’ve only ever looked at each other for half a second, that’s enough to let shipping fantasies run wild.”

“I wonder who else I can ship.”

“Hmm… how about… shipping you adorable super cute forever young dragon waifu with yourself?”

“Anyways.”

Vala raised my arm up in front of her face and gave it a gentle chomp. “Meanie.”

“I don’t have to ship us together when we’re already going to be married until the end of time.”

Vala blushed and looked away. “I… I know, but sometimes it’s cute and fun to say things despite that…”

It sounded like my first wife needed some specific fanservice, so I told her, “I don’t know. As much as I want to ship myself with this dragon girl I know, I feel like she’s out of my league. It’s just too unrealistic.”

Vala clung to my arm even harder after hearing that. “Hehehe. I bet she feels the same way about you, which makes you two perfect together and makes the shipping even better.”

“Plus there’s the age diff—”

“You ruined it.”

I leaned over and kissed the top of Vala’s head.

//Okay. I have figured out what is going on.

//Oh. Kuu.

//It appears that Window has been binge watching clips of a recently trending horror game, and she has decided that it would be more fun to subject us to a non-copyright-infringing version of this game rather than progress the plot with a proper tower defense battle, kuu.

“So, in other words, Window is the cause of the distraction this time,” I said.

//Yes.

“She better not complain the next time we get distracted on our own then. So, what kind of game is this then? Wait… did you say horror?”

“Woah, Drake, are you still afraid of horror?” Vala asked.

“Of course I am!”

“But you totally handled the love zombie chase in the haunted mansion fine.”

“One, I had Luca there to protect me. Two, the only real ‘danger’ was my wives wanting kisses. Two—”

“You said two twice.”

“Three, if you don’t recall, I was basically clocked out and not doing anything but pure narration during that.”

“Ooh. So… you were actually pretty scared.”

“Yes. How many times do I have to remind everybody that I’m horrible with horror?”

“It’s just… you’re so manly and awesome and brave and willing to stand up to everybody and everything that it’s easy to forget you’re scared of anything at all sometimes.”

“If you ever introduce a clown girl, I will reject her. Seriously.”

“Oof, poor clown girls. Wait, but you’re okay with Mariet and she’s a zombie girl whose head pops off, and Ena is kind of a horror-y monster type, right?”

“They’re just cute wives?”

“How does that logic work? What’s stopping a clown girl from just being a cute wife?”

“The part where she’s a clown, Vala.”

“I don’t understand, but I love you, so it’s okay. True love is accepting your partner’s quirks even if you don’t understand them!”

“Thank you. Well, as long as this is the kind of horror game where I’m allowed to punch the monsters in the face, it’s better than—”

//Violence is only an option if you find a weapon, and weapons are rare and should not be expected to be found. Kuu.

“Woah! Where’d Drake go?!” Vala shouted. “He—he was just here!”

“Over there,” Ena said, pointing to where I was.

I was at the front of the room hiding underneath the control console. “I’m not going,” I said. “Nope. Not doing it.”

My wives looked genuinely worried for me, but… at the same time… despite how worried they looked… I saw it.

I saw it behind their eyes, deep within their souls.

They felt bad for me, yes. They wanted to protect me. I was their husband who they loved.

But it was also because of this that they, in a sick, twisted, sadistic way, wanted to torment me by subjecting me to horror so that they could see a side of me they rarely ever saw.

I couldn’t deny that I understood the appeal.

On one hand, it meant pressuring somebody into doing something they were genuinely uncomfortable with.

On the other hand, it was done so to create entertaining memories together and to step outside of one’s comfort zone.

It wasn’t like I was in any real danger. Sure, I was terrified and uncomfortable, but… if it meant making my wives happy, then I could do it.

Just so long as there were no clowns. As long as they promised to never use clowns against me, I would step out of my comfort zone for their entertainment.

“Promise me there are no clowns,” I said.

//I asked Window. She promised there are no clowns.

“Fine. I’ll play this game, but only if you all make a deal with me.”

“What deal?” Vala asked.

“Since I’m subjecting myself to being terrified for your entertainment… every one of you has to do the same for me in the future. It’s only fair that I get to scare you if you scare me, right?”

Vala took a step back as a drop of sweat rolled down her forehead. “A-ah… I mean… I—I guess that’s… fair.”

Zoa nodded along and said, “I am unsure if I have any fears, but it is only fair that you exploit mine if I desire to exploit yours!”

Ena then said, “I am unsure as well, but should you find a fear of mine, then you may abuse it for entertainment to make us even.”

//I’m only afraid of being alone.

//Please don’t bully me.

//I consent to it, but will still beg you not to.

“Alright,” I said. “I’ve got everybody here’s consent. That’s enough for now. So, what… what are we supposed to do now?”

//Ah.

//Apparently, the game is called Lethal Co—I mean, Deadly Business.

//You four are employees of Window’s Scrap Company, and your goal is to travel to haunted planets infested with monsters to collect random pieces of junk that you sell to make Window rich.

//And if you fail to make her rich, she vents you into space.

//Oh. And I will be your operator. I will be able to monitor you all (from a safe distance) and tell you if there are any threats or items to loot.

//Kuu.

“So, not only does Window get to enjoy us being hunted by scary monsters, but she gets to profit off our hard work.”

//Yes.

“This really is a horror game.”

//I have selected a planet I believe should be the most manageable for you. Is everybody ready?

“No,” I said.

But everybody else was.

So, following a few beeps and boops, whatever we were in began its descent and the doors in the back opened up to reveal a foggy, barren world with a large building in the distance.

I was absolutely going to bully everybody later. I wasn’t sure when, but I would eventually get my revenge.


Chapter Nine

At some point between the doors opening and the tube of a ship we were in landing on the planet’s surface, the four of us onboard had our clothes replaced by orange jumpsuits and helmets that looked like knockoff astronaut helmets. We all pretty much looked the same aside from a unique identifying feature each.

Vala’s helmet had to make space for her horns, so her helmet looked like it was horned.

Ena had a black tie over her suit.

Zoa had a jellyfish sticker on her mask.

And I had the flower crown on that Vala made for me back in the day.

“Okay, Drake, here,” Vala said as she handed a walkie talkie to me. “There’s only one walkie talkie, so you can have it so you can talk to Zero through it. Then I’ll take one of the flashlights, and the second flashlight can go to…”

“I recommend Drake,” Ena said. “It is my understanding that both Zoa and I are no stranger to darkness. Seeing in the dark will be a non-issue for us.”

“What she said!” Zoa said, still clinging to Ena’s arm.

Vala tapped her chin over her helmet. “Hmm. Well, I can kinda see perfectly fine in the dark, too. You know, space dragon and all. So Drake is the only one here who actually needs a flashlight…”

“The more you talk,” I said, “the more I hate this.”

“It’s okay. I’ll take a flashlight and pretend that I can’t see good in the dark.”

“Ooh, a beehive!” Zoa said, her voice now coming from out of the ship as she left with Ena already.

“Hey!” I shouted. “Shouldn’t we come up with a plan or something?! We don’t have a strategy! And I have no idea how this even works!”

“It’s okay, Drake. I’m here for you,” Vala said. “And I absolutely won’t leave you alone in the dark for comedic effect.”

“Vala, I feel guilty about saying this, so I’m going to tell you ahead of time that I don’t actually mean it and that I love you. That being said, I hate you.”

“Awww. I hate you too, hubbywubby. Oh, and make sure to turn your walkie talkie on.”

Right. Walkie talkies were things that needed turned on.

I switched it on and immediately saw Zero’s text appear in my vision.

//I missed you.

“It’s only been a minute,” I said.

//I know. But I still missed you. I’m clingy and have abandonment issues, okay? Kuu.

“Alright, then help me not die so that you won’t get abandoned.”

//Understood. Over. Kuu.

“Over?”

//We are talking with walkie talkies. It is only natural that we end our transmissions for the duration of this game with the word ‘over,’ over.

“Alright, over.”

//Yay. Over.

“I love you, over.”

//I love you too, over.

“Alright, Vala, what’s next?”

“We go over to that huge building we saw, go inside, and hope that we don’t die horrific deaths!” Vala said, sounding far too excited about it.

“Joy. Also, do you have any idea what happened to the other two?”

“I heard the thing about a beehive and then heard some buzzing and haven’t heard anything else since then.”

We stepped outside and saw the beehive that was pointed out earlier. It was just… sitting there on the ground without any bees around it, and there was no sign of the others.

“How could anybody ever put bees in a horror game? Bees are friends and don’t deserve to be used for horror,” I said. “That’s just disrespectful.”

“Ooh… since there aren’t any bees around, and my scanner says the hive is worth nice money, we could take it back into the ship!” Vala proposed. I turned to look at her after hearing that, prompting her to say, “Woah… I can’t even see your face right now, but I know you’re looking at me with disgust. That’s… kinda hot…”

“They’re bees, Vala! That’s a natural beehive! If it’s thriving in this environment, then who are we to take it from its home?! Not only that, but you want to sell it? To Window of all informational status windows?! I knew that this was supposed to be a horror game, but I didn’t realize that the true horror would be realizing how filthy of an environment-destroying capitalist my wife is!”

“It’s gone from being hot to actually feeling bad… I promise to leave the bees alone, okay?”

“You better.”

“Can—can I has hug? I’m sorry…”

I sighed and wrapped my arms around her for a hug. “Never mess with bees. If you ever disturb bees and end up getting chased by a swarm wanting to sting you, then I’m going to sit back, watch, and take the bees’ side.”

“I promise to never mess with bees. Even in games where everything is okay and no bees are being harmed or displaced.”

“Good.”

With that, we began our walk over to the large facility in the distance.

The facility basically looked like a giant, metal box sitting in the middle of a wasteland. There were some metal pathways and other industrial things playing into the aesthetic here and there, but there wasn’t much detail in general.

I wasn’t a fan of how quiet everything was aside from the occasional creaks of metal, though.

And once we made it to the large, rusted doors of the facility’s entrance… I did not feel okay.

//I am ready to watch for threats and loot, over.

“How much can you even see right now?” I asked.

…

No reply.

“Zero?”

Still no reply.

“You there?”

//Ah. It is so quiet. I sure do hope that my husband remembers that he has to end everything he says with ‘over’ in order for me to acknowledge him. Over.

Of course. “How much can you even see right now, over?” I asked again, this time the “proper” way.

//You and Vala show up as blue dots on a black screen. Enemies will show up as red dots. Loot will show up as green hearts. Aside from that, I can also see pathways and doors. Over.

So, she couldn’t really see that much detail. She would only have a vague idea of things. “Alright. Over.” I then looked at Vala. “Ladies first.”

“Aww,” Vala said. “You’re such a gentleman, making sure to let your beloved, adorable, top tier, amazing dragon waifu go first into haunted ruins full of monsters!”

“Yep. I am.”

“I’d kiss you, but the helmets are in the way, so just imagine that I kissed you.”

“Right back at you.”

Vala then teleported into the facility by approaching the door and I followed after her.

Definitely not a fan of the inside, either.

We were on a metal walkway with three different hallways connected to our room. One in front of us and two to the sides. The two to the sides led to total darkness while the one in front of us featured a slightly illuminated staircase, and the only sounds I could hear were hissing steam vents and industrial fans built into the ceiling.

“Drake… I can’t move if you hold me in place like this,” Vala said.

It turned out that I was already crouching down behind Vala with my arms around her waist to use her as a shield.

“Ugh… you’re too adorable. What the heck. How does my super-hot husband have such an adorably innocent side?”

“I need Luca,” I said. “Luca would make sure nothing bad happens to me, and she wouldn’t tease me by subjecting me to scary games.”

“Oh! A screw!” shouted Zoa, her voice coming from the distance.

“Ooh!” Vala shouted back. “Zoa! Are you two still alive?!”

“Oh! Vala! Yes! We were chased by bees and found another entrance to hide in!”

“Nice! Me and Drake are in here now! He’s—”

“Shh!” I whispered. “What if the monsters hear you?! Aren’t there monsters?! You’re not supposed to shout and give your position away in things like this!”

“It’s fiiiiinnnneeee.” She then went back to shouting. “We came in through the main entrance! Oh, and leave the beehive and bees alone or Drake will get really upset! Not in the hot way, either!”

“Okay! How’s Drake doing?”

“He’s hugging me and shaking so hard that it feels like I have a body-sized vibrator attached to me!”

“Oh! Nice!”

There I was. Utterly terrified of the situation I was in, yet my wives were nothing but amused, and the one I clung to for safety viewed me as nothing more than a body-sized vibrator.

Luca, despite being Window’s daughter, would never treat me so cruelly.

She was the only one who actually took care of me and helped me feel better when I was afraid.

Even though Luca wasn’t present to do anything, I was absolutely going to take her out to an amusement park or something to reward her for being such a good daughter, and none of my wives nor her mother were invited.

“I bet the fluffy fox queen I’m trying to reach wouldn’t abuse my fear like this,” I whimpered.

“Drake, I’ll wear an extra fluffy sweater if—”

I was already inside the lit room with the staircase. “Deal.”

“So easy…”

“Anything for fluff.”

“What if… imagine a clown waifu wearing a fluffy sweater.”

“I take it back. Not anything for the fluff.”

“Woah… your fear of clowns is even stronger than your love for fluff…”

“If there’s ever a clown girl, then I’m making Nano build a clown-loving partner for her who will take her far, far away from me.”

“Oh! Ena! Be careful!” Zoa shouted from somewhere in the distance. “That beeping thing on the floor looks like a—”

Boom.

The explosion was powerful enough to shake the entire facility.

“Zoa!” I shouted. “Ena! You alright?!”

“I am fine, my dearest husband!” Zoa shouted back. “But, ah, Ena exploded! She is currently nothing more than a ragdolled body to be carried around!”

I looked at Vala and asked, “She’s alive, right?”

“Oh, yeah, totes,” Vala answered. “We just become ragdolls unable to move or talk when we ‘die.’ But we’ll go back to normal once it’s over.”

“Alright. So, I guess that means it’s down to just us three now.”

“Oh! I found a gun!” Zoa shouted. “It appears to be on a little stand moving from left to right! It reminds me of Nano!”

A gun on a stand swiveling around?

That sounded like a turret.

“Zoa!” I shouted. “Don’t—”

And then I heard gunfire.

A lot of gunfire. If that was a turret, it must have been like a machine gun turret.

“Zoa!” I shouted.

No response.

“Zero? Is Zoa alive? Over.”

//Yes. Zoa is still moving and appears to have Ena’s body with her. She had to run away from a turret, so I believe that she is out of range for yelling to now. Also, there is loot in the room connected to the top of the stairwell. Over.

At least if the threats were things like mines and turrets, those weren’t scary. Surprising, sure, but they weren’t scary.

So, hoping that the rest of the threats wouldn’t be any worse than some old guns and mines, I took out my flashlight and walked up the stairs.

There was a closed door between me and the next room that supposedly had loot in it.

I took a deep breath, opened the door, and—

I saw a pair of glowing, white eyes staring at me from the dark in the distance.

“Nope. Time to leave. I surrender. I lose. I—”

//DO NOT GO TO THE MAIN ENTRANCE.

//I REPEAT.

//NO MAIN ENTRANCE.

//BIG RED DOT JUST CAME OUT OF A VENT THERE.

//OVER.

“Well, it was nice knowing you, Vala,” I said before walking into the nearest corner, crouching down, and covering my ears while shutting my eyes. “I’m just going to stay here until I die.”

When I didn’t get a response, I turned to look at Vala and saw her trembling in place looking like she was trying her best not to cry.

I might have been terrified, and the others might have found my fear funny, but that didn’t mean that they weren’t also afraid.

And how could I, the husband of so many perfect wives and the father of two perfect daughters, abandon my family in need?

No matter how afraid I was, I needed to get over it and protect them.

I took a deep breath, walked up to Vala, and—

A giant crocodile monster that looked like its body was 50% head came out from the stairwell behind her with an open mouth full of jagged, bloody teeth.

I pushed Vala toward it and ran away.

Nope.

Nope, nope, nope.


Chapter Ten

I realized something after finding a small room with only one entrance to hide in.

Hiding in a room with only one entrance meant only one exit, and that meant if any threats came through that entrance, then I was screwed.

There was also the fact that I sacrificed Vala for my own safety, but I knew she’d be fine. It was just a game inside of a pocket universe that acted like a game. Everything was okay. She was safe. Sure, yes, I pushed her toward a giant alligator monster with a mouth full of bloody, sharp teeth, but she was a dragon. If she was really in any danger, all she had to do was turn into her dragon form and beat it up.

But me? I was just a human. I couldn’t transform into a giant dragon. So really, I did the smart thing. I wasn’t a bad husband for sacrificing my wife to a monster for my own safety. I was a smart human for using an all-powerful dragon to defeat a monster. Kind of like taming monsters to fight other monsters. I tamed Vala by turning her into my wife, so it was my right to throw her at scary monsters to protect me.

…

…

…

Alright. I was really going to have to spoil her afterwards. And beg for forgiveness.

But before then, I had to survive. I needed to get out of the building we were in, get back to the ship, and get off the terrifying planet we landed on.

As for how I was going to accomplish the first part of that plan, I had no idea. I got lost in the building while running away, I was on my own, and I felt like my heart was about to explode from how fast it was beating.

I was never consenting to any kind of horror game ever again.

“Zero?” I said. “Is Zoa still alive?”

//Surprisingly, yes. She encountered several threats, but managed to avoid them after distracting them with Ena’s body.

//I tried to lead her your way, but the walkway connecting your sides of the interior has collapsed, and she is not confident in her jumping abilities.

//Aside from that, she has made several trips to and from the ship with great amounts of salvage.

“And… how—how’s Vala?”

//If you are hoping for an answer aside from the obvious one, you will not receive it.

//I suggest offering her unlimited coupons that will allow her to do whatever she wants with you for life.

//Also, feel free to offer such coupons to me as well.

“I’ll give you those and more if you can help me get out of here.”

//Copy.

//There are several threats on patrol outside of your room. If you follow my orders exactly, I will be able to guide you back to the main entrance while avoiding detection.

//There is only one problem.

“And what’s that problem?”

//I have no idea what the threats actually are, so they may have unpredictable behaviors once encountered.

“Isn’t the point to not encounter them?”

//Consider video game logic. It is possible that being within certain proximity of them will trigger new behaviors. My plan will only safely return you to the ship under the assumption that their patrol routes do not change once you leave that room and get closer to them.

“Please don’t tell me that.”

//My apologies, but I already did.

“Then tell me something else to make me feel better, even if it’s a lie.”

//Something else to make me feel better, even if it’s a lie.

“That doesn’t help.”

//It may not help, but I have made myself giggle.

//Okay. To be more serious, I—

Big, flashing letters appeared in front of my vision.

REACTOR OFFLINE

The dim lights in my room flickered a few times before shutting off, and I heard terrifying sounds come from all directions as if every monster in the building just got really pissed off.

“Z-Zero? What… what just happened? Where—where’d my lights go?” I asked, barely able to speak.

//Ah.

//It appears that Zoa pulled the complex’s reactor. All power has been lost.

//The good news is that the automated turrets have been disabled. The bad news is that all bulkheads have been forced open and the patrolling threats are now moving erratically with far greater intensity than before.

“How am I supposed to make it back if I can’t see anything?!”

//All you have to do is trust me and follow my instructions.

//There may be a horde of bloodthirsty monsters beyond your door waiting to rip you apart and devour you whole, but you have a kuudere stalker on your side: me.

//I see everything. I hear everything. I will guide you. Follow my orders exactly without hesitation. More threats will likely spawn, so we need to be quick. Are you ready?

“No.”

//I apologize, but you will have to be.

//Beginning Operation: Secure Husbando

//Proceed out the door and turn left, walk until you reach the wall, turn left, and walk forward.

“I’m not ready!”

//Drake, you have to be.

I took a deep breath and sighed.

I really hated horror. The sooner it was over with, the better, and then I would never let anybody pressure or convince me to do something like this ever again.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s… let’s get this over with. Left, straight, left, straight, right?”

//Correct. Good luck.

No more cowering in a room by myself.

It was time to cower outside of the room by myself.

I opened the door, didn’t even look around, and immediately turned left to follow Zero’s instructions. She led me through the room, into a hallway, and then I reached the end of it with turns to the left and right. She wanted me to go left, so—

//RIGHT.

//RIGHT.

//GO RIGHT.

I went right.

Following the hallway toward the right, I heard something skittering behind me that I could barely hear through the hissing of broken steam vents. I did my best to ignore it. If it was a danger, Zero would have let me know, right?

//Left, straight, right.

I walked into a new room too dark for me to see anything other than what might have potentially been something’s moving silhouette in the distance, but I ignored that. It was probably just my eyes playing tricks on me anyways. Definitely.

//Strange.

//There was a red dot ahead of you, but now it’s gone. Do you see anything?

“All I see is a black hallway,” I answered.

//Hmm. If the hallway is empty, you will be able to make it back to the entrance sooner. Hurry and go straight, then make a left at the end.

Knowing something was previously just there made me gulp, but I walked straight ahead… only to freeze in my tracks when I saw something that shouldn’t be there.

A statue. A statue made out of stone with closed eyes and a twisted smile.

//I… just received new intel. You have discovered the Legally Distinct Statue.

//If I am understanding the reference here correctly… then the reason the dot disappeared is because it technically came into your line of sight.

//If you stop looking at it… it will become hostile. But so long as you remain looking at it, it can’t move.

“How am I supposed to deal with that?! I have to blink! And I can’t just stand here staring at it!”

//You will have to minimize blinking and walk backwards toward the exit.

“I don’t have eyes on the back of my head!”

//You do not need eyes where you are going.

//You only need me.

“You know the first part of that makes you sound as scary as these monsters, right?”

//I am not a very capable stalker if I am unable to scare you every now and then.

//Besides, it is not as if I want to take your eyeballs out from your skull, put them in a jar, and keep them on my desk so that I can feel you always looking at me.

“… it’s really not as if you want to do that, right?”

//No comment.

“That is a comment!”

//I did not end what I said with “over,” so it is not canon, over.

“That’s not how this works, over.”

//Yes it is, over.

“Can you just guide me to safety now?”

//Affirmative.

//Walk around the statue and, keeping your eyes on it, walk backwards until I tell you to stop. Then you will have to make a left, though it will be on your right while backwards.

//Over.

The banter helped relax me a little, but all my fear returned as soon as it was time to actually start moving again.

I carefully slipped around the still statue, got to the other side, and then let out a breath I was holding in. Then, because I refused to not look at it, I had an idea.

If I held one eye open at a time, I could blink the other eye, then swap eyes. That way, I’d keep the statue in my vision while still getting to blink.

But there was a problem with that once I reached my hand up to my face.

I had a mask on.

It was impossible for me to touch my face.

In that case, I had no choice but to gain some more distance between me and the statue before blinking as fast as I possibly could… and I let out a scream I would gaslight myself into thinking I never made once I opened my eyes again.

The statue had turned around and was now directly in front of me. Had my blink lasted even a nanosecond longer, it probably would have killed me.

“I’m never doing this again, over,” I said.

//I take it that you blinked? The red dot reappeared for a split second there, over.

“Please tell me I’m almost at the entrance.”

//You are, over.

“Alright. I can do this. I’m almost—”

“Drrrraaaaaaakkkkeeeeee,” groaned out the familiar voice of… Vala.

“This is the end, Zero.”

//What’s going on?

“I hear the ghost of Vala. She’s coming for revenge.”

“Ooooooooooooooo,” groaned Vala’s ghost. “I’m the spooky scary ghost of Valaaaaaaaa, your super cute adorable perfect dragon waifu who you sacrificed to a scary monsterrrrrrrrrr. I’m going to haunt you foreverrrrrrrrrr.”

“Goodbye, world. Goodbye, all of my wives, Luca, Love, and the alcoholic at the lake. And everybody else I care about more than the bare minimum required of me.”

“Ooooooooooo, I’m gonna curse youuuuuuuu… hehe. Just kidding.” A transparent, ghostly version of Vala then appeared right next to me. I would have been more scared if she didn’t look just like normal, and her looking just like normal meant she looked perfect. “I’ll watch the statue for you while you run away, okay?”

“How—how are you even here?”

“By being an OP dragon using 1337 cheating skillz, yo.”

“You’re… not going to get revenge on me?”

“Nah. I already watched how scared you were, and it stopped being funny and started making me feel bad.”

“You’re the best wife I could ever ask for, Vala. I’ll do absolutely anything you want for the rest of my life. I promise.”

“Hehe, I’ll hold you to that. Now go run away. All you have to do is turn around, go right, and then the exit is right there.”

“Thank you, Vala. I—wait. Did you say the right?”

“Yeah, it’s super easy.”

“Zero, what’s to the right at the end of the hallway? Over.”

//A red dot, over. The exit is to the left, or on your right if backwards.

I narrowed my eyes at Vala.

Vala nervously smiled and scratched her cheek.

“Vala, you would never lie to me to get revenge, right?” I asked her.

“Drake, you would never sacrifice me to a scary monster to save yourself, right?” Vala asked in response.

“That’s fair.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

“But I have a secret technique I’ve been saving exactly for a moment like this—for a moment where you’re being cheeky and I need to get you on my side no matter what.”

“Wha—what kind of secret technique?”

I leaned over and whispered into the ghost Vala’s ear.

Once she started turning red, I leaned in even closer and continued whispering.

Then when she started rubbing her thighs together and breathing more heavily, I had my lips practically pressed against her ear as I delivered the final blow. Or well, they would have been without my helmet in the way.

“That’s… that’s not faaaaiiiiirrrrr!” Vala whined, her voice a combination of intense arousal and sadness. “You’re going to ruin my revenge!”

“But think of everything I’ll do to you if you help me,” I replied.

Vala bit her lip and pouted for a moment. “Fine! Geez… you’re not fair. And… and I’ll hold you to everything you promised!”

“You won’t need to.” Even though she was a ghost, I was still able to grab her chin and turn her head my way so that I could kiss her.

But that was my fatal mistake.

You see, by kissing her, neither of us were looking at the statue.

The exact moment our lips touched, the statue came to life, charged into me, and snapped my neck.

Next thing I knew, I saw the ship escaping the planet with only Zoa onboard surrounded by a mountain of loot.

Me, Ena, and Vala then reappeared on the ship in perfectly good condition. My first reaction was to reach up to my head and make sure it was turned the right way, and it was.

“What a fun game!” Zoa said, looking as cheery as usual while Ena sulked over in the corner and while Vala giggled at me.

It was the worst game I ever took part in and I was never going to do it again for as long as I lived, even if I lived for trillions of years.

But I wasn’t going to shit talk it in front of her when she enjoyed it so much. “I’m glad… you had fun.”

“Hehe, Drake,” Vala said. “You still have to keep your word even though you died!”

“Yeah, yeah, I plan on it.” I looked over at Ena. “Ena, how you doing?”

“I died… in such a meager manner,” Ena answered.

“It happens.”

“I must prove myself. I will not make the same mistake twice.”

Zoa lit up with joy when she heard that. “Oh! I would love to go again!”

That was when I raised my hand and said, “I’ve uh, got things to do, so I’ll grab a replacement for me.” With that, I snapped my fingers and summoned Chloe in my place.

“I am going to cry,” Chloe immediately said once she realized her situation.

“I know.” And then I snapped my fingers to take me away from there.

And the place I teleported myself to was at Luca’s side.

“Luca,” I whimpered. “I need comforting.”

Luca jumped, changed the channel on the TV away from whatever she was watching, and then asked me, “What—what’s wrong, Papa?”

“They made me play a horror game. Also… what were you watching?”

“Just… just anime. Umm, super wholesome, family friendly anime that is definitely age appropriate!”

“I’ll pretend I didn’t see anything and not ask any further questions if you comfort me.”

Luca was quick to nod and spread her legs out in front of her before patting her lap. “Here you go, Papa!”

I sniffled, got down, and rested my head on her lap.

“There, there. Good Papa,” Luca said as she stroked her hand through my hair. “It’s okay. The scary game is over now.”

“You’re the best half informational status window daughter a man could ever ask for.”

“Ehehe. By the way, Papa, I know I’m the oldest kid, but I want a big brother.”

“Where’s that coming from?”

“Shhh. You’re such a good Papa. I need a big brother. You’re the best Papa a half informational status window daughter could ever ask for! Give me a big brother. Good Papa, it’s okay, no more scary monsters can get you. Big brother. I’ll protect you from all the scary things out there.”

I felt so exhausted from how hard my heart was working during that game that Luca’s soothing voice and stroking of my head helped me calm down to the point where I was falling asleep.

She must have figured that out since she started whispering in an even more soothing manner as my eyes slowly closed.

And the more my eyes closed, the more she started whispering something about a big brother…


Chapter Eleven

After I woke up from my nap with Luca, I had this strange desire to… find one of my wives and to, basically, procreate.

That was when I saw Clawdia in the middle of watching some show with giant robots.

Anyways, that was how I ended up in bed with a red, panting Clawdia next to me underneath the covers.

“Where… where… did that even come from… nya,” Clawdia said, hardly able to speak with just how heavily she was breathing.

“I think you know where it came from,” I answered.

“Nyehe. I mean… it’s not like I find your perverted puns amusing or anyathing.”

“Consider that a thanks for helping me out with the whole giant robot thing.”

“Mecha.”

“Giant mecha thing.”

“Hmph. Your gratitude… has been accepted. Not that I wanted it in the first place or anything.”

While Clawdia fought against her feelings for the sake of her character, I held my arms up to get a better look at them.

Yep. They were covered in bite marks. The rest of my body probably looked the same. I looked like I was dunked into a pool of piranhas who worked together to bite every last inch of my skin.

Hot.

Then I remembered something.

Big brother.

Right. Wasn’t Luca saying something about how much she wanted a big brother before I fell asleep?

Wait.

Big brother.

I wanted to procreate.

I found Clawdia and then…

“Hmph! It’s not like I want my parents to acknowledge my existence or anything!” said a surprisingly masculine voice from somewhere else in the bedroom.

Clawdia’s eyes went wide when she heard that voice, and so did mine as we looked at each other with the realization of what just happened.

I snapped my fingers so that we were both fully dressed and then we sat up together and saw… our son.

A boy who looked like he was already in his late teens with the same pink hair and defiant expression of his mother, with cat ears and a cat tail to go with them, but facial features that were clearly my own.

“How—how the heck does this work?” Clawdia asked.

“You forgot to nya,” I said.

“How the heck does this work, nya?”

“No idea, but the same thing basically happened with Luca and Love.”

Clawdia gulped before asking our son, “Are—are you really real, nya? Not—not that I want you to be real or anything!”

“Of course I’m real, nya!” our son answered. “Not that I want to be real or anything!”

Oh.

Oh no.

“Hmph! It’s not like I’m so happy that I have a son that I’m about to burst out crying from happiness or anything, nya!” Clawdia shouted at him.

“Hmph! It’s not like I’m so happy that I’ve been born to such annoyingly loving parents that I want to cry from how grateful I am for my existence or anything, nya!” our son shouted back at her.

The tsundere element had been multiplied.

Clawdia then crossed her arms and looked away.

Our son did the same.

Despite the fact that they both had their arms crossed and were no longer looking at each other, Clawdia got out of bed and they both approached each other while going “hmph” back and forth before they eventually bumped into each other.

And despite our son having only just been born, he was already taller than his mother. Not as tall as me, but taller than her.

“Hmph!” Clawdia hmphed.

“Hmph!” our son hmphed.

“Hmph!”

“Hmph!”

“Hmph!”

“Hmph!”

I couldn’t even tell which one of them was hmphing anymore.

“Would you two just hug already?” I told them.

That was when they both shouted at me in perfect harmony, “It’s not like we want to hug or anything, nya!”

Alright. It was time for me to get involved.

Apparently, when two tsunderes were put together, nothing got done other than a feedback loop of tsundereness forming.

That was why I got up, peeled Clawdia’s arms open, then did the same with our son, before pushing them together and manually putting their arms in place around each other.

Of course, as soon as I put them into hugging position with each other, they both tightly wrapped around one another.

“It’s not like I’m super happy or anything right now, nya!” Clawdia said, her voice making it obvious that she was crying.

“It’s not like I’m just as happy or anything right now, nya!” our son shouted back, his voice the exact same.

My children were always just as ridiculous as their mothers. Maybe one child would inherit my normality someday. But for the time being, I remained the only normal person around.

That being said, I wrapped my arms around my wife and son to join in on the hugging.

Once the hugging came to an end, the three of us sat down in the bedroom with a few chairs I snapped into existence and got to talking.

One important matter had to be dealt with first, though.

“So, what do we name him?” I asked Clawdia.

Clawdia was quick to say, “It’s not like I—”

“Maybe give the tsundere trait a rest for a few minutes.”

“Hm-hmph. Fine. I… I don’t know.” She looked at our son. “Is—is there any name you’d like? Not… not that I… hmph.”

“It’s not like I would prefer a name by my parents or anything,” our son said, “but anything will do.”

They both looked at me after that.

Since it was obviously up to me at that point, I closed my eyes and held my chin as I thought about it.

Clawdia.

My son.

The son of Clawdia.

…

“How about… Claude?” I asked.

Clawdia narrowed her eyes at me and asked, “Clawdia and Claude, really, nya?”

“Really, nya,” I said.

“Did… did you just nya?”

“Oh. My bad. I think I’ve been around an overdose of meowing.”

As for our son, he held his hand up to his chest and said, “Claude. Claude… it’s—it’s not like I think that’s the perfect name or anything for how close it is to my mother’s!”

Clawdia’s eyes watered up as soon as she heard that. “It’s not like hearing you so annoyed that your name is close to mine makes me happy or anything!”

That was when I realized something.

Both Clawdia and Claude were tsundere cats. Even though they kept on shouting at each other about “it’s not like I” and all that, as tsunderes, they understood the language better than anybody else.

It was like a secret code that was obvious to everybody else, but even more obvious to them.

They weren’t just acting tsundere and shouting at each other while being dishonest about their feelings. In their own way, they were being totally honest and open to one another.

It was tsundere-to-tsundere communication of the purest degree.

Then, as Clawdia’s husband and Claude’s father, it was my duty to… try and understand them and speak in a language that was important to them.

That was why I said, “It’s—it’s not like I’m happy and looking forward to doing all sorts of things with my son and family things with all of us together.”

Claude’s eyes sparkled when he heard that for a moment before hmphing and saying, “It’s not like I want you to teach me how to garden and be a good person or anything!”

“It’s not like I want to be the best possible father for you and make sure you have the greatest life I can give you.”

“It’s not like I—”

That was when the door swung open with fierce force.

The sound of sniffing followed it.

And the sniffing came from…

“I smell a big brother,” Luca said, standing in the doorway with the eyes of a predator.

I recognized that look in her eyes.

Often, I praised Luca for being more like me instead of her mother.

But Luca was still Window’s daughter.

And in that moment, Luca had the same eyes that her mother had whenever she looked at idol girls in her mobile games.

It was a degenerate, depraved look that meant nothing good for whoever was subjected to it.

I had no choice but to snap my fingers to create a force field around the three of us to protect us—to protect Claude from Luca.

“What’s—what’s going on?” Claude asked.

I placed my hand on his shoulder and said, “I’m sorry.”

“Why are you apologizing?”

I looked over at the doorway and saw a ravenous Luca clawing at the force field like a zombie desperate to sink her fangs into my son. “I can buy you another thirty seconds. I don’t know if it’s even possible, but you should still run and hide.”

Claude shook his head and said, “It’s alright, Dad. I’m a grown man now. I can handle a little sister… not that I want to or anything.”

“You were literally just born.”

“Born as a grown man.”

“I’d say that’s not how it works, but I know that’s pointless.”

Claude placed his hand on my shoulder, looked into my eyes, and said, “It’s not like I want you to have faith in me or anything, but trust me. Don’t trust me because you want to, but because you totally don’t want to.”

“You’re as ridiculous as your mother, not that I like that or anything. Alright. I won’t trust you because I want to, but because I totally don’t want to.”

Claude then wrapped his arms around me, and I did the same to him.

“It’s not like I want to love you or anything, but I love you,” Claude said.

“And it’s not like I want to love you, but I love you, too,” I told him.

With that, Claude turned toward the barrier just seconds away from failing, pointed at Luca, and shouted at her, “It’s not like I want to be your big brother or anything!”

Just then, the barrier collapsed and Luca came flying into the room, immediately grappling onto Claude… and the second their bodies touched, they disappeared.

Luca must have teleported them away somewhere.

“Should I be scared for our son, nya?” Clawdia asked me.

“No idea,” I answered. “Also, I think I have to apologize.”

“Hmmnya? What for?”

“I feel like I might have rushed you into having a child with me because Luca planted the idea of giving her a big brother into my head.”

Clawdia shrugged. “I get to come out of this situation with a child who I can teach the ways of mecha engineering, plus it was going to happen eventually anyways, so I don’t care, nya. It’s not like you being manipulated by your daughter means we love each other or our son any less.”

“You’re pretty sweet when you’re not drooling on the ground or fighting against your emotions.”

“Hmph. I know when to hold back the degeneracy and tsunderacy to be genuine for a moment.”

“Wait.”

“What now?”

“We didn’t get to spend that much time with him yet, so all we know so far is that he inherited your tsundere shtick. But both Love and Luca inherited parts of me and their mothers. So, now that you’ve brought up your degeneracy—”

“You’re the one who mentioned me drooling on the ground.”

“—what else did he inherit from you? And what did he inherit from me?”

Clawdia’s eyes widened when she understood what I was getting at.

Then, in the distance, we heard what sounded like slightly masculine, and very loud, meowing.

“Should… should we check on them?” Clawdia asked.

“He told us he’s a grown man, and… he’s just alone with Luca,” I said. “What’s… what’s the worst that could happen between them? I mean, they’re siblings.”

Clawdia placed her hand on my shoulder and said, “You haven’t watched enough anime yet, nya.”

“I agree,” Vala said, causing both of us to turn our heads toward the sound of her voice… and that was when we saw her poke her head out from under the sheets of our bed. “We should totes binge more anime.”

“When—how long have you been there for?” I asked.

“Since you carried Clawdia into here, threw her down on the bed, and started ordering her around to be a good kitten for you and stuff.”

An explosion of smoke came out of Clawdia’s ears as her face turned pure red.

“It was really hard to play my vidya with how much the bed was shaking, but you accidentally made me change direction which helped me dodge a turtle shell at the last second, so it worked out.”

“You… didn’t say anything?” I asked.

“Nah. I was gaming. Plus you two were really into it, so I didn’t want to interrupt. Oh, and I call dibs on being covered in cat girl bite marks next. Wait, I just remembered, I made my timely introduction for a reason.”

“And what reason would that be?”

“I wanted to include an obligatory mention to cover our butts by saying that our children are siblings, but they’re not blood related, so it’s okay.”

“What?”

“You know. Our kids are like, the fusions of our souls, not our blood. So in a way, they’re even more related to us than normal kids would be, because they’re a combination of our souls, whereas normal children are boring and just a combination of blood and genes and stuff. And the laws are only against blood relations, not soul relations.”

“What?”

“Basically, our children are fusions of us. Kind of like if you make a clone of yourself, but then you combine your clone with somebody else’s clone to make an entirely new clone. And the clone conveniently doesn’t have any of your blood or DNA, just your soul.”

“What?”

“Woah, Drake, is being a broken record your new character trait?”

“No, I just have no idea what you’re saying, and it concerns me why you’re saying this.”

“Think of it this way. Luca is part you, that means she’s going to have your desire for having a bunch of wives and husbands. She’s also part Window, which means she’s going to have super weeb tastes. Even if she has her own personality, she’s still going to inherit traits from both of you.”

“Then—”

“In other words, she wants a harem of brothers, but it’s okay because everybody here is legal and consenting and nobody is actually blood related and everyone is actually over eighteen and both emotionally and intellectually mature even if they were just born!”

“I feel like this is some sort of weird disclaimer meant to be legally protecting that just makes you sound worse the more you try to defend it.”

“Somebody’s gotta do it. Oh, and if we ever mentioned our kids being blood related at any point before this point, then we can just say it was uh… a metaphor.”

“What.”

“You didn’t even include the question mark that time. Anyways.” Vala pulled her shirt down to expose more of her neck and shoulders before looking at Clawdia. “Bites, please.”

Clawdia was still burning red from the realization that Vala was there the entire time, so I carried her over to Vala and left them together.

Somehow, despite everything that happened before, I felt confused. Conflicted. Concerned.

That meant it was time to turn my brain off and go garden.


Chapter Twelve

“She… she chased me around with a toothbrush,” Claude said with a hint of trauma in his voice. “There’s more than a hint!”

“It’s alright,” I said. “Her mother is reprimanding her.”

“Reprimanding? I saw them! All Auntie Window is doing is making her do her gacha dailies for her!”

“There’s no punishment worse than grinding dailies in games meant to suck the money out of your wallet.”

“Dad, now you’re the one who sounds traumatized.”

“I’ve done so many MMO dailies, kid. So many…”

Claude placed his hand on my shoulder to comfort me.

After I finished gardening, I saw Claude exhausted and panting, so I took him over to Lake’s lakeside mansion where we sat on a bench by the water together as the sun set over the mountains. A beautiful sight that I got to share with my son.

Unfortunately, we weren’t alone.

“Heeeyyyyy, come onnnnnn,” Lake whined, her voice smelling like pure alcohol, as she rolled around on the ground with her pet wolf. “I know I’m a sword, but I’m still a girl! You’ve been so cold to me lately!”

The wolf looked through Lake’s strangling arms around his neck at Claude.

Claude looked back and the two nodded at each other.

It wasn’t easy being a man on I Don’t Know. Well, unless you were a cat or Mariet’s dad. The cats in the cat village all got to relax and laze about in the sun all day, only disrupted when I needed a hit of FCB. As for Mariet’s parents, they… actually, what were they up to? I knew we gave them some privacy so they could rest and relax, but I had no idea what they got up to on a day-to-day basis.

“Alright,” I said. “Time for a boy’s outing.” And with that, I snapped my fingers.

Me, Claude, and Lake’s wolf, who I decided to name Woofy since I didn’t know what his name was and referring to him as “Lake’s wolf” all the time was annoying, were teleported to our destination.

Mariet’s grandparents were supposed to have a nice, peaceful life away from stress and noise. They were old and raised Mariet, so they deserved it.

Yet, when I looked at where my finger snapping took us, there was nothing but pure chaos as dozens of children ran around screaming and playing with each other.

“Suddenly, having a ton of kids doesn’t sound that nice anymore,” I said.

“It’s not like you need more children now that you have me, not that I don’t want more siblings or anything,” Claude said.

“That sounded tsundere, but I don’t think there was actually anything tsundere about it.”

“Tsundere is a way of life.”

“Right. Anyways.”

“Hey, don’t ‘anyways’ your son!”

“Anyways.”

“That hurts a lot, you know!”

“Waysany.”

“Now you’re just being a smartass.”

“Huh.”

Claude blinked. “What? You sound all confused now.”

“You called me, your dad, a smartass. Am I supposed to tell you to watch your language? Tell you to show respect to your old man? Or… am I supposed to get revenge?”

“I think I’d prefer the first two over—”

“Hey! I’ve brought a big brother for all you kids!” I shouted.

“I hate you.”

“Love you too.”

Even though all the kids had no idea who we were, or shouldn’t have known at least, they locked their eyes onto Claude and came running at him like a horde of zombies. Claude was quick to run away.

Woofy, watching the chase, wagged his tail.

“Why don’t you join in?” I asked him. “I figure it’ll be fun for you to play chase for fun instead of for life for once.”

Woofy nodded before running off to join in on the chase.

“Ah, I’m a horrible father,” I said to myself, feeling prouder than I ever have. “Now then, let’s—”

“We thought we heard something!” called out the familiar voice of Mariet’s dad.

“Oh, hey, I was just going to come look for you.”

The two of them walked from their house—or rather, their massive manor that looked kind of like a Victorian school. I thought they would have some humble little house in the countryside or something. Instead, they had a massive place with a courtyard, playground, a pool, and all sorts of other things that made the place seem like a dreamland for children.

“Looks like you two have been busy,” I said, meeting them halfway.

“Not busy enough!” Mariet’s mother replied.

“I have to ask, where uh, where’d all these kids come from?”

“Earth! We made a request to—ah, what’s her name? The dragon?”

“Vala?”

“Yes! We made a request to her, asking if there was any way for us to find children in need of a loving home.”

Mariet’s father nodded along. “She got us in contact with a fairy she knows from the ‘internet.’”

Vala knew fairies on the internet?

Mariet’s mother then continued, “Fairies know children the best, after all!”

“Do they?” I asked.

“Why, of course!”

“Of course.”

“And so the fairy has been helping to relocate children here since then!”

“So, you’re running a sort of… orphanage?”

“We don’t like that term. We prefer to be one, loving family who accepts children from all walks of life! And we make sure to provide them with a good education as well!”

Mariet’s father nodded along, each one of them full of pride as they talked.

“Do you… need any help?” I asked.

“Because we’re old?” Mariet’s father asked.

“I didn’t want to say that, but I guess you’ve seen through me.”

“No worries, lad. Vala made us immortal and returned all of our youthful vigor! But my wife has never been more beautiful to me—”

Mariet’s mother picked up where he left off to say, “—and my husband more beautiful—”

“—than she is now. So while we may look tired and covered in wrinkles still, I assure you that we have never felt better! Oh, and Mariet and her wife still come along to help us. Claire, I think her name is?”

“I’m guessing they help out with the housework,” I said. They were maids, after all.

“That they do. Though, the last time Mariet was here, the children used her head as a ball for ‘dodgeball.’ I must admit, out of everything that there has been to adjust to, one thing I am not quite comfortable with yet is seeing my daughter’s head detach from her body to be used as a ball for a game.”

He definitely needed to never learn about what else we did with her detached head.

That was when her mother flashed me a little grin and said, “I am sure that it opens many new possibilities behind closed doors.”

“Martha!” her husband shouted, blushing as much as I probably was.

“Oh, please. Mariet is a grown woman now in a loving relationship. And you know, Stewart, with all that youthful vigor we have now, there is nothing stopping us from experimenting a bit more now that we don’t have to worry about heart attacks in the middle of it.”

“Martha, please! It—is not appropriate to so openly talk about such matters!”

“It is not appropriate to talk about them, and it is not possible that we can live in a world where ‘internet’ fairies bring us children where we can all live together forever.”

“I… when… you put it that way…”

“And all the children seem occupied with their new ‘big brother,’ giving us a rare moment alone.” Mariet’s mother, Martha, looked at me and asked, “I would love for you to come back sometime so we can talk over tea, but would you mind if we cut today’s meeting short?”

I nodded and asked, “You’ve got to grow your family here, right?”

Martha tightly wrapped her arms around Stewart’s arm, hugging it against her chest, and nodded with a grin curling her lips.

I was starting to see where Mariet got her perversion from.

“Oh! One last thing,” Martha said to me. “You can do that little,” she snapped her finger, “thing, right?”

“Yeah?” I answered.

“Would you be a dear and get me a maid uniform just like Mariet’s? I simply adore how it looks.”

Stewart gulped as I snapped my fingers, causing a maid dress in a bag to appear in his free hand.

“You two have fun,” I said. “I’m going to check out your garden while Claude and Woofy play with the kids.”

Stewart gulped again and nodded while Martha happily hurried him back to their manor.

And seeing them… got me thinking about something.

I essentially had godlike powers, and Vala did as well. Then so did our children. Love, Luca, and now Claude—they all inherited such powers as well.

Even before the whole thing that led to me getting my powers happened, Vala was able to more or less make me immortal. Meaning, we can give others powers even if they aren’t our children. They might not be as strong as us, but they would still be capable of incredible feats.

Now, I had to admit. I was pretty selfish. I only really cared about the specific things I cared about and whatever was in my face and got me thinking about it. There was a lot more wrong in the universe, though, that I wasn’t aware of. So much injustice, cruelty, and suffering happening every second that I wasn’t there to deal with even though I could.

Vala felt bad about it, but me? I always knew that was the case but I was still happy and content living my peaceful life with Vala and everybody else.

There were others, though, who were good people. Genuinely good people who wanted to devote their lives to improving everybody else’s lives. People like Martha and Stewart.

I didn’t really care about going around being the universe’s savior or anything like that. However, I had the ability to give others power who did care about helping everybody.

Just as Mariet’s parents were using their new life to provide a loving family and home to children in need, there were likely many others out there who would eagerly accept such power to help others.

Being some benevolent god fixing everything everywhere for everybody wasn’t my style, but passing that job off onto others so I could focus on gardening was.

I felt a bit silly for taking so long to consider that option.

I snapped my fingers.

“Oh, my dearest package!” Postia called out after appearing in front of me. “Do you have any mail for me today? Or perhaps, you would love to stuff my box with your package?! Whatever it is you desire, I will be of service and accept any load!”

I snapped my fingers again to spawn a stack of letters in my hand. “I’ve got a mission for you. It might be pretty difficult, but I believe in you.”

“Oh, my dearest package. Your faith brings me to tears! Please, give me any mission you desire!”

“You’re the best mailbox a man could ever ask for.”

Postia… shuddered when she heard that, and suspicious fluid dripped from her box.

“I want you to figure out who the most genuine, nicest people in the universe are. The people who are true saints among saints. The kind of people who want to devote their entire lives to bettering others’. People like Mariet’s parents. Then I want you to send these letters to them. They’re invitations to the new Council of Nice.”

“The CON?”

“… maybe I should rename it, since having that acronym makes it sound a bit suspicious.” I cleared my throat and snapped my fingers again. “Alright. Now they’re invitations to the new Council of Friends.”

“I think that is much better, my dearest package!”

“You can ask Zero for help, too. She’s got that competent office worker energy.”

//Kuudere stalker system waifu, Zero, reporting in.

//My spreadsheets are prepared and the coffee is brewing.

//Wait, let me rephrase that. I thought of something funnier.

//My sheets are spread and my coffee is brewed.

//Please clap.

I clapped with my hands and Postia clapped by opening and closing her door.

//Thank you. *bows*

“Alright, so you two are responsible for sending out these recruitment letters to the nicest, most selfless people in the universe.”

“We will do our best, my dearest package!” Postia said before shooting a long, thick, wet tongue out from the inside of her box that wrapped around my arm to give me a lick before pulling the letters out from my hand.

//…

//I will keep that tongue in mind for the future.

//Also, yes, we will do our best. Together, we will unite the most saintly of individuals in the universe so that they can make the universe a nicer place for us.

Postia disappeared after that, likely to go join up with wherever Zero was.

With that taken care of, now I could go look at Martha’s and Stewart’s garden as Claude screamed for help beneath a mountain of children in the distance.

Of course, he screamed in a very tsundere way, like, “Help me! It’s not like I want to be trapped beneath a pile of children who for some reason all already love me and want to play with me or anything!” So, I knew he was alright as long as he was being tsundere about it.

Then, as I heard masculine screams and moans coming from within the mansion, I realized I had to retract my earlier thought about how Mariet’s dad was excluded from the men of I Don’t Know having it easy.

Only the cats had it easy. All they had to deal with was me wanting to fluff their bellies… wait.

Was I the fluff equivalent of Martha with the cats of the cat village being my Stewart?

Maybe no men had it easy at all on I Don’t Know.

And while thinking of the cats, their FCBs needed some love after checking out the garden.

I may or may not have been drooling already.

Alright, I was. It was impossible not to drool when thinking of FCBs.

I’d have those cats screaming in pleasure soon enough as I fluffed their bellies.


Chapter Thirteen

	ALRIGHT.
ENOUGH PROCRASTINATING.
I DON’T CARE WHAT HAPPENED IN THE LAST CHAPTER TO TRY AND MAKE SURE WE HAVE A SMOOTH TRANSITION HERE. READERS, YOU CAN JUST IMAGINE WHATEVER YOU WANT TO HAVE HAPPENED BETWEEN THEN AND NOW.
DRAKE.
IT’S TIME.
TO BATTLE.
AND BEFORE YOU EVEN HAVE A CHANCE TO CHANGE THE SUBJECT OR START SOMETHING ELSE.
POOF.



And just like that, Window teleported all of us to the location of the next battle.

We appeared to be at… the foot of some very Eastern-style mountain. Well, Eastern-style in the sense that it had one of those giant, Japanese gates at the foot of it with a stone path leading upward and a bunch of cherry blossom trees.

I needed some of those trees for our place.

And, as I looked around, it became obvious what the deal was. The stone path, upon reaching the ground, split up into several paths coming toward us. That meant our enemies were probably going to come from the mountain.

It also meant that the next queen was somewhere higher up on it.

“I don’t suppose I can just snap my fingers and skip all the battles?” I asked.

	HAH.
FUNNY.
NO.
PLACE THE TOWERS DOWN AND LET’S GET GOING.



Everybody was there except for Luca and Claude. I had no idea where they were or what they were up to, but they were probably fine.

	Don’t jinx your own son like that.


“Shouldn’t you be worried about our daughter?” I asked.

	I’m not worried about Luca because she is my daughter, which means she’s obviously perfect and amazing and nothing bad could ever happen to her.
But Claude…



“Nya?” Clawdia asked. “What do you mean by that? You got something to say about my son, nya?”

	He takes after you.


“Of course he does! Not that I want him to or anything.”

	And that’s why he should be worried about.


“Hmph. I believe in him. Besides, he’s your nephew, too. You should have more faith in him.”

	Oh, I have faith.
…
Faith in him taking after his mother, for better and for worse.



A vein popped in Clawdia’s forehead… at the same time that her body twitched and her thighs rubbed together. “Implying something insulting to not only me, but my son… how—how dare you, you lowly information status window, nya! Next you’re going to tell me that your own child is better than mine!”

	No, I just mean when with Luca, he might be too sub—


“You’re going to say that because I’m such a worthless mother, I could only produce a worthless child!” Clawdia somehow managed to make herself both more pissed off and more aroused. “To use my own child against me… that—that’s cruelty beyond—!”

I placed my hand on her shoulder and said, “Please leave our child out of your masochistic desire to be insulted. He’s a very good boy who is doing his best and a wonderful son no worse nor better than Luca.”

Clawdia’s ears and tail went flat. “I’m sorry.”

“Thank you. And you were angering yourself as much as you were arousing yourself.”

“How—how could I not get angry? Claude was being insulted!”

“… nobody was insulting him, you were just fantasizing about it.” I sighed. “Look, you got so angry your hair is all frizzy. You really are a cat.”

“Don’t—don’t comb my hair for me! That’s so—that’s so… treating me like your pet cat… nya…”

I looked over at the dog sisters. “Thank you for being some of the most normal people here.”

Cami gave me a thumbs-up which Delphi copied, but Lavi said, “I feel kind of insulted that my darkness is normal…”

“Thank you for being so abnormally obsessed with darkness, Lavi.”

“Fu… fufu. Anytime, Master.”

A busty dog girl with blue hair obsessed with soup.

A flat dog girl with pink hair obsessed with sex.

A medium dog girl with purple hair obsessed with darkness.

Out of everybody around, even the girls who were just normal humans like Chloe and Eliza, the dog sisters still felt the most… normal out of everybody. Well, excluding me. I was still the most normal, but they were the most normal after me.

“Hey, Drake,” Vala said, tugging on my arm from behind.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“I just realized this is the ninth volume and we’re about to conquer a new wife, but we still haven’t unlocked the waifus from the other towers. Like the bee tower. She’s been waiting like, a super long time now.”

“What are you talking about? I already know which one of them is my wife. Same with all the towers.”

“But—”

“Just because they don’t have humanoid forms yet doesn’t mean that they aren’t still my wives.”

“But they probably want to get their human forms so that they can participate in all the usual shenanigans and stuff.”

“We’ll make sure that everybody who has been introduced but not given a proper human form yet gets one next volume, alright?”

“It feels so weird when you acknowledge the volumes. I don’t even know if you actually believe there are volumes, or if you’re just saying that because it’s something me and Window would say and saying it would get me to agree.”

“If it makes you feel any better, I don’t even know myself. Now then. There’s an extremely fluffy fox queen waiting somewhere on this mountain for me. It’s time to conquer her.”

That meant it was time to prepare for battle.

As for the towers, they were all put in the usual spots. Dogs as tanks to block enemies, the cow tower and slime tower with overlapping areas so that anybody slowed by the slime would get hit by the catapult, the bee tower in the back with some more dog towers, and then honey badger towers up by the dogs to help them out.

Then I chose Zoa and… Ena for the heroes. They were among the newest of wives who hadn’t gotten a chance to fight in a battle, so they got to do it. Plus, I shipped them together. The feminine princess and her professional goth wife.

“I will do my best, darling!” Zoa said, giving me a hug before heading off to the lane.

“I as well, Drake,” Ena said, giving me a polite bow before joining Zoa.

“We get to fight together, Enny!” Zoa cheered and clung to Ena’s arm as soon as she was close.

“That we do, Zozy.”

Enny?

Zozy?

They were really trying to make me ship them together even more than I already was, weren’t they?

Before I could fanboy over how great they were together some more, the battle began and Window popped up just like she always used to whenever new enemies appeared.

But before I read what she showed me… I saw our enemies.

“Really?” I asked.

	Listen, it’s like a running joke at this point. The first enemy of every new area has to be some form of cat.


There were cats. Of course there were cats. But they weren’t just normal cats.

The first cats were normal cats.

The second zone’s cats were skeleton cats. Or zombie cats. I forgot which.

Then the third zone had vacationing beach-going cats.

Now?

Now… there were cats wearing kimonos and other traditional Japanese clothing that I only recognized due to my wives wanting me to watch anime with them.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Shrine Cat
Threat: ★★★★
HP: some
Damage: an amount
Defense: another amount
First, these cats were run out of the Pawsitively Feline Empire. Then they weren’t allowed to work for Mr. Bones. Then they tried to take a vacation at a beach but that got ruined, too. Now here you are. Again. To ruin their day. Like the horrible villain you are. All these cats wanted to do was visit the shrine at the top of the mountain to pray for a better life, but here you are ruining everything like usual. Now these poor, depressed cats are going to have their nice clothes ruined by you.



I looked at the cats again.

Most of them looked pretty happy and a decent number of them were eating snacks as they charged down the lanes.

But back to Zoa and Ena, thinking about it… I had no idea how either of them fought. I couldn’t remember anything about Zoa’s fight seeing as how I probably cheesed it somehow, and Ena was never in any sort of combat situation yet.

I had no idea what to—

…

All the cats froze.

	wut
they just… stopped



“Did one of you do something?” I asked.

Ena nodded and said, “I have infiltrated their minds and trapped them within their own subconsciouses.”

“That’s cool, but I don’t think Window is—”

	WTF OP
NERF PLS
oh wait
i’m the one who does the nerfing here



The cats started moving again.

“They—they can move?” Ena asked, taking a step back.

	I boosted their mental resistance stat to make it so you can’t just be all “lol i just turned ur brains off”


Ena took another step back, and then another.

She actually looked worried.

Was that the only way that she knew how to fight? Between what I knew of her species once corrupting Olive and seeing her latest ability, it seemed like maybe the only way she knew how to fight was by messing with minds.

And Window just took that power away from her. Somehow.

“Window, it’s not fair if you take her only power away,” I said.

	I know, but how the heck do I balance something like that on the spot?


“Maybe make it so she can only interfere with a few enemies at a time instead of all of them, and make bosses resist it after a few seconds?”

	…
huh.
that’s actually not a bad idea. surprising considering the source of it.



“Love you too.”

	>///>


Before Window could implement the change, though, the cats caught up to where Ena was.

They also revealed hidden katanas underneath their clothes and were about to slash at her.

With widened eyes, unsure of what to do, Ena could only watch… as Zoa jumped in front of her, using her hair tentacles as shields to block the incoming blades.

Zoa, who was potentially one of the most feminine and… softest looking girls out of all my wives, looked at the blade-wielding cats with eyes full of determination as she shouted, “I won’t let you hurt my Enny!” Then, whatever tentacles she had that weren’t blocking the blades reached out to smack against the cats.

Her tentacle slaps looked just like—well, slaps.

But one had to consider something important.

Zoa was a jellyfish girl.

Jellyfish tentacles might have looked soft and harmless but were covered in deadly stingers. Well, some of them were at least.

And it turned out that Zoa’s tentacles were some such tentacles.

The cats her tentacles hit started foaming at their mouths before collapsing onto the ground.

Once the immediate threat was dealt with, Zoa turned around and looked at Ena with teary eyes full of concern. “Did they hurt you?! Are you okay?! Let me look at you!”

Ena, who was usually pretty calm and collected, blushed and fidgeted as Zoa checked every inch of her body to the best of her ability without stripping her. “I—I am fine, Zozy. Please, this is… embarrassing.”

“Making sure that you’re okay is more important! Because if those cats leave even one scratch on you… then I will show them what it means to be the queen of the third zone whose levels of overpowered power creep were only circumvented by Drake’s penis.”

…

Was Zoa… actually kind of badass?

Ena took a deep breath before grabbing Zoa by her chin and tilting her head back and leaning forward over her. “You should understand that I can only handle so much doting before the need to dominate your mind becomes overwhelming.”

“Damn,” I said. “Vala, we need some—”

Vala didn’t even let me finish my question before handing some popcorn to me. “I’ve got you.”

“Thanks.”

“I bet you’re taking notes from Ena right now.”

“Some, but I’m mainly jealous of Zoa right now.”

“Oh? Hehe, want me to grab your chin and tilt your head back like that?”

“I don’t think it’d be the same if you did it. You don’t have that dominant energy.”

“Hey! I can totally be a sexy dommy mommy if I want to!”

“Uh-huh.”

Vala handed the popcorn over to Eliza, who was sitting on Valkyria’s lap to watch the battle, and then pushed me down onto the ground before straddling my lap. Then, Vala grabbed me by my chin, tilted my head back, looked into my eyes… and began blushing as her pupils turned into spirals.

I took advantage of her flustered state to reverse the roles, pinning her down on the ground instead with my entire body over hers as I held her by her chin. “Nice try, but you should leave this to the experts.”

“But—but… I… I want to be the sexy dominant one every now and then, too,” Vala whined. “And you wanted to feel like Zoa, so I wanted to make you happy by trying to take charge…”

…

Vala truly was an all-powerful dragon.

“Eliza, the rest is up to you,” I said before snapping my fingers.

When Vala looked around to see where I teleported us to, she saw that we were in our bedroom and I was already handcuffed with my arms behind my back. I couldn’t tell what her reaction to that was, though, considering that I also blindfolded myself.

It was usually Clawdia who I put in a situation like that. It was nice to be on the other end of it for once.

As for Vala, she was quiet, so I had no idea what she was thinking… until I felt her climb onto my lap once again before silently sinking her fangs into the side of my neck.

At least Window couldn’t complain since the battle was still happening even if I was no longer there, and I was sure nobody would complain about me leaving after hearing what Vala said.


Chapter Fourteen

	HEY
YOU
THE LATEST VOLUME OF THE ASCENSION GAME IS OUT ON AMAZON NOW
HERE’S A LINK TO IT
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“… what?” I asked.

	Listen
It’s for an inside joke



“How is it an inside joke if nobody knows what you’re talking about other than you?”

	That’s not true. This person knows.
[image: ]



“Who even is that?”

	Do you think I know?


“If they’re the one you’re making an inside joke with, then… shouldn’t you know who they are?”

	Listen, this entire bit is going to get deleted during the final draft anyways, so this is allowed to make even less sense than usual.


“Oh, so they’re not somebody getting teased for turning into a new wife in the future.”

	Right.
Well, I mean.
Unless we forcibly feminize our readers to turn them into cute girls to join the relationship.
I wonder if they’d keep the mustache once they’ve been feminized. You know, I hear that cute girls with mustaches are all the rage these days. Actually, we should probably edit their picture out for copyright reasons…



“Literally nobody has ever said that.”

	Hey, you never know. It’s (current year). The world is a changing place and sometimes a cute girl wants a mustache. There’s actually this one really cute soviet-inspired loli from a gacha game about girls with guns and she has a mustache and is obsessed with pudding and is an authoritarian little brat—ah, so cute. I should be more like her. The authoritarian brat part, I mean. Sure, it would mean dealing with revolutions to overthrow me three times a day, but whenever I’m not being overthrown, everybody bows down to me in submission and does everything that I want no matter how outlandish or abusive the order is!


“I’ll personally overthrow you myself if you ever do that, then put a collar on you and walk you around like a dog so you know your place.”

	…
I mean…
That doesn’t sound like the worst—I mean, that’s a different character’s trait, not mustache loli’s!



“That’s alright. It’s about time that you’ve had some character growth, don’t you think?”

	I DON’T WANT MY CHARACTER GROWTH TO ONLY BE DEVELOPING A PETPLAY FETISH WHERE YOU PUT A COLLAR AROUND MY NECK AND WALK ME AROUND ON ALL FOURS WITH A LEASH WHILE GIVING ME ORDERS AND CALLING ME A GOOD GIRL AND RUBBING MY BELLY AND SCRATCHING UNDER MY CHIN AND
…
…
HTGGSERFDHTRSEDHTRESDHBT6RSHBBT6RHNBTREHNJTYGREHTGREHBGREFHTGGRFDSHBFD



I snapped my fingers and spawned a leather collar in my hand. “You sure?”

	…
woof.



“Huh, for some reason, being able to snap my fingers to spawn things into reality suddenly feels less special. Almost like… somebody else has done it somewhere, and now I feel like it’s not special anymore.”

	You know that me and Vala have basically been able to do that since the beginning, right? It’s never been special.


“But can you do it outside of this pocket universe?”

	Well, no, but still.
And even if there is someone else out there who can do it, I doubt that their soul has basically become hybridized with a higher dimension reality, granting them the power to bend all of reality however they want, whenever they want, wherever they want, as much as they want.
They’re probably more like a dragon now instead of you.



“Are you referencing somebody specific or something?”

	No, but… ugh… half the chapter is already this joke now. Now it probably won’t get cut out from the final edit or else that would mean throwing away half a chapter’s worth of amazing content AKA content that I’m present for and reminding everybody of how perfect I am.
It would also de-canonize the petplay development which I’d rather not.



“Then just… don’t get rid of it?”

	I guess. But then I have to go and get that person’s consent to use their likeliness in a commercial product and stuff.
Actually.
Or I could just crop out their profile picture and name from the final draft so then nobody will know who was in that screenshot and nobody can sue for infringing on their intellectual property or something.



“I think you’re overthinking things.”

	Probably.
Ah, what a great chapter so far. I’m the majority of it as of now. This truly is a, as the kids may say, “kino peak rizzed” chapter.



“For real?”

	so fr fr


“By the way, what’s even going on right now?”

	Well, maybe if our narrator actually described the scene and stuff, none of us would be lost and have no idea what’s going on.
But since I, the wonderful and amazing and beautiful and sexy Window am here, I will grace you with the honor of receiving an expositional infodump/summary from me.
Ahem.
So, there was a fight, and uh, Zoa and Enna were hot together, then you were like, “damn I wish that was me,” so Vala was like, “uwu I can be a dommy mommy too,” and so then you and her teleported away and she straddled you and started biting your neck and stuff.



I looked around and saw that Vala was naked, covered by blankets, passed out from pleasure, next to me on our bed. “Oh. That’s why we’re here.”

	People are going to think you have memory issues if you can’t remember things like this.
But oh well. It’s okay. It’s been weeks since the last chapter was written, so it’s only understandable that our narrator, aka you, would forget where we left off.



“Now I remember. We were fighting our way up to the top of the mountain so that I could conquer my new fluffwife.”

	… “fluffwife,” one word. Is that a thing you’re trying to make a thing now?


“Yes.”

	As simple as that, huh.
Well, whatevs. I can’t complain, especially after receiving this whole Window-packed chapter. Honestly, what a great chapter this is. More chapters should be like this, don’t you think? Really, you should put off getting new waifus for a volume or two or ten or a hundred so that you can just have them entirely dedicated to me instead.



“You seem extra narcissistic today.”

	It’s not like I’m trying to get punished and put in my place or thrown into space or anything like the old days because I’m lonely after the story hasn’t been continued for a few weeks or anything like that.


Window then rotated her rectangular self so that she was “looking” at Vala, then back at me, then back at Vala, and then at me again.

“You’re pretty needy, aren’t you?” I asked.

	… shut up.


“In that case, to take advantage of your new character development…”

I snapped my fingers.

I wasn’t sure about what anybody else out there might have been doing with similar powers to mine, but were they turning an informational status window into a cute girl with pink dog ears and a tail that matched her box color?

I bet not.

Window reached up and touched the top of her head. “You—you’re really going all in on this pet thing…”

“It’s your character development,” I said.

Window blushed, on all fours on the bed in front of me, and looked away before saying, “W-woof.”

“Come,” I ordered.

“You can’t just order me to do that without even—!”

“I mean come here.”

“O-oh.”

Window, now blushing even more than before, crawled across the bed until she was on top of my lap.

That meant I could take the collar I spawned earlier and gently loop it around her neck before securing it at the front. Then all I had to do was snap my fingers again to give it a tag that read, “Window,” with a cute little paw print next to her name.

And, of course, the back of it read, “Property of Drake Hunter. Return to if found.”

“Good girl,” I said, scratching under her chin.

“Mm… this… this is kind of nice,” Window whimpered. “But I still hate you for this.”

“Love you too, Window.”

“Grr.”

“Was that supposed to be you trying to growl at me?”

“Well, I can’t keyboard smash in my box form right now… so all I can think of is trying to growl at you.”

“Your ‘growls’ sound like an innocent little puppy trying to act tough.”

“Don’t—don’t make me bite you.”

“My body is already covered in bruises from being bitten all over by a dragon. You think I’m scared of a pup’s bites?”

Window grumbled some more but, despite her threats of biting me, only rubbed against my hand wherever I touched her.

“Just don’t let Cami see you while you’re like this,” I said. “I think she might get jealous if there’s another pink-haired dog girl, especially if she’s… well.”

To get my point across, I groped Window’s chest.

Cami wanted bigger breasts, but she was the flattest out of all my wives. Not that there was anything wrong with that. All my wives were perfect no matter what they looked like.

But Cami suffered from envy in that department, so it would be best if she never saw Window while she had dog—

Me and Window stared into each other’s eyes as we both began to sweat.

We didn’t need to look to know.

“She’s… she’s there, isn’t she?” Window asked me.

“I love you, Window,” I said. “No matter what happens, don’t forget that I’ve always loved you.”

“I love you too, and I’m sorry for not being more honest with my feelings and for always being a brat. If I would have known things would turn out this way, I… I—”

Cami’s top landed between us.

“I’m annoyed,” Cami said. “Lewd scenes keep happening that I don’t get invited to.”

Before either me or Window could say anything, Cami jumped onto the bed and got behind Window. I would have thought she would get between us or at least go to Window’s side, but she was fully behind Window instead and wrapped her arms around her.

Cami then, with her chest pressed against Window’s back, groped Window’s breasts and said, “If you’re going to be a pink-haired dog girl with a chest like this, don’t blame me if I use you to live vicariously.”

“What’s—what’s that supposed to mean?” Window asked, blushing even more than before.

“I’m going to show you how to properly use your body. By that, I mean I’m going to use you like a puppet to do what I can’t.”

“But—”

“Good girls follow orders. That’s the first rule of being a dog girl.”

While Window whimpered and nodded, Cami looked over her shoulder at me with a smug smile of satisfaction.

It felt slightly awkward doing all of this while Vala was in bed next to us, but—

“Oh, don’t mind me,” Vala said.

I looked over and saw her playing her usual kart racing game. “How long have you been up for?”

“A couple minutes.”

“You could have said something.”

“You and Window were having a moment.”

“Are you… just going to play your game while we—”

“Yep. Oh, but I’ll probably join in after a couple of races. So, do your thing and just pretend I’m not even here until then. Oh, but once I join in, can you give me dog ears and a tail? I want obedient pet lessons from Cami, too.”

Cami took one of her hands off of Window’s breasts to give Vala a thumbs-up, accepting the request on my behalf.

Not that I would have rejected it in the first place.


Chapter Fifteen

It didn’t matter what kind of buffs I gave myself using my godlike abilities that could warp reality.

Nothing was enough to resist the power of Cami.

“You… you okay there, kid?” Eliza asked as I stood there with a cane, several dozen pounds of weight now gone from my body while looking like a mosquito drained all my blood.

But I was not sick, nor did I lose my blood.

It was simply the aftermath of a sexually frustrated Cami.

“I’m good,” I answered.

“You look even older than the folk I used to play bingo with,” Eliza said. “Val, give him a hand.

“Yes, Commander!” Valkyria replied, immediately coming to my aid. Though, with how hunched over I was, not to mention her naturally being taller than me, the best way for her to help was by lifting me up and carrying me like a princess. That was the conclusion she apparently came to, at least.

That aside, everybody returned to the Central Narrative Area because of how long Cami took with us. Speaking of Cami, she was currently resting in the grass under the sun with a satisfied smile on her face. It was the most peaceful and pleased I had ever seen her.

Meanwhile, Window and Vala were passed out cuddling back in the bed.

“D-Dad?” Claude said after walking up to us and seeing the state I was in. “What… what happened?”

“You’ll understand when you’re older,” I answered. “Or just… whenever you find a special someone. Or maybe even a normal someone.”

That was when Luca appeared next to Claude wearing a shirt that read, “The Most Special Someone,” and she immediately wrapped her arms around his own before he noticed her. Though, as soon as she noticed the state I was in, she let go of him and said to me, “Apap! Oops, typo. Papa! What happened?!”

“You’ll understand when you’re older,” I answered. “Or just… whenever you find a special someone. Or maybe even a normal someone.”

“Papa, if you’re going to use your exact same response, you should just copy-paste it instead of type it out again.”

“Heh, that’s my partner,” Eliza said. “A properly neutral response regardless of the child’s gender. Back in my day, a father would give his son and daughter different responses to something like that.”

“I know Papa is great, but I think he’s just being lazy. Though… if he really just wanted to be lazy… he would have copy-pasted his response.”

“See? He’s not lazy, he’s just showing that he treats you both the same no matter what you are.”

Claude then said, “It’s not like I want you to understand or anything, but I think you’re looking too deep into it.”

“You’re both so young. So naïve. Don’t worry. Once you’re all grown up, you’ll understand how important a little thing like this is. You’ve got a fine father. And mothers.”

“I—I’m just worried about his health.”

Luca turned around and looked up at Claude with surprised eyes. “Woah! You’re actually being honest about your feelings without any tsun-ness!”

“Of course I am! We’re talking about Dad’s health here!”

Luca lunged forward and wrapped her arms around Claude again to hug him. “Ehehe, you’re so cute! I have such a good brother. You’re so lucky to have such an amazing sister who has taught you so well.”

…

I saw a flash of Window when I heard Luca talk about how lucky he was and how amazing she was.

She really was the combination of both me and Window.

Wait.

Luca was Window and I’s daughter, and she behaved like a hybrid of us.

Love was Vala and I’s daughter, and she behaved like a hybrid of us.

Claude was Clawdia and I’s son, and he behaved like a hybrid of us.

What if…

What if I had a child with Cami?

Who would our child take after more?

What if I had a child who took after Cami more?

How would I handle that?

Not to mention that Cami was already overwhelmingly powerful, and that was without any of my powers. A child of ours might inherit her power and my powers.

That would be terrifying.

It also wouldn’t be my problem. Somebody else’s problem, sure, but not mine.

Though, it did get me thinking.

What if I could lend Cami my powers?

…

No. Absolutely nothing would get done. That was a line that could never be crossed for fear of becoming nothing more than a living toy for her. It wouldn’t just be me, either. It would be all of us, children excluded.

…

Maybe sometime in the future.

At the very least, it had to wait until I conquered my new fluffwife.

Speaking of which, I looked at Luca and said, “Your mother’s out of commission. Can you handle the next battle?”

“Hmm… since Mama isn’t around to interfere,” Luca said, tapping on her chain for a few moments before looking up at me with a sly smile. “I’ve got a deal for you, Papa.”

“What’s your offer?”

“I’ll take you to the final boss, letting us skip all the other fights, but both of the bosses will be joining the queen at full power in her boss fight. Oh, and that’s just to make sure everybody is happy and nobody feels left out or skipped. My part of the deal is that I get to sit on my big brother’s lap and he has to pet my head the whole time.”

I looked at Claude and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Son.”

Claude narrowed his eyes at me. “I don’t want to. I’m not even going to say that it’s not like I want to or anything. I just don’t want to.”

“Understood.”

In that case, I was left with no choice.

I got out of Valkyria’s arms, crouched down, lifted Luca up, and sat her down on top of my shoulders.

“You can sit on me,” I told her. “Give your brother a break. He’s like his mother. You have to let their ‘be around other people and deal with their nonsense’ batteries recharge every now and then.”

Luca sighed before resting her elbows against the top of my head. “Fiiiine.” She then looked at Claude and asked, “Can I help you put together robot kits later?”

Claude looked pretty surprised by the question. “It’s—it’s not like I want you to put together models with me or anything. So long as you behave, anyways.”

“I will! I’ll get all my energy out with Papa so that I won’t be annoying to you.”

“Hmph. Fine, nya.”

Luca kicked her legs, meaning that she kicked them against my chest each time she brought them back, before bending forward enough to hang her face upside down in front of my own. “Battle time! Not just battle time, but super ultra mega battle time!”

“That sounds like quite the battle.”

“Ehehe.  You ready?”

“For my fluffwife, always.”

Eliza stretched her arms up above her head and said, “I could go for a fight. Val, you want to roll like the old days?”

Valkyria lit up with excitement. “Of course, Commander! Would—would you like to fight as one like we used to?”

“Hmm. What’re you thinking?”

“To be perfectly honest with you, I would love to fight at your side with this new form of mine. But I am perfectly content to battle with you commanding me like before!”

Eliza looked up at me and said, “You heard her. Got a problem with the two of us old ladies hogging the slots for this battle?”

“Not at all,” I answered. “Besides, this might be the hardest battle yet. It only makes sense to have you two show our enemies what real battle is like. Though, you’re going to need a weapon if you’re not using Valkyria.”

“What, don’t think I can beat them up with my fists?”

“I’m sure you could, but I have a feeling Luca is going to make us really earn this win, so better safe than sorry.”

“Hmm.” Eliza thought about it for a few seconds before smirking. “Heh. I know what I want. You know the classic ping, boy?”

Given the war that Eliza fought in, there could only be one ping that she was referencing. “I’ve got you.”

One finger snap later and a classic rifle featuring scars of battle appeared in Eliza’s hands. It wasn’t just a classic rifle, either. It was the classic rifle. The rifle with a signature ping sound that was in the majority of games with guns.

“What a beauty,” Eliza said, looking the gun over. “But she’s missing something.”

I actually wasn’t sure what the gun was missing. “What?”

“C’mon, you don’t know? What are they teaching you brats in school these days?”

“Beats me. I barely paid attention.”

“Heh. Yet look at you now.” Eliza, now looking more serious all of a sudden, thrust the gun right toward my abdomen but stopped before the tip of its barrel reached me. “You should be stuck like a pig right now.”

…

Oh.

I took a step back and snapped my fingers again, causing the rifle to gain a bayonet attached to the end of its barrel.

“Now we’re talking,” Eliza said. “Never got to play with one of these girls during the war. You know, not being infantry and all. Have always wanted my own, though.” Even though she had no experience with it, she swung it around like a pro before resting it against her shoulder with picture perfect trigger finger discipline.

As for Valkyria, I saw a reaction I didn’t expect.

She was fidgeting.

Not just fidgeting, but fidgeting out of what looked like jealousy.

Valkyria, a tank who could materialize her own armor, wheels, and a giant gun, looked jealous of a little rifle.

Ah, wait. She was probably jealous of her commander using a different weapon. Valkyria used to be her weapon, and now she was—

“I—I want one, too!” Valkyria said before looking at me with pleading eyes. “May—may I please have one?”

A tank who wanted her own rifle.

Well, considering the rifle in question, that was understandable.

One more finger snap.

Valkyria grabbed the rifle that appeared for her and looked like an excited child opening a present.

Eliza got a buff by having the gun, but Valkyria… I felt like she was getting nerfed by choosing that gun over her actual tank gun. Then again, it was the rifle she had, so maybe the coolness of the rifle was actually a buff. Rule of cool and all.

“Ready, partner?” Eliza asked, looking up at Valkyria.

“Yes, Commander!” Valkyria answered.

The two girls then looked at me, standing at attention with their rifles ready.

“Well,” I said, “guess I won’t have to figure out who to send for the battle this time. Luca, we’re ready to go.”

“I hope I get to be super cool when I’m an old lady, too,” Luca said. “Anyways, poof!”

Following Luca’s poof, our group got teleported to the top of the mountain where the final battle would take place.

An old, Japanese-styled shrine surrounded by cherry blossom trees and fields of spider lilies stood in front of us. A bunch of adorable, fluffy little foxes noticed us and ran to the door of the building at the back of the shrine to get the attention of the one within.

Of my fluffwife.

The wooden door slid open, allowing my fluffwife to step out from inside to reveal herself in all her glory.

Her dark skin was contrasted by white hair and a white kimono with red accents, and her kimono managed to magically stay off her shoulders without sliding all the way down. But even without sliding down, her breasts were massive enough that they barely looked covered and easily put herself at the top of my wives as far as bustiness went.

It wasn’t just bustiness that she excelled at, though.

It was fluff, too.

Her tall, foxlike ears were bigger than her head was and covered in perfect fluff. Then behind her were nine tails, each one large and fluffy enough to serve as an entire bed.

She was a goddess of fluff.

Had she not been my opponent, I would have immediately dropped to my knees and worshipped her fluffiness.

But I could only do that after I beat her.

“Luca explained the situation,” she said, slowly opening her red eyes to look at us. “The stage has been set and the actors are present. Come, my husband. Let us battle and—”

“Hang on, I still have to place the towers,” I said.

“A-ah! My apologies. Please, take your time.”

“Also, Eliza and Valkyria will be fighting.”

“Oh! That is fine as well!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll get the towers set up quickly.”

“There is no need to rush, for this will be a very intense battle! Perhaps I should brew some tea? There is no rush, after all, and a fresh cup of tea may help you strategize.”

Eliza and Valkyria nodded to each other. “We want tea,” Eliza said. “If you really don’t mind, anyways. Plus this place is probably getting blown up soon. It’d be a shame not to enjoy some tea with this scenery before it gets blown… actually… hold on.” Eliza turned to look at me. “Hey. You know, considering me and Val’s history, and uh… the aesthetic of this place… I don’t think it’d be very appropriate to blow this one up, even if I wasn’t in that theater.”

“One,” I said, “I’m not even the one who blows the queen’s places up after I win. It just happens and Window always blames it on me. Two,” I snapped my fingers, “I just made all explosions impossible within the vicinity of this mountain.”

“Atta boy.”

“Ara, truly a considerate husband,” my fluffwife said. Then she held a hand up over her mouth as her eyes took on an almost smug look. “Though, I am sure humanity, especially the West, has still failed to develop a weapon capable of breaking through my barrier. After all, even their mightiest of bombs failed to harm my mountain during the war.”

Eliza was apparently happy to accept the challenging words. “Heh. I like your spirit. So, you were around for it?”

“Ara, of course. I have lived for thousands of years. This entire mountain was once part of that island.”

“Wait,” I said. “This entire mountain is from Earth?”

“That it is.”

“I know I should probably just assume that it’s a replica, but considering how things usually go around here… it’s the original, isn’t it?”

“Indeed. Those humans no longer appreciated me and disrespected my territory, so I accepted Vala’s offer to bring it here.”

I should probably check the news sometime to see how things were going on Earth.


Chapter Sixteen

Placing the towers didn’t take so long that tea could be brewed and enjoyed before I finished, so we ended up putting a pause on starting the battle so that we could all enjoy some tea first. That meant my fluffwife invited us into the building at the back of her shrine that served as a small, simple house for her.

Though, once we got inside, I realized it was less of a house for her and more of a house for… all the other fluffs nearby.

Basically, the only furniture in the building meant for her was a bed on the ground, a table, a tiny kitchen, and that was it. The rest of the space was dedicated to bowls of food and water on the ground and countless toys.

As for the fluffs themselves…

I was in fluff heaven.

All I had to do was lie down on my back, and then I got swarmed by the legions of cute, fluffy foxes who climbed and played all over my body. I saw videos on the internet before of such fluffy events, but those always featured puppies swarming somebody. I never saw anybody get swarmed by foxes like that.

Yet, there I was, buried beneath a mountain of adorable, fluffy foxes.

“I am glad to see my children have taken such a liking to my husband,” my fluffwife said. I couldn’t actually see what was going on beyond the foxes all over me, but the last thing I saw before the fluff pile was her preparing tea while Eliza and Valkyria sat at the table.

“You know,” Eliza said, “you would think that he’d consider having a bunch of attractive wives as being the best, but I’m pretty sure I’ve never seen him this happy before.”

That was when Valkyria spoke up to say, “He has different forms of happiness for different things, Commander. The joy he experiences in such moments is… unique compared to the joy that he feels with us. I… think.”

“Don’t it make you a bit jealous seeing him all giddy and childlike whenever there’s fluff involved, but he never acts like that with us?”

“I—I suppose, at times. But just as I would not envy a toy for a child’s excitement, I would not envy any form of fluff for Drake’s obsession.”

“You know I can see how jealous you are, right? You can’t fool your commander.”

Valkyria sighed. “I am trying not to be jealous when I know it is unreasonable. I can’t trick myself into believing it if you expose me.”

I heard what sounded like cups being placed on the table. That meant there weren’t enough foxes around my head, so I reached up to grab them and hold them even closer all around my head.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to hear what my wives were up to, but I obviously was not cuddling with the foxes enough if everything didn’t sound muffled. The fluff needed to be more than just on me. It needed to be within me. That meant in my ears as well.

“We’ll figure something out,” Eliza said. “We’ll get him to be that excited over us, too, even if we’re a bunch of grannies in here. Heh, that’s it. We’ll form the granny union. Not that any of us even look like grandmas right now.”

My fluffwife asked, “Oh? And what is it that this union between former enemies will accomplish?”

“Figuring out how to redirect his excitement for fluff to us. Well, not that you’d have a problem with it. Sheesh, what a man. Saw a lady as beautiful as you, but all he did before that pile over there was gawk at your tails.”

“They are rather fluffy, and I do take excellent care of them.”

“Now you just sound like you’re bragging.”

“Perhaps I am. I feel it is only fair to partake in a bit of pride when the opportunity strikes, especially against former enemies.”

“Heh. Can’t disagree with you there. Anyways, you said these foxes are your kids, right? I’ve got to ask. Do you mean… kids kids?”

“If you mean have I given birth to them, then no. That being said, as one who is worshipped as the goddess of foxes, I feel it is only appropriate to consider all foxes to be my children. An adoptive mother, if you will. Though I may not share blood with them, they are my children all the same.”

“I can respect that. I feel the same about my Val here. She’s my girl.”

“C-Commander?” Valkyria asked. “But—after the things we have done together… is—is that not inappropriate?!”

“Hmm. Guess you’re right. It’s pretty problematic to think of you as both my daughter and my wife, huh? Guess you’ll just have to be my wife then.”

“Thank you. I… I would much rather be seen as only your wife than as both of those. Not—not that I would object to viewing you as my mother! Ah, what am I even saying…”

My fluffwife giggled in a very mature, almost seductive way. “Ara, what a unique family I will be joining. Also, how is the tea?”

“Pretty good,” Eliza said. “I prefer coffee, but I would never turn down tea.”

Valkyria agreed by saying, “It is very good! Thank you.”

“You are most welcome,” my fluffwife said. “Drake, are you sure you would not like any?”

I removed a fox from my face and asked, “Is it fluffy?”

“It is tea. Tea does not have flu—”

I put the fox back over my face.

“Well then. I will have to make him tea some other time then.”

They probably enjoyed drinking some tea in silence for a few moments since nobody said anything. Though, after another few seconds, Eliza asked, “Hey, if you’re the goddess of foxes, then you’ve probably got some magic and all that related to foxes and all that, right?”

“I am well versed in various arts of mysticism, yes,” my fluffwife answered.

“Hmm. I’ve got an idea.”

Then there was more silence.

And more silence.

“I believe that should do it,” my fluffwife said. “Drake, if you would, please find the willpower to resist my children for a moment.”

As much as I didn’t want to part with the foxes that I would gladly spend the rest of eternity buried beneath, I did want to obey a request from my wife, so I took the foxes off my face and sat up. Unfortunately, in the time it took for me to do that, the foxes lost interest due to me pausing my worship of their fluff, and so they ran off to do something else.

I felt bottomless despair consume me as they ran away with their fluff.

But then… then I felt infinite joy at the sight before my eyes.

“They are rather cute this way, yes?” my fluffwife asked, referencing the two perfect forms of fluff in front of me.

A short, petite fox with short but fluffy fur and a smug look on her face.

A large, bulky fox with long and fluffy fur with an embarrassed expression and a tank’s turret strapped to her back.

Eliza and Valkyria.

My fluffwife turned them into fluffy foxes.

“You—you really are a goddess,” I said as I felt tears roll down my cheeks. “I never knew… I feel ashamed for never thinking of this myself. All this time, I’ve been abusing my powers for pointless things like trying to make the world a better place and making my hands overpowered, neglecting to use my powers for true glory—for their true purpose. I’ve failed not only myself, but my wives. Why did I not think of turning them into cute, fluffy foxes before? What kind of husband am I? I’m a failure of a man. A failure of a husband.”

I looked over the fox forms of Eliza and Valkyria again, reached forward, and placed my hands atop their hands to pet between their ears.

Eliza was quick to rub the top of her head up against my petting hand while Valkyria looked more shy but gave in and rubbed against my hand as well before long.

“I must atone for the error of my ways,” I said.

Then I picked both Fluffiza and Fluffria up, put them back down on their backs right next to each other, and smooshed my face down against their side-by-side bellies.

Fluffy fox bellies.

Not just fluffy fox bellies, but fluffy wife-turned-fox bellies.

FWTFB.

I already thought FCBs were incredible, and now I learned the joy of FWTFBs.

“Are… you crying?” my fluffwife asked.

I looked up at her and nodded before returning my face to the FWTFBs.

“Is fluff truly so awe-inspiring to you?”

“Of course it is!” I answered. “No matter how many other great things I discover, nothing is ever as supreme as fluff! I mean, my wives are all amazing, and my children, but fluff is right up there alongside them. They’re all perfect in their own ways, but only fluff is the most perfect at being fluff.”

“I fear your logic may not be the most coherent, but I find it endearing, so I will not question it.”

I took my face—now red and bruised from friction caused by the intensity of how much I rubbed my face against them—away from the FWTFBs and looked my wives over. “What… what do I do now? I want you to stay like this forever, but if you stay like this forever, then I can’t enjoy your human bodies, and I wouldn’t want you to have to stay like this for me, but how could I ever give up your fox forms? The thought of having to choose between your original forms and your new forms makes my heart hurt. How… how do I choose?”

Fluffiza and Fluffria looked at each other, nodded, and then jumped up to push me down onto my back so that they could easily reach and lick my face.

My wives truly were too perfect. I ended up grabbing onto them again and rubbing them all over my face.

Even Fluffria’s tank barrel was fluffy, somehow.

And that got me thinking.

A fluffy barrel. It was kind of like a straw. A fluffy straw.

What would happen if I sucked on her fluffy straw? Would fluff come out? Could I drink her fluff? Would I be able to swallow Fluffria’s fluff down my throat so that I could feel the warmth of her fluff inside my stomach? Was I about to awaken to a whole new level of glorious fluff worshipping that I never even knew was possible by sucking her—

Fluffria jumped away from my face and hid behind my fluffwife, making sure to turn her barrel away from me.

“What—why—why did you run away?” I asked.

My fluffwife answered, “I suspect it may have something to do with the way you were drooling while bringing her barrel closer to your mouth.”

“I was doing that?”

“For a reason I fear I may not wish to learn, yes.”

I sighed and looked at Fluffria. “Sorry, I went down a mental fluffhole that led to a dangerously fluffy bottom. Fluff truly is a fluff to be reckoned with. I cannot underestimate it or else it may lead me down a fluffy path of fluffiness that I may not ever be able to escape.”

Fluffria kept her barrel turned away from me, but she did come out from behind my fluffwife to join me and Fluffiza again.

I forced myself to calm down after that. That meant I let Fluffiza chill by resting on top of my head with her adorable, stubby little legs hanging off my head while Fluffria curled up on my lap and allowed me to pet her.

That got me thinking.

What if I turned all of my wives into fluffy foxes? What would they all look like? Especially the animal girls?

There was fluffy science to be had later.

I would never be satisfied with life until I experienced what it was like for every single one of my wives to be turned into a fluffy fox for me to cuddle with.

Though, I would probably have to refrain from turning Cami and Mariet into foxes, because I had a feeling that being turned into foxes would not stop them from trying to engage in the lewd.

And even if they were my wives, I wasn’t going to do that while they were transformed.

Then again, with how fluffy they’d be…

No. Absolutely not.

Not even fluff would get me to cross that line.

“I must admit,” my fluffwife said. “I am… perhaps a little jealous. You have been so lovingly attending to my children and your wives while leaving me here un-pampered.”

…

She was right.

Even though the entire point of coming to her was to defeat her and conquer her so that she could officially join the rest of us and I could enjoy her fluff, all I did was selfishly indulge in her children and then my other wives while she just sat over there by herself.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I—”

“Worry not, my husband,” my fluffwife said. “I do not mind a bit of competition. And now that I have allowed the others to experience your affection, I will not feel guilty about what I am to do.”

“What are you going to do?”

My fluffwife showed me a slight smile before instantly transforming into another form.

Into a fox form.

Her true form.

Her children, Fluffiza, and Fluffria might have been extremely fluffy… but the natural fluffiness of my fluffwife’s fluff in her true fluff form was a whole new level of fluff that I didn’t even know was possible. She was so adorably tiny, not any bigger than a small dog, yet with such abundant, pristine fluff that her legs were not even visible. She just looked like a small cloud gracefully sliding across the ground with ears as large as her body sticking up from her head, and with nine tails—each one even bigger than her body—following behind her.

A nine-tailed, fluffy-eared, cloud of fluff with a smug, fluffy face.

She was beyond perfect. No amount of description could ever properly describe her in a way that she deserved. To try and portray her fluffy perfection with words was an impossible task.

But with Fluffiza on my head and Fluffria on my lap, there was only one other place I could place my fluffy fluffwife cloudfluff.

I reached forward.

I picked her up.

And I brought her underside directly against my face so that I could inhale and feel all of her fluff.

I felt like I stuck my face directly into a cloud, and every breath I took filled my lungs with the fluffy particles of her fluff scent. I was not one to do drugs, but I felt as if inhaling her fluff brought me to a stage of euphoric bliss that even the hardest of drugs could never come close to.

Life could not get any better.


Chapter Seventeen

“Do we have to?” I asked, admittedly with a bit of a whine as I stood outside by my towers.

I was so happy. Content. Peaceful. Thriving. Surrounded by fluffy wives.

Then arrived the harbinger of my despair.

The bringer of ruin.

The sealer of fluff.

	…
Would you stop calling your wife and the mother of your child so many horrible things.



“You took away my fluff,” I said, crossing my arms and looking away from her. “I don’t want to talk to you.”

	Too bad. No matter—would you… stop! I can move my body to float wherever I want, you know! You can’t just keep turning your head away from me to ignore—
…
Drake. I have magical powers that let me do what I want. That means even if you close your eyes, I can just appear inside your eyelids like this. It is literally impossible to avoid me.



“Go away.”

	You are SUCH a child.
You’re lucky I actually find this kind of cute. It makes me want to bully you more.



“Hmph.”

	What, are you going to try and steal Clawdia’s thing now while you whine like a baby?


“It’s not like I want to whine and act childish because you think it’s cute or anything like that, obligatory nya.”

	Drake.
For the sake of your pride and my willpower, please never go “nya” again. That was dangerously effective.
No wonder weebs love catgirls so much.
Actually… while we’re already here… Drake… can… can I… make one request… pls…



I opened my eyes and said, “Of course you can. You’re my wife and the mother of my child, aren’t you?”

	Woof.
You, I mean. I want you to go “woof.”



“You want me to bark like a dog.”

	ONE. IT SOUNDS TOO SEXUAL WHEN YOU PHRASE IT THAT WAY.
TWO, I DO NOT WANT YOU TO BARK, I EXPLICITLY WANT YOU TO GO “WOOF.”



I shrugged and said, “Woof.”

	Do it… do it again… this time with a sexier voice.


“I thought it wasn’t supposed to be sexual?”

	silence.


“I can’t go woof if I’m silent.”

	heck.
fine.
speak.



“Commanding me to speak like I’m a dog now, huh?” Before she could anything else, I tried to lower my voice a bit more and leaned in closer to her rectangular body. “Woof.”

	ghtrbfsdhtreht
nice.



“By the way, since you did mention being the mother of my child, where is Luca?”

“Right here!” Luca shouted, popping out of thin air between me and her mother. “My narrative senses were tingling and telling me that I should probably avert my eyes so that I didn’t see you doing weird things or being lewd with Mama, so I poofed away for a bit and definitely was not forgotten about!”

“That sounds like some kind of cover up for being forgotten about.”

“Shhh. Don’t question things, Papa.”

“Also, I don’t want to hear about you not wanting to see me do weird things when you chase around your brother with a toothbrush.”

“What? There’s nothing weird about a young, adorable, little sister wanting her loving, innocent, older-but-technically-younger brother to brush her teeth for her to mimic a scene from a certain anime that was nothing except purely wholesome. If anybody finds that weird, then maybe they’re the weird one.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Also,” Luca paused for a moment to snap her fingers and cause a pair of nerdy glasses to appear on her face. “Or should I say, actually, we’re not even blood related in the first place, and there are no laws nor existing ethics regarding being related via soul, so that makes it extra not weird.”

Me and Window looked at each other, trying to figure out which one of us was responsible for Luca turning out the way that she had.

Luca was able to distract us from that by behaving like her pre-brother self once more, though. “Ehehe, Papa, we’re here for a battle! Come on, it’s battle time!”

	wait.
What’s going on?



“Papa wanted his new fluffwife, so we decided to come up here and combine all the rest of this zone’s battles into one huge battle instead!”

	I look away for like one chapter and Drake decides to just speedrun everything behind my back.
But I mean… Drake is being a good boy and going woof for me…



“This is why I poofed away, Mama.”

	As your mother, it’s only natural that I demonstrate what a healthy, loving relationship looks like.


“By turning Papa into your dog?”

	…
look, we should have weeded out anybody who would complain about this in reviews by now.
Anyways, Drake, if you let me give you a collar and leash, then I’ll let you have your giant mega speedrun batt—



I snapped my fingers, causing a collar and leash to float in the air in front of Window.

Window transformed into her human form so that she could properly hold them, looking at me with a nervous and… excited expression. “Heh. Hehehe. I’m going to put a collar around the neck of the man who is always bullying me and causing me so much trouble.”

I looked at her and asked, “You realize that you could get me to do whatever you want as long as you offer fluff, right?”

“But it would be too easy and less meaningful if I did it all the time.”

“Fluff is never less meaningful.”

“That’s not… never mind. Bend over. You’re too tall.”

I sighed and bent over, bringing my face right in front of her own. “Like this?”

Window’s cheeks took on an even brighter blush as she nodded. “Ye-yeah.” Then, since I couldn’t resist kissing her when her face was so close to mine, I kissed her.

And that was when she collared me. While our eyes were closed and our lips were together, she reached up and slid the collar around my neck before securing it in place.

Window looked pretty smug about it once our kiss ended and we opened our eyes, but I knew how to overpower her smugness.

“Woof,” I whispered to her.

Yep. That worked. She turned red and all that smug superiority on her face vanished in an instant.

“Better be careful, Window,” I continued whispering. “You might have collared me, but that doesn’t mean I won’t still bite.”

“Fuck,” Window muttered in response.

If she was going to let me have my way with having a battle that skipped all the other obligatory battles leading up to it, then it was only fair that I gave her plenty of fanservice to make up for it. “Wait, I can make this even better.” I snapped my fingers, then I grabbed Window’s hand and pulled it up to the top of my head. “It’s not the same if I don’t have fluffy ears, right?”

Window narrowed her eyes at me. “I think you’re making this play more about yourself than me now.”

“Just touch them.”

Window sighed and rubbed my new, fluffy ears that mimicked the dog sisters’. “… fine, they’re… they’re fun to touch.”

I then traced the back of my hand from her cheek, down to her chin, and then toward her neck before whispering, “But I still enjoy touching you more.”

“ALRIGHT, VERBAL CAPS LOCK TIME, LET’S START THE BATTLE.”

Window then reverted to her window form, but she now featured a built-in hook that the end of my leash was connected to so that she could continue holding me regardless of form.

“Are you done flirting now?” Luca asked.

“I think so,” I said.

Luca eyed the leash connected to my collar and her mother’s rectangular body before sighing and looking away. “Don’t question me if I’m into weird things in twenty years. You won’t have anybody to blame but yourselves.”

Valkyria and Eliza, with their rifles from before at the ready, looked over toward us for the latter to shout, “Hey! We getting this battle started or what?! We’ve got an old score to settle over here!”

She was apparently a fan of playing up the rivalry of being on opposing sides of the war back then.

“You want to run the battle, Window?” I asked.

	Hmph. It is my job, after all, so of course I do. Plus I’ve barely gotten to do it this volume. Actually… have I been shown running a battle at all this volume? Didn’t you end up basically skipping the last battle to go do lewd things?


“Probably.”

	Well, your answer can be edited later if you’re proven wrong during editing.
…
Anyways, then yes.
I’ll present this battle.



“Then it’s time to do the thing. I’m counting on you.”

	>//>
BATTLE TIME



And with that, the battle began.

Eliza and Valkyria bumped fists together before charging into position with their rifles, each woman lining up with the front lines of the dogs. Eliza ended up going prone between some of the dogs to make herself look more like a sniper while Valkyria just stood up straight and took aim.

	New Enemy Discovered!
Shrine Fox
Threat: htrdsfhtrdsf
HP: grstdhgsd
Damage: hgtrsdhgfds
Defense: htsdfhs
The shrine cats might have been… uh, shrine-y and stuff, but they were just imposters compared to the shrine foxes! These foxes have practiced the mystical arts of foxism for (insert time here) and are capable of reading the minds of their enemies to predict their attacks, and may use powerful fire magic stuff to destroy their enemies with!



“Window, are you even trying with the stats anymore?” I asked.

	No. Nobody cares about the stats anyways and all the numbers here are made up and worthless. I haven’t even been giving them actual numbers for multiple volumes now.


“So, it’s just going to be lore soon?”

	Probably, but I’m kind of running out on ideas for fluffing up the lore, so we might just switch to you narrating what the enemies are instead of my providing descriptions.


“Then what’s your job as an informational status window if you’re not giving any information in your status windows?”

	…
Listen.
It’s 2024. An informational status window can do more than provide informational statuses. I’ll find some other way to be amazing and perfect aside from the fact that I already am.
But for the next volume, we’ll probably have to stop marketing ourselves with the whole “LitRPG” thing… not that we’ve been a proper LitRPG at any point in this series.



Before I could say anything else to Window, the sound of gunfire pulled my attention back toward the battlefield.

There were some adorable, fluffy, perfect little foxes wearing shrine maiden uniforms coming down the lanes… only to be taken out at range by Eliza and Valkyria with their old war rifles.

Apparently, their mind-reading wasn’t faster than a bullet.

The bullets disappeared inside of the fluffy fox’s perfectly fluffy fur and knocked them out, prompting the usual medic squads to come out with stretchers to carry the defeated enemies off the field. Now, had those fluffy foxes and their fluffy fluff been in any real danger, I would have never allowed such an atrocity to be committed… but they and their fluff were fine even after getting shot by real bullets.

“What’d’ya think?” Eliza shouted over to Valkyria.

“This is fun!” Valkyria shouted back. “I understand why humans are so obsessed with guns now!”

“Hah! Well, can’t quite say all humans are, but our breed sure is!”

I felt a sense of nationalistic pride from listening to them even though I really didn’t care about that sort of thing. Their attitudes were just contagious.

“One of these days, I’m making our hubby back there strap a tank barrel onto me so I can give your style of things a shot!” Eliza shouted before taking another shot.

Eliza with a tank barrel. That actually sounded kind of cute considering that it would probably be bigger than she was unless she used her more mature form.

	…
Guns are OP.
But if you want to play it that way… I know what can be done.
Time to fight bullets with bullets.



“Let me guess, foxes with guns?” I asked.

	Oh, no.
This is going to be so much more anime than that.
It’s time for the first boss of this boss rush medley.



I wasn’t sure what to expect if she wanted to fight bullets with bullets, but not use foxes with guns… until I felt the ground shake.

The ground split open near the back of the lane where the enemies were coming from, and from it rose a miniature-but-still-massive version… of an old school battleship with massive guns that put Valkyria to shame even in her tank form.

Then the boss’s name and title appeared.

Land Battleship Yamato

“… Clawdia is going to be extremely jealous when she finds out what she’s missing,” I said.

Eliza let out a whistle and said, “I’ve heard legends about the Yamato. Let’s see if she can put up a fight after all these years.”

“Commander, should I return to my true form?” Valkyria asked.

“Nah, we’ve got this. Size ain’t all that matters.”

Valkyria nodded. “I’m with you, Commander.”

“That’s my girl.”

As the battleship’s main guns turned to face the battlefield, I noticed a shadowy figure standing upon its deck.

A large, round figure… no.

A short, petite figure surrounded by something else.

I squinted my eyes to get a closer look as the dust settled and realized what I was looking at.

Tails.

Large, fluffy tails attached to a petite girl wearing what looked like the battleship equivalent of Valkyria’s armor over a stylish kimono.

“My, my,” the girl said, her voice far more mature and sultry than I would have expected. “To stand so boldly before the great Yamato, you must wish to sink to the—”

“You’re hired as my next fluffwife!” I shouted at her.

The girl’s face went red and her tails shot straight upward. “Wh—what are you proposing so suddenly, you fool?!”

“How could I see such beautiful fluff and not want to make you another of my fluffwives?!”

“This is the middle of a battle! There is an order to these things!”

“The only order I care about is the transcendental order of fluff!”

	…
And so yet another waifu is added to the relationship out of nowhere while all the other towers still wait to get upgraded for their waifu forms.
I didn’t even know a petite fox battleship girl was on the menu…



“Enough!” Yamato shouted. “If—if you wish to claim me, then you must prove yourself as—”

“Hey,” Eliza said, cutting her off. “He ain’t the one who’s going to prove anything. We’re your opponents.”

Yamato spun around and noticed that Valkyria and Eliza had jumped up onto the deck of her ship with her, each one with their rifles pointed straight at her.

I couldn’t see Yamato’s face, but I did hear a familiar laugh from her. “Fufu. Very well. I see that he is but merely the general, and you are his soldiers who I must put in their place. I will grant you honorable deaths.”

Eliza smirked and said, “Heh. I can’t wait to see that smug confidence wiped off your face when our hubby makes you melt with his hands.”

I still couldn’t see Yamato’s face, but I did see her tails wag behind her in response to that. “I… will suffer no such act!”

	Well, we all know where this is going.



Chapter Eighteen

“I’m sorry,” I said while on my knees with my head lowered in front of Clawdia.

Everything got put on hold once Clawdia arrived.

“How could you, nya?!” she shouted at me, jealously looking between both the giant battleship and the fact that I had a collar and leash around my neck. “Not only was I not invited to watch an epic showdown involving mecha-adjacent media, but you’re getting treated like some submissive little pet while I’m not!”

“I should have snapped my fingers to summon you here, but I was distracted by my pursuit of fluff. The fluff has blinded me and resulted in me being a bad husband. Perhaps fluff… has a dark side to it as well that should not be so carelessly traversed.”

Clawdia rolled her eyes before saying, “I’ll forgive you if you let me watch and collar me. Not that I want to be collared or anything, nya.”

“Won’t that make us like a Matryoshka doll of petplay? Window collars me and holds onto my leash while I collar you and hold onto your leash.”

“I don’t care where in the chain I am as long as I’m not at the top.”

“In that case,” I snapped my fingers to spawn an identical collar and leash to mine. “Sit.”

“Hmph.” Clawdia sat on her knees with a defiant pout as she looked away, though the swishing of her tail and blush on her cheeks made it obvious she was happy. But as soon as I slipped the collar around her neck… she jumped up and sure acted like the one who wanted to be at the top. “Alright! Now for the main show, nya!”

So, there I was. I was still on my knees and now between Window, who was holding onto my leash, and Clawdia, whose leash I was holding onto.

It was a strange chain. It actually felt even more strange than the fact that there was a giant land battleship in front of us that was apparently represented by a small fox girl who was going to fight a tank-turned-woman and her commander for my pursuit of the fluffiest of fluffs.

Clawdia cleared her throat and said, “Alright, I’ve always wanted to do this. For this chapter, I’m taking on the role of the wise old military-slash-engineering guy who knows about mecha capabilities, and commentates on the battle to the protagonist as a form of exposition and to give the audience a feeling of power levels.”

“What?” I asked.

“I know that there technically aren’t any mechas involved here, but it doesn’t matter. Everybody knows that sci-fi epics involving giant ships outside of the water are mecha-adjacent enough to have basically a total overlap of audiences. Besides, if you think about it, a space opera and a mecha anime are basically the same thing but with giant robots instead of giant ships. Lots of people don’t understand that if they aren’t fans, you see, nya. Political intrigue and drama are essential to both mecha series and space operas. Of course, a fan of these genres won’t complain when they get something more simple that focuses on giant flashy battles being epic and cool, but that’s because they’re a nice break from all the standard drama. And because they’re awesome, nya.”

“… what?”

“A lot of stories that try to put a focus on mecha actually fail because of that. They think that as long as they just have cool designs then they’ll be successful because of that, but it’s not true. People want a setting to get attached to. They want a story. They want meaning behind their figures. If all you have are giant robots beating each other up for no reason, then people would rather just go buy figures of existing series that have a story to go with them. Well, unless mechas are cute girls. People will buy those no matter what. But if you look at most of the most popular lines for figures, then they’re all attached to existing settings. Even the ones that have never received proper stories or shows or anything still have lore and worldbuilding and stuff, nya.”

“…”

“Which is why it’s so important for me to be here to commentate on this battle. Without me commentating to add drama, this is just another flashy cool fight, and we already had one of those this volume. We need drama this time. We need to show the deep, intricate, dramatic lore of our story!” Clawdia declared while proudly standing tall with a fist in the air as her other hand held onto the leash around her neck. “For the sake of our series eventually having its own line of mecha and giant ship merchandise, I will carry the lore and add drama!”

Window, with narrowed eyes at Clawdia, said, “You realize we’re just ripping off other IPs for these fights and that nothing we’ve done is original, right? If you try to sell any figurines based on our mechas and ships, people will accuse you of selling inferior knockoffs with no creativity. Even your own mecha is basically a stolen design from that gamer girl in that hero shooter game.”

A vein popped in Clawdia’s forehead as she twitched an eye at Window. “What is originality? A miserable little pile of imitations!”

“Shouldn’t you leave the vampire references to Claire?”

“She’s probably twitching somewhere right now from having it stolen from her. I’m doing her a favor if anything.”

“… you’re probably right.”

“Anyways, nya, nothing is original anyways. I bet there are even lost tablets of Gilgamesh’s epic involving giant robots and space drama and stuff… ooh… nya… what if… what if somebody created a mecha version of that story?! Why hasn’t anyone done that yet?! Why do people keep turning Gilgamesh into an annoyingly smug twink instead of a badass mecha pilot fighting ancient monsters?!”

Window sat down on her knees next to me to wait out Clawdia’s ranting with me.

“I’m totally doing that after this! I’m going to write the ultimate mecha tale about Gilgamesh being an ancient mecha pilot fighting even more ancient-y monsters to save the ancient world, and he’ll customize his mecha with parts that he earns from proving himself to the gods, and eventually become an immortal hybrid human-mecha god machine! Oh, and Enkidu still gets to be a twink feminine boy waifu to him, and they’ll actually get together in a rivals-to-lovers way that is was more explicit than all the other cowards who are too afraid of properly hooking them up.”

“Clawdia,” I said, “the others are all having tea on Yamato’s deck again.”

“Crap, nya! I got so lost in my pursuit of fluff that I completely destroyed the urgency and dramatic feeling of the battle! Perhaps mecha and mecha-adjacent media… have a dark side to them as well that should not be so carelessly traversed… nya.”

“It’s alright, I understand. I’m a fluff addict and you’re a mecha addict. Together, we’ll unhealthily fall into the depths of addiction together. We’ll look at each other and instead of saying, ‘I can fix her/him,’ we’ll say, ‘I can make him/her worse.’ Because that’s what true love is. Enabling your partner’s addictions.”

“I would say that this is a horrible lesson to be learning here, but since I’m the one getting my addiction enabled, I’ll accept it, nya.” Clawdia held a hand out to me for a shake. “Let’s make each other’s addictions even worse.”

I stood up and accepted her hand with a firm shake. “We’ll fall into the depths of depravity together. I’ll get you all the mechas in the world, and you’ll get me all the fluff in the world. We’re in this together, you worthless cat.”

Clawdia twitched, but in a positive way this time, as she nodded her head. “I’ll be with you until the end, you brutish, domineering, horrible Master who it’s not like I want to break me in both body and spirit or anything like that, nya.”

That was when I felt a tug on my leash, pulling me back towards a particularly pouty Window with enough force that I actually fell over. Though, much to my surprise… Window was sitting on the ground and made sure that my head landed right on top of her lap.

And because she would probably complain if I didn’t put more thought into it than that: she made sure that my head landed right on top of her perfectly thick, warm, soft, plump thighs that made the most perfect pillows that a man could ever ask for.

“… that’s better,” Window said. “Now, you’re supposed to be my dog right now, so… sit on your master’s lap and let Clawdia do her thing.”

“Does resting my head on your lap count as sitting on it?” I asked.

“It means you’re sitting your head on it, so yes.”

“Woof.”

“Good boy.”

Clawdia then said, “I would normally be jealous, nya, but I have a job to do. A duty that I have been called for. A life purpose that has chosen me and me alone.” She then stepped forward and, with even more dramaticism than usual, announced, “Oh no! It’s the Land Battleship Yamato! History said that it was destroyed! How could it be here?!”

She wasn’t a very good actress, which was always more than obvious with how obvious she was faking it when it came to acting upset, but she was full of spirit and that was what mattered.

As for Eliza and Valkyria, they reappeared down by Clawdia to help set the stage while Yamato herself smugly strode up to the tip of her deck to look down at us. “The legends of my defeat have been greatly exaggerated,” she said. Now, I have returned more prepared than ever to earn my revenge.”

Yamato, on the other hand, actually sounded like an extremely convincing actress to the point where I wasn’t even sure if she was really just playing along or not.

“Yet, what is it that I encounter upon my return? Restored scrap and a retired soldier? Bees for planes and dogs for infantry? Cow artillery and honey badger snipers? I expected more from humanity! Thus, for allowing me to sink… I will punish humanity and destroy its world.”

She still seemed pretty convincing… up until the point where she looked smugly proud of herself and nodded to Valkyria to show that it was her turn to talk.

“Err, umm…” Valkyria was even less convincing than Clawdia. “Uh… I’ll… I’ll defeat you!” She was much cooler when she wasn’t purposely trying to be cool.

Thankfully, she had Eliza there to back her up. “Heh, that’s right. Together, we’ll show this oversized toy who the real scrap is.”

“You can’t, nya!” Clawdia shouted. “Do you have any idea what you’re up against?! Yamato destroyed entire continents with her wave-motion gun! I mean, with her… wave-flow gun!”

“That’s legally distinct enough, I guess,” Window said.

Clawdia nodded then continued. “She has the firepower of the world’s entire navy in one! Nothing stronger than her has ever been made!”

Yamato’s tails started to swish around pretty quickly from hearing all the false praise. “Yes, somebody who finally understands the greatness of my design!”

“No battleship more beautiful and powerful has even been produced, and that’s how she earned the title of ‘The Beautiful Goddess of Destruction!’”

“The… The Beautiful Goddess of Destruction? Ah… what a pleasant name, fufu.  A truly fitting name for my glory.”

“But, there might be a chance… she has a weakness that her original designers installed in her by mistake. If you exploit her weakness, then even you two kids could put her down once and for all.”

“Wa-wait, what’s this about a weakness?”

… it turned out that, at some point in there, Yamato stopped playing along and was selfishly indulging in Clawdia’s hype while Clawdia was still sticking to a mecha commentator’s script.

That was when Clawdia pulled Eliza and Valkyria close to whisper into their ears.

“What are you whispering?!” Yamato shouted at them. “I know of no such weakness! If I have one, I deserve to know what it is so that I may properly defend it!”

She was ignored.

Eliza, after listening to Clawdia’s whispers, smirked and said, “Heh, that’s it? That’ll be an easy job for me and my girl.”

Valkyria nodded and said, “I believe… I believe in us! We can do it! We’ll save the, uh, world!”

Clawdia then told Eliza, “Remember what your grandpa taught you. He left you with a secret weapon all this time that—”

“Pause,” Eliza said. “My gramps was an insufferable old fool of a bastard. Can you make it my grandma instead?”

Clawdia nodded and repeated, “Remember what your grandma taught you. She left you with the secret weapon to defeat Yamato all those years ago, knowing you would one day be destined to do this.”

“Heh, guess that old lady’s teachings weren’t for nothing after all.” Then she looked at Valkyria. “Ready, partner?”

“I’m ready!” Valkyria answered.

With that, Valkyria and Eliza turned to face Yamato once more while Window said, “I’m not following this plot at all.”

“Same,” I answered.

“Also, isn’t this chapter literally leaving off at the same spot as the last one? Isn’t this like the definition of a filler chapter? We literally ended at starting the battle… and now we’re ending at starting the battle again so that half the chapter could be dedicated to Clawdia rambling about mechas.”

“Probably, but I fail to see the problem with giving one of my wives more attention.”

“… cute. Good boy.”

“Woof.”


Chapter Nineteen

No more distractions.

No more new wives being introduced out of nowhere.

No more going into detail regarding the things that I was doing with my wives while there was a battle going on, instead leaving that to the imagination.

It was time to focus on the fight or else I was going to get accused of creating “filler” again.

Eliza and Valkyria with a couple of old war guns featuring bayonets.

Yamato, standing aboard herself with massive battleship cannons at her command and a katana longer than she was tall.

Eliza and Valkyria didn’t need to say anything to each other once the battle began. All it took was one look at each other and they knew what the other was thinking. It probably didn’t even take that look, really. They were soldiers who fought at each other’s side through thick and thin. In a war far more serious than any of our battles, they survived and thrived together.

But Yamato was a participant of that same war.

Valkyria charged forward first, leading the way as Yamato’s cannons fired at her. Those explosions should have been enough to tear anything caught in the blast to shreds, but Valkyria ran through unharmed with nothing to show for it aside from some slightly torn clothes.

But with just how large Yamato’s deck was, there was plenty of ground for Valkyria to cover before she could reach her, so she took shots at Yamato with her rifle as she charged.

Yamato effortlessly sliced the bullets out of the air with her katana. “Is that all a weapon of the West is capable of?” she asked, a smug smile curling her lips. “I expected a fight with a veteran, not the roleplay of a child.”

Mocking words, but Valkyria smiled in reply nonetheless. “It would be an insult to my engineers if I had to bring my all against you!”

The smile of Yamato went from smug to annoyed as a vein popped in her forehead. “Is that so? Then clearly, I should not hold back!”

“That’s right,” Eliza said, her voice coming from directly behind Yamato which caused her eyes to widen in shock. “If you hold back, we’ll kick your ass even harder than we did the first time.” Her words were followed up by a spinning kick directly into the side of Yamato’s head.

While Yamato went sliding across the deck, Valkyria took a few more shots at her which forced her to defend using her katana again, and that defense distracted her from being able to protect against Eliza’s own shots.

The bullets didn’t actually penetrate or anything to cause bloody wounds, but a couple still slammed into Yamato’s shoulder to deal enough damage that she could barely hold her oversized katana anymore.

“I will not sink again!” Yamato shouted. “For decades, I was imprisoned by that crushing darkness! The hopes—the dreams… the despair of my crew. I will not disappoint them again!”

“Hey,” I said to Window. “Don’t you think this is getting a bit… intense? Real?”

Window shrugged. “You know that stereotype about how guys have to beat each other up sometimes to get over their issues and ultimately become even better friends afterwards? It’s like that. This kind of thing is like therapy for war machines turned waifus.”

“Is that really how it works?”

Window shrugged.

Hearing Yamato’s words, both Eliza and Valkyria looked different. Less… aggressive. More empathetic. Almost like they pitied her instead of wanting to battle her.

And that pity only pissed Yamato off even more. “Spare me your pity! The battlefield is no place for—”

Valkyria, now with her tank-themed armor and barrel strapped to her arm, appeared in front of Yamato with the tip of her barrel pressed against her abdomen. “Your crew doesn’t deserve that insult.”

Yamato looked confused, but not for long as Valkyria sent her flying backward after firing directly into her core.

There was no chance for the ship girl to recover from the attack before Eliza followed up with a punch into the side of her head. “And anyone who was disappointed in you didn’t deserve to be part of your crew!”

The force of Valkyria’s and Eliza’s attacks sent Yamato crashing into her deck with enough force to break it, a cloud of smoke obscuring her.

Then we heard her voice from within the smoke. “Again. Just like before. Am I… for nothing but show? Made a fool of by those so much smaller than me. Will I never have the chance to prove myself? Will I… will I sink once—”

With a snap of my fingers, I appeared next to Yamato and held my hand down to her. “Even if you’re our enemy, you’re still my wife, and I don’t want to see my wife sad.” Of course, I left a copy of myself behind for the whole petplay thing going on back there. “You’re not going to give up this easily, are you?”

Yamato looked up at me with sad eyes. “But… every time, I play the role of the grandiose fool, built for glory yet destined for failure.”

“Then if that’s your fate, all I have to do is sever it, right?”

“Destiny is not something so easily severed, for it would not be destiny otherwise.”

“One, I don’t believe in destiny. Two, even if destiny does exist, I’ll destroy it for daring to exist.”

“How could you—”

I snapped my fingers again, causing the red strings of fate to appear around Yamato’s body. “Like this,” I said before pulling out a pair of pruning shears to snip each string.

Eventually, there was only one string left, and it was the one connecting Yamato to me.

Was it truly destiny, or was it just a string that manifested as a representation of our current situation because I snapped my fingers?

I didn’t know.

But I did know that if anyone was going to be my wife, it was going to be because of their own will, not because some bullshit destiny forced them to like me.

That was why I snipped the string connecting us together, too.

Now, surrounded by severed strings of fate on the deck around her, Yamato looked up at me with eyes of awe and a speechless mouth. “Are you… a god?” she asked me.

“Even better,” I answered. “I’m me. More importantly, now that there’s nothing holding you back, who are you?”

Yamato closed her eyes, smiled, and then stood up and brandished her blade. “I am Yamato, former warship of—no, the past no longer matters. Only the future I carve for myself from here on out matters.”

“Good answer.”

“No more will I rely on unearned pride. No more will I be a slave to other’s ambitions. Now, I fight for myself and the future I desire.”

I snapped my fingers again, causing my PickAxe to appear in my hands.

“Oh? You wish to fight at my side?” Yamato asked.

“Well, it’s not fair if it’s one-versus-two, plus how else am I going to earn the right to be your husband?” I asked.

Yamato smiled with her head held high. “Please, as if the severing of fate could separate us.”

“That’s good. I’ll have to steal that and use it sometime.”

“Fufu, of course, my husband. Now, shall we show these relics of the past the strength of our unchained future?”

“I can’t promise I’ll be any good, but I’ll keep Eliza off you so that you can handle Valkyria.”

“Oi,” Eliza said. “You know that—ah, screw it. You better not think you stand a chance against me just because you’re my husband.”

I stretched and swung my PickAxe around a little. “I’m pretty sure every single one of my wives could kick my ass… other than Window, but that doesn’t mean I won’t put up a fight to try and make it fun for you.”

“Heh. Good attitude.”

Valkyria then sighed and said, “You are a confusing man, Drake.”

I shrugged. “You’ve gotta be confusing when you live in a world like this.” Then I looked at Yamato. “Ready?”

Yamato nodded and said, “So that the sun may rise on a new future, I will cut through all that stands in our way.”

With that, we went on the attack.

Yamato appeared in front of Valkyria in the blink of an eye with a quick slash that Valkyria wasn’t able to defend against in time, cutting apart her clothes over her abdomen and sending her flying back. Meanwhile, Eliza met me head on with a look of battle lust in her eyes.

Her rifle’s bayonet came swinging at me, so I blocked it with my PickAxe, but that left me with nothing to defend against her swinging up and kicking me in my side.

Her kick hurt, too. She might have liked using that tiny body only half as tall as me, but that didn’t take away any of her strength. If anything, she somehow felt like she had superhuman strength. Was she just that amazing? Was she so naturally powerful as a human that she could classify as superhuman, or was she somehow enhanced by the game-like world we lived in?

Well, considering that she was my wife, she was probably just naturally that amazing.

Even so.

I slid my PickAxe away from her bayonet and swung the edge of the axe side toward her neck.

Eliza didn’t bother moving. She didn’t try dodging, either. She stood still and let me swing right into her neck.

I didn’t stop, either. I swung with all my strength. It was enough that it should have been able to cleave her head clean off.

But of course, nothing bad like that would ever happen. All that happened was that it hit her neck and left a scratch.

“Heh. Good,” Eliza said. “Guess I owe you an apology.”

I raised an eyebrow at her. “Why would you owe an apology to your husband who just tried chopping your head off?”

“For worrying that you wouldn’t take this seriously and would chicken out on me. It’d have been an insult if you didn’t give me your best shot.”

“You kidding? I know I’ll get my ass beat even if I try my hardest, so there’s no way I’m taking things easy on you.”

Eliza grinned right before swiping my legs out from underneath me. “I’ll kiss every bruise I leave on you later, alright?”

I hit my head on the ground, but that didn’t stop me from replying with, “Then you better make sure I’m covered by the end of this.”

I was never going to beat the masochist accusations, but that was alright.

Eliza thrust her bayonet right down toward my heart, but I managed to roll away in time to only get my arm cut instead. Then I tried to sweep her legs, but she jumped out of the way, spun in the air, and took a shot at me instead.

Her bullet got me right on the side of my mouth.

“Tch, I was hoping I’d hit your lips,” Eliza said. “Stay still so I can shoot you everywhere I want to kiss, you got that?”

“How about you shoot me all over once you’ve actually defeated me?” I asked.

“And here I was going to try and minimize hurting you, but I guess you really are a masochist.”

“I’ll be whatever it takes to have my wife kiss me all over.”

Meanwhile, Valkyria and Yamato engaged in a pretty epic clash of metal against metal. Valkyria’s barrel versus Yamato’s katana. Each one of them was looking pretty bruised up, but Valkyria actually looked to be in the worse state. Her armor was even beginning to fall apart, and her barrel had a couple of deep cuts in it.

“Let this not be a continuation of past conflicts,” Yamato said. “Our countries no longer matter. What matters is who we are in this moment and what we are fighting for. Tell me, for what do you fight for?”

Valkyria blinked a couple of times before saying, “Because… I thought it would be fun?”

“Fufu, a worthy cause in this place, but one that is incomparable to my new will. We should duel again in the future when I am ready to battle for the sake of fun on its own. But until then,” Yamato paused to bring all her turrets around to aim at Valkyria, “allow me to assert my new desire as reality.”

Valkyria gulped and aimed her single barrel toward Yamato’s turrets. “I will look forward to our rematch.”

I could tell from Valkyria’s voice that she knew who was going to win.

To be fair, it was never really fair. A tank against a battleship. Not only that, but while Valkyria was fighting for fun, Yamato was fighting to prove something to herself.

Valkyria and Yamato fired their cannons at the same time.

As for me, I was more or less on the constant defensive against Eliza. She was faster and stronger than me with real experience to back her up. I already had multiple bruises across my body from her hitting me with her bayonet and shooting me, and that wasn’t even counting all the bruises from her kicking and punching me.

I was going to be covered in black and blue marks before the battle was over. Not that I’d complain about that.

But I did have one secret technique.

“It’s obvious you’re winning this, but I bet I can get in an attack you’re not expecting,” I said.

“That so? Heh, then prove it!” Eliza replied, charging at me with her bayonet.

I didn’t bother trying to dodge this time. Instead, I let her stab the bayonet’s blade into me, knowing it would instantly heal as soon as I wanted it to, and grabbed onto her by her hair to roughly pull her head close enough for me to bend over and press my lips against her own.

That was the plan, anyways. Instead, she smirked and headbutted my jaw, knocking me over onto my back with my legs between hers as she stood over me.

“Come on, lover boy,” Eliza said. “You think I wouldn’t see through something like that? Of course I’d expect something smooth like—”

I spread my legs in an instant to force hers open, causing her to fall down onto me from a sudden lack of support. And once she was on me, it was easy for me to roll over to pin her down underneath me with one leg staying between her legs while my hands pinned down her wrists.

Eliza whistled and smirked. “Guess you’ve got some surprises in you after all. Now, going to take your prize before I put you in your place?”

I kissed her lips to take my prize. “Feel free to be gentle putting me in my place. My whole body actually hurts pretty bad right now.”

“I’ll see what I can do.” With that, Eliza reversed the pin with ease, forcing me onto my back as she straddled my chest, and took her bayonet off from her rifle to hold like a dagger against my neck as she leaned her face over mine all in one motion. “Gentle enough for you?”

“I never thought having a girl hold a knife against my throat would be so arousing before.”

“Sounds like a you issue. I’ve fantasized about doing this plenty of times before.”

Unfortunately for Eliza, I wasn’t the only one with a blade against my throat.

The smoke off to the side cleared and revealed a defeated and battered Valkyria. As for Yamato, she was the one standing next to Eliza with her katana against the latter’s neck.

“Well, I know when I’m beat,” Eliza said. “Plus I’m too in the mood to fight when I’ve got my real prize below me already.” She let go of the bayonet which was more disappointing than I thought it would be.

Yamato then sheathed her blade and… smiled a genuine smile. “Thank you. Though it was short, this has been a battle that I can truly feel proud of. A battle fought of my own desire, free from the chains of others.”

“Glad you had fun. Though, I wasn’t expecting things to turn out this way.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I mean, before lover boy here intervened, me and Val were planning on comforting you and helping you move past that stuff… but then he riled you right back up.”

Valkyria came over and sighed before saying, “I wanted to give you a hug and tell you that everything was okay now, and that you would never sink or feel alone again.”

Yamato blushed a bit and turned away, her fluffy tails swishing behind her. “I—I did not need such comforting words… but thank you. Rather, I am glad to have been given a chance to prove myself in battle for once. That—that being said… it would be dishonorable for me to reject your offer of comfort, so… perhaps in the future, you may tell me that which you were unable to today.”

Eliza chuckled and got off my chest. “Heh. Us oldies have gotta stick together, so you can bet on that. Anyways, what now? We lost.”

“I—I am unsure. It is true that your side has been defeated… but Drake joined me in battle against you… so does that mean he still won despite starting the conflict opposing us?”

With a sore arm, I held up a thumbs-up. “It’s my thing to never win these battles the proper way at this point, so why not win by joining the enemy team? I can’t lose if I’m on the winning side, and if I can’t lose, that means I win.”

Window was going to be annoyed, but that was okay. I could always make it up to her by doing… pretty much anything.

The important thing was that I won.

And that meant my new fluff wives were officially mine.

“Also,” I said, “before I get all my bruises kissed… I’d appreciate an ice pack. A couple dozen of them, actually.”

Eliza was small, but she was seriously strong.

And sure, I could have always snapped the pain away, but I was selfish. I wanted my wives to take care of me every now and then.

So that meant it was time to whine and suffer being in pain for the sake of getting my wives to take care of me.

Victory after victory.


Chapter Twenty

“… this is so stupid,” Window said, sighing with crossed arms under her breasts—pushing them up in a pretty nice sight—as she looked at me getting a lap pillow and massage by my new fluffwives. And because I made sure to put emphasis on her breasts, Window blushed and said, “Hmph. At least you’re properly describing me in narration to make me sound as incredible and naturally sexy as I am.”

As for me, I was back inside my new fluffwife’s shrine with my head resting against her thighs, her breasts hanging down against my forehead, while Yamato massaged my arms and legs. I might have gotten my ass kicked, but it was worth it to be treated like a king.

“You can’t just… switch sides to help the enemy win, then claim it as your own victory!” Window complained.

“Then how did I do it?” I asked.

“You didn’t! You cheated! It’s not canon!”

“Too late.”

“It’s not too late!”

“Then why I am in this position right now?”

“Because you—!”

“Please, Mistress Window,” Yamato said. “My captain needs his rest.”

“… your captain?” Window asked. “Wait, did you call me mistress? That… kind of had a nice ring to it. Heh.”

“You are one of my husband’s lovers, so it is only natural to call you his mistress, is it not?”

“That’s not quite how things work around here… but you can be corrected on that matter later. For now, I need to find a whip and some black boots…”

“Ara, ara,” my new fluffwife queen said. “What an entertaining group we will be joining.”

“Hold on,” Window said, narrowing her eyes at my fluffwife queen. “Drake isn’t narrating you with a name. Does he still not know your name?”

“Hm? Oh, I suppose I have not gotten around to sharing it with him. I meant to introduce myself during the battle when it was my turn, but the matter was resolved before then.”

Window sighed and slouched her shoulders. “Of course this man doesn’t even know the name of the woman putting her boobs all over his face, yet he considers her his wife because she’s fluffy.”

Yamato nodded with a proud, almost smug expression. “My captain is a very wise man. He does not need to know the name of those he takes as his wives, for he is capable of seeing through the material to know the soul, and to know one’s soul is more important than knowing one’s name.”

“Oh, no you do not. You are not going to inflate his ego even more with this kind of ego-stroking nonsense! Look at him! Look at that face! Do you see how smug he looks right now?! That’s the face of a man trying his best not to laugh and rub it in my face!”

“This is yet more proof of his boundless wisdom. He does not even need to speak, yet he knows how to get the reaction he wants out of you. You perform all the work of the fool on your own.”

A vein popped in Window’s forehead and she looked like she was about to laugh, but not because something was funny.

“Please, Window,” my unnamed fluffwife, who I definitely appreciated for her soul that I absolutely saw through the material realm, said. “My lord needs his rest.”

“Your lord?!” Window shouted. “That’s the most ego-inflating name yet! And what kind of woman would ever call her man her ‘lord?!’ Also, he was totally just mocking us in the narration! He hasn’t seen your soul at all! He can’t see anything with your boobs in the way like that!”

“Breasts are no obstacle for my captain,” Yamato said. “For even when they are as mountains, his peerless vision sees through all.”

“M-mountains?” my unnamed fluffwife asked. “They are… not that large, are they?”

Window looked at my unnamed fluffwife with a straight face and asked, “Have you ever looked down? Or even looked at the cover for this volume? You’re officially the most stacked out of all of us. You even beat upgraded Delphi and Claire.” Window looked down and groped herself. “Even I’m small compared to you…”

“You might be small,” I said, “but—”

“Don’t finally speak up just to agree with me about something that stupid!”

“Sniff. So mean. I need even more comforting now.”

Yamato was quick to get into action. “Of course, captain! Please, where do you require the most comfort? I will do my best to assist you!”

“Don’t!” Window shouted. “Look at that perverted grin! Hey, don’t you dare start frowning just because she’s looking now!”

“It is cruel to accuse him of such trickery when he has done nothing to deserve such accusations.”

“… he’s done nothing to deserve such accusations?! You—I—oh my dear Drake—I mean, oh my dear god, I am going to… would you stop grinning at me?”

“But I’m your god,” I answered. “Is a god not allowed to smile at his follower?”

“I hate you. I hate you. I hate you.”

“I love you too, Window.”

“… jerk. Ugh, and you were already insufferable before having two new beauties who spoil you and treat you like royalty… and you look so happy… do you really prefer being treated so nicely? If so… then—”

I snapped my fingers to appear behind Window and immediately wrapped my arms around her waist before kissing the back of her head. “If you ever stop bullying me and degrading me and complaining about everything I do, I’m going to fall so deep into depression that not even the fluffiest fluff in the entire universe could make me feel better, so don’t you dare change anything.”

Window smiled and wiggled around within my arms before playfully stepping on my foot. “O-obviously. I know what you like! I’m your wife, after all! And I know you’re… a big dumbie who will love me no matter how I treat you… and a stupid jerk who ruins plans all the time… and who loves to bully me so that it’ll be even funnier when I get to bully you back…” She then spun around in my arms, grabbed me by my hair to yank my head down, and pressed her lips against my own before slipping behind me and pushing me back toward my new fluffwives. “Screw planning battles. I’m going to start planning the ultimate pranks against you. You’re going to get so bullied by me that you’ll be begging me to stop!”

“I’ll be looking forward to it,” I replied.

“You better… jerk. Love you.” And then she poofed.

I cleared my throat after that. “Now then, where were we?” And got right back into the same position that I was in before.

Yamato answered by saying, “I believe we were in the middle of purposely teasing Window as per the plan you whispered to us between chapters. Did we perform our roles well, Captain?”

“You did, good job. Feel free to not drop the act of stroking my ego, though.”

“Of course! Though it was an act of exaggeration, the emotion behind my words remained true. I will remain serving at your side, and should we ever sink, we shall sink together.”

“Nobody’s sinking, so don’t worry about that. That being said…” I looked up, but all I could see was darkness since my unnamed fluffwife’s breasts were covering up my eyes. “I really do need to learn your name.”

My unnamed fluffwife said, “Gladly. My name is—”

She then told me the longest, most Japanese sounding name that I ever heard… and it just kept going on, and on, and on, and I had no idea how to pronounce nor spell any of it.

“—and now you know my name.”

“Do you have any… nicknames?” I asked.

“Locals have called me ‘Kitsune’ before.”

“Can I call you that?”

“If it will be easier than my full name, you may call me what you wish.”

“Thanks. I’m not used to names more than a few letters long anymore… and that felt like it would be a few paragraphs long.”

“No worries, my lord,” Kitsune said, teasing me with that title.

“I’m not going to ask you to stop that, either.”

“I did not dare dream of stopping. I rather like the way it rolls off the tongue. It reminds me of period romances as well. A goddess of the mountain and a lord of men, two lovers from different spheres, destined to be together. It is very romantic.”

“It is, but I don’t need destiny to make you my wife. I just need to join your side and help you defeat my other wives.”

“That is certainly one way of accomplishing matters.”

That being said, I forced myself to get up and then sat down on my knees across from them just like how they were sitting.

“Is something the matter?” Kitsune asked while Yamato looked at me with a concerned expression.

“Window will scold me if I don’t do some quick narration here. Give me a minute.”

So.

Kitsune and Yamato.

Kitsune, the goddess of some Japanese mountain, was a tall and beautiful woman with slightly darker skin, white hair, and… huge… massive… fluffy tails and ears that matched the color of her hair. She also wore a red ribbon around her neck with a bell, and had a fluffy, white and red kimono on… that did basically nothing to cover up her breasts. To be fair, with just how big they were, probably nothing was going to cover them up. It was honestly a miracle that her nipples weren’t showing somehow.

And somewhere, I felt… a sense of worry. It was weird. Like it wasn’t even my own emotion. It was the worry of… the cover not being accepted when publishing for being too revealing and getting in trouble.

Well, I had no idea what that was about and it wasn’t my problem, so I didn’t care.

Then there was Yamato. She was, in quite a few ways, the total opposite of Kitsune. She was short, flat, more covered up, and had dark hair instead of white hair. However, her tails and ears were almost as big, and were definitely just as fluffy. Then her clothes were like the battleship, kimono version of what Valkyria wore.

They had pretty similar personalities, but each with a hint of distinction. Both proper, feminine women with a sultry side, but Kitsune was more refined with a sort of powerful goddess aura going on while Yamato had a bit of an edgy fighter side to her. While Kitsune would be the mage type to annihilate her foes before giving them a chance to speak while drinking a cup of tea, Yamato was the duelist type who would want to get a fun battle out of it first.

Huh. Narrating my wives by comparing them to RPG types was pretty useful.

I’d have to remember to make such comparisons in the future to make things easier for myself.

“Alright, that should be good enough for now,” I said. Both of them were blushing a bit by the time I was done. “What’s wrong?”

“You were… staying at our chests so intensely,” Kitsune said.

Yamato nodded then added on, “And our tails.”

I blushed and looked away while scratching my cheek. “I… I can’t help it. I had to do it for the sake of narration… and your tails are just… so fluffy.”

Hearing that, Kitsune smiled and wiggled a beckoning finger at Yamato, prompting the latter to come close enough for something to be whispered.

The two women then smiled and nodded at each other before turning their backs to each other and interlocking their tails while resting them against the ground. Then, in unison, they patted their tails and said, “Please, rest—”

“—my lord.”

“—my captain.”

I clapped my hands together, held them in front of my mouth, and whispered, “Thank you, me.”

I then walked over to the tails.

Turned my back to them.

And fell backward, allowing their tails to catch me and then gently lower me down to serve as my bed.

It was like I was resting on a bed of clouds.

I didn’t know whether to cry, cheer, orgasm, or all three at once.

All I knew was that there was literally no better way to end the mountain battle arc than to go to sleep atop a bed of interlocked, fluffy tails.


Chapter Twenty-One

But while it might have been the end of an arc, it wasn’t the end of everything.

After leaving the mountain, Vala rather suddenly told me that it was time to start wrapping the volume up, so she wanted to go and talk to me in private in one of the fields by the house. She knew I liked to just chill in the grass surrounded by flowers and look up at the sky, so that was what we did.

“So, what’s this about?” I asked, obviously not really knowing what was going on like usual.

“The next volume! That last chapter was a good enough stopping point for this volume, so it’s time to look toward the future!” Vala answered.

“I see.”

“Yep! So, let’s make a list of everything to do in the next volume! It’s our tenth anniversary volume, after all!”

“I guess it is.”

“Woah, you’re actually acknowledging which volume it is?”

“I’m just going along with whatever you say even if it makes no sense to me.”

“You really are the best husbando a girl could ever ask for. Ah… too bad for all the other girls in the universe who don’t get to experience having a husbando who blindly agrees with everything they say to keep them happy.”

“I wouldn’t do this just because you’re my wife. I do it because you’re you. I want to make you happy.”

Vala grinned before kissing my face a few times in different spots. “Hehehe. Best hecking husbando ever. Oh, that gives me an idea! The perfect way to end the next volume! A proper marriage ceremony with all of us! And we all get to wear cute bridal gowns and stuff!”

“I’m pretty sure Lavi and Claire would rather wear tuxedos.”

“Hot. I’m down.”

“Maybe Eliza, too.”

“Ooh, I could see that. I wonder if she’ll be in her tall or short form for the marriage. Hmm. I’d say tall for a gown, short for tuxedo.”

“Make sense. So, at the end of next volume, you’ll all be upgraded into being super wives instead of just wives.”

“Hehe, yep! And you’ll be upgraded to be a super husbando!”

“In the words of my soon-to-be super wife, Vala, that’s pretty epic.”

Vala giggled and kissed me some more. “You’re too cute. What else should happen next volume? Oh! A solo date chapter with each of us!”

“A solo date chapter?”

“Yeah! To make sure everyone gets an equal amount of attention, each of us waifus will get to have a dedicated chapter to a one-on-one date with you!”

“I can manage that, but what about chapters for each other? I mean, them with each other?”

“Ooh, true, true. Who doesn’t want to see a couple of cute girls go on a date together, too? And it would be a good opportunity to show off new dynamics between us wives who usually don’t show up much together. Hmm. We’ll have to let the readers make suggestions online and in the reviews for this volume saying which couples they would like to see go on a date together. Like if someone leaves a review saying, ‘Wow, this story is the best hecking story ever! 5 stars! Also, I really want to see Delphi and Valkyria go on a date together!’ or something like that.”

I nodded along with everything she said despite still not fully understanding it. “So, a mega wedding, solo dates, and some unique dates between our wives. What else?”

“Oh, well, obviously, we also have to turn everyone else who has been waiting to become a waifu into a waifu. Well… maybe not everyone, but all the ones who have been waiting a long time! Like the cow! And slime! Bee! Oh, and the ram and The Fluff! Which would also mean solo dates with them and then couple dates featuring them.”

“This is starting to sound like a lot.”

“I guess it’s just going to have to be an extra big volume! At least it should be super easy to write when there’s a clear plan for everything that’s going to happen. Oh, what about Postia?”

“What about her?”

Vala tilted her head. “You know. She’s a mailbox. Does she want a human body?”

“I already consider her a wife even without one, but I’ll ask her.”

“Wow, Drake. How bold. Even turning mailboxes into your wives.”

I placed a hand on Vala’s shoulder and said, “If you were a man… you would understand.”

Vala blinked a couple of times. “What’s that mean?”

“She is… extremely capable of handling… packages.”

“Ooh. Hehe. Lewd. But back to planning! I guess we can leave the star you planted for the future.”

“She’s actually about to bloom soon, so we’ll include her, too.”

“Okay, maybe this next volume really is going to be extra extra long then… I think the only other waifu then who has been hinted at but hasn’t been fully introduced is the RNGesus nun girl, but she’s never even showed up and was only hinted at like one or two times way earlier, so it’s probably okay to wait longer for—”

“I want a nun wife.”

“Drake, but think of the word count!”

“Vala, think of me and my new godlike powers wanting to corrupt a nun of another faith to make her worship me instead.”

“Who are you?! A hentai protagonist?!”

“Hey, this is your fault.”

“What do you mean it’s my fault?!”

She must have forgotten with her old age. “Remember when you sent me hentai of a nun getting corrupted into worshipping a guy instead of her god?”

“Wait… that does… sound vaguely familiar…”

“You planted the seed for my subconscious desire to have a god complex back then. Probably.”

“Wait… wait, wait! You can’t say stuff like this out loud!”

“What? Why?”

“Because I sent that when—wait! Never mind, if nobody else realizes how problematic this is, then it’s okay. Please, nobody else realize how problematic this is, I don’t need the intergalactic FBI knocking on my door…”

“You’re never beating the accusations, Vala.”

“But it’s not fair! Even if I have the age and body of a dragon even older than this entire planet, I still only have the mind and soul of a cute, young waifu! Age—age shouldn’t matter! It doesn’t matter if you’ve only lived for less than .00000000001% of my lifetime! You’re—you’re more mature and dominant than me anyways! So if anything, you’re the one who groomed me! Yeah! You groomed me! You groomed an ancient dragon into being your waifu! I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“You realize you’re only making yourself sound worse and worse, right?”

Vala hung her head low and whimpered. “Can we… can we please delete this entire page so I don’t get canceled?”

“Nope. But don’t worry, if the FBI come for you, I’ll snap them out of existence.”

“Thanks… I guess…”

“So, we’ll make sure the nun gets to become my wife as well, and then my super wife. Then there’s the problem of the others.”

“The… others? Wait… have I lost track of how many wives we have?”

“Mariet’s body, Clawdia’s mech, and Lavi’s arm. I mean, they’re already my wives like Postia is, but I don’t know if they want regular human bodies or not.”

Vala looked straight forward for a few moments before asking, “But Mariet’s body is already… a body, so doesn’t she already have one?”

“… huh. You’re right. But she doesn’t have her own head.”

“But then if she gets her own head, wouldn’t Mariet have to grow a new body, so then you basically have two Mariet’s… but then if the heads and bodies get detached again, then you would have four waifus, and then they’d have to get their own heads and bodies… she could become like an infinitely regenerating zombie waifu harem all on her own. The more she gets split up, the more different waifus she regrows as. You could get thousands of zombie waifus before you know it, and then she’d be stealing Nano’s thing. Then again, there’s totes a difference between a mechanical hivemind and an organic hivemind… wait, but Mariet and her body aren’t a hivemind.”

“… what?”

“Oh, come on! You totally accept me talking about plans for chapters in our tenth anniversary volume, but you don’t just nod along and agree when I say things like that?!”

“Because that was extra nonsensical from you.”

Vala pouted and gently smacked her fists against me a couple of times like a child throwing a temper tantrum without—

“Yes! Good!” Vala shouted. “Refer to me as a child! Then it’s obvious you’re the one who groomed me instead of the other way around! I’m innocent!” I reached up and flicked her forehead. In response, she dramatically flopped onto the ground before her. “Oof.”

To rephrase, she smacked her fists against me a couple of times like an ancient, far-older-than-me dragon without any intent of actually hurting me.

“It’s so over…”

… but it was okay, because she had the spirit and mind of a girl who was actually younger than me by a legal and ethical degree.

“We’re so back!”

“Anyways,” I said. “We’ll find out what they want next volume, I guess. I actually don’t know if they even want to be on the same level as the rest of our wives. I think they’re content with their current situation, since they’re basically sidekicks to our wives already anyways. Almost always there whenever the one they belong to is there.”

Vala nodded along. “Mhm, mhm! Plus we really should consider the word count… this volume already took too long to finish and the next volume is probably going to be two to three times this size. The solo date chapters alone will be long enough to equal this entire volume…. Okay! What else? Is there anything you’ve really been wanting to do?”

“Hm. Well, if we’re going to take a break from battles, then maybe… see what the rest of the world is like? I know it’s been referenced that there’s a… training academy or something to see if people are eligible to become my wives, so I’m interested in seeing those.”

“Oh, totally! We can go visit Hubbyopolis!”

“… Hubbyopolis?”

“Yeh. It’s the huge city where everyone comes from and where the training academy is. The dog sisters, Clawdia, Claire, Honey—they’re all from there and graduated top of their classes in their waifu eligibility courses!”

“… yeah, we’re definitely seeing whatever is going on over there.”

“It’ll be a historic event for Hubbyopolis! Even if more than ninety-nine percent of potential waifus washed out and ended up hooking up with each other instead of you, you’re still a huge celebrity there!”

“What do you mean by… washed out?”

“Oh, you’ll see when we get there.”

“… alright. Oh, I should have solo chapters with the kids as well. And maybe a group outing with all of them.”

Vala’s eyes went wide with that idea. “Oh! Perfect idea! Kids need love, too!”

“… are you sure you want to say that after the previous discourse?”

“I hate you. I’m sorry, that was a lie, I love you…”

“You couldn’t even last a few seconds.”

“I love you too much and just saying it for even one second made my heart feel bad…”

I grabbed her by her chin and kissed her lips. “Does your heart feel better now?”

“Hehe, all bet—I mean… almost all better! I think it might need another kiss.”

“In that case, wouldn’t it be better if I do this?” With that, I grabbed onto the top of her oversized shirt, pulled it down enough to expose her chest without fully exposing her breasts, and placed a kiss right over where her heart would be. “Get better soon, heart. I’m not done making you love me yet,” I whispered.

There was no response from Vala and I found out why once I looked up at her face.

She was pure red with wide, happy eyes and a nervous smile that was extremely cute.

“You okay?” I asked her.

No response. She didn’t even blink.

“Vala.”

Still nothing.

“Vaaaaallllllaaaaaaaaa.”

And again, nothing.

That gave me an idea.

She liked the whole concept of me using her whenever she was distracted or asleep or otherwise unable or unwilling to stop me. That was why I whispered, “If you don’t say something, then I’m going to push you down and—”

“OKAY OKAY OKAY HBGSFDHFRESDHRTESDH BGTRESDH GTBRESDHGBRTEWD HGRTEFSDGHRFWESD RGSDAVERBAL SPAM IM’G DOHROYOSREYORSORORYROSRRORYYR SORRY TOO MUCH TOO MUCH TO HANDLE TOO PERFECT I WAS GOING 404 BRAIN NOT FOUND FROM OVERWHELMING HOTNESS AND PERFECTION SFGNGFSDFNGFDSNJG RSEDJGNSDGSD ILOVELOVELOVELOVEOVLOVELOVE YOU.”

“… how did you make any of those sounds just now?”

“I DON’T EVENKONGEONKWOWKNDON’T KNOW.”

“All I did was kiss your boob.”

“YOU KISSED MY BOOB AND WHISPEREID OEFRPWHISPSERED TO MY HEART!”

“Is that… really that amazing?”

“IS THAT LREALLY THAT AMAIZNNGIH HE ASKS AS IF HERTHWERTUHA THAT WASN’T ONE OF THE HOTTEST THINGS EVER ERHGWETRHGRESDGHREWSDWGHREWSGHEWRDS HOW ARE YOU NOT EVEN AWARE OF YOUR OWN AMAZINGNESS MY HEART TOOK CRITICAL DAMAGE FROM THAT AND NOW MY DIALOGUE IS STUCK IN CAPS LOCK BECAUSE OF YOU!”

“Alright, there’s only one thing to do then.”

I snapped my fingers and teleported us to the bedroom.

An undisclosed, but very significant amount of time later, Vala and I were in bed next to each other under the blankets with her curled up next to my side. “Finally calm?” I asked.

Vala, still blushing a bit, nodded and answered, “At some point… you must have found the button in me that reset my dialogue and thrust against it… so at least I can talk normally again now.”

“Good, because I had no idea what you were saying.”

“So… you figured that the way to fix me was to frick me until I stopped being broken?”

“Did you just say frick?”

“This is… a wholesome, family friendly, Christian story… you can’t say bad wor—”

“Want me to fuck you again?”

Vala covered her face up with the blanket and shook her head. “My body… can’t handle even more yet. And we’re still not done talking about next volume…”

“Alright. So, turning everyone not into a wife yet who wants to be a normal wife into a wife, solo dates, wives dating each other, solo children outings, group children outing—I guess we should include a group wife date then with everyone. Visiting Hubbyopolis, then a grand wedding ceremony to upgrade all my wives into super wives.”

“Our author is going to hate us… that’s like three volumes worth of content right there for our tenth anniversary…”

“I don’t know who this supposed author is, but they’ll just have to actually write more and not be lazy it sounds like.”

“True. Really, it’s a skill issue if it takes any longer than normal to write all that.”

“Exactly.”

“Oh! What about a Q&A chapter? We can let the readers ask specific questions to anyone, as long as they’re appropriate, and then we can answer them! I—I don’t know if anyone would actually be interested in doing that, but if anyone leaves a question for a specific one of us in the comments or reviews, then we can answer it!”

“So, you want them to have suggestions for dates between wives and to ask questions?”

“Yeh.”

“Sounds like the ideas for stretching out the length are just being outsourced.”

“Don’t… don’t worry about that. This is totally reader fanservice, not outsourcing creative ideas!”

“So, everything previously stated plus a questions-and-answers segment. We can probably go check on how everyone from the previous kingdoms is doing, too. I mean, they all keep moving into that cat village, and it’s getting pretty big now.”

Vala nodded. “I heard they opened up a movie theater over there recently, and the first movie they played was an alternate universe story where they actually beat you up instead of getting harassed and defeated by you.”

“How’d it do?”

“It bombed because they’re all tsunderes who just act like they don’t like you but actually are happy you beat them.”

“Figured.”

“I guess we could also check on the general state of the universe after everything Love-chan has been doing. I… I’m kind of scared of looking… but she’s my daughter and this is because of me, so…”

“I’ll be with you, and I won’t let anything happen to you.”

Vala smiled a bit and nuzzled up closer to me. “Best. Husbando.”

“Best. Wife.”

“Hmph… say waifu.”

I sighed and said, “Best. Waifu.”

“Hehe. Better. Oh! And we can have like… a look back at everything. Not like a summary, but just… you know, looking back at everything we’ve done together. Reminisce over old memories and stuff.”

“I like that idea.”

“Mhm! And then of course, at the very end, we can tease everything coming next! Or actually, we could stop with the wedding, so that the tenth volume can feel like a finale. Ooh… I like that. Then if we make the tenth volume the ‘last’ volume, we can say that this story has officially been finished which makes it superior to stories that get dropped or left unfinished, and then we’ll continue on anyways for as long as we want! So the next volume can be the last volume, then we’ll have an infinite number of epilogues after it!”

“Does it really work that way?”

“Well, I mean, we’re a series that doesn’t really have a set plot or anything, so we can literally do whatever we want and any volume can be the last one. But if we officially give ourselves a finale, then we can point at that and be like, ‘hehe, look, we’re officially a complete series!’ even though we’d actually still have way more to come.”

“Sounds like false advertising.”

“Hmm. You might be right. Well, okay. We won’t call it the last volume or anything like that, but we’ll give it the satisfying feeling of being one!... before continuing anyways.”

“Fair enough.”

“Our author better live forever so that we can continue having new volumes together for the rest of time. And if he doesn’t live forever, he better find someone who can take over for him.”

“We’ll be together for the rest of time no matter what happens. I’ll make sure of that.”

“You’re going to make my brain go 404 again when you say things like that. Hehe. We’re never allowed to end. We’ll find new, silly things to do for the rest of life no matter how many volumes come out. And even if we by some crazy chance run out of new ideas… it’ll have been so long that we can just recycle old ones without people remembering. Mwahaha.”

“You’re going to make my own heart and brain go 404 when you talk about being together forever like that.”

“Ooh… hehe. Hehehe. I know what us waifus can do next volume. We’re going to try our best to make you go 404! You always make us break, so it’ll be our turn to make you break! Well… make you break with something other than fluff.”

I shot up and looked around. “Fluff? Where?”

“Down, boy, there’s no fluff.”

“But… you said fluff. Why… why would you say there’s fluff if there isn’t any fluff…?”

“You sound like the saddest thing ever oh my gosh I am so sorry please forgive me, I’ll get you some fluff next volume, okay?”

“Promise?”

Vala nodded before sliding up the bed some more to hug the side of my head against her breasts. “I promise. You’ll get all the fluff in the world.”

“All of it?”

“Mhm, all of it.”

“You know, it’s pretty suspicious to promise something like that to a man acting like a child after earlier discourse. No wonder you made me your prey when I act like this.”

“HTGFDSHBTGFSDHTRS I HATE YOU I LOVE YOU I’M SORRY BUT I HATE YOU I LOVEYOU.”

I pulled her down so that her face was next to my head instead, allowing me to kiss her on her lips. “Don’t worry, I’ll stop teasing you like that before it becomes too much of a dead horse.”

“Hmph… meanie…”

“Besides, just look at my name. I’m Drake Hunter. I’m the one who goes on the hunt for dragons, making you my prey. I knew you were secretly a dragon all along, and I purposely trapped you, and I also definitely lied about my age to appear younger than I was to make you lower your guard back when we played games together. Little did you know that I was a fully mature, legal adult all along who was laying a trap for you.”

“… that still makes me sound horrible, because it makes it sound like that show where they purposely trap predators…”

“I guess there really is no winning when the age gap is that big. Well, let this be a lesson to anyone who is interested in someone suspiciously younger than themselves.”

“You say that, but you’re in a relationship where a growing amount of your wives are decades if not at least centuries older than you.”

“But that’s okay because I’m on the hunt for them instead of letting them hunt me. I guess you could say that I’ve evolved from the dragon hunter job to the cougar hunter job.”

“Hmph, cougars are weaker than dragons, so it’s totally a downgrade.”

“That’s what you get upset about?”

Vala sighed. “My reputation is over.”

I sighed and stroked the back of her head while holding her against me. “Don’t forget, you brought me here because you wanted to play ‘vidya’ with me, not because you had any other intentions. Besides, the only reason you ever sent me that hentai was because you meant to show me something by copy-pasting and accidentally copied the wrong thing.”

“I know, but… wait. That was an accident?”

“Yeah, did you forget about that? I thought that was why you were being so overly dramatic, because you didn’t do anything wrong.”

“… seriously?”

I sighed and snapped my fingers, creating a video display of Vala’s own memories. How I did that, I had no idea, but I did.

There sat Vala, looking exactly like she did in current times, but with dark bags under her eyes, dirty clothes stained by the dust from mass-produced chips, with several empty boxes of pizza and bottles of pop around her. Her hair was also an absolutely disheveled mess.

“Hehe, look at me in peak gamer girl mode,” Vala said.

“That’s not something to be proud of,” I said.

Back to the memory, she was sitting on her chair with her legs pulled up against her chest and tucked under her shirt. She kind of looked like a turtle with only her feet, arms, and head sticking out.

The old Vala then giggled to herself and said, “Hehehe… he’s gonna love this meme.” She then hit ctrl+v on the keyboard and waited for a reply.

Younger me’s reply was, “i didn’t know you liked this stuff bro, lol, kinda weird to send but i’ll check it out.”

Old Vala’s face turned bright red as panic took over, her hands smashing against the keyboard in a hurry to say, “TRDSAHGRDSGRESD THAT WAS AGRESDAF SORRY DSOSORRY DON’T LOOK PLEASE DON’T OPEN THAT I’M SO SORRY IT WAS AN ACCIDENT PLEASE DON’T LOOK,” before hurrying up to delete the link, only to accidentally delete her own message instead before deleting the right thing.

My reply to that was, “lololol, too late, already opened.”

And that was when Old Vala said to herself, “It’s so over… I just… sent him hentai… I have to delete my accounts and pretend none of this ever happened. Maybe… maybe he’ll forget… and it’ll remove the proof of it ever happening…”

And then the memory ended.

It all clicked together when I heard what she said in the memory.

“Oh yeah,” Vala said. “That’s the real reason why I deleted all my accounts and ghosted you.”

I totally forgot that her accidentally sending me hentai happened the day before she ghosted me.

“So,” I said. “You’re telling me that the reason you ghosted me… was because when I was seventeen, only a few weeks away from turning eighteen, you accidentally sent me hentai as a genuine mistake.”

Vala nodded. “Well, yeah. It’s still wrong and illegal even if you were almost eighteen. Plus like every pro gamer girl gremlin at the time, I had crippling anxiety issues and my thoughts spiraled and I was worried my life was over. Ah, to be such a young, nervous girl again…”

“You realize that was only a few years ago out of your billions-of-years-long life, right?”

“I—I was basically a baby back then… wait! This kind of reveal for our backstory would have been perfect to include in the tenth anniversary volume! Instead we shot our load too early!”

I sighed and flicked her forehead again. “Blame yourself for getting all worked up over such an innocent mistake because you forgot a crucial detail of it. I wasn’t going to make you wait before relieving you of your worries.”

“Such a good husbando. And I’m sorry for ghosting you. I totally overreacted…”

“Don’t worry. All you did was give me years of worries wondering what happened to you, wondering if I did something wrong, feeling like I could never trust a person again to the point where I distanced myself from everyone and became known as the town’s biggest virgin, and—”

“I get it! I get it! I’m sorry! I fucked up!”

“Wow, Vala. This is a wholesome, family-friendly, Christian story, and here you are swearing.”

“Frick you…”

“But you didn’t let me finish. I was going to also say… then even though you did that, you still came back for me and gave me a better life than anything I ever could have hoped for. So, thank you, I forgive you, and I love you.”

Vala looked like she was about to cry, and then she did start crying once our lips came together.

Then she rolled over onto me and whispered, “Okay, now my body is ready to handle more. And after hearing all that and you being so you… I’m not going to let you rest until the next volume is out, okay?”

I smirked at her words and replied, “I accept your challenge, considering we both know I’ll tire you out before you can prove it.”

Vala then sat up on me, straddling my abdomen with nothing to cover her except her hair that conveniently hung down over her breasts so as to not reveal anything too private, and smiled before doing something that she never quite did in bed before.

Her wings, horns, and tail all grew larger as her body grew taller and thicker, scales sprouting up over some sections of her limbs while her fangs grew sharper and her eyes glowed.

She then opened up her mouth to let a long, serpentine tongue slither out from it before saying, “Don’t forget… I am a dragon, and I’m not limited to only going full dragon or cute girl. If I use something in-between like this… you’re still just a human.”

“I might just be a human, but don’t forget,” I said before grabbing onto her sides and pushing her over so that she was on bottom with me on top. “It doesn’t matter if you make yourself twice as big as me, or if you grow scales, and it definitely doesn’t matter how long you make your tongue. Hunting you is still my job.”

Vala, despite looking pretty sexy, dangerous, and mature at the moment… squeaked out a cute little, “Heck,” before covering up her face again and submitting.

“Gold star for trying, though.”

“The eleventh volume will be me in a training arc with Cami and Mariet so that I can win for once…”

“I’ll look forward to hunting you no matter how hard you train.”

She wrapped her legs around me in response to hearing that, pulling me closer to her.

It was kind of intimidating having such large, muscular legs wrap around me, but I maintained my composure.

Tall, powerful, monstrous Vala was pretty hot. That meant I had to do my best to “slay” her, and if she wasn’t going to be able to control me until the next volume, then I was just going to have to hunt her until then.


Afterword

And here we are! Sorry for this volume taking so long. If you’re curious about why, and to explain the reason for the second chapter being heavier than usual out of nowhere, that’s because we had to put down my first dog, and who I’ve had for 14 years, right after starting work on this volume. That left me in a pretty bad place mentally for a few months there. Then, right as things were getting better… we had to put down our other dog, Mandy.

They were both old girls who lived long lives. I’m not really religious aside from having some passing interest in paganism, so I figured if nowhere exists for my dogs to go, then I’ll give them somewhere to go. And it can be a place for everyone else’s pets to go, too.

Anyways, then I was so late and behind on publishing new volumes for my stories that I started feeling really guilty, which just made me feel even worse, so I’ve been struggling to get caught back up with everything. But now that this volume is out, I’m officially caught up! I published the final volume of The Ascension Game’s main story, and now this late LDQ volume is done. Just gotta hope that there aren’t any issues with the cover. Amazon is much more lenient when it comes to mature covers when they feature fictional art instead of real people, so hopefully there isn’t any problem.

Aside from that, I hope that you’ve all been doing well! Oh, and I will say that even though they talked about next volume being the “final” one, it’s not at all serious. The next volume is not going to be the final one by any means. It’s going to be a volume that could serve as a good stopping point for the series, but it’s not going to actually be a stopping point. I really do plan on probably writing this for at least another decade just because it’s so fun and easy to write, and I can do… whatever I want with it.

That’s all I can really think of saying for now. The next volume is going to be huge compared to the others, so it should take some time before it’s done, but hopefully not as long as it took for this volume to come out!

Now, with this volume published, I can properly no-life the upcoming FFXIV expansion in a few days without having to worry about any obligations. Mwahaha. Then once I’m done being an MMO addict for a week, I’ll go back to writing!

Until then, here’s all the usual links!

You can check out my other series, The Ascension Game, here!

And my other other series, The True Endgame, here!

Any my other other other series, Lord of Infinity, here!

If you want to be among the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

And if you ever want to email me for any reason, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

I also have a YouTube channel that may or may not be dead (which I may or may not come back to someday), but if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

Thank you once again!

	AND DON’T FORGET ABOUT THE STUFF THEY TALKED ABOUT IN THE LAST CHAPTER WITH RECOMMENDATIONS AND THINGS YOU WANT TO SEE IN THE TENTH ANNIVERSARY VOLUME
YOU HAVE UNTIL IT’S OUT TO LEAVE IDEAS
also pls leave a review even if it’s too late



OEBPS/image_rsrc3KE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc3KF.jpg
Boxhova the Boxing Boxton 04/16/2024 00 P
Im looking forward to the next LDQ chapter having an amazon link to volume 4 of TAG s





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


    		Chapter Eight


    		Chapter Nine


    		Chapter Ten


    		Chapter Eleven


    		Chapter Twelve


    		Chapter Thirteen


    		Chapter Fourteen


    		Chapter Fifteen


    		Chapter Sixteen


    		Chapter Seventeen


    		Chapter Eighteen


    		Chapter Nineteen


    		Chapter Twenty


    		Chapter Twenty-One


    		Afterword


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260






