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  Extra 1: The Hornless Ogre and the Older Sister
Aimless Ogre and the Older Sister
The ogre race possesses one to three horns atop their heads and is characterized by its overall massive stature.
While not as colossal as the giants said to dwell beyond the western seas, in the Northwestern Plains—including Trot Celesta—they are undoubtedly among the strongest races in terms of raw physical power.

Their innate bulk and strength guarantee combat prowess that renders half-hearted weaponry irrelevant. According to the official tactical metrics of the Celesta Army, if a fully armored standard human male or a lightly equipped dwarf soldier is rated as 1, then an unarmed ogre male equates to 2.5.

In other words, no matter how heavily armed a regular human soldier may be, it is tactically unsound for them to challenge a bare-knuckled ogre with fewer than two comrades. When properly equipped, however, these creatures instantly rise to a combat rating of 5—one individual matching the threat level of a single charging cavalryman. The ogres' bold and flamboyant battlefield maneuvers make them the stars of any engagement.

Given this context, it is no exaggeration to say that an Ace Knight, required to hold his own against five regular ogre soldiers alone, is an exceedingly rare phenomenon.

Enough digression.

It is universally acknowledged—even by ogres themselves—that the ogres' massive frames and occasionally monstrous appearances tend to appear grotesque in human eyes.
That said, ogres do not consider humans beautiful either. In their view, human women are "too slender and weak to be reassuring," and while "cute," they fail to arouse passion; one can only feel a love akin to that for livestock.

Naturally, the ogre race possesses its own aesthetic standards—a balanced sexual sensibility. While ogre females are not as muscular as males, their tall stature is undeniable. As a racial trait, they possess particularly flexible genitalia and robust bodies capable of containing an ogre penis averaging nearly 50 centimeters in length (even requiring instinctive internal organ displacement).

Furthermore, ogre women are generally energetic; some regions even maintain matrilineal societies where polyandry persists. A tall, spirited woman who can embrace men embodies the ogre ideal of a "good woman"—the antithesis of the conventional lady admired in current human society.

Consequently, despite inter-racial marriage being legally recognized in Celesta, unions between ogres and humans rarely materialize. Even when living together, they are perceived not as partners but as something akin to completely distinct "alien species," unlike the relationship between humans and elves.

Amidst this backdrop stands a young ogre who has cleared numerous hurdles to become a human lover.
His name is Arnie Boyd. A rookie member of the Crossbow Squad within the Northern Celesta Army stationed near Basson, a trading city in northern Celesta, he holds the rank of Corporal.

This is the tale of such an improbable couple.
Well, perhaps I'm overstating it. It's not quite a miracle—but it is certainly remarkable.

* * *

In Basson, shared horse-drawn carriages circulate through the town at a leisurely pace, frequently stopping to let passengers board or alight. Though affordable and accommodating with minor fare adjustments, these vehicles serve more as public works—a genteel stroll for retired riding horses—rather than true mounts.

Silvia MacLean boarded one such carriage, requesting that her driver take her to the grand arena on the opposite side of town. That day was scheduled for a magic show.
Here, "magic" does not refer to sleight of hand but to genuine sorcery. Researchers from the Department of Magic Studies at the Capital University travel across all of Celesta once a year, performing visually delightful spells to generate research funds.

This annual magic show has become Silvia's greatest joy of the year.

"……♪"

"My dear, you seem in high spirits," remarked the elderly driver.

Silvia returned with a radiant smile.

"Yes! I look forward to the magic show every year."

"Oh, is that so? Well, since I'm delivering you anyway, I might as well watch too."

"You'd be missing out if you didn't, old man!"

"Hah hah hah. Well, as long as there aren't other passengers heading to the arena..."

Clap-clap, clop-clop-clop.
The carriage drifted lazily toward the arena.

Meanwhile, Earnie was on duty for grocery shopping that day.

Kelly Isaac, the squad leader, and I had come to Basson together, pulling a handcart.

"Why do we have to be on duty for shopping?"

"If it were just humans doing it..."

The complaints about being assigned as shoppers are always the same.
But there was a reason behind their grumbling this time.

Earnie (Plain Ogre, 277 cm tall) and Kelly (Cow Ogre, 310 cm tall) couldn't fit into a carriage.
Well, actually, troop transport carriages were designed to accommodate ogres, so they could ride inside—but there was no room for them on the driver's seat.

That meant whenever it was their turn, they had to pull a handcart instead of riding in a carriage. Even though ogres pride themselves on their strength, having horses do such simple work while they haul things by hand was deeply frustrating for them.

"Besides, the general store in Basson has ceilings so low it's unbearable."

"At our height, we're basically crawling on all fours anyway."

"You know, before you even entered that place, I got pointed at by some local kid who shouted, 'Look! The cow lady's shopping!' and it was humiliating enough."

"...Yeah."

Cow ogres are a minority tribe living near the Great Desert Labyrinth in central Celesta, known for their distinctly bovine features. Kelly being called "cow" was nothing new, so Earnie struggled to respond.

Kelly didn't seem angry about it either; he just let out a long sigh.

"If someone calls me that, I'll just flex and say, 'I'm not a cow—I'm an ogre!' and see how they react."

"...Flexing? Really?"

"It's hilarious! Next time some kid scares you, try it yourself."

Kelly Isaac was surprisingly fond of children.

"Still, at the time we were practically crawling on all fours, so I couldn't even strike a pose. Even if someone called me a cow, I couldn't deny it, and it made me furious."

"...If only shops were built to our size..."

"That would be great."

Unfortunately, due to limitations in construction technology (aside from castles and military facilities), residential buildings rarely accommodated such large dimensions.

The two of them rolled along the main street with their handcart until they reached their usual general store.
Basson was currently one of the fastest-growing cities in Celesta.

Rapid development meant lots of construction work, which also brought many ogre construction workers to the area. So having two ogres together didn't make them stand out at all.

"Well then, Boyd. You go ahead and place the order."

"Me?"

"I won't forget that humiliation anytime soon."

"...Yeah."

Well, Earnie could probably squeeze through if he bent down a bit. He accepted the task and stepped into the store.

That's when it happened.

_THUD!_

"Whoa—!?"

"W-What was that?! What's going on?!"

A deafening roar echoed across the sky, louder than thunder itself, shaking the very ground beneath them.

Ernie and Kelly leaped into the air.
It wasn't just them who were startled; residents from all over the town poked their heads out, darting their eyes around nervously.

Amidst the commotion, a carriage thundered past the corner ahead at breakneck speed.

"Yaaaah!!"

From the driver's seat of that carriage, an old man tumbled off as it turned the corner.

"W-what happened! What in the world is going on!?"

"T-the horse got spooked and won't listen to me anymore... Daaaaa!!"

"Old man!?"

As Kelly helped him up (more like picked him up), the elderly man cried out in agony, his arm clearly broken.

"Damn it, I need a doctor..."

"W-wait a minute! There are still passengers on that carriage! A girl!"

"What do you mean!?"

Indeed, the carriage was careening wildly, as if about to flip over.

At this rate, no one could predict what would ultimately happen. Kelly gritted her teeth.

"Damn it."

"Sergeant! Let's do something about that!"

Ernie tapped Kelly on the shoulder.

Kelly blinked and looked at Ernie.

"...Do you think we can?"

"We're the strongest Celesta Army, after all."

"I said so."

Ernie was young and dreamed of serving in the military.
It was a seemingly obvious yet difficult truth: soldiers are those who rush to save citizens in crisis first.
Having served for so long, he had almost forgotten that heart, too busy wielding his sword to notice it slipping away.

Kelly smiled. Though the face of an ox-ogre can look terrifying when smiling, Ernie felt nothing but reassurance at her expression.

"Let's go!! Follow me, Void!"

"Yessir!!"

The two ogres sprinted forward. The citizens of Basson held their breath, awestruck by the sheer power of the giants' full-speed charge.

An ogre's massive frame even serves as an advantage while moving.

A trained ogre's sprint is incredibly fast, proportional to its huge lower body. While it couldn't catch up to a bare horse, it could at least keep pace with something as heavy as a carriage.

However, the dozen or so seconds it took to make their decision had cost them dearly; they still couldn't close the gap. After running hundreds of meters, they hadn't yet reached within arm's length of the fleeing carriage.

"Damn it... Void, if we keep going like this, we'll lose sight of Main Street!"

"Yessir!"

"All or nothing, you fly!"

"...Huh?"

Kelly's words left Earnie momentarily at a loss.
Of course they did. There was no way jumping down such a perfectly paved road would make him any faster.
Still, Kelly, as the seasoned captain of ten, had an established reputation for flashes of tactical brilliance in critical moments. He might look like an ox, but his mind wasn't as dull as his appearance suggested.

"I'm gonna throw you so hard that you'll rescue the passengers from the carriage!"

"...Eh? Eh?!?"

Even so, it was quite a reckless plan.

Yet Earnie knew only too well that Kelly was an outstanding captain; if he said something could be done, it would be done.

"...Understood! I'll do it!"

"Say wha—AAAAAAAAAAH!!"

Decisive action. Seizing Earnie's arm, Kelly bulged every muscle in his massive frame, swelling even more than already imposing.

With that raw power, he hurled Earnie forward with all his might.

"Gaaahhh!!"
Spinning end over end, Earnie soared through the air above Basson's main thoroughfare at seven meters high, tracing a perfect parabola before—

"Gaaaaaahh!"
He slammed onto the carriage roof—or rather, blew it off and sank deep into its structure.

"Hiiiii!!"
Silvia MacLean, seated inside, froze in terror. The carriage was already careening wildly; suddenly, an ogre burst through the roof and crashed down upon them. It was terrifying.

But Earnie shook his head and rose to his feet.
At the end of the main street stood a tavern. If the horses kept charging at full speed, they'd soon fail to turn and crash into it—it was almost inevitable.
It was right before him now.
With part of his body protruding from the carriage, Earnie felt panic rising.

"Gaaahhh!!"
There was no time for thought. Instinctively, he reached out—grasping something soft,

THWACK!!

A moment later, as the horses attempted to turn, the carriage couldn't keep up and tipped over just as predicted, slamming violently against the wall.

* * *

Two days later, Earnie woke up.
"...Boyd! Boyd's awake!"
Wrapped in fluffy blankets at the town clinic, Earnie shifted slightly. His body creaked in various places, but he seemed to have all five limbs intact.
Seeing him like this, Captain Diane let out a relieved sigh.
Thrilled that someone had been worried about him, Earnie suddenly burst into tears and murmured, "I'm sorry."

Hearing her voice, Silvia MacLean—the girl he'd saved—rushed into the room first and threw herself at him.
"Phew...!!"

Earnie's final act had been to protect Silvia unharmed.

Amidst the collision with the wall and the crushing weight of the carriage, Earnie's massive hand had shielded Sylvia completely.

The first thing Sylvia saw upon waking was Earnie—his form half-collapsed against the mortar wall yet still gently holding her, protecting her.

And then...

"……Um! I'll take care of Void-san from now on!"

"No, no need. It's my fault."

"You saved my life! Let me do it!!"

"……U-uh..."

Overwhelmed, Sylvia ended up assisting him with everything from meals to bathroom needs for about ten days afterward.

Then came a month later.

"……Isaac, could we swap tomorrow's cleaning duty with another day?"

"Oh, what's up, Void? Going on a date with that human girl again?"

"……Please don't be surprised. It seems like it."

"…………WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON!?"

Kelly stood up shouting as the other squad members gathered around. "What's going on? Explain yourself, Isaac!"

"Oh, hey, Smyson. Seems this idiot is going on a date with a human girl."

"For real?"

"For sure."

"What do you mean, Void!"

"I-I don't know! Honestly, I have no idea either!"

The next day.
Dressed in Kelly's old sea-beast leather jacket, accessories like the belt and bracers crafted by Andy, a clean shirt thoroughly laundered by Diane, and stylish boots designed by Anzeros, Earnie arrived for his meeting with Sylvia.
"…………"
He wondered if he might be getting teased.
Yet, the high-quality parchment suitable only for mockery was too expensive, and the letter written upon it overflowed with sincerity.

──Dear Earnie-san,
I'd like to invite you on a date.
Let's meet at the arena together from noon this Sunday.
Believing you'll come, I'll be waiting in front of that tavern.
Sylvia

The tavern's walls were still unrepaired; painful memories resurfaced.

Earnie's single horn had snapped halfway through due to the impact of the collision.

"……I wonder if my horn is gone."

Suddenly thinking this, he approached the collapsed wall. As he carefully examined the rubble and ground, he spotted his target half-buried among the debris.

"……Haha, there it is."

"What is it?"

"U-uh, w-wah, Miss Sylvia!?"

"Hello, Earnie-kun!"

Sylvia stood before Earnie, peering down at him. Overwhelmed by nervousness and desperately trying to mask it, Earnie hadn't noticed a thing.

"Oh, um..."

"Yeah. If you don't want to say anything, that's fine. But... hey?"

"Y-yes! I understand!"

She extended her hand toward his chest. Earnie gently took it, resting his palm over the base of her fingers.

"...D-dating me... are you serious?"

"Did you think I was lying?"

"...But I'm an Ogre, after all."

Ever since Sylvia realized she was a year older than Earnie, she'd suddenly started acting like an older sister.
By the way, Earnie is 18, and Sylvia is 19.
Even though they're young, an Ogre's face can be intimidating and scary. Yet, as if teasing him one moment and embracing him the next, Sylvia's presence created such a striking mismatch with Earnie that it felt almost comical.

"Heheh... I just really like your hands, Earnie-kun."

"?"

"...I don't know why. When you squeezed me tightly back then, wrapped around me, my heart skipped a beat. It felt so warm."

"Haa..."

"So that's not okay?"

"...Eh?"

"The reason I fell for you."

"E-eh?!?"

When she casually said she liked him, Earnie was flustered beyond words. Sylvia smiled with evident delight at his innocent reaction and firmly grasped his index finger, which was barely as thick as a child's forearm.

"Once you fall in love, it's strange, isn't it? No matter what you do, I can't help but find you adorable."

"...A-adorable?"

Having never been called "adorable" before, Earnie wore an expression he couldn't quite interpret. Sylvia gently pulled his hand and led him happily toward the arena.

The arena was empty that day—no events were scheduled. On days like this, it remained open to the public, serving as a place for citizens to enjoy track and field or ball games. There weren't many spectators eager to watch such an uneventful scene, so the stands they entered were nearly deserted.

"Back then, it was because of that magic show."

"?"

"That loud boom sound—the horses got spooked by it."

"Oh... I see."

The Capital University Department of Magic Research focused solely on studying magic; it wasn't staffed with exceptionally powerful practitioners. Even when things went wrong, the magical forces involved were relatively weak compared to alchemy, where failures could be far more destructive. As a result, minor mishaps were often tolerated as if they were inevitable disasters.

"That's why someone almost died—it was unbearable."

"Yeah, absolutely. If Ernie had died, I might have hated magic shows for the rest of my life."

"……We're not gonna die anytime soon, Sylvia. You were the one who was supposed to die back there."

"Yeah... but, just a little bit, I'm grateful for that. If it hadn't happened, I never would've met Ernie."

"…………"

Ernie turned red, shrinking his large frame and scratching his head frantically.
At such an overtly innocent reaction, even Sylvia blushed.

They stared at each other silently for a few moments before Sylvia broke the awkward silence by changing the subject.

"By the way, when I was little, I couldn't see anything interesting at the arena. My dad used to carry me on his shoulders all the time."

"H-huh?"

"When he carried me, everything in the world looked different. I kept asking him to do it until I grew up quite a bit."

She smiled, then leaned back against Ernie's shoulder in a coquettish tone.

"……Ernie, will you carry me on your shoulders?"

"I-it's okay!?"

"No? Well, if you're as big as Ernie, I thought you could probably handle someone my size..."

"N-no, well, carrying one or two humans isn't too hard... but, uh, it means touching your butt!"

"……Pfft. Ahahaha!!"

Hearing Ernie's utterly ridiculous comment, Sylvia burst into laughter, while Ernie froze, wondering if he'd said something strange.

"It's fine, it's fine! Carrying you on the shoulders is off-limits! Come on, get on, get on!"

"H-haa... okay then, I'm going!"

Ernie carefully lifted Sylvia onto his shoulders, supporting her waist and knees gently.

Suddenly, Sylvia's view shot upward. The world transformed before her eyes.

"Waaaah... this is amazing, so amazing!"

"……Haa, um, that..."

Since Ernie was holding her tightly against his chest, she felt a bit distracted. A few seconds later, she realized her skirt was slightly short; if she stayed like this, her underwear would be fully exposed to the crowd. Panicking, she quickly shifted her body position in small, jerky movements.

Her motions looked so much like she was being cooed at that Sylvia giggled like a child.

After spending some time doing that, Sylvia suddenly began patting Ernie's head repeatedly.

When Ernie waited for her to say something, a curious voice came from above his head.

"……Ernie, your horn on the left... it's not there. Was it missing from the start?"

"No. It happened a while ago."

It wasn't that long ago—just a few years—but Ernie tried to put on a bit of an act. Using the word "long ago" made him feel like he belonged in the same category as older people, giving him a sense of maturity.
"…………"

Seeing that he was waiting for more, Ernie cleared his throat.

Although he didn't think it was something he usually shared with others, since Sylvia had confessed her feelings for him, he figured it was okay to tell her now. Besides, there was plenty of time.

"……I'm from an ogre colony near the coast close to the border with Afilum. That place was right next to the Dragon Palace."

"Yeah, yeah..."

"I once helped a lone dragon there. They were so grateful that they gave me one of their secret treasures as a reward."

"Wow, really?"

Dragons are the strongest and most solitary race among all species. They avoid contact with other races and live exclusively within Dragon Palace, a hidden sanctuary they have formed.
Their treasures possess astronomical value and have long been the object of adventurers' covetous desires.

"I brought that treasure back to the colony... but everyone assumed I'd stolen it from the dragons and got furious."

"Eh...?"

"As punishment, they pulled out my horn. It hurt beyond words."

Arnie's encounter with the dragon was purely coincidental. While hunting in the mountains, he found a young dragon lying unconscious, suffering from a high fever.

Dragons are not the same as flying dragons; they possess intelligence comparable to that of humans and apes. In their daily lives, they appear human-like. If they were to live in their true forms, even Dragon Palace would be too small to accommodate them, making it impossible for them to maintain their hidden sanctuary.

Seeing this young dragon, Arnie felt a mix of awe toward the legendary creatures and, being still a child himself, bravely carried him all the way to Dragon Palace.
Grateful for his kindness, the dragons presented him with a treasure: a beautiful gem known as the Dragon's Jade, an unblemished, indestructible jewel of supreme quality.

When Arnie returned with it, the adults were stunned. It was inconceivable that dragons would entrust such a valuable item to a child like him. They concluded he had sneaked into Dragon Palace and taken it as a prank.
Fearing retribution, they decided to make him atone on their own terms.

They restrained Arnie, who cried out that he hadn't lied, and pulled out his horn as punishment. Then they sent him back up the mountain to apologize to the dragons. The adults intended him as a sacrifice, and young Arnie could feel it viscerally.

"The wound from having my horn pulled out was agonizing, almost fatal, and then rain started falling—it was a terrible night. I stumbled into Dragon Palace and apologized as instructed... but the dragon people cried and begged for forgiveness. They said they'd done something awful and asked me to forgive them. They had only given me that treasure, yet seeing my injury made them weep so profusely that it filled me with immense joy."

"...Arnie, you..."

"But since I was meant as a sacrifice, I can't return. So I asked the dragon people to treat my wound and then joined the army in Quieka... In my hometown, I'm supposed to be dead already. Hahaha."

"............"

"That's why, honestly, I prefer other races over ogres. Being kind to me from other races makes me so happy. It makes me feel like I deserve to live. Oh, um, but I never thought someone as beautiful as Sylvia would say she likes me—I got carried away today, hahaha."

"...I'm sorry!!"

"Hah... eh?"

Suddenly apologized to from above, Arnie was startled. He had anticipated the conversation might take a sentimental turn, but he hadn't expected such an abrupt apology.

However, Sylvia continued; she stroked his broken right horn with her finger, then clung tightly to his large head and began sobbing uncontrollably.

"Huuu... ghh... I'm sorry... I, I... I liked you because you're big, so I just said I like you without thinking... Eeeww... I'm sorry... Your horn broke, and it broke because of me—it was your last remaining horn!"

"It's okay! The root is still there, so the right one will grow back."

"But, but oh... Ugh... I... You... That... So much... I don't understand 'liking' someone that deeply, I can't comprehend it... I'm sorry. I'll get better soon, properly... Arnie-kun, I'll properly like you again..."

"Oh, calm down, calm down. I don't need anything about 'properly' or all that—I'm just happy that Sylvia likes me."

"Aaa-nee-kuuun!! Ueeeeeeeeennn!!!"

Sylvia seemed utterly overwhelmed and burst into irrational, uncontrollable weeping.
Arnie was flustered—extremely so.

Sylvia continued to sob intermittently until dusk fell.

"...I'm sorry, Arnie-kun. You're pitiful, and I got a bit confused."

"Hah... Well, at least it was nice to see Sylvia's cute side."

It was supposed to be behind my head, so I couldn't see it.

Silvia rubbed her nose with a _shh-shh_ motion, then made a "muh" sound as her serious face tilted upward to look at Earnie.

"Well, let me say it again... I, Silvia MacLean, truly like you, Earnie-kun. I've come to like you."

"H-hai!"

"...So, um..."

"............"

"............"

Stall. With Silvia's face still flushed and her head bowed in embarrassment, Earnie too found himself at a loss, his own cheeks burning.

Just then, in the corner of Earnie's wide field of vision, he spotted a familiar bull-like face.
"!?"
It was Kelly. And beneath her feet stood Andy.
Andy sat cross-legged, pointing his thumb downward in a silent boo—extremely unbecoming.
Kelly thrust her fist forward in front of her face, _gah-gah_, signaling "Go! Get out!"
Earnie was utterly baffled by their antics, but after a moment's thought, he grasped the meaning behind Kelly's "Go!" gesture.
That's right. Earnie had to move forward. This was precisely the kind of situation that called for it.
"Um..."
At the sound of Earnie's voice, Silvia snapped her head up.
Earnie bent at the waist, locking eyes with her seriously as he spoke.
"I also... I really like you too, Silvia-san... s-so much. I'd like to be your boyfriend."
"...Hai!"
With a soft _shhh_, Silvia stepped closer and pressed her delicate lips against the giant ogre's massive ones in a kiss.
The setting sun sliced across the mountain ridgeline, casting a gentle shadow over the lovers.

* * *

"Captain of the Ten Smithsons."

"Huh? Oh, isn't that Private Boyd with his girlfriend?"

"U-um... I was hoping to ask you something about her."

"Tch. What now? Do you want another custom accessory? My sense is terrible; they don't work every time."

"No, well, it's not exactly an accessory..."

"...Ah, right. In that case, sure. Just wait a moment."

Silvia usually worked frying food at a convenience store tucked away in a corner of Basson Town.
That evening, unusually, Earnie appeared without an appointment.
"Sorry... the sign's already up... Ah, it's you, Earnie-kun!"
"Silvia-san. Um... could I have this?"
Suddenly thrust into Silvia's hands was a small accessory.
It was a necklace handmade by Andy: a piece of paint applied to one of Earnie's horns, with holes drilled through it and a thin chain threaded inside.

"Eh... what is this?"

"Yes. I want my horns to be with someone I love."

"Whew... damn it, listen up, you lot! Right now I'm stuck in a place like this, but back home there's an absolutely stunning beauty! Big breasts! A waist that cinches right here! And she loves me more than anything! Plus, you're a half-elf!"

"Aww, yeah, here we go again with Smayson the Captain's fantasy girl talk."

"Is that all the time you have? Boss, let's wrap up the tab soon."

"I said it wasn't in my head! I'm not talking about Void's girlfriend or whatever! Listen here, you idiot!"

The crossbow squad shared drinks tonight, a peaceful gathering of many races.
First Experience of the Hornless Ogre
A steady, pattering rain falls.
The girl in love sighs, realizing once again that she has missed another chance.
She had convinced herself she was now a sensible adult, yet she could not help but acknowledge that she was still shedding her childhood skin.

"Haa... I really want to see him..."
Even though she knows she should hold back, her heart races with longing.
Her beloved is a soldier, stationed alone in a remote outpost an hour's walk from the town. It's unavoidable that they can't meet often.
And if the weather turns bad, he'd have to wade through the rain for that entire hour just to reach her. Thinking about him catching a cold makes it clear why he hasn't come.

Still...
"...I really want to see him at least once a week."
She finds herself thinking that even a single meeting every week would be enough.

It's as if she were a child eagerly awaiting a picnic promise, only to be betrayed by the sky; she knows she's being far too childish and short-tempered, yet whenever she thinks about not seeing him for another week, her heart feels crushed.

"Hey, Sylvia, what's with that gloomy face? Want to have a drink?"
The tavern owner taps a sake barrel against the counter with a cheerful clink.

"No thanks. It's still daytime."

"Aha, is it? Well, at nineteen, I guess you wouldn't feel like it yet either."

"Whether I'm thirty or forty, people who try to hook up on weekdays during the day aren't very respectable," she replies firmly.

"You're serious. No wonder you're Master MacLean's only daughter."

"That has nothing to do with Mom."

Her mother is a primary school teacher, and her father is a government official—a household known for its seriousness beyond doubt. Still, Sylvia believes alcohol should be enjoyed at night, followed by nothing but sleep.
By the way, Celesta allows drinking from age seventeen, so there's no issue with her age.

"Haa..."
She gazes up at the dark sky through the wooden shutters and lets out another sigh.
Looking at the street corner where Earnie's towering figure should always stand, filled with affection, she feels lonely once more. Sylvia slumps in her seat while finishing off her lunchtime gratin with a absent-minded swipe of her fork.

Sylvia MacLean (human female, 19 years old, 152 cm) and Arnie Boyd (Ogre male, 18 years old, 277 cm) have been dating for three months.
Between them, an unspoken agreement has formed regarding their meetings.
Around noon on Sundays, they gather if possible in front of a tavern on the outskirts of town—a place frequently visited by Earnie's unit, the Crossbow Corps.
Then they spend time together, either heading to the arena or going for a picnic in the mountains, enjoying each other's company.

Ideally, they'd be able to stay in close contact, but Earnie's barracks are far away. As soldiers, they're naturally difficult to approach, and while letters could bridge the distance, paper remains too expensive for frequent use.
Even if Earnie tried to come visit, Sylvia works on weekdays, her household enforces strict curfews, and both her parents are stern people—so she hasn't been able to introduce him yet. There was never supposed to be a chance to meet otherwise.
Thus, their only option is to meet as usual, and if things go well, enjoy a date just like always.

Since they started dating, Sylvia's affection has grown steadily; she truly wishes they could be together all the time. Yet the idea of taking bold action worries her that it might bother Earnie, so she remains paralyzed. Every day, she reminds herself: _I'm the older one._

"Haa..."

"What's wrong? Feeling down because of this rain means you've finally found a boyfriend you want to go on a date with, huh?"

The tavern owner asks casually while watching Sylvia.

"…………?"

Silvia was taken aback for a moment.
Although she hadn't told her parents, Silvia had no intention of secretly hiding her relationship with Earnie.
Especially since this bar was right in front of the meeting spot; surely her mother would have noticed.

"…Well, but?"

"Oh my. Oh my, oh my."

Her mother responded with a straight face to Silvia's answer, then broke into a smug, worldly grin.

"So it's finally true—that little Silvia has a boyfriend? This is top-secret news! Why didn't you tell me sooner?"

"Huh… what do you mean by that?"

"Well…"

While still grinning, her mother pretended to poke Silvia with her plump elbow. Of course, the elbow couldn't reach Silvia through the counter.

"Famous for being beautiful and serious, little Silvia has been rejected by countless men. An impenetrable lone flower, pure and innocent—the high mountain blossom of the lower town."

"…What? Rejected?"
Since her days at elementary school, several men had indeed persistently approached Silvia. Yet, somehow their feelings just didn't align, so she had turned them all down.
Looking back now, it's clear that what felt lacking for Silvia was inevitable: they lacked the reliability to protect her when needed, the gentleness to envelop her, the sincerity that made one think, _I must be there with you_, and above all, the calm atmosphere that could last for hours together.
In that sense, Silvia had high ideals, and Earnie was a rare existence.

Still, Silvia had never once thought of herself as such a "high mountain blossom." Many men would casually approach any woman they saw, while she simply believed she was just an ordinary girl who kept her distance from romantic entanglements.

"Maybe everyone ended up dating more casually than I thought?"

"Hah! Catching a man is like war in these times. There's no prince coming to fetch you from afar; if you get the chance to catch one right here, you can't afford to be picky—that's just how it goes."

"…I see. So he didn't come?"
He had come to Silvia. He might not have been a prince, but at least he was the kind of boy who fit Silvia's ideal.
Thinking about this made her feel incredibly lucky, and Silvia's mood lifted considerably. Since he was seriously dating her, she reasoned, there was no need to complain if they couldn't meet for a week or so.

Seeing Silvia suddenly start beaming, her mother wore a peculiar expression.

"Oh my, oh my—the crying crow is now laughing!"

"…Yeah. I think I might be happier than I realized."

"Well, that's fine. But when you're in the mood, do tell old lady me about your boyfriend, Silvia-chan."

"Yeah… I think he's been watching us quite a bit, actually."

"Oh? The young guy old lady me often sees… hmm… could it be Lord Anzeros?"

"…Who is that?"

"There's this incredibly handsome soldier around."

"No way. Heh heh♪"

No matter how handsome or stoic an actor might be, Silvia genuinely believed none could compare to Earnie. Once you fall for someone, even a pimpled face becomes charming—that's just how it goes.

After all that, Silvia finally cheered up and stood up to leave the bar.
A beautiful woman with a frown attracts far less attention than one with a smile.
Without Silvia realizing it, half the men in the bar had their gazes fixed on her.
For men who had been drinking away their days, unable to work due to the rain, harboring even a slight illicit thought toward a lone young girl could be considered a natural consequence.

"Hey, miss. Pour me a drink, will ya? Got some free time, huh?"
One of the drunkards grabbed Sylvia's arm. It was an incident that occurred while her wife had retreated into the kitchen and wasn't watching.

"H-h-what are you doing!?"

"What? You're still acting like a little brat and don't know how to pour? I mean, pour some sake. And hey, why not do something fun too? That's what I'm saying."

"N-no..."

"Come on then, yeah!"

With a sudden, forceful tug, Sylvia was yanked forward. She stumbled and was pulled down onto the floor.

"Oh my, sorry... slipped up," the drunkard said as he flicked her skirt aside. Her undergarments were exposed, prompting cheers from other intoxicated patrons.

"Hah, give us a bit more of a show. We're not here to eat you or anything."

"N-no..."

Sylvia shrank back in terror.
She realized with chilling clarity that she had no allies around her.
While justice—her wife's wrath and the gendarme's retribution—would surely fall upon these drunkards eventually, the thought of what kind of unpleasant things might happen to her before then made her feel as though her soul would fade away.

"Here..."
The outstretched hand of the drunkard. Sylvia crawled a few centimeters to escape.

Suddenly, a massive hand broke into the scene.

"Huh?"

"Oh, no... that kind of thing isn't very nice."

Crawling under the table, Sylvia couldn't see the full picture.
Still, someone instantly recognized the soaking wet hand and the restrained voice.
"Ahh... Arnie-kun!?"

It was terrifying. He had come to her aid again.
Within Sylvia, something that had already been on the brink of breaking shifted with an audible crack.

That was the moment love transformed into deep affection, evolving into true love.

The sight of his courage, displayed through mere hands, was more than enough to shatter Sylvia's maiden heart completely.

"Hey, you! Just 'cause your body's big doesn't mean you can act like some arrogant ogre!"
The man was a mercenary stationed at the sink. He had considerable skill and experience.
Even though he was drunk, he had no intention of letting even one young ogre best him.

But...
"Hmph, cheap blade. Not properly maintained at all."
Reaching out to teach the ogre a lesson, he found no sword in his hand. The young man had already snatched it and was examining it on his own.
It was Andy.

"Hey kid, don't touch someone else's weapon..."

"Oh, hey, put that drink down over there."

As Andy reached out to help, his head was suddenly seized by a finger far larger than the ogre's from earlier and lifted up.
With a twist, his head was rotated like a screw, flipped 180 degrees as if being unscrewed—and there, staring back at him, was the face of a colossal ox.
"Huh!"
He instinctively recoiled. Facing two ogres empty-handed was far too terrifying.

Andy, Earnie, and Kelly had arrived at the tavern in high spirits despite the rain.

On their day off, both Andy and Kelly wanted nothing more than to get drunk with friends. They'd originally planned to rush through things quickly while leaving Earnie to manage weapon inventory—but when Earnie looked on the verge of tears and pleaded, "I was actually planning to meet Sylvia today! She might still be waiting!" they had no choice but to finish up together in a hurry.

"Harassing guys with girlfriends is just our style," Andy muttered.

"You'd better show some maturity for once, Smaysom. We can bully Boyd later."

"That's true."

"...Uh, so... am I supposed to get bullied?"

"Of course," the voice replied coldly.

Yet neither Andy nor Kelly could bring themselves to do something as despicable as making Earnie stand them up while a girl waited in the rain. No matter what, they were too sweet-hearted.

The three of them marched through the rain, singing battle songs competitively on their way to drink, only to find themselves suddenly thrust into Sylvia's dire predicament when they opened the door.

Andy and Kelly were far angrier than their appearances suggested—especially since it was Earnie's girlfriend after all.

"Hey, drunkard! There are three things I can't stand in this world: low-ceilinged general stores, blue basil, and anyone who makes my subordinates miserable."

Kelly raised her arm high to lecture the drunkard. If an ogre could extend its arm like that, it would stretch nearly five meters. Even inside the two-story open-concept tavern, where ceilings were already a concern for regular patrons, she hoisted him up until he seemed about to touch the roof—enough to sober even the most hardened drinker.

"W-wait! Stop it, you ogre bastard! Do you think the宪兵 will just stand by and let this happen?"

He screamed in protest. Kelly glanced at Andy, shrugged, and laughed.

"That's exactly what drunks who try to assault women always say."

"Exactly. Remember this, human: in Celesta, ogres can become both憲兵 and elite soldiers. My Earnie might even become an Ace Knight someday. Here, it's not half-elves or anything else—it's idiots who get hated the most!"

Still holding his head, Kelly suddenly hurled the man away with a powerful throw.

He smashed through the window shutters and flew out into the rain. Without hesitation, Kelly struck a dramatic muscle pose.

Overwhelmed by the sheer impact, everyone in the tavern broke into applause.

"Keh! You lowly scum... Hey Isaac, let's break this sword."

"Don't break it. We'll offer it to Mom as payment for the drinks."

"Well, maybe half today's bill at least... Alright, let's drink!"

"Yeah!"

Andy and Kelly cheered, leaning over the counter—but were immediately scolded by Mom. Though she chided them for being foolish kids who didn't even need to break a window, her voice softened slightly as she watched Earnie and the others return around the same time, having nervously observed from halfway through.

"Sorry, Sylvia-chan. From now on, I'll make sure to call bodyguards during the day too."

"Yes, ma'am!"

Sylvia clung tightly to Earnie's side like a lifeline, her face flushed red as she fell back in love with him all over again.

Even Mom, who had been so emotionally distant and insensitive until now, finally grasped that Sylvia's "boyfriend" was none other than the ogre. She couldn't have imagined at first that such a beautiful woman would be dating a burly-faced ogre.

"...By the way, you there, little ogre boy—if you stay soaked like this, you'll catch a cold."

"Oh, no, I'm fine with it."

"Don't be shy. Room 3 on the second floor is empty today—you can go wipe yourself off. There's a towel in the closet."

"Haa... haa..."

"Silvia-chan, let me help you out."

"Eh...?"

This was the captain's best effort to show care, though it lacked any real maturity. With a sharp wink, she flashed a grin that felt far too youthful for her position.

The second floor of the tavern was split: half an open loft, half a boarding house. Soldiers like Andy, who loved alcohol but had weak constitutions, often ended up passed out here. In truth, it was more of a rough-and-tumble den—a place not exactly known for wholesome vibes.

In one of those spartan rooms under such circumstances, Earnie was having his clothes stripped away while being hurriedly wiped down.

"...Earnie's really big, huh?"

"Oh, from the Ogas!"

"Yeah. You're so reliable."

"From the Ogas!"

"...Yeah. Including everything about you being from the Ogas... I love you, Earnie."

"Uu..."

Earnie turned bright red. As usual, he was completely flustered by Silvia's straightforward affection.

Smiling at him, Silvia confessed without hesitation or pretense that she had fallen for Earnie all over again.

"You really came to my rescue again, didn't you?"

"I... I only reached out a little bit!"

"But I was so happy. Whenever I'm in danger, you're always there for me. My heart just skipped a beat."

"Hehe... Well, Isaac and Smayson were left handling everything on their own..."

"Both of them got angry _for_ Earnie's sake."

"...Yeah. I finally feel like I'm not alone anymore. I think this squad is great."

"Yeah. You're lucky to be in this squad, Earnie."

Silvia wrapped her arms around Earnie's neck, standing on her knees and hanging from his shoulders like a pendant.

"...I'm so glad you came. I'm so glad I got to meet you..."

"Silvia...?"

"...It was scary. So terrifyingly scary. But when things were at their worst, you saved me. I really, really love you... I thought, 'Wow, I'm so happy'!"

"...I'm lucky too."

"Yeah... Hey, say it. Say you like me."

"...I like you, Silvia-san."

"Say you _love_ me."

"I love you, Silvia-san."

"Then..."

"I love you."

"...♪"

Silvia trembled all over.

"I love you," he said, anticipating my needs. To such an ideal man.
That alone made me feel the greatest joy a woman could experience; my core burned hot, grew wet, and trembled.

Earnie found Silvia so adorable that he gently embraced her.
He wrapped himself around her, who was wrapping herself around him, as their love continued to grow exponentially in an endless cycle. It was a blissful moment.

"……nnn."

After a while, Silvia pulled away.

And only then did both of them notice that the seam on her sleeve had torn slightly.

"Ahh…"

"Could it be from when you pulled it earlier?"

"…Maybe."

Earnie pondered what to do. In truth, despite appearances, he was skilled at sewing and could easily mend it before anyone noticed. Just as he was about to suggest fixing it, Silvia nodded affirmatively in response to something he said, then suddenly began undressing.

"W-wait… S-Silvia-san, if you're going to take off your clothes, I should too…"

"No!"

Silvia stopped Earnie from rushing up hastily.

He obediently closed his eyes and sat back down. Before him, now in just her undergarments, she climbed onto his lap, then with a sudden motion, used both hands to pull her eyelids open wide.

"Nnnngh… um, but…"

"Mr. Earnie, listen to me. Look at this."

"…………"

"We've become lovers, haven't we? We've been lovers since three months ago… Look, please?"

"Umm…"

Earnie cautiously turned his gaze toward Silvia.

At the sight of her beautiful, vulnerable form in undergarments, he blushed intensely and darted his eyes around nervously.

"…Yes."

"…Well, Mr. Earnie… I've been thinking…"

"Huh?"

"I was thinking that today, maybe it's okay for you to be mine exclusively… No, wait—that's not quite right. It's not just 'okay'; I want to belong only to you. I truly want to be loved by you more than anything."

"…Silvia-san…"

"Mr. Earnie, do you dislike me? Can't we do this together?"

"…B-but, I'm an ogre…"

"It's fine. I'm human too."

"…No, that's not what I meant."

"I understand everything. I know you're a different species from us ogres. I also know that you might not find me attractive from your perspective. Yet, I still love you. I want to be loved by you."

"T-there's no reason for that! From my point of view, Silvia-san is truly charming… but I worry that being with you might cause trouble in your life."

"Ugh!"

Silvia grew exasperated.

Silvia understood. It was clear beyond words that Earnie loved her; the message came through in countless ways.
Still, Earnie was too gentle, too thoughtful—he couldn't bear to think he might soil her.

Then...

"Ear-nie-kun, I'm sorry!"

"...Eh? Eh!?"

She pulled down his underwear and exposed his penis.

With a soft _pop_, his erection emerged from his large frame—small enough to seem inadequate when compared to his bulk.

"Waaah..."

"Hehe... I'm serious."

After flashing Earnie a mischievous smile at his flustered state, Silvia began rubbing his penis with both hands.

She had seen it before—not for the first time. A few months ago, when Earnie suffered severe injuries from a full-body contusion, she had insisted on helping him urinate out of a sense of responsibility.

So she wasn't entirely shy about facing it. Yet, touching male genitalia with sexual intent was new to her, and things didn't go as planned.

"Ugh... I-I don't know... like this..."

"Ms. Silvia..."

"I'm sorry, I'm clumsy... I've never done this before... but I mean it!"

Overwhelmed, Silvia opened her mouth to his penis.
She knew such acts existed, but her knowledge was limited to what she could do with her hands; now, facing the act of oral contact, she felt utterly lost.
Looking up, Earnie wore a troubled expression—not because he found it pleasurable, but simply unsure how to respond to Silvia's actions.

"...Do you understand? I truly like you, Ear-nie-kun. Your penis... I can keep licking it as much as you want. But..."

"But?"

"...I'm sorry. Honestly, I don't know what to do... but I really want you to love me... I want you to fuck me."

"Eh? F-fuck me?"

"Really, is it okay if I get fucked?"

With her sexual knowledge failing to keep pace with her actions, Silvia raised a white flag honestly.

In exchange, she had made up her mind.

"Just hold my body as it is, force your penis inside me, and use me like a tool for friction. I want you to feel pleasure deeply and repeatedly through me."

"S-such a thing..."

"It doesn't matter if we tear apart. Do it. If you truly love me, then do it..."

From the depths of her heart, Silvia was driven by this urgent desperation.
Even if she lost her footing right here, as long as she could truly connect with Earnie, it would be fine. She wanted to prove that, as a woman, she could share intimacy with his masculinity. And beyond that, she craved an even deeper bond with him.

Her growing affection for Earnie had become uncontrollable; she desired their emotional and physical union so intensely it bordered on panic.

"...Silvia...-san..."

"..."

And then...
"...Are you really going to do it? I'm a man, after all."

As Sylvia's advances piled up, Earny finally began to loosen the reins of his reason.

"Yes."

"Even though I look like this, I have a huge interest in women? If you allow it, I might do something amazing every time we go on a date?"

That desire thrilled her so much that Sylvia trembled. Having just turned from the terror of being unable to express her love and not being accepted, she was now so happy she could barely hold back tears.

"...Do something amazing. Let me experience something amazing with you every week♪"

"…………Ugh, I don't know anymore."

"I also... I don't know anymore♪"

She stripped off her underwear, removing all fabric entirely.

No longer hiding anything from each other—heart and body alike, they revealed everything to one another.

Sylvia spread both arms wide, accepting Earny's hand.

"Yes, right there..."

"Wet..."

"Yes... I've been wet wanting to be held by you, Earny-kun... I was trying my hardest to get wet to welcome your penis...?"

"...Haa... haa... kuu"

"...Yes, it's okay. You can go in. Do whatever you like..."

"S-Sylvia-san!!!"

Sylvia had her waist and legs gripped by both hands, her legs spread apart, and she was pressed firmly against Earny's hips.

Though he tried to control his strength, the ogre's powerful arms meant the hymen wouldn't slowly stretch—it burst through in one sudden thrust.

"Nkuu...!!"

"...Haa... haa... Oh no, it's so... hot... and feels amazing..."

"...Yes, I can feel you inside me too..."

Earny's penis was surprisingly small compared to her massive body. Even by human standards, it was larger than average, but for an ogre, it was far from impressive.

Yet, this worked in their favor. Even with full insertion to the base, Sylvia wouldn't be damaged.

He could thrust dynamically all the way to the base without restraint.

And since Sylvia appeared light and small from Earny's perspective, he shook her so dynamically that she nearly flew apart. Earny himself was still a virgin, so overwhelmed by the bliss of his first sexual experience with a woman, he lost all self-control and kept "using" Sylvia relentlessly.

"Aa, ah, ahh... agu, ah... S-Sylvia-san... it feels so good, I can't stop... I'm sorry, excuse me... excuse me...!"

"A, ah, hyaa, aa, aah... hii, i, iaah...!!"

Both of them, once inserted, had no reason left—completely consumed by the experience.

Overwhelmed by it all, Sylvia was shaken back and forth endlessly, just for Earny's release.

"...Haa, aa... n, ahh... aa♪"

Even so, Sylvia wore a happy expression.

As a woman, she was undeniably satisfying Earny's ideal man—and that made her deeply, profoundly happy.

"Uaa, aa, ah... uaaah!!"

Earny became completely absorbed. He could think of nothing but reaching climax.

Then, he slammed Sylvia's waist against his own hips.

Slapping his glans against her cervix.

"Uaaaaaaahhhhh!!"

"Haa, aah... ah, aah... aah, nngh♪"

He climaxed with a powerful, spurting ejaculation.

"...Really did it...♪"

"I'm so sorry!"

"If you apologize, I'll get angry."

"...S-so sorry..."

"Eh."

She slapped both of Earny's cheeks sharply—_pachin_.

"...Nngh."

Then she kissed him, silencing Earny.

"I... am your girlfriend, right?"

"Yes."

"Does that mean we can have sex?"

"...If you say something like that, I'd think it's okay to do it?"

"Just make sure to pick the right place."

"...Yes."

"And be gentle."

"Yes."

"But also be intense."

"...That's hard."

"It's not. If you just let go, Earny-kun can only be gentle."

"...Y-yeah, I guess."

"Mm-hmm♪"

"Yo, Smayson."

"What's up, Isaac?"

"...Hey, do you think they're doing it?"

"...I'd vote for the ones just talking sweet nothings without even touching."

"I'm voting for the ones hosting a feast of lust."

※Correct answer: Both.

"This sucks either way, damn it."

"...Let's bully them when we get back."

"Let's bully them."

The two of them were then struck once each on the head by their teacher with a tray.

"You soldiers—your job is to ruin your comrades' happiness, is that it?"

"N-no way! This is a legitimate right!"

"Damn it! Happy people should be humiliated straight away so everyone else gets a little happy too!"

"I was stupid for getting even a tiny bit excited by your performances."

"Just because an old lady like me got excited..."

"Huh?"

"...Pay up. Full amount, now."

_[Seriously sorry]_

This happened one month before Selen's arrival.
Hornless Orga on Vacation
Basson, a provincial city located near the northern border of Celesta Merchant Nation and close to the Kingdom of Trot.
Far removed from the western frontier with the Afilum Empire, which currently serves as the nation's primary defensive line, Basson is lightly garrisoned: a single hundred-man unit, consisting entirely of crossbow squads specialized in large-scale combat support, stationed carelessly at the modest Merchant Nation military outpost nearby.

The Northern Legion has no ties to either the eastern or western frontlines, nor does it draw from the southern region known for producing elite troops. Frankly speaking, its actual combat effectiveness is not highly anticipated during wartime—a fact compounded by the heavy attrition suffered during the Trot War.

Furthermore, at present, the northern sector that should be under its protection is already overlaid by the Trot Legion, largely repurposed from the former Trot Kingdom's army, making urgent crises less likely to arise in this area.

Thus, while "treasured reserve force" sounds flattering, the unit is essentially composed of upper command's whimsical experimental divisions and training battalions labeled as "reserve forces," spending their days researching new tactics or engaging in hornless drills.

Though it is well-known that the crossbow squad achieved significant merit during the Trot War, it is treated merely as one of several experimental units. Being an experimental unit left idle with nothing to do creates a deeply uncomfortable atmosphere; even when told casually, "Just stay and train however you like," members are left unsure of what exactly they should be doing.

Regular infantry or cavalry units might push themselves to the limit through rigorous personal training, showcasing their growth as potential candidates for the Ace Knight examinations, but crossbows are inherently simple in operation, relying heavily on magical support. No matter how hard one tries to maximize their capabilities, there are clear limits. Moreover, these units only achieve peak effectiveness when wielded directly by a single charismatic leader who can manipulate them at will.

Consequently, during this unexpectedly granted long leave, Arnie Boyd—an 18-year-old male Ogre unable to return home—spent his days in the barracks. After completing a decent amount of archery practice each morning, he ran back and forth along the one-hour walking route to Basson City as a substitute for marching drills, using the opportunity to enjoy fleeting moments with his beautiful human girlfriend, Sylvia (19 years old), under the guise of "training."

Although no squad leader was present in the barracks urging him to train harder, and visiting her daily posed no issues whatsoever, Earnie felt uneasy about constantly loitering around while Sylvia worked at her fried food shop from noon until evening. So, he doubled down on his own training efforts.

"Good work, Earnie-kun."

"Oh, y-yes! Hello there, Sylvia-san!"

Sweat dripping down his body, Earnie ran along the ruts left by horse carriages. Sylvia greeted him with a bright smile in the grassy field just outside town.

Beside her stood a water bucket and several whole roasted birds—prepared since morning in anticipation of his arrival.

"Sylvia-san... I'm really happy about the roasted birds, but... isn't preparing them every day too much trouble?"

"It's fine, Earnie-kun. You caught that boar for me not long ago. Compared to that, this is practically nothing."

As a mandatory skill in Ogre colonies, Earnie occasionally spotted wild boars or deer and hunted them, bringing the meat back to Sylvia's family home. Her mother rejoiced greatly, while her father wore a stern expression.

Earnie felt slightly discouraged, thinking he might be unwelcome. Yet, it was natural for a human father to feel uneasy if his daughter, standing at an imposing 277 cm tall, had fallen deeply in love with such a massive Ogre.
But Sylvia genuinely loved Earnie with all her heart.

"Heheh. Today, I tried changing the herbs used for marinating and the sauce coating."

"Then... let's eat!"

Earnie took a hearty bite of the roasted bird with his characteristically large Ogre mouth.

"Mmm, delicious!"

"Which one do you prefer—the one from yesterday or today?"

"Both are equally hard to choose between..."

"Nope. You have to pick."

Sylvia pressed close against him, poking his broad face with her finger as she demanded an answer.

Earnie looked troubled and took a small sip from the water bucket. To humans, it would be a large barrel, but for an Ogre of his size, it was roughly equivalent to a slightly oversized mug.

"Then... today's one?"

"Got it. Yeah. I'll work hard tomorrow too."

"Yes. Looking forward to it!"

After delivering lunch to Earnie, Sylvia headed off to her fried food shop. Meanwhile, Earnie ran back and forth between the barracks and the city multiple times, occasionally hunting wild animals he encountered along the way, waiting for Sylvia to finish work before taking their short walk home—a daily date routine.
...Well, usually.

"...So, Earnie-kun?"

"Huh?"

Ernie, who was in the middle of devouring his third roasted bird, had begun to wonder why Silvia hadn't returned to town yet. But then she smiled and hopped up onto his lap with a soft _byokon_, making him jump.

"Actually, today's my day off~"

"...Really?"

"Yeah. So let's go on a date this afternoon♪"

"…………"

Ernie was absolutely thrilled. However, an ogre's expression of excitement is not easily conveyed to humans.

"So... or maybe... do you have work to do, Ernie-kun?"

"N-no, I don't think so... uh-oh!"

Date.

Not just a casual chat as usual, but a luxurious half-day outing.

Should I rush back to get the jacket Kelly gave me? Or since humans supposedly hate the smell of sweat (ogres, including females, barely care about it), maybe I should find some water nearby to wash off the perspiration? Ernie spun his eyes around in thought.

"Since we're going on a date, I guess I should... um... freshen up a bit."

"Eh? Then our date time will get cut short!"

"T-there's no time! At least let me get rid of the sweat smell or something!"

"I like you even if you're sweating, Ernie-kun?"

"…………Uuu..."

Should I act spoiled? Or is she just tolerating it?

While worrying about such things, Ernie couldn't resist Silvia's upward glance as she tugged at his short sleeve, and he simply went along with the flow.

"...W-where are we going?"

"Hehe♪ Let's go hiking!"

"Hiking, huh? Alright then."

Ernie had been worried that if they went to the arena, other humans might frown at his sweaty smell, indirectly embarrassing Silvia. But now he felt relieved. He was a timid person who, once he started worrying, tended to overthink everything.
That overly delicate side of his, which didn't match his massive frame, was actually Silvia's most irresistible charm.

Silvia loved being carried on Ernie's shoulders.

Even though it's called "shoulder ride," since a girl couldn't straddle him comfortably due to the thickness of his neck, she sat on just one side of his shoulder instead.

"It's high up, Ernie-kun."

"Of course, I'm an ogre."

"With how tall I am, humans must be tiny and hard to notice, right?"

"...To be honest, sometimes I almost kick kids by mistake."

If an ogre steps on a human child, it won't end well. He'd never actually done it, but in the barracks, ogre soldiers had accidentally kicked dwarves, leading to fights.

"...I'm really so small... To Ernie-kun, I must look like a cat or something."

"N-no, that's not it... Silvia-san is... more than that... wonderful... uh!"

"M-moments ago you were saying don't make me blush just because we're in the forest, Ernie-kun!"

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry!"

"...But I'm happy."

The ogre and the human, one above, one below—though their scales differ, they both turn bright red in the same way.
Together, under the midday sun in the forest, they shyly avert their gazes yet refuse to let go of each other.

Unable to bear the silence, they desperately try to think of something to say, anything at all.

Just as he opens his mouth, Silvia beats him to it by a fraction of a second.

"…Well, Mr. Earnie…"

"Oh um… y-yes!"

"So… how big do ogre babies get? Could I possibly have one too?"

"Oh, w-well… uh, well, human and ogre infants are almost the same size, so it should be fine… b-but oh no—"

"I see. I was just a little worried."

"Oh no no no… m-me and… Silvia-san's… child…"

Arnie Boyd's brain boils over.
Though he'd already lost his virginity to Silvia, her usual reserved demeanor had kept them from ever crossing that line again.
Yet he knew exactly how good it felt; the moment he became aware of it, his groin began to throb with youthful vitality.

"…Mr. Earnie?"

"Yes!"

"This is in the forest. No one's around."

"I-I see…"

"So… so… we're having a boy, right?"

"Y-yes… it'll be a boy…"

Silvia cradles the back of Earnie's head, holding back her own embarrassment.
This is Silvia giving everything she can muster in an invitation.
Though she's well past her prime, she has no aversion to sex—in fact, every time they meet like this, she finds herself wanting Earnie in her arms.
But speaking it aloud feels too shameful. She doesn't want to be the only one eager; if Earnie isn't feeling it, there's no point. That's why she's waited so long for him to finally say what he wants.

"Well… Silvia-san. Um, a little… uh, I'm not sure if I should say this… but… let's… get it on."

"…Idiot…"

"D-Does that mean no? No, right? Ahaha…"

"No, it doesn't… I've been waiting for this forever."

"Haa… um, well…"

"You're dense!"

Using his neck as a handle, she swings down like a pendulum until her chest is before him.

She kisses him once, then slowly removes her jacket in the dappled sunlight.

"Oh! Earnie-kun, take yours off too! Don't make me feel shy all by myself!"

"U-uhh!"

Earnie hurriedly begins to undress as well.

And so, in the forest, they stand facing each other, naked.

"S-Such... beautiful."

"...Thank you. You're wonderful too, Ernie."

Silvia gazed dreamily at Ernie's small yet exquisite organ—unusually petite for an ogre—still straining upward with eager anticipation as he sought her out.

"...Ernie-kun. Do it again like before."

"Eh? E-er...?"

"Let me hold you in those big hands of yours, pound your little one hard against my crotch... and then make me cum lots...♪"

Like a child begging for a hug from their parent, fully naked Silvia spread her arms wide.

Ernie gently grasped her body, lightly caressing her breast with his thumb before tilting her backward onto his lap in front of him.

"H-Hey! Breasts... it's getting dirty..."

"I-I'm sorry!"

"...Ernie-kun. I keep saying this, but being lovers means we can be dirty together, right?"

"...Yes."

"That's why you don't need to apologize. ...I'd love nothing more than for Ernie-kun to feel dirty with me. You probably think if you get dirty with me, I'll dislike you, don't you?"

"...Just a little bit."

"I won't dislike you. Absolutely not. ...If people see us undressing or having sex in public, maybe I might get slightly annoyed... but only a tiny bit."

"No way!"

"Right? Then I'll never dislike you. So whenever you think no one's watching, go ahead and do all sorts of dirty things."

"...D-Do... I can?"

"Yes. You can hide in the grass and lick my breasts. You can let me lick your crotch while we're in the bushes. It'd make me happy if you kept massaging my butt like this. Bringing me into the forest and letting you put your crotch inside me is fine too. Even staying at an inn all day long, pounding away with your crotch... And if we end up having an ogre baby together... would you take me as your wife?"

"E-Even if we don't... If I'm okay with it, please marry me!"

"Yes♪ ...Since becoming my future bride means you can do any dirty thing you want, give it your all♪"

"H-Hai!!"

With a wet squelch, Ernie thrust his organ deep into Silvia in a moment of overwhelming emotion.

"Aaaah♪"

Silvia showed off her slender throat as she basked in pleasure.

"Ah, Ernie-kun... you're inside me again...♪"

"Miss Silvia... I'm so turned on..."

He slowly pushed all the way in, then gently withdrew.

Adjusting between the brakes of reason and the accelerator of beastly instinct, he gradually increased his pace.

"Ernie-kun... Ernie-kun, I love you so much...♪ Being touched by a man like you makes me incredibly happy...!!"

"I-I do too... I love you, Silvia! My brain's not good enough to say anything else, but I truly, truly love you!! If only we could stay like this forever!"

"...H-Haaah... Ah, haa... Ernie-kun loves me too...?"

While being rocked backward, Silvia smiled with genuine happiness.

"I want your crotch all the time...♪ I want to be filled by you endlessly, forever and ever...!!"

"Kkkk!"

In the heart of a forest at high noon, an ogre is being relentlessly demanded by a beautiful alien lover clad in nothing but grace.
Is there anyone else so utterly blessed?

"……K-k-aaahhh!!"

The moment he saw Silvia's pure yet lustful expression radiating deep happiness, Earnie gritted his teeth, struggling against the pleasure surging through him.
In an instant, his restraint shattered; he slammed his glans hard against Silvia's vulva and erupted.

"Nn-ha! Ah, aaaaahhh♪"

"Silvia-san!!"

He poured a torrent of semen into her.
For a while, Silvia shuddered violently in rhythm with the pulsations, but as the ejaculation ended, she slumped, losing all strength with a soft "kun."

"S-Silvia……-san…"

"U-un… lying on my back makes my neck tired…"

She hadn't lost consciousness; relieved, Earnie began to lift his hips away—only for Silvia to protest.

"N-no! Don't pull out yet!"

"But—"

"……K-k-next time, if you let me lie face-down, I can take it… Earnie-kun, you still want more, don't you…?"

"……Should we keep going like this?"

"Yes… because I said I wanted to do it all the time…♪"

She lifted her heavy-lidded gaze and smiled at Earnie.

"One session isn't 'all the time,' you know."

"Silvia-san…"

"……Let's do it♪ We're lovers who adore each other beyond measure, after all♪"

"……Yes!"

That day, their murmurs of affection never ceased until dusk.

By the way, ogres being relentlessly demanded by alien lovers from midday onward were actually quite common.

"K-Keito, Linne… hey, how many hours a day do you guys actually wear clothes these days?"

"Hmm… I don't know…♪"

"As a new wife, there's no need for modesty. I'm ready to burn and discard my underwear so I can always receive Kelly-san's love."

"No, calm down. If you try that, the bovine ogre colony won't have any spare small clothes. And if you walk around like that, everyone in the colony will think I'm a pervert, and I'll be socially ruined."

"If we change locations, it'll be fine."

"So… more dick, dick action!"

"Ah, damn it, those变态 wolves! Absolutely no burning allowed! If Mom sees me like this again, I'll cry!"

A few special cases.
The final part is from the Isaac arc in Side Story 2. During the original serialization, both arcs were running simultaneously.
The Hornless Orga, Renamed,
The horns of ogres are, depending on the tribe, often a vital part directly tied to one's identity.
After all, they are a race so specialized in combat that they're known as "warrior races." While their massive frames and developed canines certainly embody what makes an ogre an ogre, it is undeniably true that the horns—seemingly governing both fighting spirit and offensive power—are the true symbol of the species.
Therefore, ogres hold their horns in extremely high regard.

Since horns are living organs that grow, they require constant care. They are regularly trimmed to maintain their shape or regulate their length, and some tribes even carve symbolic patterns into them.
However, no matter how close a companion may be, an ogre will never let anyone else touch their horns. Doing it themselves is a matter of pride for any ogre.

Most other races don't even notice the effort involved, but in reality, there are trends and fads surrounding horn grooming: cutting notches to create bifurcated tips at the ends, carving evenly spaced ridges along the shaft, or sharpening them so keenly they could pierce through anything.
"Back in my youth, I thought that looked cool," is a common excuse heard from middle-aged ogres.

From a purely structural standpoint, all these modifications are disadvantageous. Yet, for hot-blooded young warriors who have survived countless brutal battles, seeing their ornate horns remain unblemished looks undeniably impressive. Of course, most of the time, they aim for such perfection only to break them off halfway through, leading to deep regret.

Enough digression.
Arnie Boyd, a Private (recently turned nineteen, an ogre male of the pure-hearted variety), is a man entirely unconnected to such wicked horn modifications.
After all, despite being a dual-horned ogre, he's missing one. Due to various circumstances, it was ripped out from the root and will never grow back. At this point, even by ogre standards, he's already quite the sight.

Still, he had been cherishing his remaining horn quite carefully—until just a few months ago, when it snapped off.
Well, considering it came at the cost of saving a life and winning over a girlfriend, he could accept it. But lately, the horn has grown quite long again, and he's been pondering what to do about it.

"Hey, Boyd, what're you staring at in that mirror?"

"Oh, Private Rackman."

As Earnie gazed into his hand mirror, troubled, his colleague Greg Rackman, a dwarf private, called out to him.

To put it simply, a private is an apprentice soldier—the lowest rank. Greg and Earnie are peers of the same age and rank, so formal speech wouldn't get them in trouble. But given that Greg is a dwarf with a beard like a bear's, there was something about addressing such a junior as Earnie without honorifics that felt awkward.

"Men staring into hand mirrors? That's creepy."

"Oh, ahaha... no, it's about my horns."

"Huh? Your horns?"

In the Celesta Northern Army Crossbow Corps where Earnie serves, ogres make up nearly twenty percent of the support forces—a rarity. Naturally, many hold strong attachments regarding their horns, and there are those who understand just how unusual—or pathetic—Earnie's situation is.
Greg recalled this and wore a slightly awkward expression. He wasn't good at comforting people.

Seeing Greg's hesitant face, Earnie panicked.

He wasn't worried about the broken horn.

"I... no, I mean, um... maybe it's time to file them into a conical shape?"

"Ah, right. When yours broke, it was like this."

Greg made a five-centimeter gap with his fingers. In Earnie's memory, it seemed a bit wider, but details don't matter much. It wouldn't do anyone good if others remembered incorrectly anyway.

"Yeah, well, that's about it. But since they've grown quite long again, maybe it's time."

"Then let me lend you a really sharp knife."

"N-no, I have grooming tools already."

The real issue was whether he should even do this at all.
Aesthetically, there's no reason not to. The problem lies elsewhere.

Earnie's girlfriend, Sylvia McLean—a human female on the verge of turning twenty and known for her innocence—was saved from a near-fatal collision with an out-of-control carriage thanks to Earnie's selfless rescue attempt.
Now, she carefully wears the broken horn he lost during that incident as a pendant around her neck.

I was truly delighted that she seemed happy when I gave it to her, but ever since then, I've occasionally traced the crease on its tip, using it as a reminder to be grateful for our meeting and for fate itself. Honestly, a single chipped horn is nothing compared to Sylvia's flawless skin—so why worry about it? It's just something like "Hey, Arnie, you're still doing that," or some other ridiculous nonsense I've been turning into an excuse to joke around. That's the real problem here.

Now, this scarred crease has become one of our bonds.

But should I erase it? That's the struggle I'm facing.

"I see... So, hit me then. Go all out."

"If you could just spare me..."

Greg's height is like that of an infant compared to Arnie's towering frame, yet as a dwarf, he possesses enough power to knock Arnie unconscious with a single blow.

Feeling genuine malice hidden beneath his friendly smile, Arnie slowly stepped back.

"Hmm... Well, seriously speaking, if hitting you satisfies you, I suppose you can keep doing it however you like."

"Eh? Yeah, well, that's true... But it does look rather awkward, doesn't it?"

Still, as an ogre, Arnie has his own sense of aesthetics and cares about what others think.

To be honest, a horn left broken and bent out of shape is simply unbecoming.

Having Sylvia see him like this would make her feel ashamed too, and that's something he can't bear to do.

"Hmm... What should I do..."

"Most people outside our kind wouldn't care anyway, you know."

"But Basson, there are actually quite a few ogres around, aren't there?"

Caught between cultures, between love and appearance.

Sylvia could offer advice, but if she did, she'd end up looking lonely and saying, "It's okay to trim it," which would only make things worse.

As Arnie stroked his carrot-like horn, now without a tail, deep in contemplation, the front entrance of the barracks grew slightly more lively.

"Someone must be back."

"It seems so."

The noise had grown considerably over the past few days.

With the three-month leave granted to them unexpectedly, and now its end approaching within days, many soldiers were returning from their well-deserved break.

Even though they belonged to a military unit bound by duty, most of them were young men living alone, which fostered a strong sense of camaraderie.

Some even brought mountain-sized gifts, turning each soldier's return after their first leave since forming the squad into something of an event.

But somehow, the way things were getting noisy felt a bit off.

"Oh, hey, Boyd, Rackman! Come here for a sec! And slap my cheeks! No, wait—if you two go all out, I might lose my head, so keep it gentle!"

"Did you just say that, Sergeant Jack?"

"A tap on the head will do, won't it?"

"No, I meant something like that... Ah, come here already!"

The two glanced at each other, followed Jack toward the entrance, and found a massive bull standing there.

Or rather, an ogre subspecies male who looked like a bull: Corporal Kelly Isaac.

Beside him—or more accurately, leaning against his lower body—stood a woman with straight posture and an aura of dignity.

"...A woman? She doesn't seem like a civilian."

"That cloak is military issue. Same fabric as what the Anzoros squad carries."

"N-no... Something feels off about her proximity to Corporal Isaac, doesn't it?"

"No, it's not that Isaac the Decapitator is just too big, right?"

"That guy alone could block the entire entrance."

"No, no, no—I saw him walking toward us from over there, but that woman was riding on Isaac the Decapitator's shoulder!?"

"Ugh..."

"What a scene. The most enviable situation for an Ogre, ranked number one."

"...\*"

Earnie glanced away slightly, having done this quite often at Silvia's request.

Jang-Jack and Greg caught his glance immediately and shot him a sour look.

Setting that aside for now:

"It sounds like you're introducing yourself. To everyone, right here in the entrance hall?"

"Oh, hey, we're coming to listen too!"

"Wait a minute!! Damn it, don't leave the short-legged ones behind!"

The three of them dashed forward with _dota-dota_ footsteps.

"Pleased to meet you."

As the woman in the cloak struck a formal Celesta military salute, the three reached within earshot.

Seeing all around them awkwardly smile and return the greeting, the trio hurriedly pressed their fists to their left chests.

"Oh, hey, what's going on?"

Jang-Jack asked a nearby soldier. Before that soldier could speak, she offered a faint smile and repeated her words.

"Pleased to meet you as well. I've transferred today from the Celesta Western Army, Third Infantry Regiment. My name is Linne Mikagami, Regular Soldier. Branch remains infantry; I'll be taking on guard duties."

"Ah... uh, Regular Soldier Mikagami actually holds the title of Ace Knight by the way. Also a Wolf Beastkin. I'm from her hometown—or rather, we've known each other since childhood. She's the granddaughter of my old man."

Kelly was desperately trying to explain without causing any trouble.

Linne calmly removed her hair ornament and revealed her previously hidden ears.

"I enlisted because I admired Isaac the Decapitator. From now on, please take good care of me."

"Oh, hey, Li... Mikagami?"

"Don't push it, call me Linne. ...And that should be clear enough, right? Kelly-san."

"No, um... yeah..."

The look in her eyes and the way she moved radiated absolute trust in Kelly, while Kelly's behavior was utterly bewildered and suspicious.
Almost all forty soldiers gathered in the entrance hall understood instantly.
"Yeah, yeah. Nice to meet you, Regular Soldier Mikagami."

Representing them, Bit Williams—a human male aged 28 burning with jealousy—stepped forward with a grin, sharing Kelly's rank as a Decapitator.

"And Isaac. After such a long journey, things aren't great right now, but morale for training is sky-high among us."

"A, ah... uh, Williams?"

"Of course you'll lead the way, Isaac. As a Celesta soldier."

"Calm down. Wait a moment. Let's try to act rationally as Celesta soldiers."

"Yeah, yeah. Nobody's lost their rationality yet."

"…………"
Amid a height difference nearly double her own, the ox lowered its head with a menacing, slow advance.

"Haa…"

"Yeah, yeah, you're really eager for training today. Good attitude—truly worthy of being Future Captain of the Hundred."

"Iyo! Protocol for Acting Deputy Captain of the Hundred!"

"Shining bright as ever!"

As they chimed in unison, the soldiers hurried toward the armory.
Soon, a few who had already returned began winding the crossbow strings with nostalgic enthusiasm, their movements crisp and practiced.

"Well," said Bit—a human male aged twenty-eight, renowned for his perpetually fixed smile—declaring to Kelly with a radiant grin.

"Which do you prefer: fleeing while carrying a shield meant to deflect arrows, or running away empty-handed?"

"What kind of choice is that!!"

"You'd better decide quickly—I've been practicing archery myself and already have my weapon ready."

"Gh… ugh… AAAAAAAH!!"

Kelly sprinted toward the armory at full speed.

"Alright, everyone, pursue her! If she grabs that arrow-deflecting shield, you're authorized to fire!"

"Yeeeeeeaaah!!"

The crossbow squad chased after her in high spirits.

"Wait… please, what exactly are you going to do to Captain Kelly?"

"Just let it go, just let it go."

Hank Bronson, a regular infantryman from the only remaining unit—the Anzerus Guard—firmly grabbed her shoulder and halted her.

"This is part of the ritual."

"The ritual…?"

"Yeah... see, neither the Hundred Captain nor the Ten Captains of Anzerus are here right now."

"What does that have to do with anything!?"

Before their conversation could gain any traction, the trigger for the large-scale archery drill had already been pulled.

"Uooooooh!! You guys aren't actually aiming at me, are you!!"

"Sorry, Captain Isaac! It hurts us too, but this is training! Die!"

"We're not doing this willingly either! Get lost!"

"Even if I concede that returning to Kun and snagging a beautiful girlfriend is one thing, don't think you can get away with just bringing me along for show-and-tell without consequences, damn it! Sorry!"

"Don't insult me using such awkward grammar!!"

The so-called "arrow-deflecting shield" was in fact an ultra-heavy shield lying discarded in the armory—one that even an ogre would struggle to wield. While it could technically deflect crossbow bolts at close range, Kelly's massive frame meant she couldn't fully hide behind it.
"Gh! Got grazed! I got grazed, you bastard!!"

Even so, Kelly managed to escape with her life through sheer determination.
"...What kind of unit is this place anyway?"

"Welcome to one of the Northern Legion's most beloved units."
It was meant as a joke, but probably also true.

Night had fallen.

The daytime commotion had finally subsided, and everyone was gathered in the mess hall for dinner, beginning their usual round of introductions—asking each other what they liked about Linne and Kelly's coupledom.

"Well, that counts as a blessing in its own way, comrade."

"...When I started dating Sylvia, it was great to have the Captain and Anzerus's squad around..."

"Hahahaha. Well, Isaac wouldn't go that far unless he was tough enough," someone chuckled.

A bit apart from the group, Kelly and Linne looked slightly annoyed yet oddly content. Watching them, Earnie secretly wiped a bead of cold sweat while patting his chest in relief.
Yeah. Everyone's scary.
"But..."
Now even Kelly had a girlfriend.
That meant he no longer risked being dismissed when seeking advice on matters of the heart.
And though Kelly was technically a sub-species, she was still an ogre; there was shared understanding regarding how to handle horns.

"Alright."
After devouring his portion of spiced meat chunks—a super-male dish made for voracious ogres—Earnie followed Kelly as she stood up first.

"Horns?"

"Just file them down, why don't you?"

As expected, both Kelly and Linne tilted their heads in confusion.

"No, but... I just don't want to cut off our memories together."

"Romantic, Boyd."

Kelly laughed heartily, while Linne smiled gently and nodded.

Kelly was rough around the edges yet caring; Linne was quiet but steady. Side by side like this, they seemed quite the ideal couple.

"It doesn't have to be romantic per se... but since you and Sylvia are different species, I'd hate to lose even a small thing that could strengthen your bond."

"I see... But you two are so lovingly attached; maybe it's time to gain a bit more confidence."

"Physical tokens are lovely, but relying too much on them can make women uneasy. It might seem like you trust the object more than your own love."

"Ah, I understand..."

"So perhaps taking the next step intentionally could be good."

"...Next?"

"Yes. Why not turn carefully filing those precious horns into a new shared memory between the two of you?"

"...M-maybe... like this?"

_Click-clack, click._

Sylvia meticulously shaped the horn using Earnie's favorite small knife—large enough to look like an axe to humans—and a file.

"Oh, don't round off the tip too much; that's how kids file their horns."

"Okay... Hey, why did you decide to let me do this?"

"W-well..."

"The Ogres' horns are precious things. We entrust our pride to their form, which is why we don't let others touch them."

"Entrusting that to someone else... well, in my colony, it's actually quite a serious form of courtship."

"...Hey, Kelly-san. Can you... let me have yours trimmed?"

"Eh... ah, yes. ...Damn it, you've gotten so spoiled lately."

"My pride is the fact that Sylvia likes me. If horns are the shape of pride, then the ones trimmed by Sylvia's hands are the proudest horns I could possibly have right now."

"...Ugh."

"Wait, isn't that too cheesy? It's a catchphrase Isaac taught me."

"No... I'm happy."

"So, I'll go for your right horn—"

"Kate!?"

"N-no, then I'll take the left one..."

"In place of my penis, it'd be fine if you two, big sister and Kelly-nii-san, gave each other a double-horn-fucking session♪"

"...H-horn-fucking... G-gulp."

"Hey, wait!"

"Hahahaha, Isaac. What a coincidence."

"Eh, Williams!?"

"So, who exactly is this Mikagami Sehei lookalike making inappropriate remarks over there?"

"No, calm down. Let's talk things through. First off, this kid doesn't speak standard Japanese well."

"Mmhmm... I wonder which dialect 'penis' comes from. Maybe we can find out while exercising a bit."

"Wait! Listen to me!"

This is connected to Isaac's chapter in Side Story 2, and it intertwines quite heavily with that one as well.
I'll be posting that soon too.
Extra 2: A Certain Cow and Wolf Relationship
The Relationship Between a Cow and a Wolf 1
Kelly Isaac. A bull ogre of 310 cm in height, aged 29.
Former heavy infantryman and squad leader of the Crossbow Corps within the Northern Legion.

Once hailed as a future Ace Knight, he had already met the primary requirement for the title by successfully breaching the Rock God's Labyrinth during trials five years ago. However, he was disqualified due to suspicions that he had collaborated with other candidates en route.
Since then, he transferred to the Crossbow Corps and has rarely engaged in frontline combat. He has not applied for the Ace Knight examination since that incident.

As a squad commander, he is highly competent, repeatedly protecting his subordinates by leveraging his immense strength and quick thinking. His reputation and trust within his unit remain strong.
Among the Crossbow Corps, he is regarded as one of the most promising candidates for promotion to Centurion in the upcoming reorganization, alongside Anzeros, the squad leader of the Guard Infantry.

Should this promotion occur, discussions among relevant parties revolve around whether his new centurion company would become the second division of the Crossbow Corps or if he would return to heavy infantry duties.

Assuming no further significant infractions arise, there is little reason to doubt his suitability for the role of Centurion.

──End of this year's Celesta Military Personnel Investigation Report.

* * *

"Even though you're excellent as a soldier... well, being strong is good. But I never thought my son would still be a virgin at thirty!"

"W-what are you talking about! Should I have been known as a rapist since my teens instead?!"

"There's no middle ground between 'virgin' and 'rapist,' you know."

"Don't keep calling me a virgin, Mom! Especially not from your mother!"

"Haa... I guess I won't get to see my grandson's face after all."

Dorothy Isaac, his mother, sighed listlessly.

The bull ogre colony in the northern region of the Great Desert Labyrinth is a remarkably peaceful place.
Though they appear terrifyingly monstrous, these bull ogres fight like demons against their enemies yet display kindness and innocence toward the weak, especially children.
They do not hunt without cause and never kill unnecessarily; when in trouble, they help one another.
The Great Desert Labyrinth permits survival only to those with strength, skill, or wisdom—but as long as these ogres support each other, it provides abundant living resources through an excellent symbiotic food chain system.

Consequently, the numerous colonies scattered throughout the desert labyrinth maintain relatively harmonious relations, frequently visiting one another for trade, proposing joint monster-hunting operations, or exchanging labor for carpentry and irrigation projects.
Amidst this environment, Kelly became a beloved figure among the children.

Occasionally, morning markets are held on a rotating basis across each colony.

"Ah—!!"

One dwarf child spotted Kelly gazing blankly at an oasis and hurried over to him.

"It's Red Bull One-chan!!"

"Oh, Jonathan's kid! How have you been?"

"Ooh—!!"

The dwarf child climbed onto Kelly's massive tank top, clinging tightly as he scrambled up, then perched himself on Kelly's shoulder with a joyful hop. Kelly didn't mind and simply allowed the athletic display.

"Red Bull One-chan's arms are so cool! They're as big as To-chan's belly!"

"Hahahaha, no one can beat me in power—I'm still the same."

Flexing his muscles to show off his biceps, already thick arms bulged even further. These log-like limbs were so formidable that an ordinary human would lose all fighting spirit just seeing them.

As Kelly spent time with the dwarf child, other children from different races began gathering around him one by one. The dwarf child knew Kelly from before he joined the military and felt no fear, while the others hesitated, unsure whether to approach such a gigantic bull ogre.

"Red Bull One-chan, do that thing!"

"That thing? Alright then."

Stirred on by the dwarf's goading, Kelly stood up, shouted "Hnnngh!", and threw both arms into a muscle pose.

"Uoooooh!!"

"Uncle looks so strong! He must be stronger than Mr. Girard!"

"No way, let's do it again, one more time!"

"Hahahaha, alright! Hnnn!"

He flipped his arms downward and struck another muscle pose.

Next, he clasped his wrists, turned sideways with arms pressed tight against his ribs, bent his knees slightly, and held the pose.

"Double biceps, lat spread! And side chest! ...Once I can pull off poses like this, I'll be a real man!"

"Hahahaha, you idiot!"

"Don't call me an idiot! Call me a macho man!"

"I wanna ride too!"

"Sure thing, get on! Even with all of you riding, I've got plenty of room!"

"Incredible! Red Cow-chan is amazing! Did you power up again?"

"Yeah! When we first met, you were just a regular soldier, but now you've leveled up to squad leader!"

"Incredible! You're getting even stronger!"

"Hmph, if I get any stronger, the dungeon won't be able to hold me."

Kelly swung the children around his arms, necks, and horns, running steadily around the oasis while they cheered happily. Finally, he dove into the water with a splash, quickly gathered the kids who had been tossed aside, and carried them on his broad, trained chest like a raft.

"Haaah—"

"W-was that scary!"

"Hahahaha"

He continued propelling the oasis forward with a fluttering kick, to the children's great delight.

"Hey!! Kelly, don't put those kids from other houses in danger!"

Dorothy scolded him from the shore while selling skewered meat from Hell's Bore.

"Well, you guys were cheering me on, so I got carried away, didn't I?"

"Don't blame us, Red Cow!!"

"No way!"

Laughing heartily with the children, he swam in circles around the oasis.
Kelly loved nothing more than making children laugh.
That's why he was immensely popular with small children and their parents, regardless of race.
"...Well, I guess it's unavoidable that you'd be so popular with kids."

Dorothy sighed fondly at her son, though she also knew this wasn't enough. If only she had grandchildren... Her worries ran deep.

Night fell.
The city had closed down, and the bovine ogre colony grew quiet.
Inside Isaac's home, Dorothy murmured softly while applying lotion bought from another race.
"...I was thinking about remarrying Girard."

"!??"

Kelly jumped up abruptly.

"Oh, hey, Mom?"

"What's the matter? Got a complaint?"

"But she's my age..."

"I'm still forty-three!"

"Hmm..."

"If you had a bit more initiative, maybe—"

"What are you talking about?"

"You're not likely to produce any grandchildren with your current track record, so I'll just have to make a new one. It's exhausting for me; I can't let my bloodline end here."

"Mom..."

Is she trying to push Kelly into action in her own way, or is she serious? It's hard to tell.
True enough, Mom isn't quite ready to fade away yet. But Kelly's father died hunting monsters when Kelly was still a child.

Orcs are naturally somewhat loose regarding sexual matters. Even though Dorothy is still strikingly beautiful for her age, Gerald—Kelly's old friend—proposing aggressively wouldn't be considered unusual by orc standards.

Dorothy isn't particularly aggressive in her approach to relationships, but as long as Kelly continues to show himself unworthy of forming connections with women, there's no reason to object to his mother's desire for him to have younger siblings and carry on the family line.

"Hmm..."

"If you're thinking about anything at all, just go find some virgin girl nearby and lose your innocence."

"B-What are you saying?! Like peeing standing up!"

"Not much difference there. When you feel like it, you do it. Sometimes life springs from that. Come on, what's the difference?"

"Mom, I don't want to think that something like that could bring me into existence..."

"The ground is waiting for seeds and fertilizer. Hurry up and try seducing someone tonight. How many single women do you think are in this colony?"

The orc colony suffers from a severe shortage of males. While it might sound like a harem situation, with the male-to-female ratio reaching three to one, it goes far beyond that.

Orc men certainly aren't lacking in libido, but orc women—powerful and tough as they are—are even more driven sexually. Once ignited, their passion never fades; they keep their partners busy multiple times a night, changing riverside lovers with ease.

As a result, the shortage of males becomes a serious issue.

Originally a minority group, women who definitely want children rarely let men go. Even though men operate under social norms close to free sex, they can't easily juggle several partners at once. Women end up in surplus.

In such circumstances, men like Kelly become almost bizarre creatures—far beyond being carefree or irresponsible.

"But still..."

"Maybe you should try visiting Martha-chan?"

Martha Merlitz was Kelly's first love, the girl he'd been dumped on by another man a decade ago. Now she's a mother of two.

"B-But Martha has a husband!"

"If you're so attached, go steal her back, you idiot. Other men can still bang around even after losing one woman."

"I can't break up someone's family. I want Martha to be happy..."

"Ah, shut up! Just get out! Don't come back until you've given some woman a good pounding!"

Mom is dead serious. Even though it sounds absurd, Kelly couldn't defy the mother who'd raised him alone since he was four. He was kicked out into the night and stumbled away.

"...I shouldn't have gone home to visit my family. Maybe I should head back to the barracks..."

My mother never backs down once she starts. She won't let me back in the house for a few days.
Even so, the option to sneak off with her didn't appear on my menu as a twenty-nine-year-old virgin.

The next day.
"……Let's cool things down here," Kelly muttered.
Kelly had retreated into the labyrinth.
Camping in the labyrinth was second nature to him; from childhood until his enlistment in the Celesta Army, he'd been hunting Hellboars here.
Against a pack, sure, but against one or two? Even with bare hands, current Kelly could handle them.
"……About a month left before my leave ends... How many days should I sulk here? It'd be more fun hanging out with my comrades and kids back at the colony," he mused, counting on his fingers as he tried to balance his mother's cooling-off period with his own "joyful homecoming." He was feeling pretty down.
"……I'm not saying I don't want a girlfriend or marriage... but..."
However, as his mother said, the Bovine Oga community was always at war, constantly raiding.
That meant that even if he found a good match here, for Kelly, who still intended to remain a soldier, it would amount to being stolen away without a fight.
He couldn't forget the shock when someone he thought wanted to marry him and believed could marry him suddenly smiled at another man. He'd managed to brush it off with an awkward laugh back then, saying, "Well, there's nothing I can do about it," but once home, he'd spent about a week tossing and turning in bed or weeping bitterly.
That was when he realized he was actually quite sensitive and possessive.
If someone stole him away again, he feared he might never recover; perhaps it would be better to just wither away.
Though he'd flare up jealousy toward Earnie and Andy, fundamentally, Kelly wasn't the kind of man who thought, "I should have been the one."
"……Man, this is boring."
While building a fire with burning stones scattered around, Kelly sat alone, hugging his knees. He looked nothing like the strongest male in the Bovine Oga colony at 310 centimeters tall.

A few days later.

"Is it safe to head back soon...?"

Confirming that morning light was streaming through the skylight, Kelly sprang up with a start.

Just then, as he moved his hand sideways, something soft pressed against him, causing him to jump in surprise.

"Whoa!?"

Lying there was a foreign-species individual covered in dust.

"……Ow, ow..."

He sat up abruptly.

And then—

"……As I thought. Big Brother Kelly!!"

"Whoa, oh!?"

The creature stared intently at Kelly's face before leaping onto his neck.

Its tail swished back and forth.

"K-Kelly-nii-san...?"

A teenage wolf-beastkin girl.

Kelly paused for a moment to think.

"……Ah."

"Remembered?"

"You're from Old Man Zenga's place!"

"Yeah! Kate, his granddaughter!"

Inside the Desert Great Labyrinth lie numerous colonies of various races.
It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that almost every race except humans has a presence here.
Among them was one colony inhabited by wolf-beastkin.
Though they don't belong to the trading guilds that hold morning markets, so they're rarely seen, they occasionally make their way to the Bull Ogre Colony.

"Why are you all alone out here?"

"I followed Big Brother Kelly."

"Wait... didn't I last play with you about ten years ago?"

The Kate in Kelly's mind was still barely a toddler.
But the Kate standing before him now was properly grown into a young girl. She'd matured quite a bit, he thought.

"Heh-heh... finally caught you."

"T-timing couldn't be better! I was back home visiting my family..."

"Yeah. I've been looking for you ever since you disappeared from Queeca. Sometimes I thought I'd never find you."

"Wait."
Kelly had been in the capital city of Queeca five years ago, when he was still a Heavy Infantryman.

"You were in Queeca... so you've been looking for me this whole time? For five years!?"

"Yeah. Since Big Brother Kelly lived there, I moved nearby too, right?"

"Come on, seriously?"

"But my sister told me not to call out to him because he was entering a crucial period as an Ace Knight, so I waited."

"..."

"But then, once he seemed like he might become an Ace Knight, and I thought he'd take the exam again next year... but he didn't show up. So I waited for the next one too, and the one after that... By the time I realized he was gone, I thought maybe he'd returned to the Labyrinth, but he wasn't there either. Then I wondered if he was still in Queeca, but he wasn't there either."

"I-I get it, I get it... but why?"

"Because I made a promise to you, Big Brother. I promised to become your wife."

"...Eh?"

Kelly desperately tried to recall his memories.
No, there was no need to search at all. There are children like that who occasionally appear.
Children who play with Kelly, admire him, and sometimes ask him to marry them.
And Kelly's answer is always the same: "Yeah, when you become a good woman."

"...So I believed... that..."

"Yeah. Wolf-beastkin keep their promises absolutely."

"..."

"I'm going to be your wife, Big Brother. And once you say I've become a 'good woman,' our promise will be complete. I'll make many children with you. I'll be a great mother."

Kate wagged her tail back and forth excitedly.

I thought you were incredibly cute.

But...

"…No, that's impossible."

It truly warms my heart to hear someone say something like this during such a time, but an ogre's penis isn't easily accepted by other races.

After all, it's as thick as a woman's forearm. If it were significantly smaller, maybe compatibility would be possible, but Kelly's endowment is certainly not on the small side for an ogre.

But...

"It's fine."

Kate smiled brightly and began undressing.

Kelly, who had never seen a woman naked except for Diane and his mother, turned red with embarrassment. He was still a virgin.

He unbuttoned his short vest and loosened the cloth wrapped around his chest, then peeled off his loincloth in one swift motion. He wasn't wearing underwear—he couldn't have been.

That's because something extremely thick and rigid, literally as wide as a woman's forearm, was buried within him.

"Hey!?"

"Heheh… To become your wife, I need to fit inside your penis, so I made it myself and put it on."

"W-wait, hey, really…"

"Wolf beastkin, promise, absolutely. I've gradually gotten used to it; now this much fits. I can keep my promise. I can bear your child."

Due to their fundamentally different linguistic systems, Kate's words came out slightly awkward, yet that very directness left Kelly completely speechless.

"N-why… why do you have to be so… with me…"

"I'll absolutely keep my promise."

"Promises are…"

"Wolf beastkin, promise, absolutely. That's why I won't make promises lightly, right?"

"…………"

"I was born with the purpose of bearing your child—that's what I thought back then. I truly believed it from the bottom of my heart."

"S-such a thing… how could such a small child think that?"

"Wolf beastkin, I believe deeply in fate. That's why I felt it back then."

"Fate is…"

"Am I not a good woman for you? Am I not someone special to you?"

"You're a good woman, a very good woman, but…"

For someone like me, who so easily gave up on my first love, those words were far too heavy.

Just as Kelly was about to say that, Kate cut him off and kissed him deeply, burying her nose and mouth inside his large lips.

"Mmm… mmm. Promise, perfect."

"Eh…"

Kate had never intended to listen anyway.

While kissing, she pulled out the prosthetic and tossed it far away, as if discarding something unnecessary.

"Give me a full load of your offspring. Right now, I'm in an intense heat phase—and probably will be for quite some time."

And so, the naked beastkin girl pressed her hips against Kelly's massive endowment on her own.

"Haa... haa..."
A wet, slick sound as Kelly's love fluid rubbed against the crotch of his pants.

This bold advance from a woman was far beyond what one might expect from a bull ogre's wife-seeking ritual—a rejection-free approach entirely alien to their customs. Yet, for an inter-species encounter like this, Kelly had finally made up his mind.

"...O-oh, hey... You're really going to do it? I don't even know how to handle women!"

"Yeah. Neither do I. Do whatever you want."

"...Alright then."

"Hurry up and get at it!"

Completely flushed with desire, the beautiful young girl rubbed her arousal against him while wagging her tail, and when she demanded he just get on with it, there was no escape left.
Still harboring a faint sense of guilt, Kelly thrust his massive member into Kate's vagina.
"Nn... ah!!"
Kate arched her back in shock.
Even though the width could be accommodated, the depth remained impossible to ignore.

The bull ogre's enormous phallus had penetrated only halfway into the wolf beastgirl's crotch before stopping.
"Gh... ahh..."
Kate stared blankly ahead, eyes wide, as if impaled on a skewer.

As for Kelly, facing his thirtieth birthday for the first time, he was suddenly on the verge of climax from the overwhelming sensation of entering a woman's vagina.

"Oh no..."

"Ah, haha... Brother, more..."

"Kate?"

"...More... Use my pussy..."

Even as she was impaled by such a rigid, enormous member, Kate wore a smile filled with fulfillment.

"After all, your cock is good... Much better than I imagined..."

"…………"

"I've been waiting forever... So long... Wondering if we could have kids like you—a horned child—or maybe a wolf beastgirl. Giving birth, getting fucked again, giving birth again, getting fucked again... It feels lonely. I want to give birth while being impaled. I've always wanted that. I want you to drown me in your cock more and more. I want to live with your cock inside me."

"...O-oh, hey, are you okay?"

His broken Japanese made him momentarily doubt if she'd lost her mind. But Kate was just speaking from impulse.

"I finally have your cock inside me... I want so much more of it. Even if we have kids, I want you to fuck me until my womb is pushed back, or even push them out of my mouth. I want my body to become a vessel for your cock."

"W-well, that's pretty graphic, but don't go any further."

"Yeah... Then shut me up. Shut me up with your cock."

"...Kuh..."

It felt like she was cornering him step by step, forcing him into situations where he had no choice but to comply.

Yet, it felt good.

Kelly had been so wounded that he couldn't even justify having sex unless someone told him to do so.

"Nn, ku... ah, ga♪ Gafu, uu... Break, be broken, break me... Break me!!"

"...U, uuu..."

Kate's broken speech leaves Kelly unsure where the bluff ends and her true intent begins. Yet, precisely because of this uncertainty, Kelly has given up trying to read her expressions.
He simply wants to thoroughly savor this shallow, scorching vagina and release his seed within it.
With that thought, from the middle onward, he grips the girl's body tightly with both hands and strokes his erection as if performing a solo act while using her crotch almost entirely on his own initiative.
The wolf-girl revels violently in this.
"……K-kkuuun… It's coming, I'm gonna cum…!"
"Seed… seed♪ Kelly nii-chan's seed! Spread it all over!! Just fill me up to the brim, okay?♪"
"…Sorry, let me do that… for you, yeah!!"
Thump, thump, thump……!!
Kelly's member is enormous, and the volume of his ejaculation is far from negligible.
Feeling an overwhelming amount of fluid surge forward to rape her eggs as it erupts from the thrusting member, Kate passes out happily while impaled like a skewer.
"…U-uwaah…"
And then, in a strangely depleted mood immediately after climaxing, Kelly feels a peculiar sense of despair, realizing he's done something utterly outrageous at the most inopportune moment.

"So, I'm no longer a virgin."

"Kelly, come here for a second."

Mother's iron fist.

"Why were you messing with another species right there, you idiot!"

"Ahh…"

Given the context of what Mother said, it was indeed proper to finish inside the cow-ogre colony.

"Kelly nii-chan isn't bad at all. It was really great."

"Haa…"

Mother's worries run deep. She just fears her grandson might get caught.

"…Mmm. Kate, you little brat… doing this without my permission… Ugh!"
And then the next assassin targets Kelly. Only three weeks and two days remain until the end of Kelly's vacation.

(TBC)
The Relationship Between a Cow and a Wolf 2
A week had passed since Kelly reunited with the wolf-girl Kate.

"That imp of a Kelly, what's next? He's actually pairing up with a werewolf beast-person..."

"Don't call him an imp; at least say he's a wimp."

"I always thought that guy finally woke up to men in the city."

"According to my husband, some respected monk supposedly granted him enlightenment."

"There was even talk that since getting skewered by Hell's Boar, he's been too sore to get an erection."

The gossip among the cow-ogre women is rather candid.

Unaware of any such rumors, Kelly was living a happy life.

"Mmm... g-guh..."

"Kyuu... You're sleeping well, Brother Kelly. It's morning already..."

Kate licked Kelly's cheeks repeatedly while he remained unresponsive. Amused by his refusal to wake up, she gently pulled back the cloth covering him.

Kelly's violent masculinity was currently in full "good morning" mode.

"Aha!"

After gazing admiringly at his bold display for a moment, she grabbed it with both hands and began licking the underside of the glans.

Kelly still hadn't stirred.

"...Brother Kelly, it's morning already—morning! It's time for me to get my fill again...♪"

After whispering these words in a voice too soft to determine whether she wanted to wake him or not, she nuzzled against his erection, then slowly removed her loincloth. She wasn't wearing underwear; she had no intention of putting any on.

"You're the bad one for not waking up...♪"

Then, using both hands to spread her labia as wide as possible, she allowed herself to be skewered by Kelly's penis. The size difference was so extreme it looked almost painful, yet her expression remained purely joyful.

"Mmph... g-guh... guh... uh?"

"A... you're awake...?"

As the glans reached halfway down—deep into Kate's depths—he opened his heavy-lidded eyes.

What he saw was a wolf-girl sitting atop his own morning erection, having removed only her lower garments, smiling as she swayed her hips back and forth like a playground toy.

"Oh... oh? What is this?"

"Good morning, brother! I'm going to give you plenty of cunnilingus today too...♪"

"...Oh, come on. Didn't we do this multiple times from morning till night yesterday?"

"My stomach's hungry. No matter how much I eat the day before, my stomach gets hungry again in the morning?"

"N-no, if you're hungry, ask your mother."

"Not my stomach! My vagina!"

Kelly slumped in defeat.

"...You've got a weird sense of humor. Who taught you that kind of thing?"

"Dorothy auntie's signature move: killer humor."

His head throbbed at his mother's boundless boldness.

Glancing briefly toward the doorway, he noticed his mother's horns peeking out. Realizing she was staring intently at him, she left behind a thumbs-up gesture—more like a thumb-between-fingers sign—and retreated inside.

"Mom... just because you want grandchildren..."

"I'll make them! I'll make lots of them! Come on, big brother, let's prepare for grandkids first thing in the morning. It'll be great for your health!"

"You're something else..."

Kate flapped her hands forward with a _pat-pat_ rhythm. She could handle inserting herself alone, but she still couldn't manage the piston-like motion.

So this was her gesture: grab my crotch quickly and thrust up and down with a _zup-zup_.

"If you stick your cock in there, you can't just pull out again, right...!"

"I will! Today too, I'll be full of fresh seed from morning on, so I'll feel great too~♪"

"What the hell are you talking about..."

Kerry began to make love to Kate as she demanded it. While Kate wagged her tail with an innocent smile, the Isaac household was already thoroughly ruined before midday sun even touched the sky.

Wake up in the morning, have sex with Kate, play with the kids, have sex with Kate again, go fishing or hunting occasionally, have sex with Kate once more, drink with comrades until slightly drunk, then have sex with Kate while washing off at the water source before bed, and finally fall asleep having sex with Kate all night long.

"What kind of life is this for me?"

"Isn't that normal for wolf-beastfolk newlyweds?"

Kate asked with a puzzled expression.

"Even cow-ogres have those hot-and-heavy couples around," Dorothy nodded solemnly.

"That's not good for the kids' upbringing, is it?"

"I actually regretted not giving them even worse education myself."

A cow-ogre virgin colony record holder who couldn't even make a _gugu_ sound.

"But still... I have to return to Basson in about two weeks, and getting used to this isn't good."

"Just quit the army already!"

"Can't I stay? I'll go to Basson! Wolf-beastfolk, promise me—absolutely. I'll become your wife, absolutely. Let's never be separated again, okay?"

"Hmm... but even if you say that, there are no women in the barracks..."

He remembered someone being dragged in recently and felt a bit gloomy. While not as extreme as Anzeros, Kerry was also somewhat of a moralist.

Or rather, for Kerry's case, it was just that he felt more comfortable with the school-like atmosphere of the barracks where there were almost no female contacts.

"It'll be fine, don't worry, something will work out."

"It'll be fine, it'll be fine, it'll be okay~♪"

"Heh~♪"

_Pachi!_ Dorothy and Kate gave each other a high-five despite their nearly 60-centimeter height difference. It was reassuring that no mother-in-law problems seemed likely, but Kerry, surprisingly serious, began to worry about what would happen next.

Marrying Kate was fine; he'd take responsibility. He'd already made up his mind.
The real issue was whether to stay or go. Still, he didn't want to quit the army yet. At least he wanted to keep an eye on things until someone like Earnie became a regular soldier.

Kerry wandered leisurely through the evening maze while lost in thought.
In his hand was a dwarven-made greatsword of desert steel. To humans, it would be a massive weapon barely liftable, but for Kerry's giant frame, it was just an ordinary mid-sized sword.
It had been his father's heirloom—perfect for hunting Hell Boars.
And that was all.

"Kelly Isaac, Sergeant... no, Squad Leader, correct?"

"Hm?"

A shadowy figure flickered into view from a corner of the labyrinth.

The atmosphere was tense, yet there was no immediate sense of murderous intent. Kelly nonetheless braced herself instinctively, though outwardly she kept her demeanor casual as she surveyed the woman.

She wore light armor and a cloak, with a longsword slung at her hip. Her hair flowed loosely, and her gaze was sharp and commanding.

At first glance, it was clear she wasn't one of the current inhabitants of this desert labyrinth. She was a soldier.

"Who are you?"

"I am Linne Mikagami, captain of the Third Infantry Regiment of the Western Legion."

"The Third Infantry from the West... Mikagami? That's Zenga's family name."

"Yes. I am his granddaughter. It has been some time."

The Third Infantry Regiment of the Western Legion is renowned as an elite unit. Frequently engaged in skirmishes with their greatest current threat, the Afilum Empire, its members boast extensive combat experience and a notably high proportion of Ace Knights.

Moreover, the distinctive surname Mikagami appears only among the wolf-beastkin in this labyrinth. As expected, Linne was Zenga Mikagami's granddaughter—making her one of Kate's sisters.

Yet, unlike Kate, Linne lacked that foreign, uneasy aura. She spoke with standard fluency.

"Do you have any idea where my sister might be?"

"I do."

"As I thought... I've been looking for you."

"Heard."

"...So you're still insisting on becoming my wife?"

"Yes."

"..."

Linne shook her head, looking troubled.

"That girl is very set in her ways."

"...What? Could it be..."

A possibility that had once crossed her mind suddenly surfaced again.

Perhaps...

She hadn't actually made the promise; she might have simply misunderstood and believed it out of confusion.

Linne smiled.

"Don't worry. The promise was made. It is something absolute to us."

"...I see."

"But, with this tongue that speaks so confidently of absolutes, I would like to make one request."

"?"

"I ask that you break it."

Sister faced Kelly quietly.

"The Werebeasts honor their vows above all else. We are a race willing to dedicate our entire lives, even gouging out our own eyes and ears, to fulfill a promise. It is certainly a virtue—a flawless one—but precisely because it is so unassailable, we do not hesitate to sacrifice our hearts, our happiness, and everything else in its name."

"…………"

"She made a promise far too grand for her young age. In her desperate desire to uphold the vow of becoming your wife, she has come this far without ever knowing what love truly is."

"Love… she doesn't know?"

As you say it, Kate had clung to Kelly with an almost fanatical intensity. It felt less like affection and more like a literal faith.

"I want my sister to understand what it means to fall in love with someone. Rather than devoting herself entirely to this vow until her dying day, I wish she could experience the ordinary process of falling for someone. I want her to live a rich and fulfilling life."

"…I see. …Well, there's no way around that then."

Kelly delivered those words with remarkable understanding.

Yet he never imagined that while speaking such reasonable lines, his heart would once again feel as though it were bleeding out.

(…Again?!)

He certainly didn't believe that blindly trusting Kelly was Kate's greatest happiness.

But the thought of losing the woman he had believed was within reach—the one he had convinced himself belonged to him—made his vision darken once more, this time with finality.

"That wasn't what I was thinking at all," Linne muttered, nodding with a look of infuriating relief.

"Of course. She's just so single-minded… and there's something endearing about that…"

Kelly hadn't been listening to Linne. He didn't want to listen. Another round of hiding away in some corner, weeping uncontrollably. Perhaps he should quit the military too; he felt utterly defeated.

And precisely because he had ignored Linne's words completely, he was now ready.

"…!!!"

The ceiling of the dungeon trembled faintly.

The air warped slightly. The pressure shifted.

A presence of a monster approached—not merely a Hellboar, but something far more powerful.

"Grrrroooaaahh!!!"

No hesitation for even a heartbeat. Thanks to having given his full attention to the conversation with Linne, he seized the fastest possible moment and hurled his greatsword behind her.

_Clang!_

"AAAAAAAGH!!!"

"!?!"

Linne's ears shot up as she spun around in panic. Behind her stood a colossal stone golem, twice the size of Kelly, teetering on the brink of collapse.

"Nn…?!"

"You've been tailed. Most likely, you took repeated shortcuts near the Queenica dungeon entrance to get here."

"Y-yes…"

"It seems you stepped into the golem's perception range."

While keeping an eye on Linne bracing herself, Kelly quietly gathered his strength.

His usual dark eyes now glowed with golden light. The fury born of unexpressed despair awakened the dormant power of the Bull-Ogre sleeping within him—a force he hadn't felt in years.

The stone golem rose to its feet.

He attempts to draw the sword embedded in his chest with an awkward yet powerful motion.
"Brumoooooooh!!"
Golden light erupts from his eyes as Kelly releases all his coiled strength, leaping into the air in a single bound. He kicks off the high ceiling and brings his full body weight down on the hilt of the sword protruding from the golem's chest.

The golem's chest plate splits vertically. Catching the greatsword mid-air like a spinning top, he swings it horizontally to cleave through the golem's right leg in one strike.
"!!!"
Just as expected—split cleanly down the middle of its thigh.

The golem loses its balance. There's no need to wait for it to fall; Kelly delivers a spinning kick with that thick leg, stirring up dust throughout the dungeon.
"Fugoooooooh!!"
Thud!!
The golem stumbles and collapses.

He drives the sword straight down into its head, pinning it firmly to the ground.

"Oh, how magnificent..."

"Brumoooaaah!!"

"Lord Kelly!?"

Without hesitation, Kelly brings his fist crashing down.
He kicks.
He grabs the broken leg of the golem and smashes it downward.
Each blow shatters the rock further; in moments, the golem is reduced to a pile of scattered stones.

The special latent ability of the Bull Ogre:
Within the dungeon—that sealed darkness—the Bull Ogre can dramatically enhance its combat power.

Born as the master of darkness, among ogres it has been optimized specifically for life underground. In such environments, it gains an attack capability twice that of its normal state.

"Though even so, because the Bull Ogres have grown too accustomed to peace, they've lost the capacity to unleash this kind of battle fury unless they're truly seasoned in combat. I've been hunting with my life on the line since childhood, so somehow... I ended up like this."

"That's right?"

"That's why breaking through the Rock God Dungeon was no surprise for me. It's their absolute specialty. A Trot-style arena match wouldn't have worked back then."

"..."

"I remembered. You... at that time..."

"Yes."

Linne had taken the Ace Knight Trial alongside Kelly, whom he once challenged.
And there... surrounded by a Dead Corpse and a Rock Golem, she was moments from death.
Seeing her in such peril, Kelly saved her—a move that violated the rules and resulted in his disqualification.

"Since Kate started following you, I've gained some skill myself. When I heard about the Ace Knight Trial being open to outsiders, I arrogantly thought it would bring glory to my hometown, so I signed up... and at that time, you saved me."

"..."

"So why did you give up on becoming an Ace Knight?"

"...If saving people leads to disqualification, then I don't think I'm suited for this path."

Rules are rules. He understands that well enough.

But if a similar situation arises again, Kelly will do the same thing. And that's exactly what it is.

Then Kelly realized... he had been driven by the crowd to aim for this, but in truth, he didn't desire the honor of Ace Knight. All he wanted was to protect his comrades.

"Look, I just need to guard my friends. Isn't a crossbow perfect for that? I can reach and aid comrades even from great distances. So I've decided to work hard with the Crossbow Squad."

"...Really? I thought we might meet again... That's why I applied for Ace Knight again this year, and now I'm in this position."

Embedded on the chest of her leather armor was the insignia of Ace Knight.

"And there stands the elite Third Infantry Regiment from the West. Quite impressive, isn't it?"

"Reflecting on it, I too have strayed from the right path."

"...?"

Linne stood before the seated Kelly and began to remove her armor.

Though she wore long sleeves and a full-length undersuit beneath, making such exposure unnecessary, Kelly felt a bit awkward and looked away.

"If we break our promise, Kate won't accept it."

"Huh? What do you mean by that?"

"A wolf-beastman's vow is absolute. The only way to invalidate such a vow is through another conflicting vow from a different wolf-beastman—that's the only possibility."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. So, please make a new promise with me. That will free Kate."

"......"

His heart sank. If he simply nodded now, his idyllic time with Kate would end.

For a fleeting moment, he considered throwing a tantrum and changing things at the last minute, but true Kelly—cowardly yet calm and rational—silently quelled that selfish impulse.

Unaware of Kelly's sorrowful inner turmoil, Linne smiled gently and slowly wove her words.

"Make me your wife, Kelly Isaac."

"...Huh?"

"Since that day, I've been waiting for our reunion. I've kept my feelings for you warm deep within my heart... This bond without a formal promise, this true love—I want to let that child experience such feelings someday too. So please, make me your wife."

"......"

The point of her argument was unclear, leaving Kelly completely baffled.
Then, he noticed something moving in the corner of his vision and tracked it with the peripheral awareness unique to a bull ogre.
It was Kate. She had been hiding in the shadows until now.
Kate raised her fist—a signal: Go on, go ahead, big brother Kelly.

(...Is this okay?)

Confused by the bizarre turn of events, Kelly struggled to keep up. As Linne's eyes grew increasingly anxious, his panic intensified.

"Am I... not enough?"

"...W-well..."

"Oh, don't worry about tonight. I've trained myself to accept even your manhood. If you'd like, I can prove it right now."

"......"

Kelly broke out in a cold sweat. Was Linne really walking around with such an intense erection while maintaining her cool composure?
Then Kate made the same gesture again: Hurry up, hurry up.

"…I understand."

"That's good… ♪"

Linne presses her nose and mouth into Kelly's large lips, kissing him just as she did with Kate.

"This promise is now perfect. With this…"

"Woo-hoo! ♪"

Kate suddenly leaps onto Linne from behind, startling her.

"K-Kate?"

"Sister, Brother Kelly, and… the bride!"

"N-No, that's wrong! Kate, listen to me!"

"Nfu-fu-♪"

"I made the promise with Kelly to become his wife, so your promise is now—"

"Well, sister… having a cow ogre colony and many brides is perfectly normal."

"E-Eh? Eh?"

"It's different from werewolves. …Your promise has no contradictions, does it?"

"E-Eh?!?"

"A-Ah, I see what you mean."

Werewolves apparently follow a monogamous system.
Even in Celesta, where polygamy is technically permitted by law, human society fundamentally upholds monogamy.
Linne, having moved directly from the werewolf colony to the human town, had not fully grasped this distinction.

"Nfu-fu-♪…Sister, we'll have many children with Brother Kelly!"

"…U-Um, yes, I suppose that's how it will be…"

"W-Wait, Linne… if it means nothing, we can just pretend it never happened."

"Brother Kelly. Werewolves' promises are absolute. I've already made my promise."

"…That's right. Since I made the promise, I shall become your wife. …And besides, having been shaped to match you like this, I…"

Shyly, Linne removes her armor beneath. Kate joins her in taking it off.
Linne is not wearing underwear; she couldn't wear any.
The thick, form-fitting prosthetic inserted between her thighs made it impossible.

"…There's no choice but to become your wife."

"…Ah, ah…"

Even though Kelly had rashly expanded his own desires and blamed others for them, he wouldn't normally be troubled by such things.
No, it was natural.
The joy of a male being asked to father children by these adorable wolf sisters left him no room to complain.

Kate happily but forcefully pulls the prosthetic out from between Linne's thighs.

"♪"

"A-Ah…! A-Ahh?!?"

A slurping sound echoed as a giant artificial phallus materialized. Upon closer inspection, it bore the carved face of an ox.

"……Who made this?"

"Sis~♪"

"……Y-yes… I've just… become like this…"

"…Isn't it cute?"

"But from today on, you don't need this anymore? Every day and every night, Big Brother Kelly will give you his cock?"

"Uuuh…♪"

The open vagina trembled with visible pleasure.

"…C-can I put it in?"

"Yes… b-but… since I've never had experience before… if possible, please be gentle."

"…I've only done it with Kate too, and I've lost my virginity for just a week now."

"~Nah~♪"

Amidst the joyful gaze of watching Kelly, his member was thrust into Linne's depths.

Given that he was slightly larger in build than Kate, he managed to swallow her vagina quite deeply, though not entirely to the very end.

Even so, Linne became intoxicated by the bliss of being pushed upward against her inner vaginal walls by the raw, hot flesh of his penis.

"A… aaah…♪ T-this is… Kelly-san's… phallus…♪"

"Cock~♪"

"U-uuh… Kate, that's embarrassing to say like that."

"Cock is cock, right?"

"But…"

"I get a little more excited when you call it 'cock' too."

"…O-okay… c-cock…"

"One more time."

"Cock. …Cock… Kelly-san's ox cock…!!"

"Hehe. Good."

"Cock… cock, good… give me more cock… fill me up with your cock… a-ahaha, yes, calling it 'cock' in such vulgar terms is actually wonderful…♪"

After being made to repeat it several times, Linne gradually became influenced by Kate's direct style of speech.

Her cheeks flushed as she slowly moved her body up and down, wagging her tail vigorously to display her pleasure. Thanks to his well-developed muscles from weight training, there was no pain; yet, overwhelmed by the sensation of such overwhelming vitality, she became increasingly immersed with every passing moment.

Although Linne had been an intellectual figure, once that image began to crumble, it dissolved quickly. As someone just like Kate in her youth, she adapted remarkably fast.

"Haa… haa… Kelly-san, more… fill me up even more… I'm so impatient… ruin me more… make me useless with your cock~♪"

"Oh, okay… here we go."

He wrapped both hands around her, gripping Linne tightly. Instantly understanding what was about to happen, Linne's eyes filled with anticipation.

"Uuuh…♪♪"

Juu, juu, jjuu…!!

With quick, forceful movements, Kelly seized Linne's body and began working his member inside her vagina. Due to the significant difference in their physiques, he had to control the motion carefully—not too deep, yet ensuring it wouldn't slip out—which meant he couldn't move himself but instead had to make her move.

And thus, Linne, whose body was seized and treated like a hole capable of swallowing only a phallus, tasted a pleasure from masochism unlike any she had known before. By utterly denying her strong self as an Ace Knight, she derived an intense state of ecstasy from being handled merely as a woman, a device for pleasure.

"Ahh, haaah! Yes, this is good... waaah, aaahh, aaah!!"

"Here we go... here we go, Linne, I'm going to cum...!?"

"Aaah♪... Yes, me, my... sperm, inside me... semen, fill me up, soak me... I'm pregnant♪"

"Uu, ku, uuuuh...!!"

"Aaaaaaaahhh!!"

He thrusts deep into her depths and ejaculates.

The vaginas of the sisters, though their overall atmospheres differ, are remarkably similar in appearance, and both seem to delight equally in Kelly's overwhelming flood of semen.

Shuddering, she sucks in the milky white fluid into her womb; the excess that overflows with a bubbling sound is licked away deliciously by Kate.

"Haa...♪"

"Mm, mm, Linne... it's such a waste...♪"

"Well, well, don't get too carried away, uuu... if you're so eager, won't you want to violate me again? Who knows who else might pass through this place?"

"I'll do it! I'll use my cock next after big sister, on you!"

"...Damn, this is endless, you know."

* * *

Linne Mikagami. Height: 159 cm. Werewolf beastkin. Age: 19.
Passed the Ace Knight examination four years ago and was recruited. Currently serves as squad leader of the Third Infantry Regiment under the Western Legion.
She is renowned for her swift swordsmanship and martial arts, possessing a striking combat instinct when needed; however, recent assessments note growing concerns regarding her legs and stamina.
A few days ago, she submitted a request for transfer to the Northern Legion's "Second Crossbow Corps." At present, no record of that unit appears in official documents, as it is not listed among active forces, so her application remains pending review.
Suspicion also exists that she can no longer bear the heavy responsibilities of squad leader due to her youth; when suggested for demotion, she readily accepted.
For these reasons, upon rejoining the Crossbow Corps, she is scheduled to be assigned as a regular escort infantryman under direct command.
Final confirmation requested from Central Command.

* * *

In the headquarters, Minister Sixth made a grimace.

"...Lately, there seems to be an unusual increase in women within Diane's unit. I recall that place was supposed to be organized exclusively by men."

"Oh, right, do you know about it, Minister? Rumor has it that Captain Diane has gotten a boyfriend or something."

"Mm, mm, regarding that matter... it feels like some kind of misunderstanding, or rather, things weren't clarified properly before I returned. What exactly was going on?"

"There's a man making the rounds in the rumors. He's said to be an extreme womanizer. For some reason, reports from Special Captain Becker claim he's been luring numerous demi-humens."

"Mm, that bastard's doing it!"

No, that's not true.

(TBC)
The Third Relationship Between a Cow and a Wolf
Beastkin are highly susceptible to the phases of the moon.
Their physical capabilities and sensory acuity fluctuate markedly at night, and when combined with heightened mental arousal, their abilities can swing by nearly double their baseline.
As is well known, they reach peak power during a full moon and become most subdued during a new moon.

By the way, Orcs also react physically to lunar cycles, though not as dramatically as beastkin. This trait isn't unique to Orcs; it's shared among races adapted to darkness, including Dwarves and Dark Elves. For them, activity peaks during the new moon.
The closer they are to darkness, the stronger they become. Races that lack natural low-light vision find themselves hard-pressed against nocturnal dwellers who exceed their usual capabilities even in normal conditions.
This is why night raids by nocturnal soldiers—a tactic mastered by multi-racial Celesta and the southern Dwarf Kingdom of Gort—have long been feared. Neighboring nations have established a standing protocol to reinforce border defenses, especially during new moons.

Now, these characteristics naturally extend to reproductive capacity as well.
When individuals from species with subtly opposing traits intermingle, certain troublesome complications arise.

"Brother Kelly, is it already over?"

"H-huh? Come on, you guys need to hold back a bit. I'm not exactly young anymore."

"If you're still in your twenties, you can't use age as an excuse... Did someone else do it?"

"No way! Orcs get worse during full moons!"

Lynne, a wolf-beastkin, lapped at Kelly's limp member with a wet tongue while Kate and her sister Mikagami watched.
Kelly and Isaac puffed out their noses in frustration, utterly overwhelmed by the two sisters' insatiable desire.
"Seriously, even if we're talking about culture here, having sex every hour from dawn to dusk isn't sustainable..."

Reluctantly withdrawing from the still-pining pair, they wiped their damp hands with a towel and pulled on their pants and trousers. Left alone, Lynne would continue licking insistently until he became erect again.

"If I were serious about it, I wouldn't mind staying inserted for an entire day... but..."

"Sister's being unfair. If that's the case, I can't do it."

"Yes... besides, Kelly has his own life to consider."

"You two should wear clothes and go out sometimes... come on, spending the whole day waiting in my room for my dick is ridiculous!"

Sister Lynne pulled the sheets aside with a mischievous smile, while younger sister Kate grinned brightly, wagging her tail energetically.

"Because I love Brother Kelly so much."

"W-well, I'm still not used to... uh, having it inside me. If possible, I'd like a bit more. Especially during full moon periods when my body craves it intensely, so getting accustomed now is crucial."

"So that's why... haa..."

Though happy about the affection, he felt they were indulging too much.

Since the night she consummated her union with Kelly, Lynne had rushed back to Queeca and submitted her transfer request. While a normal human would take over a month for the round trip, she made the most of the Desert Great Labyrinth, completing the journey in just ten days.

Even accounting for shortcuts, this demonstrated the astonishing mobility unique to wolf-beastkin.

"I ran nonstop without sleeping because I wanted to see Kelly so badly."

"...So don't drag three rock golems along with you!"

Facing multiple rock golems simultaneously hadn't happened since the Ace Knight trials, but thanks to Lynne's cooperation, Kelly managed to repel them successfully. At that moment, he realized just how formidable she truly was—living up to her reputation as a promising future officer of the Third Western Infantry Regiment.

Her primary strength lay in martial arts leveraging her powerful legs, yet she was far from clumsy with a blade; she even displayed impressive skill by severing a rock golem's arm with a seemingly unremarkable longsword.

"...If you gain proper experience there, becoming a Master Knight isn't out of the question."

"But right now, I'm already your wife, after all♪"

In a corner of the labyrinth where the five limbs of the rock golem lay scattered, three days ago I had completely ignored both my travel fatigue and the lingering echoes of battle to suddenly pounce on Kelly, begging for erotic reunion.

"Once a few more days pass, we'll have to return to Basson," said one.

"...That's unfortunate," replied the other.

"We won't be able to use our... uh... until we get there..."

The two wolf sisters hung their heads in shame.

With a bang, the door swung open.

"Quit the military already!"

"Mom!"

Mother Dorothy immediately flashed her thumb-squeezing sign.

"That's exactly why it can't be something you join or leave based on your mood! The military isn't like that!"

"If we bail out now, won't they stop calling us? Nobody knows about our colony anyway."

"But didn't you host the Captain and Smayson just yesterday?"

"Wouldn't they understand?"

"On what basis!?"

Mother was fully committed to her grand ambition of welcoming grandchildren. Since Kate and Linne had made their "promise" to marry Kelly, they had become completely obsessed with conception.

"I'd like to work in the military for at least another three years..."

"Three more years in the military..."

"When you return, we'll have a family of fifteen—me, your sister, and me!"

Wolf beastfolk typically give birth two at a time.

"What should we do? Is there any childcare facility in Basson?"

"There isn't..."

"Don't worry, don't worry—I'll take care of them myself in town!"

"Oh my. When you're ready to give birth, just send us a letter; I'll come help out."

"Wait, both of you... No, Mom, calm down. Are we really determined to keep giving birth until our limits?"

Kate nodded cheerfully. Linne shyly looked away.

"...W-well... probably... if we don't think about it at all, we'll just end up getting pregnant every year... Probably because I can't stop having sex with Kelly..."

"Right♪"

"Yeah."

"That's truly reassuring."

Even Mother nodded in agreement.
"...No, but..."
Kelly felt left behind and slightly at a loss.

From an outsider's perspective, it would be nothing short of a delightful harem where the sisters happily collaborate on making children. However, when multiple women form a united front, controlling the situation becomes nearly impossible.

Kelly sympathized a bit with Smayson, wondering if she too was experiencing this same feeling of being left out while being favored by Selen and the Captain. In reality, Kelly was simply too timid to speak firmly to the women.

Anyway.

"First of all—"

"Yes."

At the dinner table, Mother slammed her hand down on the table with a bang, and Kelly flinched.

Kate and Linne were staring up at Dorothy with puzzled expressions, wearing Dorothy's oversized secondhand shirts—far too big for them, though their own clothes had been soaked through during sex and weren't fit to wear anymore.

"It's one thing that women are full of desire, but declaring a 'dry spell' just because it's a full moon? Don't you think that's pathetic, Kelly?"

"Well, come on, Mom. You get it too, right?"

"That's not the point! These wonderful daughters are saying they'll stretch their vaginas to give birth to your child no matter what—even if it's your last breath! Even a man needs at least one or two erections when he's dying, doesn't he?"

"Mom, this is dinner time. Stop being so vulgar."

"B-but!"

_Bang, bang, bang!_ Dorothy slammed the table again.

"I got plenty of Hellboar liver; it was a bit pricey, but worth it."

"...Ugh."

"Kelly-san?"

"Oh, I—I don't like organ meats."

He was the strongest male in the Cow-Ogre colony, yet he had so many food dislikes.

"Noisy."
Dorothy showed no interest in listening.

She plucked out a raw piece of Hellboar liver, grabbed Kelly by the jaw, forced his mouth open, and shoved it inside.

"B-bloooowww!?"

"If you eat fresh raw liver, even a seventy-year-old grandpa can get an erection. It's an aphrodisiac, Kelly. With this, the two of us—aaah, don't vomit!"

"I-I just don't like it, ugh..."

Kelly was on the verge of tears.

But Kate caught the expelled liver in her mouth.
Then she tried to feed it back to Kelly mouth-to-mouth.
"Oh, hey, Kate!?"
Kelly's eyes filled with even more tears. He could push her away if he wanted to, but doing so would make him the lowest kind of person.

"Mmm... uh..."

"Gugu."

She eventually made him swallow it.

Then Kate pressed her face against Kelly's mouth, refusing to let him spit it out.
"...Gheww."
He was forced to swallow.

"I-I can't believe it. It's seriously amazing. Super seriously amazing."

"Here, next one after this."

"No more, I can't..."

But before Kelly stood Kate, biting off the next piece of liver, and Linne, mimicking her, trying to pinch and bite into a slice of liver herself.

"Brumoo!!"

He ate it all while crying.

"Gh... ugh... I thought I was going to die..."
Kelly rinsed his mouth, weeping softly, looking like an innocent girl being ravaged.
Yet even then, changes were occurring within Kelly's body.
"Gh... damn it."
Kelly's member was growing larger and larger.
With that came a rising sexual desire, gradually pressing down on his thoughts.
"Gh..."
Kelly shook his head.
He wanted to cum with Kate and Linne. He wanted them to violate him as he imagined.
If this were Kelly from a few weeks ago—a virgin—he might have been able to endure it. But Kelly already knew what it felt like to be inside a woman.
He had discovered where his vitality could go.
Once that was understood, the heightened lust could only be sublimated through action.
Even if reason found satisfaction, instinct would still demand more.
"Gh... oh... ooooh..."
Slowly rising to his feet, Kelly looked at Kate and Linne, who stood at waist height.
Receiving their expectant gazes...
He clicked his teeth sharply, exhaled hot breath through his nose, and cried out:
"...N-no, y-y... y-yes, do it!!"
With a voice so surprising even he was startled, the last remnants of reason reached out to them.

"Woo♪"

"Ahh... Ke-Kelly-san♪"

Grabbing both of them by their hands, he flipped each upside down, exposing their bare buttocks.

He forced his swollen member, protruding from the waistband of his pants, deep into Linne's tightly squeezed crotch.

"Haaah... ahg, ahh♪ Kelly-san, Ke-Kelly-san!! More, more!! Rougher... aaaah!!"

Linne panted happily, tongue lolling out, as Kelly roughly spread her small groin and thrust his thick member inside. Linne herself had eaten a bit of liver too, and combined with the full moon's effect, she was in an intense state of heat.
Kelly plunged straight to the depths of her womb.
Still, only halfway—his elongated member couldn't go any further.
The Kelly whose reason had vanished pulled out frantically, then slammed Linne's waist forcefully against his throbbing flesh again and again.
It was nothing more than masturbation using Linne's vagina, disregarding her own wishes entirely—a vaginal-only solo act.
Yet, that was exactly the kind of masochistic sex Linne preferred.
"Haaah, ahg, ahh♪ Kelly-san, Ke-Kelly-san!! More, more!! Rougher... aaaah!!"

I am completely under the dominion of this fierce, savage man.
My current worth is not that of a proud warrior or a righteous wolf-beastman; I am merely a woman, nothing more than a hole designed to rub against his cock.
Linne felt an overwhelming ecstasy at being treated thus and bred by him.
It was Kelly who satisfied her on the level of beastly instinct, through this cruel sex that Kelly performed while aroused.

"Aaaah, aaah, woof, aaaah... K-Kelly-san, c-cock... I love your cock... I'll love your cock forever... I'll become your cock-hole for life!!"

"BUHMOOOOOO!!"

Kelly didn't listen. The "promise" could not be fulfilled.

If Kelly had affirmed it here, Linne would have abandoned everything—her role as a soldier, her position as a sister—and become a sex slave beyond even the title of wife for the rest of her life. Linne burned so intensely for Kelly, submitted to his essence, and felt love.

"Kelly... there...!!"

And then, disregarding Linne entirely, Kelly ravaged her vagina at will and released a torrential ejaculation deep within her womb.

"Ahh... aaagh♪ Kuah... aaaahh!!"

After this intensely painful yet pleasurable sex that continued fiercely, Linne reached absolute climax, went completely wild from the mercilessly launched seed, and fainted.

Even witnessing Linne's harrowing state, her sister only sparkled with excitement in her eyes.
Already accustomed to Linne's sexual preferences, Kelly's immense size, and his savagery, she no longer found anything terrifying. Having spent countless days indulging in sex with Kelly, Kate had evolved into an even more depraved girl than Linne.

"Huuuuh♪"
As if the matter were concluded, Kelly withdrew from Linne and thrust himself into Kate.
Linne was casually tossed onto the table. After rolling on the tablecloth for a few seconds, she faintly opened her eyes, felt the seed overflowing copiously from between her legs, and offered a faint smile.

Meanwhile, her sister too had become Kelly's masturbatory tool.
"Gahfu, ahfu, aaah, kahfu♪ ...K-Keri, Onii-chan, you're amazing... so good♪"
Rhythmically ravaged deep in the vaginal depths, Kate wagged her tail happily.
The sex appeared rough and destructive. Indeed, almost all reason had fled; Kate's own desires were not even considered.
Yet, there remained just enough control to avoid breaking her. Despite following his instincts, Kelly still possessed a gentleness that softened his approach toward weaker partners.

That tenderness was utterly endearing, so while held down and unable to move freely, Kate strained to wag her hips desperately, trying in every way to aid Kelly's pleasure even slightly.

"BUHGOOOOOO!!"

Feeling this, Kelly growled lowly as if enduring overwhelming pleasure.

"It's okay... Onii-chan Kelly, it's okay if you cum...♪"

"Huuugooo!!"

A tiny wolf-beastman wagging her hips undulating to encourage the massive bull-ogre's ejaculation.

Her expression, drenched more in love than lust, and her movements—
Ultimately, Kelly's beastly nature succumbed to them.
"BUHMOOOOOOOO!!"
Raising a roar like a final gasp, Kelly poured himself abundantly into Kate's brave vagina.

"Haa... It's amazing to see it right before my eyes."
Dorothy watched in stunned disbelief.
The wolf-beastman sisters had exhausted themselves, collapsed onto the table, and were panting heavily while letting semen drip steadily from their crotches.

And then, his son, still erect with an unyielding member, stood firm...
"……Wait, Kelly? Kelly, wait a minute… I'm not done yet…!!"

Kelly woke up just before dawn.

He couldn't quite remember where he'd lost consciousness, but even after his rationality fled, memories remained: having ravaged Kate and Linne in the dining room, and then…

Then…

"Hmm?"

As he suddenly sat up, he found three women sprawled around him.

Kate, Linne, and Dorothy.

"Whoa!?"

Dorothy was also completely naked, her thighs spread wide with semen spilling between them.

"What the hell…"

Kelly looked utterly devastated.

"W-wakey wakey, Kelly," came a voice.

"Mom."

"……N-no way… my own son just did that to me…"

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."

"Guh… If you'd done it on purpose, I would've beaten you to death. But since it's full moon, you won't get pregnant anyway."

Stumbling to her feet, Dorothy draped a cloth over Kate and Linne, offering a slightly gentle smile.

"Still, wouldn't it be better for their safety if we also took a tough ogre or cow-ogre wife?"

"B-but that's cruel! Making women take on extra wives just for some purpose!"

"A mother who was ravaged by sheer force isn't the one to feel sorry for, is she?"

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."

Though Dorothy, a woman in her late twenties with children already, might seem somewhat unreasonable, Kelly thought it best not to press the matter. After all, being labeled an extreme mama's boy would make life unbearable.

"……But it feels good after such a long time," she murmured.

"Don't say things that are hard to answer, Mom."

"Hahaha. Well, I don't really mind ogre women anyway."

"No, I still don't want that either."

"Shall we do it again? Just because you were carried away?"

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."

It was dawn for Kelly Isaac, the strongest man in the cow-ogre colony, as yet another reason emerged why he couldn't defy his mother.
Extra 3: Daydream Nightdream
Daydream Nightdream 1
It all started badly.
That's how Siegfried Becker always thinks about it.
For instance, if you step into a trap on the very first move of entering a dungeon, no matter how easy the rest of the path becomes, you're forced to retreat with your head held low.
If a lump of salt ends up in the first bite of a meal, no matter how delicious the subsequent courses may be, there's no way to undo that initial mistake.
That's why starting off badly is a profoundly unfortunate circumstance in life. At least, that's Siegfried's perspective.

"Damn it! How happy they look! You're kidding me, you bastards!"
Siegfried sat cross-legged in the shallow waters of the mixed-bath oasis, gazing at the scene before him.
The mixed-bath oasis, one of Tark's signature attractions, was filled with young couples and families—few were absent.
Everywhere he looked, ogre couples took advantage of the no-clothing rule to cuddle and flirt openly, while dark elf parents (though their daughters clearly weren't their biological children) strolled hand-in-hand.
Watching the lively young ogres and groups of dark elf girls frolicking in the oasis made him feel a surge of happiness, yet seeing those couples and families only deepened his melancholy.
Siegfried mentally erected partitions around himself, focusing instead on the unmarried girls or groups consisting solely of female friends, and gazed blankly at the oasis.
At first, he had raged in anger over Andy's harem-like situation, but when he tried to imagine whether something like that could ever happen to him—or if it actually did—he found himself overwhelmed by a sad reality. As time passed, his spirits sank further.
"If only things hadn't started so badly for me..."

In terms of popularity with girls, Siegfried was quite the catch: his features were striking enough to rival any stage actor, he stood tall, held a respectable status, had a great sense of humor, and possessed strong fighting skills.
If he went to a rural area where men were scarce and marriage prospects for women were limited, and pursued girls without hesitation or restraint, he could probably achieve something close to Andy's harem with enough effort—it wasn't entirely impossible.
From the standpoint of marriage laws, Celesta posed no obstacles whatsoever.
So, was it actually feasible?
For Siegfried, the answer was a definitive "no."
He was, in fact, an inexperienced virgin.

Siegfried Becker hailed from the western region of Celesta, near the banks of the Great Almonica River, and was an orphan.
Shortly after his birth, thieves raided his home, killing both parents; he was on the verge of death before being rescued and raised by adventurer Lead Becker.
This adoptive father, Lead Becker, specialized in tomb raiding and belonged to a rare bird-like humanoid race capable of flight for short durations.
His style involved charging straight into the heart of seemingly reckless tombs, stealing treasures, fending off swarms of monsters with his wings, and making a swift escape.
And Siegfried... often followed his godfather secretly on these adventures, only to find himself relentlessly chased by monster hordes in place of the fleeing godfather.
It was during this time that his extraordinary high-speed movement abilities began to flourish. When faced with the sight of humans dying, one tends to awaken to new realities.

"Well, you're the human from yesterday's bourgeois knife incident."

"Huh?"

As Siegfried looked up, he saw a massive ogre standing with arms crossed.

The man had been working as a bouncer at the tavern last night.

Unashamedly swinging his oversized member back and forth, the display was undeniably bold and characteristic of an ogre—and it happened to be right at eye level.

"Don't get too close. Your junk smells."

"Get lost."

"I'll hit you."

"Hah hah!"

The ogre stepped about a meter away and sat down beside Siegfried.

"Still, that was quite a magnificent knife. Though I say it myself, isn't it? A blade like that could easily buy a house if mishandled."

"Not so fast. It's genuine treasure. I've got to make sure that lady pays for it before she pawned it off on someone else."

"..." "So those two... aren't they your woman?"

"No, no, this isn't about that..."

"If you'd just handed over the knife without making a scene and slipped away quietly..." "Though I'm not saying this out of obligation," he added.

"In that case, things could have gone even worse."

It was impossible to tell the woman who had shared drinks with him last night was actually a dragon. Yet her desperation came through clearly, and the ogre pursed his lips in an expression of pity.

"Come on, you haven't pawned it yet, have you?"

"That's none of my business. It depends on the pawnbroker."

"Hey, hey, hey... please... Do you know any decent pawnshops? If anything happens, I'll check them out, so tell me where they are."

"It's the Trident Trading Company on La Zone Street. Their appraisers for weapons are top-notch."

"...Trident Trading Company? Wait a minute. Could that be the Tricorn Ogre's?"

"Don't play dumb now. I thought you were an adventurer, turns out you're a businessman?"

"Either way doesn't matter."

Zieg clutched his head in frustration.

"Hey, hey, hey... Tricorn... If there's a connection with 'Tricorn' down south, the odds are high..."

"What's wrong, brother? Got some bad memories involving Tricorn?"

"A while back. Well, I can only hope nothing comes of it..."

As the name suggests, a Tricorn Ogre is an ogre with three horns. Among standard Plain Ogres, Tricorns are far fewer in number than single- or double-horned variants, making them notorious for their strong sense of unity.

"Ugh... My jewel knife... Damn it..."

"Well, well, let's hope luck turns your way."

"Yeah... You're a good guy. Even if you stink a bit."

"Shut up. It's proof you've used it properly. Leave it be."

Encouraged by the surprisingly decent bodyguard ogre, Zieg left the Water Bath Oasis.
Even though it was just a hobby item, losing something so valuable—enough to build three sun-dried brick houses—left him unable to hide his shock.
"Damn it... But I can't believe that lady suddenly has money to make ends meet..."

He wanted to rush to the tavern, but without funds, there was nothing he could do. Even Zieg, whose job involved stealing information and key figures, couldn't simply snatch cash from civilians. That's why professional ethics are so crucial for a line of work that risks crossing boundaries.
"...Damn it. I have no choice but to wait. At least I'll make sure they don't leave me behind while I'm waiting."

Since he'd left his wallet as collateral instead of paying with the jewel knife, he still had some money left in his pocket.
He'd kill time with that.
With his drink confiscated, he no longer wanted to see alcohol.
"So... women, then?"

Zieg checked the weight in his wallet and began walking down an alleyway in search of a cheap brothel.

Buying women is also one of my hobbies.
I've never been able to fall deeply for a single woman, but since I walk through various towns as part of my intelligence work, it hasn't caused any inconvenience.

"Damn it... If that bastard Smyson keeps six or seven concubines and sleeps with them all for free, I can't help but feel bitter..."

Zieg didn't even look regretful enough to be called a mere muttering to himself.

"Honestly, I'd love to know the secret behind getting so close to such wonderful women."

A sarcastic remark, yet not nearly as laced with irony as its content suggests.

In an instant, his vacant eyes reflected less longing for the situation and more disappointment in himself.

"...I suppose it's not something one should try to imitate."

When Zieg was twelve, Lead Becker departed for the Western Continent, a land filled with untouched mazes and ruins.
However, after repeated reckless pursuits by Zieg were discovered, he was entrusted to a friend of Lead's. Even though he was an adventure-loving fool who knew no fear, his parents' affection reached its limit—they simply couldn't let him go any further.

Zieg spent several months in the port town of Timbares at the mouth of the Great Almonica River before moving to Queika. He passed the Ace Knight examination that year and earned the title of Ace Knight at just twelve years old—the youngest record holder at the time.
Immediately afterward, due to his unique style of evading capture, he was directly assigned to the Special Intelligence Legion.

After completing several missions, Zieg experienced his first love at the age of fifteen.
Though celebrated as the youngest Ace Knight, Zieg was treated more like a prodigy or even a rare beast than a boy his own age.
While this certainly satisfied his youthful vanity and provided a comfortable environment, it fueled his passion for work but failed to soothe his loneliness.
Most of the knights he interacted with were far older than him, making relationships difficult during adolescence. Yet when he sought peers, those around his age in the military academy were mostly officer candidates rather than frontline soldiers—mostly young ladies and gentlemen who had nothing in common with him.
Amidst praise and admiration, he remained utterly alone.

It was a girl named Elsa, two years his senior and the daughter of a merchant from the Afilum Empire, who healed his solitude.
As a foreigner, she showed no fear toward Zieg, the then-famous "genius Ace Knight," yet she carried none of the air of an ignorant fool. She was exactly what Zieg had idealized.
It didn't take long for young Zieg to become completely infatuated with her.

As if shaking off memories from his youth, Zieg stepped through the entrance draped in multiple layers of veil-like fabric.

Inside waited a single young dark elf woman, dressed in attire that barely resembled clothing.

"A dark elf?"

"You're looking at me like I'm some rare sight."

"My apologies. This is the first time I've seen a dark elf working in a brothel."

"This place is a dark elf colony?"

"To someone like me, a lowly scum, it's baffling that a long-lived race would choose such a cheap establishment to spread their legs. It feels more like work done by desperate humans or beastfolk."

The dark elf smiled.

"Dark elves aren't living in the mist either. We buy bread with money, and renting a house isn't free. Sometimes we fall in love, sometimes we get deceived... and sometimes, what we have to sell is no longer just our bodies."

"Well, that makes sense."

A common story. A natural social structure.

If there are men and women, money and commerce, and desires to outsmart others, then such things will inevitably happen.

There will always be women like this.

Zieg was no longer the age to feel pity or sympathy, nor did he burn with righteous indignation.
He was past that youthfulness now.

"Then let's begin. We were talking about timing, right?"

"Yes. Until the noon bell rings, you may release however much you like. Of course, for clients... it should be a slow, drawn-out experience until the very end."

"I get it."

Even when told to give as much as possible, there's no rush to finish immediately.
Jig wonders what Smaysen is doing. That man must be struggling with his own excess of women, perhaps resorting to some desperate technique?
His penis can't catch up anyway; maybe he's just honing his finger skills instead. Imagining this, Jig leans over the woman, kneading her breasts—barely covered by cloth and metal trim—and kisses from the base of her ear onward. He parts her labia with his fingers, teasing her clit with gentle movements.

"Ah... nnn, client, don't grab me like that right away... You're the customer, I'm providing service, so..."

"Sometimes I just want to confirm my own fingers remember how a woman feels. Come on, we have time, right? Show me once."

"Mmm... kkk... damn it..."

The dark elf calms down.

Jig continues moving his fingers.

He rolls her nipples with his tongue, peels back the skin of her clit, massages her anus, and coaxes fluids from within her labia.

"Haaah..."

"Nnnhaaaah...!"

At times, he surprises her with sudden thrusts, making her gasp and drool all over him.
The dark elf surrenders openly to the pleasure.
Or perhaps she's just acting as if she does.

"..."
Even if it's an act, she's not a child who'd get angry over such things.
That's the spirit of her profession.
Jig accepts this without hesitation.
Suddenly, he grows tired of always wearing that knowing expression.

(...Lying, pretending to be exhausted, feigning deception while believing it works, acting as though I'm lost in passion... Is that all?)
In the end, will this woman too have to put on a foolish face just to maintain her carefully constructed lies?
Will he pay only to release his seed, hiding behind a wall of defenses, truly unable to be absorbed by anything?

Feeling an unexpected surge of disgust at himself, Jig whispers to the dark elf girl.

"What's your name?"

"...?"

"Not your stage name. I can't get off unless you call out the name of whoever you're with."

"...Right. Ariel."

"Nice name... Ariel..."

For a moment, he lets his ego take over.
With that sense of satisfaction, he thrusts his member into the dark elf's crotch.

Jig's habit of probing his partner's secrets dates back to his first love.
He wants to know.

I want to know the truth.
I want to know what the other person is trying to hide.
I want to see them as they truly are, believing no one else is watching.
If I can do that, I'll feel at ease.
I believe I already know.

The name I just learned might well be a pseudonym after all.

(…That's not right, am I?! )
A surge of intense self-loathing washed over me.
What kind of love, romance, or intimacy exists when everything is shrouded in defensive walls and fueled by the mentality of a snarling turtle?
In the end, Sieg simply can't focus on women because he doesn't want to expose his own foolishness.
Once you grow accustomed to adulthood and become too familiar with uncovering others' weaknesses, you lose the ability to be honest with yourself.
Sieg has always found it deeply difficult to collide with someone purely out of desire and passion, without any ulterior motive or pretense.
That's why he envies youth—the kind of boldness that allows one to act freely, without concern for propriety.

"H-haa…!"

"…Customer?"

The dark elf looked puzzled as she sat up.

Sieg's erection softened and slipped away.

"I-I'm sorry… I seem to be in a bad mood…"

"My apologies, I…"

"Ariel, it's not your fault. I'm just a little soft right now."

She rose quickly, burying her face in his groin in a panic.

Unlike vaginal intercourse, oral sex targeting specific erogenous zones leaves no room for psychological excuses; it immediately triggers an erection and leads straight to ejaculation.

"Uu… guh…!!"

"…Nn, ku… nnng, nngg… nk, pffuu…"

And then she swallowed his semen.

With a heart full of conflicting emotions, Sieg caressed the dark elf.

"…♪"

"Don't make such a happy face just because I'm touching you."

Again, he couldn't believe it.

Wasn't that smile mocking him from behind?

"If so, stop touching me."

The dark elf gripped his hand tightly.

"I'd be happy to be praised. Even for something as intimate as sucking your cock."

"Is that how it is?"

"Yes."

The dark elf buried her face between Zieg's legs once more.
This time, her advance was unhurried and deliberate.
As the sensation climbed toward another release, the noon bell rang out.

Zieg stepped out of the brothel, bought a thin crepe pancake from a street vendor, and silently leaped onto the roof of a nearby building to eat it in solitude.
For someone with Zieg's legs, jumping onto a three-story roof was no feat at all.
Compared to when he had chased his stepfather up a sheer cliff by leaping diagonally across it during his youth while exploring mountain ruins, this was nothing remarkable.

"...Phew. Let me try calling in a favor once more. If Dragon-sis doesn't help, I can just borrow money from Smaysion; if not him, then Mr. Carlos will do."
He muttered to himself, trying to wash away the emptiness rising in his chest.
Work and inanimate objects—these two were the only things that would never betray him.
He did his work, admired his possessions, and occasionally bought a woman for an hour of intimacy. When things went well, everything flowed together smoothly, allowing him to live with style.
Before he knew it, he had reached thirty-nine years old.
This was the only way of life left open to him.

"There's no way I can truly get close to someone as beautiful as you now. If there were a way, tell me."
That wasn't envy directed at Andy's "situation."
It was longing for Andy's "innocent youth."
Regret over his own life, which had forced him to grow up too early and willingly step into the adult world. The pose he had adopted had gradually become all that remained of himself; there were no other footholds left to dismantle it.

Amidst this, Diane alone was an exception for Zieg.
Diane would never deceive him. She was a woman so strong, sincere, and full of compassion that one could confidently say she gained nothing nor found any pleasure in deceiving him.
She was the only person Zieg could trust unconditionally, the only one he admired, and ultimately, the perfect embodiment of his ideals—a true goddess.

Yet, a bad habit of peering into secrets and shame always got in the way, preventing him from capturing her heart. In the end, Andy had beaten him to it.

"...Well, even Anzeros... If he'd gotten close, I suppose it would have been just like before."
With someone lacking any basis for trust, he inevitably drew a line.
He didn't need to be so wary. He didn't need to put on such airs.
Deep down, he understood that, yet the ingrained "adult pose" refused to fade.
He always found excuses related to work to escape from those who seemed poised to form deep bonds with him.
Whenever someone cherished him, he betrayed them before their wounds could run too deep.

Alongside the fleeting regret of feeling slighted because Anzeros had been taken by Andy, there existed nine parts of reassurance: that even without actively distancing himself, Anzeros would naturally maintain a comfortable distance on his own.
In short, that was this man's life.
No matter how capable, handsome, or strong he might be, he remained a cowardly, pretentious, insecure man with a fragile heart.
He could no longer change.
Using the solidified reputation of Zieg Becker as a shield, he laughed off glimpses of his own weakness as mere jokes and continued living as he was.
He had given up.

Suddenly, looking down at the alleyway below, he spotted a familiar face.
It was the dark elf he had just embraced.

"Ariel, we've got some good fish in today!"
At the words of the fishmonger Og, Dark Elf Ariel's face lit up as she opened her wallet.

"Good work, Ariel-chan... If I could pay you a high enough salary here, you wouldn't have to go to such places."

"No, it's fine. Once I've made up my mind, I'll take the highest-paying job at that inn."

"...Right. But don't push yourself too hard."

Ariel tried to act tough in front of the Dark Elf girl from the clothing store—or rather, she looked like a girl, though she might be quite old.

"...So it wasn't a pseudonym after all?"
Zieg felt ashamed for having doubted himself, and then shocked by his own shame.
Of course he should have doubted; doubt is part of an intelligence officer's job.

...While that shock lingered, a sudden shout erupted from the alleyway behind them.

"Ariel!! Dark Elf Ariel!!"

"!?!"

The air in the alleyway instantly tightened.

A one-horned Ogre, accompanied by several others, burst into the alley as if clearing away stalls with a scythe.

"You don't have enough collateral! What's going on?!"

"Well, last month I was sick..."

"I don't care! Whether you get sick or not isn't my responsibility! You should borrow money from somewhere else to cover the shortfall—that's how it works!!"

"There's no one left who'll lend me any more...!!"

"Hah?! Then go steal something or do whatever you want! Stop pretending to be refined now, you sow-pig who willingly became a prostitute!!"

Ah, yes.
It's a common story. A story found everywhere.
Love, being deceived, women selling their bodies, and debt collectors—
These stories exist everywhere, in every corner.
Among long-lived Elves in the north or south, among humans too.

"...Hah."
Zieg Becker instantly closed his eyes, recalling the end of his first love from twenty-four years ago.
The end of a first love was often the first murder one commits.
Ah, yes. What good ending can a spy expect? If I hadn't acted, Elsa would have been slowly broken down and interrogated until not even a single fingernail remained.
It was my fault for being deceived. It was my fault for falling in love.

But...

That's just embarrassing. Nothing more.
Still, no matter where you are or who you are, people fall in love without fearing deception.
And they live with their heads held high.

All Ariel did was smile because she didn't doubt Zieg and introduced herself correctly.
Yet Zieg couldn't even believe that.

So what of it? For Sieg to wipe away his shame, raising his hips alone should suffice.
It's enough for him to act unmanly and try to impress a woman head-on—a truly pathetic display.

"Hey, you one-horned fool over there!"

"Aa!?"

Suddenly.

A tall, slender middle-aged man appeared beside Ariel.

"Hold on a sec, I haven't finished listening yet."

"What are you... Get lost, skinny-tall!!"

"How dare you commit theft in front of a soldier? What guts you've got!"

"A soldier...!?"

"Calm down. This is our colony. ...If we fold it up and bury it, no one will know."

The ogre spoke ominously.

Sieg grinned and knocked out one of the ogres' companions in an instant.

"Wha...!?"

"What's going on!? What did you do, Gatz!!"

Sieg had simply stepped into range, kicked the temple, and returned to his original position—all without a single bystander on the backstreet noticing.

"And then... how dare you call such a fine woman a sow in front of me? What guts!"

"What are you talking about..."

"Jieg Becker, 39 years old. Recruiting females."

He winked—an expression ill-suited to him—and smiled at the stunned Ariel.
"I personally think you'd be perfect."

"This jewel knife... it's made in the Western Continent."

"Yes."

"There are only four of this type in the Northwest Plains. One is held by the Sylphid Trading Company in the capital city of Trotto, another by the central museum of the Afilum Empire, and the third is mine."

"The remaining one, then."

"Hmm... So that man has come to this town? ...Heh heh heh heh!"

Shaking his three horns, a cheerful laugh echoed.
"Keep it safe. ...I've waited ten years for this moment!"

(TBC)
Daydream Nightdream 2
The Ogres, owing to their immense stature, excel as combatants. While they typically base their colony-level livelihoods on hunting, when interacting with other races, they readily shift roles and leverage their strength as construction laborers.

Similarly, the Dwarves, who also draw power as their hallmark, specialize in forging iron and intricate craftsmanship. Urban occupational segregation has thus evolved into a clear division: Dwarves dominate blacksmithing, while Ogres claim the field of architecture. Agriculture, fishing, and livestock herding remain the domain of humans and elves.

Though highly suited for manual labor, construction techniques cannot be refined without collective accumulation and collaboration.

Consequently, it is common for each city to host several Ogre-led construction unions.

Given that Ogres are inherently warlike, organizing them in large numbers inevitably imbues these groups with a muscular, mafia-like character.

Ideally, an organization capable of channeling their boundless energy through shared work, events, and guiding principles would thrive. Yet depending on the charisma of their leaders or the stability of their operations, they can sometimes exert detrimental influence on local governance. This remains one of the more challenging aspects for Celesta Mercantile Nation, which prides itself on "tolerance toward races but strictness regarding profit," making such groups difficult to control outright.

Fortunately, the oasis city of Tark possesses organizations with considerable capacity for management.

Notably, two construction unions hold particularly strong sway:
The "Trident," formed by three-horned Ogres united in purpose;
And the "Tower Emblem," dominated largely by single-horned Ogres.

Both have expanded into finance, brewing, and retail sectors, wielding influence among Tark's top ten merchant guilds.

With headquarters positioned symmetrically across Central Street, and locked in a perpetual cycle of rivalry over shared business interests, these two factions have become something of a local spectacle—street-corner brawls between their foot soldiers are now considered a hallmark of Tark itself.

It is well known among Tark's citizens that the Trident's leader is a woman of prime age.

"Perhaps we should send the younger recruits to search?"

"You know nothing of that Siegfried Becker, do you?"

The Ogre second-in-command nodded respectfully at the female leader.

"The world of soldiers escapes my understanding. I've heard rumors of him becoming something akin to a hero in ballads, but..."

The woman smiled broadly, draped a sheer sunshade mantle over her shoulders with a sharp motion.

"Too swift, too capricious, too cunning and deceitful. Sending more men would only prolong the chase. Better for me to go alone."

"But the younger recruits of Tower Emblem are loose-lashed. If they spot you wandering alone on an alleyway—"

"Enough. I've waited ten years already... Do not pursue him. That man is sharp."

The Trident's female leader, Rose Alderia, brushed aside her concerned second-in-command and strode decisively toward the estate gates.

Her nature—impulsive, relentless, unyielding once set in motion—is well-suited to leading unruly Ogre men, yet it carries risks far greater than most.
The second-in-command clutched his head, silently praying that nothing untoward had occurred.
"Still... 'too swift, too capricious, too cunning and deceitful'... Sounds like the kind of talk one uses about petty scoundrels."

"Well, well. Quite a crowd for such a man."
Before Siegfried stood a growing throng of single-horned Ogres—roughly twenty strong, judging by their rough work clothes, some with hammers slung at their waists. They were clearly young members of a construction union.

Construction unions often engage in lending and debt collection; it's not uncommon for them to handle collections alongside their primary duties. So while this development was within expectations, having two or three individuals would be manageable—but twenty? That posed a serious problem. Moreover, being outnumbered where others needed protection was hardly a wise strategy.

"Enough already, sir."

Ariel tugged Siegfried's sleeve, her face tense as she whispered urgently.

"They won't take your life. They're after your earnings. You'll be fine... but you might get buried alive."

"Ah, I see that look of impending burial. Perhaps blowing them away too hastily was a mistake?"

"So hurry and escape. I don't know where they came from, but if you're alone, you can outrun them. And leave the southern district as soon as possible."

Siegfried smiled.

"I don't really want to set off until you'll stick around with me."

"Once the heat dies down, come back to my shop. Two hours for forty coins, and I'll go along with whatever hobby you've got."

"Aaaah. What a professional attitude."

Zieg, having shaken it off, pressed forward.

"Forget two hours and forty coins—I want joint management of all my assets."

"…………"

Ariel made a face of disbelief.

"At your age, getting hot over a cross-species sex worker in one shot? Don't you think that's uncool?"

"Just a little. But I'm still a Captain of a Hundred Men, so I make quite a bit."

"I can't trust anyone who picks such a cheap inn and checks in from morning."

"Nothing but a bit of bad luck. Still, meeting someone nice like you makes it lucky, I suppose."

"I don't get it."

Ariel sighed and tried to push Zieg deeper into the back alley.

Zieg gave her ear a gentle tap.

"Hyaan!?"

"I used to be under a dark elf once... so I know quite a bit about how ears express emotion. You're blushing a little, aren't you?"

"Eeek! Shut up! Humans, don't get cocky!"

Caught red-handed, Ariel glared with a resentful look.

She was fairly confident in her ability to read women's expressions.

Zieg lightly embraced such an Ariel, then let go and held her sideways.

"W-what are you doing!?"

"Since I'm in the business, two people burn hotter than one trying to run away alone."

"What kind of business is that!?"

"Rescuing captive princesses."

"...Zieg Becker... wait, could you possibly be...!?"

"That's right, Zieg Becker."

Zieg leaped.
He could easily carry a single woman or scale a one-story roof with ease.
Of course, he couldn't vanish completely from sight even if he ran at full speed, but he was confident he could shake off an ogre's wide-strided pursuit.
"Let's go!!"

Zieg Becker.
His name appeared in bards' heroic ballads and occasionally became a popular tune.
The third surge of popularity came from his great adventure on the Rapal Islands.
The second was the drama of rescuing a noble lady imprisoned by thieves.
And the first? A tragic love story with an enemy spy.

In the tavern of Queika, a bard turned my terrible breakup into a poem while I was awkwardly trying to drink a beverage I wasn't even allowed to consume yet.
Thanks to that, Celesta became one of the most famous spies in the realm.
Well, having an epic sung about me won't split my face open, and since I always use a pseudonym anyway, it's not much of a problem.
That bard still occasionally hears tales of Sieg's exploits at Queika and turns them into poems, but he sometimes weaves exaggerations in for dramatic effect and pacing.
Ah, the thief who was captured wasn't a noble princess, but the only daughter of an ogre guildmaster.
Their parting wasn't like what's sung in the ballads—leaving a kiss beneath the trees before vanishing like a daydream.
She turned out cuter than I expected, so halfway through their farewell, I made a move, and seeing her strangely happy eyes brought back unpleasant memories of my first love; half-naked as she was, I threw my loincloth at her face and vanished in a cloud of smoke—a truly despicable ending.
I'll leave that part unspoken to Ariel.

"Hold it right there—!!"

The ogres chased Sieg across rooftops, sprinting through the streets.

But running around was exactly what Sieg wanted.

"I've got you... Ugh!!"

An ogre fell straight into a simple pitfall covered by a single thin plank over a water drain.

"Just skittering on the roofs... I can't take it anymore! Doo-uh?!"

Another ogre leaped onto a roof not built to support their weight and got stuck halfway up with its lower body trapped.

Because it kept looking only upward, it tripped over a taut rope strung between palm trees, stumbled, kicked over a beehive, and ended up in a terrible mess.

In no time, the pursuers were dwindling.

"...Wow, only ogres fell for such elaborate pranks."

"Well, if I could use instant-death traps, it'd be easy. But even though they're thugs, setting them off on civilians is just wrong."

"...Instant-death trap?"

"Gunpowder, blades, vital points, poison—stuff like that. If you distract them with something like that and then strike when they're caught off guard, it's super efficient."

"That sounds scary..."

"We have missions where we have to do things like that."

He suddenly changed direction, scattering the remaining few ogres completely.

Then, in an inconspicuous alleyway, he gently lowered Ariel down and locked eyes with her before confessing seriously.

"Anyway... I'd like to date you. ...Look, I'm a bit distrustful of people. But just now, you saved me a little. It might seem simple on my part, but... I've started wanting to spend more time with you."

Of course, that wasn't all. There was also the fact that she possessed a willpower reminiscent of Diane, whom he once regarded as his goddess of the heart—a dark elf whose strength shone in her eyes.

There was also the simple, material issue that she felt good to hold.

But for Sieg, who had been drowning in self-loathing, her smile and way of living were enough to make him fall in love at first sight.

"Lies... No one falls in love that easily. You're not just saying this because you want something free, right?"

Yet Ariel was also distrustful of people.

Or rather, distrustful of men.

She had fallen for someone, been deceived by them, and ended up working as a prostitute.

So when such an impulsive man—one who came as a customer and suddenly confessed his love—did so to her, she couldn't possibly be genuinely moved.

"Of course, I just want something free."

"Of course."

"I want you to date me for free, have Queeka live in my house, and if possible, bear my child."

"...Aaah!"

However, Sieghard trembles under Ariel's relentless assault.
Fundamentally, dark elves are not strong against loneliness. And Ariel was, in the end, a kind-hearted girl who easily fell for a bad man and ended up drowning in debt.

"I want to kiss you for free, have you rest your head on my knee for free, see me naked in an apron for free, bathe with you for free, and cuddle with you for free! Damn it, isn't that bad?! I'd rather be a pervert with a girl than grow old like this! I want to dote on each other lovingly! And if possible, with a girl as lovely as you!"

"...Uu, uu..."

Ariel droops her ears and looks up at Sieghard.
It's an incredibly awkward, brutally honest confession from a scruffy forty-something man with a lazy beard, desperately exposing his innermost thoughts.
But... strangely...
There's such compelling force that it makes me feel ashamed of lying to myself.

In truth, Sieghard—who is strong, reliable, tall, and above all, seeks everything in her—is exactly the type Ariel finds appealing.
For Ariel, who was forced to cut ties with her family due to overwhelming debt and had her beloved man flee, leaving her alone, that warmth was undeniably charming.

"Uu...!"
As she hesitates between resisting his pressure or submitting to it...
She notices three horn-like protrusions resembling a crown visible beyond Sieghard's arms pressed against the walls on either side of her face.

An ogre. She flinches for a moment, but he's short. Even so, he's taller than her—nearly 170 cm. For a female ogre, that's quite petite.

"I finally found you!"

"...Whoa!?"

Sieghard also jumps, looking up to see the ogre who has suddenly appeared beside him.
The petite ogre woman tosses aside her cloak and dashes forward. Before Sieghard can get into a fleeing stance, she leaps straight at his chest.

If it were a knife, this would be killing distance.
In an instant, their eyes meet.

"Damn you, lowest scum man!!!"

Her uppercut sends Sieghard flying through the air.

"...Ouch... I thought my jaw was broken."

"That's actually more of a miracle that it wasn't. Even with this, I don't lose to any random youngling in terms of punching power."

After hovering completely above the rooftops for a moment, she lands safely in an alleyway. Trihorn ogre woman Rose stares at Sieghard with narrowed eyes... and a slightly flushed face.

"...So, who are you... uh, waaaaah!?"

Only after finally confirming Rose's identity does Sieghard, still sitting on his rear, begin retreating backward like an insect—*zakazakaza*. It's quite undignified.

"I seem to have been remembered by you, cowardly man."

"...O, oh... You... Rose...!!"

"Sieghard Becker. I will never forget the humiliation from that day."

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry!"

He performs a full-body prostration. Truly undignified.

Ariel stood stunned.

"N-n-nothing... what?"

"...Well, it's awkward to ask, but please don't press me on that. Look, Rose, just let me take care of them with everything I've got—I won't lay a hand on her."

"What a noble sentiment. But after pretending to kiss you and throwing your sash around my waist, only to seriously pursue this woman... it leaves quite a bad impression on me."

"I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry!"

Zieg knelt down with a heavy thud.

"What can I do?"

Rose grabbed Zieg by the chest and lifted him up, her face twisted with veins bulging, yet wearing an utterly radiant smile.

"That's the look of a beast facing its prey," Zieg thought.

"Oh, uh... Lion, Davis, we've got them!"

"!!"

In an instant, Zieg shook off Rose's grip and moved to shield Ariel's back alongside her.

At the entrance of the alleyway stood two figures: a lion-beastman and a human man. Behind them emerged a one-horned ogre.

"Pursuers?"

Zieg muttered in a voice too deep to be called anything else, and the human man tilted his head sideways with a sharp *kakun* sound, breaking into a grin.

"The Tower Emblem's young ones are causing quite a ruckus. We're here as their bodyguards... and since I recognize you, it must be Special Lieutenant Zieg Becker?"

"...I've seen you before. Might Garen?"

"Did I make an impression?"

"You'd better not have a bad memory if you want to keep your job."

Zieg clicked his tongue sharply.

The human was Might Garen; the lion-beastman, Lion Rex; and the one-horned ogre... Davis Dagout.

He pulled their names from the military intelligence stored in his mind.

"And there's even the head of the Trident," he added.

With another *kakun*, Mait tilted his head to the opposite side, his smile deepening. The long staff he carried slipped slightly over his shoulder and fell away, revealing a longsword without a guard beneath it.

"What kind of fools are these? You Tower brats sending out some new delinquents...?"

Rose began to raise her fist, but Zieg held her back with his hand.

"Stay behind me as far as possible, along with Ariel."

"Becker...?"

"They're all Ace Knights."

At the Carlos residence.

The midday meal continued without Zieg. Andy was struggling to eat a massive pile of green vegetables, looking utterly miserable.

Diane watched him with a worried expression, yet still smiling warmly. Aurora suddenly spoke up.

"Lord Diane... may I ask you something?"

"Hm?"

"How powerful is Special Lieutenant Becker... really?"

"You're an Ace Knight yourself. Just play a match casually and figure it out somehow."

"No, I don't truly understand that person's strength."

Aurora said, gripping her hands together and then spreading them wide.
"As a swordsman, they lack many offensive techniques; their attack power seems questionable. Yet when they enter a defensive stance or release their sword... it is in those moments that I feel the unfathomable depth of their capability. Their evasion leaves no room for waste, and their movement efficiency surpasses even my brother, who is a Master Knight. Moreover, sometimes I find it perplexing where their killing intent originates. I often think: if this person were to employ any means whatsoever, not limited to swords..."

"Well, certainly, that guy is hard to read... but at least keeping a serious version of him in check would be difficult even for a Master Knight."

"Is it really that bad?"

"A few years ago, Overnight said, 'You can block the dragon's fire, but you cannot stop Siegfried Becker.'"

"...Overnight!? W-which one?"

"The iron one. The lightning one agreed as well."

"............What does that mean?"

Diane muttered to herself, though it wasn't a topic for mealtime conversation.
"That man—if told to kill in a thousand different ways, he'd probably be able to do it. While fire might be blocked by examining magic, runes, and materials, there's no way to seal Becker's killing methods... If he becomes an enemy, he could be more terrifying than a Master Knight."

"Well then."

Siegfried straightened his spine sharply, wiping the smile from his lips.

A burnt scent began to drift around him—the aura of a battlefield.

Maito tilted his head backward with a crack, grinned widely, and drew his sword.

"Special Forces Captain Becker. Since I joined the army, I've wanted to kill you."

"So? I'd rather not. I don't want unnecessary deaths."

Leon, the lion-beastman, opened his mouth.

"You're arrogant."

"No, no, no. Because if we fight to the death, one of us will die!"

Even Davis, the single-horned warrior, muttered softly.

"One or two deaths wouldn't matter..."

"One or two?"

Siegfried looked at the three of them with an expression full of pity.

"Because you're the ones who'll die."

The three fell silent instantly.

"How about it?"

"I don't know."

"It's three against one. If we win, you become a Master Knight...?"

Without a word, Siegfried drew his knife—a mere 15 centimeters long, a laughably small weapon.

Then he crouched low.

As the three Ace Knights bristled with killing intent and lunged forward... at that very moment, Maito, leading the charge, stumbled and fell.

"Wha—!?"

"Hold on!?"

Leon followed, taking a fall. Oil had pooled at his feet.

Davis leaped over the two of them, only for a needle to pierce his face.

"!?"

Davis immediately somersaulted onto the ground and went still.

"If poisons and oil are allowed in matches, then I truly am a Master Knight."

He drove needles into the fallen Ace Knights with a *snap, snap*.

"H-humbug... that's cheap..."

"If you show me even a momentary opening, I could kill you seven times over."

In a cold voice, he snatched Maito's sword and smashed it.

"Besides, I'm the type who can't rest until I've gained the upper hand from the start... it's a lesson life taught me."

Truly, in an instant.

Before Ariel and Rose could grasp what had happened, three Ace Knights lay defeated.

"...It was anesthesia. I value the people of this nation."

Rose and Ariel exchanged relieved smiles as Sieg waved his hands with a goofy grin.

"...Well, it's Sieg Becker. I wasn't worried in the first place."

"Sieg-san..."

The scene shifted, and Sieg turned his attention back to the two of them.

Just then, Rose suddenly pressed a wrapped bundle into Sieg's hands.

"I've been waiting for this opportunity for a long time... it's a present."

"...What is it?"

"Open it. Let me be clear: this isn't out of gratitude or obligation."

"H-huh?"

When Sieg unwrapped it, inside lay a Jewel Knife.

"Ever since then, I've wanted to own a treasure that matches yours. After much effort, I finally got my hands on one. It wouldn't do for you not to have it."

"...Ah, I see..."

Sieg began to weep softly.

"Thank you, Rose—!! Though I don't quite understand why, I love you too, damn it!!"

"S-so... that's good to hear."

Then, while still crying, he gently stroked the Jewel Knife against his scruffy beard before suddenly deciding on something.

He handed it directly to Ariel.

"...Huh?"

"If I sold this, it'd fetch a huge price... you're in debt, right? If you could pay off your debts with it... then, maybe you'd consider being with me...?"

"............"

"Sieg Becker..."

Rose shook her head, trembling.

Ariel hesitantly considered whether to accept it... and ultimately, she did.
Zieg felt tears of blood well up in his heart. *That's fine,* he thought. *I'll get a girlfriend too.*

"…Yes. Understood."

A blush suddenly colored Ariel's cheeks.

"F-forgive my inadequacy, but please take care of me…"

(*...Wait?*)

It felt like something had been skipped over.

Then Rose erupted.

"...You didn't realize that this gift, meant as a proposal from one person, was being used to propose to someone else? You absolute bastard—!!"

"...Ah, ah-ah!?"

In this colony, the free transfer of blades holds special meaning.

(TBC)
Daydream Nightdream 3
"For now, taking into account each jewel's value, craftsmanship, and rarity... I'd say around 600,000 gold coins."

"Six hundred thousand? If we factor in practical utility, I think we could go a bit higher?"

"It's an estimate, but if we stretch it a little... let's settle on 630,500."

The weapon shop under the Construction Union Trident is known as the Trident Trading Company.
A lizardman clerk, wearing a uniform designed for non-human races and dangling a three-horned Viking helmet from a chin strap around his neck, gazes intently at the items through his tiny pupils while stating their appraised value.

Ariel gasps in shock at the figure, while Rose and Sieg furrow their brows slightly.

"I believe I can go up to 880,000."

"As for me... well, even if I make a concession, it's still 800,000."

The lizardman clerk flicks his tongue with an expressionless face. It may not be obvious at first glance, but this gesture conveys frustration.

"Look, the financial settlement is coming up soon. At this time of year, I need to dispose of items quickly at reasonable prices; otherwise, I'll be in trouble myself. Sure, if we find enthusiastic buyers later, we might fetch a higher price—but if there's too much delay before disposal, all these values will turn into losses on our books, and that becomes a liability issue."

"Let me just say I bought them out of selfishness. I'll sell them slowly afterward."

"Sis... well, fine by me then."

"880,000."

"Hey, hey. Honestly, I don't know what kind of favor this is, but I never thought I'd have to handle the same item twice in one day."

The jeweled knife, once taken from a tavern as payment for Lyra's drink, has now come full circle and been repurchased by the Trident Trading Company.

"By the way, just for reference—how much did you buy it from the tavern?"

"...180,000."

"What a scoundrel, huh, you old man."

Sieg lightly taps the lizardman clerk on the shoulder. At least, he thinks, it's better than having it bought by someone who truly doesn't understand its value.

"Oh, um, that... uh, 880,000—is that in gold coins?"
Ariel looks up at Sieg and Rose with a worried expression.
For reference, one gold coin of the Celesta currency buys a single non-alcoholic drink; ten coins can usually get you a decent meal at most eateries.
With 880,000 coins, even in a large city like Tark, one could purchase a quite sizable house with land.
Of course, compared to Ariel's debts, this amount is still trivial.

"Goodbye, my jeweled knife..."

"H-Really, Sieg-san? Are you sure!?"

"It's fine. I'm capable enough to handle things myself. Besides, it's just a hobby item; no one will suffer if I sell it... Uuuuh."

Sieg pretends to be strong despite shedding tears earnestly. For some reason, the lizardman clerk begins to cry along with him.

"How much is Ariel's debt?"

"Y-Yes, 42,000 coins..."

"Well, they'll surely tack on interest when they present it, so... Clerk, set aside 70,000 as a base gem value and hand them over now."

"Yes, yes. You're a man, aren't you, old fellow?"

"Yeah. I'm becoming a man. But becoming a man... it hurts."

Though still clinging to lingering feelings, Sieg takes action without backing down. The lizardman clerk looks at him with eyes full of respect (though his face remains expressionless) and pats his shoulder repeatedly in comfort.
"...It's like a ransom payment."

Seeing Ariel's eyes spinning with the prospect of easy money, Rose mocked him.

"Don't say such ill-natured things. I'll first cut off Ariel's troublesome entanglements and then pursue a proper relationship."

"Understood, understood... By the way, you'd better understand exactly what it means to give and receive a sword."

"Huh?"

"Do you intend to pay with the money from selling it now? Or will you hand over the sword and have that dark elf sell it instead? The implications are entirely different."

"Hmm..."

Zieg knew only the customs, but whether he truly grasped their weight remained questionable.

He stroked his scruffy beard and glanced at Ariel for the moment.

Handing over money directly felt too cheap and unpleasant, yet being bound by a custom he didn't fully understand also seemed problematic.

"Well, take it as you wish, Ariel. For now, I'll personally handle clearing any debts. Consider this my reckless act born of infatuation with you. But beyond that, I'd be delighted if you'd stay with me. Even though your time with a dark elf may be fleeting, give me your love in return for my life. Please."

"...Even if you say such things..."

Ariel looked troubled.

Having been left to decide on his own regarding the knife he received, and hearing Zieg casually dismiss such a great kindness as something that could be taken lightly, Ariel—who had been walking straight toward misfortune—found this single half-day's encounter with luck and decisive choices far too overwhelming.

"..."

Rose, who had silently watched Zieg's advances, noticed the silence between them and corrected her posture before speaking.

"Can we discuss that later?"

"...Yes."

After confirming with Ariel, she turned back to Zieg.

"Now, let me handle my side first... I won't allow you to gloss over the fact that I accepted your knife, Becker."

"...Y-yes, of course."

"You were gentle with that dark elf, but don't expect the same from me... Zieg Becker, you've already accepted her proposal. You're aware that using this knife separately after accepting it means there's no going back, correct?"

"...Yeah."

Completely opposite to Ariel, who distrusts humans and men while bearing all misfortune alone with a timid demeanor, was Rose Alderia, the former captive princess who pursued him relentlessly like a fastball.

She had been kidnapped by the thieves' guild when she was probably seventeen. Now at twenty-seven, for an ogre woman where early marriages are common, she's already behind schedule.

Yet her status, her spirit, and her mature beauty, which has settled into full adulthood, are qualities that cannot simply be ignored even in an ogre. She is certainly not an ugly woman who was destined to fall behind.

Though small for an ogre, the robustness of her physique—capable of punching Zieg into the air—is well within the standards for a "good woman" among ogres. Having rejected many suitors and waited patiently for the chance to propose to Zieg, she now declares:

"If you wish, I could gift you that jewel knife again. No matter what, if you become my husband, it will be yours once more. Come on, Zieg Becker, do you understand that it's time to pay your tribute?"

"U-um..."

However, Zieg is not quite the selfless warrior of love who would recklessly accept everything like Andy.

He wants to flee when chased and chase when he can escape—he's just an ordinary man.

Is this really what I want?

Is it truly right to be tied down by this woman?

Really, Zieg Becker, is this truly the right path?

Such groundless doubts surged within his chest.

Zieg stepped back hesitantly while Rose stared him down.

A lizardman shopkeeper, excitedly gazing at the situation despite having no clear idea of what's going on.

And then—

"……Just give an answer already! You're the worst guy ever——!!"

"Eh, w-wait, nngghuh?!"

Suddenly, Rose's fist erupted with flames.
Zieg was slammed sideways, skidding across the wooden floor for about three meters.
Rose left the stunned lizardman shopkeeper and Ariel behind, grabbed the back of the fallen Becker's belt, and lifted him up.
"You got in my way. Deliver that knife to my house."
With a swift motion, she dragged the folded Zieg out of the store.
"Ah, w-wait, please don't leave me behind?!"
Ariel hurriedly chased after them.
The lizardman shopkeeper watched them go with a blank expression, tongue flicking in and out.
"……I really don't want to hit my wife."
Fortunately, no one heard his muttered complaint to the group president.

Zieg regained consciousness in a dimly lit room.

"Huuh…"

"You're awake."

The ceiling.

The color of the sunset sky.

The bed.

And then, three sharp angles.

"……Rose?"

"I'm sorry. But I made it easier for you to make your decision."

He checked the situation.
The dim room was likely an inn; given its upscale furnishings, it was probably one of Tark's high-end hotels or something similar.
And in the bed were himself and Rose. Judging by the shoulder peeking out from under the sheets, Rose was half-naked.
Sitting at the edge of the bed was Ariel, slightly hunched over, staring intently at him sideways.

"How are you doing, Becker? A man's shame is to refuse food when it's served to him... I don't know what made you act that way back then, but you hurt me deeply."

"……I'm sorry."

"Although I say that, I'm not actually too angry. Maybe the song reminded you of something from your past love life?"

"…………"

It was troublesome enough for his trauma to become public knowledge.
And yet, she had hit the mark on the main points.
"……Yeah, that's right. I just can't handle unreciprocated affection from someone I don't fully understand. It makes me anxious that there might be something shady hiding behind it."

"I..."

"...No, I wasn't doubting you. It's just that things were getting too delicious for my liking. That reminds me—when I was obsessed with that woman, the situation escalated to an almost unbearable level of 'deliciousness.' A wave of unpleasant sweat broke out over me."

That's right. Siegfried was nothing more than an orphan, hailed as a prodigy yet having defeated not a single enemy while passing his trials—a hollow, nameless figurehead ace knight.
Stripped of all pretense, Siegfried was merely a child pretending to grow taller; yet it was Elsa who loved him, and pretended to love him in return.

Behind that love lay espionage. By now, she had uncovered everything about him, leaving no room for further pretense.
If he had realized her true nature sooner, perhaps he could have fled before the wounds became fatal.
That regret has plagued Siegfried for years, making him reject any easy, physical affection.

It all started with a mistake. A terrible one.
After becoming obsessed, in the end, he ended up stabbing and killing that woman while kissing her. There was no other choice. It was an absurdly, horribly over-the-top situation.

"...Well, I'm not at an age where trauma makes my body uncontrollable anymore. And yet, I can't just keep stewing in this forever. That's when I ran into Ariel."
And then... he fell for her.

"So, logically, I should be fine too, right?"

"I-I mean, but I still don't know much about you as you are now."

"You haven't changed since ten years ago. The morning you rescued me—that day to this very moment, I haven't changed!"

With a sudden gasp, Rose sat up abruptly.
Wrapped around her body was nothing but a single piece of cloth.

"..."

"..."

"...No, I thought you were wearing something neat and presentable that morning."

"Ugh..."

"Just an apron? That's not what I expected!"

"U-Uuuuhh! Shut up!! You're the one who loudly told that woman 'I want this' back then!"

Upon closer inspection, Ariel was also clad in nothing but a bare apron.
...Honestly, trying to have a serious conversation in such a state felt utterly pointless.

"...Let's start over. I demand a redo of my worst memories with you, the lowest man."
Fuming, her face flushed red and eyes glistening with tears, Rose vigorously rubbed Siegfried's member.
Ariel watched the scene unfold, feeling increasingly uneasy.

"Oh, um... should I take over? I'm used to it..."

"Ugh..."

Since Siegfried's arousal hadn't progressed beyond a half-erection, Rose found herself at a loss for what to do next.
To put it bluntly, Rose was quite inept.

"Is this your first time?"

"...Yeah."

Rose nodded. Ariel snatched his member from her hands, then attacked with her fingers, tongue, and nipples, letting out a soft chuckle.

"Don't laugh!"

"I-I didn't laugh, I just thought Rose was cute..."

"W-Well, I'm cute too! If I'd had my first experience ten years ago, I probably would've... by now..."

Zieg gently stroked the small horns on Rose's head, his fingers brushing against them as he imagined.
If Rose had simply gone along with it that day and completed her first experience...
...she wouldn't have ended up in such a terrible situation, having her skirt thrown over her waist just because of unfulfilled expectations.
She might have cherished Zieg somewhere in her heart as a fond memory and gotten properly married by now.

"I did something awful, but thinking about how you waited for me to become beautiful for my sake... it's not all bad luck. For me, at least."
Rose tried to suppress a slightly pleased expression at being called beautiful.
That tiny pride of hers was undeniably adorable.

"For me, it's bad luck. I've spent ten years wondering why you treated me so terribly. Ten years! Give it back, you idiot!"

"...Is there anything to give back?"

"Ten years! That's not cheap!"

"Then let's run away."

"If you try running away again, I absolutely won't forgive you."

"...Then let's pay for it."

As they spoke, Ariel thrust the rigid phallus cultivated by a prostitute's technique toward Rose's nose. After a moment of shock, Rose turned her back on him and got down on all fours, still looking displeased as she made her demand.

"Don't run away? If you do, I won't forgive you!"

"Yes... then I'm going..."

From those glaring eyes, the remnants of suppressed love began to burn once more, filled with a newly born sweetness and sourness.
This was the first time Zieg entered someone he had waited so long for.
It was also the first time he truly connected physically with someone bound by love or affection.

"...U-Guh...!?"

And so, Zieg finally lost his virginity.

"Nn, ku...!"

Zieg held Rose's large breasts beneath her apron tightly, struggling to endure the sudden surge of excitement that made him feel like he might ejaculate immediately.

Fundamentally, it was different.
The pleasure of buying a woman and the pleasure of being enveloped by a woman's love were entirely distinct experiences.
"Oh, hey, Rose... are you really a virgin?!?"
So overwhelmed by how perfect her vagina felt, Zieg recoiled in disbelief.
He had never held a virgin before, given that his partners had all been prostitutes, but Rose's vagina was exquisite.
From the very beginning, it offered him hot, soft, and abundant pleasure, greedily trying to drain every drop of his essence.

"It's definitely my first time... no way...!! Oh, don't compare an ogre's body to a human's!!"

"So you were an ogre all along, huh... ku, ogres have vaginas this big..."

He only realized now that Rose had been an ogre after all.

Ogres have an exceptionally high tolerance in their vaginas, likely because ogre males possess extremely large penises, requiring such adaptation.

Ogre's, penis as large as a human fist is an issue beyond whether they can have sex with a human-sized vagina at all.

An Ogre woman who must swallow such an abnormality from her first experience may technically possess a hymen, but it poses no problem when faced with a human anomaly like this.

Yet she is by no means loose.
She contracts properly and responds with intense sensitivity.
After all, while being gang-banged by both an Ogre and a human in such a short timeframe would be extraordinary, the Ogre woman's genitalia are indeed compatible with humans.

That mysterious organ is so remarkable that it has even attracted enthusiasts of Ogre-themed adult entertainment from other species. Zieg found himself overwhelmed by the double punch of pleasure: her natural masterpiece combined with the passionate union fueled by affection.

"U-uh... k-kuso... damn, you're feeling too good...!!"

"Aa, ahaha... I'm happy, so happy, Mr. Becker...♪"

Rose swayed her hips and gradually became more sincere.
Little by little, she returned to the girl she had been a decade ago.
Her firm tone softened into that of a young girl; the blunt "Becker" reverted to the old "Mr. Becker," and as she was held by Zieg while shaking her mature body—one she could never regain again—she became intoxicated by the reality of it all. With no technique whatsoever, she began to drain Zieg's seed with powerful, forceful grinding.
"Gh... gggh!!"

Zieg endured that pleasure.
Almost an act of stubborn will, nearly unconscious.
Then, after ravaging her vagina wildly in every direction and controlling the ecstasy through his breathing—
"Nn, kuaaaaaaahhh♪♪"
—he finally succeeded in bringing Rose to climax.

He withdrew the abnormality from her.

While staring blankly at Ariel, who watched Rose's dynamic sex with stunned silence despite her clumsy attempts to please a man with fingers and mouth, Zieg pinned her down, biting his lip.

"Kyaa!?"

"...O-okai... I... I'm... y-you... haah, haah..."

He calmed her head, which seemed ready to steam from the pleasure, trying to form words.

Gently stroking Zieg's back, Ariel smiled.

"...It's fine."

"............!!"

This girl had accepted him too.
At least not as a prostitute, but as someone willing to embrace his embrace.

Feeling giddy about what amounted to his first real experience, Zieg became even more buoyant and, without hesitation, thrust the slick, abnormal member directly into the genitalia beneath her apron's front flap.

"Aa, an... fu-fu, I knew it... would be..."

"N-what do you mean 'I knew it'... what is that supposed to mean...!?"

"............"

Ariel narrowed her eyes.
"Sensual sex feels different, doesn't it...♪"

Ariel felt the same thing Zieg did.
Chaotic, yes—but still a form of group intimacy.

As love exists, emotions accelerate pleasure.

Ariel, who had been long denied more than mere physical intimacy, began to drown in ecstasy with a look of pure innocence, utterly at odds with her hips' vigorous motion.

"Yaaan... hahfu... Sieg-san... me... you love... me...!?"

"Aaaah... I want to love you... again and again, forever!!"

"Heheh... is it okay...? Me... ahun... am I still seeking something like that... is it okay...♪"

"Yes... if it's with me...!!"

*Zuchuu, zuchuu...* With every thrust of her hips, sounds rang out as they vigorously pressed each other's pleasure points in an intense act of sex.

Rose once again tried to intrude upon this union.

"Mr. Becker, I want too... please love me... am I not allowed...?"

"You're not forbidden... damn it, this is bliss!!"

Then, he thrust his hand into Rose's vagina.

"Kyyu!?"

"There, there, there!!"

Rose's vagina was torn apart by the sheer presence of Becker's hand, rupturing her hymen with forceful precision.

Though Rose recoiled in instant shock at such rough treatment, she still offered a tearful smile.
"...Idiot... you're terrible... so cruel...♪"

Dark elves were ravaged between her thighs, while ogres were assaulted by his fists.

Sieg finally lost control of his pleasure.

He climbed to the peak, firmly connecting himself with both women he had served in their bare aprons.

"Aaaaaaaahhhhh!!!"

"Nn, ku, aaaaahh!!"

"Uoooh!!"

And then, he released his seed in grand fashion.

Afterward, Ariel returned to her rented house deep within the slums—a labyrinth of earthen walls—accompanied by Sieg only after night had fully fallen.

She had repaid the Tower Emblem-affiliated loan sharks who held her debts, leaving no lingering worries behind.

On the way back, they whispered quietly about how she might change her life moving forward.

"I can't offer much hospitality, but I can at least make tea."

"That's fine. My throat is parched."

As they smiled and reached for the door to open it, a letter was found wedged between the panels.
"This..."
Ariel opened the letter.
Sieg read its contents faster than she could, a habit from his days in intelligence work that now filled him with regret.
"Huh... that person..."
A letter from her former lover, who had vanished after leaving Ariel behind.

Finally, business has taken off and funds for repayment have been secured; this note indicates an intention to come and collect.
Examining the hurried scribbles in the corner of the envelope, it seems they were located somewhere in this vicinity, but since their exact whereabouts were unknown, delivery was entrusted to a neighbor who lives nearby.

"Such..."
Ariel's eyes tremble.

Zieg can feel Ariel's thoughts as if grasping them directly.
Even though she vanished so selfishly, the time she spent with her lover surely lasted more than one or two days.
Behind Ariel's resolve to work without fleeing, a lingering affection for him must still smolder.
Yet Zieg cannot do anything about it; he simply cannot.

To begin with, Zieg is nothing more than an interloper who suddenly appeared this morning, confessed abruptly, and slipped into the cracks of Ariel's heart like a fingernail pressing in. He is merely someone who used money and power to force his way in—a mere intruder.
If he were to think calmly, how much weight could such a person possibly carry?
Yes.

It was nothing more than a flashy daydream.

"Mr. Zieg..."
With her head lowered, Ariel turns back as if seeking salvation, but before her eyes, no one remains.
As if nothing had ever happened from the start, not even a footprint is left behind.

"…………"

Watching the moon from an alleyway, Zieg stands in a daze.

A shadow approaches, casting mockery upon him.

"Heh heh... Didn't you say you'd sleep in a woman's bed tonight?"

"Oh—hey there, you guys."

The three Ace Knights' bodyguards, clad entirely in leather armor and masks.

"Looks pretty cool on you."

"Not as bad as yours. After you paid at the Tower office, the actual debtor showed up. And since you're acting all pathetic alone... heh heh, hyahahaha!"

"That doesn't matter to me."

"...You weren't hired by your employer just to be looked down upon, were you? That's what they said..."

"Ah, right. So that's why you've been looking for Zieg Becker."

Maito tilts his head sharply and scans the area with darting eyes.

"We won't tolerate anyone acting like an easy target; even a homeless rat has to be killed or he'll lose his job... Ah, yet here you are, staring blankly while setting traps everywhere—stakes, wires, oil pools, all sorts of gadgets."

"It's just a habit. If I don't think about anything, I end up setting them off before I know it."

Zieg speaks with the casual tone of someone talking to an old friend.

Maito draws his new blade and thrusts it toward Zieg.

"I've figured out your style; tricks like needles won't work anymore. Tonight, I want you to die in a spectacular way."

"Ah? No way, that's troublesome."

Zieg waves his hands weakly, his spirit visibly drained.

"Just die already, Zieg Becker."

Maito leaps. Leon runs along the wall, while Davis swings his mace as if leveling the ground, smashing traps and charging forward.

Zieg casually rises and instantly severs Maito's head.
"!?!"
The moment he stands up, it appears as though Maito's torso and head have been split apart like a weeping figure. Davis and Leon freeze in shock.

Zieg cracks his neck with a series of pops, then flicks his blood-stained knife with a sharp *shu*.

"Well, I said earlier that even if I'm just some thug, I won't kill the common folk during the day..."

With wide eyes, Zieg lets out a sinister grin.

"Lies, you bastards. Don't come to kill people when they're in a bad mood—you'll end up feeling happy about it!"

The next morning, their bodies were discovered behind the Tower Emblem's office.

"Haaah..."
After taking breakfast at Carlos's estate, Zieg slumped his shoulders and headed toward the carriage station.
Originally, this was the time when he should have begun moving separately from Diane and the others, reporting on Lyra's existence and Andy's treatment, and seeking further instructions from Minister Ashton regarding future activities.

Being alone at a time like this felt refreshing. Still, recklessness wasn't an option; he silently berated himself in his mind: *Think about your age.* For now, he decided to relax and enjoy the journey by carriage.

And then—

"BECKER!!"

"Mr. Zieg!"

A hand reached out from behind, dragging him down as he attempted to board the carriage.

It was Rose. Standing beside her was Ariel, both dressed in travel attire.

"What are you running off on your own for? Marriage isn't a one-day event, you know."

"Um, um... I mean... let's just say I accepted the knife! Not as money!"

"...Huh?"

As Zieg stood there with his mouth agape, both women laughed.

*"Proposal accepted!"*

Now, it's time to reclaim the worst beginning.
Dreams Dreams 1
The road from Tark to Queeca is somewhat long.
It winds through a low-lying wetland dotted with small and large oases west of Tark, crosses an arid desert on camelback, traverses the gently protruding Auros Mountains from the south, and finally reaches Queeca via carriage across a fertile plain.

While the Flying Dragon courier service could cover this distance in a single day, riding it requires official request documents issued by the Central Military Command. In emergencies, one may be forced to board without prior approval, but a written explanation will be demanded afterward; if the journey is for personal reasons, a fine may even be imposed.

Since their travel itinerary has already been submitted via postal letter carried by the Flying Dragon from Tark's base, they can rely on the courier to meet them immediately in case of urgency—so there is no need to rush.

Zieg Becker and his two new wives were making their way slowly toward Queeca in a carriage.

"Being naked under an apron must be a woman's dream," Ariel said.

In the private room of an inn that night, Zieg and Rose exchanged startled glances at her words.

"It may sound romantic for men," Rose remarked.

"...I've never heard anyone call it a 'woman's dream' before."

"Eh? But... isn't it exactly what women would want?"

Zieg, clearly flustered, held up his palm toward Rose and passed the question back to her. Rose groaned, looking equally perplexed.

"Normally, only men would find that appealing," she said.

"W-well, I do like it... but—"

"Why?"

"Because this isn't cosplay—it's a real naked apron!"

"?"

So there are both cosplays and genuine versions of the naked apron?

Even Zieg paused for a moment, unable to grasp the meaning, twisting his head in confusion.

Ariel clasped her hands before her chest, holding them as if cradling something precious, and continued:

"After all... being naked while wearing an apron. It's a bit erotic, yes, but it's not just the uniform of a new wife's job. It's a costume for a lovely housewife who teases her husband while still doing her household duties properly—a loving outfit for two people who can indulge each other without limits at home. Of course men find it appealing, but I think it also symbolizes an ideal life for women too♪"

"...Becker, do you understand?"

"I'm not even a woman myself, so don't ask me. But if she's happy with it, that's all that matters."

"Aaaahhh... I thought I'd fallen into the world of prostitution and could only ever pretend at such things in a childish way... I never imagined I could truly become a cute housewife in a real naked apron!"

Perhaps this was a realization unique to a woman who, as a prostitute, had nearly lost her chance at genuine happiness.

By the way, Ariel and Rose were currently dressed exactly as described—the "naked apron" look.
Though they hadn't yet arrived at Zieg's home, it had become customary for them to greet him in bed that very attire each night, given how strongly Zieg was excited by the idea.
Rose reluctantly went along with it, reasoning that it was slightly less embarrassing than waiting completely naked—but only now did the true reason behind Ariel's enthusiastic participation become clear.
"...W-well, I know this is a bit late to say, Mr. Zieg, but please don't come all this way just to tell me it was all a joke!"
"N-no, no, no! I'm going to make you my proper wife. No—I mean, please become my wife!"
"...Yes."
With a melted expression, Ariel nodded softly.
In fact, Zieg confirmed this once every day.
Haunted by the experience of being deceived and falling into prostitution, he had developed deep-seated insecurities.
Rose sighed as she looked at Ariel, who carried a psychology reminiscent of her own—a rootless, lonely half-elf, for better or worse.

Well, she's a pitiful girl, and her figure isn't bad either. If that's Sieg's kindness, then it wouldn't be a bad thing for the two of them to gradually heal each other as family. Rose was a woman of broad-mindedness who could allow such a thing.

In short, all that matters is not losing as a woman. Even if you lose, you can win again next time and make up for it.

...Such a sportsmanlike view of love's battle royale is something only an ogre woman would possess.

"By the way, does Rose have any such particular preferences?"
Sieg sat on the bed, took off his jacket, and handed it to Ariel while asking Rose.
Ariel threaded the jacket onto a hanger and hung it on the wall, glancing sideways as she swayed her cute rear end back and forth to stretch out wrinkles and wipe away dust. Meanwhile, Rose crossed her arms.

"I... hmm. I don't have any particular preferences..."

She paused for a few seconds.

"If I had to say one thing, it's just the desire to be held while my belly swells with pregnancy and milk is squeezed from me."

"............"

"Fufu, isn't that normal?"

"...No, I don't think many people would say that before getting pregnant."

"So? Well, I admit it's somewhat abnormal, but as far as the level of abnormality goes, it's not much different from a guy's crossdressing hobby, is it?"

"No, hmm. I get excited by it myself."

Human male Sieg Becker, 39 years old. He couldn't possibly understand the average values of ogre women or dark elf women.

"Then you'll do it for me? That was the only thing worrying me. When I heard about my young wives, they said that when a man's belly gets big, he starts to dislike being touched and loses interest."

While handing over his shirt, Sieg and Ariel exchanged glances.

"From that information alone, it seems clear that this act is quite on the abnormal side."

"Yes..."

"W-wait, so does that mean if Ariel gets pregnant, she'd be satisfied even if she's left alone until childbirth!?"

"No, well, considering the safety of the child, at least a little bit... But I've heard that ogre girls are far less prone to miscarriage than other races."

"Hmm. So they can do something like that, right? Even my young wives have been complaining about it... and I admit I was influenced to some extent."

Rose looked away with a slightly awkward expression.

By the way, she's actually the female foreman of a large construction company, Sieg thought again.
Her majestic beauty and youthful innocence in matters of romance, combined with her cool mask that cracks as soon as something is inserted into her vagina, make her incredibly easy to tease. He sometimes forgets how important she truly is.
It was strangely delightful to see such a woman calmly—well, slightly flustered—discussing the possibility of carrying Sieg's child. Sieg leaned closer to Rose, massaged her breast through her apron, and whispered with all his might, trying to tickle her core.

"Well, as long as it's you, I'll let you lick my penis even during childbirth."

"...♪"

Rose shivered slightly, her eyes narrowing a bit. Her expression was filled with happiness.

"W-well, I... I want to give birth while licking Mr. Sieg's... uh..."

Ariel leaned in from the other side.

Sieg was now completely naked, his semi-erect member asserting itself in the corner of both women's vision.

"...Y-yes, that's right, Becker. It's unfair if only our wishes are fulfilled. Don't you have any such desires?"

"I know you love your bare apron... but... hmm?"

Both women reached out to touch his member from opposite sides while whispering to him.

"…………"
As Sieg's prized member was rubbed against Ariel's right hand and Rose's left, he swallowed hard with a throaty gulp and muttered, "Just once..."

"?"

"?"

With a serious expression.

"A round of super-hot, love-filled, erotic fun surrounded by about twenty girls... uh-oh!?"

Rose's elbow shot up, striking Sieg's chin.
"You man!"

"Haha, oh come on."

Ariel giggled softly and leaned over the face of Sieg, who had fallen backward onto the bed.

"Then... let's make it happen."

"Ariel?"

"Ehehe... actually... I'm really good at that kind of thing."

When Sieg regained consciousness after a brief lapse, Ariel's face was right before his eyes—mid-kiss.

"Mn...h..."

"Mm...?"

And between his legs, double fellatio: two tongues licking his prized member from both sides.
Someone else was licking his anus too.
His fingers and toes were all being licked by someone.
Everything at once.

"Mm-ah...!?"

"Mn-ha... Come on, Sieg-san, even during a kiss—"

"W-wait a minute!"

With his limbs pinned down, he pushed Ariel away with his lips, lifting her head just enough to look around using only his neck and shoulders. What he saw was nothing short of astonishing.

Ten Ariels and ten Roses were frantically devouring every part of Sieg's body.
At the edges of the bed and scattered around them stood more Ariels and Roses who couldn't fit close, their lust-filled eyes roaming over chests hidden beneath aprons and crotches as they fumbled eagerly.

"W-what's going on...?"

"If you really wanted to know, Sieg-san, you'd figure it out yourself, wouldn't you?"

"...Ah."

Illusion magic.
He had completely forgotten that, but dark elves are still part of the elf race.
Most elves are a species that masters magic.

"If I just concentrate my mind, I should be able to tell which is real and which is an illusion... I'm totally amateurish with magic, but Sieg-san, this is your job, right?"

"...No, I'll pass."

Zieg deliberately surrendered his senses to the pleasure of being licked all over and the sounds of masturbation.

"It's amazing," he said.

"...That's great♪"

Ariel smiled brightly and resumed kissing Zieg.

After being licked all over for more than ten minutes, once his erection was fully hardened, the tool of service moved from his mouth to her lower body.

"Haa... ah, ahh..."

"Nfu, nnnn..."

"Kk, uuu... uuuu!"

"It's in... it's in!"

Ariel straddled his erection and lowered her hips onto it.

Her right hand was inserted into both her vagina and anus.

Her left hand was being used as a tool for Rose's masturbation.

Rose was straddling his face.

Ariel rubbed her labia against his left shin.

His right toe was completely swallowed inside Rose's vagina.

"Nfu, n, aaah... wow... Zieg-san's fingers are amazing... sooo amazing..."

"Becca-san, lift your legs higher... kick my pussy... fuck me with your toes!!"

"Zieg-san's penis feels so good... I want to get pregnant by Becca-san's penis... mine, yes, make mine pregnant!"

"Aaaah, I want it too! Make me feel good too, Becca-san!"

"Zieg-san, you can be rougher... mess me up completely!!"

Many Ariels and Roses thrust their carnal desires at Zieg.

They waved their aprons wildly on top of him, covering his entire body with saliva and love fluids.

"N, buh... ngu, oh buh..."

While his face was sticky with love fluid, Zieg licked and sucked Rose's crotch, trembling all over, enduring the sensation of her vagina stimulating his own.

He didn't know what was happening anymore.

His whole body was covered in women, in aprons, in love.

"Nnnnnnnoooooooo!!"

As he roared into the pussy pressed against his face, Zieg ejaculated.

One ejaculation wasn't enough.

Again and again, while penetrating and being penetrated by women with his entire body, he repeated the act of ejaculation.

"...For us, it was just a normal threeway," said one voice.

"For Zieg-san, it must have been a twenty-one-way♪" replied another.

"That's incredible... where did you learn such techniques?" asked a third.

"The illusion magic was naturally learned from parents and friends during childhood... but using it like this? Probably since I entered the brothel. It doesn't work well with dark elf clients, but human travelers often seem satisfied just by air sex before leaving."

"Heretic..."

"It doesn't matter much; the gains are roughly the same."

"...By the way, if I were to have that done to me... in a gang rape by Becker or something like that..."

"I can do it?"

"...S-some other time then."

"Mm-hmm♪"

When Sieg woke up, the Ariels and Roses, each group of ten, had vanished.

The remaining single Ariels were chatting and laughing at the edge of the bed.

"...Ugh. I'm super exhausted."

"Oh, you're awake. Good work, Sieg-san."

"...I feel like I wasted quite a lot of shots."

The Ariels and Roses who drained Sieg should have been mostly illusions.

Though he'd gotten carried away and ejaculated repeatedly, both of them were fairly serious about aiming for pregnancy, so surely they wouldn't want him wasting his efforts? That's what Sieg thought with his foggy mind.

But...

"Wasted shots?"

"Not a single drop was wasted."

As the two lifted their hips, their buttocks and upper thighs were smeared with copious amounts of cloudy white fluid.

"Thank you for the feast♪"

"...You're welcome."

While thinking about trivial things like why someone wearing an apron is being treated to something by someone not wearing one, Sieg was utterly drained.
Queeka is still far away.
Dreams Dreams 2
Zieg Becker is a rare ace knight who, despite belonging to the Special Intelligence Brigade—essentially the spy division—enjoys fame in southern Celesta comparable to that of Overnight.
The reason lies in the sheer number of heroic ballads sung about him.

While it's common for even nationally celebrated heroes like Overnight to have only seven or eight standard songs dedicated to their exploits, having four or five major ballads composed for an ace knight is exceptionally uncommon.
Moreover, Zieg's tales are filled with boastful stories of battling colossal foes and instantly dispatching large groups of pursuers.

Given such extraordinary feats, it would be unreasonable not to assume that his home in the capital must be equally impressive.
But...

"Hey, you're back, Zieg?"

"A package arrived from that fool Lead."

"...Hey, old lady, hold on a sec with that hand. Hmm, I guess even I've gone too senile."

"Noisy geezer. Checkmate."

"No, no, no, I still have moves, I do. Trust me."

The house Zieg headed to upon entering the capital was an old masonry apartment building—or rather, a shabby first-floor flat.
What greeted his eyes was a withered couple of bird-human elders playing a tattered game of chess on the porch of their small garden while crunching dried fish.

"...Becker, who are these folks?"

"Huh? They're my grandparents."

"Wait, you're half-bird-man blood?"

"I was found as an orphan, and the father who took me in was a bird-man adventurer. Don't you know him? Lead Becker?"

"Don't know..."

"...Don't know..."

Seeing the ogre beauty and dark elf girl both look troubled, the bird grandparents burst into laughter.

"Your fame just can't compare to theirs."

"Damn it, my father was a grave robber himself yet couldn't resist showing off, while Zieg, despite having nothing but fast legs, somehow always stands out. Can't you give him a little leeway?"

After laughing heartily for a bit, they suddenly clapped their hands together and gaped in shock upon seeing the two women who had entered with Zieg.

"...Zieg brought girls home, grandma."

"Really? That Zieg who used to go to brothels whenever he got some cash just to get lice?"

"That Zieg who went to a doctor to shave his pubic hair, crying while saying, 'I don't need a knife; it won't spread disease,' and spent nights sharpening knives?"

"That Zieg who, for quite some time afterward, was too scared to visit adult entertainment venues and instead became well-versed in strip clubs?"

"Shut up, geezers! You're telling the truth!"

The two listening from behind couldn't help but think, "Well, that's very much like Zieg," offering a wry smile. Yet, rather than anything else, they felt a slight dread at the fact that even his grandparents knew all of this.
An adult man like Zieg wouldn't normally spread such stories about his own grandparents.
This family might be tougher than expected.

In one room on the first floor, Birdman's elderly couple lives as caretakers; the remaining few rooms serve as storage for Zeik's collection, Lead's junk, and miscellaneous items, while Zeik's own quarters are a separate chamber entirely.
The second and third floors house several families of junior members of the espionage brigade.

"But you... I thought even if it wasn't a mansion, you'd at least live in a more respectable house."

"After all, you won't be back more than a hundred days a year. As long as there's room for the knife and for Grandpa and Grandma to live, it doesn't matter much."

"I see..."

"So that's how it is..."

Rose and Ariel once again realize just how difficult and waiting-heavy it truly is to become Zeik's wife.
"It feels a bit odd to say something like this so soon after our engagement... but I really wish you'd come back more often."

As Ariel spoke, Rose nodded in agreement.

Scratching his head restlessly, Zeik gave a wry smile.

"Well, it's true that you haven't been coming back much lately. But even when you did return, there were only those birds with you."

"Then..."

"Yes, from now on I'll reduce your workload. After all, you've already said it's about time to stop worrying about your age."

Hearing Zeik's words, both women sighed with relief.

And then...

"So... tonight too?"

"Let's add more family members who have to wait♪"

Slowly removing their clothes before Zeik, the two put on matching aprons over their bodies.

"...You don't really need to go all the way with a bare-chested apron here, do you?"

"Don't be so cold."

"In fact, doing it right here is the true definition of 'new wife play,' isn't it?"

The two turned around completely, thrusting their buttocks forward and teasing Zeik one after another.

"Come on, Becker..."

"Mr. Zeik, shall we... engage in marital duties?"

"Ugh... From today onward, I'm not receiving any deployment orders for a while, so don't think tonight will be enough. I plan to keep you busy making babies all morning and afternoon starting tomorrow."

"Hahaha, who do you think will give up first?"

"We're two against one, after all?"

"...Sorry for being so bold."

While apologizing, Zeik parted Ariel's small yet lewd buttocks and inserted himself into her while standing.

Since she had already been wet since the moment she began undressing, she accepted his entry with a dazed expression.

"Yaa... ahn♪"

"Waa... This means from today onward, I can make babies with Ariel whenever I want here. Just reading those words makes me burn up."

"You can do the same with me too?"

"I know... but your pussy feels so shamelessly tight that it feels like you're being squeezed to death."

"I-I'm not doing this because I enjoy it!"

Rose, truly living up to her reputation as an Ogre woman and a natural masterpiece, had evolved into a terrifyingly potent organ that relentlessly drained Zieg's seed with every passing experience.
Once penetrated, she became so utterly consumed by pleasure that she didn't even need to grind her hips; she would suck him dry until he fainted, leaving him in a state where it was unclear whether he was climaxing or resting. Lately, only Ariel's sensory illusions had dulled Zieg's sensitivity enough to make sex possible at all.

"How wonderful..."

"N-nothing like that! I'm the one who envies Ariel..."

"W-well, I too had my ambitions as a professional and studied and trained various techniques to meet clients' demands... Rose-san, to ignore all my efforts and get so thoroughly ravaged by someone else..."

"T-this is no joke! When I try to savor Beckar's cock properly, he climaxes immediately!"

"I-I can handle Zieg-san's ejaculation just like that..."

"W-well, if he sprays three times in a row, I'll be unable to stop myself... but—"

"Alright, alright, I get it. You two can do whatever you want!"

"H-what?"

"Dad sent something special."

Zieg pointed to the package handed over by the bird couple earlier.

"A bottle... wine?"

"N-nothing's inside..."

It was a gift from Zieg's father.

...A distilled liquor from the Western Continent, steeped in armored snakes.

"W-what? A snake!?"

"N-no way!?"

The two girls were naturally startled. Yet Zieg, still inserted in Ariel, reached for the bottle and drank directly from it with a loud slurp.

"This stuff's rumored to boost vitality. Dad even accidentally destroyed a local brothel after drinking this once. Hehe."

"Z-Zieg-san...?"

"N-something's wrong with your eyes!"

"No, no, no... but you guys are really something else. Damn it, why didn't you show up when I was younger? Ariel-chan! Rose! If I'd met you back in my teens, I'd be doing this every single day!"

"C-calm down, Zieg-san!"

"W-well, if you were in your teens, I'd still be a child..."

"Doesn't matter! You're an Ogre cunt, so you'll take it anyway! Probably even swallow my cock whole! And I'll train you from when you were a 'child cunt' to be exclusively mine!"

"B-but Beckar's masculinity... or rather, he's saying something crazy!"

"N-something weird must be in there!?"

"Nope, I'm sane! Honest! A prostitute!"

"Don't do it!?"

"No, Zieg-san, you're being rough... ah, but it feels good♪"

Feeling strangely liberated, Zieg pinned Ariel against the wall and began thrusting vigorously. Though Ariel was surprised, her experience as a former courtesan allowed her to quickly respond with moans despite his intense pounding.

"I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum! Get pregnant! Get pregnant!"

"Yes! Cum on me! Let me carry your baby too!!"

"Gh... UOOOOOH!!!"

Thump, thump, thump... thump, THUMP!!
As if he were breathing dragon fire from his lower body, Zeig relentlessly ejaculated into Ariel's womb again and again.

Ariel reached climax instantly under that sensation, trembling violently while clinging to the wall before collapsing in a slippery heap.

From her crotch gushed twice the usual amount of semen.

"Heh heh... Rose..."

"O-oh, Becka...?"

"Now I could make you go crazy with just my cock... probably."

"N-no, that's scary..."

"Just for the first time."

With a distinctly strange aura swirling around him, Zeig pinned Rose down and began thrusting his hips with vigorous force.

He ejaculated within three seconds of unrestrained pleasure, yet continued to ravage Rose even as he climaxed.

"Haaah?! K-uuh... Mr. Becka... it's too much... so cruel... but I love it!!"

"Gotcha, gotcha, damn it—I love you too! I'll impregnate you as much as you want!"

"Yaaaah♪"

He ravaged Rose repeatedly, ejaculating at ten-second intervals over and over again.

As semen flowed in succession, he conquered her womb deep inside; eventually, Rose began to squirm shamelessly, abandoning all modesty.

After switching between the two women's buttocks in a frenzied back-and-forth, Zeig finally regained his sanity by the late afternoon of the next day.

"...This liquor must be sealed."

"Yes..."

"W-well, it's just a pity to waste it..."

All three collapsed immediately; on the third morning, they carefully boxed the repulsive bottle and stored it deep on a shelf.

As Zeig pondered how to apologize to the two women while watching them, the door suddenly creaked open, revealing an elderly couple.

"Finished already, Zeig?"

"Another weird one, huh? That idiot son of ours."

"G-grandpa, G-grandma!?"

The elder Birds grinned mischievously.

"After all that 'unnnn' said so helplessly, we'd be burning up too."

"We did burn up."

"Don't say it like that!!"

Still vigorous despite their age, the Birdman couple stood before him.

"By the way, could we have some of that strange drug or liquor?"

"Even if our spirits are ignited, our bodies can't keep up anymore."

"Eh?"

Zeig felt an uneasy chill. Though not blood-related, he had no desire to imagine his grandparents' nighttime lives.

Yet, it was Ariel and Rose who firmly opposed the idea far more strongly than Zeig did.

"D-Don't do it!"

"This is something we need too, Grandpa and Grandma! Please spare us!"

"...You two..."

"...W-well..."

"Maybe something like that would be nice for Sieg sometimes."

Facing the two of them blushing, Sieg turns his attention to self-improvement—just as Andy from the distant northern land did when he resolved to improve his diet and work on being able to eat normally in large quantities.
Extra 4: Lizard & Girl Ambitious
Lizard & Girl Ambition 1
A thunderstorm that strikes with crushing force.
Amidst the dense, verdant canopy of a subtropical forest, several figures sprint through the undergrowth, their footsteps splashing and crunching—*bashaba-sha-gasha-gasha*.

Occasionally illuminated by flashes of lightning, they scream as they press onward without respite. Their tattered clothes and the frequent streaks of crimson staining their bodies betray them as the remnants of a defeated force.

Suddenly, ahead of them, the view opens up.
A shallow river stretches before them.
It is not a permanent waterway; during the dry season, it serves as a thoroughfare for travelers.
The retreating men curse under their breath and glance back.
There, lightning flashes repeatedly in the distance, slowly closing in on them like an inevitable trap.
With no other choice, they step forward into the swift-flowing stream.

"Waitin' for ya," someone calls out.
Before the men can cross, something rises from the water—five of them.
They halt mid-stride, bracing themselves against the enemy's emergence through the veil of rain.
Standing there are monstrous demi-human soldiers, their red eyes glowing vividly in the twilight gloom of the storm.

"Tch."

"Lizardmen!!"

The retreating men grip their weapons tightly, trembling slightly as they face the rushing current. Broad swords, short blades, winged spears—light and agile gear suited for a region where footing is treacherous and armor is rarely worn.

But then:
"That's all you could bring? Pathetic."
The lizardmen mockingly reveal their own armaments: massive axes, chain flails, or twin tomahawks of imposing size. A visible intake of breath escapes the retreating men. Even without armor, the rain-slicked scales of the lizardmen deflect attacks with ease. Their heavy weapons crush defenses before any intricate swordplay can be attempted. Moreover, the slippery riverbed poses little challenge to creatures with low centers of gravity and thick tails; escape is impossible. The men are hopelessly outmatched.

"Still, facing a few lizards isn't half as bad as battling Over-night!"
The men rally their spirits and charge forward at the demi-humans before them, unafraid.

It is widely rumored that no warrior matches the stability of strength exhibited by lizardmen in wetlands. Shallow waters unsuitable for merfolk yet unstable ground for humans become the lizardmen's domain—their awkwardly low stance and powerful tails turn into formidable advantages. Even their transparent inner eyelids, which remain unobstructed by splashing water, contribute to their combat prowess.

But...

"Stop it... you scoundrel!"

"Hmph! Merchants' pawns dare to boast?"

Before he knew it, they were locked in a one-on-one duel.

Most of the remnants—no, the thieves themselves had been utterly overwhelmed by the lizardmen, unable to even raise a hand or foot in defense. Yet one man stood apart: the Winged Spear wielder. He possessed a technique capable of piercing precisely and sharply at the lizardmen's vital weakness—their bellies.

The lizardman squad, which had once driven them back with a 5-to-2 advantage, was now being cut down one by one by the Winged Spear user. In the end, only Gash Zapper, the twin-tomahawk user, remained standing; the rest lay dead.

Gash had survived solely because his mastery of defensive techniques—uncommon among heavy-weapon users—had kept him alive. Still, even this thief wielding the Winged Spear must have grown weary from fighting while leaping across the water like a dragonfly skimming its surface.

Determined not to let him recover any stamina, Gash hurled his axe at him.
"Hmph!!"

The thief dodged without raising his spear, throwing himself into the water as if surrendering to it.

A tomahawk strike that exploded upon hitting the river's surface.

But almost immediately, Gash reeled his twin tomahawks back. His heirloom weapons—the Twin Tomahawks—were connected by an incredibly strong yet slender cord known as "Silken Chains," said to be a dragon treasure. In this rain, it might appear that magic was pulling them back from the thief's grasp.

Then, Gash deflected the thief's spear thrusts using both tomahawks like shields. It seemed he couldn't muster enough power to break through the lizardmen's strength or the forged steel of their weapons—a fortunate limitation for Gash.

This exchange repeated itself over and over.

The thief knew that if he fled on foot, Gash would surely catch up. Driven by pride in his nation's army, Gash refused to let him escape.

Time passed alone across the stagnant battlefield where only two combatants remained.

Then, signs of reinforcements appeared in the distance.

Lightning was approaching.

"Hah! The time for tribute has come, you rotten thief!"

"...I wonder."

The thief grinned, his face smeared with mud.

Gash concluded that the thief's calm demeanor stemmed not from confidence, but from arrogance born of seeing reinforcements approach—or perhaps merely a bluff.

As if to strip away such false bravado, Gash unleashed his trump card.
"Die at least in peace!"

With every ounce of strength left, he hurled both tomahawks simultaneously.

"Hahaha!!"

The man twisted his body to dodge the axe... only to fall backward, restrained by the ultra-thin "Silken Chains" strung between the two flying weapons.

Seizing the moment, Gash charged forward. His final weapon was a tail sweep honed through tribal ancient martial arts—a strike powerful enough to snap even a massive tree trunk held in one embrace.

Just as he prepared to deliver that blow, a fist-sized stone flew toward him from beyond the rain.

"!!"

Gash instinctively slowed his advance, catching the stone with his hand.

Through the downpour, he saw one of the defeated thieves climb onto the shore and hurl another projectile using a makeshift slingshot crafted from a belt.

Without even allowing himself time to feel bitterness, the thief standing before Gash swiftly rose again, lifting his Winged Spear from the water.

"!!"

*Clang!* Gash's tail was severed.

The blade sliced cleanly into his soft underbelly, leaving not even a single layer of skin intact as it hung suspended in midair.

"Guh... aaaah!?"

Even a tail is a living organ. A torrent of blood gushed forth, and Gash fell to the ground.

"...I win, you lizard."

The Winged Blade Thief stood up and grinned.

Gash pounded the riverbed with his fist. If this were a real lizard, it could probably run around even after losing its tail, but the tail of a Lizardman had grown so large that such an option was impossible. The pain nearly knocked him out. He had no weapons left.

The moment he'd let his guard down, defeat was sealed.

"Guh... damn it... ooh..."

He waited for the killing blow.

...But it never came.

"...?"

He lifted his head. The Winged Blade Thief was gone.

All around lay piles of corpses and nothing but a torrential downpour.

The thief had judged that he couldn't track Gash and fled with the survivors without looking back.

"...Damn it... damn it...!!"

Intense agony.

The life force draining away.

Humiliation.

Amidst his fading consciousness, Gash screamed out a hot, bitter emotion.

"Daaaaamn it...!!!"

And then, he collapsed onto the riverbed.

Even for a Lizardman, the ability to stop bleeding weakened underwater. Knowing that this would be fatal, he had given up in sheer humiliation.

* * *

A rainbow appeared against the dawn sky.

After the heavy rains of the monsoon season subside, sometimes a thick, beautiful rainbow can be seen.

According to Lizardman oral tradition, those seven colors were the lingering image and flight trail of the Origin Dragon that gave birth to Lizardmen in ancient times.

It was said that the Origin Dragon loved the race of Lizardmen it had created.

Even after death, it became a spirit and, at the moment of a Lizardman's passing, would offer them a kiss and guide them onto the vessel bound for paradise.

"...Are you here to welcome me...?"

Gash murmured while gazing up at the rainbow.

That was fine. A Lizardman soldier, Gash Zapper, had fallen in battle before a formidable foe.

It would have been easiest to believe that he had died with that single blow.

However, a voice sneered at Gash's comfortable delusion.

"Hah, so you're the one who believes lizards ride rainbows to paradise? Don't make me imagine it; it's disgusting."

"Hey, you bastard!"

Gash couldn't help but widen his eyes and jerk his head up.

Gash, being a soldier himself, believed he was less prejudiced against other races compared to the lizardman who had been holed up in the colony all this time. Still, he certainly wasn't one to lust after members of other species. He found their scale-covered skin, lacking any color gradient, neither sexy nor appealing; he preferred faces that looked more like a lizard's.

That was supposed to be the case.

But when he felt an undeniable surge of arousal as he saw the naked body of what appeared to be a human girl sitting sideways on his waist and running her hand through her hair... he couldn't suppress the sudden "thump" in his chest.

"...Wow, it's gotten big."

"!??"

The girl spoke with no allure whatsoever, as if something had merely moved like an insect.

In that moment, Gash realized one of his hemipenes was already inserted inside the girl's body.

"W-what... what are you doing!?"

"It's a rescue operation... wow, wow, it's still getting bigger? Like, this much bigger!?"

"N-no, wait!"

Gash was confused. Not only had he never felt arousal toward a human before, but waking up to find himself already having sex was also unprecedented. Moreover, contrary to his expectation of being near death, he was surprisingly energetic—a development he hadn't calculated at all. He simply didn't understand what was going on.

This man was accustomed to unexpected outcomes that worked in his favor, but the opposite had never happened to him before.

"...Ah, screw it! Just do it already!!"

And so, overwhelmed by confusion, he decided to surrender completely to his instincts. Since he had already resigned himself to death and given up on rationality, dealing with things logically seemed absurd at that moment.

"Eh? Eh?"

The girl was flustered as she saw her hemipenes, now fully erect inside and outside Gash's body, but she hadn't expected the awakened Gash to suddenly glare with bloodshot eyes and demand sex.

He immediately grabbed the girl by the waist and arms, then began thrusting one of his swollen bifurcated penises in and out with vigor. It was a forced riding position devoid of any atmosphere or foreplay.

"I-it hurts... w-wait, this is too much...!?"

"You bit my dick without warning, so don't act all high-and-mighty!"

"W-whoa, that's not right... c-come on, already...!!"

The girl slapped Gash's face with her free hand.

Since it had no effect, Gash continued to swing his hips while panting heavily. As a lizardman capable of maintaining balance with both legs and his tail, he was particularly skilled at thrusting upward.

It was only when he realized his tail was missing halfway through that he vaguely understood: this wasn't heaven, and that battle hadn't been a dream.

The girl kept tapping Gash's face rhythmically, but after a while, she seemed to give up—or rather, began to feel something—and stopped her hands.

"Tch, idiot... you ungrateful lizard bastard...!"

"Haa, haa... who cares? Who gives a damn? You're a shameless little female kid making lewd moves while someone's dying slowly right in front of you...!!"

"...B-but I'm going to make you kowtow later, okay...!!"

"I said who cares! Ah, man, your womb feels so good!"

It was practically rape as Gash ruthlessly rubbed his penis against the girl's twitching vagina.

Although he had engaged in relations with female lizardmen before, this sensation was completely different.

His instincts commanded him: he wanted to ejaculate into her womb. He wanted to lay eggs deep within that womb.

He wanted to make her produce a bunch of eggs fertilized by his sperm, shaking them violently inside her.

Pre-cum began leaking from the penis still outside, and Gash slammed it firmly against the girl's abdomen while thrusting his hips vigorously. Finally, he ejaculated.

"G-guh, oooohhh...!!"

"Nnnn... w-whoa... t-this is intense... haaah...!!"

The girl's womb and her abdomen were simultaneously flooded with a massive volume of semen.
Deep into the womb, across the belly, around the navel, over the breasts, on the nipples, along the jawline, and across the collarbones.
A copious amount of slick, thick semen was ejaculated—more than even she could have imagined.

"Y-y-you idiot… my stomach's gonna burst…"
The girl grimaced, her face glistening with sweat.

Her penis, now unnaturally enlarged, had been thrust deep into her cervix, and despite that, an impossible-for-a-human quantity of viscous semen was relentlessly pumped into her again and again. She endured the cycle: her lower abdomen swelling strangely as semen traveled down the shaft of his penis to her legs, over and over.

"Haa… haa… N-no, not a human female… it's too much…"
Gash still seemed ready to continue. Having thought himself dead, he felt no need to consider anything else—or rather, he simply didn't want to.

But the girl finally punched him in the face with a clenched fist.

"N-not a human!! I'm a spirit! A water spirit!"

"…Huh?"

──Legend says in the marshlands:
Somewhere in the swamps of this region dwells a water spirit.
Its power can surpass even dragons, described as nothing less than nature itself.
The people revere its strength and must be grateful for their lives; otherwise, this land would dry up just like the Russell Desert to the north, becoming a barren wasteland inhabited only by desert lizards and monsters────.

"Why on earth did that water spirit mate with a lizardman, you idiot?"

"But we saved him! What kind of attitude is that?!"

The naked girl, freed from Gash's groin, glared at him in fury.

"That position was just convenient for channeling 'ki'—I have no need for your offspring!"

"…Nuu…"

He'd heard of it before.
Internal alchemy.
A ridiculous health-enhancement technique used by some dark elves and ogre women.
He'd always thought it was nothing more than exaggerated advertising from the adult industry.
He never imagined it could actually save him.

"So… why did you save me?"

"Was there any reason not to?"

"There were plenty of others who died."

Gash wasn't a special lizardman, nor particularly strong among them, nor did he come from an illustrious lineage.

"...Because I smelled something familiar."

"Huh?"

"The scent. That's all. Besides, you were dying right where I was."

"...I don't get it."

"Does it matter?"

Gash felt dizzy hearing such flippant words after being saved.

"But if you're grateful for my favor," the girl said, tapping Gash's head with a twig she'd picked up—she'd tried hitting him with it before and realized it didn't work well enough.

"Cooperate a bit, Gash Zapper."

"Huh?"

"I want to see the Spirit Festival."

"...Spirit Festival?"

It was a festival held once every six months across the entire country, a celebration of gratitude toward the spirits of heaven and earth.

Originally, it was supposed to be a raucous affair dedicated entirely to the spirits.

"...So you've never seen those 'spirits' before?"

"There's no way I could see them if I don't go. The core elements of the spirits can't move on their own in the direction people prefer."

"..."

In the country, spirits were widely recognized as omnipresent beings—existing everywhere and nowhere at once.

The shocking truth that they weren't actually like that was now revealed to Gash, who had shown little interest in them to begin with.

"No good?"

A sigh escaped her lips.

"...Alright then. I'll give you the life I dropped for you to pick up. Where do you want to go? What should we do?"

"Great! Um, scoop up some water from around here... fill it into a bag or container..."

* * *

Time passed since that day in midsummer, and soon the season of the Spirit Festival arrived again.

"It's almost time for what I've been waiting for, Heeri," Gash said.

"Yeah."

In an inn nestled between the desert and the lakes, a certain city hosted them.

A tailless lizardman sat close to a strikingly present elf girl, sharing drinks.

Gash Zapper and Heeri Water—a retired veteran and a so-called half-elf.

Since humans could barely use magic, the water spirit had adopted long ears to appear more elven; yet when questioned about her true nature by actual elves, she simply claimed to be a half-elf. Over time, she had become Gash's trusted partner, despite his increasingly short temper.

"...So, after the Spirit Festival is over..."

Gash was about to ask what they should do next, but Heeri swiftly struck him once with the short staff made from that same twig they'd used before. She smiled softly and raised her index finger.

"We don't talk about things after a fun festival has ended before it even begins."

"But if we don't, how can we plan for next year?"

"Yeah. For now, all we can really do is..."

She leaned in closer.

"...Something like 'What are you going to do tonight?'"

"...This lustful spirit," Gash muttered.

"That's what some perverted lizardman must have been thinking every night," Heeri retorted.

Though they constantly exchanged sharp remarks, the two seemed surprisingly happy together.

(TBC)
Lizard & Girl Ambition 2
"Man, this Spirit Festival's turned into nothing but an excuse to get drunk."

"What do you mean by 'turned into'?"

"I found out the truth: the real spirits haven't actually seen this festival before."

"W-wait, just because I haven't seen it doesn't mean Fire and Wind Spirits haven't!"

"……Are they here?"

"They are! ……I've never seen them, though."

"……So what does that even mean?"

The town of Helicon overlooks a lake to the south and a desert to the north.
Recently, rumors had spread that many lizardmen were visiting. It was around late autumn, just before year's end, when Gash Bell—a tailless lizardman axe warrior—and Heili Water (a pseudonym), a half-elf water spirit, arrived in town.

Fake conifer trees stood scattered throughout the streets (since true conifers are nearly nonexistent in the southern desert, each one was handmade by locals), adorned with red decorations. Green and red—the official colors of the Winter Spirit Festival.

Well, even though it's called a "winter" festival, snow rarely falls in the southern desert. To put it bluntly, it bears little resemblance to how Trot people imagine winter celebrations. In this town, where temperatures barely dip into autumn-like coolness, all-night revelry unfolds instead.

One of the virtues of Celesta merchants is spending lavishly during festivals, even on money they've earned by keeping a flame lit under their fingernails day after day. Economic stagnation is seen as a personal failing; true businessmen thrive only when they can show off their prosperity in public.

Staying true to this creed, the town's merchants had planned an unprecedented grand banquet since the town's founding.

"This backwater town has got quite a bit of money for itself, huh?"

"If so many lizardmen are coming through, they must be making some serious cash, right?"

"No way... I mean, even the rumor that a dragon caused all this feels suspicious as hell."

Gash Bell himself is part of the lizardman race that worships dragons, yet he's never met one in his entire life. He can't bring himself to dislike them when his own kind rejoices, but since dragons can shapeshift almost perfectly into humans, he suspects they might be pulling some kind of scam.

As a former soldier, Gash Bell is well aware of the terrifying power of Phantom Magic through military demonstrations. He'd often thought that even a skilled fox-beast or elf-type could probably pull it off if they put their minds to it.

"Whatever. If the economy's this good, the Spirit Festival must be going full blast."

"Yeah. Can't wait."

Heili leaned close to Gash, resting her head on his shoulder.

Though Gash isn't particularly short for a lizardman, his species' characteristic forward-leaning posture keeps his overall height modest. It was a small but pleasant surprise that Heili, whose stature could be described as slightly petite, didn't look out of place leaning against him.

On the day of the Spirit Festival itself:
As evening fell, the town's festive atmosphere reached its peak.

"Gash, what's that?! That!!"

"It's fireworks! Student caravans from the Capital University sometimes bring them... I didn't think they'd do it in a place like this."

"Amazing! Even spirits of fire and light couldn't pull something like that off!"

"……Could spirits of fire and light really do stuff like that?"

"……I don't know, but if I could, I'd say water could create a spectacle just as impressive."

"That's great. Next time, let's put on a show and make some money."

"W-wait, no way! That'll get us exposed for sure!!"

"Just kidding."

Every few minutes, magical lights painted pictures across the sky. Taverns sprang up along the streets, offering open-air drinking spots.

One after another, someone would shout, "I'm treating everyone—drink up!" buying entire barrels of alcohol and serving them to those nearby, turning it into a friendly competition among friends.

Enthusiastic ogres kicked off a sumo tournament, while dark elves, humans, and lizardman merchants joined in, tossing each other playfully to elicit laughter. Yet some went all out with surprising seriousness, prompting cheers like, "Hey, who's the ace knight from over there?"

Truly a chaotic and energetic festival befitting Celesta.

"Go for it, Gash!"

"Well, just watch."

Gash steps into the sumo ring. His opponent is a middle-aged ogre.
Though he'd challenged with a bit of courage fueled by alcohol, facing a brute race like the ogres sobered him up instantly. He muttered to himself, wondering if he'd made a mistake.

"Hah! Tailless lizard, can you take a hit? You better think about how you're gonna fall, or it'll hurt."

"Heh, but even an ogre is still just an old man. Isn't that posture starting to ache your lower back?"

"N-no way... No, no, I'm not saying you'd flip me over like that!"

"Who knows? Don't underestimate a lizard's strength."

By the way, ogres tend to suffer from knee or back problems as they age due to their massive frames. Gash's sharp eyesight wasn't the issue; it was just playful banter.
However, since lizards have expressions so different from humans and ogres, this kind of psychological play works surprisingly well on them.

"Alright, C-Stage Match #27... Let's go!"

"Uoooooooh!!"

"Shaaaaa!!"

Gash grapples with the middle-aged ogre. Determined to show off a little for Heeri, he charges forward with renewed spirit.
But the ogre, mindful of the sore lower back he'd been warned about, doesn't brace himself against Gash's advance. Instead, he half-heartedly waves his arms in front of him—leaving himself wide open.

"Now's my chance!" Gash pushes harder, charging with full momentum. But the middle-aged ogre sidesteps him effortlessly.

"!?!"

Even though the ogre is nearly twice their size, simply getting into a proper grip proves difficult. With his long, massive arms, he could easily prevent other races from even making contact.
So the opposing race frantically charges forward to avoid being blocked.
Once that momentum is neutralized, there's no way they can maintain their balance.

"I'll buy your speed! But you're out—get back in the ring!"

With a sharp shove against his back, Gash tumbles helplessly outside the boundary line.
The surrounding audience bursts into laughter.

"D-dammit!"

"Come on, come on, it's a festival, don't take it so seriously, Tailless One."

"That was quite a dash, Tailless One!"

The crowd soothes Gash's frustration. Heeri approaches with a smile, gently patting his head.

"Ogres are strong, huh? Gash gets the Spirit Award!"

"Grrr... Even though I'm a warrior too!"

"Yeah, yeah, we all know you're actually strong."

"You know, it's more important to win at marriage than sumo, Tailless One. That ogre guy's wife is incredible."

"Don't talk bad about my wife! My ears are super sensitive!"

Laughter never ceases. Gash, sticking out his tongue with a chattering motion, endures the humiliation, though only another Lizardman would recognize that expression as one of shame.

The commotion continues well past midnight.

When the bell tolls to announce the hour, the crowd suddenly quiets down, closes their stalls, and begins making their way home.

"Huh? Gash, what's everyone doing?"

"Ah... From now on, it's the second half of the Spirit Festival."

"Second half...?"

"Yeah."

Panting slightly with a breath that smells of alcohol, Gash gently strokes Heili's head as if tapping it.

"The Spirits have enjoyed the festivities until midnight. From here on out is their time under divine protection... that's what they say."

"?"

"Now, from this moment until dawn tomorrow, the Spirits will bestow their benevolent grace upon those who have been thoroughly satisfied. They'll watch over families and lovers as they nurture their love."

"Eh?"

"Well, for you, it might seem like you were just made to cause a ruckus without permission and then billed for it afterward, which isn't very fun. But that's exactly how everyone wants it—they want to be all affectionate."

"...I see now. Everyone's pretty shrewd, or rather, they've got this figured out quite well."

"...How about us too, Heili? Shall we nurture some love?"

Gash murmurs with a breath reeking of alcohol.

Normally, he never speaks of love; instead, under the guise of mutual lust, they gradually give in to their desires. Yet even though it's merely a pretense and relies on atmosphere, hearing Gash whisper "love" makes Heili blush deeply.

"W-What are you saying...?"

"Why wouldn't we nurture it?"

Gash takes a small sip from his wooden cup, looking slightly disappointed. Once he finishes this drink, the open-air bar will have to close up.

"Nobody said anything like that."

"You're such a complicated one too."

"...Hey, you seem to have forgotten, but I'm a Spirit, right?"

"Yeah, I guess so."

"...And isn't my role to show compassion?"

"...Huh?"

"So..."

Pressing her lips close to Gash's ear, Heili whispers.

"...On days like this, there's no choice but for me to show you compassion."

"What a pretentious way to put it."

Gash's widely parted lips meet—or nearly meet—Heili's small ones.

Then, a deafening roar and screams erupt.

"!"

Both look up at the sky and glance around nervously.

"Gash!"

Heery points. To the north, the sky has turned murky.

"What's going on?"

"Maybe a sandstorm..."

"No, it's not quite that... there's some strange sound, screams..."

The sound of something heavy striking the ground. An explosive noise.

"That's no good."

Gash's warrior instinct warns him: disaster is coming.

It's the kind of disaster where a warrior must stand ready. His instinct prickles at the base of his limbs, rapidly pumping blood through his veins.

"Heery, let's go!"

"Gash!?"

Gash dashes forward, still carrying his family heirloom twin tomahawks.

He unties the lock and leather binding that seals them together, gripping both axes with both hands. His arms still retain the sensation of being one with the weapons.

"That's... no good!!"

Gash's speed quickly transforms into that of a beast. After all, warrior lizards are strong by nature.

On the outskirts of town, people were being attacked by monsters.

A giant snake... no.

"A sandworm!? And it's huge!!"

It was a sandworm, a massive annelid unique to deserts.

Even an average specimen is a nuisance, measuring five meters in length and several centimeters in thickness, and they're omnivorous—eating scorpions, snakes, cacti, and sometimes even monsters.

But this one was a large individual, over a meter thick, attacking the residents.

"Help us, help us!!"

"Damn it!! If Lady Leila were here, she'd handle this kind of thing!!"

"Go to the Ogre Inn and wake up those guys!! Go to the gendarmerie station and call anyone you can find!!"

"How are those gendarmes supposed to deal with this!?"

"At least they're better than nothing!! Worst case, they could at least guide us to safety... Ah, yikes!!"

And it doesn't seem like there's just one. From beyond the grove of palms, a grotesque giant can be seen writhing.

"Tch... I envy races that can see in the dark."

Gash mutters as he sprints at full speed, swinging both tomahawks to strike the sandworm that has already latched onto a townsman.

"T-thank goodness!!"

"Hurry and run!!"

"I... I'm sorry, but there's nothing else I can do!"

The townsman's leg had been broken. Sandworms have no teeth, but their suction power can crush animal flesh into a pulp.

Heery runs up to the townsman as she catches up, placing her hand over his broken leg.

A sickening squelching sound emanates from that limb, and the townsman grimaces in pain, but the next moment, his foot has returned to its original shape.

"W-what...!?"

"Go! You can run!"

"Oh, okay!"

The townsfolk sprint away in panic.
"Heely, you too, get out of here!"

Gash tries to strike the writhing Sandworm repeatedly, but its tough outer skin resists the blade's edge, rendering his attacks ineffective. Confusion begins to cloud his expression.

"I've told you before—my true form is that water you're holding! If this body escapes alone, it means nothing!"

"Tch."

Gash glances at the silver flask strapped to his waist. It was an expensive purchase, filled with water infused with elemental cores—the very essence of Heely's existence (though Gash still doesn't fully understand them, he perceives them as soul-like).

This is the axis of Heely's being; even if her manifested form were shattered into pieces, she could revive without issue so long as those elemental cores remained intact...

Though fear has kept him from testing such dangerous possibilities yet.

"You can stay here, but at least you're useful now, right?!"

Gash shouts, and Heely retorts, "Of course I am! Spirits are meant to show mercy to people tonight!!"

"I'm talking about whether you'll help us crush these bastards! If you want to show mercy, do it over there!"

With a roar, Gash swings his axe at the Sandworm lashing toward Heely. A blow that would have decapitated an ordinary creature instantly.

Yet the Sandworm shows no sign of being affected.
"Damn it... as long as its tail remains..."

Gash grits his teeth. Had Gash's own tail remained unharmed, his full-power horizontal slash might well have delivered a fatal blow to the Sandworm. Purely converting all his strength into impact, this strike would be impossible to dodge—unlike a simple cut.

But now, Gash's tail hangs severed at about fifty centimeters from his hips, utterly useless.

"Water Spirit, don't you dare underestimate me!!"

Behind Gash, Heely thrusts her hand forward, launching a spear of water. The sharp projectile strikes the Sandworm's mouth directly, causing it to recoil in shock.

"It's working!!"

"It's not even close!"

"At least it works better than Gash's attacks!"

"But we still can't kill it!!"

While bickering, both struggle to keep the Sandworm at bay, inadvertently forming a surprisingly effective combination.

"Damn it... something like this requires pure brute force... where are those Orcs supposed to be?! They're late!"

Gash growls in frustration. Yet the appearance of the Sandworm wasn't isolated to this location alone; screams and explosions echo from all directions, but no reinforcements for Gash and his companions have yet arrived.

"Damn it... if only General Vincent were here right now..."

"Who's that?!"

"Why are you getting angry?!?"

"She's on our side as a spirit—what's the problem?!"

"Don't say things like that until we've defeated these monsters, you idiot!!"

Gash, once again, reflects on his final act of aid as a soldier.
Though it was an overreach to hope for Overnight in such a desperate situation, he still craved that absurd offensive power.

"Damn it... All or nothing. I'll smash the tomahawk into my own mouth!"

"You're going to swallow it whole, aren't you?"

"I guess so."

The maw of the sandworm, over a meter in diameter, could easily have swallowed the tomahawk whole; even though they were bound by silk chains, once inside, extraction would be no easy task.

"Do you have any kind of ultimate move, Water Spirit-sama?!"

"There isn't one! What do you expect from water, you idiot?!"

"...Something like a poison that makes your stomach turn?"

"I've got it ready. Next time we're intimate, I'll definitely serve you some poison—enough to keep you stuck in the toilet for a whole day."

"Understood. I'm never going to sleep with you again."

"I'm sorry! That was just a joke, so please don't say mean things like that!"

"You weakling!!"

While relentlessly pounding the sandworm's head, this affectionate couple had been bickering and flirting nonstop. If anyone were watching, they'd probably burst out laughing: "This is the Spirit Festival night after all."

No.

"Hahaha! You two are so cute together!!"

They were indeed being laughed at aloud.
"Who's there?!"

Gash and Heili turned sharply, startled.
Standing before them was a woman with dark skin and silvery hair, exuding an androgynous aura.

"That's right."
The woman continued chuckling softly as she pointed toward the sandworms.

As the monsters closed in, Gash and Heili instinctively prepared to attack—

"Here's a hint... No fireworks users have visited this town today."

"Huh?"

"Hint number two."

She swung her pointing finger sideways.
In the next instant, one of the sandworms was suddenly sliced into rings with a sharp _chun_ sound.

"!!"

Gash and Heili stood stunned.
The woman calmly passed between them, then spread her arms toward the remaining sandworms.

"Hint number three: Tonight, I have the duty to cherish couples like you two."

With an elegant half-spin, she turned her back to the swarm and faced Gash and his companions.
A dazzling light bloomed across her back as if swelling with brilliance.
Like a giant firefly suddenly scattering its glow, it erupted around them, swarming over the sandworms' backs, heads, and mouths.

The light danced like fireworks seen at dusk, pulverizing the sandworms into a thousand fragments.

"Nice to meet you, warrior of the loving lizards and spirit of water."

A deafening roar, clouds of sand smoke, and the green bodily fluids of the sandworms shooting upward.

"My name is Bright Light. I am one of the spirits of light."

Unblemished by any of that chaos, she smiled warmly, though her appearance was indistinguishable from a dark elf.

(TBC)
Lizard & Girl Ambition 3
The beautiful woman who called herself Bright Light displayed theatrical gestures, wiping out the entire swarm of sandworms that had attacked the desert town.
Unseen and unconcerned with perspective, she manipulated light to eliminate every single creature without a trace.

"May this town find peace. May your lovers enjoy fulfilling nights."

"Huh, this guy's got some weird phrasing."

The dark elf-shaped spirit of light casually brushed off the lizardman's muttered remark from right to left.

"Hey, Heery, is this thing really a spirit?"

"U-um, yeah, it feels very much like one... but—"

"No way. Do you think anyone other than a spirit could do something like that with magic?"

As Bright had said, among the Celesta army's mages, there were virtually no individuals capable of directly harming sandworms through raw magical power alone.

While spells existed to generate light or fire, in combat they served merely as auxiliary tools. Given the limits of generatable force, heating blades and arrows or using blinding flashes of light was the proper application; ultimately, illusion magic became the battlefield's true protagonist.
Converging light to tear apart sandworms covered in thick hide required the domain of hundreds of prayers and specialized control by religious priests. The fact that she accomplished this with such casual demeanor proved beyond doubt that she was no ordinary dark elf.

But...

"Then, my beloved ones, please enjoy the continuation."

"Why do you look at us with such expectant faces?"

"Well, I am a spirit, after all. My role is to bestow blessings. Wishing for wonderful nights is only natural."

"So why are you stalking us like it's the most obvious thing in the world!"

"Stalking? That's rude. Travelers stick together out of compassion. The night has barely begun... Come on, Water Spirit, wouldn't you also want to be intimate with him tonight? It's a night when the entire nation celebrates love-making twice a year; there's no need to shy away from it. If you two don't do it, who else will?"

"Well, um, that is... yeah, I'd be shocked if Gash didn't feel up to it just this once."

"Hey Heery, what are you getting yourself into? She's following us all the way to the inn. Probably trying to scam something."

The lizardman expressed his distrust, while the dark elf struck exaggerated poses praising eroticism in an unnaturally lewd manner; the half-elf, upon hearing it, began to feel inclined. A highly unbalanced trio.
With the eyes of the gendarmerie and other warriors returning from their fierce battle with the sandworms, Gash wore a bitter expression known only between lizardmen before turning his attention back to Bright.

"...Tch, fine. I'll treat you to an inn room for tonight as thanks for your help."

"Hahaha, you don't have to go that far, but if you offer, I can't refuse."

"…………"

What a suspicious woman, Gash thought—but since he didn't mutter it aloud, he was safe. The lizardman's true intentions remained difficult to discern.

"Hey, Gash."

"Huh?"

As he cleaned his tomahawks for the first time in a while and organized his belongings, Heery approached beside him.

"There's still quite a bit of time before dawn, isn't there?"

"Yeah..."

He placed two tomahawks together and sealed them within leather and chain bindings; they couldn't be left exposed inside his pack.

Using his reflexes, which hadn't been fully engaged in some time, Gash attempted to calm his surging heart through controlled breathing—a habit.
Not limited to lizardmen or beastfolk, a heart hardened by fierce battle is not easily extinguished for anyone.
To prevent this residual energy from spilling into unnecessary violence, plunder, rash actions, or overstepping boundaries, controlling one's mind was an essential technique for warriors to live rightly. For Gash, born into the warrior class, it had become a deeply ingrained habit.

But...

"……You're getting worked up, Gash."

"Well, yeah. Wait a bit more; I'm not calm yet… Hey!"

Even though Gash was in the middle of trying out the breathing technique he'd learned from his Master—repeated in a strictly ordered sequence with precise depth control—Heili collapsed onto his thick knee and immediately began teasing his groin by lifting her loincloth.

For a Lizardman, clothing that fully covers the lower body is difficult due to tail shape and muscle structure; so she wears only a long loincloth that lightly drapes over her lower half, which can be lifted instantly to reveal the two penises characteristic of Lizardmen.

"……Yeah, my blood's starting to flow again… ahm…"

"Don't suck on me, you idiot."

"Eh?"

Tonight had been too full of unexpected events: sumo wrestling with an Ogre, drinking sessions, a run-in with a Sandworm, and some strange light spirit.

Gash, being hot-blooded himself, knows all too well how important it is to stay calm when emergencies pile up.

Even the slightest trace of excitement or restlessness can lead to unforeseen failures.

That's why it's crucial to lower his current state to the minimum activity level possible.

"But I'm hardening nicely… don't just calm me down…"

Chup, chup—Heili alternately and appetizingly sucks on both penises.

It shouldn't be delicious at all, but after every night had become increasingly heated, oral service eventually became something she did without needing to be forced.

But now is not the time. There's still a spark of violence lingering deep within his belly.

Having met Heili and immediately retired from the army afterward, this would be their first encounter in such a state since that initial time.

Back then, both physically and mentally on the brink of exhaustion, and having no prior experience with intercourse even with a human woman—or rather, a spirit like Heili—they managed to get through it just fine. But now, knowing every corner of Heili's body intimately, he can't predict what might happen.

"T-that's why… this kind of arousal is different… if you stimulate me too much…"

"Mn… nnnn… ah…♪"

Heili doesn't listen.

With one hand, she softly but vigorously rubs one penis; with the other, she eagerly sucks on it. Occasionally switching between left and right, her saliva coats both thoroughly, while lewd sounds and the pleasure of near-deprivation drain Gash's ability to think.

In inverse proportion, his hemipenis grows more virile. As it rises powerfully, Heili lets out a dreamy nasal tone.

"Mn, phew… mmmph, hehe… Gash, you're getting into it… heheheh. Because tonight, I said I'd cherish you… It's the night of lovers, remember?♪"

"Heili…!"

"Gash is my lover… I'm Gash's… ah…"

"Uoooooh!"

Seeing the spirit devour both penises with such fervor, as if they were exquisite sweets he couldn't take his eyes off, Gash's excitement reaches a point from which there's no turning back.

While struggling to control the destructive impulses that have soaked into his thoughts like oil, Gash roughly lifts Heili and throws her onto the bedframe, then tears apart the clothes covering her body with strong fingers, discarding them in a snap.

"Kya, gah, Gash…!"

"Haa… haa…!"

Gash cannot lust after any other humans or elves even a fraction of what he feels for Heili. Yet somehow, every time he sees her body, his blood boils anew.

This slender neck, willingly swallowing his seed with delight.

These breasts—unnaturally large yet not overly exaggerated—capture and manipulate his hemipenis, sometimes rubbing both nipples against his urethra while teasingly coy.

This delicate waist, this soft belly, repeatedly filled to overflowing with the Lizardman's syrup-thick, rich semen.

Even this soft, central hole of her rear knows the taste of Gash's seed.
Every night she was ravished by Gash and cried out in pain; those days are long gone. Now, this girl willingly submits to the raw lust of this savage lizard man, and as lovers, she is eagerly seeking intercourse just now.

That fact drives Gash's reason to madness.

"Gash... ah... so big..."

"Hee-rii... Hee-rii, Hee-rii!"

While repeatedly shouting the simple name she had given herself, Gash spreads her legs with his rough hands and clumsily but urgently thrusts forward, attempting to insert his hemipenis.

Hee-rii isn't sufficiently wet; it's natural since he only kissed her before. Normally, Gash would use his slender tongue to savor every part of Hee-rii's genitals, first making her aroused and unable to resist before penetrating her—but now, there's no patience for such leisurely foreplay.

He wants to impale Hee-rii immediately.
He cannot bear the thought that his penis isn't inside the Hee-rii right in front of him. He can't feel at ease unless he's enveloped by this beautiful girl's mucous membranes.

Driven by such unreasonable passion, Gash creeps closer to Hee-rii's hole.

Then, he thrusts both penises simultaneously into her genitals and anus.

"Aii... gah, haa..."

"Ooh, oh... ah, it's hot..."

"Gash..."

Forcing entry into an unwetted hole distorts Hee-rii's face.
Yet, though she winces in pain, she doesn't refuse Gash's reckless act. She has done double penetration before; since she provoked him, she must have been prepared for something like this.

Still, she wanted to become one with Gash. Exposed to his fierce lust, she wished to return love and feel, through her body, that they were lovers drowning in affection together.

That passion from Hee-rii reaches Gash, who begins thrusting with pleasure, twitching within her two openings.

"A, ah, ku... ah, hah-hah, g-gashu..."

"Haa, haa... Hee-rii, it's warm, it feels so good... Your intestines and womb are the best!!"

"...G-Gashu's penis is big and manly...♪"

"Ohoooo!"

Though writhing in apparent agony, Hee-rii smiles desperately. Gash roars, emboldened by her expression.
A little pre-cum spills over, soiling the inside of Hee-rii and making thrusting slightly easier.
In sync with that, Hee-rii's smile shifts from a painful act born of love to genuine pleasure and carnal desire.

Even as a physical manifestation of an immortal spirit, pain and pleasure align with humanity; that is why they can be felt as true joy.

"Hee-rii, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, Hee-rii! I'll drown you in seed from your pussy and ass!"

"Haa, Gashu...♪ Gashu, Gashuu...♪"

As Gash's rough thrusting intensifies, Hee-rii is tossed about, trembling, while calling out Gash's name with hazy eyes, expressing her ecstasy.
Having lived as a water spirit, drifting through existence, she has now been thoroughly stained to the depths of her soul by the joy of clashing her passion with just one man.

She can't be separated anymore. She doesn't want to be separated.
Even if called fallen, she wants to continue loving this lizard man intensely and being relentlessly ravished forever.

Such is her true nature, revealed in her form, in her expression—

"Hmm, this is amazing..."

"!!"

"!??"

Just when he knew it, the dark elf was crouched beside the bed, his face flushed with excitement, stroking his chin as he stared intently. His voice froze them both in place.

Both of them tensed their entire bodies to an extreme degree of shock—and, coincidentally, ejaculation began while they remained in that state.

"B-Bright!?"

"W-Wait, why are you looking at me like that...!?"

"No, look, I'm a spirit. If elemental cores are nearby, walls don't really matter much. Besides, personally, I wanted to see spirits having sex."

The beautiful woman said it casually, while the lizardman and the water spirit, still connected and continuing their ejaculation, raised their fists in protest.

"You should just do it yourself!"

"Even if you're going to peek, at least be a bit more considerate, you jerk!"

"B-But Gash, isn't being peeped on okay!?"

"Well, I'd rather not have you peeking, but your moans... even though I tell you not to worry about it, sometimes it's unavoidable."

"...U-Ugh..."

"Alright, alright, thank you for the treat."

Bright clasped his hands together.

"...But is it really that pleasurable?"

"...Honestly, sometimes I think it would be nice if I were reborn as a half-elf and could continue being intimate with Gash until we die."

"Don't just reincarnate out of nowhere, you idiot."

While Heili continued to say affectionate things while stubbornly expelling remnants into the depths of the vagina and rectum, Gash stood there with his mouth agape, tapping her head.

Even as they loved each other intensely, Bright couldn't help but grimace at the two of them, who seemed oddly out of sync.

He hadn't noticed that one had already licked the other clean.

The night of the Spirit Festival was drawing to a close.

The special night for lovers was about to end.

(TBC)
Lizard & Girl Ambitious 4
Gash Zapper is a tailless lizardman who travels with the Water Spirit.

"The Spirit Festival's already over, huh..."
At dawn in the Helicon inn, Gash murmured while letting the dry northern wind drift through the window.
Below him, the town was bustling as common folk began cleaning up after the festivities.
In Celesta, the most energetic creatures are undoubtedly the merchants. Without being prompted by anyone else, they're already hard at work preparing for the next festival, eager to spend their earnings tomorrow.
Watching human, lizardman, and fox-beast traders hurriedly pass the town exit with their camels and desert lizards in tow, Gash remained motionless for a while.
He wanted to bring up the next topic with the girl behind him, but he couldn't quite find the words.
Hesitating for five minutes...
Back when he served in the Celesta army, Gash was known as the one with the most reckless courage in the unit. He'd summoned that same bravery countless times, shaking himself up to speak just a single word, then casually letting out his usual light voice.
"What are we going to do now, Heely?"
The Water Spirit, Heely Water, had wished only to "see the Spirit Festival."
Even though she was a spirit, she couldn't freely attend the festival dedicated to spirits—a grievance that needed resolving. That mission had been assigned to Gash, whose tail had been severed, whose pride as a warrior shattered, and who had lost his purpose in living.
Once this is over, what happens?
Won't Heely simply merge with the water currents of this region again and disappear somewhere else?
...Even though he knew they loved each other deeply, Gash couldn't shake that unease.

"There's still time before checkout... let me sleep a bit longer..."

The question born of his once-in-a-lifetime courage was easily brushed aside.

Turning around, he found Heely wriggling like a caterpillar inside her blanket.

"Hey, you're a spirit, so why are you such a sleepyhead!"

"Because Gash wouldn't let me sleep until dawn...? Come on, yesterday was already a special day... Why don't you come over here and sleep too? You're an ectotherm, yet you're acting like you need to wake up early..."

"Just because my blood pressure is low doesn't make me an ectotherm!"

Even as he muttered that, Gash slowly sank back into the bed.

Inside the blanket, Heely—still naked from their passionate night together—slid carelessly into his arms, half-asleep.

"Nyu-foo..."

"That's what I'm saying... didn't you say you wanted to see the Spirit Festival when we first met?"

"...Did I?"

"It was only four or five months ago!?"

"Right... but somehow all that erotic stuff Gash did since then was just too intense..."

"...Anyway. We've achieved our goal, so what are we going to do?"

"...What should we do...? Then again, I'd love to go somewhere warm until the next Spirit Festival..."

"You still want to see the Spirit Festival?"

"Because it was fun, wasn't it..."

Pressing herself against Gash's chest with a drowsy demeanor, Heely nuzzled her soft cheek against him.

"...Well, fine then."

Gash sighed in relief and hugged her small head tightly.

Heery had already decided to spend the rest of her time with Gash, showing no sign whatsoever of considering a return to nature.
I feel like I've lost out; my heart is pounding.

Just as these two were enjoying their leisurely morning, a dark elf burst in with high spirits.

"Hey there, you two! The night has finally ended!"

"Knock on the door and come in properly, you idiot! Don't just phase through the walls!"

"Oh my, what a sour mood."

"I told you to get up already, you jerk!"

The Light Spirit, Bright Light... that's who she claimed to be. A beautiful androgynous dark elf by appearance.

Normally, if someone were a light spirit, I'd expect them to look more white-ish... but I'll hold my tongue, because pointing that out might make Heery turn into a mammoth too. That kind of "don't associate with lizardmen who don't even have legs" attitude is very much in the lizardman's nature.

"In any case, you've already paid back what you owed from yesterday! Check out and get lost!"

"Hahaha, quite the harsh treatment. But I don't mind."

"You keep barging into our private moments every time!"

"As far as I can tell, you two are enjoying your alone-time non-stop, aren't you?"

Gash and Heery fell silent, their expressions tightening. They weren't having sex from morning till night, but it couldn't be denied that whenever they were alone together, their conversations took on a honeyed tone.

Now fully awake, the two got out of bed.

"So what is it? We'll pay for the lodging, so go ahead and leave."

"No, no—I hesitated because yesterday I couldn't disturb you lovers as a spirit."

Bright smiled warmly.

"I feel like I was plenty of a nuisance already."

"I have a request, Gash Zapper."

"...What?"

He was technically a benefactor. He couldn't be called an idiot outright, so Gash reluctantly turned his face toward her while slipping his arms into the sleeves of his jacket.

"Let's have sex."

"...Huh?!"

Both Heery and Gash let out startled cries simultaneously.

"No, I mentioned this to Heery yesterday too, but you're right—it might be better to try it myself rather than just watching others do it."

"W-wait, why Gash?! Just grab any random elf around here instead!!"

Still half-naked, Heery clung to Gash, baring her teeth.

Bright blew in the wind like a carefree breeze.

"That's up to Gash to decide, isn't it? I'm not saying you have to become my husband or anything. I just want to fulfill this benefactor's wish by letting him try sex once."

"Oh dear, one time won't feel good enough! Gash is all about momentum!"

"Hey, Heery, don't get hurt."

"I'm sorry."

"Hahaha, then let's aim for two or three times."

"U-um... if that's the case, I don't think Gash has been properly evaluated yet. Maybe five times?"

"What are you planning to do by increasing it yourself, you idiotic spirit?"

Heely's head popped up in surprise.

"But, but! If Nenene's spirit thinks Gash is just bad at it, that would be terrible!!"

"I appreciate your concern, but this suspicious woman has fallen right into my trap!"

"How amusing, the two of you."

In the end...

Even after checking out of the inn, Bright followed them.

"If we head south from here, should we go to the Raapal Islands or Sheer Island? ...There's also the option of taking a ship to enter the Goht Kingdom and heading to the Southern Great Plains."

"Gash, have you ever been abroad?"

"No way! I've only been with the inland patrol unit until now."

They left the town of Helicon.

To the east lay the Elf Forest Territory, but it wasn't a place where someone like Heely—a soldier by no means and with questionable background—could easily pass through without trouble. While walking across the country to head south was only possible via the forest route, the forest territory was generally avoided by travelers for various reasons.

"So, are you going to Queeca then?"

"...Bright, how far will you follow us?"

"Well, until I'm done having sex with Gash."

"That's why it doesn't matter if it's not Gash!"

"Didn't we agree on five times?"

"...Oh, did we?"

"Don't get fooled. Or rather, don't let yourself be manipulated, Heely."

As they walked along the road, Gash grew increasingly uneasy, wondering when things would turn into some strange agreement.

"By the way, I can only get an erection from lizard women besides Heely!"

"Oh?"

"...Gash♪"

"Hmm. So, is this okay then?"

Taking advantage of the fact that there were no people visible far ahead on the road, Bright opened his clothes to reveal himself.

His magnificent large breasts appeared in the corner of Gash's wide-angle vision, but Gash slowly shook his head.

"Not even a twitch."

"...Ugh, this is a tough problem. How can I have sex with Gash five times?"

"Just shut your damn chest!"

Heely pulled Bright's clothes closed.

"That's why it's impossible! Even I'm confused—I've never felt any desire toward human-type women before."

"Yet you seem to be lusting after Heely every night."

"How do you know that?"

"Are you really doing it every night? You're young, aren't you?"

Gash's tongue flicked as he got caught on the hanging blade.

Night fell.
The foot traveler set up camp.
Though a carriage would surely take him to the next town, Gash chose to camp out—he wanted to save money for lodging, anticipating the costs ahead.
Strangers camping by the road were nothing unusual, and since this area had been cleared of bandits just six months ago, any thieves lurking around would be mere amateurs.

Even if a desperate man with a knife showed up, Gash, a seasoned warrior, could easily turn the tables on him without breaking a sweat.
Besides, Heili might even surpass Gash in strength. Her water spirit, which summoned and manipulated water freely as a weapon without any elaborate gestures or incantations, defied current magical norms.

"Actually, I think just wandering around here is fine," he said. "It's still February, so it'll get warm soon."

"If we're going to do nothing, let's go somewhere farther away. With Gash, wherever we go, it'll be fun."

"...That guy."

He couldn't help but banter with Heili by the fire.

"Where did Bright go?"

"He must have gone flower-picking or something—he has his stuff with him."

"Should I put something in for him while we're at it?"

"Put what in?"

"Gash's little... give it to me. If we hurry, I think I can make him cum once, probably."

"You're saying that weirdly again, you know."

As he spoke, Gash couldn't resist taking the unexpected opportunity.
Sex with Heili had already become a nightly habit for Gash; he wanted to seize even the slightest chance.

Glancing around, Gash quickly pinned Heili down.

"Hurry up and let me finish it all at once."

"You're always ready, aren't you?"

"Besides, I can tell when Gash's getting horny♪"

The lizard's lips and the spirit's lips devoured each other.
Even then, he swiftly pulled off his undergarments and thrust one side of his hemipenis into Heili with urgent intensity.

Familiar yet addictive pleasure wrapped around him.

"Hnngh..."

"Mmm... Gash, you could put both sides in at the same time, even while squeezing my ass."

"If I put it in your ass, cleaning up would be a nightmare..."

"Just between us—if we start once, we can keep going even if Bright comes bothering us later...♪"

"This perverted spirit sure has guts..."

Heili began thrusting back and forth inside him from the very start, with no other goal than mutual climax—a hurried, intense encounter.
This kind of play burned fiercely within them both.

Heili straddled the lizardman, her hands roaming over his rough scales while she rained kisses on his jagged reptilian face, continuing to thrust deep inside him.

And then—

"Hey, so you've finally started?"
Bright appeared at the expected moment.

"N-nothing in particular, but maybe I wanted to say something later."
Gush snapped his hips while holding Heili down as if trying to keep her from escaping, looking up at Bright.

Bright was completely naked; he'd apparently been taking a dip in the nearby river.
Water droplets slid over her curvaceous female form, reflecting off the moonlight and the bonfire, shimmering like gold and silver.

"No, I don't really have anything to say. But may I join you?"

"Oh, oh no, not yet!?"

"No, honestly, that's all I could think of. If I only get aroused by Heili, then there's nothing for me to do but stay with her."

"Eh, eh...?"

While accepting Gush's arousal with her lower body, Heili let out a dissatisfied sound.

"Otherwise, one of us would just be wasting seed on the ground, right?"

"Well, that's true..."

"In that case, excuse me."
With a soft exhale, Bright vanished in the moonlight.

The next instant, his plump naked body slid between Gush and Heili, who were now facing each other in an embrace-like position.

"Don't keep using those surprise moves!"

"Come on, come on. It's troublesome to pull out from Heili every time just to make room for me."

Amidst a chuckling smile, the androgynous beauty's expression was strangely childish, making Gush more startled than by her nakedness itself.
Sensing this delicately, Heili pinched Gush's soft side while saying,
"...B-besides, since we're at it! Bright, don't get too carried away either. This guy is my... uh, what should I call him?"

"...At least call him my boyfriend."

"You think of me as merely your girlfriend? I thought you'd say 'wife'!"

"Being your wife is hardly enough. You're the woman of my destiny."

"Then I'm the man of your destiny! Got it, Bright!?"

"...Yeah, yeah. Just along for the ride."

The two spirits pressed their crotches together tightly, each craving a lizard-like appendage from the other's genitals.
Gush sighed as he vigorously stroked both protrusions.

(TBC)
Lizard & Girl Ambitious 5
Of all the lizardmen capable of mating with two spirits simultaneously, I'd say only me, Gash thinks.

To begin with, having sex with a spirit every night is simply not normal.
Even though the spirit appears as an ordinary woman, its true nature means that any sexual act with it lacks real meaning—it's no different than engaging in intercourse with an illusion.

Yet Gash and Heili believe there is meaning in it. At least, they don't view it as mere pleasure; they see value in the act of embracing each other as something that binds them together, believing such intimacy holds supreme worth.

But what about Bright?
What possible meaning could she find in participating in such an act?
...Even if he pondered this, Bright wouldn't understand. Just as Gash and his companions cannot fully comprehend her, she too struggles to understand them, so she tries to make sense of things through experience alone.

"Either way, since I'm going to lose my virginity anyway, it's hard to just stick with Heili like this."

"I figured that out. Even if you've got two dicks, you still only have one waist..."

Hearing Heili's sigh, Gash withdraws one of his hemipenes.

Biologically, a reptile's dual penises aren't designed for simultaneous use.
Snakes and lizards only have one opening to receive them, and finding a position where both could be inserted at once would be far too impractical.
Besides, it's almost impossible for two female animals to cooperate so willingly with a single male during mating.
One is essentially a spare.

Trying to use both bodies simultaneously is truly a privilege unique to lizardmen and human-type females—though whether that phrase even applies here remains questionable. Still, this is the kind of sex they're engaging in.

"Gash, focus on getting into Bright. I'll handle myself."

"If we're going to do it, you cut things short pretty quickly..."

"...I judged that living a life where I'd constantly have to watch out for Bright interfering or trying to catch Gash off guard while he's with her would be slower than just joining the group. After all, since there are two of them, using both means no waiting around."

"So you were frustrated by not being able to have sex freely..."

"Come on, wasn't Gash frustrated either?"

"...Well, yeah, I was a bit annoyed, but that's about it."

Bright, lying beside Heili, wraps her wheat-colored arms around Heili, intertwining her legs with hers and pressing their genitals close together while giggling.

"We're getting along so well, aren't we?"

"T-there's nothing to it! It's just a matter of lifestyle habits! Since this is always how things are, there's no way around it!"

"That doesn't really deny anything, does it?"

Heili, in turn, rests her knees on Gash's arm and adjusts her position so that one leg won't interfere with his insertion.
Pale skin against dark skin; a body still maturing and a fully formed one.
Two female bodies entwine, waiting for Gash.

While gazing at Heili's familiar labia, Gash presses his right penis against Bright's tightly closed lips.
His left side is ready: Heili reaches back from behind to adjust her own position, pushing her hips forward so that Gash can enter her vagina immediately.

Bright watches him with expectant eyes. Heili urges him on with a glance—hurry up.

"Let's go. It'll probably hurt at first..."

"Do I still have my hymen? I've always worried about that, hearing and seeing stories about humans."

"If you haven't done it yet, then yeah, you must."

"...Sorry, Gash. I don't even remember if it was there."
Upon reflection, he'd been mid-intercourse with Heely upon their very first meeting.

"Then just go ahead and dive in. If blood comes out, that's on you."
Bright said it as though it were someone else's problem, so Gash slumped in relief.

"It's your own pain you're causing!"

"No, no—if you forcibly penetrate an unaccustomed woman's vagina, men get hurt too, don't they?"

"Gash, stop... besides, this pose is getting embarrassing. Just leave it alone already."
Thinking how absurdly wrong this three-person scenario was, Gash pushed his hips forward with a sudden thrust.

"Ugh..."

"Nnnh...♪"

They both entered her at the same time.

Heely's vagina, which had been loosened by Gash's cock just moments ago, welcomed him warmly and softly.
And Bright's vagina, likely accepting a man for the first time, clenched tightly around Gash's member like a vice, making penetration difficult.

"Hey, Bright, relax...!"

"This sensation is way more than I expected..."

"Don't pull away, Bright! I lent you one of my cocks for a reason...!?"

Gash and Bright pressed their hips forward while Heely unconsciously restrained Bright's arm that tried to escape.
Each straining with effort, they endured the first few seconds of penetration in tense silence.

The bonfire crackled. The lively insects of the winter marsh silently cheered on the spirits writhing in silent agony at the lizardman's intrusion.

"...Yeah, I'm in... probably."
Gash declared this as he slowly pushed deeper into Bright's soft flesh like a heavy weight settling in place, feeling his hips pressed firmly against hers.

Though he thought it might be better to re-lubricate given how stiff and unaccustomed she was, since things were working out, he decided to leave it as is.

"...This... wow, I don't even know what to say... the presence of it."
Bright trembled slightly while touching his lower abdomen.

In contrast, Heely dreamily caressed her own stomach.

"When I get used to it... I'll start thinking this is my complete form...♪"

"Complete form...?"

"Yeah. Only when Gash's cock is inside here do I become truly myself...♪"

"Don't just claim someone else's dick as your own body part!"

"Ugh, come on. Don't be so grumpy and happy about it! After all, the destined woman is saying she's about to experience forbidden symptoms thanks to your cock...♪"

"I-I don't think I said that..."
Bright retorted while shivering from pain.

What a terribly anticlimactic scene.

"Bright, you're too tense. Relax."

"Even if you say that... it's still hard to relax when I'm being skewered and told to let go..."

"A woman's body is made for a man's penis, so there's no need to tense up like that."

"...But are the physical manifestations of spirits truly within that category?"

Just from listening to their conversation, one wouldn't think they're engaging in sexual intercourse.

However, Bright's painfully awkward behavior was more than enough to prompt Gash to take the next step.

"Hey, Heiri. Go and squeeze Bright's breasts."

"W-what?!"

"Eh?"

"I'll mess with this part instead."

Gash lewdly caressed Bright's buttocks before slowly sliding his fingers toward her anus.
"Kk!?"
Bright flinched violently.
Despite being so bold as to appear naked in front of a man without hesitation, she was completely inexperienced with sexual matters, and Gash began to secretly thrill at her reaction.

Gash could have started squeezing Bright's huge breasts himself, but given their positions, using one hand was already his limit. Threatening her anus would be more effective.
"Sorry about this... just for today, okay?"

Heiri lifted Bright's brown, massive breasts with a lewd touch and squeezed them tightly.

"It hurts... Gash is doing that part too...!?"

"Heiri can handle the ass hole too. You'll get to experience it soon."

"Heheh. Gash's two-hole penetration is amazing. I still faint from it♪"

"Mmph, take your hands off my chest... hyaaah!?"

This time, Heiri began fiddling with Bright's clitoris.
Thinking she'd stiffen up, Gash instead tickled her ear with his slender tongue.
"Faa, aaah!?"

Despite her mature figure, her entire body was still underdeveloped in terms of sensitivity. Attacked evenly by both men, Bright couldn't help but scatter her consciousness from her vagina against her will.
Then, as if striking a vital point, Gash thrust once.
"Kyaaah!♪"
Heiri and she spoke in unison.

They stiffened again, only for Heiri and Gash to resume their full-body assault.
And when Bright's guard slipped even slightly, Gash struck with a single blow.
As this repeated over and over, Bright gradually became overwhelmed by pleasure.

Before long, Gash focused entirely on thrusting his hips with all his strength.

"Haa, aaah, aaaah, ahiaaah!?"

"Gaa, Gashuun, Gashuuun♪"

His dual-penile form ravaged the throbbing vaginas of the two women, knocking on both cervical openings at once.
Beneath a starry sky that seemed to fall from above, the water spirit in the form of a half-elf longed with her entire being for the offspring of her beloved lizard.

The light spirit, taking the form of a dark elf, tasted for the first time the scorching pleasure, her eyes clouded as she sought the peak.
Gush began the simultaneous injection of milky white fluid into both of them.

"Mn... ah, ahh... k, hot... nnnnghaaahh♪"

"It's coming out... finally, Gush's seed is inside me... it's leaking from within me♪"

As they received that sensation, their bodies trembling with intensity before collapsing in exhaustion, Gush sighed deeply, satisfied by the strange sense of conquest, while stroking their hair.

The campfire dwindled, demanding more kindling.
Slipping away from them, he withdrew his own release, watching with satisfaction as thick, honey-like semen leaked from within him, then added fresh wood to the fire.
"...I won't last until morning."
Having assessed the insufficient supply of gathered firewood before setting up camp, Gush wrapped his loincloth tighter around his waist.
The lizardman's preparations were simple enough.

Struggling in the darkness while gathering firewood, Gush was startled by a sudden light from behind and instinctively drew two tomahawks from his belt, holding them together.

When he lowered his stance and turned, there stood Bright, completely naked, with milky white fluid dripping down her inner thighs.

"I thought I might help since it was dark, but perhaps it wasn't necessary?"

"...I'm grateful."

He sheathed the tomahawks at his waist.

"Will you help gather firewood?"

"After bathing in the water. It was truly stimulating just now♪"

She smiled.

The smile of this mature light spirit was far too innocent, yet undeniably charming.

Having learned the pleasure of her body, Gush was surprised to notice that even she began reacting to his release, however slightly.

She stepped into the river nearby.

"...Her core element is water. That silver flask of hers?"

Bright murmured softly, and Gush suddenly shivered.

His belongings were being inspected.

...Did she intend to "spill" Heiri? For a fleeting moment, he imagined the worst.

He couldn't fathom what gain there might be in this, yet Bright, as another spirit, might well seek to liberate her from him.

"So what?"

Gush replied with a firm voice.

Bright fell silent for a while. After the sound of water, she turned back to face Gush.

"Do you know anything about Heiri? How much do you truly understand of her existence?"

Beneath the glow of magic light, a woman resembling a dark elf, concealing nothing of her voluptuous form, fixed her gaze upon Gush.

"She's a water spirit, isn't she? A conscious power bound by its core element, capable of freely manipulating water."

"...Is that all?"

"That's all I know. Honestly, I don't even fully understand those words myself."

"Probably... Have you heard anything about Heery before you met her?"

"...No."

"Yeah. I figured as much."

"...So, do you know something about his past?"

Gasha asked cautiously, sensing the weight in Bright's words.

Bright shook his head without hesitation.

"Not at all. Spirits of different elements don't chase each other or interfere with one another. It makes no sense."

"...? Then what was that question about just now?"

"Just checking... my understanding of a man who loves a spirit."

Again, he splashed water over himself, letting it soak into his skin.

With a slightly serious expression, Bright turned to face Gasha.

"Accumulation and eternity don't go well together."

"?"

"You're not wondering about that, are you?"

"That she's terribly forgetful."

(TBC)
Lizard & Girl Ambition 6
Gash and the two spirits have been moving forward with almost no stops for lodging.
They could afford to stay in inns, and given that Gash is an excellent warrior while Heili secretly supports him with spirit magic, they wouldn't lack clients in Celesta—a place notorious for its rowdy patrons. They could easily earn money and repeat the cycle of staying at decent inns... but originally, as cave-dwellers who don't mind sleeping under the open sky, Gash never cared much about beds, and the spirits themselves considered having a proper resting place entirely unnecessary.

Above all, the situation was far too conspicuous: a lizardman with his tail chopped off traveling alongside two beautiful women. Especially since it involved an unlikely pairing of a pale elf and a dark elf, who were hardly close to begin with.
The strange glances they received stung Gash, so he decided to keep their lodging arrangements low-key until they could pass through this region near his homeland.

After all, the nighttime circumstances already made staying at an inn inappropriate.

"Hehe... that's quite provocative, isn't it?"

"You should be grateful, Gash... there aren't many lizardmen in history who can simultaneously take on the rear ends of two spirits!"

Before the campfire, Heili and Bright lay back-to-back, their bare buttocks pressed together like a package of steamed cakes—one chocolate-flavored, one custard-flavored.

Gash thought it was an utterly pointless comparison, except that between them were four holes eagerly seeking Gash's aroused penis.

"Simultaneously penetrating the rear ends of two women... I suppose that truly doesn't exist..."

"Exactly."

"Yes, yes."

Despite their obvious excitement and strangely cheerful expressions, he hesitated to say something tasteless like, "But lizardmen can't get into such positions because their tails get in the way," when those two were clearly enjoying themselves.

As Gash himself was an exception apart from Heili, it was rare for a lizardman to become aroused by anyone other than another lizardman.

To his knowledge, the only species with dual penises besides Gash's own people were lizardmen.

Adding to that peculiar inclination the fact that these two women willingly offered their rear ends to each other in such harmony... well, he could honestly say his experience was truly unprecedented.

"You'll go down in history."

"...I don't want to be recorded in history as 'the man who dug into two asses at once'."

"Stop muttering and just get on with it. It's cold out there with your bare ass exposed!"

It felt like an utterly unreasonable scolding, yet Gash himself was partly talking nonsense to distract from his rising arousal.

Even though he claimed he only got hard for Heili, after experiencing the warmth of her womb once, Bright had begun to respond quite adequately as well.

The sight of those two special women so eager and brightly thrusting out their rears made it difficult not to feel aroused.

"Well, there's no choice. I'll warm you up from the inside."

"Please do, Gash~♪"

"...Make sure to keep me warm until morning. Throughout my entire body."

Pressing his penis against them while spreading their mutual lubricants like a coating on both sides, he made each woman feel the other's lustfulness before thrusting in.

"Mmm... ♪"

"H-haa... your little member is entering... ♪"

"You have a knack for ambiguous expressions like 'sort of yes or no,' Bright..."

Of course, his penis couldn't go straight from waist to target; he had to angle it into a V-shape. Yet being welcomed by the far more shameful excretory openings of two beauties rather than their vaginas left him in an unexpectedly pleasant mood.

* * *

"Forgetful... but that's just Heili's personality, isn't it?"

"Well, actually, there's a theoretical explanation."

Brushing back her long silver hair, Bright began to explain.

"Originally, spirits are nothing more than powers endowed with will, precisely because of their high density. They need not possess the same functions as living beings. Moreover, the elemental power inherent in spirits does not remain localized; though it constantly shifts in form, its essence remains unchanged—like the wind of the void, the light of the sun, or rivers and seas that are perpetual."

"...I don't quite get what you're saying."

"Let me rephrase. A spirit is nothing more than a power with will. In order to exist as such, its very substance must remain fluid... an existence with unlimited potential—that is precisely what 'unchanging' means. It doesn't change passively like a stone. Rather, because it is always in motion, like flowing water, when observed from the same focal point, it appears unchanged."

"...That's roundabout. What are you trying to say?"

"Heiri exists eternally as a spirit, and therefore cannot change eternally. Her memories and experiences likely wash away within months. To put it positively, her heart is immortal; negatively, everything she is is no more than a fleeting bubble."

"...!!"

"Spirits, whose foundation lies not in 'heart' nor in 'body' but in 'power,' are fundamentally different from living beings. I am curious whether you can endure that reality."

Bright smiled faintly.
The strange woman who had just welcomed Gash's penis into her vagina and was now enjoying herself.
Despite leaving an impression of something vulgar, Gash sensed within her words an extraordinary "transparency" in her own person.
A woman who seemed to be poking her nose into matters merely for amusement.
Yet truly, there was no foolish desire visible there. Her gaze was piercing, assessing whether Gash and Heiri could genuinely remain connected, whether a spirit even held the possibility of such a bond.

...A sincere longing akin to holiness, seeking that very possibility.

"...Wait a minute. What about you?"

"What is it?"

"If spirits are beings like that, you shouldn't be able to accumulate such knowledge either. Unless you're constantly reading books, you couldn't retain the overall picture of knowledge amidst memories that leak away one by one."

"Hahaha, well observed, Gash Zapper. As you can see, the lizardman race is surprisingly logical and intelligent."

"That's not the point. What do you mean?"

"I am special. I possess a unique 'Key Material' that stabilizes my core element."

With a splash, Bright emerged from the river and retrieved a fist-sized stone from the bundle of cloth she had placed by the water's edge.
It pulsed with a faint, pure white light.

"About a year ago, this came into the possession of a dark elf merchant in Tark."

"What the hell is that?"

"Do you know about Dragon Orbs?"

"...Dragon Treasures?"

Gash himself also possessed one—a remarkably strong cord known as "Silken Chains," passed down through the colony since ancient times, whose origin dragon remained unknown to anyone.
It was a treasure of the same kind, said to be produced only within the Dragon Palace and impossible to exist outside of dragon possession.

"A gem that cannot be shattered by any means... my core element is now anchored here."

"...Can light actually be anchored?"

"Yes. It's strange, but since I began relying on this orb, my memories—which had previously been unstable like Heiri's—suddenly stabilized. There must be something special about dragons after all."

Bright gazed lovingly at the orb, which continued to pulse faintly.

"The current form is that of one member of that merchant's family. It was deeply painful, but in order to bring this forth, I had no choice but to disguise myself as a relative and steal it."

"So that's why... I did find it odd that a light spirit would be a dark elf."

One doubt dissolved.

"Coincidentally, by obtaining this, I overcame one of my handicaps as a creature of light. But what about other spirits? Can eternal spirits walk alongside finite lives? That is what I began to wonder. Hearing rumors of a woman possessing healing powers beyond the norm and a harmonious relationship with a lizardman, I simply had to know."

"…'Key Material'… So Heili is saying that gem won't work?"

"Yes. We don't even know if something suitable for her exists in this world."

A vague image of a brown-skinned nude beauty floating in the light appeared before him.
"Even if memories continue to flow, can you still keep loving Heili Water?"
She smiled with eyes full of prayer.

* * *

Gash held Heili in his right arm and Bright in his left, simultaneously ravaging both their anal openings with his hemipenis.

"Gh… ah…♪"

"Bright, I thought this was your first time with the ass hole. You seem to be enjoying it quite a bit."

"I don't know… but somehow…♪"

"G-Gash, ugh… Bright, stop staring only at him…"

"Yours is obviously the best. Such a lewd ass hole."

"Bright… more than…?"

"Bright still feels tighter than that."

"Ehehe…♪"

"You two are truly… harmonious, aren't you…?"

Because of their split anatomy forming a 'V' shape, Gash couldn't fully penetrate either partner; he merely pressed against the wall between their intestines and vaginas like a lever.

Even while thrusting into both holes simultaneously, he had to focus his movements on one at a time.

Thinking this was truly luxurious, Gash enjoyed the unprecedented double-anal sex.

"Heili."

"Haa… m, bite my ear…♪"

"Bright."

"Fah!?"

He bit Heili's slightly shorter ears and Bright's longer brown ones, stimulating them with his thin tongue inside his lizard-man's large mouth. Heili seemed to enjoy it comfortably, while Bright writhed in pain from the intense stimulation.

Feeling they were nearing their limit, Gash thrust deeply into both their rectums.

"I'm about to cum… Heili, Bright… get pregnant with your asses!!"

"Gash…♪"

"Haa… hot, so hot…"

Dop!!

Dop, dop, dokku…!!

Gash poured his semen generously into both their anal openings.

While imagining lizard-man-like fantasies of eggs growing deep within those holes.

"Huu…♪"

"Fufu, it's definitely warmed up now… Gash, if you get cold again, I'll ask you to do it once more."

"You've never been fucked in the ass before, yet you still want to go further?"

"...As for Bright, I don't care. But as for me, one time on the ass isn't nearly enough, so you'd better think about that part."

"Yes, yes. This lustful one."

"It's because your sex education with the perverted lizard was good, da!"

Kissing them alternately while keeping both of them impaled, he embraced them tightly.

"...A few months?"

"...Gash?"

"Whatever. ...As long as I can keep those few months going on forever."

"What are we talking about...?"

"I'm talking about whether I can even be away from Heery for a single day."

(TBC)
Extra 5: Elf Sisters!
Elf Sisters!
Deep within a forest guarded by the secrets of labyrinthine magic lies the home of the elves.
The land remains perpetually warm, like spring, year-round, free from any external threats.
Humans have never dared to tread its soil, unburdened by fear of monsters.
This vast and peaceful forest, so flat and pure in its clarity, stagnated in its own tranquility.

Though the elves are kin, their realm is protected by intricate spells of labyrinthine magic incomprehensible to other clans—a de facto extraterritoriality at the clan level.
As long as one remains within their own clan's forest, it offers a safety equivalent to "home" in the human world.
While structures did exist, adult elves never forced children to dwell there.
To live in the forest, play in the forest, and learn from the forest—that was how an elf cultivated their sensibilities and refinement.
Only what remained insufficient was gently taught by the adults.
At least within this clan, so long as children avoided climbing unnaturally high trees or recklessly approaching mazes, they enjoyed absolute freedom.

This extended even to matters of sexuality.

Amidst carefree play in the forest, children gradually noticed differences between bodies, felt attraction, and eventually indulged in mutual pleasure.
Observing mating among deer, rabbits, or unicorns, they understood what followed physical caresses—and realized they too could mate.
Once aware, there was no stopping; nothing could be restrained.
Young elves basked under the sun-drenched canopy, rubbing their genitals together until they succumbed to passion.

Yet strangely, the adults of this clan never attempted to intervene.
Thus, Joe felt no shame or strangeness regarding sexual acts.

This is the tale of a world hidden deep within such a forest.

Morning began beneath the roots of a great tree.

Warm sunlight pierced his eyelids, and Joe slowly opened his eyes.

Several sisters stood before him—all his older or younger siblings.

"……Good morning."

"Oh, Joe's awake!"

"Good morning, big brother Joe!"

Four older sisters remained; one was likely over a hundred years old. Elves ceased growing around eighteen, maintaining their youthful appearance for centuries, making age nearly indistinguishable by sight.

The youngest were ten-year-old Shina and seven-year-old Resta. At fourteen, Joe was among the younger group.

"Where's sister Ellen?"

Among the sisters gathering fruits and wild greens onto a stump-turned-table, one figure remained missing—a vacant-eyed sister he couldn't locate.

"Sister Ellen is over in that flower field."

"She said she's still sleepy."

The sisters informed him, so Joe rose, yawned, and began walking.

"Will you wake me up?"

"Yes. I need to make sure you help with breakfast preparation properly."

"Then please do."

Surrounded by the watchful glances of his sisters, Joe strolled leisurely along the soft, earthy path.

His sister was found almost immediately—there was no need to search. Perched atop a small mound that rose distinctly above the flower field (rumored to be the grave of an ancient ancestor, though three thousand years was a story he knew nothing about), she slept soundly as usual. Watching Ellen, with her bright golden hair rippling gently in the breeze and sleeping blissfully, Joe let out a sigh. It was nice that she was beautiful, but she was also a lazy sister who spent all day sunbathing.
"Ellen, wake up! You're making Muno and Rinrin do all the work!"
"Hmm... Joe-kun...?"
Opening her eyes just enough to glance at him, Ellen immediately fell back asleep.
This was typical; she rarely woke up on her own.
"Aaaah, what a troublesome sister!"
Impatient as ever, Joe shook her vigorously. Still no response.
"If this doesn't work..."
He swallowed hard, his gaze falling upon his sister's body wrapped in a grass-green dress.
To be honest, since he'd heard she was sleeping again, Joe's arousal had already begun to stiffen. Sleeping Ellen wouldn't wake up easily. And once he undressed her and thrust into her relaxed vagina, it felt incredibly good.
Whenever Ellen fell back asleep, it was practically his routine to have his way with her until she woke up.
"Haa... haa..."
Feeling his own breath sound unnaturally loud, he loosened Ellen's sash without permission, lifted her clothes, slipped them off her body, and tossed them aside.
Ellen's radiant, golden limbs were now fully exposed before Joe's eyes.
He remembered that it was this very body of Ellen that had ended his virginity. The first body one embraces truly is special; no matter how familiar it becomes, excitement still arises.
"It's your fault, sister... You're the one who won't wake up..."
Extending his tongue from between her buttocks to her vagina, he began to lick.
With his tongue, he parted her labia and carefully coated the sensitive flesh beneath with saliva. Even though she wasn't tense, a dry hole was problematic, so he first thoroughly moistened it with saliva.
Still, Ellen didn't wake up. At this point, where she remained asleep despite such treatment, he worried that if they ventured outside the forest, she might be violated without her knowledge—but then again, she had never left the forest since birth and likely never would. That was simply normal for elves of this forest.
Once his tongue grew tired from spreading saliva over her genitals, Joe finally withdrew his member. It was so preoccupied with arousal that he wondered if even saliva wasn't necessary.
His sisters often cheered "Wow~!" at his energetic performance, but Joe himself didn't fully understand what made it so impressive. His father, Wingus, had never properly shown him his penis, and he had no idea how common premature ejaculation was.
Anyway, gripping Ellen's sleeping buttocks, he pushed inside from her side-lying position with the force of a pinecone collapse.
He thought he heard a slightly lustful nasal sound from his sister, but he knew she wouldn't wake up at this level anyway.
Ellen was a born slumberer.
"Hey, sister! You're getting fucked while you sleep again today... I'm using your pussy and inseminating you without permission while you're asleep... You always complain afterward when you wake up..."
Whispering into her ear, Joe slowly savored her vagina.
Even without tension, her vagina was exquisite.
In fact, whenever he tried to have sex while she was conscious, he had no choice but to ejaculate before Ellen could even get excited—a frustrating irony that made him avoid intimacy during waking hours.
Ellen always pouted and scolded him for being terrible, but Joe believed that if he improved his skills, he could please both her and himself, making it a kind of goal for the future.
"Aaaah... Ellen's pussy feels so good... Why do you have such a hot pussy, Ellen? You're way too erotic..."
*Jup, jap*, went the sounds of premature arousal, saliva, and a hint of natural lubrication.
As usual, Ellen continued to sleep peacefully. Encouraged by this, Joe quickened his pace, caressing her beautiful breasts while thoroughly enjoying her soft, dimpled vagina.

Joe clung to Ellen's body, sucking her nipples with wet, rhythmic sounds, before finally ejaculating.
He filled his unconscious older sister's womb with thick semen, pulse pounding through his veins.

"Haa... haa..."

"N... ugh..."

Ellen woke up right there. Just at that critical moment, Joe ruthlessly withdrew his softening member.
Leaving it inserted would have turned this into a losing battle; though he felt bad about it, he chose to flee while still inside her.

"Joe... you? ...Ah, again... Again, Joe-kun, while I was sleeping...!!"

"It's your fault for not waking up, big sister Ellen... Hurry up, Minno and Rinlin sisters have already prepared breakfast."

"Uuuu...!!"

Glancing nervously at his groin, Joe ignored the threatening glare from his aroused sister and slipped away.

After finishing breakfast and taking a short rest, the younger sisters came over.

"Brother Joe-chan~!"

"Let's play!"

"Yes, yes."

Joe sighed with a wry smile as he stood up. The three little sisters were so attached to him; they were truly adorable.

"Let's knock that fruit down with our pinball guns!"

"Okay!"

Children's games are directly tied to their way of living in the forest—the method of gathering fruits, how to handle pinball guns or bows and arrows.

"If we succeed, you get a reward."

"Yay!"

Joe watched from behind as each sister used her handmade pinball gun to aim for fruit growing high on the trees.

There were no undergarments beneath their skirts; Joe had ordered them to remove everything before he arrived.

"A! Brother, I hit it!"

"Good. Lania gets first pick of the reward."

"Yes!!"

Lania, Joe's youngest sister by one year, shook her golden ponytail and eagerly stripped off her clothes, then leaped toward him.

"Brother Joe-chan...♪"

"There, there. Such a good girl."

"Mmm...♪"

Joe hugged Lania and began fondling her immature body with lustful hands. Though her figure was slender, Lania's distinctly feminine curves had become noticeably softer to the touch over the past year or two.

"Brother Joe-chan, let's be naughty...? Yes, put your little dick inside...♪"

"If you're not wet enough, it'll hurt."

"It doesn't matter if it hurts! Let's do it quickly! I love Brother Joe's crotch because it feels so good...♪"

"I like Lania's pussy too! Hurry up and learn to get as wet as your older sisters whenever you want!"

"Yeah, I'll do my best...♪"
Caressing Lania as she pressed her hips against Joe with mounting excitement, he bit gently at her ear before thrusting inside. The younger sisters watched their lecherous older brother and sister with envy before returning to their pachinko game, aiming for the wooden fruit.

"Brother Joe, I love you, I love you...♪ Brother Joe, go deeper, so much deeper! You could thrust even harder than that!"

"You idiot, didn't Sister Rinrin tell you to cherish your seed?"

"But... haaah, I want to be filled with my brother so much more..."

"Make sure you don't become any more lustful than Sister Ellen."

"I-I am! Brother's already a pervert who happily takes off his sisters' underwear!"

"Well, maybe not. But Sister Rinrin warned that if you get too wild, you might accidentally impale your child without realizing it."

"N-No way! I'm going to have my brother's baby!"

"Alright, alright. Just keep your lust in check."

"Y-Yes, just a little bit of lust..."

Amidst this twisted conversation, he suddenly ejaculated deep inside Lania.
"Haaah... Brother's... cum...♪"
Lania, accepting the release, stiffened happily for a few seconds before relaxing.

Both Lania and Shina are under a magic spell preventing pregnancy; they can be freed from it once they turn fifteen. But Joe couldn't care less—after all, elves have such low conception rates that it might take decades just to carry one child.

"Sister Nee-chan, Shina got the fruit too!"

"Good, come here, Shina. Lift your skirt and let me touch you. I'll lick you."

"Yes! Let's make Shina happy too!"

Shina cheerfully lowered her skirt, looking at him with excited eyes.
Just the other day, Joe had pierced her hymen. Though he thought it was too soon, since sisters like Ellen and Rinrin were already fine, he decided to go ahead anyway.
She did complain about the pain initially, but after being ravaged repeatedly in various places, she'd started enjoying sex more and more.

"Shina seems like she's going to get really lustful too?"

"Yes... Brother, a lustful Shina would be nice, right...?"

"Yeah, of course."

"Heheh... Brother, can I have your penis inside me now?"

"Then let's make sure Shina feels good."

"Haaai... nfu..."

The youngest, Resta, continued playing pachinko to drop the fruit while watching the blissful expressions on Lania and Shina. Since Resta was still too young for penetration, everyone would instead lick each other's bodies until Resta reached climax.

After leaving the three sisters sticky in the forest, they descended to a small stream for cleaning up. There, their sisters—Rinrin, Muno, and Julia—were all bathing together.

"Oh, it's our older sisters!"

"Well, Shina. Were you and your brothers doing something nice with Lania and Resta?"

"Yes."

"Joe-kun really is so caring...♪"

Unlike the younger sisters, the three older ones had very feminine figures. They watched Joe strip off his clothes behind them with sinister glances.
Despite having ejaculated multiple times already, Joe's exposed member once again reacted to their naked bodies and became erect.

There's no need to hide anything.
After all, if it comes to being intimate, I'm perfectly matched with the three sisters besides Ellen.

"Let me do it, Sister Rinrin!"

"You may go ahead~♪"

"Huh? Let me help too!"

Muno, with her pure appearance and long hair adorned by numerous intricate braids, and Rinrin, whose ponytail looks like Lania's hair if it were blacker and grown longer—both sisters thrust their hips forward. As they had been teasing each other since Joe appeared, they spread their genitals with a squelching sound to show him off.

"You can put it in right away~♪"

"Huh? I want some of your seed juice too, Mr. Joe!"

Joe pushed his fully erect member into Rinrin's buttocks with a soft thud, while he merely caressed Muno's rear.
Still, Muno seemed to be enjoying herself greatly as her buttocks were a sensitive spot, writhing in pleasure just from being touched. On the other hand, Rinrin, whose relatively large breasts swayed wildly, moved her hips on her own initiative.

These sisters are no less lewd and beautiful than their younger sisters.

"What about Sister Julia?"

"Haha, I'm more of a type who wants to ride Joe. Let me take control for once."

Julia was indeed fond of the cowgirl position. Accepting this, Joe focused entirely on penetrating Rinrin.

"Heh, heh... Mr. Joe... Mr. Joe is amazing! Your sister's pussy is so full of desire to get pregnant, and your penis is incredibly huge!"

"Rinrin... Hey, Mr. Joe, please insert yourself even just a little bit, okay? Just a little..."

"No way, Sister Muno, you still only have your ass."

Joe slapped Muno's buttocks with a sharp *pachin*, causing her to flinch in response. Joe didn't miss the sight of her arousal fluid splashing out.

"Sisters who reach orgasm just from having their asses touched are still far off!"

"Jo-o-kun..."

"Hahaha, Joe, you get bold when you're naked~♪"

While listening to Julia's laughing voice, Joe began ejaculating inside Rinrin's vagina. When Rinrin was startled and tried to pull away, Joe grabbed her ponytail firmly to prevent escape and continued the insemination.

"Aaaah... i-it hurts, Mr. Joe..."

"That's because your sister is trying to run away. Just accept it properly; you're my sister, after all."

"Ugh... Don't pull my hair..."

As dinner time approached, the scent of grilled meat began to fill the air.
Joe, who had just finished ejaculating into Ellen while she was napping and then let Resta lick his member, lifted his face at the smell, which tickled his nose.

"It smells like grilled meat."

"Phew~ Sister."

Resta, with her innocent expression showing no disgust whatsoever, agreed while licking Joe's member, which was stained with her sister's arousal fluid and still dripping with remnants of semen.

"I'm looking forward to it."

"Huh? Oh-nii-chan, aren't you going to let Resta drink anymore? Let's~"

"Do you want to?"

"...Not right now."

"Then let's start with the meat."

"Yes. Nchuu..."

Resta parted her lips honestly, and Joe hoisted her onto his shoulders, hurrying toward the stump that served as their dining table.

Elves generally prefer a vegetarian diet, but it remains true that growing boys love meat. Joe was no exception.

By the table, Rinrin and Julia were skewering stones to roast the meat.

On the flat rock hotplate, the meat sizzled and browned steadily.

"Wow!"

"Haha, I knew you'd be the most excited, Joe."

Julia laughed. Rinrin rolled up her sleeves, held Joe back, and offered him not a succulent piece of unicorn thigh, but grilled liver instead.

"Eh? Again with the liver!?"

"If you eat all of this, you can have the rest of the meat afterward!"

"How much is there?! It's like two whole unicorns worth!"

"Your father said we had to do it that way."

"Eh?!"

Whenever meat arrived from home, this was always what happened. First, they were forced to eat nothing but liver.

Joe himself was often made to eat some mysterious pickled dish or given medicine.

"Why only me?"

"Because you're a boy."

...When told that, there was no way to argue. In a world where almost no other men existed, if an older person said it was a man's duty, Joe could only accept it.

"Ugh, being a man is so hard..."

While mindlessly devouring large quantities of horse liver, Joe grumbled.

The women who arrived later watched him with gentle smiles.

"...I don't want you to become like your older brother."

"Yeah."

Joe didn't notice that Ellen and Julia, the two older girls, were exchanging nods behind his back.

* * *

"Make sure the provisions arrive safely... Tell Joe I'm worried about him, Julia."

"He's fine. Every day, every night, he's as healthy as can be—no need to worry at all."

"That's a relief... If Kent suddenly abandoned everything to become a Spirit Priest like that, it would be troublesome."

"Basically, if Father just provides two or three more boy children for Mother, everything will be fine, right?"

"...Just thinking about another girl being born makes my heart sink."

"H-ha, that's tough for Father too... Well, I'll pray that a grandson is born before Joe becomes an Archmage."

"Mm... Our family line is the last hope of the Northern Forest, replacing dragons and holy beasts. We can't dilute our bloodline."

"Pfft, you mean by locking us in our estate and forcing incestuous breeding day and night to preserve that 'hope.' Well, I guess it's fine. For twisted folks like us, having a cute younger brother to have our way with endlessly and produce as much as we want is more like a dream. But..."

"Huh...?"

"Let's just say that our magic, the very stars of hope we are, might not be suitable for the entire purple region if we've grown too attached to Joe... Maybe it'd be better to pray about that."

"...Are you hinting at rebellion against the forest?"

"I'm talking about possibilities, though."
Extra 6: White Out
Whiteout 1
This is a side story between Episode 124, "Family Talk," and Episode 125, "The Tale of the Capital University."

I had been indulging in endless lovemaking with Elina until dawn broke, so I returned to the baron's estate as a morning guest.

"Where were you going, Andy?"

"...Sorry, just... with Elina..."

Lady Diane looked slightly troubled.

"Well, I won't stop you... but let me confirm: do you intend to make Elina a female slave too?"

"Please don't say things like that about Feizer..."

Everyone casually refers to them as slaves, so it's numbing, but calling her a "female slave" is something that would naturally make anyone recoil if said aloud.

"So, what kind of relationship do you intend with her?"

"..."

In reality, we're just sex friends, but when put like that, the situation is undeniably precarious in every sense. Yes.

"...To be honest, my impression is this:"

"Haa?"

"She hasn't explicitly stated it due to her position, but she's already... at least more than Luna, I believe she's in a state of being treated as a female slave."

"N-no, no, no!"

"Having intercourse with humans and bearing half-elves is still not an act easily permitted among elves. Given that you are now the hero who rescued Breakcore and Diel, open condemnation would be difficult... but..."

"Ugh..."

Indeed, the elves have only just begun serious exchanges with the outside world like Trot; Selen and Apple can't be ostracized solely because of their achievements alongside me. Their consciousness hasn't fully reversed yet.

"...Well, Anzero's father belongs to the White Clan, and Elina's family doesn't hold particularly radical views... but even so, seventy years ago, Elina's maids who were impregnated by outside bandits were collectively exiled on the grounds of 'polluted blood'."

"...Y-yes, that's true..."

But me, having been allowed to inseminate her freely, I truly seem like an extreme pervert.

"But, Andy. What you should focus on isn't that. It's related to it, but not that itself."

"?"

"It's the fact that Elina is actively clinging to you and granting you her body despite pushing aside such reality... I want you not to take this lightly."

"...Yes, I understand."

That might be an act requiring immense courage.

Yet, I've been treating her casually with a light term like "sex friend," perhaps underestimating Elina too much.

No, perhaps I've been indulging my desires recklessly and taking for granted that such things are permitted.

I should stop treating this so lightly... though just moments ago, I was enjoying the sensation of filling her vagina repeatedly while half-asleep, so maybe it's hard to say otherwise.

"You seem to have realized this anew."

"Yes..."

"So let me ask again: if Elina were to be cast out from the forest, how do you intend to conclude your relationship with her?"

"Huh?"

"It's not a situation where simply stopping intercourse would suffice? Elina is aware of such obstacles yet continues to cling to you and engage in sex with you repeatedly. What you should consider now isn't whether to continue sleeping with Elina or not, but whether to add her as a female slave, treat her as a wife, or discard her once your needs are satisfied."

"Throw it away, huh..."

"Well, you wouldn't do something like that. Think carefully. If I were to ask Éléna whether she'd choose the forest or you, she'd pick exile with you over staying in the woods. Don't try to gloss this over with half-hearted words."

"…………"

After hearing Diâne say that, I realize it's true.

Although she officially refuses to let me impregnate her, she doesn't refuse sex itself, and once we've finished, she clings to me like nothing ever happened. If a child were born and I told her, "Give birth and leave the forest,"...she'd probably just go through with it. That's what I think.

...Wait?

"Excuse me, Diâne."

"What is it?"

"I'm sorry for bringing this up now, but aren't we doing something that sounds very much like what Feizer calls 'training'?"

"Make her submit, drive her mad, and force her to obey your every command... Ah, yes. Among all the female slaves I've had before, none have felt quite like this."

I hadn't been particularly close to Éléna until we started having sex. And it's true that afterward, she became dramatically clingy and casual in her affection.

With my previous partners, various factors—ordinary affection, minor misunderstandings, racial circumstances, or personal sexual preferences—always came first. But with Éléna, there was no example of someone falling so deeply into a purely sexual relationship from the start.

"Yikes. Please don't use that title."

"...Well, just make sure Feizer never finds out about this."

I've been abandoned.
...Yeah, once things become impossible to follow up on, people usually just give up.

It's past noon.

Sometimes I skip staying cooped up in the forge and instead complete marching drills and archery practice.

Neglecting physical training causes stamina to drop quickly. Even if I let others handle sparring, there will come a time when even running away won't be an option—that wouldn't do at all.

So, I repeatedly run back and forth along the path beside the forest, shoot at scarecrow targets set up in the grasslands, and make every effort to maintain my physical condition.

"Haa..."

Lately, I haven't been as exhausted after bed as before, but apparently, the muscles used for sex are quite different from those used for running.

My running distance hasn't improved much.

"Hmm. My spirit is rising."

"Éléna."

Somewhere along the way, Éléna had taken a seat on a rock by the roadside.

"To be honest, I can't believe you managed to run that far in just one day. After waking up yesterday, my hips felt like they wouldn't hold me up for quite some time."

"A-ah... sorry."

"I didn't say anything bad, did I? ...Hmm. Sometimes it's nice to ignore the passage of time and follow desire freely... something like that..."

She lowers her ears and blushes shyly.

Well, we probably can't talk seriously while in the mood for sex.

But...

"...Hmm, ignoring the passage of time...?"

Her flustered expression suddenly shifts into a serious one.

She stares ahead, lost in thought for a moment.

"What are you thinking about, Elina?"

"Hmm? Well, no... but actually, if we think about it, isn't Lord Smayson not particularly well-versed in the forest?"

"No, well, if asked whether he knows a lot or not... I'd say he's among the top-tier forest experts among the Trot people."

The sudden topic change made me flinch slightly. After running so hard, my head felt a bit dizzy, and I couldn't respond crisply.

Elina nodded with a "That's right," then firmly took my hand.

"Very well, then. Today, I shall give you a brief tour of the forest. It is my very nature to do so."

"Eh? What, out of nowhere!?"

"It would be strange if Lord Smayson, the Hero Who Saves the Forest, did not know the forest well, wouldn't it? More than half of the clan territories lie within it. If we offer blessings without knowing this, the Elves of the Northern Forest might say we are ungrateful."

"Who!?"

The reasoning sounded somewhat forced, but I couldn't shake off Elina's hand as she dragged me steadily into the forest.

"—Open."

I crossed the ancient barrier.

The area immediately upon entering the forest belonged to the Silver Clan Territory.

"If we came straight from marching training, Lady Lyra and Diane would complain later, so let's return first and then..."

"What? Don't worry. I'll send a messenger afterward."

Elina walked briskly toward the central settlement of the Silver Clan, the clan estate, with an unusually cheerful expression.

Following her was I.

"Oh, Lady Elina of White. How are you?"

"Hmm, what fine weather it is."

Passersby Elves exchanged simple blessing gestures with Elina. Apparently, that was their customary greeting when addressing someone senior.

"Lord Smayson of Polka is also in high spirits."

"Oh, hello there."

I gave a light bow as well.

The Elves of the Silver Clan occupy a somewhat ambiguous position; until one observes their behavior closely, it's hard to gauge their true attitude toward outsiders. Some middle-aged Elves even sneered at me, and Feizer himself is of the Silver Clan.
Yet, on the other hand, they are also subordinate clans to Mist Palace, where Mya was born. The dragons of Mist Palace have been almost entirely friendly toward me, so many Elves, like the one who just greeted us, refrain from treating us poorly in accordance with the dragons' wishes.
Moreover, being located relatively close to Polka plays a significant role. With the dragons' tacit support and driven by their insatiable curiosity, many young Elves have begun engaging with humans. Some have even started considering humans as good friends.

"Sweating away like that? Let's go soak in the hot springs, Lord Smayson♪"

"Aaa... That sounds about right."

The Silver Clan Territory is also a region where spirit springs, sharing their origin with Polka, emerge. Their effects are nearly identical.
However, due to the poor visibility within this dense forest, few people visit these baths, so there seems to be no need for proper facilities. Or perhaps it's simply tradition. As a result, the accumulated spirit springs in various pools lack any enclosure or changing rooms; one merely enters whichever empty pool is available in an informal manner.
There are no designated gender-specific springs either. Given this situation, peering into someone else's bath to confirm whether they're already inside isn't considered improper, and if consent can be obtained without concern, sharing a spring is also acceptable.
"...So the colony where Diane lives was like this too."

"It is precisely because of this custom that few others than the Silver ones enter the springs; some say they merely drink from the bubbling water."

"Ordinary elves must be quite embarrassed by this, huh..."

Wandering through the forest and peering into numerous springs, I noticed that many were occupied by women, likely due to their concern for beauty. When I and Ailina appeared, they would offer a wry smile and ask if we'd like to join them. I was about to accept eagerly, but Ailina always declined on my behalf.

"According to the tale, the dragon of Mist Palace has no qualms about nudity, and this habit has influenced even the Silver ones."

"I hold great respect for Lord Broll and his kind right now."

"Idiot."

I was struck with a wooden stick.

After seven or eight springs filled with fully nude elves—or rather, after circling several springs, we finally found an empty one tucked away deeper in the woods.

"Well then, shall we get in?"

"Mm."

As I removed my clothes, Ailina naturally followed suit, taking off her panties as well.

"Wait... are you going to enter together with me?"

"Hmm? Is it too late to worry about such things now?"

"I'm not worried, but is it okay?"

"I had that intention from the very beginning, didn't I?"

With a mischievous smile, Ailina lowered her skirt. Her hairless crotch was exposed to the dappled sunlight filtering through the trees.

"I'm tired right now."

"Mm."

"...Your manhood seems quite energetic, but would you still like to enter together?"

"It wouldn't matter even if you weren't tired."

Ailina took off her outer garment and hung it on a tree branch. She lightly gathered her hair into a ponytail using ivy leaves, dipped herself into the spring, and waited for me to undress with a playful grin.

"Excellent."

"Very well."

I quickly stripped and stepped in beside Ailina. The water was pleasantly warm—ideal for a long soak.

And then...

"...Phew."

"Haa... what fine water this is."

After we both sighed contentedly,

"Well then, let's begin."

"Whoa... w-wouldn't you enjoy the bath a bit more slowly, you idiot!"

"No way! Hey, don't run away!"

"Try catching me! You're a soldier who relies on physical prowess, aren't you? ♪"

We chased each other around in the spring with splashes everywhere. Midway through, Ailina used magic to walk on the water's surface; her rear end rose just to my face level, teasing me further as I desperately pursued her.

In the end, I tackled Ailina—who seemed almost deliberately caught—into the shallow part of the spring.

"Hehe... It's been a while since I've been this playful in the bathhouse."

"Even as a clan leader, you cannot act so shamelessly and make jokes."

"And who is it that, after being perfectly goaded into arousal, pins me down with such a lustful expression?"

"It's me."

I apologize for losing all restraint.

"Mn...!"

"Mnmuu... nleru...!"

"Nchu... nn—"

"...Fuu."

I kiss her. Her thin tongue and small mouth do not resist my intrusion; instead, they actively try to wrap around my tongue.

Defiantly, I chase the tip of her tongue, our mouths licking each other's insides in a circular motion.

"...You fool. While saying such haughty things, you're using such filthy tongue skills...♪"

"...A punishment for your shameless clan leader."

"I only entered Silverland and tried to follow its customs. It was you who got carried away and became aroused."

"Well, of course you'd get aroused."

"...How could I possibly know what 'normal' is for you? I hardly know anything about you... except for that peculiar ferocity of yours, my dear♪"

Elenia lightly places one foot on my waist, inviting me.

In a scene like this, accepting her invitation so readily feels a bit undignified.

But...

"Then let me tell you something good: I'm super horny."

"I already knew that... nnng!!!"

As it was, I inserted myself into her as she invited me.

Being undignified is fine. Elenia is cute and precious to me.

In this situation, I'm not a romantic lead who can hold back just by caring about my appearance.

"Mn... ku, haa...♪"

Elenia's wet ponytail spreads across the shallow water only a few centimeters deep, creating complex ripples with a splash-splash sound.

One of her hands grabs both of my arms, locking me in place so I can't escape. From an outsider's perspective, it looks like I'm the villain.

Yet, those two legs hold me in a crab-clamp grip, refusing to let go. They firmly catch my waist as I thrust wildly back and forth, preventing it from slipping away.

And that vagina of hers, which matches me so perfectly, eagerly swallows my penis with great joy.

The young, already accustomed-to-being-raped vagina tightens around my single thrust with a _kyuu-kyuu_ squeeze, whimpering in pleasure. The overflowing love fluid seems linked to Elenia's expression distorted by ecstasy, the fluids spilling from her lips and eyes.

"Haa... haa...♪"

"Elenia... Elenia, it feels so good, your body...!!"

"W-wara-wa mo... wara-wa mo, I'm about to melt...♪"

"I think we're close to climaxing soon..."

"I understand, you must... then let's release it outside...!"

"Aaaah, I get it... I do get it, but..."
Irina's legs refuse to let go at all.

"...It seems impossible since some lustful creature is telling me not to come out..."

"Who the hell is saying such nonsense? You pervert wa—♪"

"Who could it be...? G-get out, get out, Irina!!"

"Nnngh... ah, inside... this bastard, inside...♪"

While tightly squeezing my legs and cursing me, Irina receives my ejaculation deep within her vagina.
I collapse onto Irina, covering her completely. Mmmph, she turns her face sideways beneath my chest and lets out a heavy sigh.

"...Haa, haa..."

"...You've gone quite far again... Well, since I've been inseminated all morning anyway, it wouldn't matter if you pulled out now... But there's only so much one can be shameless about, you know♪"

"I was thinking of pulling out... Yeah, I'm not in the wrong here."

"Don't lie to me. You thoroughly coated your seed juice deep inside my womb just now."

"You've been caught?"

"There's no point in being caught; I am the one who has been violated myself."

_Pesh!_ Her hand struck my head.

"...It's about time for a change."

"?"

I thought there might be a time limit on using the spring, but instead, Irina forcibly rolled me over so that I ended up underneath her.

"You've been covering me for too long; it's heavy. I'm small, after all?"

"I'm sorry."

"...Honestly, show a bit more consideration."

"But you're not pulling out, are you?"

"I'm tired. Let's rest in bed for a while."

Irina, still chewing on my penis, lies face-down on top of me with a soft thud. Or rather, she's just clinging to me lazily.

"...You don't seem to be losing your erection."

"Probably if you just lie there like that without moving much, you'll ejaculate about once every thirty minutes."

It feels incredibly good inside Irina.

"Shall I try it?"

"For real?"

I was indeed teased until the very moment of ejaculation.

Feeling refreshed... or perhaps relieved?
We left the Spring Forest and headed toward a plaza located at a designated spot in the Clan Manor.
Though the plaza has a distorted shape, every Clan Manor possesses one of the same form.
By activating simple magic between these plazas, we can travel from one to another.

"Next... well, since it's such a treat, let's go to the Golden Clan Manor."

"Is there anything special about the Gold Lands?"

"The Gold Lands are blessed with a great river flowing through them. The scenery is unparalleled."

Elenia spoke proudly and activated her teleportation spell.

The Gold Lands feature one towering mountain, so high it could rival Mount Blue Serpent. A river runs alongside it, its source partly fed by the mountain itself. There's a waterfall hundreds of meters wide with a drop of nearly 100 meters, and nearby stands the Clan Estate.

"Wow—"

"It's truly magnificent."

"I must admit, this is impressive. I've traveled to the Great Almonica River on an expedition before, but I've never seen a waterfall like this."

"That Heroic Peak and this very waterfall are among the Gold Lands' greatest boasts."

"The Heroic Peak?"

"According to our legends, elves who possess the proper stature become minor spirits after death and dwell within that mountain. Eventually, they merge with the Light Spirits."

"Wow. So elves have something like that too?"

"Do humans have anything similar?"

"There are quite a few beliefs among them. The Trot Church teaches that when people die, their souls ride the flow of life, circling around until they reach Mount Lyca."

"Fascinating."

"There, the Guardian God of the Earth passes judgment upon them and grants them a new destiny to be reborn with."

"And what about others?"

"In Celesta, there seem to be as many different views on life and death as there are colonies. Though lately, it appears fewer people believe in their local faiths."

"Pity."

As they spoke, Elenia led the way toward a nearby pasture.

The pasture kept a small herd of unicorns. They planned to borrow one of them, ride together along the riverbank, and ascend slightly to view the massive cliff face running alongside the water.

"Ugh... I can't find any unicorn willing to carry us."

"There's a saying that unicorns prefer virgins. Maybe Elenia won't let me ride with her now?"

"T-there's no such superstition! Your scent is terrible!"

Elenia was being chased away by every unicorn she approached.

"Ugh... Even Gorkus's sister rode a unicorn after marrying into the White family..."

"Did Gorkus's sister marry into the White family? Could it be that Gorkus and you are actually related as siblings?"

"If we trace back four or five generations, yes, Gorkus's older brother is indeed my relative. But I have no brothers or sisters myself."

"I was scared... I thought if Gorkus found out Elenia had done something to me, he might kill us both."

"He often visited the White lands, and when I was young, we were close friends. I don't understand why you'd think that."

"...Well, if I get attacked, I'll die instantly? Unlike Anzeros or others, I have no defenses at all."

"Kukuku, if it gets out, it'll be a major scandal♪"

Elenia laughed mischievously.

In the end, since one old horse seemed finally willing to listen, we attached a small carriage designed for two or three passengers and began ascending along the riverbank.

"Surprisingly, there aren't many elves here."

"Elves are particularly scarce in terms of numbers. As Cristie explained, the Holy Spirit Peak possesses an unusually strong purifying power, which likely suppresses their reproductive capabilities."

"If that logic holds, wouldn't the Red tribe also be few in number, given the presence of the Sacred Beast Labyrinth?"

"Not quite. The Red are, after all, a clan that ventures outside relatively often; consequently, they've been exposed to both positive and negative influences in fairly balanced measure," Cristie remarked.

"There's quite a lot going on, isn't there?"

"Compared to the mundane world beyond, it's hardly anything special."

We climbed steadily up the slope—step by step—until we reached the top of the waterfall. After driving the carriage slowly for a while further along, we spotted some elves playing in the river below.

It is summer now, after all. Though Polka has already entered autumn, the seasons progress more slowly within the Evergreen Forest.

Still... those elves looked completely naked. There's no way to criticize Silver for that.

"Man, their sense of shame is pretty low here too."

"The area above the waterfall is designated for women bathing; below it, men. Don't approach any further, or you'll be shot without warning."

"...Understood."

Well, that makes sense. Yes.

As the sky turned red, we arrived at a massive cliff face.

A masterpiece carved by the river into the earth itself.

It seemed to soar over 500 meters high; viewed from below, its imposing grandeur was breathtaking.

"Who knew something like this existed? The Elf Forest is far more impressive than I imagined. I thought it was just an empty forest."

"Due to distortions caused by the ancient barrier, its actual area exceeds three times that of the Trotto Kingdom," Cristie noted. "With such vastness, one would naturally expect a variety of wonders."

"If we were to explore everything, it wouldn't take less than a month or two."

"Well then, I'll guide you only through the highlights over the next day or two. Show your gratitude and worship accordingly."

"No, you dragged me along against my will! You said something about not wanting elves to call us ungrateful!"

"For the elves as a whole, yes. But whether you personally feel grateful is entirely up to you."

"Ah... well, I suppose it's fine. I do feel like I'm seeing truly magnificent sights."

"Hohoho."

The Great Beauty Peak. The Grand Cliff. The gentle great river. And the waterfall that creates rainbows.

Gratitude is indeed warranted. The view was so majestic that one could easily feel moved to express thanks.

"Now then... since you're showing gratitude, wouldn't it be proper to demonstrate it with your actions?"

"?"

"...Well, fortunately—or perhaps unfortunately—I've already been indulging myself freely within you many times today. No matter how much more I pour into you, there's no change."

"Wait a moment! What are you saying out here in such an open space? Clan Leader!"

"Eh? Elves don't bother retreating indoors for every act of intimacy. In fact, going deep into the forest together is often symbolic of conception when speaking of lovers."

"...Ah."

"So... that means..."

"Understood, understood. ...You filthy pervert."

"Ah... ♪"

"Oh, and..."

"Mm...?"

"...So you want a lover, Ailina?"

Taking the opportunity to ask something important under the guise of passing time.
"Ah, ah-uh..."

Ailina fidgeted with the hem of her skirt, lowered her gaze, turned crimson, and stammered in confusion.
"S-so you are a hero, but ultimately just a human... and I am one of the elite among elves at the peak of our kind. While it is inevitable that you might fall in love with me, managing a relationship between us may prove somewhat difficult."

"Is that so..."

"But..."

Ailina tightly grasped my hand, gazing at me with a desperate expression.

"...If it were you, I would ignore my own circumstances."

"..."

"...Could you... forcefully claim me as your own?"

"...Just to be clear, Ailina."

"..."

"I call that kind of thing 'female slave'."

"...I know."

"'Female slave' is far more embarrassing than you think. And I don't hesitate when it comes to my own female slaves?"

"...I know."

"Even so..."

I said this deliberately.
"Even so, do you want to be ravaged? Lustful one."

Using harsh words, I gave her an escape route while pushing her away, yet approached her with a voice that somehow felt self-indulgent on my part as well.
"...I am the clan leader. The White Clan Leader, Ailina."

And then, Ailina maintained a facade of composure.
"Then you intend to ravage me, pervert?"

As she challenged me to make a decision, she unclasped and dropped her cloak's brooch.

"...You know very well, don't you?"

"...Because I am lustful♪"

And so, while each tried to shift the blame onto the other, they kissed and collapsed into the foliage.
The unicorn snorted softly. Perhaps it chuckled at how pointless this all was.

(TBC)
White Out 2
Even in the gold clan's territory, we ended up bickering one way or another, and so returned to the ranch in a carriage drawn by an old horse.
Then I returned the carriage and headed for the next clan domain.

"The evening is drawing near. Perhaps I should find a place to stay tonight?"

"Is there no place that won't let us stay?"

After all, this is a visit from a clan leader; surely they'd lend us a bed.

"As for Gast's retired silver domain, or Alma the fortune-telling witch's purple lands—let alone Oliver, who's said to be Gast's senior brother—I find it somewhat awkward to ask for lodging in their territories."

"……Is that really how you put it?"

"If no one hears us say it, then anyone can claim otherwise."

Well, even among elves, once they gather to live together, a few whispered rumors are bound to spread.
But silver, purple, and gold?

"So blue and green are okay, then?"
The clans we became enemies with at that clan conference were the remaining five besides Ielina's white, Dierl's red, Gorkus's orange, and Christie's cherry blossom—all supposedly conservative in ideology.

"Green's Shaki elder is fairly moderate within those circles. Or rather, green has many ambitious successors who fight among themselves every so often, making it hard to call them a united front. The elder himself, for better or worse, simply wishes nothing would happen in the forest."

"So if we just say 'let us stay'?"

"At least they'd tell us not to cause too much trouble within their territory. They should still recognize Lord Samison, after all."

……He was so frail and senile that it was hard to tell what he was thinking—but essentially, he's a man burdened by endless worries.

"What about blue?"

"The clan leader is Elder Voice. ……Well, you'll see when you meet him. Let's stay there tonight, then."

Ielina activated teleportation magic from the twisted square.
We were enveloped in light and instantly transported.

The blue clan domain lay beside a body of water.
Now, a clan domain is essentially just a village, so choosing a location near water for daily life is only natural—but this one was enormous.
No, it wasn't the village that was big; it was the water.

"Is this… a lake?"

"It's the sea."

"W-wait, the sea!? Even the ocean is inside the ancient barrier!?"

The ancient barrier distorts spatial connections with the outside world.
While the land above ground might be manageable, if the barrier extends even into the depths of the sea, things could get quite troublesome.

"It's not a vast area—just a tiny stretch. Still, since it's completely cut off from the outer sea, no fish can enter. The sea before this clan domain seems to serve as a kind of living aquarium."

"So when we want seafood?"

"We'd have to row out beyond the barrier and face the raging storms and fierce battles between humans and elves."

……The wind howled fiercely, the sky darkened, and elves paddled canoes through rough waves.
Each carrying fishing gear, they reeled in tuna, marlin, penguins, and even walruses.

Sometimes elves return with the great harvest flag unfurled, having barely escaped life and death in battles against sea serpents and leviathans.
...Such an image instantly unfolds in my mind.

"...It seems the elf I imagined has been eroded by something far more powerful than ever before."

"Hmm. I don't know what you were thinking, but you're probably not wrong."

"For real!?"

No way.

Just then, on the pier by the seaside, blue-skinned elves gathered around a massive cauldron, holding an assembly straight out of my imagination.

"Come on~ Sea Elves are just irresistible~♪"

"Hahaha, hey, we're running low on booze!"

"Let's gut the next lanceshark too!"

Several long-eared fishermen with sunburnt faces grinned in ways elves shouldn't be able to, singing and dancing with evident joy.
Among them, seated at the head of the gathering, was an old man fondling the rear of a young elf girl—I recognized him immediately.

"How's it going, Uncle Voice?"

"...Huh? Oh, you... I think you're from White Yan's place..."

"It's me, Ailina."

"Oh right, that's right. Well, drink up!"

"I'll have some."

While the elf girl pinched his rear, Uncle Voice poured her a cup of wine without seeming to think about anything at all.
"And by the way... uh... who are you?"
It seemed I had been completely forgotten.

A plain-looking elf nearby, one who rarely goes fishing, whispered quietly in my defense.
"Uncle Voice, that's the human from back when we dealt with that holy beast."

Uncle Voice paused for a moment. Then—

"What do you mean 'that time'? Ugh, forget it! You drink too! By the way, which clan are you from?"

"From Polka..."

"Polka clan?! Well then, here's your cup—I'll pour it myself!"

He seemed entirely unconcerned.

I took a sip of the wine.

It tasted smooth. In fact, I've had this before.

"Aha... could this be..."

"Mmhm. It's 'Raging Whale.' You drank some last night too, didn't you?"

Right, they said it was made in the Blue Clan's territory.
"Oh right? Tasty, isn't it? The one making this wine is my grandson's brother-in-law."

And so began Uncle Voice's family bragging session.

................

The sun had long set, and only under the moonlight did the old man Voice finally finish his tale.
"Thus, my ship has now become raw material for a lucky charm," he declared.

By then, the content of his story had already been delivered tomorrow.

Just as I thought that, Elina interrupted while pouring him another drink.

"By the way, could you lend us your lodging tonight? We're on our way to guide Smayson through the forest."

"Oh, right, I see. Well, whatever it is, Entru, just handle it for now."

"Yes, yes..."

The ordinary elf youth who had previously offered advice stepped forward with a slightly exasperated expression before us.

"Rooms are prepared; please follow me."

"Hah! If you get thirsty again, come mix in with us!"

Voice was in high spirits, shaking his flask while once more pinching the rear of a young woman, only to be promptly flicked back.

"...Well, Voice is just that kind of old man," I muttered.

"I get it."

"Originally, he excelled in martial prowess, but he leaves all the details to others. In the clan council, Silver Gast and Purple Alma seem wise enough, so difficult matters are entrusted to them."

"Even as a representative of an entire clan, is that acceptable?"

"It may not be ideal elsewhere, but among the Blue Clan, things work out just fine with this approach. In such environments, popularity above all else is key."

I had assumed elves came in various temperaments—some aggressive, others friendly—but I hadn't realized even the deep-forest elves included figures like him.

Of course, staying at another clan's estate meant separate rooms; sharing a bed was out of the question.

Smayson and Elina were assigned to different guest chambers within Voice's residence.

"Well then, Elina. See you tomorrow."

"Mm. Where are we heading tomorrow?"

"Just decide based on your mood, as long as it doesn't drag on too long."

After exchanging goodnight greetings, I settled into bed. The room offered a fresh sensation with the sound of waves drifting through the window, yet it also brought an unexpected sense of calm. Thanks to the wine, I fell asleep almost immediately.

The next morning, when I woke up...

"...mnnn..."

"Hey."

Elina was already in the same futon, as if it were completely natural.

And fully naked. So she really does sleep without clothes.

"...phew... Good morning, Lord Smayson."

"You slept in the other room!"

"...I did, didn't I?"

There's no way to explain that away smoothly here.

"Phew... Ah, but perhaps this is my charm as a woman. Beautiful women are indeed sinful creatures."

With half-asleep eyes, Elina reached out without hesitation and touched the early-rising part of me.

"That's because humans tend to feel energetic in the morning."

"Hoo. That's convenient, isn't it?"
I tried to say that it had nothing to do with your charm, but...
The sensation of your small body, slightly warmer than usual, made it impossible to deny the truth.
...A body I've tasted again and again yesterday.
Delicate limbs that seem ready to break, a slender waist that could be cradled in both palms, a tight and easily wet vagina. And then—

"Heh? You're making such a greedy face, aren't you?"
Her face was perfectly formed, innocent, and utterly adorable.

"You've been caught... Well, Ailina."

"Hmm."

"Lick it."

"...Not the best thing to say first thing in the morning♪"

At first, I meant to tease her as my lust ran wild, but Ailina chuckled softly and tried to burrow deeper into the futon.

I grabbed her, lifted her up, and placed her on top of me.

"W-What are you doing...?!"

"I want to lick it too."

"Mmph, mmmph... You perverted bastard..."

"Shut up, you perverted woman!"

I straddled Ailina's face and made her suck my cock.

Morning insemination isn't bad either, but this is nice too.

"N-No, I'm going to lick it... Fyah, b-but you should've asked first...!?"

"Mmmnnn... Lick, lick. Come on, first come, first served."

"Oh, oh, you pervert!"

At first, Ailina hesitated and licked tentatively, but then, as if to compete with me, she suddenly opened her small mouth wide and bit down on my glans.
I didn't want to lose either, so I parted her labia and began coating her slightly immature yet incredibly pleasurable hole with saliva.

"G-Gh, y-you're being so bold... N-Don't touch my beans! I'll cum if you do...!!"

"Lame? Slurp... Alright, then this one."

"Faaah!?"

She licked her ass too.
Between her buttocks, which felt like mochi against my cheek, I thoroughly savored her cute anus.

"S-Stop, stop... At least stop for just a little while... B-Before I drink your seed, you'll make me finish...!"

"Eh... You don't have to drink it? Even if I cum naturally, I can just push it into my mouth."

I've heard that many people who suck also spit out afterward.
But Ailina argued back while diligently licking my glans.

"I will drink... Y-You said you made me drink your juice every day at that Apple place, didn't you...?"

"Well, yeah..."

"…W-wara-wara, at the very least, I am a woman worthy of you. No, I wish to be such a woman. If he can do it but I cannot, my heart shall not rest."

"It doesn't matter much whether or not I drink it... well, I'm happy about it."

"T-thank you if you're happy with that... nnngh..."

Elenia, driven almost by pride, eagerly suckled on my member.
The sight of this petite noblewoman vigorously sucking and slurping my grotesque manhood was intensely arousing; her stammering yet passionate strokes relentlessly stimulated my pleasure center.
And so, forgetting all resistance, while feeling the warmth of Elenia's thighs against my ears—

"Nnngh... n, nngh... nnnngh...!? Nnggggh...!!?"

Ejaculation.

Elenia clung to me as she tried to suck up and swallow it, only to choke.

"Gehh...!?"

"Oh... hey, are you okay, Elenia?"

Though I felt a faint sense of loss that my member had been expelled mid-ejaculation, I worried about Elenia as she continued to choke. Through her buttocks.
But once her coughing subsided, Elenia looked up at me with a deeply regretful expression after seeing the semen spilled across her lap.
Perhaps it was because of the coughing, but her tearful eyes made her look even more pitiful—and adorable.

"W-wara-wara... I want to... drink it...!"

"You don't have to drink it..."

"...Wara-wara! I want to drink it! I said so!"

"...Don't scream like that."

If that young man named Entrala heard you, what would he think?

"The illusion is properly maintained... Lord Samson, ah, just one more time, may I let you drink?"

"...You don't need to get so worked up..."

Still, facing the beautiful girl who begged with tears in her eyes for me to let her drink.

"...Oh, ohh♪"

"Well... since it's already erect, fine."

My member was truly early riser.

After enduring Elenia's return match, I greeted Elder Voice, who continued the banquet, and then headed toward the Transfer Plaza.

...It seems that among the Blue clan, it is customary to continue the banquet for several days like a corpse in suspended animation, dozing off or taking breaks within the forest inside the barrier, where the climate is warm and gentle.

"Indeed... then next, let's go to Sakura."

"Sakura? That place of Christie's?"

"Hmm. That place is truly amazing."

Elenia activated her teleportation magic, enveloped in light.

The first thing I noticed upon arriving was not the smell of the sea from the Blue clan estate, but rather the scent of flowers.
Even for me, who rarely pays attention to such scents, it was a refreshing and vibrant breeze filled with floral fragrance.
"Oh... ohh..."

When the blinding light of teleportation faded and I opened my eyes, I found myself surrounded by nothing but a field of flowers.

I've been here before, but last time it was a clan-wide barbecue party; this is the first time I'm seeing it under normal circumstances.

And as expected, the most striking thing was the flowers.

"Wow, there were so many flowers!"

"When I came before, the place was filled with the smell of grilled one-horned horses from the Kakouya clan."

"Haa... Looking at it again, it's truly beautiful. Truly impressive."

"Well, the flowers are nice, but what I mean by 'amazing' isn't that?"

Elenia smiled mischievously and started walking forward.

The Sakura Clan's estate is situated on the gentle slope of a hill.

As we followed Elenia up the hill, the summit opened into a small viewing platform.

From there, the plains beyond the hill stretched endlessly—truly endless—a vast ranch.

"Whoa... this is incredible..."

Scattered trees dotted the landscape, but everything else was meticulously maintained pastureland—not seasonal grazing like around Porka, but year-round managed fields.

Dotted across these pastures were countless one-horned horses.

The mythical beasts said to have already gone extinct in the northern continent were being raised here in astonishing numbers.

Or rather... are they even being "raised"?

"It looks more like a sudden overpopulation of one-horned horses that's impossible to manage..."

"Well, without agricultural magic for livestock management, the Sakura clan alone couldn't possibly handle this. What you can see from here is still less than a quarter of the total."

"...Hmm?"

Elenia suddenly switched to a polite tone, so I turned around and found Kristie standing there.

We've met a few times before; she's the head of the Sakura clan—or rather, acting head.

"Hello, Mr. Samson, Elenia. I was quite surprised by your sudden visit."

"Mm. We're intruding, Kristie."

"Oh, hello!"

"How about it? If you'd like, we could have lunch here."

Kristie lifted a basket and several bamboo water flasks to show us.

"Is that okay?"

It seemed too efficient for something she prepared just for us.

Kristie gave a wry smile.

"I actually made this portion for my father and his disciples who are going out to see the one-horned horses elsewhere, but... well, I'll have them make another batch and take it along."

Elenia seemed to realize how much trouble she'd caused and smiled with an apologetic expression.

"Sorry about that."

"It's fine. It would be sad if we couldn't offer any hospitality when the leader of the White Clan and the Hero of the Sacred Beast Dungeon have visited us."

Kristie smiled softly.

...Ah, this is nice. This kind of "older sister" vibe.

On a sunny hilltop, under a clear sky: a picnic lunch with beautiful women and girls on a green carpet.

A breeze carrying the fresh scent of flowers. Soft, sweet bread specially made by elves, paired with a thick-cut ham sandwich made from unicorn meat.
And then, there's tea with an oddly mysterious aroma.

"Something wonderful is happening..."

"Oh my, oh my. I'm so glad it suits your taste."

"But you're getting far too lost in the moment, aren't you, my dear?"

Everything feels so good.

"I can understand why elves would never want to leave this forest again."

"A sandwich and syrup tea shouldn't make you feel that way."

"Oh, rude of me... But how about staying here tonight? We could serve you even more elaborate dishes at our manor."

Wow. A tempting offer.

...It's really great.

Incredibly wonderful.

This sense of satisfaction. This feeling of weightlessness.

And then...

A beautiful young girl, and a stunning beauty.

"...Christie, something seems off about Lord Sumison. Did they put something strange in the meal or the tea?"

"Eh? Wait a minute... Oh no!"

"What's wrong?! If anything happens to Lord Sumison, both Diane and the holy beast and even the dragon will be in trouble..."

Incredibly wonderful.

A beautiful young girl, and a stunning beauty.

Airina and Christie.

...Well, as a man.

I can't hold back.

"............"

My feet move on their own, lifting me to my standing position without any conscious effort from my core. There's no sense of shifting my center of gravity intentionally; it feels more like I'm being pulled along.

Yet, I clearly understand what I want to do. Vaguely, yet unmistakably.

"S-Sumison... my lord?"

"T-That infusion made from the berries of Kanesuki grass should have a mild awakening effect on humans..."

"Christie!?"

They're saying something, but I don't quite catch it, so I tune them out.

I casually grab Christie by the hand nearby, seize both her hands, and press my lips to hers.

Christie's eyes widen in shock.

"S-Sumison... my lord!!"

Ignoring Airina's startled cry once again, I thoroughly ravage the inside of Christie's mouth with all my might.

"...Let me do this."

"Um," she murmured in a vague, distant voice.

"Oh, um... t-that thing..."

"Sex."

"Oh, well... y-you mean me...?"

She said it with a troubled expression. Honestly, being this flustered is fine.

"Yes. I want to fuck you, Christie."

"Aaaah... y-yes, that's right... there's nothing I can do about it."

Christie laughed while still looking troubled.

"Please."

"Christie, what are you saying!?"

"After all, I can't leave it up to anyone else."

She continued unbuttoning her skirt slowly, a bitter smile on her lips.

I grabbed the hem of my shirt midway through and tore the buttons apart with a _puchi-puchi_ sound, exposing Christie's chest.

Big.

"...Ngh..."

"Aaaah!"

Christie accepted me burying my face in her breasts without any reproach.

I pushed her down, lifted her skirt to expose her lower body as well.

She wasn't wearing underwear.

Lustful. This woman is lustful.

"No panties..."

"S-some clans wear underwear and some don't..."

"So Christie wanted me to put them on..."

"N-no, that's... not quite right..."

"W-what are you talking about!?"

"B-because if I didn't want it, you'd..."

"Y-you say you like me!"

"Both of you shut up!"

I spread Christie's legs, which offered little resistance, smeared saliva onto her barely wet vagina, and inserted myself with a bit of force.

"Nn... ugh..."

Ignoring Christie, who closed her eyes at the sensation of something foreign, I took hold of Irina's hand, pulled her close, and kissed her.

"W-what!?! M-Mr. Smyson, that girl..."

"Y-you said it was okay... nnnngh... a-and I... have done this with Mr. Smyson countless times before..."

"Eh? Eh? ...Aaah, ugh!?"

With one hand lifting Christie's leg and the other holding Irina close, I thrust my hips forward.

...Ah, something feels incredibly right.
It's so comforting.

* * *

"Based on the gathered information, it's undeniable that Andi and Ielina walked through multiple clan territories yesterday."

"Hmm. There are also testimonies suggesting they seemed unusually close."

"...So this means—"

"It's a sneak attack."

"That's unforgivable."

"Oh, um... we should also consider the possibility that they're in even more dangerous trouble..."

"Let's go, Lyra. We don't need the Lord's explicit order to fly in this situation."

"They've slipped past us and infiltrated the forest uninvited... What a rare chance to barge in without hesitation! ♪"

"I'd also like to voice my concerns to Lady Ielina."

"Oh—um, ahem... ...Ugh, I'll handle this properly."

"Everyone do your best~☆ Oh, Neia-chan, why not try a bolder outfit?"

"Eeek!? No, no, that's fine!"

(TBC)
Whiteout 3
In a tranquil green meadow, amidst the refreshing breeze, atop the grassy bed of a gentle hill.

I continued to kiss Elenia deeply with a light, floating feeling in my heart, while using only my lower body to ravage Christie.

"Mm, mmn… hah, Smaison-sama…"

Though I had pulled her close and forced a kiss, she slowly relaxed her grip and bent forward, letting herself be drawn into me by her own desire.

"S-such things… E-eleena!?"

And even as I was stunned by Elenia's "feminine expression," Christie writhed in pleasure from my rough insertion, which had barely involved spitting saliva.

"Haaah…"

Elenia tilted her head repeatedly, responding busily to my slow tongue movements.

The warm sensation of the vagina enveloping my penis, and the ticklish feeling of her thin tongue against mine were both incredibly pleasant.

"...I was wrong to say that, Christie... As you can see, I have already forgiven Smaison-sama... in every way of my body. It would be no problem even if a child were conceived."

"E-e-eh?! No way... Ah, you're still... so young!"

"Mmn... N-no, don't say I'm small! I've just stopped growing a bit early... If one lives 150 years, having great-grandchildren is perfectly normal for a human!"

"Ah, well, that's true... Aaaahhh..."

Since Christie was making such a fuss, I intensified the slight swaying of my hips and forcefully penetrated deeper into her vagina.

At a depth where my penis almost touched her cervix, I shook my hips sharply while demanding more kisses from Elenia with my mouth like a squid.

Elenia, though still trying to say something to Christie, prioritized kissing me, intertwining our tongues for a moment before addressing Christie again.

"So... there's no need for you to open your body in such a way..."

"N-no, but even with your body, it would surely result in a child... And if the clan leader himself defiles his own blood, what kind of consequences could arise... Ahh, overflow!!"

"That applies to you as well... Mmn, churu... Mmnn."

"Well, I'm just a figurehead after all... Besides, I do have some experience..."

"Both of you are being too noisy."

Without ceasing the intensified punishment, I made it even more intense.

Specifically, I circled my hands and inserted my middle fingers into both their anal openings.

"Haaah♪"

"Ah, y-yes...!?"

I reached inside Elenia's panties and found her already thoroughly wet.

Compared to Christie, who seemed slightly distracted despite being penetrated, she appeared far more aroused.

...Yes.

Well, there was no need to hesitate at all. I simply needed to make myself feel good.

"Elenia."

"Fah...!"

Gazing at Elenia, who was beginning to melt under the combination of kisses and anal assault, I forcefully withdrew my penis from Christie's vagina.

"Aaun...!?"

Then, without hesitation, I embraced Elenia, pulling down her panties as much as necessary.

"...S-Smaison-sama...♪"

"You seem the more lustful of the two."

"...M-maybe...♪"

Leaving Kristie behind, I thrust directly into Ailina's vagina from between her buttocks.
"Faaah...♪"

I scooped up Ailina, who was making an oddly joyful sound, and began pounding her deeply while still standing.
"Aa, aaah..."

Kristie watched this with wide, surprised eyes.
Was she shocked that this childlike-looking Ailina was being penetrated so effortlessly? Or perhaps stunned by the fact that Ailina showed no sign of pain or displeasure, but instead wore an expression of eager delight, as if she'd been waiting for just this moment?

Well, it didn't matter either way. It felt good.

"Ailina... your pussy really is lustful, tight and all... feels amazing...!"

"T-thank you for making me feel like that... it's all because of you...♪"

"I kinda don't want to get out from here anymore... I can understand why elves feel the way they do..."

"Eh? Do you mean only you know about what's inside me among all the elves...?"

"...Yeah, is that right?"

It felt like my thoughts were getting a bit jumbled, but whatever. It felt good.
I held Ailina firmly in my arms, keeping her close as I moved my hips freely.
Amidst the refreshing breeze, beautiful scenery, warm sunlight, and Kristie's gaze...
I pressed my glans firmly against Ailina's vaginal opening and ejaculated.
"Kk, haaaaaaah...♪"

Ailina let out a voice trembling with pure ecstasy before collapsing in surrender.
As I poured my semen into her vagina, which clung to me like another living creature, I finished.

"Hey, Ailina."

"...♪"

I sighed at the slightly dazed Ailina.
Then—
"A-um... w-wasn't that satisfactory...?"

Kristie asked while gently cradling her bare chest against mine.

Looking at Kristie, I nodded with my fuzzy-headed mind.

"T-therefore, please use me again..."

"...Ah."

Kristie lowered the arm she'd been using to cover her chest and offered a shy yet slightly expectant smile.

"You do seem lustful right now too."

"I-it's... well, whatever...!"

I launched another attack at Kristie, who was winking with a faint苦笑.
This time, she seemed ready from the start. Her vagina, which hadn't been wet before, was now thoroughly lubricated.

"Um, please be gentle... H-ah!?"
Christie tried to say something when I grabbed her waist and thrust into her from behind in one swift motion.

The vaginal depths that had felt like a rugged cavern just moments ago now slid in smoothly and completely with a single push.

"N-No way..."

"My cock is soaked in my own and Ailina's juices, you know."

"Aaaah...!"

Christie trembled with pleasure, her shoulders shaking uncontrollably.

"...Show me your body even better."

Suddenly struck by an idea, I slowly pulled at her clothes. When they wouldn't come off, I tore them away and discarded them.

"A-Ah! Eeeek!?"

What a fine figure she had. Not quite as stunning as Sharon, but every curve was perfectly formed—tight where it should be, soft where it should be. Her breasts were more maternal than Ailina's yet still possessed a respectable size; larger than Aurora's, perhaps.

The sight of her beautiful, supple naked body lying helplessly exposed beneath the sun stirred something vague and restless within me.

"What a perfect body to ravage until you're drenched in sweat."

"Y-Yeah...! Haaah... Ah, aaah...!!"

I began to swing my hips again.

..................

After some time, I suddenly found myself questioning what I was doing.
The refreshing breeze, the warm sunlight, the scent of flowers—all of this was fine.
Before me lay Christie, completely naked and utterly exhausted after being ravaged twice with forceful ejaculations, lying there as if at my mercy. Around her were the remnants of her clothes.
And still half-exposed on her back, Ailina remained in the position I'd just used her for.
The untouched lunch and tea sat abandoned nearby.
"...Huh?"

My blood ran cold.
Wait a minute—this is getting dangerously out of hand.
"U-Ugh... Oh no, what have I done...!?"

I hastily withdrew my cock from Christie's still-wet vagina. From within, a mixture of foaming semen and arousal fluids oozed out in a slow drip.

"S-Smyson-san... Ah, the tea's effects are already kicking in...♪"

Christie spoke in a dazed voice.

"The tea's effects...!?"

"You're more or less a victim here... Don't worry about it," Ailina said casually as she leaned over and began to suck on my semi-hardened cock from the side.

Whether it was the tea's influence or Ailina's skill, my erection soon reached its peak once again. I ejaculated into her mouth.

"……ngh… nnnk…"
Elenia was desperately trying to swallow it. She could have just spit it out.

"I'm terribly sorry. There's a wild herb native to the Northern Forest called Kanetsuki grass, which we sometimes use to add a subtle flavor to tea... however, it has hallucinogenic properties that most humans cannot tolerate. I apologize; I knew about this intellectually, but since members of the Sakura clan rarely serve tea to humans, I simply forgot to check..."
Her clothes were reduced to little more than rags, and she apologized with an apologetic expression while standing completely naked before Christie.

"…N-no, well, it's kind of 'both sides' or whatever, but rape is clearly worse... besides, Elenia, you could have just used your 'Serpent's Eye' ability to fix this!"

"...Hmm. You're right. Well, if I'd just kept being ravaged by you, it would have been fine."

"Damn right it wouldn't have been!?"

For now, Christie offered a sincere apology.

"I really am sorry. Saying 'please forgive me' feels a bit off, but please do forgive me—I'll do anything to make it up to you. I could even become your Polka or something like that. Seriously, seriously."

"No, well... honestly, the act itself isn't all that bad, if you know what I mean. It's been a while for me too, and I got a bit carried away, so let's just consider it mutual consent..."

"...Ah, um..."

Is this really okay? Even though we're erasing the rape from existence, stripping someone of their clothes in front of others purely out of desire is still pretty sketchy.

"Well, since Christie says it's fine, I suppose we should leave it at that."

"...I'm not sure. Getting stripped naked and then having public sex feels like a serious violation..."

"U-um... I guess your clothes being torn up is a bit sad, but... please be careful about that in the future, okay?"

Is that all there is to the problem?

"Since Christie says it's acceptable, let's just move on."

"...For elves, intimacy outdoors isn't entirely taboo anyway... of course, assuming no one else is around."

Elves are insane. I really want to see them in action.

"But still, Mr. Smayson's intense and passionate lovemaking was quite stimulating...♪ It's not hard to understand why Princess Skyblue and Elenia got so caught up in it."
Christie showed no sign of being traumatized by the assault; instead, she smiled brightly and brought up such topics casually.
This person is insane too.

"Christie has been married twice before, after all. Well... perhaps it's better to think of her as someone like that."

"H-huh? Twice?"

"She's capable in her work and possesses such great charm; there's no way anyone wouldn't want to marry her after living for 400 years. ...Well, aside from the Sakura clan, most male elves have high pride. Unable to endure Christie, who is both deeply affectionate and incredibly fertile, they divorced her twice within a few years each time."

"Hey! Don't talk so freely about other people!"

"Hahaha. You yourself, taking advantage of the fact that I was close to climax, initiated it on your own the second time without even needing to. This is my revenge."

"Since Mr. Smayson seemed dissatisfied, there's no harm in it."

They're playing around peacefully, but how do we get Christie back? That's a tough question.

"Feel free to visit us anytime!♪"

Receiving such incredibly generous words, Elenia eventually handed over her mantle and departed from the Sakura clan estate.

"Oh, but since she's a very busy woman, don't take her words too literally and start visiting frequently!"

"Before that, I can't even enter the forest without you..."

"Hmm. That's fine then."

Elenia nodded with an air of superiority.

Next time...

"Perhaps the Orange Clan? It's a lively place with many skilled martial artists."

"Please spare me, Your Excellency. You're asking me to bring you along even after I've filled my belly with your... well, let's just say it was quite intimate. Do you harbor any murderous intent toward me, Lady Irina?"

"Hohoho♪"

It was undeniably me who had poured myself into her. Yet here she is, boasting as if victorious in this situation.

In the end, we arrived at the Orange Clan's estate. Having stayed there before and been lavishly entertained during consecutive banquets, it ranks second only to Silver among places familiar to me, given how often I've passed through it as a midway point on my journeys.

"Come now. When one speaks of the Orange Clan's specialties..."

"Their cuisine is quite delicious."

Though we had just finished eating the finest unicorn ham from the Sakura Clan mere moments ago—and speaking so soon after feels somewhat ungrateful—I must admit that compared to Silver's dishes, which rely heavily on some mysterious fruit (delicious enough but overwhelmingly sweet and sour, leading to inevitable boredom), the Orange Clan's food is far closer to Trot's style.

Even though both clans reside in the outer regions, there remains a clear divide between reformists who actively embrace external cultures and staunch conservatives who resist change.

"Still, demanding a meal before sunset immediately after that sandwich seems rather unreasonable."

"You're right."

My stomach hasn't even begun to rumble yet.

"In that case, perhaps I should pay a courtesy visit to the new head of the Orange Clan."

"The new clan leader... I do recall Diel no longer holding that title."

"Indeed."

I believe I caught a glimpse of him once during a request to explore the monster-infested lands, though to be honest, his face barely registered in my memory. Besides, Ferios charged at us almost immediately afterward.

"I suppose I should make an effort to remember... by the way, I don't even know who the new leader of Silver is."

"Well, that can wait for later. Eventually, whenever Polka needs to enter or exit the forest, we'll have no choice but to meet them."

"Understood."

The two of us headed toward the former Diel estate.

"It's not our first meeting, but this marks the beginning of a proper friendship between us. Allow me to introduce myself: I am Mark, the new clan leader of the Orange Clan."

A slightly shorter elf youth stood before us as the new head of the Orange Clan. He appeared about five centimeters shorter than me—a rarity among tall elves.

While his stature was acceptable, his casual use of honorifics grated on my nerves.

"Pleased to meet you, Andysmyson Decapitator."

"I'd like to take a brief stroll within your territory, given that he claims unfamiliarity with the forest."

"U-understood! B-but anyway, Lady Irina... or should I just call you by name now that I'm clan leader? Did you enjoy the wooden statue I sent over recently?"

"You're not even addressing me properly yet; learn some basic manners from someone, you fool!"

Irina interjected with evident displeasure. Good. So it was indeed considered inappropriate even among elves.

"But I only speak Elf!"

"As a clan leader, surely you should be able to communicate beyond the forest? Even children in Silver speak Trot's tongue. If the Orange Clan leader cannot do so, things will become problematic sooner or later. Also, regarding that statue... since I couldn't decipher its meaning, I gave it to Gorkus."

"W-waaaah!"

While his academic struggles are understandable, Mark seems far too fragile for someone in his position.

After obtaining permission from Mark (with Irina half-coercing him) to use unicorns, we walked toward the pasture.

"That man, Mark, was born only a few years apart from me."

"Really!?"

He's far too timid; I had assumed he was younger than me.

"He's always tried to charm me since the beginning."

"...So that's the kind of 'gift' you're referring to?"

"It was probably a horse or something similar, though I've seen it even in the death throes of the lumberjack grizzly and the rock golem."

"...He's so awkward."

"Gorkus called it 'the cry of the holy beast rising from the brink of death.'"

"...The holy beast Gorkus saw at the brink of death was that meat slime, right?"

So Irina's observation—that he's just confusing—is likely correct.

"Besides, is it really safe to appoint someone so clumsy and awkward with such strange speech as a clan leader, Red?"

"Even so, his martial prowess is said to rival Diel's. He can handle something like a rock golem with just one sword."

While he isn't feared much among my own people, a rock golem is a monster that requires ten ordinary infantrymen to defeat.

In other words, despite his small stature, Mark seems close to being an ace knight. Well, Anzeros was also quite small.

"Moreover, no one can match his determination to revitalize the clan. That's precisely why Diel chose him. Even if he's clumsy or has flaws, we can manage around him. Right now, ambition is the most critical factor."

"He does deserve some recognition."

"Only 'some' recognition, though. His advances are genuinely unsettling."

"...Yet you seem to accept all this without issue."

"H-huh? I'm not fine with it... B-but besides that, we have good chemistry... and sometimes you're quite reliable."

Irina says this while fidgeting and turning red. She's adorable.
I almost embrace her, but after the recent disaster within the Sakura clan, I must proceed cautiously, scanning the surroundings carefully...

Wait. Several faces are peeking out from the shadows of a nearby thicket.
"...?"

From beneath the shade of a single tree emerge black long ears, long black hair, beautiful red fur, and the brim of an old-fashioned hat.

It feels like something out of a fairy tale.

"Well then..."

"?"

As I hesitate, my voice cooling as I search for words, Irina turns around too.

Probably wearing an expression similar to mine.

"...What are you all doing here?"

"Diane-san, Lyra, Aurora... and Neia."

The four symbols twitch slightly.

Then they step forward hesitantly.

"...Irina, I heard you were leading Andi on a tour."

"Is that the only reason you're here?"

Diane, looking awkward yet striving to maintain her dignity, and Aurora, beaming with a smile but radiating suspicion, question us.

"U-um... well, I don't know what you're talking about, but surely we wouldn't let Lord Smaysion suffer any inconvenience, would we?"

"…………"

"…………"

Diane and Aurora fall silent with strange expressions. Ah, something is being conveyed—not clearly, but with the force of something that's just... there. Something's off.

"Hmph. Very well. I care not what you were doing. But where did you intend to go? My wings are swifter than any horse, yes?"

"I-I mean, since we're already here, I was just thinking we might visit one of the Holy Beasts or something."

"Heh heh heh. I see, I see."

Laira nods. Beside her, Naea offers a polite smile.

"Um, Lady Laira... I've had a question brewing for a while now. Things like 'wings' and 'flying'—those aren't about Miss Maia's story, are they...?"

"Very well. Though my share may diminish slightly, it's nice to indulge in something flashy once in a while. Mount up, my beloved master."

Laira suddenly strips off her clothes.

Naea gasps in shock. The others, however, seem accustomed to it and show no reaction.

Then comes an illusionary shockwave that resonates only in the mind.

_Thump._ A massive black dragon suddenly appears at the edge of the Crimson Clan's domain.

"E-Eh?!"

Naea stumbles, dropping her hat.

...Right, Naea doesn't even know Laira is a dragon, does she?

"Mount up. ...Well, I'll let this slide for today. But don't try to outmaneuver me, Irina. ...I was genuinely worried."

"If I can spend my rare vacation with my beloved master... then, naturally, I shall make sure everything balances out♪"

"A-Ah, um... Drago... also, it's a black one, right? Isn't that supposed to be a Fire Dragon...?!"

"Enough chatter. Shall we not mount up? I'll carry you and fly."

"H-Whoa?! A-ah, y-yes, yes, I'll ride!"

Lord Smaysion and Irina are lifted onto Laira's hands and carried across her back.

...Sigh. Even though I initially wondered how a carefree vacation just the two of us with Irina would go, seeing it now makes me feel a bit regretful.

But...

"Well, if the Crimson Clan's specialty is the Holy Beast Labyrinth... then Lord Smaysion's 'specialty' must be this lively atmosphere."

"What kind of way to put it?"

"I don't dislike it♪"

I place my hand on Laira's spines, while Irina clings to me as if embracing.

"Let's go!"

Black wings strike the sky.
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Even the Holy Beast Labyrinth, which would take days to reach on foot or by carriage from the Red Clan's manor, can be crossed in mere hours thanks to Lyra's wings.

"Black Dragon... um, so that means there are two dragons... and actually two dragon riders?"

As Lyra flew with Neia perched on her back, she muttered aimlessly. The phantom little Lyra chuckled gently, chiding her.

"Hah. The Pact of Dragons does not forbid two dragons serving the same justice... nor does it say otherwise. Perhaps they simply love different facets of the same man."

"Eh, but... no, if he's a man, then it must be Mr. Smayson..."

"Indeed."

"...Eh? Eh? But Mr. Smayson is... um..."

"We do not seek strength. We do not seek logic. We do not seek bonds alone."

"?"

"It is the dragon who chooses its rider. That is what a dragon rider truly is. Does lack of strength disqualify one? No. Does eloquence tame a dragon? No. Does the quantity of bonds determine the quality of a rider? No... Do not forget, do not err: dragons do not choose riders by qualification. It is not that all dragons would follow anyone who is strong, kind, and beautiful. Heroes are not required, nor authority—only this: the dragon's heart must make an eternal vow."

"Eh... um..."

"Andy Smayson was weak, foolish, young, and had not lived among us for long—but the way he lived tamed two dragons. That is all the fact requires. There are no further prerequisites to be a dragon rider."

"..."

"Hah. You called him a hero... Did you think that only a great hero or noble could tame dragons?"

"Oh, no... well, I mean..."

"The mighty need no further aid. Dragons do not bow to worldly nobility. They have no part in high learning. Mere affection is too crude for ritual."

"Then why him?"

The little Lyra smiled.

"Because we felt he would never regret it."

We landed near the Holy Beast Labyrinth.

"Welcome. It's been quite some time since you last visited."

Diel had spotted our approach from afar and greeted us promptly, riding his unicorn.

"Mr. Smayson and I were on a journey through the Forest Path. We arrived at the Red Clan's territory, but couldn't think of anything interesting near their manor," said Airina casually. Diel sighed with a wry smile.

"Well, compared to gold or silver... our manor might not be very entertaining."

"Since we're passing by anyway, I thought we'd take a look at the Holy Beast's face before moving on. We ran into Lord Lyra and others along the way."

"I see... well, I suppose we could offer a cup of tea."

Diel turned his unicorn around and headed back.

Me, Airina, Lyra, Ms. Diane, Aurora, and Neia followed in a line behind them.

Without much time for campside greetings, we made our way to the Holy Beast Labyrinth (the grasslands above it).

There, many young elves were gathered—talking, playing harps and flutes, or practicing swordsmanship and archery.

The area felt more open than the camp before the labyrinth, and one could learn various things from Breakcore. For them, this might indeed be an ideal place.

"Hey there!"

"Welcome back. We saw you coming from afar."

Breakcore rushed over to shake hands with me and Airina.

He's so genuinely happy, it makes me feel a little cheerful too.

"So, what brought you here? How long will you stay?"

Breakcore asks with evident delight, and I explain the events leading up to this point—well, leaving out exactly where things got spicy.

"I see..."

"Tomorrow, I think we should head to Lady White's territory."

At Irina's words, Breakcore wears a complex expression—a mix of regret that he'll have to leave soon tomorrow, yet also happiness knowing he can stay until then.

And then—

"I... well, I've heard rumors, but it's truly true, isn't it? That you're the Holy Beast..."

Neia, in her own way innocent of worldly matters, is utterly thrilled.

"And... is it really true that you're incredibly powerful? Even about being immortal?"

"Whether I'm currently very strong is debatable—I'm probably at half my peak compared to my prime. But yes, immortality is real. I'm confident I won't be killed so easily. Shall we test each other's strength?"

"T-that would be great. Um... if you've lived for thousands of years, what does that mean? Rumor has it you've experienced the Era of the Beast-Human Alliance and even the Age of Geolords."

"I've heard such things mentioned. But when danger loomed, the elves sealed off the forests immediately, so I can't claim to know much about those times."

It seems Neia is asking all sorts of questions, though half of them leave me completely in the dark.

"You're surprisingly studious, Neia," Diane remarks with admiration.

"What exactly are you talking about—the Beast-Human Alliance or the Geolords?"

"Over a thousand years ago, there were eras when such political structures existed... well, an age where even common folk have no surviving legends. Neia, you're doing quite well in your studies."

"...But for me, even the Kingdom of Trot and the Elf Forests were considered legendary times?"

"Yes..."

In the Kingdom of Carlwin, the world was said to have ended three hundred years ago.

The story of this other world, separated by monster lands, encompassed all of that as part of historical study.

Night falls.

A banquet is held beneath the Star of Grasslands—somewhat more modest than the previous bear hotpot gathering, yet attended by a dozen or so close aides of Dierl.

Once the festivities conclude smoothly and the considerate Dierls depart early...

"Well then, Andy."

"Hmm. Lord Smayson, the night is still young, isn't it?"

Under the moonlight, two women with white hair approach me with alluring expressions.

"I suppose making a move as soon as night falls might seem a bit too forward..."

Though I speak politely, my hand naturally drifts to stroke Breakcore's hair.

Confirming his willingness through his reaction to my fingers combing through it, I slowly reach toward her chest.

Yes, sorry—I was thinking of this from the start.

"...By the way, did you cast an illusion barrier?"

"For now, yes."

As Irina guides my hand inside her clothing, she nods shyly.

Yes. Even though Diel and his group have retreated, Neia and Diane are still chatting across a single rock, discussing history and astronomy. While Aurora and Lyra might be fine with it, I can't get Neia involved.

Well, I've shown Luna doing things like that right in front of us before.

"Still, the fact that this isn't a complete illusion is a bit worrying."

"Do you doubt my magical prowess?"

"...Honestly, even before questioning whether your magic works or not, I don't really understand how it functions."

"Mmph."

Well, Neia herself doesn't know exactly how powerful her magic is, so whether to believe her or not, there's simply not enough evidence.

"Well, if you want to see... mmm!"

Irina presses a thin breast directly against her armpit while kissing it.

Then she kisses Breakcore too, who is caressing the other breast with one hand.

"Mmm... You seem to like that greedy pose of holding two women in both hands."

"I'm savoring the joy of having two beautiful women and being allowed to embrace both."

Well, I understand it's a bit unfair or selfish on their part.

...But.

"Hmph. So you're saying two is enough?"

"Since I've never refused you since the first time you held me, I suppose that counts as consent."

From behind the rock where they were hiding from Diane and her group, Lyra and Aurora appear with a soft thud at precisely calculated moments.

"...So, illusions?"

"Who do you think I am?"

...A half-hearted illusion spell won't work on a dragon.

"Mmph."

Irina's sour expression as her spell is effortlessly broken.

"Well, if possible, I'd like to yield my turn. But I can only ask for it when Andy arrives here."

Breakcore looks a bit desperate.

However, the two intruders smile broadly.

"Hah. Don't underestimate this man?"

"Would four people really be enough to make Lady Andy give up?"

...Well, yes, if it's just one or two times per person, four should be fine.

Come on.

"All right, I'll accept the challenge."

After all, from the moment they started following us, their demand to "let us join in" was already clear.

So there's no point in making a fuss about details.

"Breakcore, take it off!"

"A-ah, yes..."

"And Irina, take it off too!"

"Nyaah!?"

Breakcore left it to himself, but Elina peeled herself off with her own hands.
One after another, two naked bodies appeared beneath the moonlight.

"Lyra and Aurora, take your clothes off and come over here!"

"Hoh. You're starting to act like a proper master~♪"

"I don't mind this kind of thing either~♪"

Lyra and Aurora hurriedly yet seductively shed their garments.
He made them kneel on all fours.

On the moonlit grassland, he lined up the elf's white buttocks alongside those of the non-human girls.
Their postures and atmospheres were vastly different, yet each boasted an outstanding figure in her naked state.

"Breakcore, thrust your hips higher!"

"Mm, nnngh... You're like a beast...♪"

"You are a beast, a holy beast."

"...That's right. Your aura is that of a starving male...♪"

Though his words alone sounded perfectly calm, Breakcore was desperately trying to suppress his rising excitement as she suddenly penetrated him from behind.

"Huuu, nnngh...!! I-it's in...!"

"Yes, it's in... Yes, all the way deep inside...!!"

"Mmm... Ah, yes, I'm so happy... When you enter me, I feel incredibly joyful, my chest fills up completely...♪"

"Grrk...!"

Kneeling on all fours with his back arched, Breakcore showed him a flushed face between his arms and armpits.
While gazing at her upside-down expression, he slowly began to move his hips.
Beneath the gentle moonlight, he gripped her thick, comfortable limbs from behind and slammed his hips forward.

Even while remaining on all fours, Lyra, Elina, and Aurora sent envious glances toward Breakcore, who was tossing his hair in delight.
He glanced sideways at the three waiting restlessly, watching as honey began to drip from their crotches.
Ah, I want to ravage them too.
Elina's small buttocks, Lyra's plump ones, Aurora's slender yet slightly thin ones.
I can't wait to ravage those buttocks drooling at the thought of my cock.

"...Alright."

"Ahh..."

At that moment, he withdrew his cock from Breakcore's buttocks and then grabbed Elina's small rear beside him, inserting himself into her secret place.

"Fuuu...♪"

"W-wait, won't you pour it into me later...?"

"For later. Right now, all kinds of butts look delicious."

"...As expected, you're so greedy... I'll wait for you, come quickly...♪"

Still unsatisfied, Breakcore shakes her hips to assert her lust, while Eirina, within her narrow vagina, thoroughly delights me.
She thrusts deeply into that vagina once more, then moves on to the next: Aurora's buttocks.

"Haa... ah, Andy-san's penis...♪"

"Come on, come on, Aurora... For you to be stripped naked by a human right beside the Northern Forest, near this labyrinth, happily shaking your ass and stuffing your cock in your mouth—that can't be good, can it...!?"

"Fufu... Of course it is... If my brother found out, things would get quite serious, wouldn't they...♪"

To my provocative, scornful words, Aurora deliberately returns a smile.

"As for me, White Eirina-sama, and the Desert Dragon, Holy Beast...!! To use women like this at once, however I please, and release my seed—that privilege belongs only to you, Andy-san...♪"

"Hoho, that luxury cannot be completed unless I partake as well...? Then, lend me your womb too, my master...♪"

"I don't need to be told; I'll use this perverted dragon!!"

"Nfu...♪ Fine, your manly thrusts are already crushing me...♪"

"Uoo, oh, oh... k, uu... not yet!"

From Aurora to Lyra, then onward to the next pair of buttocks.

...Huh?

"...Ah, what?"

Shifting slightly to the side, I notice there's still another rear end.

Carrying away my momentum, I grab and thrust into it, only then realizing something is off.

"Eh, ah...?"

"N, fu... What's wrong, Andy?"

"...I, when did you...?"

"Fufu. You're going too wild; you should tone down your voice a bit more...♪"

Diane had somehow joined us at the edge without me noticing.

Feeling inexplicably relieved that it was Diane, I relax and swing my hips for about a minute.

Then, I release my seed inside Diane.

"Haa... hot...♪"

"You won't let me share either...?"

"I'd like to receive some too."

"And I... s-since this is such an opportunity, I'd really like you to pour it into me once."

"Hoho, how popular you are. Of course, if you can't hold back inside me, that's no problem at all...♪"

"Aaaah, screw them in reverse order! Get ready, everyone—push your asses up!"

'♪'

Carried away by the momentum, I continue to ravage them one after another, inseminating each in succession.
Amidst the pale blue light, within this fantastical setting of a vast grassland, I relentlessly pour my fluids into these strangely lively and cheerful women.

...I suppose I must have forgotten something.

"......"
Just before dawn, I discover Neia pretending to sleep with her wide-brimmed hat covering her face, hiding behind a rock.

"……Neia."

"……Goo..."

The unmistakable sound of her heavy breathing reached my ears.
"Might as well do it now, too..."
I muttered something ominous.

I could tell Neia flinched in fear at the mere thought.
...No, no, I shouldn't bully Neia. It's just that I can't help it.

"......Ryler!! Diane-san too!! Why don't you ever redo the illusions!!"

"H-huh? Well, it's just a matter of timing."

"If we're late getting started, it becomes really difficult, y'know. We prioritized getting in first."

Bathed in the morning sun, the naked Break Core and Aurora slept soundly alongside Eirina, like friendly kittens cuddled together.
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Morning.
We were served simple bread baked at the Dungeon Front Camp, a hearty but unrefined soup simmered in a large cauldron, and milk from the Unicorn of the Corner.

It wasn't a special feast for us.
Gathered to protect the Dungeon and its surroundings, we lack the stability of a household or any support system for food production at the camp outside the Dungeon. Given these circumstances, it's difficult for residents to secure their own sustenance. With young men from many clans arriving irregularly, ensuring meals becomes even more challenging.

That's why, under Dier's name, ingredients are requisitioned from each clan, and such meals are provided frequently, much like military rations.
"I wish I could eat too," Breakcore said with a sigh. "This immortal body won't be poisoned by food, but wasting it feels unbearable."

"Hmm..."
It would have been more enjoyable to join the circle of diners, yet consuming food meant painstakingly transported from the Clan Estate without needing to do so... that truly felt awkward.

"...That's right. Instead, offer me your flesh."

"Stop. Let's discuss something like that another time."

Even though the holy beast's body regenerates infinitely with the support of "Qi," I'd appreciate it if the person standing before me didn't smile while saying, "This is my flesh; eat as much as you want."

After the meal, we took off again on Lyra.

As Village Chief Dier, blacksmith Gant, and Breakcore waved goodbye, Lyra steered toward the Clan Estate.

"How long has it been since your master caused such a spectacular commotion?"

"The atmosphere is different from when you were alone with Andy... Those kinds of exchanges are quite charming too♪"

"So, so is that how it is?"

Chibi-Lyra and Aurora looked oddly satisfied.

Perhaps their sensibilities differ from ordinary people, but I still don't fully understand their reasoning for preferring groups. Well, as a man, I'm not troubled at all by this, but the women seem bored with long intervals between encounters.

"I would prefer one-on-one interactions... though I cannot deny what the Sky-Colored Princess says."

"Really?"

"After all, whether in appearance or status, she's someone to be proud of. It's also satisfying that so many are captivated by the man I've chosen."

"...I don't get it."
No matter how magnificent other suitors may be, I want to keep the woman I love all to myself...
Ugh.
Considering this, my tastes might just be terrible in various ways.

"What are you thinking about... Well, I can guess."

"...I'm so selfish."

"Absolutely."

Eilina chuckled softly.

"But don't worry. I fully understand that. Even when Apple suggested pairing with female slaves, it stemmed from your desire to remain hers alone, even if it meant abandoning the seat of her sole wife."

"...You've said things like that before."

"That's fine. It's sad, but you cannot keep us with you forever. One-on-one love or marriage only holds meaning when both parties belong to the same species and share the same lifespan—when they can swear eternity together... You don't fit that mold from the start. Equality doesn't exist in the first place... So, just love in your own way."

"Even if Eilina freely forgives me... It still feels cowardly..."

"Yes, it's cowardly. What you gave me can only be described as cowardice. You shattered illusions of conventional marriage and idealized love, wanting to give more to yourself... W-wait, what am I saying?"

"…You know…"

If she seemed to be speaking shamelessly, she would suddenly lower her head in embarrassment.

I couldn't tell if she was bold or naive; it's truly hard to understand this girl.

But—

"If you keep saying such cute things, you'll end up pregnant."

"…U-um, that's troublesome…♪"

Eirina smiled happily.

"Hah. That's fine, that's fine."

Chibi Laila chuckled.

"You are not granted eternity. You have too much love. I knew this from the start. Yet, I fell in love with you anyway... You can just be yourself. Just as always, let your affection follow your impulses."

"…Don't compare people to lustful monkeys all the time."

I realized my argument lacked persuasiveness.

"…Um, that kind of conversation should stay among ourselves…"
Neia, pulling back her hat brim, made a modest request.

They arrived at the Red Clan's estate by midday.

There, Eirina turned to the other girls with a solemn expression.

"I'll definitely return to Polka by tomorrow. So, could you two let me go from here on?"

"Well…"

Diane stifled Neia, who was about to say something, with a wry smile.

"Understood."

"Eh, but—"

"It's fine. …I've heard where we're going next, and I know everyone will be safe."

Diane paused for a moment.

"Aurora probably wants to make herself the protagonist when she catches a man and returns to her hometown, doesn't she?"

"…Yes. That's right."

As if understanding what was being said, Aurora also paused before bursting into giggles.

Laila nodded in agreement. Only Neia wore a slightly confused expression, but she was pushed along anyway, spinning around.

"Well then."

"I'm sorry."

Diane and Eirina exchanged a light wave.

Then, Eirina took my hand and led me to the irregularly shaped plaza where teleportation magic is cast.

"Next is White."

"Yeah."

The estate of the White Clan was nothing special—a village nestled deep in the mountains.
Nearby lay a lake and a river; scattered manor houses dotted the landscape, while the forest spread endlessly, wrapping around gentle hills.

"This is..."

"The final destination of this journey. The last place I wish to show Lord Smaison... or rather, there's nothing truly worth seeing here."

"No, that's not quite it. ...It's just interesting to think about where Eirina grew up."

"Huh?"

A young elf peered cautiously from beyond the trees of the forest.

The village exuded a tranquil atmosphere; people moved slowly through its streets, and one could almost intuitively grasp how Eirina had lived here over a hundred years ago.
Peaceful, gentle, utterly ordinary.
That is surely what this land was like.
She must have been raised with pure, straightforward love.

"Ugh, ugh... I feel like they're staring at me strangely."

"Don't mind them."

Soon after, adult elves hurried toward the visibly uncomfortable Eirina. Seeing children behind them, it seemed they had taught the kids to approach her.

"Eirina-sama!"

"You've returned safely, Eirina-sama!"

"This human is..."

"Lord Smaison. You should know him; he's the hero of that Holy Beast incident."

"Yes... Welcome. I am Darr, one of those who tends to Eirina-sama."

"And I'm Ritz."

"I'm Margaret."

One by one, the elves offered greetings with bowed heads, making me feel quite embarrassed.

All three were young and beautiful as usual, yet their air radiated that of anxious caretakers, earning my immediate goodwill.

"By the way, let's treat Lord Smaison properly! Having guided countless clans and estates, I want to prepare a feast so impressive no one can say we fell short!"

"Yes, sir!"

Swiftly obeying Eirina's words, the three elves dashed off.

Then, Eirina took my hand and led me toward the lake.

"The dinner will be worth looking forward to... How about a lakeside stroll until then?"

"That sounds fine."

I had assumed, taking Diane's words at face value—that she meant for me to become the protagonist of some grand event—but apparently not.

Eirina held my hand as we slowly walked along the lakeshore beside the clan estate.

It was a lake roughly two hours' walk around its perimeter.

While paths had been laid out around it, there were hardly any signs of frequent foot traffic.

"Even the elves seem to be facing declining birthrates."

"Well, yes. It might even be said that their numbers are dropping most sharply among certain clans."

Eirina spoke with a tinge of sadness.

"There's an ancient ruin beneath this lake. The sunken palace is said to be at the center of an old barrier."

Hita, hitahita, Elenia steps forward across the surface of the lake. My boots splash up water with ease, yet she walks upon it without a single ripple disturbing the mirror-like expanse.

After just a few steps, she turns to look back at me.

"White has been entrusted with the heavy burden of guarding this barrier's core... The collapse of the barrier would not merely strip the elves of their protection; if we were to release the warped space within, the entire continent could face destruction... And yet, Father insists on passing the leadership of our clan to a girl like me. There are no others left. Should the clan leader fall ill, there is no one else but this ignorant child, whose only talent lies in magic, to shoulder such responsibility... That is why I support Kristi's research. The decline of our elves is not merely a natural phenomenon; we cannot simply accept it as the waning of our race. There must be something we can do."

"...Elenia."

"I'm sorry for airing my grievances... but I wanted to confide in you at least once. Even I... carry burdens of my own."

A faint, troubled smile graces her lips.
"Like any other woman, I long to be embraced by you."

That is why—

...that is why she wished to return with only the two of us.

Not because I sought support from others, but to confirm that, as myself, I would still reach out to her.

"I don't particularly enjoy being tested like this," she says.

"My apologies."

"But, well, I'll go along with it. Even so, I will never let you go. You are mine forever."

"...Understood."

"No, you're my female slave. I'll impregnate you. Just like any other woman, I'll continue to make love to you until the day we die. Elenia, it doesn't matter whether you're an elf or a clan leader—I claim you because you're beautiful."

"......Yes... Ah, as expected, you say such things...♪"

Elenia takes my hand and leads me forward.
Invited across the lake's surface, this time my boots do not sink.

Gazing intently into the blue waters, I can clearly see a palace-like structure rising beneath.

Directly above it, in the very center of the lake, we embrace as if the water itself were our bed.

"Elenia..."

"...Heheh. I've been skilled in this water-walking magic since childhood, precisely because I often gazed down upon this place."

"So, fate has brought us to conceive here, in a spot steeped in memories...?"

"Fate is indeed ironic," she replies.

"I find it rather bitter."

"But I am happy... You cherish me as a woman despite such a cruel twist of fate...♪"

I strip away Elenia's clothes, while hers are removed by her own hands.

Upon the most sacred facility of our clan estate, in the heart of the lake.

A young clan leader and I entwine naked, devouring each other's lips.

"Are you sure this illusion will hold?"

"Do you not trust me? If we engage in such play, it is I who shall face ruin."

"As expected."

The water beneath our feet, manipulated by magic, feels like a bed of cotton—cool to the touch, yet never chilling enough to freeze our bodies.
In this vast expanse, I violate the ruler of this land, still appearing as a child.
How liberating... how sinful...

"Hehe... Well, come here, Lord Smaysion..."
After a passionate kiss, Elina spreads her legs and invites me inside.

The ethereal, swaying background contrasts sharply with her pale, slender naked form—a sight so dazzling it nearly blinds me.

"Push your hips out further. Open your legs bolder... yes."

"Hehe, you're being crude, my lord... ♪"

"I'll make you endure this for the rest of your life. You won't escape now."

"By the time you're an old man, I'll have become some utterly shameless mistress... ♪"

To her, the sense of taboo and liberation must be far greater than what I feel. Trembling with humiliation, her entire body flushed crimson as her small, hairless genitals glistened visibly with arousal.

"This perverted girl..."
I could no longer hold back and lunged forward.

Slapping my inner thighs together like a frenzy, I kissed her chest, then devoured her lips while frantically searching for her vagina with the desperate movements of an animal in heat, grinding my penis against her. Pre-cum smeared across her skin.

"Ahh... Lord Smaysion, my pussy is right here... right here... fill me up... ruin me from the inside... ♪"

"Yes, I'll ruin you. I'll make sure you never forget your cock. Every time you return to this estate, I want you to remember what I did to you here... I want you to remember being impregnated by me with all my strength!!"

"Ahh, yes, defile me further... let yourself stain me... ♪"

"Gaaahh...!!"

"Nnnk, haa...!!"

I thrust forcefully into Elina.

Her slender limbs looked so fragile that even I could break them. Her adorable face was completely flushed with stimulation and shame. Every limb of hers clung to mine—refusing to let go, refusing to separate. She gripped me tightly, exerting immense effort as if trying to accept my base desires.

Such a silver-haired beauty filled me with such intense affection that I moved wildly, pounding my hips without restraint. I hammered my glans against her cervix over and over.

"Ahh... Lord Smaysion, I'm... I'm... kkuu, aaah..."

"You belong to me. You're my female slave. You'll have sex with me for the rest of your life. You'll bear my children!!"

"Yes... yes, I am... I am yours... your woman... hard... you are my master... ♪"

"Goooooohh...!!"

Elina's eyes narrowed in a trance-like state of ecstasy, while I could see nothing but the peak of my arousal. The man and woman desperately thrusting in the middle of the lake must have looked terribly foolish, yet...

I swung my hips with such intensity that it felt like my head would burst from the strain. And then—

"Khh!!"

Climax.

I pulled away from Elina's waist and splashed my semen all over the lake water with a _pichapicha_ sound.

"Ahh... haa... ah... ah... S-Smaysion, my lord...?"
Though exhausted from my actions, Elina looked at me with a slightly bewildered expression.

"……How shameless of me…♪"

"Heheh… phew…"

Eventually, they exchanged smiles and both slumped in relief.
The scattered semen floated gently against the backdrop of the ruins, strangely conspicuous.

The next day, I returned to Polka alongside Irina.

"So, it seems His Excellency Smyson intends to make me his female slave," she declared casually before Dianna and the others, her tone dripping with the implication that I had been utterly at the mercy of my own desires.

"Ah, Irina…?"

Agreed?

...A mischievous smirk returned in response.

"Hey Andy, calm down and think this through; we can't just act on impulse."

"Andy-kun? When exactly do you plan to begin formally training Master?"

"Don't be fooled by Anzeros or Hilda! This guy is surprisingly..."

"Heheh, isn't your excuse pitiful, His Excellency Smyson? I've got it all on record. You asked me to have sex with you for the rest of my life and bear your children, didn't you?"

"Could we at least show a little mercy!!"

...I hope this is Irina's way of hiding her embarrassment.
Extra 7: The Spirit of the Modern Hero
The Spirit of the Modern Hero
A Polka in the dead of winter, with snowflakes dancing through the air.
That place, apart from being a resort for those seeking healing through hot springs, has recently taken on the appearance of a training ground where many swordsmen come to hone their own skills.

Most of these trainees are members of the Dianne Special Operations Unit and their associates engaging in self-directed practice. Inspired by them, elves with a strong warrior inclination can now be seen undertaking rigorous personal training along the forest's edge.

Even amidst such activity, on days when heavy snow blankets the ground, no one is foolish enough to frolic outdoors. Though it may not be "ploughing in fair weather and reading in foul," immersing oneself in books at the inn's dining hall under an aurora sky like today can still be considered meaningful.

"Aurora Ten-Headed Leader, what are you reading?"

"Mr. Tetes, can you read too?"

The book Aurora had closed was titled _Celesta Eastern and Western Heroes Chronicle, Issue No. 22_.

"Heroes Chronicle…?"

"It's a newly updated catalog claiming to comprehensively cover information on famous warriors, centered around Celesta's military personnel—officially speaking."

"Officially speaking means…"

"To be frank, it's still just a civilian publication. There are inaccuracies and omissions galore... Well, even an Ace Knight like me struggles to track down certain records, so one could say it's actually quite well-researched without compromising military secrets. For a Master Knight or someone of equivalent rank currently active in service, this book captures almost everything."

"Wow. Are you aiming to be included in that list too, Leader Aurora?"

"Hehe. Well, I can't deny there's some truth to that."

Aurora smiled and spread out other books stacked on the table. Titles like _Sword Saint Chronicle: Year 39 of King Yurisius_ and _Comprehensive Guide to Continental Knights, Volume 7_ were printed on their covers.

"Wow. You've got so many!"

"I've loved reading these since childhood, so whenever I visit a major city and spot a bookstore, I can't help but buy them... There are even articles about my brother and Mr. Anzeros."

"Oh, I'd like to see those. I know the basic personal details since they reach the Royal Intelligence Bureau of Renfanggas, but I don't have access to detailed evaluations."

As Tetes flipped through the pages, Aurora inserted a bookmark for him.

──The Noble Son of the Forest Territory: No Blade Can Sever the Vacuum Edge!──

General Lucas (32)
Master Knight / Southern Army Corps, Celesta Military
・Power: ★★★★★
・Speed: ★★★★★★★
・Technique: ★★★★★★★★★
・Overall Rating: ★★★★★★★★

The legitimate heir and prodigy of the Colony Leader in the Southeastern Forest Territory, hailed as a beautiful swordsman of genius.
His true strength remains immeasurable, with some voices suggesting this article underestimates him.
When his sword swings, it cleaves through massive trees twenty paces away, felling them with a thunderous crash. Due to its originality, there are aspects that cannot be quantified by the ★ rating system.

Above all, what makes him truly cunning is the combination of his formidable power with his striking appearance and graceful demeanor. He stands as the very model of how a nobleman ought to conduct himself.

However, it should be noted that recently, though the specific circumstances remain unclear, he underwent an audit by the Intelligence Legion and was subsequently placed under house arrest, indicating a history of various troubles.

──Here is the orthodox "Wind-Slicing Blade" trained in Trot!──

"Wind-Slicing Blade" Anzoros (Ten-Headed Leader, Age Unknown)
Ace Knight / Special Operations Unit of the Celesta Army
・Power: ☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed: ☆☆☆
・Technique: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating: ☆☆☆☆☆

Until recently, he was famous as the guardian escort for Basson's renowned border unit, the "Crossbow Squad," which protected Trot's borders. He is a half-elf boy swordsman whose pride lies in his massive armor, disproportionate to his frame, and his short sword capable of felling even ogres with a single strike. Despite his appearance as a beautiful youth, he possesses undeniable skill and strength; judging him by looks alone would be a painful mistake. Recent investigations have whispered that he may be female, but details remain unknown due to his transfer to the Special Operations Unit.

"Oh, Anzoros Ten-Headed Leader seems quite fast... Is it really only three stars in Celesta?"

"That's because my information isn't entirely accurate. I haven't been able to keep up with Anzoros's shift toward a speed-based fighting style since he lost his armor two years ago due to an incident involving his brother. My data is simply outdated. If I were to update it now, I'd say six stars... or perhaps seven would be more solid."

"You're right? Good, because if he were only three stars, wouldn't Al-chan be around five?"

"The article on the Dancing Spear should be in your 'Comprehensive Guide to Continent Knights.' The information is old, but the evaluation criteria are almost the same."

──One of the fastest knight candidates in the Afilum Empire──

"Dancing Spear" Almeida
An elf Paladin.
Currently an adventurer affiliated with the Folklore Adventurers' Guild.
Once one of the most renowned Paladins in the Afilum Empire, she has since severed ties with the Afilum Army for some reason and is said to be residing in Folclore, the second-largest city of the Kingdom of Trot.

She possesses combat skills that are perfectly balanced at a high level. Above all, her speed is so extraordinary that it leaves behind even beastkin who excel in leg strength. Her attacks, delivered with a spear—a weapon that should never rely on sheer volume of strikes—display terrifying movements that effortlessly saturate any defense. Her fighting style resembles a meticulously choreographed dance.

・Attack Power: ☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Special Skills: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Combat Power: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆★

"...This one is a bit more formal in its wording."

"That's because the 'Celesta East-West Heroes Chronicle' tends to include a fair share of gossip, I think. It has some rather earthy parts as well."

"Indeed. Still, Al-chan's reputation is quite high, isn't it?"

According to that book, Almeida's evaluation rivals even that of a Master Knight.
Though comparing two different works, her rating surpasses Lucas's.
Tete nodded with satisfaction, thinking, "Of course," but then the actual Almeida appeared before them.

"That book... It seems I'm being overrated."

"Al-chan."

"While I'm confident no one can beat me in speed, there's a bit of the reviewer's fantasy mixed into that assessment. Look—if judged by those standards, I'd be considered the strongest knight even among the Afilum order."

"Oh, really... There's no one rated higher than Al-chan, not even among the Lords of Afilum."

"In reality, I lost more than half my matches against the Lord. Speed alone isn't enough to defeat many opponents."

"I see..."

"No, actually, it surprises me that I won nearly half of them... Though officially, I've received multiple recommendations from the Lord."

Almeida looked slightly displeased.

"In their region, promotions aren't decided through battles or exams. Instead, a Knight Selection Committee composed of selected officers from each duchy determines who becomes a Paladin or Lord. Depending on political trends within the Empire, one might never be promoted despite numerous recommendations, or conversely, be promoted without possessing adequate strength."

"So, it's not entirely surprising that Almeida could become a Lord...?"

"I don't know if I'd qualify as a Master Knight or Black Arm, but at least in Afilum, I was on that level. Moreover, the fact that some Lords I defeated weren't necessarily strong serves as proof of this."

"Well, there's still a slight possibility that even Red Arm isn't particularly strong."

Red Arm, a full knight of Renfangsa, is promoted based on the number of Frontline Medals he holds.
Most are indeed formidable warriors worthy of such accolades after countless battles, but there are several interchangeable medals in value, and some have managed to be promoted without ever encountering monsters—a kind of shortcut, though it takes an extraordinarily long time to accumulate enough medals for promotion.

"After all, this is just an article written by foreigners based on hearsay. Besides, I'm already a knight of Renfangsa..."

"Al-chan, the publication date of this book was two years ago."

"...Well, in that case, there's nothing to be done about it."

Since Almeida had joined Renfangsa last year, it was natural for the information to be outdated.

"In any case, among these publications, only the 'Celesta East-West Heroes Chronicle' is issued annually. The 'Comprehensive Guide to Continental Knights,' which follows famous knights across the continent, often has gaps of four or five years between editions. Even though information spreads quickly these days, gathering such extensive and high-quality data is quite laborious."

"Oh dear. But I'd like to become a knight worthy of being featured in the next edition too!"

Tete said cheerfully.

However... if even a hint that she's Alex Buster's sister became known, she'd surely be included without hesitation. After all, "famous" knights aren't necessarily those who are particularly strong.
...Given these circumstances, Aurora decided to keep silent.

"But the detail in 'The Legend of the Sword Saint' is astonishing... They let me give such thorough interviews."

Almeida sighed while gazing at "The Legend of the Sword Saint."

"That's probably because the editor belongs to the War History Club at the Capital University."

"A university club? Can they really produce such a magnificent book?"

Closing the book with a snap, Almeida examined the binding closely.

The magnificent leather binding certainly doesn't look like something produced by an amateur.

"It seems the original was a scroll. Midway through, it was reshaped into its current form at the behest of Lord Crawford, who believed it should be widely published to boost morale. To this day, the Crawford family continues to fund its publication."

"…Well, if a university student is conducting an interview, even a Heroic Sword Saint can't simply ignore them, and the resulting book will naturally be substantial. Still, I'm surprised it's continued even after the Celesta War."

"As for Celesta, they have no intention of destroying or abolishing the Sword Saint themselves. They continue to utilize him effectively as a deterrent against the Afilum Empire."

Celesta is a nation that is strict regarding conflicting interests, yet fully understands that valuable things are fragile and difficult to replace.

The immense trust and admiration surrounding the "Sword Saint" cultivated by the Trot Kingdom, along with its formidable influence over neighboring states, is something that, once shattered, cannot be easily rebuilt. It is recognized as an asset worth leveraging even at some cost.

"There are still many children who aspire to become swordsmen inspired by the legend of the Sword Saint. Such publications appear to be tolerated as long as they do not openly oppose Celesta."

"The more I hear, the more tolerant Celesta seems. It's hard to imagine such a mindset coming from the blood-soaked conflicts of the Afilum Peninsula. …Indeed, there were plans at the time to seize one-third of Trot by capitalizing on the collapse of the Sword Saint Legion and use it as a bridgehead for Celesta, but those plans were abandoned thanks to Celesta leaving more of Trot's military strength intact than anticipated."

"Celesta is a nation of merchants. They are shrewd when it comes to things with value."

"Afilum… no, if Deep Green had been like that, it would have been better…"

Almeida flips through the book again.

"By the way, this book has quite a few bookmarks."

"Yes. Since many of the articles feature acquaintances, checking them is enjoyable."

"Acquaintances…?"

"Naturally, His Excellency the Supreme Sword Saint Arthur Bonaparte, but also Captain Gilbert Granz and Lieutenant Hector Randall are all familiar faces. I even added bookmarks to the entries about the Sword Saints I saw in Rennesot recently."

"Hmm… I only caught a glimpse of them at Gibraltar Fortress."

Almeida opens the page using the bookmark as a guide.

── The Strongest of All Generations of the Sword Saint Legion: The Living Legend, the Supreme Sword Saint ──

Arthur Bonaparte
Former Commander of the Sword Saint Legion
Former Captain of the Royal Guard

Much of his ability to make the Sword Saint Legion known as the strongest in the Northwest Plains lies in his strength and charisma.
Standing at 189 cm, he is tall even for a human; approaching him evokes an overwhelming sense of dominance. Yet, his smile conveys that of a true gentleman, accompanied by a refreshing vitality reminiscent of a mischievous youth.
While his appearance undoubtedly contributes to his charisma, his actual prowess is even more absolute.
Not only does he possess superhuman strength that never loses in a contest of power against ogres, but his swordsmanship is said to have reached the divine realm.
His favored weapon is a greatsword crafted by Vicks Vale himself, the top-ranked swordsmith of the Capital's Ten Swordsmiths. Though unsuitable for formal duels, he remains undefeated against every other Sword Saint he has faced. He is particularly exceptional in wielding the "Blast Attack," the symbol of Trotian swordsmen; when unleashed at full power, it creates a tornado capable of destroying ordinary buildings.
However, the wounds he sustained in the previous war were not superficial, and he is currently recovering.
Given his age, a return to active duty is unlikely, but I would like to see him once again raise his sword in the Great Arena as a great hero—even just once.

Attack Power: 7
Agility: 6
Combat Technique: 10
Overall Strength

S
(The portrait depicts him during his active service.)

──The Ghost Instructor of the Grand Arena──

Gilbert Granz, "Master"
Even today, countless young swordsmen sweat within the Grand Arena.
Most are "Ace Knights" commissioned after the Celesta War, yet the man who imparts their techniques is a true and unadulterated Sword Saint. Approaching fifty, he still instills fear in these youthful warriors.

Jokes circulate that his longevity stems from his bloodline, but the secret to his strength lies not only in his relentless weekly discipline but also in his perfected technique and boundless mental fortitude.

His name is Gilbert Granz. How fitting that a man of such stature serves as an associate professor at the Capital University. His lectures are renowned for their clarity and his merciless attitude toward absentees; those lacking even a shred of confidence in perfect attendance are advised not to enroll... but let us leave that aside.

Originally of scholarly disposition, he refused enlistment in the Sword Saint Legion during the previous war, fearing it would disrupt his university duties—a rare anomaly among Sword Saints. Yet, his command capabilities are said to be first-rate. Rumors persist that he also declined a general's commission from the Celesta Army for similar reasons; whether true or false remains uncertain.

A native of the Capital, he possesses a friendly demeanor, often guiding lecture students to hidden culinary gems in the city during his off-duty hours.

Though intended as an introduction to his role as a Sword Saint, this portrayal seems somewhat off-key. There are facets of him that remain invisible when viewed solely through that lens; please forgive my hesitation in putting pen to paper.

Attack Power: 4
Agility: 5
Combat Technique: 10
Overall Strength: B

──The Last Sword Saint Bears Both Flower and Fruit──

Ector Randall
A genius swordsman who earned the title of Sword Saint at just fifteen, he is known as "the Last Sword Saint" after Trot's defeat shortly following his commission, which stripped the military command authority and the power to appoint Sword Saints.

As the legitimate heir of the prestigious noble House Randall and an outstanding student, he is constantly surrounded by women within the Capital University, though male friends remain scarce on campus.

Though his sword has been wielded in actual combat only once—during the collapse of the Sword Saint Legion—his prowess is highly regarded. Reports suggest he has already surpassed ordinary senior Sword Saints, emerging prominently and even entering the range for the Master Knight examination.

His style is purely orthodox; he is proficient in "Blast Attack" and possesses considerable speed.

When a right-wing group within the Capital University caused a disturbance, he worked alongside Associate Professor Gilbert Granz to suppress it. His brilliant feat—using a single dagger and one Blast Attack to flip a desk and rescue a female student held hostage in an instant—has become legendary on campus.

The university's art club painted his likeness in oil, which is now on display. Rumors say he wishes to purchase the painting and have it removed.

The fact that swordsmen like him can still emerge from within the nation offers great hope to the people of Trot in the Capital.

Attack Power: 6
Agility: 7
Combat Technique: 6

Overall Combat Power
B

──That movement, swift as flight. That single strike, sharp as a claw and fang──

"Raven of Shrantz" Joseph Bay
Former captain of the 7th Squad, Order of the Sword Saints.
A Great Sword Saint, reputed to rank among the top ten in terms of raw power within the Order.
Mentor figure to "Zephyr" Abel Dingil; renowned for his high-speed swordsmanship.
A master of dual-wielding, he delivers a dazzling blow that severs an opponent's collarbone to shatter their will to fight, then vanishes instantly—tactics that earned him the title "Knight of the Raven." Later, after adopting his homeland Shrantz as his epithet, he became known as the "Raven of Shrantz."
Though his combat prowess is first-class, he also commands great respect as a general.
The Order's legendary readout attacker, Joseph Bay—the man who could lead from the front or command from afar. It is said that even the military headquarters of that era struggled greatly to decide which role would prove more valuable.

Attack Power: 8
Agility: 8
Combat Technique: 8
Overall Combat Power: S

──That hue, the azure sky, the blue of salvation──

"Blue Knight" Bartholomew Dean III
Former captain of the 11th Squad, Order of the Sword Saints. A Great Sword Saint.
Known as a flashy noble for always wearing his family heirloom, the Azure Mantle—hence the moniker "Blue Knight."
Even while donning it in battle, the mantle remains untouched by bloodstains or tears—a testament to his formidable skill.
A master of the halberd and adept at executing burst attacks; his tactics leave no openings, and his timing for disengaging is equally renowned. He excels particularly in rescuing allied units, earning him many loyal Trot soldiers who will never forget the brilliance of that azure cloak.
There's even a saying: "Only a wicked woman or a sudden storm can soil his mantle."
Incidentally, he was also notorious as a henpecked husband; once this reputation reached his wife, he reportedly lost considerable weight.

Attack Power: 5
Agility: 7
Combat Technique: 8
Overall Combat Power: A

──The Order of the Sword Saints' ferocious spearhead commander──

"Penetrator" Cain Gold
Former member of the 2nd Squad, Sword Saint Legion. Great Sword Saint.

Even within the Sword Saint Legion, where coordinated action is their greatest strength, there are moments when a breakthrough is tactically essential.

In such situations, it is always this reliable man who charges in first: Cain Gold.

His ability to break through lines possesses an almost absolute power; no ordinary vanguard unit can hold him back, and even the cavalry cannot effectively pursue him. He combines this with an uncanny instinct for spotting those fleeting opportunities that lead to victory.

Cain's breakthroughs have frequently guided the Sword Saint Legion to triumph. Official records of formal battles show he created winning conditions seven times alone, while accounts suggest his impact in ambushes was even greater.

In terms of achievements achieved through solo maneuvers, he is widely regarded as one of the top performers within the entire Sword Saint Legion.

However, he is far from unscathed; injuries are not uncommon.

Even the invincible Sword Saint Legion owes its string of victories to the relentless efforts of warriors like him, who fight while bleeding.

Attack Power
8
Agility
7
Combat Skill
4
Overall Rating
A

"Indeed... I'd very much like to test my skills against Arthur Bonaparte someday."
Almeida grumbled thoughtfully.

"Arthur and Lord Bonaparte? Hmm, I suppose I should take a look at them too," Tetes said carelessly.

Even though this was just training, Aurora smiled helplessly; she had been unable to stand a chance against Anzeros and the other two.

Just then, Sieg Becker returned from the hot springs, steam rising from his body as he passed by.

"Hey! What an interesting group putting together some fascinating matchups!"

"Special Duty Captain."

"Huh? So there's actually an evaluation for Lord Bonaparte? Man, that rating seems pretty low."

"Low?"
Seeing Almeida's intrigued expression, Sieg grinned.

"If I were to rate him... well, let's say Attack Power 10, Agility 8. There's no way that old man could have lower attack power than the Eagle of Schrantz!"

"When you say Attack Power 10, that's basically a special category like General Scott Vincent..."
Aurora pointed out gently.

Vincent, being an Overnight, is Celesta's general; in Almeida's "Chronicles of the Sword Saint," his stats are effectively unused.

But...

"Sure, Vincent's attack power is high, but I get the feeling that old man's serious strike could make even him pause. That kind of attack power isn't just about technique or skill—it's something more fundamental."

"...Fundamental?"

The Aurora, looking utterly bewildered; Tetes, who seemed to have grasped the situation after all; and Almeida, appearing somewhat satisfied with his understanding.
This was a realization shared only by those who had long fought as warriors.

"Of course Vincent's article is there too, in that 'Chronicles of Celesta's Eastern and Western Heroes' issue... Oh, number 22—that's the December issue from last year. You've got great taste!"

"I bought it at Tark just recently."

"Oh, I see, back then. Let me take a look."

──Celesta's "Sword"! The Lightning King, renowned as the strongest warrior on the continent──

"Overnight of Thunderclap" Special General Scott Vincent (41)
Overnight / Member of Celesta Special Lightning Brigade
・Power: ★★★★★★★★☆☆
・Speed: ★★★☆☆☆☆☆
・Technique: ★★★★☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating: ★★★★★★★★☆☆

The ultimate Ogre warrior who embodies Celesta with his absolute offensive power.
While his immense physical strength is awe-inspiring, what truly stands out is the lightning ability that gave rise to his nickname.
Though some Ogres possess a rare condition called "Elercon," allowing them to manipulate electricity, it usually only serves to numb those they touch.
But Vincent's abilities far surpass this; he can unleash lightning freely from his horns and, depending on the weather, strike the surroundings from the sky itself with terrifying precision.
No enemy can withstand such power. Even if one could, his prideful double axes would cleave them in two.
His mere presence, appearing anywhere at will atop a Flying Dragon, has become a deterrent not only for domestic security but also for neighboring nations.
By the way, he's still single.
He claims to prefer wives who are cats or fox-beasts, though finding a match is proving difficult due to their bristly fur.

──Celesta's "Shield"! The terror of an invincible man standing there──

"Overnight of Steel" Special General Ryo Amatsushima (38)
Overnight / Member of Celesta Special Lightning Brigade
・Power: ★★★★☆☆☆☆
・Speed: ★★★☆☆☆☆☆
・Technique: ★★★☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating: ★★★★★★★★☆☆

To put it plainly, he's not particularly strong in terms of combat power.
Yet his overall evaluation is abnormally high due to his extraordinary vitality.

There's an anecdote where a military doctor snapped, "Either make him a Moving Corpse or a Holy Beast!" Despite having survived at least 137 near-death experiences without actually dying—having risen unscathed each time—he continues to act as if nothing happened.

He's been crushed between siege engines and boulders, riddled with spears by infantry units, burned alive along with fortresses, buried alive, beaten to a pulp with double axes after a fight with General Vincent, drowned in Queenica's sea, and countless other horrors.

Yet in almost every case, he emerges alive, blood-soaked but shouting things like "I'm not done yet, you bastard!"

To the enemy, he must be nothing short of terrifying.

Even though his attack power is merely the minimum required for an Ace Knight, once he's deployed, the enemy forces are left in complete chaos.

Regarded as a trump card in a different sense from General Vincent, he is truly the command's secret weapon. Well-known, yes.

──The Strange Bird arrives! What does the blue bird carry?──

"Blue Gale" General Clay Kingfisher (42)
Master Knight / Celesta Western Army Corps
・Power: ★★★★☆
・Speed: ★★★★★★★★
・Technique: ★★★★☆
・Overall Evaluation: ★★★★★★★★

The Birdman race is rare even in Celesta.
Yet, surprisingly, there are several Ace Knights who are Birdmen within the Celesta forces. He is by far the most famous and strongest among them.

Despite being a Birdman, he wields immense leg strength as his primary weapon, using his wings only for directional control and jump maneuvers. This is a rational tactic suited to their nature, allowing them to move faster and more unpredictably than any other race.

His movements, sweeping through the battlefield like a storm, are difficult even for Ace Knights to track. It's well-known that during Master Knight trials, three Ace Knights couldn't even draw a single strike against him.

However, there are also rumors that he's attention-seeking and rather scatterbrained.
Perhaps because he's a bird?

"Boo-ha-ha-ha! Great! Anyone writing this has nothing to fear! Next time I'll drag Kingfisher over here!"

"Please stop. You might break him."

"Aww, that's possible."

Zieg laughs heartily, kicking his legs back and forth. Aurora looks visibly annoyed.

"And Becker Special Lieutenant Colonel got picked on too."

"Seriously?"

──The world's most famous spy is none other than him!──

"Dreamer at Daybreak" Special Lieutenant Colonel Zieg Becker (40)
Ace Knight / Celesta Special Intelligence Brigade
・Power

☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed
☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Technique
☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating
☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆

This genius, who passed the Ace Knight exam at just twelve years old, is now forty. Time is merciless.
His numerous feats have long been revealed; he has conquered countless legendary monsters and ruins, proving himself a true powerhouse.
In particular, his speed is said to be the fastest on the entire continent, surpassing even Almida's "Dance Spear" and Trot's "Zephyr" Abel Dingil.
However, his fighting style relies heavily on knives and traps—he is nothing less than an assassin in battle. There are indeed counterarguments questioning how he would perform in actual combat.
Even so, rumors have recently surfaced that he was captured by an Ogre woman, allegedly caught in the act of cheating immediately afterward.
He is undeniably a flashy man even in his private life.

"Hey, who wrote this? I can only think you must hold some grudge against me!"

"I'm afraid I can't say anything to you. And if you break it, please bring us a replacement."

"...Guh-guh-guh..."

Zieg, clutching the book as if ready to tear it apart, reluctantly sets it down.

Tetesu, chuckling softly, suddenly turned his gaze toward Almida.

"By the way, is Abel Dingil mentioned here? I've been curious about him since earlier."

"He's included in this."

Almida quickly flipped through the "Legend of the Sword Saint" she held.

"I've been oddly compared to him for about ten years now; it has bothered me quite a bit."

──The Fastest Knight of Trot──

"Zephyr" Abel Dingil
Former member of the 7th Squad, Order of the Sword Saints. Half-wolf beastkin.
The Order of the Sword Saints tends to prioritize overall capability and teamwork over individuals with exceptionally突出的 abilities.
Yet he possesses both those qualities while also holding one of the most outstanding talents on the entire continent.
Given his mother's wolf-beastkin heritage, bloodline influence may play a role. Still, few—even among beastkin—possess such agility as he does.
Though rare to find demi-humans within the Order, he is one of the few exceptions, making him an uncommon man in many ways.
His swordsmanship employs a hit-and-run tactic reminiscent of his master, "Eagle of Shrantz" Joseph Bay, who trained him at the Grand Arena. Due to his exceptional physical prowess, some even claim his combat ability already surpasses that of his master.
During the recent war, Celesta's strategy of effectively utilizing demi-humans proved decisive in certain aspects. With Abel as a catalyst, Trot may soon enter an era where the power of demi-humans is fully recognized and embraced.

Attack Power: 7
Agility: 10

Combat Skill
7
Overall Performance
A

"…………"

"Hold on, Dance Spear. I'm a bit curious... this guy seems younger than us, right?"

"If he's younger than you, then it's impossible for him to be older than me, Sieg Becker."

"Doesn't he seem oddly likable and cocky compared to our seasoned veterans?"

"I think so too. Honestly, we Speedsters should be getting a fairer evaluation."

"Yeah? Yeah?"

Almeida and Sieg, radiating black auras.

Aurora sighs. Tetes boldly—how else to put it—brings up a new topic.

"Speaking of which, what do you think of people like Captain Diane or Ms. Aurora who aren't listed here? How would Mr. Becker rate them?"

"Hmm... that's a good question. Well, let's see."

Sieg picks up a blackened board from the corner of the mess hall used for writing menus and begins scribbling with chalk.

・Captain Diane
Attack Power: 9
Speed: 10
Combat Skill: 10
Overall Performance: S-Tier (Strongest)

・Anzeros
Attack Power: 6
Speed: 8
Combat Skill: 8
Overall Performance: A-

・Aurora
Attack Power

7
Agility
4
Combat Technique
7
Overall Performance
B+

• Tetes
Attack Power
5
Agility
5
Combat Technique
8
Overall Performance
?

• Naris
Attack Power
4
Speed
5
Combat Technique
7
Overall Performance
?

"……I guess that's about it."

"Anzeros-san's stats are quite... and Tetes-san and the others' overall performance ratings seem rather arbitrary, don't they?"

"Honestly, Captain Anzeros still has a lot of reserve power lying dormant. Depending on how he combines magic with his Wind-Slicing Sword, he could become quite formidable. He hasn't been in any desperate battles lately, so it's hard to tell, but... Also, Knight Tetes, you haven't shown even a fraction of your true strength to anyone else yet, have you?"

"Eh..."

"It's obvious you're driving cautiously. While I wouldn't say using your trump card is bad, there are cases where power not demonstrated in training simply doesn't show up in actual combat. Don't die from overconfidence. And as for Naris-chan... well, she smells like Smayson."

"Wha—?"

"Hold it right there, Captain Aurora! Naris hasn't even..."

"Calm down, Captain Aurora, Dance Spear. I'm not saying I've sniffed out her body odor with some beast-like sense of smell or anything."

Zieg shrugged.

"Naris-chan just seems like the more you corner her, the more she'll slowly, gradually squeeze out a little bit of juice each time. In a different sense from Knight Tetes, there's something about her that remains utterly unknown... Smayson is the same way. He's not much of anything—neither in ability nor intellect. But just by what he's done, you can't help but acknowledge the elves' generous treatment of him. Depending on the situation, things could get quite interesting with Naris-chan too."

"Muu..."

"Is that so..."

Tetete looked slightly dissatisfied, while Aurora was deep in thought.

...Then, there he was.

"I'm not that powerful," Anzeru said, suddenly appearing and wiping himself off with a cotton cloth.

"What are you doing?"

"Honestly, I hate weird books like that! I don't want to get a nickname! Andy laughed at me!"

"Who cares?"

"That's why I'm saying it! I don't want to become famous in such a strange way!"

The swordsmen began shouting and making a commotion.

"Well, even if you're not strong, as long as you receive plenty of love from Lady Andy, that would be fine, wouldn't it? ♪"

"Hmm. Well, for a female slave, that must be the correct path."

"Shouldn't we head back soon..."

Selen, Eirina, and Maia all sipped their tea together.
Extra 8: Slaves Meet Slaves
Slaves Meet Slaves
This is a detailed version of Episode 259, "Resolution of Dissonance Part 2."

"Shall we begin with introductions? Even if it feels a bit late, let's all take this seriously, okay? ♪"

Selen takes the lead.

She places her hand over her chest.

"Let me start. I'm Selen from the Afilum Empire, a half-elf. Technically, my clan lineage falls under the Deep Green series, but don't worry about that. As a female slave, I'll be second in line♪"

Then she gestures to Apple beside her.

Apple shows a moment of surprise, glances at me, and then gathers herself with a determined expression.

"I'm Apple. My clan lineage is Purple, and as you can see, I'm also a half-elf. I don't remember it myself, but I seem to have been the first female slave. Please take care of me."

"Didn't remember...?"

"What do you mean?"

Sharon and Almeida raise their eyebrows.

"Oh, this is getting interesting," Tetes says.

"Don't get involved, Tetes-chan," Naris warns as she tries to hold Tetes back from leaning forward.

"Ahh..."

Apple flinches for a moment, but—

"Before Mr. Andy returned, I suffered life-threatening injuries in a conflict with the North and lost my memory. However, it is true that this child was indeed the first female slave."

Selen smoothly covers up the gap.

Eilina clears her throat.

"While I can't apologize for that... it's a fact confirmed during the Clan Council meeting. Apple remained in a coma for years, was revived by Lord Hilda, and subsequently lost her memory—"

"Is that so?"

"...Well, conflicts arise everywhere. It's not surprising."

Sharon and Almeida seem to accept this explanation.

"Now then, shouldn't it be Diane's turn next?"

Prompted by Eilina, Diane stands up.

"I'm Diane, daughter of Ashton from the Southern Desert, a dark elf. As everyone knows, I'm clumsy, but I intend to become Andy's wife."

Tetes interjects immediately.

"She's not even a female slave, is she?"

"...Yes. We never entered into such an agreement."

"Isn't that a disadvantage compared to the others?"

"I've never felt restricted in any way. Besides, I have no intention of enslaving myself or being enslaved. I simply wish to love Andy equally and on my own terms."

Diane declares this with confidence.

...Indeed, she was the only one who never once desired a collar.

Yet, given that such an arrangement is more common than rare, she stands out as truly unique.

"I see, so there's room for that kind of situation here too..."

"I've been wondering about this for a while now—what is Tetes doing? And Christie too."

"Eh? Well, it's fascinating, isn't it? Such an impressive gathering!"

At my interjection, Tetes made a face as if to say, "I have no idea why you'd ask such a thing."
What guts. No matter how you look at it, this is a total mismatch.

"Besides, there's nothing more relaxing or entertaining than observing the tangled web of another person's illicit passions."

"Tetes-chan, try to keep your teeth and clothes in check!"

At sixteen, she already possesses such audacity. Truly terrifying.

Then I turned my gaze toward Christie.

"...B-but Mr. Smaysen sometimes tries to impregnate people, doesn't he?"

"At least say 'sex'!"

"In that sense, it's not entirely unreasonable for us to be here... considering the possibility of childbirth..."

"Have some self-awareness about your own position!"

"B-but mostly, it's Mr. Smaysen's fault for so boldly attaching a collar to Irina! Even just the Sky Princess alone could become a diplomatic issue, yet he's a clan leader and also..."

"I am not small because I am young!"

This is getting ridiculous.

"...Um, well... since we're all here, I assume everyone agrees that they consent to being impregnated by Andy."

Selen began summarizing the situation with a serious expression.

"Is that okay?"

Christie paused for a few seconds.

"...W-well..."

"Not okay?"

"No... um, well... if Mr. Smaysen is feeling inclined, I wouldn't object too strongly..."

"Does being a female slave matter to you?"

Selen. I don't think that's something you need to confirm.
"...Well, um... it certainly doesn't seem like we can make this a proper marriage."

Christie reluctantly tried to give her approval while putting on an air of reluctance.

Then Tetes chimed in with a teasing remark.

"You're fully prepared to be made into a female slave, aren't you?"

"!! N-no, it's not quite like that..."

"From what I can see, you look nothing more than a widow who has smoothly taken up an affair—sensei♪"

"H-hold on, Tetes-san! Don't say such strange things!"

By the way, Tetes and Christie seem to have a master-disciple relationship of sorts.
...Though it's clear that Tetes holds all the psychological upper hand.

Next, Anzeros stood up.
He seemed to hesitate for a moment, considering the atmosphere in the room, but ultimately raised his fist firmly against his chest and announced himself properly.

"Special Operations Unit Diane, directly under Celesta Army Command. I am Anzoros, captain of the escort infantry. I've known Andi for about eight years."
His introduction was impeccably formal for an official setting... yet.

"Hmm. Among our side, only Almeida and Princess Glory come to mind when someone mentions rank or status like that."
Elenia pointed out.

...Indeed, terms like "Army" or "Captain of Ten" hold no connection whatsoever to Fennel and her daughters. Thus, the first half of his statement is entirely meaningless.

"Anzoros... based on your origin, please state it again."
When I prompted him, Anzoros formed a pout but repeated his introduction.

"I am Anzoros, daughter of Linda Neumann from the White Clan and native of the capital city of Trot."
Ah... Fennel's four daughters nodded in acknowledgment.

"I've met Mr. Aaron before... His archery skills were on par with my father's."

"Wow, that's impressive!" Lorrie exclaimed, causing Sebori to widen her eyes.

Perhaps he is quite a master after all.

"Well, since both my parents were adventurers of sorts..."
...Upon reflection, it does sound like the kind of story they would tell.
That makes sense. Even for elves, venturing outside requires at least reaching a level capable of challenging places like the Holy Beast Dungeon; otherwise, family members would surely worry.
And if Lorrie's father could stand up to such dangers, he might indeed be quite formidable.

"...Well, just so you know, the Lorries belong to a warrior-class family."
Oregano added as an afterthought.
...Eh?

"Warrior class..."

"Hmm. It refers to families among humans who are akin to nobles or knights—those ready to take the lead in battle when needed. Though they don't boast as much as you might think."

"Lorrie is actually quite strong. At least among us, she has the most training in martial arts."

Elenia and Oregano explained once more.

However, Lorrie herself looked troubled—more so than that.

"That's not something I can live up to... I haven't trained seriously, so my skills aren't enough to fight monsters. I can only manage basic self-defense—enough to avoid being easily grabbed by a man."

"Really? Could you spar with me using swords?"

Anzoros seemed delighted and pressed forward eagerly, but Lorrie shook her head nervously.

"No way. I can barely do anything beyond self-defense... Just enough to not be easily overpowered if someone tries to grab me."

"I see... So you're about Jeanne's level, then?"

"I'm stronger than that! I can take down monsters!"

Jeanne countered Anzoros' remark.

Well, she does have some track record. Yes.

"Hmph. Don't push your luck. You're not in a condition to get injured."

"...W-well, I wouldn't seek out battles on my own anyway. Besides, I can't jump and leap around like Anzoros does."

"That's perfect. Jeanne and Peter will be protected by me, Lyra, and the others."
Anzoros pats Jeanne affectionately, treating her like a little sister—though in reality, she's just barely older than him.

Next up is Aurora.

Unlike Anzoros, she doesn't act stiff or overly formal. True to her image as an elf princess, she gracefully lifts the hem of her dress and bows elegantly.

"I am Aurora, daughter of Diore, the Sky-Colored Clan Leader... a pleasure to make your acquaintance."

"Well, I suppose there's no one here who doesn't know you," replies Ielina. As expected, Aurora is well-known among the counter team as well.

"Selen mentioned that it was too late to say anything now, so I should take this seriously..."

"Indeed, you're impressive."

Clapping her hands in praise, Selen commends Aurora warmly.

"Why would someone like you choose to become a female slave to your master?" asks Fennel and Sebory in unison.

"I'm genuinely curious about that," adds Fenner.

"Ever since I first saw the depth of Master Andi's character..." Aurora begins smoothly—until Anzoros grabs her shoulder.

"Are you skipping over the misunderstanding regarding General Lucas or something like that?"

"It's not a trivial matter, is it?"

"I have to admit, it's quite difficult to bring myself to say that. While Master Andi did suffer severe injuries, including having his foot cut off, he ultimately couldn't win... yet..."

"Yes, but in truth, Master Andi possessed the qualities of a true hero far surpassing my brother, so everything is fine♪"

Even I find this strong defense somewhat awkward.

However, what caught the counter team's interest was something else entirely.

"His foot was cut off!?"

"D-Did your master actually have his foot severed!? By that southern nobleman!?"

Sebory and Oregano immediately latch onto the topic.

...Ah, right. I vaguely recall being somewhat disabled for quite some time, but by the time we started dealing with Elf territory, my leg had fully healed.

"...So you endured such hardships?" asks Selen solemnly.

"Eh? I didn't know... Is this something that happened recently?"

I see. Even Ielina and Kristie weren't aware of it.

"By the way, I seem to remember something similar happening..." Luna looks troubled. After all, during our first meeting, she had to perform emergency magical treatment on me and force us into intimacy despite my condition.

It's surprising that so many members are unaware of this major injury.

"From about here on my left leg... it was a rather sudden and painful incident. Honestly, it was the most critical moment I've ever faced."

"Yet you still fought back, Master Andi. To protect both me and Mr. Anzoros♪"

As I explain, Selen adds thoughtfully, while Apple also appears deeply interested.

This girl doesn't seem to realize that even though I'm dragging her leg, she has no idea what caused the injury. Oh right.
"And it was Diane who bound her leg, and with Polka's Sacred Spring, I healed her completely."
Clang! Hilada sets down her cup and stands up.
"So, I'm Diane's older sister and Doctor Hilada. Having worked at the forefront of southern medicine for hundreds of years, I've seen every kind of injury and disease imaginable♪ My hobby is... well, let's just say it's something a bit risqué. Nice to meet you all☆"
Too honest.
And she's completely melted into the role of female slave.
...Well, I've mostly given up on that lately.
But someday, I really need to have a proper conversation with her.

"Hmph. By now, everyone should know who I am. I am Lyra of the Desert, Black Dragon and pet of Andy Smithson."

"...Mia. Blue Dragon. I'm also his pet."

Lyra and Mia, riding the wave of that stunned silence, quickly finish their self-introductions.

...Dragons bound by contracts of power should probably have more elaborate titles than just "pet," but maybe it's fine as is.

"And I'm Jeanne, a dwarf who gave birth to Andy's first child."

"...Luna Basil. Granddaughter of the leader of the cat-beast colony that Andy occupied."

"Occupied...!?"

In an atmosphere where everyone was already rushing through introductions, Luna's words brought everything to a sudden halt.

By the way, Tetes looked particularly surprised. She always times her reactions perfectly.

"...Occupied. There's a colony where Andy impregnated almost everyone himself."

As Luna calmly stated this, murmurs rippled through the room.

"...So that's what happened there..."

Naris holds his head in his hands.

And the girls, who know little about cat-beast colonies, fall into an unnecessarily praising tone of "as expected."

"Well, if he's a lust demon like this, it's not surprising..."

"They say cat-beasts have intense heat cycles, but for him to impregnate so many people..."

Almeida and Christie exchange expressions of awe mixed with disbelief.

...Since the fact is that there was no mixing involved, I can't really bring up Tea either.

But it's not like everyone was affected. Mostly young ones, up to maybe their thirties. Older women are out of range anyway.

"Well then, shall we move on to Captain Sharon or Lady Ailina?"

Tetes tries to smoothly transition the conversation, but everyone's gaze stops her from passing it directly to Sharon or Ailina.

Their eyes are fixed on Tetes and Naris.

"...Eh? What?"

"The seating order could remain as is, but I feel compelled to inquire about you two."

Ailina explains the meaning behind their stares.

"Not only why you're here, but also your backgrounds are somewhat concerning, so at least let us know those details."

...For Oregano and the others, these two are indeed quite mysterious figures.

"Eh, eh... Naris-chan, go ahead. You're qualified anyway, right?"

"What do you mean 'qualified'?! Ah—well... My name is Naris. I'm from the Southern Great Plains. As for my clan? No idea. When I was a child, our entire forest was burned to ash in the Fire Dragon War."

"That's..."

"But surely, someone could look into your background now that we're in the south?"

Fennel and the others stared at Naris, stunned.
"Looking it up won't change anything anymore, you know. Even if they found out my lineage, who'd pay me for it?"
Naris shrugged.

...Though she was joking, there was no mistaking the defiance in her words—a rebellion against the clan-based and bloodline-obsessed culture of elf society. For someone like Naris, forced to carve out a life outside those rigid traditions, recovering even a distant seat in her vanished family's legacy would mean little.

"So, I'm Tetes Marey. Daughter of a noble branch from Renfangas, and don't get me wrong—I'm pretty strong too! Also, despite being one of the Ten Leaders of the Smaysion, I have no romantic relationship with anyone."
Tetes blew away the heavy tension with her light-hearted tone.

...Wait, so "Tetes Buster" wasn't her real name? The Marey side has that kind of setup after all.

"Why are you asking about your master here?" Sebori asked.

Tetes replied with a gentle smile—one tinged just slightly with something unsettling.

"Well, this group seems like it might have some interesting stories to share♪"

"...Haa."

Sebori and the others looked confused, unable to read her intent. But those who knew Tetes' true identity as an intelligence officer could only sigh in bitter amusement.
Of course, from an intel perspective, she'd seem like a treasure trove of "interesting stories"—with two dragons and the children of powerful figures wandering around so freely.

Still, whether she actually had anything truly amusing to say remained unclear.
...Even now, questions occasionally surfaced: Why did things end up like this?

"Affilm's Duchy of Renu... deep-green clan origin, Almeida. Though technically exiled from the clan... well, you can see her combat prowess for yourself. Don't expect witty remarks."
Almeida stomped her iron staff against the floor, threatening everyone around her with a clatter.

"Why did you get that collar on?" someone asked.
Sebori stepped in before she could press further.
Christie and Ielina exchanged weary smiles. Almeida's face turned red.

"Doesn't matter what it was."

But Selen called her out.

"No, Almeida. This gathering is meant for us to get to know each other better. Trying to hide things because you're embarrassed isn't a good idea."

"......"

Almeida made a bitter face.

"...Do you want me to speak? You really seem eager to expose my shameful past, Selen."

"Shameful...?"

"Yes, it was shameful. I admit it. So please, don't dig into it if you can help it."

Almeida insisted.

But—
"If you hate it so much, just take off the collar. Andy will give you one, but he shouldn't be forcing most people to keep wearing it, right?"

Hilda pointed this out.

"That's..."

"What made you decide to accept Andy's little member? What prompted you to want to express your feelings openly? ...It seems strange to question someone who confidently walks around claiming to have become Andy's erotic slave."

"Eh...?"

"Well, if you just admit that you simply couldn't resist his little member and gave in completely..."

"You're pushing me too far before revealing everything!"

Hilda appeared to be lecturing indirectly, but she was actually being ruthless.

Next came Sharon.
Unlike Almeida, she showed no hesitation at all.
"Sharon, the youngest of the Arcus ruling family, the glorious lineage... Mr. Smaysion is someone who enlightened my ignorance, and furthermore, someone who repeatedly demonstrated through actions that I am attractive as a woman. While I cannot deny that he has many women in his service and possesses the reputation in the forest for 'captivating women with his stamina and skills,' he was far more generous and wonderful than I expected♪"
Sharon looked utterly enchanted.

As if continuing her words, Kristie moved on to introduce herself.
"I am Kristie, representing the Sakura clan. My first encounter with Mr. Smaysion... well, it was an accidental erotic situation caused by mistakenly serving him tea made from Kanetsuki grass. ...His honesty and love, which ignored both good and bad aspects of one's origins, were... somehow... incredibly... pleasurable...♪"
Kristie looked equally entranced.

With a shrug, watching the two enchanted women lost in their own worlds, Irina spoke.
"Women whose feminine side takes longer to ignite tend to be a bit too intense."
She said it as though it had nothing to do with them.

Everyone almost chuckled off her slight teasing, but Kristie quickly retorted, regaining her composure.

"You say that? You, Irina, who was a 150-year-old virgin!"

"Eh!?"

At that moment, everyone remembered: among the members present, Irina was definitely part of the older group.
Only the Dark Elf sisters, Leila, and Kristie were unquestionably older than her.
The fact that she wore a collar with such joy was truly the definition of "Don't talk to me about that."

Finally came the four daughters introducing themselves.

"I am Fennel, the youngest of the Silver branch... I wish to continue receiving your master's favor in the future."

"And I'm Oregano from the Gold branch too! My joy is being played with by my master according to his carnal desires!"

"Oregano, calm down a bit... I'm Cebollia from the Gold branch. Well, maybe it's okay if I get trained for one or two babies."

"...Laurel... My master taught me so many erotic things."

So many charming women had gathered, all eagerly anticipating my lecherous desires.
It was an incomparable happiness, yet it also required considerable effort to manage such a large group.
...Though I only vaguely understood this at the time.
Still, hesitating before the happiness right in front of me is not our way.
There's no need for me to reiterate now that, spurred on by my momentum, I would fully immerse myself in this rotten winter break.
Extra 9: Polka Polka
Polka Polka 1
Mostly, this is from around episodes 428 to 488 of the main story, during Celesta and Rapal's journey.

"The snow has melted all at once in just a few days, hasn't it?"

The wind blowing through the tavern window was cold, yet Sebori leaned his upper body against the windowsill with such ease that he smiled contentedly.

Hanna, the tavern's proprietress known as "Okami-san," replied while preparing something upon hearing him.

"There are still stubborn patches of ice lingering in the shaded northern areas, so be careful. People who just arrived often get lured into picnics by cheerful invitations and fall right into that trap."

"Oh. They don't notice the frozen ground and sit down directly on it."

"You'd figure it out if you checked first. But they decide to rest under tree shade without thinking, and because everything around them has turned into a grassy field, they end up doing it anyway. Then, after a while, 'Hyaa!' goes their cry."

"Ahhahaha. Elves certainly wouldn't make such a foolish mistake."

"Really? Well, think about it—we haven't even met before; we've just lived side by side. My sermon might have been presumptuous."

"Well, that's basically how it is. Besides, I and Oregano look like young girls of sixteen or seventeen by human standards, but in reality, we're nearly thirty, aren't we?"

"Oh my."

"...Well, let's keep that secret from my master. It seems emotions that are hard to express arise when one has an age that's only halfway into what humans can experience."

"Maybe it does."

"Just so you know, elves under the age of 100 are basically treated like children? We're not particularly childish, are we?"

Hanna burst out laughing at Sebori's desperate defense.

"Heheheh, I get it, I get it. Besides, neither Sebori nor Oregano-chan thinks of themselves as children. There are even some who've passed their twenties and are still kids. Look at Keir from the Lindon household."

"It's complicated being called an adult when compared to him..."

Keir, a regular at the tavern who boasts unparalleled childishness—or rather, pettiness—among them. Is it acceptable to take being described as more mature than him as a compliment?

As they were talking like this, Cute entered with a cheerful bang on the front door.

"Meow!"

"Hold on, Cute. Don't use 'meow' as a greeting."

"Nyu... Oh, good morning—"

"There we go."

"Sebori, wouldn't it be fine to just say 'You've worked hard' here? It's not even morning anymore."

"But, according to Miss Hilda, in the industry there's no night or day; the moment work begins is considered morning for them, so they always use 'Good morning.'"

"I don't know what industry that is, but I have mornings and nights too, and I'd like to hear the morning greeting in the morning."

"Meow!"

"Cute! Don't use 'meow' as a way to get attention. Speak properly."

"Nyu..."

"Don't use it as a substitute for 'Yes' either!"

"Sebori... If you can distinguish between just one 'meow,' wouldn't it be fine to just leave it as is?"

"No way. We must teach proper etiquette to the younger generation. Also, saying 'meow meow' with cat ears is already underhanded; it's quite deceptive. Stop relying solely on your ranged attacks and learn shame!"

Sebori clenched his fist and delivered a passionate speech.

"I don't quite understand, but Cute, listen to Sebori in moderation."

"Meow..."

"Hey, so don't say that! I was listening to what you said!?"

"I didn't quite catch it..."

The tavern remains peaceful as usual today.

"In fact, this is our first time in Polka."

"Hmm. That does seem right."

Around the same time, Fennel was chatting with Elina over tea after finishing her morning paperwork.

"Wasn't your arrival in Polka back in late autumn last year?"

"Yes. It was already starting to snow..."

"Did you ever venture out into the forest?"

"I have a few times... partly due to my role in maintaining contact with Mist Palace. But with arms too slender even to draw a bow, I couldn't leave the human settlements."

"Silver was quite agitated about that."

"Yes. That's why... this is almost my first time seeing grass and flowers sprout from beneath the snow, as if reborn. Isn't it wonderful? The way the earth responds to each season."

"Hmm. While the eternal spring of the Northern Forest is beautiful in its own right, perhaps it is like a blacksmith's hammer forging iron—cold autumns and winters, warm springs and summers, tempering life beyond these walls."

Elina sat deeply in a chair far too large for her, dangling her feet idly while unconsciously stroking the collar around her neck. Fennel chuckled softly at her gesture.

"What was that?"

"Just a reflex to stroke your collar when we talk about blacksmithing."

"...Well, I suppose it's unavoidable. You probably associate the same things as well."

"Yes... Master, what is he doing now?"

"Well, Celesta knows far too many places we don't. Though beds are plentiful wherever she goes..."

"A bit jealous, aren't you?"

"Hmm. Honestly, Kristie, winter work hardly demands urgency. Yet since you're in a position where you can't roam freely, you've been holding me back."

Elina began complaining loudly, but the elf's ears were far more sensitive than a human's.
"You are Polka's official ambassador of goodwill, Lady of the White Clan? If you've taken on that responsibility yourself, I worry about granting full authority to another clan—one who is merely a representative—to do so so frequently."

Kristie entered naturally from outside the office.

Fennel widened his eyes slightly in alarm, while Elina frowned guiltily.

"Such matters of full authority rarely arise in Polka. Especially here on the frontier, with Mist's dragons coming and going."

"That's precisely when problems occur if you're careless. Besides, if everything could be solved by brute strength alone, what purpose would an ambassador of goodwill serve?"

"Mm, mm..."

"Moreover, constantly following someone isn't a woman's only role. Sometimes distance strengthens bonds between men and women—just as cold and heat forge iron together."

"Mm... Well, the logic isn't entirely wrong. But..."

"If you follow him, you're already at a disadvantage among so many other women, not to mention needing to capture his attention despite having your own mission. Travel fatigue works against you compared to physically fit warriors. Wouldn't it be more effective to prepare thoroughly while waiting for his return, then offer reserved pleasures at the perfect moment?"

"...That's quite cunning... or rather, shrewd."

"Rephrasing it doesn't make me sound much better, Elina?"

"I-I admit it. Please don't get so worked up."

Elina hurriedly apologized, her voice trembling slightly despite her smile, as Kristie looked back with a playful yet wary expression.

"But in reality, we who stay behind can never match the quantity of service provided by the accompanying group... it's all about quality, certainly."

Sensing the atmosphere had softened slightly, Fennel decided that steering the conversation toward something more comfortable was preferable and chimed in.

Christie nodded.

"To make this Polka the first place anyone wants to return to, I think we need to focus our efforts on service. For example... since your Lordship enjoys clever group sex, perhaps we could put some thought into that."

"Our four households are originally separated from others, so we're well-suited for such things... How about waiting in a manner designed to stir up your Lordship's lust?"

"Lust? Are you planning to have the courtesan's attire made by Oregano as well?"

"That sounds nice too. Oh, putting up a sign might be good too. Something like 'Elven Territory Public Brothel'."

"If we don't keep it secret, other clans will hear about it and get furious."

"Of course, once the sign is up, Lady Elina will also become one of our courtesans, won't you?"

Fennel spoke with a mischievous grin, clearly delighted. Elina hesitated but nodded, not entirely opposed.

"Well, well... if only Lord Samson were the sole client... perhaps it wouldn't be so bad to occasionally take off the collar and sell our spring."

"Everyone would be bought for a single coin, used freely to satisfy their carnal desires. It might even be fun to deliberately limit certain acts and say things like 'Anything beyond this point is an additional charge' ♪"

"Hmm. That sounds good... not bad at all... Won't Christie join in as well?"

"I feel like I wouldn't fit in..."

"In that case, perhaps Christie could team up with Lady Lyra, the Princess of Glory, and Lady Hilda to establish a separate brothel. Their tastes would be quite different from ours."

"It feels like they're treating me as an older woman..."

"N-no, that's just my imagination. The Princess of Glory and Lady Lyra aren't so different from me."

The secret plan for Andy's exclusive back-brothel.

Later, it would expand to include the cat-beasts' "Cat Mansion," even going so far as to have Jeanne mint special coins for its use—but that is a story for another time.

And among those involved would be a certain courtesan from Tark, providing technical guidance—but again, that shall be omitted here.

"Setting that aside, if there's anything in this Polka that I particularly miss upon returning, it's the hot springs."

"Hmm. Indeed, that sensation of travel fatigue dissolving and flowing away with a sound is indescribable."

"Healing your Lordship in the hot springs... perhaps it's time we stopped being so secretive about our service."

"What? But whether it's the men's bath or the women's bath, we can't completely exclude other guests. Moreover, requesting permission from the Baron for modifications to the water source branching is far too awkward."

"In the current situation, I believe the best solution is a barrier prison."

Elina and Fennel offered sensible answers.

"That's true, but actually, there may be a possibility of creating hot springs outside the town as well."

"No way..."

"A little into the forest, at a location before where the ancient barrier begins. There appears to be a spring source about 2 kilometers away from the town. The Baron seems to have known of its existence since long ago, but because it was located within the forest, he left it untouched out of concern for provoking the elves. However, since we are elves ourselves, that issue has been resolved...

"Are you planning to seize that spot?"

"That's a bit rude. When I asked the Baron if we could use it, he said, 'Since the townspeople have hot spring baths nearby, there's no need for them to venture deep into the forest.' In other words, if we establish our own bathhouse there independently, it might become an exclusive bathing facility dedicated to serving your Lordship. However..."

"However?"

"We can't use anyone else's hands for construction with that purpose in mind."

"Aaaah..."

"That's true... Even if we ask the elf master craftsmen, it would be difficult to request their help while keeping it secret."

Though humans would never venture deep into the treacherous forest merely to seek out hot springs, for elves, publicly announcing a location inevitably draws visitors. Since all the springs on the Trotte side are officially (procedurally) Baronial property, there's nothing left but to nod when asked for permission to enter.

The three elves, sharing the same desire—to use this place freely for their naked rendezvous with Andy—began twisting their brows in thought.

"I've heard Diane is quite skilled in architecture, but how about that? When will we even have time to build something like this?"

"More pressing is the lack of manpower. We can't just rely on a dragon's massive body for convenience within the forest... and..."

"If we take our time, couldn't we manage it ourselves? All we really need is an easy-to-clean bathtub and a changing shed where clothes can be stored."

"And a winding water channel to cool the spring to the right temperature. Ideally, we'd want to draw in cold water from somewhere nearby for easier adjustment..."

"That's too much; we lack the specialized knowledge. Christie, haven't you studied anything like that?"

"At least I haven't trained in wielding a hammer..."

The three whispered their ideas back and forth. And the ears of the half-elf who overheard them were far more acute than those of humans.

"You seem to be in some trouble!"

"If it's about Andy, you should call us!"

With a loud creak, the door swung open, revealing Selen, heavily pregnant and brimming with confidence, and Jeanne holding Peter.
Polka Polka 2
Kingdom Church of the Polka Temple.
Though small, it boasts a tradition spanning over a century and serves as an essential facility responsible for much of this little town's wisdom and entertainment.

When most people hear this description, they immediately exclaim, "Isn't Polka's entertainment just alcohol and hot springs?" However, only a select few old-timers truly enjoy drinking to excess. While hot springs have become integrated into common life, they certainly cannot be considered the primary form of entertainment. Some eccentric individuals may claim that merely bathing in a hot spring makes life perfect, but generally speaking, the purpose of a bath is to soothe a tired body and wash away dirt—a function unchanged even by Polka's sacred spring, which possesses special spiritual efficacy. To label this as the greatest form of entertainment is akin to saying "sleep is the ultimate amusement," which sounds rather bleak when considered logically.

No, that's not what I mean.
The temple's role is to organize various festivals in Polka and continuously convey music, songs, dances, and the accumulated tales of the nation to its people.

In the cities, temples have already begun shifting public perception toward being "facilities for weddings, funerals, and other ceremonies." But in this simple era, within this unpretentious town, a temple was something truly "joyful."

However...
"…………"
Elve Lorie of the Gold Clan, who recently began serving as a temporary teacher at that temple, found herself bewildered.

Her assigned duty was to teach arithmetic to the children. Though she struggled with students who refused to take their studies seriously, her short stature likely fostered a sense of closeness, or perhaps the effect of her seemingly unimaginable "whip" proved effective; either way, the children remembered what she taught well, earning praise from priests and guardians alike.

Yet lately, non-children have begun appearing in her classroom.
Adults observing their own children's lessons would hardly feel confused. In fact, many parents take a brief ten-minute peek during work breaks. For the teacher, having students sit up straight to avoid scolding or gain praise from their parents is welcome.

But that's not the case here. Azel and Rizer, the cat sisters, are inexplicably seated in the front row during class.

"……Hey, you two."

"?"

"Nya?"

"Why are you here? Don't you have work at Mr. Schneider's inn?"

"Auntie does everything for us, so it's fine, nya~"

"Nope."

"……Well, I'm not exactly comfortable saying this, but honestly, you're a bit of a distraction."

"Eh?"

"It's okay~ Lorie's stories are interesting~"

"I don't actually intend to tell interesting stories... This is elementary study for children, and it means nothing to you either."

"?"

"You know nothing, right?"

Azel and Rizer shake their flashy tawny-orange hair in unison, looking puzzled.

Hearing this, the children behind them erupt into chatter.

"No way!"

"So cat-beasts are actually pretty dumb?"

"Not dumb! There's no one around to teach us stuff like this!"

"Even if we don't know, as long as we can hunt in the desert colony, we'll survive!"

"Eh, that sounds cool~ Maybe I should live in the desert too~"

"You can't even hunt, can you?"

"Shut up. If these idiot cats can do it, so can I."

"In my colony, we hunt inside dungeons~"

"Careless, and you'll die sometimes. It's monsters we're dealing with."

"…………"

The boy who had casually remarked on the desert's harsh reality turned pale at Maple Sisters' matter-of-fact lesson.

In this region, "monsters" typically refer to mad wolves—wolf-like creatures that have invaded towns before, more than once. For those who know the terror they bring, such an occurrence is utterly insane.

"That's enough, that's enough. You can listen a bit more from behind. The kids' brains are too young for this."

"Meow~"

"Meow~"

The cat sisters shifted seats with mild dissatisfaction.

"Come on, come on... by the way, is it true all cat-beasts get screwed by that pervert Andy?"
Having moved to a nearby seat, the boy who had just turned pale quickly recovered and whispered an improper question.

"Not everyone~"

"Barbara hasn't gotten any~"

"...Everyone else then?"

"Hmm... I'm not sure."

"We have, though."

"Hey, stop it! No weird talk during class!"

"...Well, if you're doing it with Pervert Andy, that's fine. Let me touch your breasts a little later too (←whispered)."

"No way."

"You can do whatever you want, Master. You're the boss. I hate you for being such an idiot. Just let me touch Mommy's breasts instead."

The cat-girls showed zero sympathy for the boy's lewd request. His dignity shattered completely, his face turning bright red as the surrounding children burst out laughing.
"Stop it... stop it!"
A chalk thrown by Loryie exploded with a sharp _crack_ against the foreheads of both the cat-girl and the boy.

"What the hell!?"

"Grrrrooo!?"

"Save the dirty talk for later! Math class now!"

With a single flick of her wrist, she fired three chalks in rapid succession. Loryie had developed some strange skills lately.

By the way, as exchanges with the Cat-Beast Colony increased, the need for elementary education grew accordingly. Eventually, Loryie would become a private tutor specifically for them—but that was still far in the future.

"Even if I try to talk to them, Jeanne and Selen probably can't act properly..."
Fennel said with a troubled expression.

Jeanne might be okay, but there's no way they'd expect someone carrying such a heavy belly like Selen to do carpentry work. If she were light-footed, she might have actually tried.

"I sometimes have to feed Peter's milk, but that doesn't mean I can't do physical labor."

"I can't do carpentry, but I can handle simple designs—calculating lumber needs and all that. Besides, it doesn't have to be done in one day. Once the baby is born, I can help properly then."

"That's true..."

"Before we know it, she could give birth any moment now."

Eilina and Christie exchanged glances.

"If you're short on hands, just call out for Marone or Millil—they're always around. Besides, I've been mentally excluding them from the list, but surely someone like Oregano or Sebori could handle some carpentry work too?"

"Is that so..."

Fennel frowned, her expression troubled.

"I've heard that your clan originally had many artisans like this."

"There are indeed quite a few, but those girls aren't particularly heirs to the family business..."

"What? Why not just let them try? Even if they fail, it only means more work for Jeanne's share."

"That may be true, though..."

Fennel looked increasingly uneasy. Selen, who had been offered a seat by Christie, sat down with an air of authority, shaking her head slightly as if to say, "That won't do at all."

"This applies not only to carpentry but to everything: if there's no specialist, anyone can give it a try. Saying 'I'm not good at it' or 'It's outside my expertise' sounds reasonable on the surface, but in reality, having someone else to rely on is a sign of privilege—and indulgence. If needed, even clumsy or inexperienced attempts will lead to mastery through practice. The saying 'putting the right person in the right place' only holds when there's an abundance of talent."

"As expected, Selen's words carry real weight."

"See? Even Apple learned new things once she was forced to take on responsibilities. So why not give it a little effort? There's no rule that carpentry is exclusively men's work, and for tasks requiring strength, we can always rely on Jeanne or the people from Blue Dragon. If the final result isn't satisfactory, we can rebuild it. As long-lived beings, you have plenty of time to practice as much as you need."

"...Perhaps that's true. While I've been saying the number of elves is declining, I seem to have overthought things in terms of group logic," Fennel admitted.

Christie looked at Selen with admiration.

"As expected, your approach to people is different, Miss Selen. Once you become a leader, you tend to focus too much on aptitude and numbers."

"That's simply because elves, blessed with stability and longevity, often narrow their vision unnecessarily. Anyone can do quite a bit if they try, and nothing needs to be perfect all the time."

Jeanne crossed her arms (Peter had entrusted Selen to her) and nodded in agreement.

"Exactly. Even a girl who became Andy's female slave without ever engaging in anything erotic would realize she's more than what she thought of herself once Andy desired and praised her. Many girls say they feel like they've been reborn, but ultimately, they cling only to their strengths. Since this is a good opportunity, I think you should try to do as much as possible for Andy."

"Building the hot spring bathhouse counts, and so does the content of our intimate scenes."

"If everything is done with the thought of helping Andy, starting new skills won't feel burdensome at all. Whether it's carpentry, blacksmithing, or even erotic techniques—if you believe they'll one day connect to your ideal play, that's enough. ...Personally, I'd love to participate in the 'hot spring duty' role once our dedicated hot spring is ready."

"Huh? Hot spring duty?"

"Waiting by the hot spring all day, then casually inserting my penis into Andy's whenever he dips a bit, waiting until he's satisfied before resting again... treating me like equipment, if you will♪"

"But isn't that what Master usually does in the hot spring?"

"Well, surprisingly, he can't let loose much in the hot spring, so situations outside the barrier prison are rare."

"I'd love to enjoy slow sex in the bath all night without any hesitation—no vigorous thrusting of the waist, just keeping my penis inside continuously♪"

"Hmm... If that's the case, I might also... y-yes, I'd like to try that too."

"And I... perhaps something like a moon-viewing bath where I serve drinks while enjoying Andy's penis broth... No, that sounds a bit indecent, doesn't it?"

"It's not too late for you, Christie."

"Master Andy being stripped bare by Lady Christie is becoming visible to all♪"

As the afternoon passed in lively chatter at the Baron's estate, the scene shifted.

"Marone-chan, I'd like to ask you something without offending you."

"Yes?"

At that moment, at Mother Marie's home, Marone and Oregano were helping Marie with cooking as they worked toward mastering "Mother's Special Recipe."

"A kind girl like you will surely find a much better man than someone as worthless as Andy. So perhaps... it would be better to stop those female slave roles and strange games?"

"Eh...?"

"I've heard that beastfolk become far more lustful than humans with the phases of the moon. Even if it's a racial trait, if there are periods when their desire fades so much... I can understand feeling a bit inferior about it. But just because of that, I don't think you'd ever call yourself a slave like Drey—yes, _that_ one. Andy is an idiot; he's laughing all the way down and spreading rumors that there are ten or twenty of them... but just because others do it doesn't mean Marone-chan has to follow suit? A girl as modest, cute, and hardworking as you could find a man who'd love you with his whole life in even a small town. If you're upset about Andy, I'll shut him up for you."

"...N-no, I don't want that."

"...You don't want it? I think the men's superiority over women in Trot is far worse than anything else."

"I... I want to bear your master's child right here. Not by some stranger who might treat me well, but because I want your master to dote on me... I've always meant that, yet..."

While peeling a potato, Marone bowed her head.

Seeing Marone with her ears flattened, on the verge of tears, Marie raised her hands in surrender.

"...Sigh. I always wonder what she did." She turned back to the pot with a tired expression and slumped her shoulders. "That's why I told you, Mother-in-law. Everyone truly loves Master; they're all doing this willingly."

Smiling as she offered herbs sprinkled with oregano, she continued.

"We've already confirmed all the cat children. As for the rest... hmm, I thought at least one might have been carried away by emotion. But most of those who were approached seem to be first-timers? Once the fever breaks, I think they'll start wondering, 'What on earth was I doing?' "

"How about it? Master seems to become more and more charming with every adventure he goes on... At least for us elves, we're a race that's persistent when it comes to the opposite sex, or rather, hard to change our minds. So I don't think they'll cool down so easily?"

"It feels like she's being deceived..."

"That's because you're her mother. You see her as a child, so Master's charm doesn't come through."

"Nonsense. I don't think there's any woman who cherishes Andy more than me? That's what parents are about."

"Oh... but that's different from our feeling of wanting to be loved by Master, wanting to become part of his life, isn't it?"

"Hmm... As a parent, I still want to stop my son from doing impossible things, and the daughters who seem to misunderstand their father, before they get hurt in front of me... But this isn't like a king's harem. That child is my son, made by our foolish husband's seed."

Oregano smiled helplessly before adopting a more serious expression.

"...A king needs many wives because he is part of the system of kingship. But Master... Andy Smythe carries the greatest burden on his shoulders to make the women he loves smile. I don't want him to give up, so many people have gathered their strength, and for the sake of those smiles, he expresses his love... It's not a harem as an institution, but a gathering formed inevitably. If that person is happy with us being female, then naturally we wish to offer ourselves—that's all. This way of speaking might sound like excessive self-consciousness, but surely, under laws made in ancient times for someone other than us, we cannot be contained."

"...I don't think it's quite that grand, though. My Andy..."

"Even if it is, I will certainly remain his female slave until the day he dies."

Oregano said with a smile free of any cloud.

The town of Polka was wrapped in the glow of sunset.
To the south, once again, Andy leaped into an adventure unknown to them.
Each one, thinking of that day when they would welcome him.
Extra 10: Refrain Memories
Refrain Memories
This is a story that takes place after the third volume.
In the northernmost town of Polka, within the Kingdom of Trotto, summer has arrived in all its brevity.

Lush green pastures welcome flocks of sheep, while shepherds pause by sacred springs to catch their breath—only to gaze in awe at the town's rapidly changing visage.

"Welcome... ah, Ms. Jeanne. What can I do for you today?"

"I'm practicing sewing and thought about making a child's skirt. Something affordable but well-made."

"Practicing sewing... I figured you were skilled enough to sew clothes yourself, Ms. Jeanne."

"I've done patchwork before, but making a garment from scratch is still new to me. Since Belaa offered to teach me, I decided to give it a try."

"Oh, the midwife... but a skirt? Not for Peter?"

"For Elenia. Besides, once you know how to construct them, there's far greater demand among women for clothing around Andy."

"Are you planning to make clothes for all the adults too...? Are you turning from a blacksmith into a tailor?"

"I wasn't thinking that far ahead. But if I can do it, why not? Thanks to Selen and Apple taking turns watching the children, I have plenty of time. It's good practice to hone my skills."

"Haa... I can't afford to fall behind either."

As Jeanne and Origan chat amiably while sorting through their stock, a passing shepherd stops in his tracks, staring with wide-eyed surprise.

"...Well, well... Never seen a dwarf and an elf chatting so warmly in a human town before."

"Oh, welcome! To protect against sudden rain, how about this waterproof cloak? It's a bit pricey, but woven from premium fabric harvested in the Northern Forest—lightweight, soft, and exceptionally water-repellent. Not even torrential downpours will soak through it, yet it won't make you sweat. We also have matching hats made from the same material."

"Oh, no... Well, I've heard that elven crafts are becoming more accessible lately... But would you really sell something like this to someone like me?"

"We handle exclusive distribution for major trading houses like Sylphid. This isn't an elf-run outlet; it's simply a local human shop, and I'm just an employee. As long as payment is made, I have no qualms about your preferences♪"

"I see... Still, treating even dwarves with such friendliness is remarkable."

"Jeanne is like family to me."

"Family...?"

The shepherd looks utterly bewildered.

In general, that's how it goes. Elves and dwarves are typically mutual objects of disdain.

Even the notion of "an elf being friendly toward a dwarf" is rare enough. But when someone casually calls them "family," it's akin to pointing at an apple and calling it a fish.

"People here tend to be like that, especially in Trotto, where prejudice against non-human races runs deep."

"Hmm... That's unfortunate. Everyone would benefit from living together harmoniously. If individuals could truly understand one another deeply, racial tensions wouldn't even arise."

"Well, I can't really say anything about others myself. But if Lady Lyra and Andy hadn't brought me along, I wouldn't have held such unfairly lenient views toward elves."

"If your husband hadn't thrived in the forest, we'd be... well, let's just say things would be very different."

"Indeed, Andy is truly a remarkable man."

Among female slaves, conversations like this often arise to reaffirm Andy's greatness.
Though one wonders how much he himself understands, many have had their environments—and even their lives—completely transformed by him.
Especially the shift of Elven territory toward the outside world could never have occurred without his intervention. That event, which tore a rift in the eternal overcast sky, stands as a monumental achievement worthy of being called "world-changing" for the elves of the forest, regardless of how he personally perceives it.

For the elves, growing close to such a figure feels like stepping into mythology itself. No matter how often they recount his virtues, their pride never fades. Moreover, hearing these stories renews the admiration other female slaves feel toward him.
It may seem almost self-gratifying, yet sharing this bond only strengthens their unity.

Consequently, their collective consciousness begins to drift increasingly far from that of Polka's residents, visitors, and even Andy himself. Yet, given that "female slave" is a title rarely understood by others, this growing divergence causes no particular issue, no matter how vast or profound it becomes.
As a result, in Polka, the more time passes without Andy present, the more daughters grow devoted to him, losing resistance to unconventional behaviors. Some even describe this trend as "the training of female slaves advancing"—a phenomenon whose true nature remains obscure.

The scene shifts to the Baron's estate.

"…………"

"……Hey, hey… Selen? Um… something feels off lately, doesn't it?"

"…………Hmm…"

Apple, soothing Peter, could no longer bear Selen's strange gaze as she comforted Elenia in the same way.
Lately, Selen had been staring at Apple with a serious expression—more like observing her than merely looking. Such moments had become increasingly frequent.

Having known Selen for quite some time, Apple was well aware that beneath her surface, Selen was actually an incredibly straightforward person. Though she possessed skills in deception and eloquence, Selen rarely employed them in daily life. She quickly distanced herself from those she disliked and spoke her mind directly to others. Beyond a select few companions, she decisively deemed most people unworthy of her effort—perhaps even beneath notice. Having suffered oppression and dismissal due to her half-elf heritage, she had developed a keen ability to distinguish between people and matters worth engaging with.

She omitted all pretense of social niceties. She certainly knew proper etiquette; in fact, if given the chance, she could master any protocol—but when unnecessary, she ignored it entirely.
That's why Selen wasn't just aimlessly staring at Apple without meaning. There had to be something significant behind it.

Yet Apple couldn't pinpoint what it might be.
As usual, Peter was happily sucking on Apple's nipple, so it couldn't be his fault. Selen had begun looking at Apple with such an expression only a few days ago.

Still, Selen said nothing.
Selen behaving so ambiguously was unusual. Perhaps she suspected something serious—though Apple couldn't quite tell what.

While nursing Elenia herself, Selen remained expressionless, humming "Hmm…" before eventually breaking eye contact and whispering:

"Apple… back when you were having sex with Andy… did you do it in all sorts of places?"

"Huh? Uh, y-yes… I guess we did?"

Confused by the sudden topic, Apple gave a vague response.

"Not just the hunter's cabin—places like behind the hot springs or thick patches in the forest… Thinking about it now, why didn't anyone notice us doing things there? We might've even been caught while Andy was giving head to someone passing by!"

"But back then, Selen had already recovered, so she secretly used magic to hide us…"

"…………"

"Selen?"

Once again, Selen turned her gaze toward Apple.
And after a moment of silence—

"…Apple… you've regained your memories, haven't you? Why are you pretending not to know?"

"!!"

Apple froze stiffly. Peter, cradled in her arms, was pressed against her breast and let out a strange "nnn-uuu" sound.

She hurriedly relaxed her grip, but fortunately, Peter showed no sign of crying… or rather, as if struck by sudden enlightenment—"Aha! I can enjoy my huge breasts with my whole face! There's such a way to have fun!"—he deliberately pressed his face against her chest again and emitted another peculiar "nnn-uuu."

"W-what are you doing, Peter-kun?"

"Apple… don't try to fool me. When did your memories return?"

"…………"

Apple let out a small sigh.

"Not that long ago. While adventuring with Andy in the Kingdom of Carlwin… hmm, actually, it's been a while since then. Something felt off… ah, I started feeling strange emotions. I could almost remember them, but couldn't find a starting point, so they'd fade away."

"...That's Carlwin?"

"...Yeah."

Apple nods.

"When everyone was about to give up, or when I had to imitate Mr. Andy... I tried to mimic him and encourage everyone. While trying hard to remember what Mr. Andy said back then... suddenly, his childhood self appeared in my mind."

"...Why didn't you tell me that?"

"I didn't understand. Was it a true memory, or just delusions? The main points had already been told to me by Selen, so maybe I fabricated the rest based on that knowledge..."

But then Apple continues. While pressing her face against her breasts and wincing at Peter's new way of enjoying them, she strokes his head with a faint smile.

"Gradually, the before and after became clear... memories I'd never heard of, connections between events... those things began to resurface. I wondered why. Even though I didn't know Mr. Andy and knew my memories were gone, he still said he wanted me. So as a new version of myself, I fell in love with him again. That should have resolved everything. Why did this come up now?"

"...I suppose that's because..."

Selen tried to offer an interpretation.

It was likely because Apple hadn't truly fallen for Andy deep down.
As long as Selen wanted to live that way, there was no choice but to follow her and become a female slave together—that was the only path forward. Apple actually had no other options.
Becoming a female slave may have been partly a reaction to the lingering feelings she had for Andy, but ultimately, it was just a matter of making up her mind.
Once Apple had decided that, reaffirming it was all that was needed.

Andy's childhood wasn't particularly pleasant, yet if one clung to him and imagined a future together, it could still feel like a happy scene—a sufficient happiness for a rootless half-elf.
Accepting this realization again became the female slave contract... and what drove Apple to serve diligently.

However, when Apple accompanied him on his journey to the brink of limits, struggled to be useful, and came to truly recognize his strength and virtues from the heart... surely it was then that the memories she had felt as dreamlike and disconnected finally connected for her.

But Selen stops before explaining further.

It would be pointless. No one enjoys being lectured with a smug expression about "why you love someone."

"...Maybe if you told Mr. Andy, he'd cherish you even more than before."

"...It feels like I've become two people, and it's hard to accept. The feeling of newly falling for Mr. Andy and the obsession I once had... both are strong, yet they don't quite fit together. Isn't it strange that two different reasons for loving the same person exist independently under one roof? Do you understand?"

"...Sorry, that might be complicated."

She can imagine it, but empathy is difficult. Two similar yet divergent feelings directed at the same person.

Apple had been carrying this burden silently.

"...Selen seems to understand things like that."

"Hmm... I just thought something felt a bit different after we returned. Was it because of that incredible journey, or something else? I couldn't tell and was always confused about it."

"What would you have done if it turned out differently from what you expected?"

"...I just wanted to know the truth."

Selen chuckles bitterly.
Is this also part of being a lonely half-elf?
She never intended to do anything to her best friend; she simply wanted to understand why things had changed.
Only now does she realize that she may have caused her anxiety, and she lightly taps her own head in self-reproach.

"...I hope you can tell Mr. Andy about this someday."

"...Hmm. I don't know if it's a good thing or not."

"It will surely be a good thing."

Holding their baby, they smiled at each other gently, forgiving one another's doubts and lies.
Extra 11: A Glorious Dream of Battle
A Glorious Dream of Battle
Around episode 666, the time of the "Summer Spirit Festival."
"Therefore, I cannot go with you!"

The silver dragon spoke these words, then beat its massive wings against the air and kicked down from the peak of the rocky mountain with its powerful legs.

Her name is Leila.

And Black Dragon Lyra, in response, entrusted her master, her closest friend, and the companion who had become her subordinate to the following Maia, and met them in the sky.

"Diane... I'll leave the two of you in your care."

Dragon against dragon.
And those who have sworn themselves as the final guardians of their own world.

With empathy hidden within their hearts, and burning with the pride that they are the strongest, Black Dragon Lyra let out a roar and slammed her black massive body into the silver giant rising from below at an unhesitating speed.

"...A dream, is it?"
Lyra whispered softly.

Dragons do not sleep; there is no need for them to.
Many other races believe this, and it is close to the truth.
They can live without sleeping, whether standing, sitting, or flying through the air.
The time needed for sleep is also not long; even if they do sleep, they awaken after only a few minutes at most, never exceeding an hour.
It is not driven by a desire for sleep. For humans, it might be akin to the sensation of "zoning out."

Yet, for dragons, this was something important as a form of self-exploration.
Dragons possess power so great that they can claim to be stronger than anything in the mortal world and capable of achieving anything their will dictates. For such dragons, surrendering their consciousness to the darkness and sensing what lies beyond it is a crucial matter.

Dreaming is one thing; feeling the moment when one's self vanishes from within oneself without dreaming is another. This process is secretly regarded as profoundly important for objectively evaluating the value of one's own existence.

"Am I reminiscing about my own glorious exploits...? Truly, I am still quite pitiful."

The fierce collision shattered both dragons' scales, sending them scattering through the air.
Dragon armor, which even human strength struggles to wound, offers little protection in a clash between dragons.
Yet beneath it lie muscles harboring unimaginable power, bones supporting them, and above all, a miraculous healing ability that regenerates before one's very eyes.

Among the strengths of creatures known as dragons, scales are merely a superficial layer.

The two dragons bounced off each other from the impact.
Lyra rose back into the sky like a ball rebounding to the ground, while Leila descended straight downward under the influence of gravity.

In aerial combat, attacking from above is indeed advantageous. However, Leila was fully aware of this.

"What an annoyance."
Against the silver dragon who had just barely avoided crashing to the ground, Lyra relentlessly dove down upon her.

Physically, she holds the advantage over herself as a fire dragon. Yet, for someone to meet her attack from below merely to show resolve is foolishness.
Lyra unleashed her frustration with a crushing blow.

Leila evaded this heavy strike by deliberately maintaining her falling speed until the very last moment, skimming just above the ground and kicking off it as she flew.
The black dragon's claws gouged deeply into the mountain's surface. However—

"Did you think that would catch me?"
Using the claw embedded in the ground as a pivot, Lyra swung her entire body in a semicircle to land, then immediately sprinted away with the agility of a beast. She did not let go of Leila, who was stumbling from using the ground while flying, and leapt forward to slam her down to the earth once more.

Of course, when accelerating rapidly, it is natural that kicking against the earth yields greater speed than pushing through soft air.

Though for dragons other than Lyra, shifting abruptly from the sensation of a bird soaring in the sky to the rush of a beast running across the ground may have been impossible.

"I've got you!"

"Not yet."

Leira strained all four limbs, leaped upward, and attempted to rise into the air once more.

But Lyra seized her tail, folded her wings, wrapped herself around them in a horizontal spin, slammed the silver dragon back onto the ground, pinned her down, and crushed beneath her own weight.

The wilderness where two colossal bodies, each sixty meters long, engaged in combat continued to tremble from the impact.

Yet even Lyra's repeated strikes had not yet delivered a decisive blow to Leira.

A battle between dragons renowned for their resilience would not end after one or two severe wounds; this was merely a preliminary skirmish, falling short of inflicting true damage.

"You took off with such bravado, only to flee when the moment came."

"Impossible... Black Dragon, I shall bring you down for my master's sake!"

"Hmph."

Leira severed her own tail. As blood sprayed around her, the silver dragon escaped; now regaining her footing, she regenerated her tail and soared powerfully into the sky, unleashing a Blizzard Breath.

"Ugh!"

Breaths from the same species are ineffective against dragons. Yet for Lyra, a Fire Dragon, ice—the opposite element—was not entirely useless, though it could be endured better than by ordinary races.

Her frozen limbs gradually lost strength. For an ordinary being, such cold would be unbearable; in moments, their very tissues would crumble apart.

But the same applied to both.

"Don't underestimate me."

Lyra muttered, releasing her inner flame.

The fire expelled from her mouth caused the rapidly frozen world to expand and explode.

Moisture condensed in the air instantly turned back into steam within the inferno, enveloping the space between the two dragons in a thick veil of white smoke.

Since the damage from freezing could not be undone merely by warming up, Lyra poured her own vitality into healing herself while pursuing Leira through the sky.

This time, Leira gained the upper hand.

Ice Dragons tend to excel in flight; perhaps she believed that if she secured a proper position in the air, she could match Lyra.

But as Lyra pursued her, she mocked her resolve.

"Did you think this Lyra was nothing more than a mere Fire Dragon, or just another Black Dragon?"

The reason Ice Dragons are said to dominate the skies lies not in physical prowess, but in their superior perceptual ability to sense wind currents and atmospheric shifts—a crucial skill for long-distance flight, where even minor differences accumulate into significant advantages.

However, if one simply flies fast and maneuvers well, that is a different matter entirely.

Lyra pushed herself beyond her limits, flying faster than ever before, surpassing Leira's movements.

"Ugh!"

"I commend any dragon who schemes cleverly and strives to win. But—"

One of Lyra's claws pierced Leira's abdomen.

"A dragon's true power lies in violence. Without the fervor to overcome impossibility by fulfilling one's own nature, how can one ever succeed?"

"You speak as if you know something I don't."

"I have witnessed miracles. I have continued to witness them."
While taking the counterattack upon herself, Layra delivers another blow, inflicting further damage.

Before they crash to the ground, they part ways, scattering blood and scales as they continue their dragon-like conversation, which sounds nothing more than roars to an outside observer.

"It is not mere chance that draws forth something worthy of being called a miracle; it requires resolve beyond what can be achieved even with full determination."

"A miracle isn't necessary. All I need... is what I can do."

"I shall create the miracle. We shall create the miracle. No matter how you act, follow Andy Smythe."

Once again, they collide—head-on, at equal height, directly facing one another.
And at that moment, the disparity in their power becomes unmistakably clear.
The silver dragon is decisively overpowered by the black dragon's might and sent flying backward.

"If you are willing to sacrifice yourself for your fate, then so be it. Such a being can never stand against me. This will be an easy fight."

"Leave me to speak my mind!"

Layra regains her footing, defying the black dragon that hovers above with arrogant composure.

She swings claws capable of effortlessly blowing away stone houses and bites down with fangs strong enough to crush a horse in a single snap, striving to bring Layra crashing to the earth.
Yet Layra's claws strike faster, piercing through; her bite is countered by a solid punch that sends her flying, only for her to be scorched on the face by a fire breath from close range and cower—right then, Layra's vertical spinning tail strike knocks her down once more to the ground.

As the silver dragon rebounds, shaking the earth beneath her, Layra accelerates mid-air and descends, delivering a stomp that tears into Layra's neck and ribs with both hind legs.
Still, even so, Layra heals her wounds and rises again.

"Not yet... I will not retreat."

"Very well."

In an instant, they separate.

Layra leaps forward from her frantic charge, throwing her body off balance using her front legs as an axis, and unleashes a diagonal tail swipe aimed at Layra.
Layra meets the attack with a direct collision; the silver dragon's body lifts into the air before rolling across the ground.

"Next time, I'll take the lead."
Chasing the rolling silver dragon, Layra mimics her own move and strikes with her tail. The horizontal blow lands cleanly, sending Layra airborne in an almost satisfyingly high arc.

Even so...
Even still, Layra rises and challenges the black dragon anew.

Her attacks are not entirely ineffective; they do reach their mark.
Relying on that.
As if in prayer...

"...Or perhaps, in its own way, I find such a life fascinating for a dragon. No."
Layra scratches her head, surveys her surroundings, and smiles.

"After all, battles are merely boring instincts. This moment is far better."
The sight of women being held by their masters, looking blissfully content.
Suddenly, she wonders: does this dragon truly understand such joy?
Extra 12: Red Dragon Burning
Red Dragon Burning 1
This story takes place around Episode 702, titled "A Life That Isn't Special."

In the town of Polka, a small number of Blue Dragons have been stationed permanently. Under the orders of Andy Smyson, they are shielded from excessive force.
While Andy personally views this arrangement as a request born of friendly relations, the dragons perceive it differently. They regard Andy's gentle "commands" as binding directives and ultimately share a supreme priority: protecting Andy's female slave and her kin from all external threats.

Dragons do not place much trust in the somewhat fragile communities formed by humans or elves.
They always keep in mind the possibility of collapse caused by internal divisions or malice.
That is why they have designated specific individuals to protect, following a clearly ranked order of priority with Andy himself at the top.
For now, since there is no intent within Polka as a whole to attack Andy, the town remains broadly protected.
Should such movements arise, the dragons would sharply distinguish between Andy's allies and enemies, wielding their power with cold resolve.

Superficially, they appear to be flexibly guarding the regional society surrounding Andy, led by Baron Duran Goot who loosely encircles him... but in truth, they have clearly defined and shared these criteria for judgment.
If emotions flowing toward Andy ever turn hostile, Polka would likely perish, leaving only the Smyson family and the female slaves behind. The town currently thrives under a far colder reality than its citizens or even Andy themselves realize.

Amidst this, what the Blue Dragons have been secretly contemplating is Red Dragon boy Safuru and his elf partner, Rika.
Though there are many uncertain factors requiring judgment—foreigners, Northern elves, cat-beasts unfamiliar with worldly affairs—the most difficult case is another dragon like Safuru himself.
After all, among dragons, there is a shared sensibility regarding "power" that Safuru largely lacks. He barely considers how much dragon violence might disrupt other races.
Even though he is young, such cases are rare; should Safuru engage in problematic behavior, the plan is to first treat the "townspeople" as Andy's inner circle and protect them, then punish Safuru, seek Andy's approval, and forcibly return him to Dragon Palace—the entity responsible for his original education.
Even if searching the palace takes months or years, the Blue Dragons have firmly resolved to carry out this mission without hesitation.
No matter how much grief or resistance Rika may feel as his partner, that is not an issue. Those who hold no direct relationship with the overlord Andy and possess no formal rank as dragon riders are considered "others" by the dragons—entities unworthy of consideration.

How aware are they of being monitored with such cold scrutiny?
Perhaps they understand nothing at all.
Still, the Blue Dragons other than Maia define themselves as part of a system, waiting for the moment to act accordingly.
The peace of Polka has been maintained on a precarious balance.

"They say the dragons in this town are kind, but sometimes I think... they're actually a bit cold."

"No way, Safuru-kun. Don't say things like that. They might be listening, you know?"

"If you have a complaint, come talk to me. Then I'll tell them it was all a misunderstanding."

Safuru and Rika are strolling through the outskirts of Polka during summer.
Rika is an elf who is also an adventurer, living a life constantly on the move—a rare exception among her kind.
Normally, elves prioritize kinship ties above all else, dedicating their long lives to guarding specific lands. Their curiosity about distant places is often suppressed by the low impulse driven by their extended lifespans; in other words, by a dulled sense of time that leads them to think, "There's no need for anything right now."
Though Rika is only 60 years old—still considered immature by elf standards—she possesses an exceptional talent for intense impulses typically associated with short-lived species.
Some elves are forced into wandering lives because their homelands were destroyed, but that is not Rika's case. She simply harbors a fresh sensibility unlike those around her and cannot suppress her desire to witness and experience the diverse cultures of the world, which led her to become an adventurer. That is why she gets along well with Safuru, who shares her similarly "detached" perspective.

"They humans... well, including us elves and everything else—they absolutely won't listen to advice or cooperate with us. Since they're dragons, I think there's plenty they could offer in terms of guidance, and helping out shouldn't take much effort."

"Hmm... but is that really so cold?"

"I'm just saying they're a little cold. I don't actually want to rely on them that much either. But that kind of distance makes me feel like... they're not really comrades."

"But dragons can do too many things without even thinking twice. If you smile at everyone indiscriminately, bad people might exploit you and cause big trouble."

"If you're not stupid, I think you should make those judgments yourself. ...It feels like they mock others in their hearts while desperately refusing to take responsibility themselves."

"That's a bit... I think Safuru-kun is just projecting your own fears. And if that's how you feel, wouldn't it be better if Safuru-kun became a kind dragon?"

"...Yeah, but since I'm small, everyone treats me like a kid anyway. The people here seem paralyzed by Maia or something; even when they know I'm a dragon, they still look down on me a bit."

"It's unavoidable, you know. Life is still long ahead of us; there's no harm in taking our time to grow up."

"...But I'm already past forty," he muttered.

Safuru had been born through transgenerational inheritance from human parents, and both his biological father and mother were already elderly. The human sense of aging simply didn't sit right with him.

Unlike elves, dragons do not reach maturity at the same pace as humans; their growth is considerably slower. Yet Safuru, whose body remained that of an infant while his intelligence surpassed even that of a peer and whose physical abilities rivaled those of a beastman, had been viewed with disgust during his childhood.

Even though his self-awareness had developed early on, the way others treated him was fundamentally based on his appearance. As a result, his spiritual maturity had not progressed much beyond what one might expect of a human in their forties.

Since he looked young and was treated like a child, he naturally indulged himself, and the decline of his body hadn't yet worn down his sensibilities. He had never been a parent, nor could he feel parental responsibility.

Given these circumstances, it was inevitable that Safuru's mental maturity would align with his outward appearance.

That very fact, however, led him to overreach and make hasty judgments tinged with childish dependence.

"I wish I could become a man sooner... If I were properly recognized, maybe even Rika would be seen as a Dragon Rider like Andy, earning the same respect from the dragons."

"I don't want that kind of thing," Rika replied. "I have no desire to rely on your power or that of other dragons. If I end up having to do everything like Mr. Smayson, traveling won't be any fun anymore."

"He seems to enjoy whatever he does, though... Anyway—"

Safuru turned red in the face.

Even now, Andy was bringing new beauties from somewhere, entertaining several of them naked, and often indulging in sex.

With a dragon's keen senses, nothing could escape notice as long as one remained in Polka.

Knowing how acute Safuru's senses were, and already aware of Andy's numerous romantic entanglements, Rika had guessed the truth from Safuru's reaction.

"Oh... uh..."

"...Let's not talk about him anymore."

"But while we're in Polka, it feels like I can't even treat him as taboo..."

"..."

"He really is a lecherous bastard, which is his only flaw. Still, he is undeniably a major figure."

Safuru did acknowledge Andy. He had witnessed both the battle in Rapal and the final confrontation in Karlwin.

Yet he still couldn't fully accept Andy's indiscriminate pursuit of women.

His understanding of relationships was limited; while he possessed some knowledge, his instincts remained childish, preventing him from empathizing. Though he could comprehend the power dynamics behind women submitting one after another, he couldn't reconcile it with genuine love between men and women.

Seeing Safuru behave in such a characteristically human way, Rika couldn't help but chuckle wryly.

"Do you always listen to Mr. Smayson talk about those things?"

"Always? Well... since Andy's constantly doing it while in Polka, I can't help but hear him... But that's unavoidable..."

Safuru fumbled nervously. He didn't want to be seen as a lecherous man who always eavesdropped on Andy's intimate moments.

Seeing Safuru like this, Rika couldn't stop smiling.

Though too young by dragon standards, he was already a reliable figure in human terms. Yet when he appeared so childlike in his human form, flustered by matters of intimacy, she found him endearing and cute.

And thinking about how many more years he would have to remain an innocent "child," still reacting with youthful confusion while his small groin swelled... she felt a strange sense of unease.

Elves mature and become fertile within the same timeframe as humans, but dragons take far longer. It's pitiful.

Then her thoughts drifted to who would teach Safuru his first pleasure—and the realization that it might be someone unknown filled her with anxiety.

Rika felt gratitude toward Safuru for saving her, relied on him, and considered them close. But for now, their bond remained more like that of a friendly older sister or a beloved cousin.

When Safuru became aware of his own sexual desires, would he feel comfortable confiding in Rika?

She didn't know. In Polka, he had met many attractive women, including members of his own kind.

Though most were technically Andy's "possessions," could it truly be said that there was no possibility Safuru might end up with one of them?

Thinking of that, a tightness grips my chest even behind the smile, and anxiety wells up.
Though I wonder if I'll be despised, driven by impulse... I whisper an immoral word to Saffur.
"Hey, Saffur-kun... ...aren't you curious about what the Smysons are doing?"
"Eh...?"
That much.
If Andy is "doing" that so incessantly, maybe it's forgivable.
In this case of polka. Between me and Saffur. ...Right now.
Given my current self, trembling with fear of drug scars, just recovering from illness...
Even if I seek Saffur's warmth... or even if I give him pleasure under that guise.
Maybe it's forgivable.
"...Shall we try?"
I whisper in his ear.
Saffur gasps. While shivering at the taboo of teaching a boy pleasure, Rika feels her own body ache sweetly.

On the summer sky over the grassland, Saffur lies down.

His lower half is exposed; there rests a boyish penis, still hairless.

Not some pretentious terms like "artifact," "phallus," or "erection"—it feels more appropriate to call it simply "dick." A cute urinary tube, just slightly thicker than a finger.

Rika takes hold of it and gently strokes it. She's not used to this. But having lived sixty years, she knows enough.

The innocent little dick reaches its limit in her somewhat cold hands, pointing skyward amidst the green grass, accepting stimulation against the blue sky.

"R-Rika... Rika, I... I..."

"...What?"

"That... p-please don't laugh..."

"Yeah. I can't promise anything... but I'll listen to anything except 'stop'."

"D-Does that mean stopping is off the table...?"

"Yeah. ...If Saffur-kun doesn't cum, I might go crazy."

"...W-Why?"

"I don't know."

With a faint smile, Rika speaks feverishly about something she herself doesn't fully understand.

What is it? Obsession with Saffur's cuteness? Ugly lust? Possessiveness?

None of them fit quite right. But from the moment she gripped Saffur's dick, she began to feel that letting go without making him cum would be far too painful.

Saffur, true to his dragon heritage, wears a beautifully symmetrical and adorable face even more refined than an elf's, his expression a mix of excitement, guilt, joy, and confusion.

Shamefully exposing his lower half, leaving it to Rika's mercy.

The situation itself is unbearable.

"Rika... um... I..."

"What...?"

"Rika's... b-breasts... can't I look...?"

"...Do you want to see it? Something like this, during the day... asking me to show you my breasts outside?"

"Aa, aaugh..."

While gently stroking his small penis, Rika softly pressed him further.
Safuru, blushing and averting his eyes as if he'd said something forbidden, was undeniably adorable.

Feeling lightness coursing through her, a tingling excitement buzzing at the base of her skull, Rika continued to caress Safuru's penis up and down.

"Safuru-kun is such a pervert..."

"...G-gomen..."

"...It's okay, I'll show you."

Rika wanted to remember Safuru's expression the moment she whispered those words forever.

His penis twitched in her hand, and then something brushed against her thumb.

"...You already came? Before I even got to see your breasts?"

"Aa... aaah..."

"...So slow..."

"Kkkuuuu!!"

Spinning around.
The beautiful boy cycling through expressions of ecstasy, despair, shame, and anxiety was beyond adorable.
"...Just one more time."

Whispering those words, Rika began to undress in front of Safuru, who looked utterly confused about what was happening.
In the middle of a vast grassland, surrounded by endless summer greenery.
For nothing but to please the eyes of that single boy, whose small penis had grown hard... she stripped bare from the waist up, then discarded her skirt and panties as well, exposing her natural form to the gentle midday breeze.

Sin after sin. Her face, her ears grew hot and heavy with overwhelming arousal.

She thrust her trembling naked body toward Safuru, turned to show him more... and began stroking his penis again, now slick with pre-cum.

"Uu, aaah... a, aaah..."

"I'll show you everything about me... while watching, make your penis cum...? Not just in fantasy, but with me... right?"

"Rika... aa, aaah..."

"I'm going to lose my mind... I don't know what's happening to me... it feels so good...♪"

Was it the satisfaction of fulfilling a boy's desire? Or the liberating feeling of exposing one's own desires?
It was simply time spent rubbing against his penis, raising her emotions endlessly. As if stimulating her own erogenous zones, Rika made her nipples painfully engorged and caused her hairless clitoris to swell.

Their breaths intertwined, both their minds filling with anticipation for the boy's next climax.
Her vision narrowed, flushed red by arousal.
Haa haa... they simply layered their sighs together, and then—

Bwuk!! Bwuk, bwururu!!
"Waaaaahhhhh... kkuuuu!!"

Safuru reached his peak with a high-pitched cry reminiscent of a girl's.

For a while, the two remained motionless, pressed skin to skin.

Then, Rika suddenly lost all sense of what she had been doing.
She clutched herself tightly, gathered her clothes in a panic, and hurriedly wrapped them around her body.

"Ri... Rika...?"

"Oh, um... s-Safuru, you... that is, I'm sorry... thank you for your hard work!"

Just a few moments ago, she couldn't even remember what she had been thinking. In the instant the excitement faded, she realized she had done something utterly unthinkable.
Leaving Safuru, still unable to rise from the lingering afterglow of pleasure, Rika fled the scene in a panic.
Safuru could only stare in stunned silence.

(TBC)
Red Dragon Burning 2
Several days had passed since that strange encounter.
Safu was genuinely troubled.
Rica had completely stopped talking to him.

Safu was a boy who struggled to put himself in others' shoes.
Even when they faced each other, he froze and couldn't utter a word, only watching Rica turn her back and run away in shock.
He had no idea what had caused this.
It seemed as though Rica had taken advantage of him impulsively, and now she was too embarrassed and frightened to face him calmly after being pursued by his sober reflection—but Safu couldn't imagine anyone else's feelings at all.
Yet he couldn't confide in anyone either; there was no one close enough to him that he felt comfortable sharing the raw details of what had happened between them.
Even within Safu himself, he hadn't been able to make sense of the meaning behind that encounter.
It seemed like only time could resolve it.

But then—

"Safu... I said..."

"Ah? What... uh-oh!"

One day, while Safu aimlessly wandered outside the town, unable to escape Rica yet having no personal pleasures of his own, someone called out to him.

As Safu slowly turned around in a daze, he found himself staring at a pair of imposing breasts and a fully exposed lower body right before his eyes. Safu stood about 130 centimeters tall, so when a tall, naked woman approached closely, her chest blocked his view even before her face came into sight.

She was completely nude.

"N-no, wha... what is this!?"

"Why are you panicking? Is there something wrong with you?"

While listening to the calm female voice, Safu took a few steps back, got tangled in her legs, and fell backward onto the ground. Though he hit his head hard, being a dragon meant he suffered no damage. When he got up, he saw that the naked woman was Blue Dragon Airi.

"N-no, why are you completely naked... this isn't a bathhouse, and it's broad daylight!?"

"Hmm. Would night be better? ...You know, when I think about it, the darkness of night makes it impossible for people or elves to see clearly either. That does sound good."

"What are you talking about!?"

"Wasn't I asking whether it was appropriate for me to be naked?"

"That's not what I meant... well, actually it is! But anyway, what's going on!"

Safu pointed at Airi while flustered.

Airi looked down at him without changing her expression, proudly exposing her soft, slightly drooping huge breasts to the summer sunlight. Though she wasn't wearing even a single sandal, her feet showed no signs of dirt—perhaps one of the mysterious traits of dragon skin.

"Our clan originally has no habit of wearing clothes within the palace. We do wear armlets, anklets, necklaces, and other ornaments during ceremonies, but in principle—"

"No, you're definitely from Andy's group, right!? Didn't Andy tell you to wear clothes when going outside!?"

"...Could we just assume I forgot by accident? It's a bit bothersome. To put it plainly, I come across as rough; if I move too quickly, my garments tear immediately. Leaving them torn would worry people, and fixing them requires assistance that feels intrusive."

"I get that," Safu replied sincerely.

He himself often found his pants tearing between the legs or his shirts ripping at the armpits when moving seriously. Moreover, when using fire spells derived from his breath, if he didn't pay attention to scale, his clothes would catch fire and end up in tatters.

With current tailoring technology, clothing strong enough to withstand a dragon's full-power movements was rare; it depended less on basic technical skill and more on finding compatible needles and fabrics. Even sturdy, flexible garments made by Northern Elves became dangerous if worn without restraint during vigorous activity.

In that regard, the ace-level daughters around Andy were extremely careful, restricting their joint movements even during sudden actions to avoid straining their clothes.

For women in human society, this is natural; however, for dragons who originally possessed strength and flexibility beyond normal standards, having to alter their movements due to clothing was surprisingly stressful.

That aside, the issue wasn't about whether being naked was acceptable.

"Anyway, put some clothes on! It's ridiculous!"

"You shouldn't react that way to a woman's body, boy. While someone like me might be accustomed to it, young girls would be hurt if their skin were exposed and they were shouted at unreasonably."

"Why?"

"If you're treated as if you're looking at something dirty, you'll start thinking your own nakedness is merely unpleasant to the other person."

"...So that's how it is...?"

"There are people like that. Look at the men in this town. None of them act pretentiously when they see a woman's bare body. The old shoemaker kneels in prayer, trembling with gratitude."

"No, but isn't it strange that their self-esteem gets satisfied by that?"

Safur thought: I don't know what others feel, but I have some common sense.

Well... he pondered. Perhaps the change in my relationship with Rika stems from something wrong with my own attitude.

"...Hey, uh, can I ask you something?"

Safur spoke softly while breaking eye contact with Airi.

"...No, just as an example... if we became close enough to do a little something intimate with a girl, and then suddenly she started avoiding me... could that be because of something like that? Did I give her some weird stimulation or something?"

"I hesitate to offer advice on such matters from my lips."

Airi said solemnly, crossing her arms. The gesture accentuated the presence of her breasts as they lifted with her crossed arms.

Safur bristled at her attitude, but when he glanced directly at her chest, his momentum faltered, and he turned away again. He couldn't bear to stare; though his interest was undeniable.

And Airi knew the correct answer even to questions that lacked clarity.
She had heard everything. Naturally, she understood how far Safur and Rika had gone.
Moreover, regarding Rika's psychological state, despite lacking a dragon's sense of shame, her intelligence was high enough to comprehend what an ordinary person could imagine.

Yet, she wouldn't teach them the right answer or prematurely resolve their own torment for them.
That struggle, those misunderstandings, and the process of seeking answers while caring for one another felt like torture to those caught in the whirlwind—but it was precisely something that shouldn't be solved by imposing external solutions from afar.
If they neglected to make efforts to connect emotionally, things might go smoothly in the moment, but their relationship would never truly mature.

...Such consideration, however, came across as sarcastic and arrogant—a trait inherent to dragons—to Safur's ears.

"I thought you were about to say something like that... Guess I lost by speaking up."

"Don't rot away, boy. If you wish to build a good relationship with someone else, the answer must be sought solely by yourself. You cannot rely on others' help. There is an answer unique to you and one unique to them."

"...You know the answer but are just pretending not to. I hate that about dragons here."

"It's true that we won't provide excessive assistance beyond what Lady Mia requests of us in this town, but that's unrelated. You're a dragon too. This isn't about the relationship between a dragon and a human; it's about an older woman and a young man just beginning to fall in love."

"Not just me... if you became more empathetic, Andy would surely be happy too."

"Probably so. But we must maintain our distance so people don't misunderstand... The weight of borrowing the power of dragons, and how it is received, is known only by Lady Mia. No one else should casually interfere. If those in this town, thinking they can use our power, plotted to become enemies of the Northern Forest or the Trot Kingdom, what would you do?"

"Just don't lend them your power."

"Even if we withdraw, conflicts born from expectations of us will remain. People will die regardless—simply because we are here... Do you truly think that's acceptable?"

"...It's just that choosing not to be such a fool..."

"People are connected. As time passes, some will support others, and eventually become their enemies. If one tries to predict the future and manipulate human relationships for the sake of power, that is the vice of power itself."

"...You're just using complicated words to escape from human feelings."

"It might still be difficult for you, a child... But I'm not asking you to seek answers from others. You must think for yourself."

"Ahh..."

The ethics of dragons and the personal relationship with Rika—mixing these two topics together in a childish attempt to coax even a slight concession from Airy was something she simply didn't understand.
"If I were to teach you just one thing, it's this: the one running away isn't me. It's you and her."
Swinging her large, naked buttocks as she moved with graceful confidence, Airy walked away.
Safur watched her departure, chewing over the meaning... and only after Airy's figure had grown small in his vision did he snap back with a startled retort.
"W-what do you mean by that!"
Airy raised only one hand; she offered no answer.

Near the town, an ogre and a human formed a strange duo, calling out to Airy, "May we see through you?" or similar phrases, but Safur heard them from afar. Since he had no interest in what came next, he cut off his senses.
What did she mean?
Safur sank into the swamp of contemplation.

The next day.
In the end, Safur still couldn't understand it. While twisting his head in confusion, he continued to wander aimlessly on the outskirts of town.
It was only now that he realized why he'd gone there: if he stayed within the city, children of similar age and stature would uninvitedly try to play with him, or cat-beastfolk girls would drag him into their games. Even though Safur claimed to be over forty, no one seemed to believe him.
Physically, he had plenty of energy to keep up with them even if they played all day, but right now he wasn't in the mood for play. He faced a difficult problem that demanded his full attention.
...Unaware that such an attitude only deepened Rika's sense of having "done something wrong."
If Safur had immediately forgotten and begun playing with other children, Rika might have pretended to forget too and let things slide. But since she was so blatantly dragging on the memory of that moment for days, she'd lost all idea of how to move past it.
"No... damn it, I don't get it..."

And then, despite trying to imagine various possibilities, Safur found himself with absolutely no material to speculate about women's hearts; no matter how hard he thought, only Rika's face came to mind. He couldn't fathom why she'd made that expression.
To begin with, he still didn't understand why she'd suddenly done something so intimate.
So it was clearly a waste of time, yet since he'd been told to think for himself, Safur did think. Even though his intelligence was high, at heart he remained a child.

And then, passing by, came Baron Duran Gout, carrying a bucket, soap, and a towel, dressed neatly in noble attire and a cloak despite the summer heat.

"What's wrong, boy? ...No, you were a dragon, weren't you?"

"Are you... the Baron?"

"Yes. I am the Baron. Though to a dragon like you, it's probably just one of many names, hehe."

"...Leave me alone. I need to think about a difficult problem."

"Hmm, a difficult problem? If a dragon is taking on a challenge, it must be quite something!"

"Not really... maybe not... but I was told I have to figure it out myself."

"Hmm. But wandering around here like this, twisting your head in confusion, won't accomplish anything. Why not think while soaking in a bath?"

"...That probably won't help much either, will it?"

"No, it will."

The Baron stated it firmly.

"Most problems get stuck because values harden. Once you receive new stimulation and reconsider, you often realize, 'Oh, that was such a simple thing.' Above all..."

"Above all what?"

"Hold your courage, boy. You are a child. Children are allowed to face any challenge."

The Baron extended his hand powerfully toward the boy.

And then...

"……Eh, wait a minute!?"

"Then, please take care of yourselves, ladies."

The Baron held the bath set and bowed elegantly to Polka's matrons, inadvertently leading Safuru into the women's bathhouse.

"What on earth is going on!?"

"...Courage and luck," the Baron murmured with a charming smile before heading toward the men's bath. That whisper was heard only by the dragon, Safuru.

"It's truly troubling that Your Lordship would casually visit the women's bath. Still, I do think it's improper to trouble Your Lordship with washing your child."

"Today, I'll make sure you're thoroughly cleaned, ladies," said one of them.

"Eh, y-yes..."

The Baron, still holding Safuru, walked straight to the entrance of the women's bath and addressed the local matrons who happened to pass by: "It seems he hails from a culture where bathing is less common, as he doesn't quite know how to wash properly. Could you kindly guide him through the proper way to bathe?" He said this with his usual radiant smile.

Indeed, Safuru's human hometown and the Dragon Palace he once lived in were part of a water-bathing culture, where people would often exit the bath before their bodies grew too cold after rinsing off some dirt.

The matrons who caught Safuru and led him to the changing room of the women's bath referred to themselves as "aunties," though in Polka, they were relatively young—around thirty years old. They were at an age where mothers like Safuru would have children, not quite the blooming youth one might expect, yet thanks to the beauty-enhancing effects of the sacred spring water, they looked no older than twenty.

In other words, despite having fully developed bodies capable of hardening Safuru's small penis, they quickly undressed in front of him.
This was extremely awkward. As usual, Safuru tried to avert his gaze, but even when he did, he couldn't help seeing their flawless, beautiful buttocks, which only made things worse. There were three of them.

"Come on, boy! Since I'm going to wash you, take off your clothes!"

"Eh, n-no, maybe it's better not..."

"If you're in Polka, you should know how to use hot springs properly. Besides, there's nothing else good here anyway."

"I-I can bathe, but... maybe the men's bath would be better..."

"Boys shouldn't be so shy. Don't worry; we all have sons and are used to seeing penises."

Though their breasts varied in size, they proceeded to undress Safuru together while casually displaying their beautiful chests as if it were nothing special.

After noticing his erect penis, they glanced at each other briefly.

"Cute, isn't she?"

"Even an auntie like me could still pull off something nice, couldn't we?"

"This isn't you, is it? You're the least endowed of all."

"Let's call it good style. And as for those buttocks, I won't lose to anyone."

Despite laughing lightly, they didn't hide their bodies from Safuru's gaze. On the contrary, some even struck playful poses and asked, "How's that?"

Safuru thought to himself, *I assumed Trotters were more conservative about such matters, but perhaps that wasn't the case.* Blushing deeply, he realized that while these weren't overt sexual harassers, they certainly wouldn't scold a child for getting aroused so casually.

Stripped bare, Safuru was led into the bath by the matrons. First came a lesson on how to bathe properly:

"Before entering the water, rinse your body first. Try to remove as much dirt as possible beforehand. Since this is running water, any slight discoloration will wash away quickly, but it's still proper etiquette."

"Yes, make sure to scrub well. Dirt tends to accumulate behind the ears quite a bit."

"Shall I wash your hair for you? Is using soap with lather new to you?... Oh my, are you really so fond of breasts? You're full of energy!"

"W-wait, p-please don't look!"

"Fair's fair, fair's fair."

One of the matrons reached out and began washing Safuru's head straight on. It was truly unbearable to watch her bouncing breasts sway as she worked.

Just then, another group entered the women's bath.

"Ah, there's a boy here!"

"Oh, you kitty cats. Baron-sama asked me to teach him how to wash his body."

"Can I wash too?"

"Why not? Might as well give him a thorough scrub from the crotch all the way to the butt hole."

"Ee... y-you're going to wash the butt hole too!?"

"Just kidding~♪ Close your eyes."

The Saffur washing squad was now joined by the cats.

"Hey, hey, I'm a guy... why are you all so casually approaching me naked like this!"

"You've been spoiled. Besides, that little finger-sized thing of yours wouldn't dare bite anyone."

"T-there's at least a ring finger! Come on!"

"Let me wash too! My colony doesn't have any boys, so I'm curious!"

"Me too, me too~ Oh, yours is much smaller than the master's."

One after another, the cat girls approached, no longer washing Saffur but treating him like a toy.

And then, amidst all that commotion...

"It's quite lively here..."

"Ah!"

As Saffur had his soap suds washed away and looked up, he found Rika standing there, naked.

...Silence fell over the scene.

(TBC)
Red Dragon Burning 3
Safu observed the situation with an oddly calm detachment.
The hot spring washing area, surrounded by a swarm of undressed ladies and catgirls.
And right in the middle of it all, being crushed underfoot while arching his finger-thin penis upward—himself.
That sight must have been utterly pitiful.

Well, essentially, he was a "rascal forty-something boy who'd used his youthful appearance to enjoy lewd scenes to his heart's content in the women's bath, completely surrendering to indulgence."

For a fleeting moment, he couldn't fathom what Rika was thinking and let negativity cloud everything.
...In reality, Rika had never once perceived Safu as "middle-aged inside"; though clever, she viewed him with the innocent perspective of an eight-year-old, so being dragged into the women's bath didn't seem unnatural to her.

On the contrary, since he was undeniably a beautiful boy who made everyone want to dote on him, compared to those innocent ladies and catgirls cooing over him, he inwardly trembled at his own filthy desires, wondering how corrupted he must be... yet Safu remained entirely unaware of such thoughts.

Caught up in mutual attraction without truly understanding each other's core selves, the dragon and elf gazed at one another, shamed and despairing, yet unwilling to be rejected; they steadied themselves, though Safu couldn't find an excuse for his current state, while Rika was utterly lost, unsure how to resolve matters after the incident from a few days prior.

A long, drawn-out silence. No—well, only for them personally; in truth, it had lasted perhaps just a minute.

Anyway, after the silence stretched on, Safu, having thought himself into a corner, resolved with feverishly determined logic that rather than stammering out excuses, he'd act like a man.
He stepped forward toward Rika, nearly overwhelmed by the divine beauty of her twin breasts (in Safu's view alone), then arched his back sharply and inhaled deeply from the depths of his belly.

"Rika... oh, I—I... I love youuuu!!!"
He shouted loudly, staring at Rika with tear-filled eyes.

It was Rika who became flustered.
The situation made no sense whatsoever. Just moments ago, feeling a strange arousal toward such an adorable boy and writhing with guilt over having sexually teased him, she suddenly faced a grand confession.
With all the ladies in the women's bath watching in bewilderment, he stood there erect while declaring his love.

"...Eh? Eh?"
Only her lower face moved as she asked back, surely wearing an incredibly unnatural expression.

In response, Safu wore an indescribably anxious look, prompting Rika to instinctively feel like comforting him—but fundamentally, she still didn't understand what he was doing.
Since they'd arrived at the hot spring without prior knowledge and suddenly encountered this scene, she couldn't grasp the flow of their conversation.

If one were to take such actions, surely there should have been some buildup beforehand; otherwise, it would appear abrupt. That inference wouldn't seem unnatural at all.
But truly, there was nothing—Safu had reached this point with absolutely no foreshadowing. Yet Rika, mistakenly assuming "there must have been some earlier part of the story? Could you explain that?" waited for clarification, leaving a serious disconnect to dominate the women's bath.

"...Rika."

"U-uh... uh?"

"That... um..."

Realizing his words weren't coming across, Safu grew even more confused, frantically searching left and right for help.
He hoped perhaps Maiya or Lyra, maybe the blue dragon, or even Andy or the Baron might be nearby to cover for his flustered behavior—but no such luck.

Driven by their focused gazes, and again propelled by incomprehensible panic, Safu cried out once more.
"...That... I love you!!!"
He shouted the same thing again.

Nothing was resolved; all the ladies in the bath had merely aligned their thoughts to stay calm and explain properly.

As the silence continued unabated, Safu nearly burst into tears.
What on earth is this space? How should I act correctly... he raged silently within his boiling brain.

And eventually, one of the catgirls timidly stepped forward to offer assistance.

"…Um… so, what should I tell the elf lady about this?"

"That's… you're asking me to say that kind of thing?!"

"She's in trouble, after all…"

"…Ugh."

Safuru cowers at Rika's blatantly confused expression.
Rika wanted to convey that she wasn't unhappy about it, but if she phrased her response poorly, Safuru—currently spiraling out of control—might misinterpret things and cause an irreversible situation. She simply didn't know how to put it into words.

Seeing this stalemate, the catgirl speaks once more.

"…If you want to get married, or have sex, wouldn't it be better to just say so?"

"S-Sex?!"

Safuru jumps in shock.

Even the ladies present show clear hesitation at that suggestion.

"You can't say such things to someone this young."

"Besides, does he even understand what 'sex' means?"

"He's way too young for that."

But Rika quickly interjects, waving her hands frantically. She felt she had to step in here.
"Well, Safuru-kun is already forty years old… and, um, he's experienced enough with that sort of thing…"

Once again, all eyes turn toward Safuru.
Rika meant well. She believed Safuru was too shy to speak up and had ended up becoming a plaything for these women—and indeed, that was exactly what had happened.

However, while elves are quite tolerant of double-digit ages, humans and cat-beasts find such numbers far more significant.
"Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeek?!"

After a few beats, the collective gasp from everyone causes Safuru to leap in sheer terror.
Panicked, he sprints out of the women's bath naked and dashes across the grassy field. At this stage of his life—or rather, his mental age—he'd sooner argue against being labeled "erotic" than accept it. He couldn't just shrink back and stay there; he had to flee.

"Lies… What kind of race is that girl anyway?"

"Speaking of which, among the girls Andy's letting us hang out with, there was one who looked about thirteen but claimed to be sixty."

"There are people like that…"

Still, since Safuru doesn't pose any threat of raping women—thanks in no small part to his dragon heritage making him a handsome youth—the ladies aren't condemning his behavior so much as being genuinely surprised. The cats were just shocked too.

After all, even if he's a bit mischievous, Safuru is undeniably beautiful. No matter what, people tend to soften up toward cute boys rather than those annoying little brats.

While Rika watches the scene inside the bath with wide eyes, she quickly dresses herself, gathers Safuru's clothes, and follows after him, calling out, "Sorry for the disturbance!"

Safuru sits cross-legged in a patch of nearby grass.

"S-Safuru-kun…"

"Rika… I…"

"…Um…"

Safuru is crying.
Upon reflection, he realizes how pathetic it all was: swept into the bath, unable to firmly refuse and reduced to a plaything for the women, intending to make a bold confession to wrap things up neatly—but instead ending up chased out, naked and wandering around. It was just too humiliating.

"That… Safuru-kun…"

"…I'm… completely… useless… even as a dragon… or even if I'm not that kind of person… I'm totally… so embarrassing…"
Safuru sniffled, wiping his nose with a *shushi* sound.

Seeing Safuru like that, Rika suddenly calmed down.
…In the end, Safuru is just a child. Too much of one.
He tries to make himself look bigger, fails, gets hurt, and feels down. Yet somehow, he remains straightforward in his own way.
Rika hadn't been able to properly accept his kindness because of her guilt, but Safuru's feelings for her hadn't changed even after the reverse prank just a few days ago.
That's why Safuru needs to comfort himself. He needs to accept himself.
There was no need to worry about what others would think or follow common sense in that moment.

"…Hey, Safuru-kun… I know… I know you want to become a grown-up."

"…Yeah."

"Becoming a grown-up takes a lot of time, and I know that too. But I also know that even while you're still on your way to becoming one, you're still a proper boy…"

"…Y-yeah."

"So even now, if you see a girl's naked body, your penis stands up… and you feel like doing something even more than before… I know all that too."

She embraced Safuru from behind, holding his naked form.

"I also know that you might start wanting to have sex."

"That's…"

"But having sex doesn't make you a grown-up. And the things Safuru-kun really wants won't come just from that. You understand that, right?"

"…Haa…"

Safuru wavered between Rika's words.
It's a common saying: lose your virginity and you become a man.
If he didn't want to give up his virginity, then yes, he did. But losing it wouldn't suddenly make him an "unmistakable grown-up dragon who can't be trifled with."
First of all, Safuru couldn't stand being called a lecherous guy.
That's why he couldn't nod or shake his head at Rika's words.

Feeling his hesitation clearly, Rika loved him even more.

"Becoming a grown-up might take decades. And that's okay, Safuru-kun… Besides, you don't have to hold back until then either. Because I like you, even as a child."

"…Rika…?"

"Take your time and grow up slowly, Safuru-kun… From today until you become an adult, and even after that… it's okay for your penis to feel good inside my womb."

With a soft sigh,
Still leaning against Safuru, Rika began to strip off her clothes.
Her skin, previously damp from the steam of the bath, was revealed bit by bit with each layer removed, making Safuru involuntarily imagine her naked body.
But this time, Rika had no intention of teasing him further.

"L-Lika…"

"I'm sorry, Safuru-kun… This might not really be for your sake…"

Having stripped completely, she stepped away from Safuru and turned around to face him.
Fully aroused, Rika exposed herself entirely to Safuru under the setting sun on the grassy plain.

"...I'm probably... much, much more... lustful than Saffu-kun thinks... ♪"

"Oh, I... I..."

"That's why, just now... imagining that for the next few decades, every single day, you'll be thrusting into me and growing bigger... made me..."

Trembling.

"My excitement... it won't stop... ♪"

"...Rika... Rika, is this okay...?"

"...Yes, Saffu-kun... fuck...?"

The elf girl he adores displays her tiny penis.
It's still thin, not yet long—lacking the imposing girth that would truly please a woman.
But from now on, within the vagina of the immortal少女 before him, it will gradually mature into adulthood. The girl has declared she'll allow it.

"I-I... Rika... r-really going to do it... I'm gonna do it..."

"...If you don't get in sooner, your pussy'll dry out, Saffu-kun... ♪"

"Gh...!"

Rika is pinned beneath Saffu; she spreads her thighs slightly and teases him.
After confirming with her again and again, he boldly thrusts his small penis into the center of her hairless labia minora.

"Gh... nnn, ha... ♪"

"...Rika... it's not going in as easily as I thought..."

"Use more force... get inside me, Saffu-kun...!"

"I-I... is that okay...?"

"But it's our first time! A girl's hole won't open up on its own... someone has to stretch it out... ♪"

"...Rika..."

"With your penis, Saffu-kun... I'm sure you can't reach the depths yet..."

She whispers.

"Keep going until you reach me... keep thrusting inside me every day until you've stretched me all the way through... ♪"

"...Y-yes...!"

Saffu nods and moves his hips.
Gathering momentum, he pushes his small, partially embedded penis deeper into her mucous-lined depths.
Soon, the tiny penis that had barely entered is swallowed slightly further into Rika's vagina with a soft *meri* sensation.

"That's it...!"

"...Yes, Saffu-kun... congratulations on graduating from virginity... ♪"

Perhaps because his penis was so small, or perhaps due to the intensity of his arousal—
Rika, though blood trickles between her thighs, shows enough composure to kiss him and praise him.

"Now all that's left is... to feel good inside me properly and release your white fluid... that's what intercourse is... ♪"

"I-I understand... but... I might get pregnant..."

"…It's okay, Saffur-kun."

Rika whispered to Saffur with eyes that were impossible to tell whether they held kindness or lust.

"If you haven't grown up yet… I'd be fine if you made me your child…♪"

"Saffur…"

"So, Saffur-kun… let's make love thoroughly every day…♪ More passionately than Mr. Smayson… let's make love even more fervently…♪"

"…Rika, you—"

"I'm sorry for being so lewd… but when I look at you…♪"

She wrapped her arms and legs around him, embracing him as if to hold him entirely within her embrace.

"All of this feels like happiness…♪"

"…R-Rika… Rika, I—I…"

Saffur's excitement reached its peak; the boy's waist began to sway unsteadily before he suddenly started moving frantically in pursuit of pleasure.
Without even knowing what angle or speed to use, his small strokes gradually accelerated until they drove into the elf girl's body with force.
Though this was their first time, and Saffur, being male, might have had some experience, Rika certainly shouldn't have been able to reach such pleasure so easily.
Yet, seeing the boy become so absorbed in her flesh gave her a profound sense of spiritual fulfillment.
It felt as though from the very beginning… yes, surely since the moment they met, things were meant to unfold this way.
As if she had foolishly neglected something precious all along.
While feeling an overwhelming satisfaction that left no room for regret or excess, Rika accepted Saffur's clumsy thrusts.

The evening sky turned crimson.
The summer breeze felt cool.
Why did she always end up making love in the grasslands? Rika wondered, gazing at the sky over Saffur's shoulder, recalling the fundamentalist beliefs held by some elf clans: elves should not live indoors but instead make the forest their home.
Perhaps blood like that ran through her veins—such a sinful blood that made outdoor sex feel natural to her.

…Concluding this for herself, she found herself accepting Saffur's desperate expression with renewed resolve.
From now on, she would continue making love with Saffur forever. She would nurture this tiny partner within her womb.
Because she was an elf and he a dragon, they could enjoy such extended intimacy over long periods—a thought that filled her with unbearable happiness and comfort.
And so, Saffur scattered his seed deep inside the girl.

"Uu… u-uuuhhh…♪"
She had no self-control whatsoever; she simply indulged in the pleasure, unable to resist as it poured forth from her.
Yet even the boy's awkward display of sexuality was precious to her.
And the bliss of his thick, sticky semen being thrust directly into her vagina…
Feeling that sensation and the passion alive within his very seed, Rika shivered until she reached her climax, completely overwhelmed.

"Mmmnnn…♪"
Lust intertwined with love.
Though both were still too young by their respective species to deeply understand each other, they remained profoundly connected through sex, sharing their hearts nonetheless.

A few days later.
"Cough… …Boy."

"Eh, uh-oh?! You need to get dressed!"

Safuru, who had encountered Airi again, felt ashamed as his penis reacted immediately to her imposing naked body. He pressed a hand between his legs while protesting.

Airi didn't seem to care and stated her purpose.

"Well... this is the place where you all work every day. But since it's too close to the town... well, people are seeing us sometimes. Starting now, wouldn't it be better if we operated from a slightly more distant location?"

"W-were being watched..."

"If I were a dragon, I'd have noticed by now. ...It's that pair of the voyeuristic human and the ogre."

"Eh, uh-ohhh!"

"When I casually call out to them, they switch their attention to us. But... I can't always rush over like that."

"W-well, thank you for your help..."

Safuru had unexpectedly been receiving care from a perverted woman.
Extra 13: Bonus Short Stories
Break Time
Excerpt from the bonus paper included with Volume 1 of the book edition, featuring a scene set between chapters 30 and 31 of the main story.

In the northern forests of Celesta.
This area is sparsely populated, with villages and colonies scattered far apart. Even if a dragon lands or takes off here, it merely startles birds and animals without causing much disturbance.

Tark and I had been traveling by dragon toward the capital, and after several stops, we decided to take a break here.
...Though "a toilet break" doesn't mean we're strictly forbidden from doing anything else.
After hours confined in the cramped carriage, one naturally feels the urge to stretch or move around lightly.
Being airborne for so long in such an unstable position makes one crave nothing more than lying flat on one's back with one's back against the ground.

That's why Diane allowed us about thirty minutes of free time to do as we pleased, and everyone went about their own activities accordingly.
...As for me, since my legs wouldn't move, there wasn't much I could really do.
Of course, I could use crutches to walk around, but weighing the effort of carefully stepping down from the rattling carriage against a brief change of pace, I found myself preferring to simply sit and wait quietly.

"Hm. You're not coming out?"

"These parts aren't particularly interesting to me anyway, and walking with a cane is troublesome."

"Then why not ask Hilda for that treatment to make you walk again?"

"I could ask, but I don't really feel like moving that much... Besides, even Hilda needs a break herself."

"You're being too modest, or perhaps frustrating. ...We've finally acquired this special breeding chamber. If you have spare time, why not use it?"

Direct hit. I stumbled.
No, I'm not suddenly repulsed by intimacy or bored with it?
But wait a moment—I was still a virgin just recently!
Even though the timing might seem right, this is an opportunity that's perfectly suited for someone in my condition! Shouldn't I say things like "Let's do it!" or "Take your clothes off!"? But I simply don't possess such a powerful mindset yet.

"...To be honest, creating the right atmosphere and leading to intimacy within these mere thirty minutes, while also being unable to move my legs properly, is too difficult for me."

"Hm. Atmosphere?"

Laira parroted back those words, then raised her hair slightly with an expression that seemed half-amused, half-disappointed.

"If you're calling us lovers, fine—but why must I constantly gauge the mood of a female slave? Just take off your clothes and spread your legs already!"

"No, but only someone like you would actually do that if asked to spread their legs, right?"

Even though everyone says they're okay with being slaves, bringing up such a request so abruptly would surely cause confusion.
Enduring that atmosphere while maintaining the stern demeanor of my master, I have absolutely no confidence we could wrap this up within thirty minutes.

"Then just order me to do it. If you'd like, even Jeanne would suffice."

"Eh...?"

Laira looked down at me as if to say, "What's so important about that?", but suddenly initiating such a play would be difficult for me to prepare myself for emotionally.
Besides, if we're going to do this, I need to call Hilda back first to help me move my legs. She's not even visible right now.

"...Damn it, this is frustrating. Alright, Jeanne, let's go!"

"Understood."

Suddenly, Jeanne appeared from a blind spot.
She had been listening quietly just outside the carriage all along. I'd prefer if she'd shown her face from the start so as not to startle me.
Laira leaped onto the carriage and casually grabbed Jeanne's clothing, pulling upward with a swift motion.

She slipped out of her clothes with a sudden, effortless motion, as if changing diapers.
Jeanne raised her hands innocently to pull the garments off, then brushed her hair away with a *pasa-pasa* sound, arranging it neatly. She looked adorable. Yet even stripped down to just her panties and collar, she didn't feel particularly erotic.

Then Laila carelessly shed her own clothes.
Her magnificent breasts and curvaceous waist, tapering sensually, radiated an intense eroticism. As someone who has always favored large-breasted women, I found myself irresistibly drawn to her.

Seeing Jeanne's smooth, childlike body, recalling the sensation of its interior, suddenly made my nose twitch—but achieving that level of arousal was still too difficult for now.

"Mm... Sister Laila's breasts are truly amazing."

"W-well... as a man, one can't help but be drawn to breasts."

"Even so, dwarven women with breasts like Sister Laila's are a bit much..."

"Hmph. Jeanne, you have this here."

Laila reached into Jeanne's armpit and suddenly lifted her panties right in front of me.

The panties appeared before my eyes.

"This inner space... your strength lies precisely in how small and narrow it is♪ Even I couldn't possibly match that."

"B-but isn't smaller better?"

"Other races would tear apart, but a dwarf female's hole is sturdy. That smallness must delight our Master♪"

Laila's mature naked form contrasted with Jeanne's tiny vaginal opening.
Recalling both sensations, I finally found my mind turning toward intercourse, and my erection pushed against the fabric of my pants.
But since one leg was useless, things became complicated from there.
Simply lifting my hips required firm support below the knees; otherwise, it would be a struggle. After fumbling for a while, I managed to pull down my pants halfway just enough to retrieve what I needed.

"...Hmph. Look, Jeanne. Our Master is shamelessly eager to taste your hole."

"Waa...♪"

Please don't say things like "shamelessly." My feelings are surprisingly delicate.

My penis, flushed with embarrassment, arched as it imagined penetrating Jeanne's vagina.

After taking a brief breath, I reached out to the floating waist of Jeanne and slowly pulled down her panties.

The cloth was removed from her slender, youthful waist, revealing her innocent crotch.

As my penis vulgarly spread her tiny labia, imagining the moment of intense constriction, it involuntarily jerked upward.

"Aha... I want to fuck your here with a ten-man-commander-sized thick dong♪"

"Yes..."

Contrasting Laila's mature, fleshy body with Jeanne's young and delicate form, her charm pressed forward.
I could freely enjoy these two female bodies radiating such opposite attractions.
Though my penis isn't exceptionally large... well, at least for Jeanne's body, I suppose that needs clarification.

"Hmph. Then let me fuck you...♪"

Laila, holding Jeanne's body in her arms, slowly lowered her hands. While seated on the chair, she positioned Jeanne above me. With one hand, she firmly spread Jeanne's labia around my erect penis.

"Nn-ku... u, ah... haa... nn♪"

Jeanne, fully aroused, willingly accepted it.

Deeply penetrating her in a face-to-face seated position, after catching my breath, Laila shifted her hand to Jeanne's waist and began forcibly moving her small body up and down.

"Uaaah... L-Lady Lyra... Ah, nya-ah!?"

"Hoho. Your master is not being pushed away. I must come to your aid."

A female slave being forced into intercourse by other female slaves.

It's a pitiful scene... yet Jeanne is a purebred masochist.

Even with such rough sex, after a short while she fully adapts, and I no longer have time to worry.

Her small, cramped vagina is the perfect tool for arousing pleasure.

And when it's thrust up and down by the hands of a powerful dragon, there's no way she can endure it for long.

I avert my eyes from Jeanne, who clings to me and pants with her tongue lolling out, gritting my teeth as I stare at the carriage ceiling, holding back my ejaculation.

But that only works for a few seconds.

The young vagina Lyra shakes vigorously in her hand leaves no gap for my cooldown.

"Kuh... it's, it's coming out..."

"Fnyaaahhh...♪"

Spraying semen into her tiny womb, I savor the pleasure as my vision flickers.

While steadying my trembling breath, I meet Jeanne's eyes, who is also being tossed about by unexpected pleasure.

"...Ehehe. It's coming out."

"It's coming out."

"Ho. Next time it'll be me. There's no time to rest, you know?"

Lyra flashes a mischievous smirk from behind the shadow of Jeanne's head.

Then, from outside the carriage, a voice calls out.

"...Sorry, but time is up."

It was Miss Diane. The other girls had gathered at a distance.

"Ho. How stingy. Just one more shot, you can't wait even twenty minutes?"

"No way. I'll allow this much as per Andy's wishes, but if we make exceptions beyond this point, there will be no end to it."

"There's no need to panic. Why not just let everyone go wild here for a night?"

"If we neglect our purpose, even a night won't suffice!"

Oh, Miss Diane... I'm very happy about this, but having my true feelings—"I want to have sex too"—treated as a tantrum is a bit troublesome.

Things are finally getting out of hand.
The Winners of the Coin Toss
From the Melon Books bonus paper included with Volume 1 of the book edition, depicting scenes around episodes 30–31 of the original series.
"Alright, do your best~☆"
Hilda waves goodbye as she sees them off. Behind her, Aurora, Jeanne, and Lyra look disappointed.
But since it came down to a coin toss, there's nothing they can do. Time is running out.
Leaving the scene with me are Selen, Anzeros, and Diane, who went ahead first.
They're the group that won the gamble.

Due to various circumstances, my right leg is completely immobile now. Standing and walking would normally be impossible for me.
I'm on a journey different from the original plan in an attempt to fix this, but aside from that, I recently made almost all the girls traveling with me swear to become my female slaves.
I declared loudly that whenever the chance arose, I'd flood their wombs with my semen nonstop—a cheerful promise they all accepted with starry-eyed enthusiasm... ah, yes. Everyone is perfectly sane. The problem isn't there.
My completely immobile leg will regain its normal function for only thirty minutes thanks to a spell cast by Hilda. That's the only time I can enjoy sex. Once those thirty minutes are up, I need a cooldown period before the same spell can be cast again.
With only two or three girls able to have sex within that timeframe, it becomes a fierce competition for the spots.
This time, it's these three—coincidentally, the original members of our journey.

"That's a waste of time if we keep searching for a place," Selen remarks, placing a finger over her lips and glancing around nervously.

"But showing off so blatantly would be a bit..." Anzeros leans against my arm, lowering her gaze. She's still new to being a female slave, so perhaps she feels shy.

In contrast, Diane is strong about it.

"We did this together just the other day, didn't we? If Andy had recovered back then, there'd be no restrictions on sex either. I think we'd stop caring about whether family members see us or not."

"B-but even so, it still feels awkward," she stammers.

"You were only the one looking before, Anzeros-san. Suddenly becoming the one being looked at takes some courage, doesn't it?"

"Just the other day, both of you were virgins, yet now Selen and Captain Hyakunin seem to barely care about group play... I can't believe it."

"Well, don't say that. There's a point in swallowing your shame for now."

Diane and Selen nod as if they've come to an understanding, then begin undressing right there. It seems the spot has pleased them.

Anzeros' eyes widen, turning bright red as she stiffens up. So cute.

"Alright, Andy-san... which one should I start with?"

With a bright smile, Selen asks while proudly exposing her white, full breasts and hairless crotch to the sunlight.

Her racing heart, which had repeatedly proclaimed "I'm your slave, Andy!" is now completely unfazed by mere full nudity in the mountains.

And Diane, who originally bathed alone with only men present, possesses the nerve to do so openly. Having also spent days competing with Selen in their sleeping quarters, she too displays her naked body with a calm smile and invites me forward.

"Either one is fine, but hurry up. If you dawdle, we won't be able to fit all three in."

"Haa... then, let's start with Selen."

"Yes~♪"

Accepting my choice, Selen happily reaches out to grasp a nearby tree trunk, turning her backside toward me.
Her body curves like that of a cat—supple and lustrous. Her naturally male-attracting proportions seem to bounce with anticipation for sex with me.
She's the ultimate female slave who consistently responds directly to my sexual desires. Without hesitation, I insert myself into her vagina.
"Mn-ah... y-you're in... ♪ ...P-poke away, it's okay, more of it, don't hold back... ♪"

"Aaaah..."
The body before me was as usual—beautiful and soft in every detail, a truly luxurious female form.
And the vagina that welcomed me, slick with saliva, one that knew me better than anyone else.

As we both swayed our hips like waves, Selen and I quickly lost ourselves in pleasure.
Beside us, Diane gazed intently at my penis as she ravaged Selen, while stroking her own voluptuous body to match Selen's, beginning an ecstatic masturbation session.

...Just a moment ago, the half-elf female slave had begun to wonder if this was merely fantasy.
Just a moment ago, I had believed the ultimate female boss was someone out of my reach. And then—
"...U-uuhh... B-but I'm... also a female slave..."

Just a moment ago, Anzeros had been nothing more than a male friend. Now, he stripped off his clothes in disarray, stood naked beside Selen, and lifted his buttocks to show them off.
Under the gentle sunlight, this scenario was too perfect to be real—a dream come true.
But now... from here on out, this is reality. With even a slight chance, they would fight over my penis and beg for me to fill them.

Savoring this happiness, I withdrew my penis from Selen and suddenly thrust it into Anzeros.

"Eeek! ...M-moments ago you already came!?"

"Not yet. But Anzeros wanted to be ravaged sooner too."

"Mmph... Fine, but please make sure to cum inside me too? I want a baby!"

"I want one too. Andy, whenever you're about to release, just do it in my vagina."

"B-but I'm the one being fucked right now! I want to get pregnant too, ah♪"

Aaaah... what happiness.
Surrounded by female bodies, begged endlessly to impregnate them, feeling utterly fulfilled, I casually ejaculated wherever I pleased.
...Because I lingered too long, my magic faded, and for the third time, Selen took the riding position, which left me slightly regretful.
The Blue Girl and the Darkness of History
From the special paper included with Volume 2 of the book edition, covering approximately chapters 66 to 68 of the main story.

If you were to describe Mya's appearance in a single word, there's no other term than "young girl."
In human terms, she'd be around late adolescence. She's certainly not an adult, yet calling her a child would also be difficult—it's that awkward, half-bloomed stage of youth.

That said, according to the stories, her actual age surpasses mine, even exceeding that of my generation; she appears to be well past sixty.
Yet, in terms of emotions and knowledge, she remains just as youthful as she looks. I often end up treating her like a younger sister with a significant age gap... but then the question inevitably arises: "How far is too far?"

Well, there was Jeanne before, after all. In fact, if we're talking about appearances alone, Jeanne's situation is far more precarious.
Even though she officially claims to have contracted for "explicit purposes," dragon customs differ from ours. Not only does she possess immense power herself, but her family also wields comparable strength. I must avoid crossing lines that could provoke trouble.

Indeed, judgments based on common sense only work when both parties share the same values. It's not uncommon for trivial matters to be considered unacceptable by another's standards.

That brings us here.

"Mya, I want you to be honest with me."

"?"

At Polka's inn, I sharply tap my knee and press the matter again.

She tilts her head in confusion.

"Dragons are said to do anything for their Riders. But I'd like to hear your true feelings. Specifically, where exactly is the line you draw—what you dislike or wish never to be crossed."

"Explicit things?"

She asks seriously.

Once again, she's breathtakingly beautiful.

Transparent and delicate, pure and serene—a living embodiment of "winter" or "ice."

Though I've felt an untouchable aura around some girls before, Mya's slightly precarious demeanor makes me strongly suspect that perhaps I'm not even someone she should allow to touch her.

I linger for a few seconds, captivated by her perfection—so flawless it almost seems artificial—before nodding boldly.

"That's right. Well, everyone has their limits... but since I know nothing about dragon customs," I continue.

"..." She pauses. "I think you could accept almost anything up to what Lord Andy might imagine."

"A man's imagination isn't something to take lightly. Don't underestimate me just because my appearance is unimpressive."

Clenching my fist, I threaten with renewed vigor.

True enough, I lack bulky muscles, a manly beard, or chest hair—but don't assume that means I'm harmless deep down. Men, no matter how frail they may seem, harbor wild beasts within their hearts.

Mya looks slightly troubled and continues.

"..." She hesitates. "For example... while engaging in explicit acts, chopping off your arms with an axe, or pulling out immediately after ejaculation only to have them regrow..."

"Wait a minute."

I stop her abruptly as she suddenly launches into a suspenseful horror tale with a serious expression.

"Could you please not start talking about products of hellish madness right away?"

"..." She tilts her head again. "But I was just saying there are Riders who've actually done things that far..."

"I'm sorry. Could you tone it down a bit?"

"..." Her voice softens. "Dragon bodies, like Lady Lyra demonstrated, can regenerate wounds and injuries at will. So even such acts could be considered expressions of love. If Lord Andy enjoys this kind of explicitness, I'd be happy if he did so genuinely, despite the pain involved."

"That's not something you can just brush off with a single word like 'it's sexual.'"
Well, what the hell is this darkness in history? No matter how much you're told to do whatever you want, why does there actually exist such an idiot who chose to go down that path? It's far beyond being a beast. Why did they pick that?

"I'd say at most I might suddenly tell someone to strip naked or stand in line with everyone and stick their ass out."

"……? You mean it's better if you're naked? If Lord Andy prefers that, then being naked all the time would be fine too."

...Originally, Maia was part of a race born naked.

"N-no, only when I feel aroused. If it were always like that, it'd actually cause problems."

"Actually, whenever you feel like it, just make yourself available all the time. You can even stay on all fours beside me waiting."

A girl with an image so transparent, delicate, innocent, and serene spoke as if it were entirely natural, then sat on his lap and looked up at him.

"So I want to be spoiled a lot. If you'll spoil me, I won't care about anyone else's gaze. That's what dragons are."

"……Well, I suppose I will spoil you."

"I'll do anything. Whether it's in front or from behind, with my hands or mouth—I'll serve... And if you say fight, I'll fight. If you say kill, I'll kill. Anyone, including Lady Lyra."

"……Since you're so cute, stop doing that kind of thing. For me, the most effective use of a cute girl is to gaze at her, kiss her, touch her, and have sex with her."

"……Ehehe. Yeah."

I'm quite terrible for saying such things. Yet, Maia looks happy.
Even as a pitiful master, I want to make her happy in my own way.
Extra 14: 10 Years After
Ten Years After 1
Approximately ten years after the epilogue of Parts 1 and 2. Andy is now forty years old.

Since turning thirteen, Elenia stopped calling me "Papa."

Why? Was it because I made her a staff with a glowing tip that spins around as a birthday present?
Irina had told me, "If you gave this to a younger child, it would be an absolute hit," but hearing such feedback the day before is hardly helpful.
Besides, it's not my fault that you wealthy folks just give orders to your subordinates and have them prepare the finest clothes and accessories. I can only compete with my technical skills, and when it comes to crafting runes, I'm no longer young enough to conjure anything up in a single flash of inspiration.

...Well, complaining about Irina's reaction is pointless anyway. The real issue lies with Elenia.

"Elenia, please. Give Papa one more chance. Okay?"

"Huh?"

I clasped my hands together and begged for a redo on the gift, only to be met with a chilling "Huh?" that made my blood run cold.
I'm going to die.

Elenia sports her mother's radiant golden hair, cut into a bob with slightly longer strands on the left side as a distinctive feature. She gets it trimmed by Selen every two weeks.
Selen has been managing Elenia's various needs since she learned to stand, and even now, he remains one of the top-tier barbers in Polka.
Elenia treats me with a somewhat ambiguous attitude lately, yet she clearly adores her mother without reservation. She often asks Selen in a teasing tone, "Has your hair grown too long again?" only to receive an exasperated chuckle and a resigned "Yes, yes" from him.

As for her ears, unlike Selen and Anjou, who appear indistinguishable from elves at first glance, Elenia's are distinctly short and seemingly immobile.
In the past, I used to playfully poke her ears while giving her a bath, but Cristie scolded me fiercely after catching me doing it.
Even though I was told that kissing lips is still considered safe by elf standards, I've sworn never to mention this incident to Elenia again.
I love Elenia dearly, but I understand the boundaries of fatherhood.

"What? A birthday present? The spinning thing?"

"Yeah. I was thinking about making something better than that..."

"How do you plan on making it 'better'?"

"Well... since she can't really walk around with that staff anymore, and its practicality was too low, maybe I should aim for something more decorative—something stylish that moves and would be fun to gaze at when I feel like it in the room..."

"I hate that about you, Andy."

"Guh..."

With a dismissive tone that none of the female slaves had ever heard from me before, she casually rejected my idea. I felt as though I might vomit blood.
This is bad. I'll need to drink some Spirit Spring afterward.
Also, as you may have heard, my new name after the transformation is "Andy." My daughter calls me by my first name, not "Father."

"Sure, that thing was just a toy anyway, and Peter seemed happier with it, so I gave it away right away..."

"You... gave it away..."

Children can be so cruel.

"That's where you say, 'I'll make something even better next year,' isn't it? Are you planning to keep churning out junk until I'm satisfied? Do you have nothing better to do? Are you killing time?"

"S-stop! Papa is still trying his best!"

"Mom and the older sisters all say that, but honestly, all Andy does is pinch their breasts and buttocks while making weird noises. Is that really 'trying your best'?"

"Stop it! You don't see what I'm doing behind closed doors! There are things you don't understand yet that I'm working hard on!"

Actually, Elenia doesn't know... or rather, even I myself am not entirely sure what I'm trying to accomplish.

The reason I use such vague wording is that my current activities are supported by brain trust from Irina, Tetes, and Cosmos.
Recently, they established a prestigious organization called the Smison & Forest Foundation, and I'm constantly sent to oddly high-society parties and festivals where I'm made to deliver speeches.

I originally intended blacksmithing as my main profession, but honestly, my craftsmanship isn't generating enough income. Jeanne has better sense and stamina than me, and even Jackie surpasses me in skill.
In such a situation, claiming "I'll earn money myself and support the female slaves" was far too presumptuous.

While worrying about that, Irina invited me to try a side business. Half-believing it, half-skeptical, I agreed—and now... I deliver speeches while she, Tetes (the clan leader), and Cosmos (who wields immense connections in the Southern Desert) provide support, securing businesses centered around Karlwin, Grange, and the Northern Forest, generating substantial revenue.

I give them a speech once a month as they request, acting as a shield against obviously lust-driven visitors (many come because all three are stunningly beautiful), while watching them wrap up negotiations.
Sometimes discussions progress on topics completely unrelated to the Northern Forest, Karlwin, or Grange, making me nervous about whether it's truly safe—but somehow, everything seems to be working out.

Honestly, it's so politically complex that I don't fully understand it.
So when asked what exactly I'm doing, all I can say is, "I don't know, but something's happening."

As for the rest of my time... well, I make things while being called a junk collector.

"...Better stop touching girls' breasts and buttocks in front of children, right?"

"It's never too late to change, isn't it?"

"There's no choice but to ban children from entering this area."

At the former secret hot spring—now expanded from the open-air bath into a space rivaling Carlos's estate, currently known as "Vapor Palace"—these conversations take place.
...While "palace" might evoke Dragon Palace, it's not incorrect since dragons are always present in large numbers; even the dragons themselves insist on calling it that.

Homes in the new town can accommodate around 10–15 people, but officials and others coming to Polka can't all be housed there.
Moreover, since naked tribes like the Blue Dragons would cause massive moral disturbances if they entered the city streets, Irina and Cosmos proposed an ambitious plan ten years ago: create a colossal base where women come specifically to meet me, and where dragons walking naked wouldn't attract complaints!

Honestly, looking at the blueprints, I thought it was a joke—more like a castle or military base than a house.
Wasn't this just grandiosity fueled by Grange's success?

...However, strong backing arrived from Breakcore and Diel.
"It would be better to have structures connected to the barrier. Every time Breakcore goes outside, leaving the barrier open in the open air poses significant risks. If we build an enclosed base guarded by dragons, those risks can be drastically reduced."

With that reasoning, the clan council approved it.
While clearing just 200 meters of land is negligible for the entire forest, it's a massive undertaking requiring human labor without permission would instantly draw arrows.

The dragons and Northern Forest elders cleared the land openly, constructing towering stone walls and magnificent arched roofs adorned with heat-dissipating runes that allow light to filter through seamlessly.
Thanks to this, daytime in summer feels endlessly open beneath a sky-like ceiling, while below lies a vast hot spring space reminiscent of Tark's oasis.

...Originally designed deeper, but now limited to about 30 cm deep to prevent children from drowning—though lying down is required for full immersion.

Centered around this hot spring area are interconnected zones: a sleeping quarter (accommodating ~300 people), dining hall (where cat and elf children receive training before working in the city), leisure areas (including a dance stage and my invention workshop), and a dragon takeoff/landing zone—literally creating a palace-like complex.

This enormous space is exclusively reserved for my associates: female slaves, offspring from the Cat Colony, Cosmos's employees, Onyx's maid group (originally sent as spa guests but now staying in rotating three-month shifts after being told they're welcome), Mist Crystal's women from both palaces, and many others—girls who remain comfortable naked even knowing I'm a lust-driven stallion.

And of course, the children. They were still too young to leave with anyone else; the spaciousness kept them away from any harem scenes anyway.

Within this facility, being completely nude is entirely optional.
Blue dragons naturally go naked here, and since the central hot spring was originally expanded for intimate purposes, there's no gender separation. Visitors typically embrace a fully nude lifestyle upon arrival.

Thus, my children are accustomed to others' nudity. Whenever they come here, they're constantly surrounded by dozens of unfamiliar beauties swapping in and out—some bathing in the springs, others embracing me naked on my shoulders.

...For now, while the children are still young, I've decided it's acceptable.

It's an openly acknowledged relationship involving dozens of people, all with the intention of engaging in sex. Given how we ended up in this position, it would have been nearly impossible to keep it hidden from our children.

The worst thing for their upbringing was that closed-off environment, which warped their common sense—and made them prone to mating instincts—among the cat-beasts. But even so, I couldn't say, "Since a child was born, we're no longer part of Polka; the cats can take care of themselves."

There were also those who argued, "Nudity is part of our culture," mainly from the dark elves and the Mya.

But when you try that line on Elenia, it falls flat.

It's not as if being bold and shameless is inherently good.

No matter how much one frequents a temple of total nudity, girls don't want to see their fathers acting like lecherous fools. In fact, Minister Ashton is respected by his children to some degree, yet also despised.

He may be an attractive male to his wives, but he means nothing special to his kids. Of course, I feel the same way.

But...

"I understand why you can't stop loving your eldest daughter. But there are many other daughters and sons too. As the head of the household, you shouldn't dance to just one person's tune."

In the heart of the hot spring area, Aurora leans against me, insistently guiding my hand toward her buttocks. Naturally, she's completely naked.

She hasn't changed much since we first met. Still childless, she's addressed by the kids as "Aunty Aurora."

"Andy's job is to touch breasts. In fact, his real job is to put his penis inside."

And Luna is currently gripping my cock and rubbing it at high speed.

I expected her figure to have deteriorated after giving birth six times (twice each, three rounds), but instead, she seems even more attractive than in her youth.

It's not a change in my tastes... The effects of the spirit spring and Ms. Hilda's beauty treatments are benefiting all the female slaves.

Luna's breasts have grown about two sizes larger since we first met, likely due to childbirth's secondary effects. Her bounce is extraordinary, making the elf girls envious. Her face and skin still look like she's in her early twenties.

"Education of children is important, but raising them too properly isn't the answer. If they're Andy's kids, they need to learn to let go of things they can't control. Andy's already too famous."

"I get that, but..."

"Technically, mixed-race elves are persecuted everywhere. Yet Andy settled in Polka to protect all his children, reconciled humans and elves, invited people from Celesta and Karlwin... He made a place where anyone can be themselves, no matter what. A child of someone like him would be truly unhappy if they adopted ordinary Trot standards."

"...But I still want Elenia to like me. It's easy to say she doesn't fit in, but I genuinely like her as she is now."

"You're being a daddy's girl."

"Yeah, you're right."

Two veteran female slaves nod in agreement.

Then comes the sound of splashing footsteps.

"In the first place..."

Even with her dazzling nudity fully exposed, Apple approaches by kicking up water from the white bathtub.

"Elenia-chan really loves Mr. Andy, doesn't she?"

"She does."

"She certainly does."

"Ugh... but lately, her eyes have gotten so cold..."

"If she truly despised him, she wouldn't come here to watch you touching another woman's breasts. She could live within the city without coming here at all."

"W-well, that's true..."

"Besides, a normal girl by Trot standards would say it's unthinkable to be seen naked by her father once she turns ten. That's what most people in the city said."

"T-they're saying there's a problem with our upbringing!"

Elenia still comes here quite often, revealing everything to me without any concealment.

But that's only because our family is the kind of family that does such things; in other households, such behavior would rightly be called "shameful."

"It's just that I notice it. Kids can't help but speak up when they notice something."

"No, if my own father were surrounded by lecherous women all day long, with his junk exposed and obsessed with breasts, most people would be disillusioned. I probably would too."

"That's because they feel betrayed by their mothers. But in our house, no woman is disillusioned with Miss Andy, right?"

"Isn't it a bit much to endorse this lifestyle just because you want to get it on?"

"Miss Andy is just too self-conscious."

"Yeah."

"If she decides to leave, then letting her go is what parents should do. After all, children are meant to spread their wings eventually."

"Ugh, don't say anything about Erea leaving!"

No matter how much people call us "childish," it's fine. The nightmare of a father is seeing his adorable daughter drift away and show her most loving face to another man.
Of course, I know that if I never acknowledge this someday, I'll be nothing but a terrible parent. And if someone were to say, "You're expecting Elenia to develop normal sensibilities because you're anticipating just such an outcome," then yes, that's exactly what I'm thinking.

By the way, Luna and Apple are called "Mom Luna" and "Mom Apple." Calling female slaves uniformly "Mom" seems to cause resistance from both the children and the slaves themselves, so until they have children of their own, they're referred to as "older sister."
...Which has led to some confusing situations, like calling anal-loving Blue Dragon Jureen "Mom" while her mother, Michella, is called "older sister."

Leaving "Vapor Palace," I walked through the city at dusk.
The sunset faded behind the western ridge of the Serpent's Tail, and a fleeting blue darkness descended upon us.
A gentle, nostalgic moment rushing back to our home, where Father and Mother await dinner with eager anticipation.
And now, even so, Polka shines brightly with its bustling lights.
Though it may not quite qualify as a metropolis, I believe it has grown considerably livelier since I returned fifteen years ago.
"Papa... you've done quite well after all."

I can't say for certain how much of this revitalization of Polka can truly be credited to me.
But I'm sure it's no mistake that I took the very first step toward making this scene possible.
A lecherous brat who, born in this town, did nothing more than fondle Apple's breasts... yet still dreamed of creating a kind city for those who would come after him. Thanks to everyone's support, that dream has finally come true.
I think I can be proud of that much.
"I'm not just a useless old man capable only of making stupid toys... surely if you knew what I've done, knowing you're my child, everyone would envy you."

Speaking to no one in particular,
I murmured while gazing at the city lights.
"I know,"
came the reply.

Startled by the sudden voice from behind, I stumbled and nearly fell.

"I-I'm here..."

"...What are you doing? Didn't you say that to me?"

"I was there! I thought you'd notice I followed you secretly and responded just in case! I thought you'd come on romantic like Andy would!"

"...I didn't notice at all, actually. Were you even at the Palace?"

"...Because I was feeling so down, that's why I went to the Palace."
She had been tailing him.
And he'd likely overheard her complaining about Aurora and Luna. Elves have excellent hearing, after all.

"I don't feel like an idiot or anything!"

"..."

"Eh? No, I don't think there's any reason for that."

"I didn't say I disliked my birthday present! And I certainly didn't want you to be upset!"

Elenia spoke sharply, as if angry.

Stop it. When Papa hears a voice like that from a child his age, he takes damage without fail.

"Admitting I gave it to Peter so quickly was probably wrong!"

"..."

"But you never call me 'Papa'."

"You're not old enough for that!"

"..."

"No, no matter how old someone gets, they remain Papa. People don't suddenly switch to being distant strangers."

"They do!"

"Do what?"

I don't know. Cultures differ.

Or maybe I'm being punished for trying to forcibly imprint the 'naked culture' on you without thinking?

"This is... Because I don't want Mom and my older sisters to keep occupying Andy forever! My body is almost as developed as Sister Irina's now! That's why!"

"No, wait. I have a bad feeling something very wrong is about to be said."

"Since I'm Mom's child, my breasts will probably end up in a nice shape too, even for Andy!"

"OK, calm down, Elenia. Stop."

I think I get it now.

You're heading in the wrong direction.

In other words, you feel that being called 'Papa' means people won't see you as a woman.

"No matter how nice your breasts become, I have no intention of touching them."

"Why?"

"Because a daughter's breasts aren't meant for things like that."

"But Andy touches both Mom and Aunt Michelle, Aunt Mya, Aunt Asti—whenever there are mother-daughter pairs! Plus Anis from the Cat Beast Colony and... what was her name again?"

"That's Ms. Tanya. Those people aren't related by blood."

"So Mom and I are family."

"There's a chasm between touching someone else's child and your own child—deeper than the sea."

"What sea?"

"I'll take you there next time, so don't prepare yourself for that direction yet."

"No! You absolutely must do it! Next time, even if I get Aunt Tetete to help!"

"Do what? And never, ever rely on Aunt Tetete alone!"

"I want to be with Andy every single day! If that's the case, there's no other choice but to do this!"

She was liked far more than I expected.
That's good. It is, but...

My daughter had been contaminated by too many conflicting values.
Look, Elia. Dad didn't make you with that kind of intention in mind. A father who looks at his own daughter through those eyes is the worst kind of person.

And Tetes, stop appearing behind Elenia whenever you please.
Seriously, where did you come from? You just made me feel more terrified than any horror movie ever could.
Ten Years After 2
"New festival?"

"Yes, indeed. I would greatly appreciate your cooperation."

It was late spring evening when the Baron approached me with this proposal, scratching his head which had recently turned completely white from abandoning dyeing it.

"Are you planning to add another one?"

"As far as Polka is concerned, there aren't that many yet."

"...Ah, no, I see. For Polka alone, there's roughly the New Year Festival, Spring Festival, and Harvest Festival."

I counted them on my fingers.

Adding Breakcore's Sacred Beast Festival, Celesta's twice-yearly Spirit Festivals, Rapal's Tide Festival, the Capital City's Founding Day Celebration, Renfanggas' Hero Festival, Carlwin's "Dragon-Exchange Day," and Grange's Liberation Festival... personally, I find myself constantly aware of festival preparations almost every month.

Moreover, the Elf Spirit Temple operates on a unique calendar measured in units of 100,000 days, occasionally resulting in festivals at bizarre timings that summon sudden calls to action. Consequently, my schedule often gets thrown off, much to Tetes' displeasure.

With such circumstances, I've become so accustomed to constant festival preparations that my perception has grown distorted.

"I understand you're busy, but if you simply give the word, the Elves will mobilize, and through Lady Diane, communication with Celesta's populace should also be smooth."

"Right. Well, I get that part, but what kind of festival are we talking about?"

"It's an Art Festival."

"...Eh? An _Art_ Festival?"

"Yes. I truly wish for it to succeed."

Currently, in Polka, a circle of artists is gradually forming around Gloria and Lanz.

I can't quite recall how many years ago, after Goat married and fully embraced domestic life, Lanz became Gloria's apprentice.

Blessed with an excellent master, and aided by his innate concentration and understanding of the female form, he now energetically produces original erotic artworks that rival professional standards.

Witnessing this, young men from Carlwin in Grange who aspired to become painters began to emerge. Furthermore, figures like Julio, the acrobatic sculptor (brother of Lady Diane), and various sculptors from the Northern Forest naturally gathered, leading to a rapid proliferation of artistic works across certain districts.

The Baron, who had supported Lanz as a patron since he first picked up a brush, has been progressively constructing galleries to house these artworks. However, given that Gloria and Lanz are the primary creators, most collected pieces are nudes—not exactly something widely promoted.

Yet, he apparently reasoned: "Perhaps we should boldly showcase these alongside other sculptures, highlighting the brilliance of Lanz's works..." Feeling the times shifting as diverse cultures began to gently loosen their traditional constraints, he considered this approach.

Indeed, limiting enjoyment to a small circle of enthusiasts feels somewhat wasteful. The district housing ateliers resembles an entirely different world, lined with sculptures and murals so captivating that one cannot believe they're merely hobbyists from rural areas doing it for fun. The galleries are even more impressive; currently, nothing is priced, yet the fact that works by Gloria and her apprentice are simply displayed without clear valuation seems almost unbelievable.

Gloria, now no longer struggling financially since becoming my female slave, lacks any desire for fame. Instead, she continues painting steadily, motivated by the joy it brings me, Lanz, the Baron, Grandpa Harry, and others whenever we admire her creations.

Though somewhat delayed in frequency, she has been blessed with children and is gathering disciples from Grange and the Northern Forest, appearing genuinely happy. However, the Baron apparently felt this wasn't sufficient.

"Thus, a new Art Festival will be held in autumn. Since this is the occasion, I want to make sure our household contributes enthusiastically."

That evening...

Returning to "Vapor Palace," I discussed such matters with the girls gathered in the dining hall.

Among those present were female slaves wearing collars, dragons, cat-beasts visiting merely for fun, courtesans from "Cosmos Shop," and Elf women from the Northern Forest.

Within the palace, free undressing is primarily a rule for Blue Dragons and some female slaves who have awakened exhibitionistic tendencies. Excluding Elf women unfamiliar with nudity and those frequently entering or exiting the outside world, more than half of the girls spend most of their day completely naked.

"So what exactly are we doing? Will you stand beside paintings saying, 'Here's a model!' ♪?"

"Well, that could certainly be effective in its own way, but it's not quite what I had in mind."

While feeding two young women, Cosmos speaks boldly and matter-of-factly. In truth, Lanz has created numerous works featuring models like Cosmos, Hilda, and Leila.

However, while such pieces may excite viewers, they don't quite align with the goal of promoting an Art Festival.

"There are plenty of girls here at the Palace. I think we should hold something akin to an amateur artwork competition among them."

"But isn't the city already issuing similar calls for submissions?"

"I'll do it, but I don't think we can gather everyone."
Gathering art supplies like canvas, paint, and brushes isn't something you can just snap your fingers for. For a truly inexperienced family, taking up painting is a high barrier to entry.

But within these palace walls, such tools are easily available and shared among us. We can even have dragons fetch materials from the city if needed. It doesn't have to be paintings—sculptures would work just as well, and I or Jeanne can prepare whatever specialized tools are required.

"Gloria offered to teach beginners," he said. "So, anyone interested should give it a try."

"Is there any reward for participating?"

Oregano raised her hand to ask. Beside her stood the Laurye family—both of them, naturally, completely naked.

"The reward... hmm, let me think."
He scratched his head, pondering for a moment.

Then, suddenly:
"...Here's a participation prize. One Andicoin each. For everyone."
With a sharp _ping_, he flicked his finger.

It was a "reward voucher" modeled after the Cosmo Shop's "Isabel Coin." Using it allowed one to demand a handmade gift from me or ask a dragon to take them anywhere they pleased.

At first, no one used the dragon transport option, but Emma proposed it later to lighten my workload. Its usage rate isn't high, though—it happens occasionally. Naris uses it most often.

A "gift" could even be a few hours of dating. While dates often lead quickly to sex, when I'm just hanging out aimlessly, things tend to spiral into group play before I know it. So now, openly requesting one-on-one intimacy has become quite a rare privilege.

Though some might think this coin isn't very appealing to those who aren't female slaves, the current me is so focused and intense that even the brothel girls can reach their absolute limits when I go all out. It's been overwhelmingly popular.

After spending over a decade working hard every night with Hilda, Cosmo, Gloria, and others, my skills have definitely improved. They're up there now.

"So, if you win... what should we make? Something special, no matter what."
He declared it with full enthusiasm, hoping to spark their interest. To his surprise, the girls erupted into excited chatter.

Was I really being evaluated so highly—even as a craftsman?

He thought that for a moment.

"...If you win... could we try making something serious?"
Mia asked timidly. Of course, she was naked too.

"...Well, I'll consider it, but don't you already do this kind of thing regularly?"

"Not just two or three times and call it a day," Mia replied. "I want to go on for dozens of times until we actually get pregnant."

"...Alright, then."
He was about to add that since there were children around, they shouldn't talk like that—but the girls' excitement completely drowned out his words.

...So everyone really wants that?
Well, true enough, this is Polka, so even if things get a bit rough, it heals quickly anyway.

Usually, only children under four or five—those who haven't fully developed mentally or physically—live in the palace. Once they grow older, they move out to establish their own living bases.

Some girls like Jeanne and Serein still live with the Smayson family, but most female slaves now have their own homes and spend most of their time there. As for those who aren't female slaves... well, they'll mostly return to their hometowns to be raised. Most girls who engage in sexual activity but haven't entered slavery simply can't bring themselves to completely sever ties with their origins.

By the way, several daughters from the Cosmo Shop's brothel have carelessly given birth to my child. In fact, after returning to Tark, none of them contacted me before giving birth. I accidentally got involved with the eldest one (Miss Felicia, daughter of the White Fox girl) without realizing it—she just casually mentioned it right after finishing a battle.

Since then, whenever a young girl starts seducing me, I make sure to confirm whether she might be carrying my child.

"I want to do something erotic with my daughter in a very special way."

"If we don't force it, wouldn't that be fine?"

"I think Selen should be the one most upset about this situation, you know!?"

"If a father forces himself on his child, they'll absolutely develop a hatred for intimacy. But if the child loves their father deeply and is aroused by him, only to be rejected by him... I believe that would cause them to reject their own instincts, leading to some kind of distortion."

"..."

"I just think that my children's happiness is what matters most."

Selen washes the dishes, smiling at her own pace.

Hmm.

Is Selen considering not whether having sex with a child is wrong in itself, but rather whether it causes harm?

As for casually accepting that I sleep with others... well, even if we set aside how outdated that attitude seems now, social concerns like reputation... As a half-elf who grew up being publicly ridiculed by society, I simply don't care about such things.

And regarding the issue of my bloodline becoming more concentrated... Elina has always said something like, "It's not a big deal if it happens occasionally; magic can fix anything. But if you keep doing it dozens or hundreds of times, that's a different story." So I suppose she sees it that way too.

No, no, no. But still...

"I can't accept Peter attacking his mother or other female slaves, no matter how much they might want him to."

"Well, yes, of course. Aside from the children, the female slaves belong exclusively to you, Mr. Andy."

"That part I understand, but why do you just overlook it when your daughter takes action against her father?"

"I think Mr. Andy should realize more clearly that he is a special case. Whether it's dozens or hundreds of women, he has the ability to make them happy. Only those who accept this can approach him. But unfortunately, Peter isn't like that... Yes. Even if it were his own daughter, or any woman for that matter, I believe Mr. Andy could still make her happy."

"..."

"Hmm, sometimes..."

"?"

"I just want to confirm again that you have rather dangerous thoughts."

"So? I'm just a realist, after all♪"

What does "realist" even mean? Let me think about this philosophically for a moment.

Among the children, Peter was naturally the first to be accepted as my son.
However, being a half-dwarf, his growth has been slightly delayed.
Although he should be a bit older than Elenia, who recently outgrew her toddler appearance and became slimmer, he still looks like he's barely reaching ten years old.
Dwarves generally don't grow very tall, and before you know it, they develop facial hair and excessive muscle mass while retaining their childlike features. But Peter hasn't shown any of those characteristics yet.
Still, his voice is a bit too deep and rough for a ten-year-old—it's almost like he's going through puberty.

"Hey, Dad. Can I enter the Vaper contest too?"

"You can... but have you ever drawn anything?"

"I haven't drawn much, but I can make small dolls."

Peter looks slightly proud and brings out a handmade doll from the room. It's a knight figure made of lead... Ah, we made this together with Dad back then.

"I've already made twenty of them. Grandpa Jackie says they're ready for sale."

"Please stop calling Mr. Jackie 'Grandpa.' It confuses me."

Usually, it's Mr. Jackie who spends time with Peter. He's in his fifties but remains a skilled blacksmith.

Since Sara got married and seems lonely lately, she's been especially doting on Peter.

"But saying these are ready for sale is a bit of an overstatement. The details are sloppy. You need to finish them more carefully, Peter."

"Chk! Dad always looks for flaws!"

"Your taste isn't bad. I'm telling you not to cut corners. If you keep pulling tricks like this in a contest, people will laugh at you."

"Hey, hey... so if I win, you'll give me an allowance increase?"

"What are you going to do with all that money anyway?"

"Well... uh, whatever! You can spend it on anything!"

The son stammers slightly, looking a bit embarrassed. He probably thought he could fool his father.
With this Polka, there's no way the kid would have any legitimate reason to spend money. Most likely, he'd buy some trinkets from peddlers and give them as gifts to his girlfriend.

"If I win, though... even though everyone here is an amateur, elves and dragons are participating too, so it won't be easy."

"Hmph. I don't think anyone can beat me except Mom."

Watching my overly confident son, I feel a bit uneasy. Has he been spoiled too much?

_By the way, it was later revealed that his desire for an allowance increase stemmed from an incident at the Palace: after trying to secretly touch Cosmo and one of the courtesans while they were displaying themselves naked, she had teased him, saying, "If you want to get intimate with us, you'd better bring some money, okay? ♪"_

And so, about a week passed.
The girls from the Palace began going outside to engage in activities like sketching, suddenly infusing Polka with an artistic flair.
"It's a great opportunity. Polka is a wonderful town, but it lacked this kind of cultural enrichment."
Christie narrowed her eyes as she watched the townspeople and the stationed Crossbow Squad gradually join the art boom.
Upon reflection, she was right. While people glowed with health and beauty thanks to the Spirit Spring, the streets themselves lacked decorative elegance.
...Partly because Gloria, the town's leading artist, had been drawing nothing but erotic paintings.

Amidst all this, there was also Elenia, seriously sketching scenes of the forest.

"...Eh, Elen? You're hoping for an allowance increase too, right?"

"Allowance? There's no use for it here anyway. Besides, who started talking about that—Peter? Claudio?"

Claudio is Hilda's son; he's about Peter's height right now.

While the energetic Peter is outgoing, Claudio is quite shy around strangers. In exchange, he's very attached to his mother and has grown up basking in Hilda's maternal love.

"...You don't have any requests for rewards or anything like that?"

"...Well, I'll tell you if I win."

Elenia said this while maintaining a stern expression as she drew.
...Even with her serious profile, she's so cute. My fatherly instinct kicks in.

After watching Elenia like that for a while, I felt satisfied and realized my tactless worries shouldn't be voiced aloud.
More than ever before, the fact that Elenia wanders around the Palace naked, or tries to let me touch her here and there, is probably just due to her environment damaging her sense of shame about nudity. As his daughter, she likely just wants to show more filial piety toward me or indulge in some affectionate closeness.
Yeah, that must be it. Mother Selen being unusually lenient on incest is just a coincidence.

And then came the Art Festival.
Many people gathered from Grangi, the North, Celesta, and Renfangas, enjoying the paintings and sculptures displayed throughout the town.
...As for the much-anticipated works by master Gloria and her apprentice Lanz, only about 20% of their pieces were exhibited outside. However, due to differences in quality, they certainly captivated viewers' hearts, guided them into galleries, and attracted numerous buyers—making it a practical success overall.

Then came the actual contest held at the Baron's estate.
The grand prize winner chosen by the judges was... Maia's "Statue of Scales." She had collected broken scales from dragons and crafted a miniature dragon statue from them.
Some argued that giving the top award for such an unfair material advantage was questionable, but since it wasn't explicitly forbidden, excluding it would have been inappropriate too, so she was allowed to receive the prize.

While gold and silver awards went to others, Elenia's "Single Pine in the Forest" narrowly secured a bronze medal.

And...

"Ah... well, Ele? If possible, as your father..."

"You won't even listen to my request after I won the prize?"

In the corner of the bath area at Night Palace.

As expected, Elenia had pinned him down.

"...well, you know? Dad would really like to grant Ele's wish if he could. But—"

"He just won't listen."

"..."

"I hate it."

"Guh... ah, well, Ele. It's not that I absolutely refuse to listen; I just think it's still too soon for you."

"So when will it be okay!?"

"No, seriously, wait a little longer, Ele. Okay?"

The girls of the palace were all watching calmly, and the scene felt strangely heartwarming.

...He'd been forced into submission and managed to get off with his life for today.
H-his fear was that he didn't want to be disliked. If Elenia hated him, he'd die.
...Though it might not last long.
Ten Years After Three
Having too many children is a common problem in the countryside.
With no entertainment whatsoever, sex with my wife becomes the sole joy of daily life. Since the surrounding villagers see no harm in having more workers and heirs, they encourage her to keep going as much as she likes.
As a result, before long, a large extended family forms.
Especially since beastkin twins and triplets are commonplace, giving birth repeatedly quickly results in families numbering in the dozens.
In Isaac's case, his wife is a beastkin sister pair, so their children numbered around twenty in no time, causing quite a stir. Though I wanted to tell him to pull back, it wasn't really my place to say such things.
Indeed, the cat-beastkin group has fallen into a baby boom.
Including those from the original Cat Colony, I suspect there are now over two hundred children of mine alone—more than double the initial population of the colony.
When I asked Ailina if everything would truly be alright, she casually replied, "There's no shortage of resources to raise them. Besides, dragons exist too."
Regarding food, idle blue and silver dragons take turns stationed near the Cat Colony to support monster-hunting efforts, so that poses no problem.
As for clothing and education, direct trade with the Elf Territory has been established, making arrangements flexible. Children old enough to understand are welcomed into our private Polka Academy, where Lorrie serves as an instructor.
Though Lorrie admits cat-beastkin are notoriously fickle and troublesome, the faculty of elves and dragons, each possessing decades to centuries of expertise in their respective fields, are exceptionally skilled. Among the kittens, some have even demonstrated magical aptitude rivaling Ailina's own.
Well, since they lack Ailina's lifespan, I suppose they'll never quite catch up.

"This situation, where almost everyone here is my child... it's a strange way to put it, but I feel disconnected from it."
"None of them are children your father doesn't know about, right?"
"That's true, but still—two hundred people!"
"And besides, this isn't all of them, is it?"
"...Yeah, that's right."
Sighing while standing behind the lecture hall of Polka Academy alongside Claudio.
Of course, children too young to understand are not admitted to the academy. Claudio is only ten years old, yet thanks to his mother Hilda's influence, his intelligence far surpasses others; he has already mastered most core subjects on his own and is treated as a graduate.
What a stark contrast to Peter, who continues to chase after breasts as usual.
By the way, the academy operates only during the six-month winter season when everyone has leisure time; during summer, each child returns to their hometown. Students include not just cat-beastkin but also children born to elves and even some prostitutes, alongside regular citizens of Polka Town and Grangi.
Still, mostly my own children attend the opening ceremony.
Especially since dragons transport the cats, attendance is guaranteed. Moreover, having started as an extension of the church temple's educational program, they've inherited a laid-back attitude where appearing at opening or closing ceremonies isn't strictly necessary.
But even if they complete all courses, no medals are awarded for it, so who cares?
There is one benefit: while attending the academy, lodging and meals are free. Since most of my children attend, this policy naturally extended to external students as well.
Half the time, they stay at an inn we manage with our help; the other half, they sleep in the Vaper Palace. Of course, access to the palace is limited to my children only.
For the boys, I strongly recommend staying at the inn since full-nude paradise might be too stimulating for them. Some voices argue that girls should also be allowed, but female slaves reassured us, saying, "It's mostly women anyway, so it should be fine," and I nodded in agreement. Of course, undressing is not mandatory.
However, cat-beastkin are naturally carefree and tend to strip naked without hesitation.
Looking ahead, maintaining the policy of never doing anything inappropriate with my daughters seems difficult under these circumstances. Should I negotiate with the Baron or Kristie to establish another inn operated by family members?
...But expanding our inn business too much might complicate matters regarding "who exactly I am."
I'm a blacksmith, after all—the owner of Smisson's Weapon Shop. Business there remains stagnant, receiving almost no orders outside the crossbow squad.

"Hmm..."

"I've always thought your father has quite peculiar worries."

"That's because I'm such a strange father... sorry about that."

Due to the vast difference between my lifestyle and other fathers', explaining myself to my growing children has become increasingly difficult, so lately I often resort to the excuse, "Because I'm such a weird dad."

My father is strange, so it's no wonder there are too many mothers. My father is strange, so it's no wonder I don't understand how he makes a living.

Since my father is strange, it's no wonder that even though I'm already forty, I've made a fifteen-year-old new recruit into a mother... No, no. That's just too much.

To the outside world, the old female slaves aren't considered slaves anymore; they're all wives now. But even today, they don't really care about that distinction.

In broad terms, there's still the status of "female slave," and once you bear children or make a certain contribution, you're recognized as "full-fledged" and given the external title of "wife."

Lately, female slaves have been increasing again. I didn't intend for them to increase, but they've just kept growing.

I really think it's wrong to impregnate someone as young as Elenia, but unfortunately, I can't hold my ground against eager ones forever—that's a bad habit of mine. So I ended up getting her pregnant and even threw an congratulatory party. I suppose few of the children truly accept me with the thought, "Well, it's no wonder; he's a strange father."

"I'd like to be as boastful a father as possible... but I'm so weird there's nothing to boast about."

"Hmm. As for me, I think my dad is pretty normal and something to be proud of."

"Klaus is such a good kid..."

My heart twinges.

But how can a ten-year-old possibly find anything admirable in a father who, every single day, soaks in the hot springs completely naked while dozens of mothers urinate white streams onto him? I can't think of any point to boast about either.

"Everyone says that among Dark Elves, having stronger libido than your grandfather is already legendary."

"Hold on. Wait, no... let me see. Who exactly are 'everyone' and 'who'?"

"Mama Hilda, Mama Cosmos, Mama Mira, Mama Noelle, and so on."

"In the Dark Elf cultural sphere, going that far with a ten-year-old...!"

Sex education is way too early.

No, I think my past self was way too slow. When I was ten, I didn't understand actual sex, so Apple just left me to natural play.

But how can mothers openly tell a ten-year-old, "Your dad has a strong sex drive," and explain the meaning of that? And they even teach about your grandfather's sexual matters!

"At least in Tark, if you say 'Andy, son-in-law of Onyx,' everyone knows who you're talking about."

That sounds like the kind of name that gets people pointing fingers behind your back.

"As for what led to this situation, I don't mind, but I wouldn't want you to boast about it... First, I'd like you to find charm with one girl at a time."

While gently patting my son's head, I try to reason with him.

Claudio, like many elf boys, has a beautiful face that could easily be mistaken for a girl's. His hair is slightly longer than the average boy's, so if he dressed as a woman, few would probably recognize him.

Anyway, girls are creatures who love beauty. If such a handsome boy grows into a handsome young man, he'll surely become extremely popular and enjoy a much more privileged youth than I did. But first and foremost, I want you to firmly understand the basics of one-on-one relationships.

I absolutely don't want my own child to try creating a harem like mine right away and get crushed by it.

"Hmm..."

Claudio frowned slightly after hearing that.

So you really thought a harem was the norm...?

"Rather than girls, I think I'd prefer boys..."

My son made a shocking whisper.

"...Eh?"

"Eh, ah, no, rather than that, you know?"

"...Oh, okay."

The father is flustered.

N-no, think carefully. Think it through properly.

Hilda is now a model wife and mother, but she's always been a two-sword fighter. She has plenty of experience with intimate encounters with girls.

Such an open-minded mother wouldn't deny her son's preferences either.
If Crow is as cute as he seems, finding a boyfriend shouldn't be too difficult for him. Besides, it's "somewhat" that way. He's not uninterested in women at all; his strike zone just happens to be a bit too wide.

After all, I—who keeps these alien females as slaves—can hardly criticize the direction of Crow's broad love.
"P-Papa... um, I don't think you're against that kind of thing either. Um. We're different in approach, but cats get so lustful during the full moon they do all sorts of erotic things with each other..."

That's right. Homosexuality isn't abnormal at all.
It exists right here among us. It just happened that most examples around me were female, so I didn't notice.

OK. Calmed down.
"...Thank you."

Even while shaken, Crowdio offers an angelic smile after acknowledging my minority sexual preference.
Ugh... I can understand Hilda's feelings a little now. Even if I had any reservations about Crowdio's preferences, I couldn't say anything cruel to that smile.

"As for using the anal opening, Tettesha taught me quite a bit, and Hilda Mom said it's fairly common in Tark. I think we'll find a lover soon."

"...Tettes..."

A complex emotion rises within me toward the female slaves who have gone to excessive lengths preparing the environment for Crowdio.
I shouldn't complain... ugh.

Among the children, Frena, Neia's daughter, has recently become the most active.
At first, she tried learning swordsmanship from Neia but lacked talent; however, after studying dance with Noru-san and Luquino-san, she showed remarkable improvement.
Her athletic ability is truly inherited from Neia herself, and her small body perfectly traces the lively steps of the dark elf dances.

That's good, though.
While she resembles Neia in appearance, she's mischievous—throwing eggs at others, stealing food, and pranking people before slipping away into alleyways. She's grown into a troublesome child who disappears in an instant whether it's Grangi or Tark.

Grangi and Polka would know how to find her, but even there, she vanishes quickly, so I can't let my guard down.
If only the dragons' hearing could locate her immediately, but unfortunately, after being found out several times this way, she learned to change her voice with a magic spell she independently developed at age eleven—showing off that useless genius by running around the capital city.

In the end, Neia finally snapped and pursued her with full seriousness, relying on her continent-class physical abilities, leaving legends behind in the capital—but let's leave that aside.
If only she didn't have such a mischievous habit... though maybe that's just parental bias.

Recently, every time Frena leaves Grangi, Emma becomes extremely vigilant. I feel like even that's going too far...

"Besides pranks, she's gotten into the bad habit of choosing dangerous places to escape after learning acrobatic dances. Running across rooftops and along canal edges with a child's physical abilities... it could lead to irreversible consequences."

"...Yeah."

When Polka's spring water or Breakcore's regenerative therapy can't fix something, it means death. Humans can die from falling down just stairs if they land poorly; children are even more vulnerable.

"We have to stop her before it's too late."

"But... how can we make her stop? Even Neia has said 'It's dangerous, stop doing that' many times."

"Maybe we should let her suffer a little pain..."

"...If it can be kept light, that would be fine."

"...Since we've already seriously angered Neia-san once, anything less won't work. It's hard to keep it 'light.'"

Neia getting angry means something serious... and even worse than that...

"Hmm... Maybe Neia isn't scary anymore because she's always around. So what about someone else? Like, say, getting scolded by someone truly dangerous, like Laila..."

"Would a child who routinely provokes dragons understand the terror of Lady Laila?"

"...I see. So in the end, we just assume dragons will hold back. What about Tetes, or Cosmo-san, or Lady? Someone with a different kind of danger..."

"That's still just the fear of the adult world..."

"Hmm..."

It's hard to find an effective way to scold a child who's grown too accustomed to formidable opponents.

What should I do...?

The solution came from someone unexpected, or rather, inexplicably so: Elenia.

"Just stop letting Frena bother you with those annoying little tricks, right?"

"Well, sort of..."

"Adults try their hardest and still can't handle that kind of thing."

Elenia took on the task with those words.

A few days later, when Frena arrived in Polka, she was caught mid-scheme against the Baron in broad daylight.

"How long are you going to keep doing such lame stuff? You're eleven already—aren't you still a kid?"

She looked down at Frena with icy eyes, giving her full attention.

"U-uh... w-what do you mean? Even you're still..."

"You spent all that time learning proper dances from Mommy Noelle, yet here you are in this backwater village, only capable of childish pranks like a boy. Hmph."

...So it was a strategy to rub each other's noses in their pride after all.

Looking back, I realize I used to view "adults" as a monolithic group. Back then, that was how I saw it.

When someone is just an object of teasing, it hardly matters how powerful or prestigious they are; the difference is negligible.

But this isn't about being "that kind of target." It's about crossing a line and addressing the issue from the child's side.

...As expected, Frena easily fell for Elenia's provocation.

Perhaps partly because, as half-sisters relatively close in age, they were always conscious of each other.

"Polka is even more rural than Grangi! And you're acting all grown-up too, but you're just a dad-obsessed idiot! You're the bigger kid!"

...Hey, watch your mouth, Elen. Judging by your recent behavior, I can't really argue with that.

But Elenia remained unfazed.

"Kids' brains aren't that advanced yet."

"...Mmph, it's annoying... Just because you're a year or two older..."

"I want both boys and girls to stop getting obsessed with such pointless pranks by the time they're six or seven. Seriously, how long are you going to keep this up? Are you being spoiled by your mom?"

"My mom is strict!"

Don't make too much of mothers out of it. Selen's pretty indulgent herself. At least I've never seen her get angry like that.

...It strikes me now, belatedly, that while Polka has an environment where mothers can share responsibilities, Neia is struggling with her teenage daughter. Maybe I should visit Grangi more often.

Even though I occasionally come around, in the end, I have to play both father and mother at the same time.

"Besides... Frena's able to say things like that because she doesn't get enough one-on-one time with Dad."

"W-what..."

"Mom says everyone's saying it, right? Dad is special... and if you truly understand what that means, you won't be able to stay a child anymore... ♪"
Elenia instantly wore an expression of intoxicating allure and arousal, reacting to the faint presence of children.

Frena looked bewildered at Elenia's unreadable demeanor.

"N-what are you talking about? But Dad... I don't even know why he's so popular..."

"That's because you only see _that_ kind of dad. Since you don't understand, you think he's just a carefree lecherous old man, right?"

Elenia leaned in close to Frena and whispered.

"The real Dad... makes Mom Neia, my older sister Aurora, Mom Diane, even the dragons... everyone fall head over heels. He's a man who can make even the strongest women crave motherhood. Have you ever really thought about how rare it is for someone like that to exist right beside us...?"

"U-uh..."

"...Heh-heh. Just as I thought, O-KO-SAMA♪"

"D-Dad isn't supposed to be... that kind of thing! That's weird!"

"The opposite of 'weird' is 'normal.' Dad isn't normal at all. You know that, don't you?"

"But..."

_No, no, Elenia..._
_You're acting just like Selen right now. In that dangerous, seductive way._
_Even if it's only a sister by adoption, you can't try to drag her down that path!_

Just as I stepped in with a sense of urgency, Selen, Apple, and Anzeros—who had been hiding behind the same wall—along with Neia, a mysterious half-elf group, blocked my way.

"Let Elenia handle this from here, okay? ♪"

"I don't think we've actually touched Elenia yet, Mr. Andy... so how come your understanding of her is so deep?"

"As expected of Selen's daughter... I can't even articulate it myself, yet she describes Andy's charm so vividly."

"My child really is causing trouble... If Mom Neia persuades Elenia-chan as she is, she should calm down a bit."

Everyone seems captivated by Elenia's serpentine rhetoric.

"If things continue like this, won't both Elenia and Frena end up making fatherless mistakes? Won't it feel like we're forcing them to realize something they shouldn't?"

"Mr. Andy is just a weird dad, after all♪"

"There's nothing we can do about it."

"I think if we cast a contraception spell, there won't be any problems."

"If Frena properly becomes a girl... then maybe even making her a female slave wouldn't be too bad."

"Neia, why are you overthinking this?! You absolutely shouldn't say something like that as a parent! And as a wife, it's way out of line!?"

"Because I thought the Flash Sword could at least step in as a substitute father... but it turned out completely useless. It was nothing more than a story-replaying machine."

_W-well, I'll try harder as a father from now on. As a father._
_...Why can't everyone stop trying to touch my daughter?_
Ten Years After Four
Around Basson, where I'm still unsure about the proper length of my sleeves, Polka has already turned into a winter landscape.
The coniferous forests are draped in snow, and the grasslands have become stark white deserts.
I used to cry for no reason when I was a child at such desolate scenes, now that I think back on it—a misunderstanding, or perhaps just an imagination—that the world had turned colorless, stretching endlessly in every direction...

When we were children, with so little life experience, even tomorrow seemed far away. The coming spring felt like a distant future so uncertain that one might doubt whether it would truly arrive.
No matter how many times my parents told me, "Once spring comes, the world will turn green again," I always felt that such a promise lay too far ahead to ever reach me.

...When I mentioned this to Anzeros, he simply said, "That's just how the world looks from the countryside." As someone raised in the city, where there are so many different sights to see every day, he apparently couldn't understand why anyone would feel despair over a snowy landscape.
Everyone else was either from places with little snow or from ancient sealed forests that never experience winter at all; only Neia and Johnny empathized with me. As for Keir, since he's an idiot, it ended with him asking, "What the hell is this?"

When I asked the children about it, they didn't even understand the worldview I felt—that the entire world had turned completely white.

"If you ride a dragon, you can go to Celesta during winter; everything there is just as usual."

"I'm looking forward to staying at Tark for the Spirit Festival!"

"Tark sounds great! Can't I get invited to Cosmo Mama's place sooner?"

Peter got stunned by Elenia's reaction. Claudio, as always, remained an angel.
But thinking about it, thanks to dragons, we've been living on a completely different scale from the start—it's quite amusing.
By the way, the Spirit Festival is a tradition where all the dragons gather in Polka to send the children there to Tark, so everyone can enjoy Onyx's party together. Once that's done, they return immediately for Polka's New Year's Celebration.
Among the children, Tark's Spirit Festival seems to be seen as a recreational trip, while Polka's New Year's Celebration is more like a recital or presentation.

In reality, the main Onyx family treats our children with excessive indulgence. After a grand party where they eat their fill of delicious food, they also give out presents and pocket money. There's no discrimination among them—not only for those who descend from Minister Ashton but also for cat-beasts, half-elves, or even the daughters of courtesans like Cosmo-san, or Peter himself.

I started wondering if having over a hundred children might soon become troublesome, but the great Nancy said, "If we're stingy while the children are so excited, can this really be called a feast fit for the greatest Dark Elf merchant guild?" So Carlos had no choice but to agree.
But please stop saying things like, "If you lay a hand on my daughter, I'll absolutely cut your throat even if Nancy gets angry!" every time you see me. The children are imitating it too much! And besides, my daughter is only five years old; that's way too young.

As for the children who rarely participate in such events, it's inevitably those whose home base makes it difficult—like Tetes' children.

They're twins: a sister named Sonia and a brother named Tyrus. Especially Tyrus is expected to become the next Marquis of Bastar and is doted on by his grandfather, Grandfather Eagle.

"Long time no see, Father."

"Ah, it's been two months."

I regularly visit the Marquisate of Bastar in Rennesost to meet with the siblings.
Most other children live in Polka anyway, and once winter comes, they'll come to Polka Academy and see each other every day. But these two are different.
Grandfather Eagle took matters into his own hands regarding their naming rights, so it's not impossible to bring them to Polka against their will, but even then, they wouldn't necessarily have a better life here than living as nobles in Bastar. Moreover, Tetes seems to display elegant social graces when he's here as the Marquis of Bastar, so I don't think it's right to force our children to confront their mother's true identity too soon.
Still, as a father, I wonder if this kind of life is somewhat correct... or maybe not... These days, I'm troubled by such thoughts.

After all, isn't love the most important thing? Well, in my case... With over 200 children... And I spend about half the day mating in the palace every single day...

Even though it's troubling, the twins have grown up wisely, fitting both their noble status and Tetes' lineage.

"Father, I have a question today."

"What is it? Since you're my child, just ask directly without any preamble."

"Yes... Actually... The other day, Mother and I visited the headquarters of the Gauntlet Knights," Tyrus said, shaking his neatly trimmed hair with an odd expression.

"As soon as Grand Knight Ferios saw me, he collapsed... And it seems somehow it was my fault. Mother and Knight Berga isolated us in a separate room. After some time, we were released."

"...Hmm."

"It appears to be related to Father... But when I asked Mother, she didn't give me a clear answer."

"...Well, Tyrus, I think it's because you look like me."

"Hah. That's a common remark," he replied.

If I'd dressed up my childhood self in noble attire, I'd end up looking just like Tyrus. He bears such a striking resemblance to me that I can assert it without hesitation.

In terms of lineage, perhaps the true heir to the Smaysom family has gone to Tyrus, with Peter merely carrying on the name as a placeholder.

"Could it be that Father also acted this way when he met High Knight Ferios?"

"...When I meet him, I try a bit harder... but maybe being caught off guard by your appearance played a part."

I quickly avert my eyes. Whenever Ferios is forced to sit with me, he transforms into Black Ferios. While he won't actually attack, he dons a mask and insists we are entirely different people.

As the head of Gold Arm, surely it's time he stopped these eccentricities. Besides, Mr. Alex (the former Lord Buster) keeps asking, "Can't you do something about this?" every time they meet. I'm truly at a loss for what to say when confronted with that.

"Sorry... but really, the resemblance isn't your fault."

The head of Gold Arm is hailed as a national hero.

Though the former Lord Buster, once known as the Demon Man, and three others from my youth have all retired, new members of Gold Arm continue to emerge. Among them, I remain immensely popular in Renfanggas, thanks to my combat prowess utilizing Earth Drive and my handsome appearance.

Yet, I can barely hold a conversation with someone like that. It's hardly pleasant for either of us.

"...But Mother and Sonia always say it's wonderful that I look like Father."

"Well, you know... uh..."

"..."

"Hair... I think."

"...Y-yes, I suppose. That's reassuring."

Once, the former Lord Buster attempted to grow hair back using magic, but after the Queen remarked, "Something feels off," he gave up on hair transplantation. His receding hairline has now extended all the way to the back of his head.

Given that bloodline, even a twelve-year-old might feel a chill.

Of course, just because our facial features resemble each other doesn't mean my hair shares the same characteristics—it could simply be a trait of the Buster family.

Don't let your guard down, son. I suppose things will probably work out once you arrive in Polka...

Sonia bears no resemblance to me at all.

Her delicate, bright golden hair curls tightly at the ends, her eyelashes are long, and her jawline is slender. Her refined features scream "noble lady," fitting perfectly into any of the overly ornate noble gowns she wears.

It's strange that despite being twins with Tyrus, she doesn't resemble Tetes either. According to Tetes, she looks more like his mother.

In stories, it's a classic trope for someone to doubt, "Is this really my child?" at such moments—but since my twin brother is so uncannily similar to me, there's no room for suspicion.

Still, given the significant age gap, Eagle's decision to pursue Tetes' mother is understandable; she's undeniably stunning.

...Yet, despite that, Tetes has inherited his martial talent and possesses extraordinary physical abilities.

"Dad, you were here!"

"Yes, I said I'd come... but where did you go?"

"To the Gauntlet Knights' training facility!"

"...Wasn't that forbidden by Grandpa Eagle? He said it could leave scars on your face."

"No worries! Mom even said, 'Go to Polka, and any injury will heal—so go for it!' "

"...So you want to join the Gauntlet Knights?"

"Hmm, not really? I just find swordsmanship interesting. I might even defeat Berga soon."

"...No, well... It's impressive, but if you get seriously injured, Grandpa would be furious. I can understand that."

"Belga, are you really going to let our twelve-year-old take a hit like that? You're just holding back and letting her get cocky, right?"

...But then I find myself torn between the thought that maybe she could... and the realization that if she's not strong enough to go on the Gantlet, why bother training her at all. If she has noble aspirations as a warrior, fine. But if not, I'd rather she stop this dangerous combat training for our beautiful daughter.

Sure, injuries can be treated by visiting Polka or relying on Break Core, but that's only if she survives the injury. There's always a one-in-a-million chance of dying in a training accident. I don't want to imagine that possibility.

"Anyway, why does becoming stronger mean joining the Gantlet Knights? Fighting monsters isn't exactly fun. If anything, getting dragon breath would be faster."

"I think it's strange for you to count things like dragon breaths, Dad."

Well, we do end up lending a hand to the Renfangas' requests annually, participating in monster invasions to some extent.

But doing too much could affect international relations, so lately, we've been holding back from going all-out. Still, the fact that I hold the command authority might be distorting my daughter's perception of things quite a bit.

"If you have the arms to become a Gantlet Knight, you'd definitely be an Ace Knight. Foreigners can take the exam and get awarded one too, right?"

"...Why would you want to be an Ace Knight?"

"So I can have songs written about me!"

Is that the reason?

...Well, it's true that bards rarely feature Gantlet Knights in their tales. Since they mostly just kick monsters around, there isn't much story potential for heroic legends.

"If we're going to do this, I'd rather be the protagonist of a beautiful hero poem like Siegfried Becker!"

"...Oh, really?"

"Aww, but... if I become an Ace Knight, I'll have to work for the Celesta Army. Then my dream..."

"...Well, you can have other dreams through different channels."

"...Yeah."

A twelve-year-old with so many dreams. It's a good thing, in a way.

The beautiful girl, who bears no resemblance to her parents at all, shifts her gaze slightly while blushing.

"...I want to work alongside Mom, just like Dad does..."

"Oh... uh-huh."

As a child's dream, it's very healthy. Seeing their parents and admiring them, she wishes to do the same job.

Parents might find this deeply moving, perhaps even tearful.

But first, Tetes is already quite convincingly posing as a capable noble here... which means there's a disconnect between her appearance and reality.

And that reality involves me and other female slaves flying around various locations, engaging in constant intercourse in our "flying bedroom," while occasionally handling negotiations for the S&F Foundation's business ventures.

Of course, we've been using contraception since having two children together. Yet Tetes, despite being in her thirties, still looks barely twenty due to her frequent visits to Polka. As a woman in her prime, her libido has only intensified further.

For my daughter to aspire to become a mother like that... I'm not sure whether to support it or not.

"I find swordsmanship interesting too, and I admire hero poems... but yeah, I still want to work with Mom."

"...Good luck. But I think Sonia has many other talents as well, surely."

I offer encouragement while looking away.

She's only twelve. I think she can change her dreams many times over the coming years. Maybe she will.

It would be awkward for me to reveal the truth about being both her father and mother.

"Oh... one more thing."

"Yeah?"

"...Once I've gained confidence, I want to settle things with Frena from Grance."

"Decided!?"
Frena, what are you doing? You still can't use a sword, right?

"...When we met at Polka the other day, I got hit with a spider toy... and I was so shocked I almost leaked!"

"..."
Frena, if you don't stop pranking everyone, you're going to die.

"I chased her seriously, but she escaped... Well, I've finally figured out how to use Aether Drive properly this time, so I'll make her apologize for real."

"...In that case, let's talk to me or Tetes first. We'll set up a proper chance for reconciliation."

"That won't work! Something like..."
A beautiful young noble girl, her face twisted with frustration and tears welling in her eyes.

Honestly, even if Polka was supposed to fix things, I still don't want two girls going all out against each other.

But... it's true that if the parents just step in and force a truce, resentment will only linger deeper.

"...Speaking of which, next time we meet Sonia, I'll take the initiative and do a full-on prostration."
The "Flying Bedchamber" lifted off from Lennest.
Waving goodbye to the children through the window, she turned back inside and let out a sigh.

...Actually, Frena had come along this time. How close it was.
Since they'd been wandering around the town with Mia, there was always a chance we might have run into them by accident.

"Doing a prostration is ridiculous. It's weird that Sonia gets so upset over such a small prank."
Frena turned away sharply... clad in erotic underwear: a bra without cups and panties without crotch coverage.

She still wasn't very alluring, being as young as she was, but appearing like this in the "Bedchamber" was clearly meant to rival Elenia.

That's right—Elenia was there too, dressed almost identically.
Of course, I didn't order anything like that.

"Well, Sonia's fickle anyway; by spring, she'll have forgotten all about it♪ And now, my dear master, please pull out your little member♪"
As the leader, Tetes was also present in the same outfit—the current Count of Buster.

"...Honestly, you want me to do this? With kids? This has to be a no-go, right?"

"My dear master. What we're about to do isn't reproduction—it's just simple affection."

"Affection that involves using your penis is rarely called 'just simple.'"

"Since both of you have already confirmed your intentions so clearly, please stop fussing anymore. Elenia will get upset."

"W-wait a minute. But... where did this even come from?"
On the way to Lennest, Tetes had proposed it and shown me full-on serious sex.
The logic was: if he was that interested, rather than hesitating and hiding things, he should just show them as they were and shock them—so I ended up ejaculating about four times into each of Tetes' three holes.

Tetes prefaced it all by saying, "This is the kind of sex lovers enjoy together. Fathers don't usually do this. If I had to choose between doing that with old man Eagle or dying, I'd rather kill myself outright," and then indulged himself thoroughly. But the two of us who watched intently weren't afraid at all.

Elenia already had abnormal desires directed toward me anyway, but Frena was probably just trying to compete with Elenia more than half the time. At least... I thought I could make her drop out, even if only her... but so far, that goal remains unfulfilled.

"It's okay, it's okay. Oral is safe, Papa-san♪"

"...Honestly, there's no way a girl can touch her father's penis and expect anything normal."

I slowly extended my slightly aroused member toward both daughters.

Elenia lunges forward, while Frena squints her eyes and presses her face close.
Tetetsu places his hands behind my waist and rhythmically moves my penis up and down.

"It smells so erotic, doesn't it? The scent of making babies with you just now, Papa... ♪"

"...Uh, uh-huh..."

"...It stinks."

What on earth is going on here? Sighing, I try to mask the faint excitement that has already begun to stir within me.
My eldest daughter, Elenia, whom I've cherished and raised with care. Frena, who may seem flighty on the surface but is truly lonely at heart and loves receiving attention.
Both of my adorable daughters are pressing their faces against my penis, attempting oral sex.

This situation is utterly wrong, yet I can't entirely deny the strange surge of arousal coursing through me.
"...Nnn..."
And then...
Elenia, slowly closing her eyes with hesitation, kisses the side of my glans.

Seeing this, Frena wiggles her lips, unsure whether to say something or simply compete, her small mouth twisting in complex expressions as she looks up at me.
Squeezing her eyes shut and thinking, "Well, whatever," she sticks out her tongue and licks the opposite side of my glans like she's poking it.

"...Eh..."

"No, if you really hate it, just stop anytime, Frena. You don't have to force yourself."

"...It doesn't taste good... H-Hey, seriously, why don't you put some sugar on it...?"

"...Putting sugar on your penis is a bit much."

They're still children, I realize calmly.
But Elenia watches Frena's reaction, smiles softly, and then takes my glans into her mouth as if claiming it all to herself.

"Ahhh...!"

"♪"

Elenia keeps only the glans in her mouth while teasing the underside of my corona with her tongue.

Normally, I could endure this. Tetetsu is skilled at oral sex, and so are Anzeros and Apple; even dragons and courtesans often challenge me to prove their dominance by simply offering their bodies for impregnation.
But now that my beloved daughter has finally accepted my penis into her mouth, knowing it's an act intended to make me ejaculate... the shock I feel is neither pure excitement nor despair—it ripples through my body in ways I can't quite name.

And only slightly later do I realize this physical pleasure has overwhelmed my restraint. Trying to hold back, my body moves inexorably toward ejaculation.
With nothing but my daughter's lips, tongue, and upper lip touching me, I feel utterly undignified.

"...Eh, E-let...!!"

"Nnn...! Nn...!?"

I ejaculate.
The sensation of thick semen rushing violently through my urethra—_duruurururu_—reaches its peak, and a moment later, I forcefully deposit the fluid into her mouth without any mercy.

"Neh... Nn, nng... Naa, bu... Nnn... ♪"
Elenia, however, accepts this violent ejaculation directly into her throat.

I don't taste it myself, but daughters who can suddenly swallow semen like this are exceedingly rare. Even among the courtesans at Cosmos-san's place, there are girls who can barely hold it in before spitting it out.
But Elenia... she narrows her eyes, occasionally gagging slightly, yet keeps swallowing as the fluid spills over the corners of her mouth.

Was it the mental shock of sudden ejaculation, a defensive reaction to an overpowering scent of masculinity I'd never experienced before in my life, or perhaps the overwhelming joy of having my desires fulfilled? Tears streamed down his face as he held himself tight, his mouth and chin slick with semen.

For a fleeting moment, the father's concern vanished, replaced by the thought: _What a lewd daughter you are._
After all, she was Selen's daughter—Selen and me.
She had to be lewd, some part of him reasoned, only to feel disgust at himself. In a panic, he pulled out his penis and tried to care for her again.

"Oh, hey... I'm sorry, I got careless... Are you okay, Ele?"

"Eheh... Eheh, gahhh... Hehe, I drank Andy's... cum."

"......"

Ele managed a smile despite her grimace.
A shiver ran through him at the glossy allure of it all. The confidence and superiority he felt from his beloved daughter knowing what men were like, coupled with the almost threatening sensation that she now knew the taste of his semen—these made him tremble anew at the enormity of his sin.

And then, beneath his father's lower body, another daughter was devouring him recklessly.

"Mmm... mmm, it's really... delicious... something like this...!"

"Frena... hey, wait a minute..."

"Something so tasty... mmph, nnn... slurp... why are you doing this? I can't believe it...♪"

Wait, why was she licking while saying such things? So carefully.
He couldn't bring himself to speak. His instincts were bound by her daughter's fervent tongue worship.

Tetessa smiled.
"...No need to rush... we have plenty of time until Polka arrives...♪"

That night, the daughters continued to suckle on their father's penis repeatedly until his belly swelled with semen.
Ultimately, he lay there, having lost all will to think.
...This is bad.
Ten Years After Five
A few days before the Spirit Festival, a "hut" carrying numerous children from the private Polka Academy will take flight.
My "Bedroom"—the only exception—is an aircraft commonly known as a "flying children's room," equipped with six triple-tier bunks. It is primarily used for mass transportation of the children.

The standard capacity is one child per bed, with each hut designed to hold 18 people. However, since they are children, it's not entirely unreasonable to fit two or three on a single bed if necessary. Thus, the maximum capacity is set at around 40 individuals.

In practice, there is ample room in terms of the number of dragons available for deployment, and it rarely becomes necessary to pack them so tightly. These figures are merely design specifications.

The opportunity to fully utilize such huts occurs only once a year—on this winter day.
During the summer Spirit Festival, we do not transport the children, nor do we move them en masse during Polka Academy's opening or closing ceremonies.

"Everyone, confirm that all doors and windows are secured."
After verifying that the children have boarded, I also instruct each dragon carrying them to perform a security check.

A few years ago, one of the children fell from a hut mid-flight while attempting to urinate.
Fortunately, another dragon intervened and prevented a fatal crash. Since then, cover locks enchanted with magic have been installed to strictly seal all windows and doors during flight.

Children are too flexible; they occasionally do things utterly unpredictable. But there's no need to worry excessively.

"Confirmed."

"Check complete."

"I've verified this one as well."

"It's properly closed."

The dragons are thorough in their duties. Even with all these precautions, unforeseen incidents can still occur, which is why it has become standard practice to dispatch a lone scout dragon at the rear of the formation carrying nothing. This time, I'm entrusting that role to Silver Dragon Solis-chan.

"Typically, we descend for a toilet break every hour. Even so, some children still manage to leak accidents occasionally. Well, they're kids, after all. There's no help for it."
When transporting only adults, breaks are scheduled every two or three hours. But when flying with children, extra care is taken.

During each break, a few children wander aimlessly and fail to return promptly. However, since I've reminded each responsible dragon to stay vigilant, they rarely get completely lost. Occasionally, someone as stubborn as Frena might genuinely cut loose (and right now, she's the only one). In such cases, we simply leave them behind temporarily, move to the next base, and then go back to retrieve them. As expected, they cry thinking they've been abandoned. After all, they're children. Yes.

Since then, whenever Frena travels in the "children's room," Nea has always boarded the same hut with her to ensure no one escapes.

"Alright, let's take off. We'll reach Basson tonight and Tark by tomorrow evening. Even if we're slightly delayed, there's no problem. Be flexible as usual."
As always, I confirm the itinerary with the dragons.

Since the crew of transport dragons is determined by lottery and changes slightly each time, I must issue detailed commands every single trip.

This time, half of the transport team consists of my personal subordinate dragons, while the remainder are dispatched from both Crystal Palace and Misty Palace—more like a special mission squad.

The subordinates not selected for transport naturally remain in my "Bedroom," devoted entirely to entertaining me.

"It's been a while since I've been carried around while lying down."

"I could fly alongside Solis-chan if you'd like."

"Hmm. I'm not opposed to taking it easy."

Inside the "Bedroom," Leila lies happily on her bed, smiling.

There are also several female slaves, courtesans from "Cosmos Shop" returning to Tark despite not being classified as slaves, and maids from the Maid Corps—around ten people in total. The space is somewhat cramped for everyone to stretch out fully, so some sit along the edges of the beds or on the wardrobe benches. Nevertheless, it's already an established rule that everyone is either completely naked or semi-naked.

And among them is Elenia as well.

"...What?"

"I was hoping you'd join the children's room instead."

"No way. It's fine either way... I-I mean, even if Andy's having sex, it doesn't bother me at all!"

"...Awkward."

My beloved daughter, with bright golden hair and a bob cut slightly longer on one side.
Her slender frame is typical of a young teenager; though she's still growing, her chest already hints at the voluptuous proportions of her mother, bringing me such joy... well, no, as a father I shouldn't look at things that way, but hey, yes. If she keeps developing like this, men will be instantly captivated.

Watching my daughter bravely stand up to the glamorous dragons and dark elves around her, while also struggling against the sheer impact of her own mother's nudity... it's just so endearing.

"But I suppose having real sex with Dad in front of our daughter is a bit embarrassing, isn't it?"

"Can we really just call it 'embarrassing,' Selen...?"

"But wouldn't you want to make a sister for Elenia?"

"No, why decide on a sister? Wouldn't a brother be fine too?"

"I just have a feeling she'll end up being a girl again."

Even as she says she's embarrassed, Selen boldly wraps her arms around me without hesitation and kisses my cheek.
Of course, completely naked. In front of our daughter, she's fully embracing her feminine side.
Like Selen, most of the female slaves aren't satisfied with having given birth once; they're far from ready to stop breeding. They're eager for more.
Ten years or so might seem like a long interval when it comes to procreation with elves or dragons, but for humans, that age gap would make them siblings. Yet for elves, it's barely noticeable—almost like having children just a year apart.
That's why Neia, who's struggling with Frena, and Luna, who already has six children, are still continuing their breeding efforts. They're both active and ready partners...
"If I don't try my best, Elenia might end up taking Dad away from me! ♪"
She boldly declares herself a rival in front of our daughter.

...Well, is that really okay, Selen?

"That's wonderful—I'd love for us to grow up this harmoniously."

Cosmos places her hand on her cheek and looks wistfully at Selen and Elenia.

"...Are there signs that we're not so harmonious?"

"Papa prefers Carlos over me," Anemone said. Children are easily deceived by those who give them gifts...

"Well, isn't that healthy?"

"Primula properly understands the charm of Dad's..."

"Wait. What are you teaching Primula, Cosmos? She's only four!"

I can't believe it. I thought she had a decent sense of balance overall, even if she's slightly off-kilter.

"It's unavoidable that my daughter realizes 'a man's charm lies more in his genitals than his face,' isn't it?"

"I think there's a problem with that."

And honestly, toddlers falling in love with their father's penis are truly unacceptable. She hasn't even fully developed her mind yet, which is why she lives within the Vaper Palace.

"Hmph. If you waste time on such absurd debates, we'll miss our next rest stop before I can even finish ejaculating. Better get started right away!"
Laila teases us with those words.
However, regarding child-rearing policies—especially when it comes to this abnormal direction of sex education—we really need to have a serious and thorough discussion.

...As I turn back toward Cosmos, Elenia speaks in a low voice.

"Andi, stop bringing up all this stuff now that you've gone this far. It's gross."

"Ugh..."

I crumble under her words.

When my daughter calls me "gross," it's an unconditional curse that fathers inevitably fall victim to... and she just casually used it!

No, I understand. Yes. It's clear that a man who has gathered ten other women besides his spouse, all completely naked, and then—despite having nothing better to do—decides to make babies with them as a way to kill time, would have zero credibility if he started talking about morals or anything like that. I get it.

In fact, it might be easier for him to just accept everything with open-mindedness, saying something like, "Whether it's my daughter or anyone else doesn't matter; if you want to sleep with them, go ahead and take them all!" That kind of domineering attitude would probably make things simpler.

But here's the thing: as human beings, I truly believe there are certain lines we must not cross. No matter how twisted the situation may be, we cannot simply choose to ignore it. There will always be issues like this that demand attention.

"Yes, yes. We understand, Mr. Andy. Both Selen and I know very well that you're thinking carefully about your daughter's future."

Selen helped me up as she spoke.

"That aside, since you've made up your mind and come along with us... ne~♪"

I have a feeling she doesn't really get it...

"Come on, come on, El-chan. You've already done oral sex, right? Shouldn't Mom see where things can go properly?"

"...Is that okay?"

"Don't worry, don't worry. Dad's penis won't get soft after just one or two times~♪"

While engaging in a highly questionable exchange between mother and daughter, in the center of the cabin as it lifted off, the father extended his erection before his daughter's eyes. Meanwhile, the mother watched with a smile as her daughter began to take it into her mouth.

And not only the mother, but also Ms. Cosmos, Lyra, and all the other escorts and maids on board were watching intently. Hesitantly, Elenia got on all fours and started sucking the glans, caressing it within her mouth.

"Do your best, El-chan!"

"That's the spirit, keep going. Don't rush your pace; overexerting yourself will only delay your finish~"

Her cheers were oddly precise advice. Maybe because they're escorts from the Cosmos household?

Listening to them, Elenia swayed her slender naked body back and forth, occasionally letting out pained whimpers while continuing to serve him bravely.

...Or rather, I'd like everyone to forgive my pathetic father, whose stamina drops by half just from being sucked off by Elenia.

Please understand that there's so much love behind it. In truth, he doesn't possess any particularly amazing techniques, but an intense mix of guilt, taboo, and gratitude has merged together, turning every single stroke into a storm of emotions that amplifies the stimulation of his penis to deadly levels. It's not even half; it's more than half. Or perhaps even more than that.

As a result, before I could even get sucked onto my penis for long, I let out an undignified cry and suddenly tensed up in a strange way, forcing myself to hold back.

"Aaaah... El, this is bad... It's coming, I can't hold it anymore... Aaaah!"

I haven't grown at all. I feel like this happened last time too.

Then Elenia pulled her mouth away for a moment, licked her lips with her tongue, and said:

"Go ahead, premature dad~♪"

Emphasizing "dad" only at times like this, she kissed his penis again.

"Eeek...!"

I couldn't hold it and ejaculated. Directing the semen toward my daughter's throat, I sprayed it forcefully and generously.

"...Ugh... Really, when El-chan licks me, I become premature~"

Selen chuckled bitterly as she used two fingers to scoop up the semen overflowing from the corner of her daughter's lips and licked it off without any hesitation.

"Well then, may Mom get to make a baby next?"

"Eheh... W-wait, are you planning to use your daughter's oral sex as foreplay...?"

A twisted struggle for possession between mother and son. Meanwhile, the fellow passengers watched with smiles while subtly glancing at me to signal that it was my turn next.

Restroom breaks occur once every hour. A slow pace with a large group.

Until Tark... there's still a long way to go.
Ten Years After Six
Tark is as warm in winter as summer feels in Polka.
Polka's summers are mild enough that long sleeves aren't much of a bother, so if you were to compare it to a normal place, it's more like spring or autumn.

Since the children fly out from mid-winter snow, they have to change clothes halfway through. Several accompanying adults, including Neia who also oversees Frena's duties, manage these arrangements.

As for me, I spend almost non-stop in full nudity from Polka onward, so rather than changing clothes, I only put on clothing once I get close to Tark.
Well, after all, there are ten others sharing the same "hut" with me. Of course, things get heated up constantly.

No matter how wildly we go at it, by the time five or six people have taken their turns in sequence, everyone is back on their feet normally. Even if I'm going non-stop, my partners only engage in sex every two to three hours slowly, so it's basically an infinite loop.

Of course, we're not constantly having sex without eating, drinking, or sleeping, but the atmosphere certainly helps, and during waking hours, I'm almost always penetrating someone. It takes much less time than a walking journey, though; for the girls, there's nothing else to do besides sex, so they're bored. And thanks to numerous dopings and training, I no longer worry about running out of stamina.

...Sometimes I even get scared to think seriously about where my semen is being supplied from, but since that's the state we're in, the entire journey inside the huts is filled with a lewd scent.

...Anyway.

"Ah, welcome, Human. The kids look healthy, which is great—but wait a minute, didn't Elenia just come out of your guest room? Hmm, I must not be mistaken this time. She's grown taller than last year, but that's definitely Elenia, right? You're riding that huge multi-person bed, and she came over to it, so..."

"Calm down, Carlos."

"How can I calm down, you bastard! Finally, my own daughter! From now on, I won't let Rebecca have any contact with you! Try breathing in the same space as Rebecca! If you try that again, I'll cut you up with a knife and feed you to desert lizards so you can never reproduce again!"

"But Rebecca is only five years old..."

"She turned six last month! Celebrate! No, wait—that doesn't make sense. A man who has his penis aimed at his own 13-year-old daughter can't possibly be aroused by a 6-year-old niece; that's unbelievable!"

Since Carlos was about to go mad, Nancy silently appeared and silenced him by pinching his neck as usual.

"Guh..."

"Ah, it's been half a year since we last saw you, Andy. Well, you did stop by Cosmos Emporium once after the Summer Spirit Festival, so it's been four months in terms of Tark itself?"

"...Oh, yes. It's been a while."

I grabbed Carlos's flustered collar and laid him down on a nearby bench, then Nancy shrugged and watched as the children entered the dormitory.

"It's getting cramped soon. How many more have you added this year?"

"...Uh, um... Compared to last year, it's about 24 people..."

"...That won't be enough based on calculations from two years ago. Let's expand next year."

Every year, my children increase in number. While I haven't brought infants, who are anxious during air travel, the number of cat-beastfolk from the colony has increased significantly.

Although Onyx's grounds include a dedicated dormitory for my children to stay in, some still can't find beds and have to borrow part of Diane's brother's private quarters.

"We could rent an inn outside..."

"If we do that, it would reflect poorly on us. Don't worry; we have plenty of land, and I don't want to make the children feel left out. Most importantly, I want Rebecca to be able to enjoy the Spirit Festival night freely with her cousins."

"...O-Okay, I see."

Rebecca, Carlos's wife's daughter, is their long-awaited only child and is excessively protected by Carlos, making it hard for her to have freedom in daily life. Moreover, there are simply no other age-appropriate cousins around.

Among the nearly 100 Diane siblings, only the sisters living with me have given birth in the past decade. Normally, dark elves don't give birth so frequently.

However, children crave someone who shares their childlike perspective. For Rebecca, my children are the only ones she can play and joke around with without any hesitation.

"But... yes. Andy, I won't deny that I'm impressed? Children, once they use the fact that they're being raised as a shield against their parents, become impossible to disobey. Especially for fathers, the eldest daughter is precious. I understand the feeling of falling in love, but..."

"No, actually... rather, we're trying our hardest to stop it..."

"...?"

Eh? That's how ordinary adults think. No matter what, a father can only be seen as the villain.
...Even so, they won't understand, will they?

Well then.
As planned, we arrived in the late afternoon.

The children feasted on a lavish buffet dinner at party tables lined up in the garden, afterward splashing around in the family pool before drifting off to sleep.

Carlos approached these children subtly, intending to give each of them a present on the day of the Spirit Festival itself.
To my astonishment, Carlos remembered every single one of the two hundred children—even though we meet only once a year. He recalled their faces, their names, and even their individual preferences.

I suppose it's entirely natural for Anemone to be drawn to such thoughtful gestures, Cosmos-san.

As for me... I couldn't bear to watch those children from afar.

"Hey there, everyone! Look over here—The Owner has arrived! ♪"
Cosmos said this while taking my arm and leading me down the street in front of "Cosmos House."

Suddenly, female employees from nearby general stores and restaurants rushed out, beginning to close up shop.

"Alright, that's it for today! Closing time, closing time! ♪"

"Wait... uh, what's going on?"

"It's just business as usual! ♪ The Spirit Festival is coming up, so we'll be closed until then. Come back another time!"

"Huh? Hey, you're still drinking!"

Drunk patrons were ushered out one by one, glancing suspiciously at me and Cosmos, who seemed to be the cause of this sudden shutdown.

"You don't even have to close up..."

"All our branch establishments are run as side businesses by courtesans, so it'd be unfair if today's main house didn't participate! ♪"

We were about to enter "Cosmos House," which is essentially a brothel. Naturally, some customers caught in the act of play would also be asked to leave. I can't help but wonder how well-received this reputation is... But apparently, my very presence turns it into such a "festival."

That's right. Now I'm officially titled "Owner"—the ruler of this pleasure district centered around the brothel.
Well, technically, Cosmos is just saying that. In reality, I haven't contributed anything to the business nor received any earnings from it.

However, since the moment I impregnated Cosmos, I seem to have become her de facto husband under Tark's laws—at least legally speaking—and thus share ownership of the property. This means I can freely choose which courtesans to take advantage of whenever I visit.

I vaguely recall Cosmos once using similar sales pitches when she came knocking on my door, though I never interpreted them that way before.

Even if I don't indulge myself, there are plenty of female slaves and dragons available here, so I certainly wouldn't feel lonely in that regard. Yet, Cosmos and her aide-like figure, Miss Isabel, have notified me that "if you wish to visit Polka for a spa retreat, make sure to impress the Owner properly." Consequently, upon arriving in Tark, I'm expected to entertain the courtesans here.

Honestly, if someone wanted to come to Polka, they could just be transported there without groveling to me... Though that's always my stance, and most of the affiliated courtesans seem to understand it. That said, many of them appear eager to challenge a man like me—someone boasting "orgasm-level ejaculation volume, endless stamina, and above all, the skill to casually engage in threesomes with both Cosmos-san and Miss Isabel."

As expected, every single one of them is genuinely an extreme pervert who chose this profession willingly.

"Long time no see, Owner! ♪"

"No, Isabel-san, you were here four months ago too," I replied.

"If there's been that much time pass, I'd say it's been a while indeed. Here's your payment for this visit, the Isabel Coin."

With a jingle, she handed me a heavy bag filled with gold coins.
Does this even make sense anymore? ...Well, at least for the courtesans, they can exchange them later for a decent amount of cash.

"I don't have much time to spend like this... Besides, I'm here with my kids looking forward to the Spirit Festival, so you must understand I can't stay cooped up in the brothel all day, right?"

"We're hoping your mood might change! ♪"

"I seem to remember Isabel being stricter about running the brothel back when I knew her..."

My mere presence here means abandoning any income derived from operating the brothel as such.
I feel like it was Isabel's role to put an end to this situation sooner or later...

"Hmm... well, honestly, things aren't particularly tight financially even if we just leave them as they are. The owner has been bringing in income after all."

"I haven't earned anything, though?"

"You have! You're working quite hard alongside Cosmo to keep the economy running smoothly."

"…………The S&F Foundation matter?"

"Yes, it is."

Eh? I was wondering how that venture generated revenue and where the money flowed, only to find out it ended up here too.

Well, since I've somehow become an "owner," it wouldn't be strange if I'd also quietly become an investor... perhaps?

I'm troubled by this. To begin with, the flow of funds from those activities is truly incomprehensible to me, so I've been leaving everything in Cosmo's and Irina's and Tetes' hands from the start.

Then, the courtesans who couldn't wait any longer poked their noses in.

"Oh~ Owner♪ If you want to have fun with the brats, I think it'd be better to just screw them all over quickly. So, let's have a match! Hurry up, hurry up♪"

"Dominance can wait. It'll be troublesome if everyone tries to move after you've gone absolutely wild."

"What's wrong? Discriminating against Ogre isn't good."

"Owner, owner. There are four new girls who want to go to Polka, but could you give them a real hardcore audition?"

As usual, these women, dressed in outfits that can hardly be called clothes yet approach with such brightness that they don't seem to notice their own lack of modesty, are very much to my liking since I generally dislike gloomy atmospheres.

But today...

"..."

"Hmm... well then... okay."

I took out the Isabel coins from my bag and handed them over to the lady in front of me with a clatter. Ten coins.

"?"

"Ms. Isabel, you're not coming to Polka. I'd like to have my fill with you for once."

Even though she keeps saying all sorts of things, Ms. Isabel is mostly just handling behind-the-scenes work.

Still, as our relationship has grown so long, I've come to appreciate her cute side, and besides...

"..."

"I'm going to cum inside you ten times, Isabel."

"Hmm... well, ten times properly sounds good too."

She leaned her lips close to my ear.

"I was thinking it's about time you made me pregnant... so, a fee for lifting the contraception?"

Children of mine. Please forgive your unchaste father.

But I don't know how else to show special affection in this abnormal lewd space besides this form.

...And then, Ms. Isabel, with her childish face suddenly adorned with a mature, smirking expression, said:

"I'll teach you something good. ...Since about five years ago, our sex with the owner has been hardcore without any contraception♪"

"In that case, I'll go straight for ten shots."

"♪"

Even though it was whispered, there wasn't much need to hide it anyway.

Hearing our exchange, the surrounding courtesans whistled and made lewd noises.

The evening at Cosmos Honpo passed terribly.

Well, "evening," or rather, until quite late into the next morning, we went absolutely wild.

There are always a few courtesans visiting Polka for recuperation, and if I were to make an effort, they'd be willing to indulge me at any time. Still, the scenario of going wild with them in a brothel... it's strangely arousing, like tearing into merchandise recklessly in a store.

I've heard similar things said in various places. Someone even suggested that living here for a while and indulging in a life of snacking to my heart's content might be a good idea. I can't help but think, "That could work."

No, well, it's undeniably a form of self-degradation, though.

Living at Vaper Palace is essentially no different, but since I'm making an effort to keep up appearances with various festivals and events around the region, I'd like to believe that things are slightly more presentable now.

...So, wandering aimlessly through the streets and returning to Carlos's house, I find children running about the garden where preparations for the Spirit Festival party are underway. Dragons are assisting with the setup while keeping a close watch on the children to prevent them from getting caught up in construction accidents—a noisy scene indeed.

The children dash around freely while the stage and cooking stoves are being built; watching it makes my heart race, but before anyone does something truly dangerous, the dragons stop them with agility akin to teleportation.

"If we interfere, it'll be bad... Maybe it'd be better to lock everyone up in the dormitories..."

"For children, experiencing things like this is a valuable lesson in itself, Mr. Andy."

"Nancy-san..."

"Being harsh isn't the only way to show care. Look, Peter's even helping out."

"He's probably just doing it because the maid encouraged him..."

"Having enthusiasm when praised isn't a bad thing. And from that, one can discover their own talents and joys... Perhaps Peter has a talent for construction as well."

"You mean he has a talent for building with the stove-making?"

"It's not something anyone can do perfectly without thinking. Watching him, his sense of selecting stones and stacking them is quite good. Did someone like Diane teach him some tips?"

"...Perhaps."

Setting up, huh?

...Upon reflection, I realize that at Polka's festival as well, children are often included in the preparations. While there's certainly a shortage of manpower, perhaps the purpose also lies in passing down knowledge and discovering such talents.

...Above all, festivals are enjoyable because everyone—adults and children alike—works together to create them.

"Well, by the way, the maids were looking for you."

"...Ah."

"I suspect there's a reason. In that case, it's fine."

Upon hearing Nancy say this, I offer a slightly awkward smile before stepping away... and heading toward the maids.

At the end of the year in Tark, the children enjoy the Onyx Spirit Festival party.

And I am... at Cosmos Tenpo.

"We've been waiting for you, Master."

"...Every time, I still wonder about this. Calling me 'Master'..."

"It's a matter of our hearts... Please consider us as your spiritual Master."

"That only makes my guilt feel even deeper."

Within the premises, away from the noise of the preparations, there is a dormitory exclusively for the Onyx maids.

When I'm led inside, the twenty or so maids present bow in unison, dressed in indecent attire consisting solely of bare aprons and headpieces.

...Cosmos Tenpo, and this very place, is my primary destination during Tark's Spirit Festival.

In fact, I'm forced to spend long hours at these two locations every time.

Among the Onyx Maid Corps, there is a group that harbors the troublesome desire, "I want to be compelled by my Master to engage in sexual service." Or rather, unfortunately, if we consider whether they are the majority or minority, those who belong to the majority expect me to perform this undignified feat here.

"It's certainly romantic for a maid to do something erotic... but there's also the fact that having female slaves dressed as maids hits a different spot."

Approaching the line of dark elf maids, I held my hand steady with a finger gesture to signal them not to move, then circled behind and began stroking each maid's rear one by one.

"Most of these Onyx maids are perverts who get excited by just this much... Carlos must be having a hard time."

_Pat!_ As I slapped the palm against the maid's buttocks, she let out a lustful scream.

"I-I'm so sorry... My master is far too ideal..."

"I never agreed to become your master!"

"But... since you're indulging our wishes like this, and yet—"

The slapped butt... the head maid gazed back at me with feverish eyes.

"How many times have you ravished these shameless maids without losing your lust? And now, if necessary, you possess the power to snatch us away from Onyx itself... Such a person is exceedingly rare...♪"

"...Theoretically, it might be possible, but I have no intention of fighting with Carlos."

Even as I said that, I can't help thinking he'll probably just keep them around if they get pregnant.

But I need to be careful with those two girls specifically. They're his nieces... So first, while making the maids take turns serving me orally, I'll start marking my targets. Carlos's younger siblings have several children; Rebecca has a few cousins.

...Though both of them are already having sex multiple times.

If they end up pregnant and get collars put on them, I truly won't be able to argue with Carlos at all.

"By the way, are you using contraception spells properly?"

"Yes, of course, everyone has been relieved of their restrictions."

"Why did you think that was the right choice!"

The head maid averted her eyes while the other maids muttered among themselves.

"Eh, but... isn't it the very purpose of being a maid to be impregnated by the master after serving him as part of our duties...?"

"That's right."

"The girls who went to Polka said they were just having babies normally..."

Why do you all live such strongly forward-leaning lives? Besides, I believed you were using contraception spells, so I had sex with a maid from Polka.

"Even if we go to Polka, we return after about three months of rotation, so I don't know... But surely there aren't any who've already gotten pregnant?"

"......"

"There are?"

It seemed so.

Since they're external children not bearing Onyx bloodline, they should be safe.

...No, they're not safe. Why try to get pregnant in secret?

Almost every night is spent in sex, but on the eve of the Spirit Festival, everything is lifted.

Work for the S&F Foundation also takes place within the party, and as a father, I want to see the children's joyful faces.

...And then.

"Then, tonight's highlight: Please enjoy the magnificent dance of 'Desert Gem Butterfly,' Noelle... Eh, Paula will be performing too? Ah, well... Please enjoy their mother-daughter stage!"

Before Carlos could finish his flustered greeting, Noelle and her only daughter, Paula, leaped onto the stage.

"A gem butterfly with a daughter!?"

"Did she show up!?"

The audience trembled in shock. And there, holding hands, appeared Paula, who despite being eight years old, wore a sexy outfit just like Noelle's, yet displayed lively steps contrasting with Noelle's sensuality, occasionally waving both hands innocently at me.

"Papa!"

"...What the heck is this guy!"

"The Onyx's stallion son-in-law!"

...Yes, that's right.
I expected to shrink back under the men's murderous glares... but instead, the atmosphere shifted to something like, "Well, if it's him, there's no avoiding it."

Wait, no, isn't that fine with you guys?

"Hoho, well, it's an open secret that your master is dragging around a dragon," one of them said.

"...I'm still trying to keep it under wraps, though."

"There's plenty of indirect evidence anyway. Besides, rumors of your exploits are starting to spread. They're even being sung in the taverns!"

"Seriously?"
I wanted to ask...
...No, wait. If "stallion son-in-law" is his nickname, maybe his deeds aren't as glorified as they seem. It might be better not to hear them at all.

Then, with my mind wandering, Paula quickly saw through me.

"Papa! Look at me properly! I'm going to take off my clothes!"

"Don't do that!"

An eight-year-old should not strip naked and draw attention.
And besides, Mom shouldn't pretend to undress either. This is supposed to be a wholesome festival after all.
Ten Years After Seven
As spring approaches, the dwarf colony in the desert welcomes Grandpa Dan and his group of friends.
The desert has its own share of blacksmithing commissions from neighboring colonies, so Grandpa Dan never settles down in Polka for long. Still, he seems to miss Jeanne and Peter, which is why this routine of making two round trips a year continues.

As for his friends, their visit is simply a leisure trip.

"Hey, son-in-law! Long time no see!"

"Well... was it Dave again?"

"Dave's my brother! I'm the elder, Guy!"

"Oh, right. Welcome. Which inn were you staying at last year?"

"The underground one this time. Let me try the surface rooms for a change."

The elderly dwarves are all indistinguishable with their white curly beards and sunburned, wrinkled faces. Grandpa Dan knows them well from years of acquaintance, but occasional visitors are a mystery to him.
"Underground" and "surface" refer to dwarf-exclusive accommodations. Taking Jeanne's and Grandpa Dan's suggestions into account, the colony has prepared both basement-style lodgings near the settlement and conventional ground-level facilities.

While some dwarves have grown accustomed to other races' cultures, others have never truly left their colony and can only sleep peacefully in rooms that resemble those they're familiar with.
To accommodate such guests, we created basement-style rooms (though you'd barely sink a meter into them). They were hugely popular, and now most dwarves prefer staying there. Even Peter occasionally books one during the off-season for fun.

That said, insisting on a purely dwarf-like lifestyle while visiting for leisure would be dull. It's not dangerous either, so trying various experiences could be more enjoyable... hence, more dwarves are deliberately choosing surface rooms these days.

By the way, "son-in-law" doesn't mean he's made advances toward Jeanne's daughter or granddaughter; it simply refers to Jeanne's husband. No additional dwarf wives have been added since Jeanne. Yes.

"Hino-fu... six people this time?"

Confirming with Grandpa Dan, he lets out a single snort.

"Yes, I originally planned to bring Doris too, but at the last minute she started complaining about flying and refused."

"Oh..."

Though no one knows who Doris is, there are indeed dwarves who resist soaring through the sky on dragon wings.

In extreme cases, even critically ill patients might be forcibly brought to Polka without consent, but for a mere leisure trip, such measures aren't necessary.

"If it had been Lady Black Dragon, I might have reluctantly agreed," he muttered.

"Oh, couldn't we use Airy?"

"...Dragon Lords don't pick and choose easily, you know."

"No, I thought this time was a bit too much..."

Airy, in her dragon form, returns to human shape after parking the carriage in the garage.

...As usual, completely naked, with her belly noticeably swollen.

Of course, it's my child. Yet she flew over just to pick me up and drop me off as if nothing happened, despite winning the lottery.

"I told you not to worry about it. Fighting would be one thing, but flying a bit is just good exercise."

"No way! You wouldn't normally use a woman that far along for such things... And put some clothes on!"

"...There aren't many outfits that fit this body."

"Lies! How many pregnant women do you think are in the palace?"

Grandpa Dan sighs at my utterly common-sense remark.

"It's ridiculous even to count how many; you've made fools of yourselves by getting so many pregnant, you idiot."

"...Oh, well, that's partly due to the wife's side's wishes too."

Especially with cat-beasts, who tend to conceive frequently, it becomes quite troublesome. Without proper precautions, children can quickly number in the dozens, requiring neighborhood-wide assistance. If several are conceived at once, even with financial and material support, there simply aren't enough hands to manage everything.

...Let's leave that aside for now.

"In the end, you were worried about Doris being a pregnant woman carrying something, weren't you? That's why I told you to just leave it to Lyra."

"Childbirth among dragons requires no assistance from anyone and concludes almost instantly. You should understand our physical robustness and regenerative abilities by now."

"Things like that are... well, specific to dragons, so other races wouldn't... Hey, wait a minute, isn't she breaking her waters?"

"Oh no... Is it really appropriate to give birth right here?"

"It's definitely a problem! Hey, someone get a dragon over here! Airi's going to give birth! She's about to have a baby!"

Within moments, about ten young dragons gathered at the landing area and carried Airi to an appropriate room. As she had said, the childbirth was completed almost immediately.

...Well, it's not the first time we've made a dragon give birth, but I really hope this kind of thing stops happening.

Lately, there's been an atmosphere among the cats—and even some humans—that feels like "we'll lose out if we don't have more births." There are many cases of experienced female slaves giving birth early in their tenure.
Since the eldest children are becoming less demanding, it seems they're thinking, "Let's make another one."
For short-lived species, waiting too long could lead to dangerous late pregnancies. However, since most female slaves are of elf descent, there's no such concern, and siblings born with intervals of around ten years seem quite common.
Thinking about it, the age gap between Aurora and Lucas is roughly like that too, huh.

"Yes, Nae-chan is three months along now—☆ It's wonderful! Once we start aiming, she gets pregnant almost without any margin for error."

This was a monthly routine group examination of female slaves held at the shallow hot spring bath in the palace.

Nae, who had just received a naked joint diagnosis from Hilda, smiled shyly.

"It was just good luck... Recently, Frena has finally grown up too."

"Good luck? In the normal sense? Or in a... suggestive sense?"

"Either way is fine with me."

That's not good at all. What exactly about your daughter joining her father's competition for his penis makes you feel secure?

My sharp retort was drowned out by Ange and Aurora taking turns riding me from behind.

"That's wonderful. I really want one soon... But there's no chance that Andy's sperm-fertilizing ability has declined, right?"

"In fact, we're currently pregnant with Nae-san, so... There shouldn't be any deficiency in the semen, should there...♪"

"It might be a matter of frequency. But it's been about three years since we stopped using contraception, and I've still been getting inseminated inside with the same vigor as before."

"If you say that... then... me... ever since... this place was made... I've been continuously engaging in reproduction and mating... Ah... nnn♪"

"Oh, it's coming out... Next time it'll be my turn."

Pushing aside Aurora, who was receiving a massive retrograde ejaculation with her slender waist, Ange mounted me again, clasped her hands together, murmured "Let's make some children," leaned forward to kiss me, then pulled back and began screwing herself onto my penis.

"It feels like when you're worshipped, you become a spirit of conception or something."

"Heheh. That's fine, Spirit of Conception Andy."

"...But a spirit that gets pregnant with its own children through blessings sounds a bit off."

"Stop focusing only on Nae and give me some blessings too... I want a child...♪"

Even though she is the oldest female slave with her long hair tied into twin tails, she still looks like she's in her teens.

She should be aging faster than Aurora, yet she still seems younger than me. At this rate, even when I become an old man, I probably won't look older than Aurora.

"If we don't get her pregnant sooner than Elea, it'll affect the reputation of the female slaves...♪"

"I really hope you stop saying things like that..."

"...But you're being stubborn while complaining about it."

Just like fifteen years ago, on the night of my first sex, a lewdly grinning collar girl.
I sigh, overwhelmed by self-loathing.

* * *

For several months now, I've been engaged in a mysterious cat-and-mouse game with Elenia, who tries to insert herself into our lives whenever she can get the chance and offer her virginity.
Frena is still reassuring since she doesn't push things too far when Elenia isn't around, but Elenia has even resorted to illusion magic to accidentally coax me into penetration. As a result, having a dragon serve as an official witness during any sexual encounter has become absolutely essential.

Unable to endure it anymore, we finally decided to have a serious talk.

"Elen... I know this is a terrible thing, but even Dad will make an exception... I'll allow you to let me put my penis inside you. But first, you must cast a reliable contraception spell."

"Ugh..."

"Not 'ugh.' If you get pregnant at your age, giving birth would be devastatingly difficult for you."

"But there's the Spirit Spring?"

"Yes, there is. But that's not the point. The real issue is that having a child with your father is simply inconceivable."

"So, Andy... if I were impregnated by someone other than you, would that be okay?"

"That would definitely kill you."

I muttered those words, and Naris, utterly exasperated, gave me a sharp back-of-the-head slap.
By the way, I brought Naris along because she's one of the very few who opposes incest.
...It's strange how many supporters there are for keeping female slaves. Well, dragons and cat-beasts can't help their nature, but even the elves from the Northern Forest started claiming that "Purple Magic makes the risk almost nonexistent," making it incredibly difficult to secure allies on our side.

What exactly is Purple? Why does this name always come up at times like this?

_Clears throat._

"A father wouldn't want to see his daughter being embraced by another man. That kind of question is cowardly."

"Then Andy has no choice but to impregnate her."

"That's completely out of the question for a human being. It's just wrong. Wait, let me clarify: there are two separate issues here. Even if it weren't your father, getting pregnant at your age is generally unacceptable. And fathers shouldn't engage in sex with their daughters in the first place."

"No! That's childish stuff I don't want to hear. Andy really wants to have serious sex with me."

"Contraception is actually a sign of maturity!"

There's no way I wouldn't be touched by my beloved daughter's enthusiasm. Finding a daughter who loves her father so deeply would be nearly impossible even if we searched the entire world.
But this really isn't something we can allow. If we give in, our family tree will become a tangled mess of bloodlines, like a cursed rune.
Even Minister Ashton, for all his power, hasn't dared to make moves on his own children. He might occasionally glance at their chests or buttocks with a slightly lecherous eye, but that's about it.
Just because you ride a dragon doesn't mean such things become permissible.

"Anyway, that's the first point. Also, I forbid you from trying to draw any of your sisters into having sex with me."

"Why?"

"Well... there's no real reason. I'm saying that having sex with parents is wrong, so it should go without saying."

"So if you don't want your daughters getting pregnant by random men, then nobody can have sex at all! Andy says this, but surely there's no man who could rape our sisters when the dragon is protecting them so thoroughly!"

"Why do you assume rape is the premise?! Of course I'd stop it if my daughter were being raped!"

Elenia's train of thought often leaps wildly, which is truly frustrating. She maintains an incredibly cool expression, unlike her mother. Maybe she's just going through a rebellious phase.
...What kind of rebellious phase involves wanting to have sex with your father?

"Anyway, if you're refusing other girls, Andy should just be firm about it. Don't keep throwing things at me like this. As for Frena, that's one thing, but I've only bragged to the others that I had sex with Andy."

"Why do you keep bragging about it... like how you licked your father's semen or rubbed your crotch against him during dry humping..."
That should be traumatic, right? Well, she was far too enthusiastic about it.

Naris, sitting beside her, sighed and made a face of resignation.

"Maybe we shouldn't categorize Ele-chan as your daughter anymore."

"What kind of proposal is that?"

"Well... if we set up a scenario where they're not actually related by blood, and add her to the harem of female slaves, everything would work out perfectly. After all, there's no other child this obsessed with their real father. And if it's just Ele-chan, North Forest can handle it with their usual measures."

"So what exactly are you planning to do with that setup?"

"If we announce it to everyone like that, they won't be able to cause trouble within the daughter community anymore. Isn't that good enough?"

Isn't treating her like trash just because she's not your own child too harsh?
By the way, Naris's daughter is named Floria; she's seven years old now. Despite being Naris's child, she's quiet and has a girlish interest in embroidery, which she's currently obsessed with.
Thanks to Naris's wishes, Floria was sent away from Vaper Palace at an early age, so for now, there's no worry of her developing incestuous tendencies like Elenia did.

"Good job, Mommy Naris. That's a brilliant idea."

"Ehehe. Well, even if I say that, it's obvious this person has no chance of winning!"

Naris blushed as Elenia praised her.

Honestly, you're not very useful. I called you here because I didn't want to reach such a conclusion on my own.

"Rejected."

"Eh?"

"Eh?"

"Anyway! Since Ele already made concessions up to penetration, she needs to learn what compromise means! Besides, sex isn't that terrible! People think it's nothing special once they try it! We're doing this tonight, so make sure Hilda casts a contraception spell on you properly! Don't think you can get away with cheating—I have Marone here who knows everything!"

Marone, after much deliberation about her role in Polka, has grown into a versatile female slave rivaling Selen. Starting with maid duties and basic self-defense, she learned medicine directly from Hilda, gathering knowledge from elves, mapmaking and architecture from Diane, plus haircuts and dressing techniques. She's even designated as the successor to Madame Belladonna as a midwife.
While none of her skills match her mentors perfectly, in Trot, she's undeniably an expert in each field.

Even while raising seven children, her attitude of continuing to learn demonstrates that anyone can achieve anything with determination—a powerful example of human potential.
Most importantly, she never lies to me. Omissions are impossible with her.

So, despite being angry, Elenia reluctantly agreed.

That night...
When asked where they'd do it, since the Spirit Spring was said to reduce pain, she suggested their usual hot spring, and we decided to slip away quietly in the middle of the night. However, more people showed up than usual: all the female slaves, courtesans, maids, dragons, and catgirls were there completely naked.
The number reached nearly one hundred.

"...Isn't this gathering a bit too large?"

"No way! I finally heard that Ele-chan is graduating from her virginity!"

Why did you tell Cosmos about it, Ele?

As the de facto leader of Vaper Palace (even surpassing the dragons), she's especially skilled in erotic events. Naturally, she'd teach everyone without any guilt.

...But with so many spectators, it feels quite oppressive.

"Is this really our first time having sex like this, Ele?"

"...N-no, this isn't usually how things go."

"Come to think of it, I haven't been doing that kind of thing with a hundred people lately..."
This level of situation is rare.

Even though we're having sex with the daughters one after another at the palace, most gatherings involve only a few to ten people. If more than that show up, we usually disband unless there's an absolutely necessary reason. Having them wait naked for two or three hours would be too much of an imposition.

"Ele-chan, do your best. Mommy is cheering for you."

"...Don't go out of your way to cheer me on, Andy."

"Selen already showed understanding for your father-complex tendencies right from the start, so it's pointless..."

We've already gone as far as simultaneous oral sex between mother and daughter, so there's no reason to criticize Selen's supportive attitude now.

Well, I suppose most people would naturally recoil if their mother suggested joining in. But Elenia eventually adapted to it, didn't she?

Truly, this is a case of "mother and daughter together."

And then, Selen also confirmed her pregnancy around the same time as Naeia. There's no visible swelling yet, though.

"Let's have more kids with Andy, Mommy! ♪"

"...Yeah."

"Wait a minute. Are you both properly under contraceptive magic? Let Marone check."

"That's something Mom should point out first."

"Dad only has one mouth, so let me take my turn to object. Honestly, Selen, I don't think that kind of thing is right."

"Huh? So you're thinking about making Ele-chan live her whole life without children or something terrible like that?"

"I'm not thinking anything like that! Sure, once I start with someone, I generally don't pass them off to others—but..."

Maybe a good match for Elenia will appear soon. I don't want to imagine it, but...

"It's also Dad's duty to teach Ele-chan the joy of childbirth."

"Since you're going to become my personal hole from now on, you'd better take responsibility and teach me properly."

"What are these two doing..."

I want to cover my face, but since I'm already pressed against Elenia, I can't move my hands.

But there's no point in hesitating. I've already promised Elenia this as a concession. Marone confirmed the contraceptive magic is active, so it's certain.

There's no way out. I have to do it.

I took several deep breaths, wavering and resolving many times over—more often than Elenia herself would feel pain.

"Haa... Let's go, Ele."

"Make it quick..."

Pushed by her urging, encouraged by the gazes of the gathered women.

My penis split her labia minora and slipped inside her.

"...Eh, E-re... D-does it hurt?"

"N-no, I'm not even in yet... Don't get scared on your own..."

"I don't want to make Ele cry."

"If we stop halfway after coming this far, you'd be the one crying for sure... Come on, let me in, Dad... all the way... ♪"

"Guh..."

"Aaaah... it's swelling up, right now... ♪ Even though you haven't even entered me yet, I'm about to climax..."

"Papa" was whispered suddenly, as if a forgotten memory had surfaced.

As always, the sense of abhorrent taboo is terrifying.

I remember now that in the past, I've let Beatrice and Irina call out something like that for fun.

The word "Papa," murmured by my real daughter while lust stirs within her, possesses far more destructive power than I ever imagined.

Being controlled by my daughter.
Having my soul drained away by my daughter.
Being... violated by my daughter.

No, the one committing the violation is me. Elenia is merely enduring beneath me.
Yet, without realizing it, my body began to tense up, and before I could even will it, an erection surged deep into her womb as if possessed.
I couldn't believe what was happening; terrified that I hadn't done anything yet... I found myself suddenly sucked onto the entrance of her vagina.
All of this was driven by Elenia's whispers.

"Haaah... y-you're i-in...?"

"Eh, Elen! Sorry, I just..."

"You asked if I'm in... right? So does that mean everything...?"

"...Y-yes. Probably not much more after this."

I feel as though I've conquered her depths. Whether it's elves, dragons, humans, or even ogres among the courtesans—my experience count has grown far too large—but there's no doubt this feels like the deepest penetration of all.

"...Yay... ♪"

"Elenia...?"

"I'm doing it with Papa... My most feminine place is receiving Papa's most masculine part... ♪"

Elenia whispered, tears glistening in her eyes.
As if she had longed for nothing more than this, as if she had finally achieved the purpose of her life.
Perhaps that truly was what she desired.
I rejoice in the fulfillment of female instinct and the raw realization of male instinct.

...From somewhere, a group of naked women who had been watching silently began to applaud.

"Moooh... stop it... I'm happy about it... ♪"

"...Ah, aaah..."

Though I involuntarily sat up, Elenia immediately dug her claws into me and forced herself back on top of me.

"It hurts!"

"Papa too. Don't scatter your focus... what you're scattering is semen, right? Inside my daughter's pussy, let it go all out... ♪"

"Guh..."

Father was once again controlled by the lewd whispers in his daughter's voice.

Unconsciously, he pulled his hips to taste the inside of Elenia's vagina, felt the folds of her flesh, and struck deep into her womb once more.

"Nnnn... ♪"

"Eh, Elen... no, you shouldn't say things like that... It's embarrassing, but Papa gets strangely excited too, so I can't control myself..."

"What are you hesitating about...? I'm the daughter's pussy made for Papa's little dick...♪ Oh, it's my daughter's erotic hole created from Papa's semen, untouched by anyone else even before she became pregnant with a baby... No, that won't do. You have to really... seriously fuck me... Teach me, Papa, what real sex is like...♪ Real copulation, real insemination... A hole reserved only for you, Papa, never to be used by anyone else♪"

"…………!!"

No good.

This is bad.

This girl is in trouble.

She's definitely a witch who can only affect me, yet she's casting a curse that will surely turn me into a beast... and she's using it with perfect precision.

Even as I thought to myself, "What kind of thoughts are you having about your own daughter?", I followed Elenia's words and engaged in real copulation.

Before I knew it, I was pounding her small waist with such force that sounds echoed through the air.

Seeing my little beloved daughter trembling and letting out a seductive cry, my instinct to impregnate her went wild.

"Oh my, oh dear, Papa really has no mercy...♪"

Selene grimaced with a bitter smile, while Cosmos nodded, saying, "There's nothing we can do if someone says such erotic things...♪"

But I had no room left to say anything in response.

I swung my hips violently, slapping against her body with a thud-thud sound... or rather, being dominated by the daughter who desired it.

I satisfied my desires, fulfilling that dim desire to overflow my own seed into her womb without any brakes whatsoever.

"Aa, aaah... It's coming out... Aa, it's already coming out... Haaah...──♪"

No, even if I fill her, it doesn't end. Does it ever?

Who do you think I am? If I want to, I can keep fucking dozens of people.

And you, despite being a virgin, lit that fire in me.

How foolish.

In my heart, I cursed my daughter, loved her, devoured her, inseminated her, and yet still fucked her again.

Time and time again.

Even with dozens watching. Even as she exposed herself in such a lewd manner. Yet I turned even that into pleasure and fucked her once more.

...That continued until I ejaculated eight times into that virgin hole of hers.

Even though over a hundred people were watching, no one could move during the breathtaking rape scene, and Elenia... well, thanks to the fact that the location was part of the Spirit Spring, she managed not to completely break down, but she still couldn't stand up for three days afterward.

* * *

Yes.

That too has become a little joke now... or should I say laugh? Who would laugh?

"That kind of first experience must be unforgettable, Elenia... I'm a bit envious."

"What are you talking about? Did Ange also have some wish to be violated by her father?"

"W-well, I thought it would've been nice if my father was Andy. And I wanted to lose my virginity to him in such a way that he might almost break me..."

"That's too special of a scenario..."

"Mr. Anzeros sometimes reveals some truly bizarre tendencies."

"I-it's fine. Besides, I don't want Aurora to hear this."

"Even I have enough discretion not to compete with situations unique to daughters."

Looking up at Ange and Aurora engaging in a mild argument.

I noticed Frena peering intently from behind a pillar in the corner of my vision, but I quickly reconsidered—she wouldn't be envious just because she saw that.

...But if that's the case, what exactly did Naea feel relieved about? I decided not to dwell on it too deeply.
Ten Years After Eight
"Andy Coin."
It's an internal currency modeled after Ms. Izabel's "Izabel Coin" from Cosmos Honpo, created exclusively for my own circle.
Well, not exactly a currency—it's more like a service voucher.
Whenever I'm presented with this, I'm expected to create something and hand it over, or perhaps move a dragon to support a trip.

Lately, there's been a popular workaround where people present this coin and demand, "Make me some babies♪"—but unless the recipient is as sexually voracious as Ms. Cosmos or Ms. Hilda, or possesses a dragon capable of sustaining such activity for long periods, it simply isn't sustainable. I'd like everyone to understand that using it this way is wasteful.
Even under normal circumstances, if asked, I'll provide satisfying sex.
Besides, Ms. Hilda herself has pointed out that my ejaculation volume doesn't significantly alter pregnancy odds even without multiple rounds.

Anyway, regarding these "Andy Coins," transfers to others are permitted.
Surely some female slaves wouldn't find much appeal in a handmade item like this and would prefer to cash it out; similarly, external daughters might also see greater value in converting them into money.
Vapor Palace accommodates not only female slaves and dragons but also northern elves, Onyx Maidens, cat colony girls, courtesans from Cosmos Honpo, and others. There are cases where coins need to be given to such individuals, so I believe it's reasonable for wealthy female slaves to purchase the right to do so.
Well, I had anticipated something along those lines.

"Papa, look!"

"...Why do you have this, Ria?"

"Mommy gave it to me on my birthday!"

"...?"

Floria. Naris's daughter. Seven years old.
Naris is one of the relatively few female slaves who heavily uses these coins (primarily for sightseeing and adventure travel shuttles), so she'd likely use them herself rather than give them to her child.
But how did she manage to set aside enough specifically for Floria? I recall it cost quite a bit to buy from other children.
And why would she give it to her child in the first place?
Especially lately, most submissions are for erotic purposes, so I brace myself wondering if Naris has finally succumbed to madness, trying to teach her daughter something lewd under the guise of "father's body."

"If I show this, we can go anywhere Papa wants, right?"

"...Eh, ah, yes... Yeah, that's true."

Technically, there's no condition attached regarding "with Papa," but since my own child is asking, I won't object to accompanying her.

"I want to enter the Northern Forest! They say Christmasma Village is so beautiful!"

"...Ah, I see..."

Naris is an elf from the Southern Great Plains, so as her daughter, Floria is considered an "outsider" regarding the forest.

While things have recently relaxed enough that half-elves like Anzeros or children of forest elves can pass through without issue, Floria was raised outside the Palace and thus still lacks proper ties to the forest. Even if someone takes her there, potential companions are scarce.

I just realized Naris has had few allies in many ways... I feel a pang of regret.

"Papa's been there too, hasn't he?"

"Well, several times..."

"Take me! I'll give you kisses!"

"Alright, leave it to me."

No, let me clarify upfront: I absolutely do not feel any sexual attraction toward Floria.
Wouldn't a father naturally be motivated to kiss his daughter if asked?
Besides, the Sakura Clan's atmosphere is already quite relaxed among the Nine Clans' territories—second only to Crimson, Azure, and White. When silver passes through, people are more concerned about being stared at than anything else.

"...As for why Blue is more relaxed than White, it's because I ended up creating the great-grandson of Elder Voice from our own clan.
Our clan has always been one that doesn't worry about trivial matters, but now I'm practically treated as part of Elder Voice's family. At recent clan meetings, it seems Elder Voice is completely acting as a guardian to Irina.

It's truly fortunate, but am I really the one who's been tearing this forest apart all by myself?
Well, that's beside the point."

* * *

I arrange an appointment with Kristie.
Kristie gave birth almost at the same time as Naris, and their child was named Wedge—a boy.

As is customary among those in power, raising his child alongside other commoner children within the palace wasn't approved by his family. Despite being a half-elf, he's been raised since infancy at the clan estate, visiting only occasionally.

Every time he comes, he appears flustered by the palace's all-nude paradise atmosphere, prompting the amused cats and courtesans to pester and fondle him relentlessly. I worry this might warp his future development.
Kristie believes it's better not to hide the fact that he's someone like that, so she's quietly observing Wedge's experiences for now.

Enough of that.

"Since that's how things stand, I'd like to take Ria on a two-night trip to Sakura's territory."

"You could just bring her along normally, couldn't you?"

"I've been given a coin, so I need to put together a proper plan. We decided this coin holds enough value to even move dragons; if I settle for a half-hearted outing plan, it'll affect future trust. ...I'm thinking of using no teleportation arrays and flying directly with the dragon all the way to Sakura."

"That would require informing other clans beforehand, wouldn't it? They'd surely question what's going on..."

Kristie seems satisfied with this arrangement.

The barrier within the Northern Forest is vast. Without using teleportation arrays, traveling even to Lake Celesta or Lake Valery becomes a major expedition.
My plan: take Ria, who wishes to see beautiful scenery, and fly her through the forest from above until we reach Sakura's territory.

"Truly extravagant..."

"After all, Ria is a dragon rider's child too; letting her experience that isn't a bad thing, is it?"

"No, but having you exclusively use a dragon for just one coin..."

"...You mean that?"

"I recall Emma proposed using dragons to reduce your burden when the coins were introduced."

"...Oh right, I remember now."

The burdens the dragons were meant to shoulder aren't being shouldered at all.
Instead, they're being doubled up on you.

"I-I know, but still, I want to actively respond to such requests. After all, Ria is my proper daughter. Sure, she might be one of hundreds, but that doesn't mean we can treat her lightly."

"I'm not saying 'don't do it'; I'm only calling it extravagant."

Still, Kristie raises a finger.

"We female slaves understand, but if the children complain... calming them down will be difficult."

"...Uh, yes."

The female slaves uphold my status, maintaining appearances that all interactions with them stem solely from my personal whims and free will. If their demands endlessly surpass my intentions and overwhelm me, eroding my very motivation, then it would be pointless in the end.

As for these restrained female slaves, what happens when the children make various requests of me?
Of course, as children, they have the right to speak up. And if their content is utterly unreasonable, rejecting them is part of a parent's duty. Surely there's always a way to handle it... though with hundreds of them, managing tasks that should be carefully considered within the narrow scope of a parent-child relationship becomes nearly impossible.

And once children begin to feel favored or neglected by one another, a sense of disparity arises, factions form, and it becomes nothing short of a nightmare.
That is why, I believe, what Christie is subtly conveying is that one should not merely indulge a beloved daughter out of affection; rather, maintaining a certain degree of emotional distance is essential.

But...
"...I want to have proper father-daughter moments like this... Above all, I want to cherish memories as an ordinary father..."
"...Y-yes, that's right."
Christie averts her gaze.
She understands too. At the Palace, Elenia has now completely taken over with an unrestrained attitude.
Using contraception as a shield, she has demanded sex in every position, tried on leftover collars, and even requested anal intercourse. Faced with Elenia's overly proactive pursuit of various sexual experiences, some of my daughters have begun to fidget, wondering if perhaps they should follow suit...?
Dealing with the daughters who now live at the Palace, even if I try to act as a normal father, they only expect me to steer things toward something erotic—"Will this turn into a smutty scene? Like in those adult storybooks?"—so Floria's pure, innocent requests are actually quite precious.

* * *

I chose Lyra to carry Floria aloft, simply because she is the one Floria bonds with most closely.
Lyra herself has an unusual fondness for Naris and has occasionally acted as her guardian during our time in Polka.
Perhaps that's why Floria seems to regard Lyra more like an aunt than a mother; in terms of treatment, she likely feels closer to me than any other family member.
Well, if you say everyone is family, then yes—but it's natural that those who live at the Palace or in the Colonies have slightly different perspectives.

"Lyra is fast," I said. "Make sure your clothes are tightly secured; otherwise, the wind could blow you away."
"Hmph. To be carried on my back is now a special honor. Take heed, Floria."
After helping her up, she lay flat against my belly and climbed onto Lyra's broad back.
To ensure comfort for two riders, seats had been crafted between Lyra's spines using forest wood and dragon materials, fitting snugly along her vertebrae.
If the creature were smaller, we might call it a saddle—but this is so plainly a seat that calling it such feels almost redundant.
I assumed dragons would dislike having such devices strapped to their backs, but Lyra merely chuckled, as if asking, "Why hesitate now?"
Well... perhaps for a dragon that claims it can endure even having parts of its body removed if the rider demands it, this is somewhat weak talk. Still, there's a possibility it could feel deeply humiliating.
But since I was overthinking it anyway, once we entered the forest barrier, Lyra took off.

"Ria, fasten your belt properly. It might be uncomfortable, but falling means death."

"Ugh... this is fine though."

"It's not safe. Even with Mia on alert as an accident-prevention officer, many have fallen from ordinary 'huts' before."

Mia was aboard as a safety precaution.

With her extraordinary physical abilities, she wouldn't worry even if we fell, so she stood upright on my back without issue—but for Floria, who finds belts annoying, Mia's presence might be more distracting than helpful.

"Usually, the 'huts' are sealed shut, so Ria may never have seen scenery from a flying dragon... Don't tell Mom, though? She used to cry whenever Lyra scared her when we first met."

"Hmph. Nostalgic indeed."

"But Mom was already a knight when she met Dad!"

"Even knights usually find dragons terrifying."

As Lyra spoke these trivialities, she rose to her feet, beat her wings, and slowly ascended into the sky.

Of course, Floria showed no signs of phobia like Naris ever did. Relief.

...Though Naris herself is currently traveling with coins spent today.

I had considered having the whole family go together after returning, but since a trip to the Queeka region could last up to two weeks due to its numerous tourist spots and mazes, I decided to postpone it for another occasion.

"Waa... so fast!"

Soon, as Laila gained speed, Floria began to cheer with delight.
I had heard she spent most of her time at home doing embroidery, but it seems she doesn't mind thrilling experiences after all.
As I stroked the twin-tailed girl with her bright red hair flying in the wind, I basked in the satisfaction of being a father again for the first time in a while.
Yes, this is what family service by parents is all about—making your child happy.

"Don't just gloat about the speed. The ground below is beautiful too. Look over there—that's Mount Heroic Spirits. What you can see from here seems to be an illusion."

"……??"

Since space itself was warping, visibility didn't necessarily mean proximity.

Normally, a mountain like that would be visible only up to about 100 or 200 kilometers away, yet in reality, Mount Heroic Spirits lay more than 1,000 kilometers from the edge of the Silver Territory.

...Even if I tried to explain such reasoning to Floria, it wouldn't make any sense. All I knew was vague trivia myself.

"How long until we get there?"

"Laila, how long do you think?"

"H-hmm, probably around four hours or so. Let's have Kristie prepare dinner for tonight."

"Eh? We're going that far away, and Christmas is already approaching!?"

"There's a shortcut."

"I want to take the shortcut too!"

U-uh... My father's grand plan is being rejected.
"H-hmm, don't say it like that. You can't fly above the forest winds unless it's a time like this."
Laila came to my rescue, even performing an acrobatic maneuver—a full somersault mid-flight.
Floria screamed with joy, clearly having fun, but I felt a bit nervous. After all, we hadn't designed the seats assuming backward flight.
Fortunately, nothing went wrong.
Mia had looked like she might fall, yet she simply stood upright without support. How was she doing it? Was she using magic?

"Once we arrive, we'll set up a tent, build a campfire, and sleep just the two of us with Dad."
"Okay!"
This two-night, three-day trip would also serve as a camping practice session.
For the first time in a while, I'd use the Celesta Army's camping gear to teach Floria the joys of outdoor life.
Though I had assumed she was another indoor enthusiast, Floria seemed genuinely excited. Perhaps her "girly" hobbies were merely cultivated interests; maybe deep down, she dreamed of an adventurous life like Naris's...
Well, if a child grows up listening to Naris's bedtime stories, it's no wonder they'd yearn for such adventures.
Teaching them the true joys and hardships of experiences like this is very much in the spirit of a father.
Yes, yes. This trip promises to become a wonderful memory.

* * *

A few days later.

"Dad hates me!"

"That's not true."

"But... you only dote on Ria and Elenia!"

"I think you're cute too."

"Then..."

"But I can't fit my penis in. Just your breasts are enough."

"You're cheating...!"

"No, really? Isn't it true that fathers shouldn't normally do this? I've explained that many times before?"

"But you did it with Elenia!"

The one who truly made me furious and upset was none other than Frena.

"Elenia's a pervert, so I just gave up on her!"

"She's my daughter, after all~♪"

"As a mother, I think it's only fair to protest a bit, Selen."

"But even so, aren't you currently having sex with your belly swollen?"

That kind of strength is truly formidable. Neia is also waiting in line for her turn to mate with a similarly distended belly.

If that's the case, Frena too qualifies as "my daughter," making the conditions perfectly equal.

"Mom, say something!"

"...Um, my lord. What should I say?"

"For now, just try to get some common sense out of this situation."

"Don't push your luck in a situation like this..."

The Vaper Palace is once again filled with steam, skin tones, and semen today.
Ten Years After Nine
The current state of Polka features both the old town, characterized by many traditional, modestly built structures, and the new town, which utilizes timber and craftsmanship from the forest, occasionally even leveraging the dragons' earth-moving capabilities. Renovations in the old town are gradually progressing.

After all, the original residents wouldn't want to continue living in dilapidated homes while beautiful houses rise around them. The Baron's initiative to purchase properties and rebuild them with the help of an elf master builder and Celesta's ogre carpenters—such as the Cat Mansion—has also encouraged this trend.

Since the construction of Grandje, many ogre construction workers have been drawn to Polka's charm and decided to relocate here; for them, it offers ideal employment opportunities.

During winter, their strength and height are highly valued for snow removal, and gradually, ogres have become an indispensable presence in Polka.

Thus, within just over 15 years of contact with the elves, Polka's residential areas have expanded several-fold. Among these districts, one is particularly renowned for gathering alluring women.

That's no surprise, given that former prostitutes from Cosmo's establishment are moving there in succession.

The prostitutes originally employed by Cosmo Main Shop were rarely driven into their profession by debt or desperation; most chose to make sex their livelihood out of genuine inclination. Consequently, leaving the trade involves few entanglements, and many decide to settle permanently in Polka right after arriving.

While some maids from Onyx's Maid Corps also retire to stay, that is quite rare. As the head maid once noted, maids generally don't accumulate significant wealth, which may be a factor. Additionally, I suspect part of the reason lies in their peculiar quirk: they are a difficult group who simply desire to be used by someone after having served them.

To return to the main topic...

The former prostitutes from Cosmo Main Shop who have settled here often possess talents beyond sex due to the nature of their previous profession, such as culinary skills or business acumen. Furthermore, accustomed to men and different races, they can hold their own even when dealing with large-sized males without any disadvantage.

As a result, they are exceptionally well-suited to meet the emerging commercial demands of the rapidly expanding Polka.

"Master—over here?"

"Cosmo-san, it's further back in this direction."

Cosmo approaches me at the Vapor Palace's invention workshop, where I'm tinkering with a new type of armor. Though slightly surprised that she's properly dressed despite being inside the palace, I note that I too am wearing clothes today. After all, doing blacksmithing work naked is foolishness, yes?

"I've been investigating the living conditions of the former prostitutes from our East District branch, and today we've gathered preliminary findings... Well, everyone is running their businesses vigorously and robustly, which makes me quite proud."

"Well, I assumed those from the Main Shop wouldn't face hardship, but it's good to hear they're all doing well."

Even with the immense wealth accumulated through the infamous "S & F Foundation," the power of the slave girls' original families, and the various blessings brought by dragons... my resources are not infinite.

Caring for the girls who became part of my household as female slaves is one thing; but taking on sole responsibility for the prostitutes who chose to support themselves independently is quite difficult. Moreover, expanding our scope to include those we've already let go would only broaden the range of dependents beyond reason.

That said, I do have a duty to lend a hand if they're in trouble.

For this reason, I regularly ask Cosmo to check on their status. Yet, as befits women from a land of commerce, no woman has come to us begging for help thus far.

"Lin seems to be on the verge of divorce after an argument with her husband, but that's between them. As for Shasta, she mentioned accidentally squeezing a customer's... well, you know—just out of habit—and I had to scold her a bit."

"Oh... Well, if they're going to offer such services, they should at least file a report beforehand."

Operating as prostitutes here requires business licenses approved by the Baron and managed by Cosmo. While minor side hustles can be overlooked, when livelihoods are at stake, territorial disputes and pricing conflicts inevitably arise, making it necessary from a public safety standpoint not to leave them unchecked. Furthermore, providing sexual services at massage parlors falls into a rather shady gray area.

Once customers know that a shop permits such requests, they proceed with that expectation in mind.

While formidable individuals like the former Mrs. Hilda, who accept challenges from anyone for free or even without charge, are exceptions, those who merely act on a whim can easily lead to trouble. It's not impossible that someone might arrive expecting service based on rumors only to be denied, leading to unreasonable outbursts like, "Don't joke with me!"

"So, this time too, we won't allow any inappropriate advances here, correct?"

"Yes... Oh, several asked if they could come to the Palace for intimacy with you and Master; I confirmed it was acceptable."

"Well... that's fine, but of course, those who are already married were instructed to refrain, right?"

Those who did not become part of my harem include some who are normally married. I have no intention of disrupting their relationships.

Everyone tends to forget, but I am fundamentally cautious about forming relationships with girls. While I can be somewhat impulsive with those clearly free of other men's influence, I generally dislike getting involved in conflicts just to pursue a girl.

"I've always conveyed Master's wishes on this... but look, some girls have experienced other men and thus find it hard to forget your unique qualities..."

"Seriously, let's drop that kind of thing!? If I get hated for it, I'll be nothing but a perfect villain!"
The legendary womanizer who is essentially the owner of this brothel and keeps a harem of over a hundred beauties in his hot spring haven.
If he's still reaching out to former prostitutes from time to time after quitting the life, there's no way that doesn't make him look like a scumbag.

"Don't worry, even if you get called out for it, someone like Emma will stop them, so you're fine~♪"

"That just makes your villainy accelerate, huh!?"

Honestly, everyone should try to find paths that don't lead to misery—even if only one or two people can avoid crying because of it.

And now, the new type of armor I'm crafting by cutting into time meant for my children and female slaves.
"Is it almost ready?"
"I want to refine it a bit more. It could be done as is, but I feel like we can still add something special."
As a "new type," this armor stands apart from anything I've made before.
What makes it different? I'm using every high-quality material available without hesitation or compromise.
Not only all accessible metals, but the inner lining uses dragon-tanned leather (requiring special chemicals for tanning; I learned the technique directly from the Silver Dragons themselves), spacer blocks made from special wood from Elven lands to refine the silhouette, dragon scales for critical defensive points, and even a silk-chainmail net attached beneath the armor for extra safety.
The materials are so unique that paint doesn't adhere well, giving it a slightly flashy appearance... but wearing this should prevent serious bodily harm unless something truly catastrophic happens.
Ideally, I'd want them to wear helmets too, but... well, almost no one has worn one since I was young, so there's not much point pushing it.

"The materials alone make pricing impossible... But they've surely informed the authorities here about the details, so we shouldn't get caught."

"Well, yes. That's exactly why this could be made as a complete one-off, including all its difficulties."

An ultimate masterpiece where I've abandoned every shred of pride as a blacksmith, pursuing nothing but peak performance.

I've never crafted armor like this before facing such formidable foes. Of course, there's rarely time to prepare gear tailored to specific enemies anyway.

And now, the one who will wear it—

"Long time no see, Papa!"
"Father, you look radiant today."
A carefree older sister and a younger brother already showing elegance despite his youth.
The children of Tetes have arrived at Vaper Palace.
"Welcome back, Sonia, Tyrus."
These children are nobles.
I can't let them see me in an undignified state; appearing completely naked as I usually do inside the palace is absolutely out of the question.
Today, however, I've had Oregano prepare brand-new high-end garments for their arrival.
They always put on a grand show when visiting Polka, but it's impossible to provide proper clothing for all the female slaves, dragons, resident courtesans, and maids within the palace itself, so behind the scenes, it remains quite a naked paradise—and slightly awkward.
I'd like to think they're used to it by now... Sorry, Tyrus. I still can't act completely at ease.
Still, since everyone here is civilized, maybe I could just order them to wear clothes today? But Sonia, who doesn't care in the slightest, already ran off into the palace interior, so I'll leave it at that for now.

"Father, this place is as... well, unrestrained as ever."

"Well, yes... There are many different races here."

While brushing aside the racial issue with an overly casual response—truly something only I could do—I lead my innocent son to his quarters. He'll be staying for a few days.

"Tetes, leave Sonia in your care. She's familiar with this place now; just make sure no strange trouble occurs."

"Yes, sir~♪"

"Just because I've gone to all this trouble dressing up, you'd better maintain your mother's dignity for a while."
I was driving the point home to Tetes, who had already begun stripping off his noble attire at the open-air dragon terminal, even though he was surrounded by high walls.

It's important that you cherish the illusion the children have of you; showing off such freedom isn't advisable.

"This place has its own rules, so it's only natural to follow them too♪"

"...Tyrus. You know I'm not saying you _have_ to go naked here, right? It's entirely optional. Those sisters who are actually naked are just a bit perverted, so you don't need to follow suit."

"H-hai..."
As she turned red and hid behind my shadow while following me, the taste was exquisite.

The sons in Polka wouldn't react this way to women's nudity anymore. Even though Krau showed no reaction despite seeing breasts sway right before his eyes, Peter chased them around with a lecherous grin while hardening himself openly.

Wait.

"Sonia! Stop playing around and come to the workshop! I have a present for you!"

"Eh? Really!?"

Sonia, who had just spotted familiar sisters and rejoiced at their reunion, lit up even more when told about the present.
Yes, yes. It's always heartwarming to see children happy.

"Is it only for Sonia?"

"Oh, I'll make something for Tyrus next time. Honestly, I rushed this one just for Sonia."

"It's a promise."

"Yeah. Today, I'll take your turn off the schedule as an exception."

I smiled at Tyrus and earned his forgiveness with those words.

The reason I prepared this for Sonia was that she had been recognized as possessing combat power comparable to the Gauntlet Knights far sooner than expected. After witnessing her duel with Berga, other knights invited her to actual combat, saying, "If you're that strong, you should try it." Though not officially recruited, she seemed eager enough to give it a shot.

Given the national sentiment of Renfangas, dismissing such an opportunity as "not a hobby" would be unwise. Especially since she is related to Alex Buster, the crown prince; one cannot afford to make foolish remarks in that situation.

I learned that Tetes himself had fought monsters for the first time at roughly the same age as Sonia now.

However, no matter how skilled he was—capable of occasionally defeating a Black Arm soldier—he couldn't bring himself to send Sonia, who could only be described as childish, straight into the midst of monsters.

To prevent any misfortune, I wrote earnest letters requesting support from both Alex and Ferios. Still feeling uneasy, I commissioned armor crafted with every ounce of luxury possible.

As for weapons, since they belong to the Buster family, there may be finer ones than what I could make; but if I craft armor without holding back, I'm certain I can produce something far sturdier than any artisan's work.

With full confidence, I snatched the fabric from before Sonia and revealed my creation.
Now, how would my daughter react?

"...It's so ugly..."

My father is dead.
"S-steady, Father! Father!!"
Tyrus gently shook me as I collapsed. Thank you, son. And you too, daughter. That was truly an exquisite piece—of a quality that could buy an entire castle if purchased with gold.

"But more importantly, Papa, make me a bikini armor! Like Sharon's!"

"Bikini armor...!?"

You... to your parents... asking for a _bikini armor_...!?

"Make half-naked armor for my daughter, who's still a child...!?"

"What in the world are you talking about!"

"Eh? Why?! The legend says I'm Papa's ultimate Bikini Armor artisan thanks to those gauntlets! So why is my present such an utterly cringeworthy piece of junk!?"

"I can't even keep up with your retorts!!"

Why does this legendary title of 'Bikini Armor Artisan' belong to me? To me, the son-in-law of the Buster family.
Why do people have such a strong obsession with bikinis in the first place?
And is it really _this_ bad that everyone's calling it out like that?

Plus, making bikinis for me involves way too much breast squeezing, you know!
...Hey, was it really _that_ terrible?
I've always been praised for my design sense, but your single blow shattered my pride into a thousand pieces.
Is it truly this awful...?

"Father, I think Father's armor is wonderful as well. If possible, I would like to receive it."

"Tilsa doesn't even fight with a sword in the first place..."

"Well, that's true..."

Besides, since I made it based on a female figure, Tilsa... well, she's still a child and they're twins, so maybe she could actually wear it?

"Then give it to Tilsa! In exchange, make me a bikini armor! Can you do it by tomorrow!?"

"There's no way I can finish that quickly! And besides, I absolutely won't allow anyone to fight in something that looks like they're naked in front of others! That has to wait until adulthood!"

"Wait, wouldn't it be worse once you're an adult...?"

Tilsa. There's a strategy called 'postponing for later' when dealing with adults.
No, actually, I shouldn't have said that kind of thing to a child in the first place.

...What is going on, Renfangus? Why are bikinis so popular among girls?

_It seems there's a beautiful knight like Sharon who confidently displays herself, which might be influencing this trend._
Ten Years After Ten
Frena, Neia's daughter, is indeed a bit of a rascal, but she is by no means promiscuous. I believe that.

Neia herself has long since lost any resistance to sex, yet she is not the type to seek it out on her own. There's no way she would engage in anything resembling "sex education" for her children.

Well, normally one wouldn't expect such things anyway, but in our household, they happen quite often. After all, look at it: the female slaves who are my mother live happily in full nudity within the Palace. If the children grow up there until they develop both body and mind, they inevitably cannot help but become fascinated by opposite-sex bodies and sex.

Well, it's hardly the time to start blindfolding things again, and even without citing examples like the Cat Beast Colony or Mist Palace, there are worlds in existence where culture is liberally open regarding sexuality and nudity.

Drawing inspiration from the wisdom of long-lived races who believe that providing choices based on proper knowledge is best, we have adopted a policy of teaching our children openly and without reservation about both the fact that "we are a special family" and the various aspects of sex from an early age.

Well, I'm not entirely confident that this will cultivate average ethical standards, but as the female slaves—who come from diverse races, classes, and nationalities—say, such things vary by social class and country to begin with, so I've decided to accept that.

Still, perhaps I shouldn't talk too much about the pleasures of sex with my daughter. On the other hand, it's important to be prepared with adequate answers to questions like, "Why do you want me to rub your penis while waiting fully naked without any shame?"

Also, when teaching, I firmly believe we must emphasize that this is strictly for "after becoming adults." Cases like Marthe from Cosmos Tenpo or our own Eleania are exceptions, truly special instances.

...Wait, back in the old Southern Deserts, girls could marry at twelve, so was that okay? Is it still part of the current system in some Elven territories?

Y-you know what, other places have their ways; we have ours.

...But since Eleania exists as a real example, doesn't "we have our ways" become a self-contradiction?

Ah, come on now.

Anyway, lately Frena has been strangely seeking attention from me in a sexual manner.

"Ele is already beyond help, but I want to make Frena give up. She's so cute; if she just grows up a bit more, she'll definitely be popular... Popular... Kuu!"

"Why are you looking so regretful..."

"Imagine those men around there laughing and talking to such a lovely daughter... And imagining her being completely satisfied with it... What kind of trial that is for a father!!"

"...Ahaha."

Neia, giving an awkward laugh because she doesn't know how to respond.

Right now, I'm returning from delivering blacksmithing work in town.

In Polka, where numerous blacksmith shops have opened due to population growth, there are still few ordinary jobs available for me, though a few do come through.

Well, it's less about my skill and more that when other easily accessible shops are busy, I manage to get commissions only by advertising, "We can do it here!"

I've even placed a sign near the counter of the inn I'm managing that reads "Smaison Armory: Accepting All Blacksmithing Requests," but apparently, people won't bother asking unless absolutely necessary.

Jeanne still helps out as usual, and the quality is certainly reliable. But wouldn't it be better not to use words like "all-around" or "miscellaneous"?

...I hope the female slaves aren't subtly obstructing my requests because they think my sexual frequency drops when I'm busy?

"If you're so reluctant, I suppose Frena could just take you instead."

"Don't give up so casually, Neia. Children need a place where they can sleep in peace. If the parents who are supposed to protect them turn their desires toward them, there's nowhere left to hide."

"Is that so... When I'm being held, I feel most secure and can sleep soundly, so I don't really understand."

"...You're also a special case, then."

It was pointless appealing to Neia, who couldn't even comprehend the concept of parents in the general sense and endured an excessively harsh adolescence.

In fact, if one looks at it calmly, sleeping while being continuously penetrated and filled inside by me might be more restful than sleeping anywhere soft and quiet. That could arguably be classified as a special fetish.

"But Frena isn't a foolish child either... She's the kind who will do absolutely nothing she truly dislikes, so I don't think it's just simple rivalry against Ele-chan."

"Perhaps she simply doesn't know about romance?"

"If you say that, I think quite a few would relate to that... Even I'm suspicious whether I had proper romantic feelings before having sex."

"...Yeah. Sorry."

I pushed the issue forcefully because if I left it alone, she'd probably die dramatically on her own. Yes.

Besides, among the female slaves, there are quite a few for whom sex comes before romance. Cases like cat-beast pairings clearly show that sexual desire and reproduction take priority.

If I don't have that, things get complicated again—I find myself unable to move freely. It's troublesome.

"I wish you'd just say it if all you wanted was some affection. But since you can't bring yourself to say that, maybe you're pretending to resist like Elia so I'll still give in...?"

"Well, who knows? She's definitely lonely about it."

Naea smiles softly.

She's adorable. It's typical for elves; she hasn't aged much since we first met.

The only difference now is that her belly has grown quite large.

"As for me, I won't be paying too much attention to Frena for a while, so it would really help if you stayed completely devoted to your father until the next child weans."

"Handing them off to their father isn't a bad idea, but shouldn't there be some limit to what's acceptable!?"

"...Well, that's just it. It's not like Selen, but... she's my daughter."

She looks away.

"...Whether you love me or whether you love sex, I guess it all comes down to blood."

"That's a dangerous theory because if couples who marry for love end up having incestuous relations!"

* * *

Well, that's the thing.

At its root, this stems from the harem ethics where "not monopolizing one man" are accepted as normal. Once someone crosses that line and treats family members as more than just relatives, it becomes incredibly hard to reject the idea that "next will be me."

After all, I naturally love my beautifully raised daughters dearly—completely unrelated to any sexual meaning.

If they come running toward me from their own side, I can't push them away.

If this were a proper married couple, there'd be a solid defense like "I'm devoted only to Mom," but I don't have that at all. So when my beloved daughter shows such intense affection for me, I lack the necessary move to cut it off. Since I've already allowed Elia's intrusion, it's even more difficult now.

"E-Even so, touching a girl your age is..."

"She's already bigger than me."

"Is Jeanne sitting there?"

When characters like Jeanne, Ailina, or Solis appear, even the younger ones fall within range, making my defenses fragile in that sense too.

"When I reach this height, Cosmo Mom laughed and said it wouldn't be unreasonable as long as we're careful about pregnancy...♪"

"That person...!"

Vapor Palace, hot spring area.

In the end, I can't push away Frena, who straddles me while lying down with her slender legs spread apart, widening her own labia.

"After all, if you have a daughter, wouldn't you want to make sure her first time is yours...? I know that kind of thing...♪"

"That's normally not allowed!"

"...Then maybe we could just stick something random around here?"

"There's no way that would work!?"

"What about letting some random guy from Grance do it?"

"Just thinking about it makes me die."

That's underhanded, that leading question. There's no way a father would say yes. He wouldn't say yes.

I do feel like Elenia said something similar to me once, but did someone give her the idea?
...There are too many people who seem like they might have done it.

"Well, then it's only up to Dad to make it happen...♪"

"Normally, you don't go that far accommodating Papa's wishes!"

No, I'm not saying I want my daughter to be used. What I absolutely can't stand is having her casually defiled with some easy tool, or worse, by a man she doesn't even know. No, even if it's someone she knows, the feeling that something so helpless must remain untouched is beyond any reason—it just has to stay that way.

"This isn't about Dad's wish... it's mine too... we're in love, after all♪"

"Gugu..."

Frena slowly lowers herself. On her face, which still bears a strong resemblance to Neia's youthful features, I can see a tension mixed with excitement, right at the breaking point.

Just listening to her words might make it sound lewd, but she must have hesitated many times in her own way, made a decision, and pushed herself forward so she wouldn't turn back.

And the few female slaves and other women present in the hot spring area are watching her bold act with gentle smiles.

Should I stop them? Father and daughter trying to have sex? Isn't that normally impossible?

"N-No need to imitate Elenia like that...!"

"...Let me see you imitate it."

Frena murmurs softly.

My tension shifts slightly, and I flinch. It feels like I've touched something I shouldn't have. Even though I've had many relationships with various girls before, I can sense the signs of an approaching wave.

So, will Frena...?

"Let me see you imitate it...!! Hold me like Mom or Elenia did, love me with all your heart, cherish me... Why am I not allowed to do that!?"

"That's why, regarding things like that, Dad..."

"I want Dad to do it! I want him to make me feel good, and for me to feel good too... If Elenia is okay with it, then I should be fine too! Like Mom, we can hold each other tightly until we're exhausted, share our pleasure... I want to be happy. Why isn't that allowed!? I don't want anyone else to make me feel good!"

"Aaah..."

No, I truly cannot argue against this.

My daughter is thinking of me wholeheartedly. She understands everything and is offering her entire body only to me. Just that alone fills my heart, and once again, I find myself unable to bring up any counterexamples.

This isn't about procreation... Well, if it were done with proper contraception, it would be pointless anyway. In fact, Elenia has already accepted it under those conditions.

"It's okay, right...?"

"...Yes."

"It's okay, right?"

"...Y-Yes."

I lose.

Overwhelmed by my daughter's intensity, I agree to lower myself and let her father's penis enter her vagina.

She is truly adorable. Though she can be a spirited mare, she troubles me more than anyone else, yet she remains the treasure of both me and Neia.

My daughter, like her mother and older sister, turns her feelings toward me, wanting to feel my body through hers and make me feel it too.

This transgression is the second time for Elenia, yet the moment of entry—the sheer devastation of breaking through, that exhilarating despair standing back-to-back with love—never grows old.

Ah.
No good... it's the same as before.
Feeling so much love and transgression makes me incredibly weak.

"Dad...♪ Come on, you're going deeper again... now that we've reached this point... Dad, help me... all the way... aaah!?"

"Ugh... Frena... ah!"

As my clumsy daughter slowly lowers her hips... before I can fully penetrate her, an overwhelming ejaculation erupts.
The terrifying pressure of my release pushes against her hymen even faster than my penis could.
Her still-young, far-too-strong vaginal muscles trap the semen, swelling the depths of her vagina like a squirrel's cheek pouch.

"Aaah... Dad, s-suddenly...♪"
Perhaps, as a side effect of contraception, Cosmos-san cast a spell to dull the pain for us? She isn't complaining nearly as much as I expected.
But amidst the turbulent waves of conflicting emotions—having ejaculated inside another daughter's womb again—I'm utterly breathless with pleasure.

...No good.
If this becomes an addiction... if I carve further motives into myself to touch my daughters like this, it won't do. Yet, thinking so, I thrust deep into the swollen depths of her hymen, finishing what I'd started, and immediately begin again.

It feels good. Unbearably good.
I'm being made happy by the daughter I love.

"Amazing... Dad, you're so good... I want to too...♪"

Frena clings to me as if collapsing, right at my chest.

"Just like Elenia... do it to me...♪"

Not out of rivalry, but driven by envy that's finally within reach.

My daughters breathe heavily, filled with happiness.

* * *

"Do the daughters look alike?"

"They do, don't they? Can't help it, we're half-elves, after all...♪"

While watching Frena, who had fainted from being thoroughly bred multiple times inside, and Elenia, who came later to continue the act, both displaying their lustful forms, the two half-elf mothers—proud of their ample bellies and breasts—chatted cheerfully while enjoying a warm bath.

...Is it okay to laugh at this? Can I just dismiss it because they're half-elves?
But having lost, I had nothing to say; all I could do was satisfy Elenia.
10 Years After 11
There is a round-trip service between Polka and Tark operated by dragons, running roughly once a month.
It could be increased more frequently, but it was decided that going beyond this would amount to an excessive display of power; thus, the monthly schedule stands as the limit. This decision rests primarily with Tetes and Irina.

Even though we attempt to remain concealed using illusions so as not to startle strangers, frequent comings and goings might lead surrounding cities to suspect ulterior motives. Celesta is far from a monolithic entity, and even trivial incidents could spark trouble.

Well, there are other cities I regularly visit anyway, and Tark isn't the only place worth connecting with. The frequency suits vacation purposes quite well, so things have been going smoothly for now.

Among those arriving on this regular flight are not only ordinary tourists but also a considerable number of members from Onyx's Maid Corps and affiliates of "Cosmos Emporium."
Especially the Maid Corps often has dozens stationed in Polka at any given time. It raises concerns like, "Doesn't this interfere with their main duties?"—to the point where I feel uneasy. However, it seems that over the past few years, a formal two-month annual vacation in Polka has been incorporated into their welfare benefits, and staffing levels have been adjusted accordingly based on this arrangement.

"Is a winter vacation really that appealing to desert-dwelling dark elves?"

"It's none of our business if they don't leave the palace."

As I gaze upward at the sky from within the palace landing area, waiting for the dragons' arrival, the head maid responds casually.

The temperature is well below freezing, yet she stands there in nothing but a bare apron—one that covers only her lower torso.

"…Shouldn't she wear something?"

"It's to demonstrate the principles of our Maid Corps to the subordinates."

"There are no circumstances under which such a display is appropriate!?"

The Maid Corps serves Onyx, not me.
There is absolutely no reason for them to engage in such shameless role-playing here.
If they were serving me directly, one could fabricate reasons like "demonstrating absolute obedience," but I am not their master.
Of course, it's true that I share an intimate physical relationship with the head maid, but that has nothing to do with the Maid Corps' code of conduct.

…Just as I'm thinking these things, a formation led by several dragons under Lyra arrives, and guests begin disembarking from the "cabins" and carriages lowered onto the ground.
As a service offering, the "cabins"—where passengers can sleep in three-tiered beds during transit—are classified as first class, while carriages are second class.
With the number of cabins steadily increasing, there are now enough to replace all transportation with them. However, to avoid undervaluing the dragon flights, we've retained the carriage option for those seeking a more budget-friendly journey.

Most of those descending from the carriages are regular tourists. As they step onto the snow-covered streets of Polka and instinctively huddle against the biting cold, their eyes widen in disbelief upon seeing the head maid standing beside me, almost entirely naked.

"…Look at her. Before even questioning whether she fits the role of a maid, people will doubt her sanity."

"You flatter me, my lord. A maid is one who obeys any unreasonable command for her master's sake. Indeed, it is precisely by calmly accepting commands that trample upon female dignity that a maid fulfills her true purpose…♪"

"That's not her true purpose—that's just your personal kink!?"

Stop enjoying exposure while stripping away women's dignity in front of me.
No, I understand they're a strange group who admire such things.

After guiding the general passengers from the palace toward the city center and taking a brief rest, we proceed to the dormitories within the palace. Those with prior experience staying here settle into their nests with practiced ease, while those making their first visit line up separately.
Among them are newly recruited maids who recently applied through Onyx's hiring drive, as well as relatives of Mr. Carlos—siblings, cousins, and so on. I've heard that a few even joined the same workplace as their parents, though most are complete strangers to everyone else.

These newcomers are first required to undergo formal greetings, lectures, and training sessions to properly learn how to conduct themselves within the palace.
Well, I didn't officially mandate this—but before I knew it, attending these sessions had become my own obligation too.

"These are this year's new recruits. Out of a total of 20, 14 are arriving this time; the rest are scheduled to arrive next month or later."

"I see… There are even non-dark elves among them."

"We impose no racial restrictions on recruitment. That said, dark elf culture is quite difficult for other races to grasp. Unless someone is exceptionally capable, there's little reason to deliberately hire outsiders for Onyx… but…"

"That means they're excellent."

"Yes... then, Midi, you introduce yourself first."

"Yay! I'm Midi Rendis. Fifteen years old, human race—but actually, I have one-eighth ogre blood in me. So, I'm a little strong!"

As she stepped forward, the maid continued her self-introduction while smoothly removing parts of her uniform.
"My measurements are 82-54-81 from top to bottom. As for sexual experience... none with partners, but my hymen was broken during masturbation. Ehehe."

"Please also state your erogenous zones."

"Honestly, I'm not too sure... probably the clitoris?"

"Very well."

Once she finished speaking, she removed even her undergarments until she was nearly naked, then put back on her apron and maid headband before returning to her original position.
Despite being right before my eyes—an old man like me—she spoke so casually and unapologetically.

Well, I had already asked about the nature of this place, and seeing the head maid in such a state right in front of me meant I'd long prepared myself mentally.

And with that as an opening, one after another, young maids composed of eighty percent dark elves and twenty percent others introduced themselves while changing clothes before my very eyes, leaving only their aprons covering what was essentially bare waists.

"Hazel. Thirteen years old. As you can see, I'm a dark elf. My measurements... I haven't measured them yet, so just take a look."

"I'm Erii. I joined on my mother's recommendation; she's been an oniix maid for all her life. She's eighty-seven years old and very confident about her breasts!"

"I'm Anne Thunderstone. On my mother's side, there's a cat-beastfolk ancestor, making me a quarter. My tail... let me take it off now to show you. It's like this—short and fluffy, kind of like a pom-pom... Oh, I'm fourteen years old."

"My name is Kay. Twelve years old. Um, I've been asking my mom for a long time to let me become a maid, and finally this year... Ah, is that okay? Anyway, my measurements are 70-48-74..."

"I always wonder why everyone keeps stripping off when they're only supposed to be introducing themselves."

"?"

"No, I'm not saying anything strange here, am I? This isn't the kind of question you'd look at me like that for, right?"

"Well, shouldn't your lordship have the principle of wanting women as naked as possible whenever feasible?"

"Of course, I don't deny having such desires! But these female slaves are more than willing to show themselves whenever asked, and I never intended to make it an obligation for the maids either! Besides, isn't it a bit too much to expect even newly recruited girls to greet us with such perverted fetishes as a prerequisite? Come on, now!"

"Well, regarding that point, we explained during the job interview that this would take priority over regular duties, and only those daughters who accepted our terms were hired..."

"Priority over job duties."

No way. That's seriously fine. It won't tarnish Oniix's reputation as a place of refuge.

"If you apply for employment with the expectation of vacationing in Polka, sooner or later you'll inevitably encounter environments like this..."

"...So including it under employee benefits means something like that?"

"In any case, all new recruits this time intend to inseminate your lordship during their vacations."

When the head maid cast her gaze toward them, every young, nearly-naked new maid nodded in agreement.
...They've truly become a group of perverts who just want to be teased under the guise of proper maid duties.

Sigh.

"Tell me two things."

"Yes?"

"There are no direct brothers or nieces of Carlos among them, correct?"

The kind of scenario where pregnancy leads to serious trouble.

Well, even before that, since everyone seems naturally inclined toward sexual service, if I'm not careful, things could get out of hand. Even with dark elves using magic for contraception, there's still a chance they might undo it on their own.
"That won't happen this time."

"Good... ...and my daughter isn't here, is she?"

"…………"

"She's right here!?"

She was. (It was Kei-chan.)
I'd told her I couldn't have sex with her, but she pushed so hard it became a real struggle.
...So the Maid Corps has reached an era where even my daughter can join them now...

"You're being sneaky, trying to get close to Andy underhandedly and then quietly establishing facts on the ground. That's just cheap thinking."

"If you tell Tark's group that I came here specifically for sex, well, in the end, even Dad—who has no choice but to give it to me anyway—has some issues with it too."

Elenia and Frena nodded in agreement.
Lately, your opinions seem to align so well.
Ah, I see. Since we were rivals before, acknowledging each other only strengthens our bond.

"It would feel infinitely better if you just openly made Dad submit to you."

"Dad, no matter what, the excitement of sex with his own daughter is completely different...♪"

"W-wait, Frena! I don't have any particular feelings about being your father, and I have no plans to put my penis inside any other daughters. It's just that since I value both Elenia and Frena so much, realizing I've defiled them myself... it made me feel sad yet happy, causing all sorts of emotions to run wild."

I'm too honest.
But there's no point in trying to cover it up now.
We're on the bed in the Smaysom household anyway; no one is listening.
In the past, anyone could barge into this bedroom at will, but lately, inviolability has been enforced more strictly—only those I've brought here are allowed entry.

Well, since unrestricted orgies happen freely elsewhere in the palace anyway, everyone seems to be making a conscious effort to differentiate themselves from that.

"And what do you mean 'make him submit'? Are you enjoying doing terrible things to Dad's mind, Elenia?"

"Even Andy felt better having sex with me after realizing I was his daughter than someone who only found out later. I went at both of us non-stop."

"That really is a bad thing!"

"People feel the most pleasure at the moment they forgive themselves for doing something they shouldn't."

She said that as if she understood.

"...That's what Mommy Neia used to say."

"...Don't cross the line where it becomes hard to get angry!"

Yes, that's exactly when Neia did something forbidden and then forgave herself—like when she decided to let her body be used by me, or when she chose to become a female slave.
On her part, she was emotionally exhausted, unsure of good or bad, before drowning in immense pleasure and security. That must have been the greatest joy of her life.

"So Andy should just resist as much as she wants. After all, you can't say terrible things to your daughter, so you'll lose anyway...♪"

"Ugh... how evil..."

"Yaaah! Dad's angry—♪ I'm going to be punished with his penis—♪"

While grinning like a little devil, Elenia effortlessly slipped out of her pajamas.
Not to be outdone, Frena shed her pajama top and licked my nipples while caressing my penis.

"If you keep talking like this... I won't put my penis inside girls who tease Dad too much."

"No way! There's no way Andy can resist having sex with me...♪"

"Carrying on like this..."

"Frena can't be satisfied all by herself. That's because she has a super-lecherous, tireless dad♪"

What a lustful and self-assured girl.

Then Frena looked up to argue back.

"I can be satisfied! I'm tougher than you!"

"No way, no way. You were still a virgin just the other day; there's no way you could withstand Andy's non-stop fucking."

"Dad, let him show it to me too. If I say so, I can take as many rounds as he wants."

She took off her soft, childlike pajamas from bottom to top and tossed them aside. Her daughter, still growing into womanhood, mounted him again.
"Even if I faint... even if my pussy breaks... it's okay...♪ Keep me plugged in until morning, pour your semen and cum all over me...♪ I've been born as a dedicated meat hole for Dad's cock from the moment of birth, so show me how to use it...♪"

Insertion.
The daughter pressed her own womb against her father's breeding rod.
"...Aaaah."
I let out a groan tinged with regret.
While being tossed about by the tightening movements of my lovely daughter's female flesh, which had been gradually becoming accustomed to and stained by her father's cock day after day...

Still, I bit my lip at the fact that I couldn't deny what Elenia said.
Frena, riding him with her mother's fluffy hair bouncing, and Elenia, whose recently trimmed bob cut—only the left side longer—swayed near my ear as she smirked confidently, teasing her father.

Their vaginal holes. Their lips. Their anal openings.
All of them were things I had been looking forward to... all while thinking I'd use every single one of their holes. It was true that I entered this room with those thoughts in mind.
And it's also true that I tried to divert my interest from the limbs of my own daughter, whose body I hadn't known before, only to find myself fixated on them halfway through.

...One pussy hole alone won't satisfy that desire.

"...Ah, the first ejaculation... Dad, you're still too much...♪"

I gently hugged and praised my beloved daughter after she finished squeezing out the first load while riding him.

"...With this... I might get pregnant soon♪"

"...Are you using proper contraception?"

"...Heheh♪"

"Hey."

"Secret... Besides, once it comes out, it doesn't matter how many times today... right?♪"

"Are you really using contraception!? It's not funny if Dad's kid gets pregnant!?"

"Well, you can ask Mom Hilda tomorrow. Today... let's go for a 'pregnancy-inducing ejaculation,' okay?"

There are two devils here.
Devils in the form of my beloved daughters, each tempting his father's downfall from different directions using their own female holes.
"Papa♪ ...Come inside me~♪"
Elenia turned her ass toward me, slowly lowering her pajamas to expose her buttocks.

The scent of sex, the heat of desire, and the warmth of skin.
The lewd voices of my daughters—voices I hadn't even heard just a few months ago.

"Or do you prefer my ass? Daddy will let you do anything you want... ♪"
Those words intoxicate me.
It's not just me—my daughters are getting drunk on it too.

"If you want to put it in your ass, just say so... ♪ I'd be fine with that too, Papa... ♪"
Sweet and hot.
The daughters, goading their father's lust and eager to receive him, dance upon the bed.
...Today again, I lose to them.

"Kei-chan?"

"Yes?"

"...Your father is me. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Fathers generally don't show their penises to their daughters, let alone touch them or use them."

"Klaudie-bocchi said, 'My papa's a weird papa, so forget all the usual stuff.'"

"Klau...!!!"

"Cosmos-san said, 'There's even an opinion that licking is safe.'"

"Cosmos-san...!!!"

"...Even Head Maid said, 'Maidens should lick their master's penis without hesitation.'"

"I finally realize that last one shouldn't be taken as advice!?"

Besides, I'm not the one hiring you. No, this isn't about telling you to lick Carlos-san's penis.

"Let's start with just a blowjob."

"......"

"Please, Master."

"No! Stop bowing down like that to your father! And it's not 'Master'!"

...Even though we're in the Full-Nude Palace, I'm a weak papa who got defeated by my daughter kneeling naked before me and ended up with a blowjob.
Twelve Years Later
Vapor Palace.
Once referred to as a secret hot spring, it gradually lost its secrecy, attracted an overwhelming number of dragons eager to serve me, and evolved into quite an impressive complex—making a name change unavoidable.

Even from the perspective of dragons who have visited numerous Dragon Palaces, such as those of Lyra or Baus, this place ranks among the more magnificent palaces.

For dragons who prioritize creation over grandeur, any location where they can settle comfortably suffices; typically, Dragon Palaces resemble hidden villages rather than imposing structures. Only when commissioned by dragon riders or when seizing an existing castle for some reason do such elaborate buildings arise.

The name feels somewhat disconnected from reality, but since the term "palace" was originally coined by other races, I suppose it's only natural.

...Well, technically, this one was built at my request. Though I initially envisioned nothing more than a modest wellness facility.

Anyway.
The palace consists of several major structures: dormitories for female slaves and guests (limited to those who can ignore or cater to the nudity within), a dining hall, my invention workshop, and a small indoor stage for entertainment. Over ten buildings are connected by roofs.

I once worried that heavy winter snow might collapse them, but thanks to a secret construction technique from the Northern Forests capable of withstanding five meters of snow without a tremor, they remain unscathed. Though I still don't fully understand how it works, they've endured every blizzard since completion without issue, so my concerns have long faded.

Since dragon arrivals and departures are now confined to designated zones within the palace (once a monster attacked us mid-landing on the snowy plains), those moments can be hectic—but otherwise, this palace is bustling with over a hundred young women walking around in nothing but near-nudity. Honestly, despite everything, it's the perfect world for me.

Female slaves, dragons, girls from the cat colony, courtesans from Cosmos-san's establishment, and the maid squad—all of them exist in a realm where they show their bare bodies to me without hesitation, willingly accepting any touch or act I desire.

What used to be secret activities within barrier prisons have now become daily routine. As per the slaves' wishes, I spend far more time with my penis wrapped in someone's mucous membranes than not.

Though I can't boast too much given the children around me, I harbor no complaints whatsoever about this lifestyle.
Beautiful women who eagerly indulge my every erotic whim—what could be better?

Dragons, elves, and dark elves alike proudly display their nakedness, allowing unrestricted access to breasts and intimate areas. No matter how indecent I become, no one interferes, and thanks to the sacred spring, even minor excesses are tolerated.
It's my private paradise.

...Still, I do exercise some restraint out of consideration for the children—but since they expect me to fulfill their desires, I have no choice but to comply.

...In any case.

"Good morning."

"Good morning, Master."

"Goood mornin'~!"

Two dark elf maids—one with silver hair and a ponytail, the other with black short hair—greet me with contrasting attitudes yet flawless manners as I rise from our shared dormitory room, dangling my penis. Both wear only headpieces; otherwise, they're completely naked, sporting magnificent, trembling breasts.

By the way, I haven't learned their names yet.
The maids seem content with my lack of individual recognition, showing no objection to being addressed vaguely as "that maid" or similar.

Perhaps this reflects part of their kink: wanting to be toyed with by their master as maids. Thinking so, I grab both their breasts without warning.

"Mmph..."

"Oh, you want a blowjob?"

"No, I just wanted to feel them. Such lovely breasts. Since they're soaked in hot spring water, let's wash them with these."

"Yes~♪"

"I'll take care of it."

The cheerful silver-haired ponytail maid and the stern black-haired short-hair maid not only don't push away my hand but gently hold it as I grasp their breasts, happily consenting to my indecent request.

"By the way, can I also ask for a wake-up vaginal service?"

"You got it~♪"

"Understood."
Neither of them showed any resistance to transitioning from a full-nude greeting straight into morning sex service.
All the maids in the corps are like this. Even virgins react this way; sometimes I've had to insert myself before they even realize their hymen is intact, only to be startled afterward.

"You guys really know how to handle things... more like education, or perhaps unifying sexual fetishes."

"Even if dozens of lecherous fantasy maids swarm us, we won't back down. Our master loves it when everyone gets used before heading home~♪"

"I feel the same; I salute you."

"You understand that your own sexual preferences can be complicated... but there seem to be plenty of people who'd hire girls like this whenever they want."

"Not entirely true. There are nouveau riche types who enjoy that, but it's only at first. Once they realize our desires and other things about us, they tend to discard us. Some might occasionally want to prank their maids, but if faced with genuine sexual advances, they get scared stiff."

"People often say, 'If you want sex, hire a prostitute; maids should stick to their duties.' Married men especially can't afford to waste shots on maids, as it would cause discord in the household."

...A rather unromantic conversation. Or should I say, surprisingly dreamy?

But maybe that's just how it is... Ordinary people simply aren't capable of handling so many rounds.

As for someone like me, who doesn't even clearly understand whether I'm working or not, that's one thing. But ordinary men employed in society, even if surrounded by highly lustful maids, probably can't keep up with them exclusively.

"Anyway, even though we're hyper-sexual maids, we absolutely love our masters who enthusiastically indulge us~♪"

"We shall serve you wholeheartedly...~♪"

The voluptuous women, whose chests and buttocks brim with eroticism, gather as a group of perverted maids, their voices tinged with the anticipation of further acts.

I firmly grasp both hands they've offered, make them tremble again, smile at the contrasting textures of their soft flesh, and lead them toward the large bathhouse.

After sweating out all sorts of fluids in the bathhouse, our interest peaks, turning it into Maid Festival Day.
Onyx's maids voluntarily take on various tasks throughout the palace: cleaning, assisting with cooking, or stepping in to handle errands for other guests staying here.
While this vacation also serves as a kind of training program, there's suspicion that their desire to have us work stems from their own sexual preferences rather than genuine dedication.

Anyway...

"Hello."

I approach one of the dark elf maids sweeping the hallway and stroke her bare rear, which has nothing to hide.

Well, stroking it is an understatement; I immediately start kneading it, my fingertips creeping into the crevice between her buttocks.

"My master...~♪"

"I'm sorry for interrupting your cleaning... but could you come with me for a moment?"

"Yes...~♪"

The fully nude maid blushes and follows me obediently.

She wasn't even surprised by the sudden touch to her rear... or rather, how could she not notice my footsteps? Dark elves have keen hearing.

Then I approach another dark elf maid I spot nearby and invite her as well.

"You too, come with me. I need you."

"Oh, um... right away?"

"If you're busy, we can do it another time."

"...Right away! Coming now~♪"

I repeat this process, gathering about ten maids in total. In the hallway, they lean against the wall and line up their bare rears side by side.
"Perfect. It's Maid Spanking Festival time."

Grinning, I gazed from end to end at her ass, lost in pleasure. Of course, my erection bounced with every word I spoke, so there was no way I could maintain a proper demeanor.
The eight maids were dark elves; the remaining two were human and elf. The human was one of the new recruits from before—a girl with mixed ogre heritage.
As for the elf... she belongs to the Sakura clan, but while working as a maid at the Baron's estate and living here, she became too close to the Onyx Maid Group, acting just like one of them. There are even a few others who've done the same.
Since they'd be delighted if I played tricks on them too, I can't help but include them in my antics.

"Then let's begin the punishment from end to end!"

"W-wait, what exactly is this 'punishment' supposed to be?"

"Huh...?"

Anything would do, I thought, but it seemed they were quite particular about having a specific reason.

"You need to be more serious about this."

"But being impregnated while asking for forgiveness is the standard procedure, isn't it?"

"And if you get pregnant, you can explain the child's existence too!"

Wait. Are you actually saying that?
If I were working as a lustful maid in the Naked Palace, wouldn't you tell your child, "That was because you got impregnated during punishment"?
"I've been overthinking it."
"But it's important."
The maids stared at me intently.
Shivering slightly, I realized this group truly has some strange fetishes.

"How about punishing them for facing their erotic buttocks toward their master while working?"

Well, even after confirming multiple times, I'm not officially their master. Their master is Mr. Carlos—or the Baron himself—and displaying such blatant eroticism at work wouldn't happen in a proper workplace.

But...

"Then there's no choice but to accept it...♪"

"If Master sees us, we'll be punished... Wet and glistening buttocks, oh my!♪"

They seemed satisfied with that explanation.

"Alright... then let's restart the punishment! You naughty maids!"

I grabbed the first brown hip and thrust my cock inside while uttering unreasonable words.
With a voice trembling with pleasure, the maid apologized as she cried out.
"Aaah...♪ I'm sorry...♪ Please forgive me...♪ A maid who wiggles her plump buttocks to show how much she wants to be ridden by her master—please forgive me...♪"

Does she want forgiveness? Or does she want it stopped? Does she want to be ravaged intensely?
From her voice, her words, and the way she thrusts her hips, there's no telling what she means—it's just a maid's apologetic sex.
While enjoying this with gusto, I inserted my finger into the next ass beside me.
Next to me was Sakura's maid's white buttocks. Even though she wasn't a female slave, she'd been so influenced that she now enjoyed being treated as my meat container—a naughty elf ass.

"I'll give you two rounds of punishment... Wait there with your wet apologetic pussy, you useless maids!"

"Yes...♪"

All the naked maids lined up with their buttocks thrust forward responded in unison.

...and then, I caught myself glancing twice.
Something was off—the ass seemed unnaturally low.
Did I really invite someone that small?

"I apologize for entering without being summoned."

"Of course you get it? We don't casually mix in twelve-year-olds... and besides, didn't you say earlier you wouldn't go all the way with Kei-chan?"

"Please, just..."

"No, stop getting on your knees! I can't fathom why a father would want to be assaulted in such a rush!"

"...As punishment for showing my daughter that lewd penis?"

"Punishment?!"

Amidst the pressure of kneeling, Kei-chan—the mysterious maid daughter—deflected with an evasive remark, stirring things up.

...After a back-and-forth, thanks to the intercession of the other maids, I ended up participating in cleaning oral sex again.

"...Your daddy's semen tastes delicious."

"Only say 'daddy' at times like this..."

I sense this girl is a formidable opponent.
10 Years After 13
A small colony nestled in the heart of the desert.
Only about twenty years ago, it was nothing more than an ordinary colony of cat-beasts, unremarkable and mundane. But after a few critical years, the gender balance collapsed dramatically, threatening its very future.
And now?

"Looking back, things have changed quite a bit, haven't they?"
From atop a modest rocky hill overlooking the colony, I could see that the small settlement had grown with numerous large structures.
Amidst the simple adobe houses made of sun-dried bricks, these buildings stood out distinctly—they were stone constructions built by my orders to the dragons, each completed within a short timeframe.
Their purposes varied: some served as community halls, others as water reservoirs prepared for droughts, and still others as childcare facilities.
...And initially, I had even considered using one for erotic purposes.
No, wait—please don't say "again." I do have some sense of propriety.
Seriously, after visiting repeatedly, I realized that holding something like a "village-wide orgiastic day" as if it were normal was a bad idea.
It might seem harmless at first, but eventually, the children I've fathered will grow up.
If the entire village operates this way, shouldn't we just let them get used to it from the start? Throwing that attitude around is very unhealthy.
Even Viper Palace has its reasons for allowing nudity during early childhood due to childcare necessities, but once they reach a certain age, I ensure they're moved out and given a normal life. Letting them grow up entirely surrounded by nakedness and constant sex would lead to serious psychological distortion.
So, even in the cat colony, I want to encourage at least some semblance of proper living.
If they were to spend their entire lives confined within the colony, perhaps distortion wouldn't matter—but dragon transport flights between Polka run frequently, and there's no shortage of opportunities for them to move independently to places like the Polka Autonomous Zone, Basson, or Tark. Their futures are now brimming with potential.
Considering that, I thought it might be beneficial to have designated facilities separated by the phrase "Let's keep erotic activities within these buildings." That was my intention back then.
...But it didn't work out as planned.

"H-How long do you intend to linger in such strange reflections?"
"...Strange? Well, whatever."
With a wry smile, I glanced briefly at that very rock where Old Lady Dona had mysteriously appeared without anyone noticing.
We slowly descended the mountain.
There was no grand welcome ceremony.
The cats had grown accustomed to our presence; they understood that if we arrived, it was better for them to prepare a normal greeting rather than chaotically pouncing on us.

Compared to back then, the place had truly become lively.
"Welcome, Master."
"Welcome—!!!"
At the center of the colony, before the oasis, Anis greeted us as our representative, her demeanor now that of a composed and beautiful woman.
Once, she had welcomed me alongside my mother, Tanya, offering both emotional and physical affection as a set pair. Since then, she has given birth multiple times and is now the mother of seven children.
Tanya herself has also borne four more children since those days.
And Anis's daughters? The eldest is already approaching an age where her figure begins to take on a distinctly feminine shape.
Together with other young cat-girls, they all joined in, their voices united as they welcomed us.
The number of children gathered from the colony totaled nearly three hundred.
Most were my own offspring. While there are many in Polka as well, by total count, those present here represent the largest group of my children.
"Thank you all for coming to greet us."
With every effort to maintain a gentle fatherly expression—though perhaps not entirely convincing—I raised my hand in greeting toward the children, their mothers, and even the young cat-girls who had just joined the maternal circle.

...Still, considering what comes next, I always end up not knowing how to react.

"Are you staying over this time?"

"Hmm... well, my schedule is pretty open anyway, so since it's a good opportunity, I was thinking I might stay for about a month."

"A whole month... really? That's fine with you?"

"Selen and the others have already given their approval. Soon, several of the other female slaves will join us as well. We'll take care of their food and supervision here..."

Before she could finish speaking, the gathered cat-beasts erupted in cheers.

My presence here is like a festival to them.

The peaceful yet monotonous life of the colony, along with the instinctual urges that torment them, suddenly transforms into something thrilling through my arrival.

For them, it truly is purely about that...

"Ah, no, wait! Taking off clothes too soon! Too early! Are you planning to go without clothes for a whole month, you guys?! And besides, I won't be having sex with your kids! Even if contraception is used, it's not allowed! Sex with the father is forbidden!"

Before I could stop them, both adults and children threw off their clothing. Not only that, they began dancing joyfully while burning the discarded clothes in a spontaneous frenzy.

"But clothes are so precious here..."

Staring blankly at the women dancing naked and cheerfully, a half-elf woman nearby chuckled helplessly.

"They don't mind much if they're without clothes... though it might be tempting for the boys."

Saying that, she too stripped off her garments and tossed them into the fire with a casual flick of her wrist.

"No, you're burning mine too!?"

"As the saying goes, 'When entering a village, follow its customs'♪"

...She is Kasha, a wandering half-elf who was once protected in the Duchy of Gardner before relocating to Grance. Initially, she cared for the Karlwin people who moved to Grance, but after bonding with the cat-beasts during a festival at Polka, she became envious of their carefree desert lifestyle and recently relocated again.

In fact, quite a few people deliberately choose to move to the Cat Colony like her, and there are around a dozen non-human residents in the colony, including her.

Since the cat-beasts are accustomed to visiting Polka frequently for medical treatment, injury recovery, or attending classes at Polka Academy, they accept such newcomers with great tolerance.

...Occasionally, men also express interest in relocating, but I've firmly rejected all such requests on my own authority.

After all, things inevitably end up like this anyway. Even if someone were vigorous enough to satisfy several people, once the orgiastic festival begins, it's obvious that everyone would become extremely awkward.

If any of these cats here marry another man, it must be outside the colony. Inside the colony, everyone is my wife—except for the children.

This policy remains unchanged to this day.

"Besides, since we're living in the colony now, aren't we targets for breeding...?"

Kasha, who had thrown even her panties into the bonfire and exposed everything from her nipples to her genitals to the sunlight, asked with a suggestive glance.

...Ugh.

"...Yes."

"♪"

Although they don't wear collars, all the women who have relocated to this colony have agreed to participate in the orgiastic festival themselves.

Pregnancy is perfectly acceptable. The birth of children is unconditionally celebrated, and once born, everyone raises them without any hesitation or shame.

It seems that those who wish to relocate are all drawn to the Cat Colony's carefree optimism and its straightforward embrace of pleasure.

...Other female residents who chose this life in the Cat Colony include another half-elf connected to Almeda's hidden sanctuary project, many maids and former prostitutes, one young girl from Karlwin, and one elf girl from the Northern Forest.

I could even consider letting them join my harem directly given how they're treated here, but choosing where to live is also important. Some stay here simply because they dislike the cold.

"But honestly, since we just arrived, let's hold off on the intimate stuff for now!"
Leaving those words behind as he watched the dancing cats and Kasha, I set out with Lyra toward the edge of the village.

Beyond the dungeon exit, across from the oasis lay the opposite side of the settlement.
There stood a solitary rock jutting upward, atop which a single staff pierced the air like a sentinel.
Lyra poured the wine we'd brought over that rock, splashing it generously.
"…Taste it well. It's the finest elven forest brew."
She then took a sip herself, gazing into the distance with distant eyes.

...Dona had passed away several years ago.
No one noticed her declining health until the very end; she remained as energetic and sharp-tongued as ever right up to her final moments—only to turn cold when morning came.
Her body was buried in sand a short distance from the colony, following local custom.
...Beetles of the desert, or perhaps sandworms—or some other force—would return her remains to nature's cycle.
Burying her within the dungeon or right beside it might have left her corpse undisturbed forever, which would be the most painful thing for her loved ones.
That is why, in the colonies of the Great Desert Dungeon, burial in sand is considered the most natural form of farewell.

"...I've never had to see off a close friend before. Still, you must have been special."
Lyra said so, took another drink, poured the rest over the rock, and then tossed the ceramic wine bottle into the distant sands.
It was her usual ritual.
Eventually, Dona's staff would break, the rock would weather away, and no one would remember what it all meant.
If someone asked whether magic could preserve it, Lyra would say: "No need."
Clinging to grave markers or personal effects only dilutes the memory of the person themselves.
What matters is that the bond with those we can no longer meet lives within each heart.
After all, she lived in an era where such things were preserved just like this.

"...He must have been quite happy too. He got to see the colony flourish right up until the end."

"...Maybe. But let's be honest—I'm the only one who really caused all that growth."

"Hmph. Even so, I entrusted you because I knew you could handle even the wildest consequences."

"Does this mean we're turning into a harem now?"

"There are countless colonies that started exactly like that. ...Dona herself said as much. Besides, elves know how to deal with close bloodlines. Just go ahead and embrace your daughters and grandchildren without hesitation."

"I'd rather hope my children find happiness with a future in mind..."

"Trying to stop Elia or Frena from doing what they want won't work. After all, once the full moon rises, those cat girls lose all sense of purity anyway. There's nothing to worry about."

"That's true, but..."

...Ah.

Seeing me wallow in such stubborn sorrow, Lyra's faint shadow fell silent. Then, as she walked, she cheerfully removed her clothes and began striding confidently toward the square where the cats danced.

"Wait! That outfit is made of super-premium elven fabric! Don't burn it!"

"Hmph. What of it? All physical things eventually break. If you need one again, just make another then♪"

Without waiting for a fire pit, Lyra burned her clothes with the heat from her own hands.

"That kind of thing really puts craftsmen in an awful mood!"

...That said.

Lyla, left in nothing but her collar, stood completely naked before me—just as glamorous and alluring as she had been when we first met.

As for me, my groin was thoroughly stirred by the sight of Lyla's body exposed beneath the bright sky, and by the anticipation of the catgirls' nude dance party visible in the distance.

"Eh-hei!"

With a determined grunt, I yanked down my pants right there on the spot. After all, everyone else is already naked; there's no reason to feel ashamed. No one will laugh.

An old man with an erect penis baring it for the world's most beautiful woman, under a blue sky in the desert...

...Well, I suppose this scene says more about me than anything else.

"Hoho. Shall we begin right here? ♪ I am your sex-processing pet; I care not when or how! ♪"

"...W-well, let's head to them first!"

For a moment, I nearly faltered. But since we have a month of play ahead, maybe starting with Lyla isn't so bad...

Still, I came here for the cats. It would be wrong to scold them and leave them behind just to hide and take my first turn with Lyla.

So, standing beside naked Lyla, I walked with legs spread wide, acutely aware of my erection, only to suddenly glance back at the tombstone behind us.

...I suppose it's overly optimistic to think that Dona-oba-san passed away feeling happy amidst such a scene.
10 Years After 14
"Alright, I'm gonna get plenty pregnant this time too!!"

"Meow!!"

I don't want Dona-ba-san to become _too_ damp from the situation, so I'll crank up my mood.
This isn't just about yesterday or today; even she must want to stay bright and cheerful for her granddaughters and great-granddaughters who are living in the present. That's certainly true.

With that in mind, I dive into the circle of cats dancing mysteriously around the bonfire where clothes were burned.
I grab a nearby girl's naked body without hesitation, bury my nose in her cat ears, and press my palm against her breasts. If I dig my fingers in too hard, she'll surely complain about the pain, but yes, that's exactly right.

With her lower half completely exposed, it looks like the work of a drunk lecherous old man, but if I don't raise the temperature this much, we won't be able to get along here.
After all, what we have here are hundreds of feral cat-girls who, despite being in broad daylight and having no particular need to do so, strip completely naked outdoors, celebrate a month covered in semen, dance, and act on their lust.

Moreover, they're all young and overflowing with sexual desire. If I hesitate or stand back, I'll only end up being gang-raped by them.
That won't do. No, it's "me" who will indulge my desires as much as I want.
This is not only about maintaining my own motivation but also crucial to prevent the cat-girls from holding back.

The intensity of their impulses varies from person to person among the cats, and there are also personality differences.
Cat-beasts are generally optimistic, but some are quiet and timid.
If I act like "I've had enough," those kinds will take it seriously, miss out on the fun, feel frustrated, and ultimately lose out.

To ensure they can enjoy themselves without shame, I must always be a greedy, hard-on-wielding man. Just like at the Palace, since I'm the only one surrounding them, that's simply proper etiquette.

So, I grab a girl I randomly caught, squeeze her breasts, stroke her buttocks, insert my finger into her pussy, then pull it out while joining the dance.
There's no accompaniment or any kind of coordination; we're just wildly dancing while staring at the bonfire. Even my clumsy, harassment-filled intrusion as a lecherous old man flashing his erect penis is met with giggles from the cats, and many even lean closer, eager to get involved.

It's an impromptu opening ceremony filled with expectations of sex.
There's something special about the joy found only in moments like these.

"Meow♪"

"Papa♪"

"Oh, oh—!"

Even my daughters, who explicitly said they wouldn't engage in sex, have no choice but to touch them if they approach given the flow, and similarly, I can't help but kiss them. It would be dangerous to reject and push them away while everyone is naked and spinning around dancing.

...Kissing is safe. Safe.
While struggling to redefine my personal "safe line," I find myself evaluating my own daughters—"Wow, her breast development is nice..." "Her pussy is quite low-set..."—and desperately trying to hold back the drop in my paternal mood caused by such thoughts.

As long as I don't insert my penis, it's safe.
I mustn't spoil things here with strange concerns for my daughters.

...Just then, Karsha came around nearby.
Perhaps because she's a half-elf, her breasts and buttocks have a striking presence. Her proportions are no worse than Lyra's, regardless of her height.
Swinging her slightly honey-colored hair, she meets my gaze with a faint smile, and as if by prior agreement, her naked body rolls into my arms the moment I reach out.
Pressing her lush, living breasts against my hand as if it were entirely natural.

"Hehe... Do you need my body...♪"

"What a bold way to put it."

I wonder if it's okay that she's the first one I embrace upon arriving at the cat colony. But compared to constantly struggling to maintain my feelings every time I feel conflicted about my daughters' bodies, this might be better.

Moving to hold her from behind in rhythm with the dance, I whisper into her long ears.

"But her pussy looks fully prepared, so I might as well go ahead without hesitation."

"Uuuh... Yes, please... Baby~♪"

I'd heard she had struggled just like the other half-elves, and that she'd even been cruelly deceived by a man at some point.
Yet, dancing wildly naked among the cats under the blue sky, shaking her ass against a man's penis, not a single trace of those shadows remained on her.

She was now one of the cats.
A member of that small village where everyone became pregnant after being inseminated by a single man who gave in to his lust without restraint.
If she could abandon any notion of happiness as a human or an elf comparable to others, then perhaps this was happiness in its own right.

With my erection throbbing with strange excitement, I inserted myself into her for the first time during our stay at the colony.

"Mmm... fuu, ah...♪"

"Aaaah, Papa's already inside me~♪"

"Who's there?"

While being noticed and teased by the daughters as I penetrated Kasha while standing, I ravished her against the backdrop of the blue sky, sandy-colored rock formations, and the naked skin of the cats. Grasping her white half-elf ass, I indulged in my first vaginal pleasure here at the colony.

Before long, drums joined the dance. By moving only my eyes to locate the source of the sound, I saw a naked dark elf beating them with his hands. That must have been Cosmos-san's former prostitute.
Meanwhile, as the cats gathered around me and slowed their movements, the bonfire had become easier to approach. The women from the Maid Corps, who had finally appeared late, began stripping off their maid uniforms and underwear in order, feeding them one by one into the flames.

...Ah, no, this isn't some festival where everyone's clothes are burned?
Feeling a bit anxious, yet Kasha's pussy greedily demanded my semen, her hips moving so powerfully that they overwhelmed me. Clutching her breasts tightly to keep up, I quickened my thrusts.
"Haa... haa, haa...♪ I want more, more... to enjoy it... Aaah...♪"

Kasha was quite skilled too; I was a fighter capable of matching or even surpassing the prostitutes of Tark in bed. Finding her most sensitive spot, varying my rhythm to hit it precisely, and guiding her to an orgasm under the bright daylight with everyone watching was effortless for me.
...And first, as a reward, I began ejaculating inside her pussy, then withdrew immediately to spray her ass and back, displaying the semen before the cats' eyes.
"Aaah... ah, haa... Uuuh...♪ I'm gonna get pregnant...♪"

Kasha clung to one of the nearby girls, thrusting her ass out as she received the load.
Sweat and semen glistened in the sunlight as they dripped down.
The cats watched this scene with "Ooh..." murmurs, their arousal no longer hidden; next would be me, then me...

A month filled with the scent of semen began across the colony.

Several days after I arrived at the colony, the second wave of travelers reached us.
Luna, Marone, Cute, and other cats residing in Polka. Then there were Anzeros, Aurora, Naris, Almeida... plus Elenia, Frena, and others.
Additionally, several active maids from the Maid Corps came to assist them, along with Hilda herself.

The reason they joined later was... well, partly due to scheduling and coordination issues, but mostly because Luna considered it better not to surround me too densely with female slaves from the start, as that might make the cats feel awkward.
Since they were coming here, the cats should be the main focus. It made sense to yield somewhat to those who had been constantly in my arms at the palace all year round.
If everyone came together, the female slaves would end up sucking a lot of semen anyway.
Moreover, since I'd become deeply involved with this colony, the female slaves now had considerable say; it was difficult for the cats to assert their sexual rights by pushing others aside.

"You've been going at it quite a bit, haven't you..."
At the former pleasure house where we were staying, Naris looked exasperated as I relentlessly ravished warrior cat Neri while rolling several young cat girls around, covered in semen.

"No, that's something we should have known from the start... What's with that face?"

"No, I've gone around the whole colony, and everywhere smells like unwashed bodies. Plus, every single girl is completely naked—even the ones who aren't cats."

"It seems everyone burned their clothes on the first day..."

"Why would they do something like that?"

"Don't ask me. They were so overjoyed when I said we'd be staying for a month that they spontaneously decided to burn it all."

"...Hilda-san, wouldn't it be better if Onyx arranged some clothes for us?"

"That's true. Well, since it's only for everyone in this colony, older brother could probably get them ready in three days. If we account for the trip to and from Tark, we should ask about five days before we wrap up our stay☆"

Hilda and Marone also planned to conduct health checkups for the cats.
Even though it might have been an "act of fate" beyond the healing spring's reach, it was deeply unsettling when residents suddenly passed away like Grandma Dona did. That's why they had made it a regular practice since her death.
For diagnoses like these, steady medical skills and knowledge are undeniably important.
It seems Marone's experience as Hilda's assistant wasn't entirely wasted after all.

"If that's the case, there's no choice but to accept it."
And so, back to the matter of clothes...
...When Luna and Cute were crouched down fidgeting with something, they suddenly lit a fire right there.
Then, without hesitation, they began tossing their newly acquired clothes into the flames one by one.

"Luna!?"

"It's not good if everyone else burned theirs but we're still wearing ours while parading around."

"I don't mind at all!?"

My words fell on deaf ears; Luna and Cute had now fully adapted to the "naked dress code."
"That makes sense☆"
Even Hilda, who had come dressed like a proper doctor, stripped off everything and joined in the burning. Marone hesitated for a moment, closing her eyes as she wrestled with the decision before eventually following suit after Hilda.

"You guys—!"
Naris's voice rang out.

...Still, we'd already known this would turn into some kind of chaotic mating festival by the time we arrived.

In the end, everyone—including Elenia and Frena—ended up joining that group anyway.

"...What are we going to do when we leave for Onyx?"

"Oh☆"

No one had thought ahead about what would happen next.
15 Years Later
Well, a few boys have been born in the colony as well.
For some reason, they're rare—roughly two boys for every five girls.
Perhaps the imbalance of "Qi" still lingers. The children born via Polka aren't that extreme, after all.

In fact, among those conceived in the colony, some are even older than Peter and should soon be old enough to breed... but.
"How are the boys doing?"
Anzeroth, naked because he'd ended up burning clothes along with the flow of events, asked me this. Since our own sexual activities had just concluded for the time being, I invited him along to check on them.

The boys were gathered on the third floor of this stone building.
Originally intended to house more than half the colony and engage in group sex, it's spacious enough to comfortably accommodate dozens.
I usually sleep and stay on the first floor; the second is currently unused.
Why the third? Because with cat-beastfolk physical capabilities, the second floor wouldn't really require isolation anyway.
...Right. Isolation.
More precisely, to protect them from being attacked by the female cats.
Cat-beastfolk heat cycles are far more intense in females. As past tragedies showed, when group sex begins seriously amid such a skewed gender ratio, the males get utterly drained one after another.
Even though the males are also in heat, their stamina is limited. After losing a few rounds, they can no longer face the rush of female bodies.
If that drains them completely and leaves them with trauma toward women, we'd just be repeating history.

That's why, as the full moon approaches, they're gathered here in this isolation facility, while their own heats are managed by several former prostitutes from Cosmos Tenpo.
This way, they won't suffer mental damage from overuse, and they can still practice techniques to satisfy women while conserving stamina.
Those former prostitutes, having worked at Cosmos Tenpo originally, are naturally promiscuous; group sex with the boys is right up their alley. They can even handle contraception themselves.

"...Oh dear, Owner. If you're coming up here, does that mean you've developed an interest in the boys too?"
Well.
Today's designated sexual partner was Media, a dark elf.
She was the first person Cosmos Tenpo recommended when we discussed needing someone for "this role," known for her strong preference for young males and reputation as a virgin breaker.
And she's genuinely passionate about speaking enthusiastically about the virtues of boys every time she meets me.
So, despite having an incredibly sexy body... and even though she's currently completely naked and covered in semen...
She happens to be one of the few members of the Cosmos Tenpo group I've never had sex with.
...No, it's not that she's directly refused me... but there are some aspects that make me a bit uncomfortable. Still, I'm grateful for it.

"I haven't come out yet."

"You were waving your erect penis around, so I thought you meant something like that!"

"Just now, I was dealing with the girls downstairs! And Ange is dressed just like this too!"

"Since everyone at the Palace is mostly naked anyway, you should get used to my body sooner... even though I have small breasts."

"But I wasn't born as a well-behaved Polka child."

Well, in the past I was into big-breasted types, but thanks to you and Jeanne and Eirina, I've become fully aroused even by small breasts.

...As this couple's stand-up comedy unfolded, Media chuckled softly while smoking a cigarette through a pipe.
"Indeed. When working at a brothel, there are quite a few men who stop reacting just to seeing women naked."
Behind her stood the cat-boy youths, their lower bodies bare and collapsed from being drained repeatedly.

"Alright, so this is the confirmation of the current situation? Since we're approaching a full moon, things usually settle into this state. You must be getting bored seeing it all the time, right? The most exciting part is actually the very first night when everyone gathers. It's absolutely incredible."

"...Yeah, I really have to say, that's impressive initiative. But remember, this is strictly for sexual release and sex education, so please keep that in mind."

"I get it, you know! ♪"

There are a few other former prostitutes who take on this role as well... but whenever Media-san takes her turn, there seems to be a shared understanding among them that "one person like her is enough," while the others come in groups. She's always the lone wolf, dominating the scene by herself.

...Well, I'm truly grateful for that. It's really appreciated, but I still feel a bit uneasy about it.

"Speaking of which, if Angelina-chan came over with Mappa too, are you trying to taste-test things?"

"N-no, that's not it! Besides, since I'm a female slave, I'm more like a mother figure to them."

"...?"

Media-san tilted her head and made a face as if to say, "What is this kid talking about?"

The theory of Anzeros—that his children are practically his own offspring—isn't exactly gaining widespread acceptance yet. Neither do I fully understand it myself.

Besides, even though things were different back in the early days, now that I have so many children, expecting all of them to receive maternal care seems impossible...?

And honestly, having me show up naked at this orgiastic scene does make me a bit worried. If they start clinging to me too much, I might end up indulging Anzeros' spoiled tendencies and letting him off the hook.

You're mine. At least while my eyes are still open, you're not allowed to be with anyone else.

"Education, huh? But will something like this really contribute to the future of the colony?"

Anzeros looked at the group of cat boys with a slightly worried expression.

I don't have much confidence either, but these conclusions were reached by people far more knowledgeable about cat-beastman ecology than I am—including Mrs. Dona's input in the deliberations.

Originally, if male and female cats mate one-on-one, leaving it entirely to instinct causes no problems at all. Even when the influence of the full moon becomes too strong and leads to multi-party orgies, as long as we accept that paternity can't be determined, there shouldn't be an issue. There's actually quite a culture in cat colonies where people don't even bother worrying about it with phrases like "Well, what else could you expect?"

However, in reality, there are far fewer males. Even if we try to cherish them, treating only specific females would create unfairness and lead to discord.

The idea of suddenly importing large numbers of males from outside is problematic—it could easily result in another group taking over the colony. Plus, I personally dislike it.

So, our only option is to train young males into becoming "men who can sleep with multiple partners in one night."

Fortunately, the "libido" amplified by the full moon among cat-beastmen is primarily driven by pleasure rather than reproduction. In theory, even if they can't ejaculate as frequently, skilled technique should make it workable.

The fact that almost all their partners are half-siblings—or actual sisters or younger sisters—is something we'll just ignore for now. After all, when I'm not around, it's already normal for them to engage in lesbian play with each other.

"Irina's words—that as long as we don't stop introducing new blood for ten or more generations, there won't be any serious negative effects—are mostly things I hear when she seems like she might hold my daughter. But I'll believe that here too."

If things go well, these dozens of boys could each marry three or four women, eventually forming a balanced future. That's our ultimate goal.

Until then, I'll handle the older generation to ensure prosperity, while for my daughters... well, we'll manage with lesbian play for now.

...That's basically the future plan for the cat colony.

"It's about time, so we need to start thinking about letting some of them find spouses and become independent... Honestly, they're getting quite serious proposals, and I'm starting to waver! ♪"

"...If any of you decide to marry, then you'll also have to step down from your role in this... uh, sex education program."

"Oh, that's a pity. Yeah."

Media-san continued throughout the entire time, happily smearing the leftover blue semen onto her skin.

...If she's enjoying fulfilling her duties, then that's more than enough for me.

Full Moon.

In the days leading up to and following it, the heat of the cats' rut intensifies even further.

Especially among those in their early teens. Their bodies haven't fully matured yet, but somehow their instincts seem to recognize that they already possess the ability to bear offspring.

As my impulses grow stronger, I tend to get carried away overall—lighting fires for no reason, dancing aimlessly, and leaping into the Oasis.
When I'm told to stop, frustration builds up, and soon meaningless fights break out. So during these times, such behaviors are tacitly tolerated. In fact, to liven things up, simple accompaniment is added—as we did last time—or the older cats sing the colony's ancient folk songs.

As for me, I'm still busily breeding without restraint.
I stand behind young girls at the eaves of homes or sneak in during lunchtime to mount their mothers while they're cooking, then release my seed into them one after another. Out on the streets, I find a masochistic cat named Yuna and pleasure her with spank-fucks.

In an ordinary town, doing such things would make anyone label me abnormal—a man who deserves to be hanged and burned.
But in this tiny colony, no one dares oppose my cock.
With just a word—or even without saying anything at all—they happily offer their wet vulvas to be ravaged.

"Every time I think it... I absolutely don't want Floria to ever come here," Naris said as we returned to the former pleasure district. She gazed at the naked girls scattered around, resting her cheek on her hand and sighing deeply.
She'd set out a small table and chairs made of palm wood (my own craftsmanship) under the eaves, trying to look stylish, but she couldn't resist the flow and ended up burning her clothes too. Just like the catgirls being ravaged without mercy, she was now completely naked in broad daylight.

"It's bad for their upbringing even if it's not Floria," Naris remarked.
I fully agreed with her, though my cock, having just finished ejaculating moments ago, remained dripping wet.
Naris stared at my penis with a deadpan expression for a while before letting out another sigh.

"...But Ria, lately she's started saying things like 'I want to go everywhere Mom goes'..."

"If it's dirty places, just tell her no."

"But because of you, I look like such a lewd mom!"

"I love that you're wearing a full-nude collar and participating willingly while denying it yourself."

"Just a little? Come on! Well, I'm happy about it."

Unknowingly, I've come to really like Naris in this kind of mood.

"Ria is Andy's daughter too, so I think she has the right to know why her dad is so popular with all those cats," said Elenia, hugging me from behind and defending... defending? Me?

"You're not trying to increase the number of perverted girls who sneak around with their dad whenever you get a chance, are you?"

"Not really. I don't think Ria would see her dad having sex like this."

"...Ah, so you're actually trying to drive Ria away from her father!?"

Floria is such a precious daughter who openly seeks me as her "father."

"If she learns the truth and pulls back, isn't that natural? Hiding strange things from children is just creepy," I replied.

"Kyu..."

She used the curse word "creepy" without hesitation to wound my fatherly pride. If I hadn't been naked and tightly embraced, I would have collapsed right then. And stop grabbing my cock!

...And then Aurora appeared gracefully.
"There are no parents who never hide anything, but... well, it will become clear eventually. Timing matters, and I don't think that's a bad idea," she said.
Even naked, with her modest chest and an air of mystery, she radiated the aura of a goddess.
I almost got lost staring at her, but when I glanced at Naris, we both dropped our shoulders in defeat.

"But Ria is only seven..."

"Even if you know how things usually are at the Palace... that doesn't mean—"

"...Wait, when did you show me?! You useless old man! After trying to keep us apart since before she even had a heart or mind!"

"I heard Tetete just got in there!"

"……I've been beaten..."

By the way, everyone wasn't actually shocked by being naked; they'd already figured it out indirectly when playing with other siblings outside the palace, and seemed to find the idea of a nude-only zone quite amusing.

Well, the center is a hot spring, after all. Hot springs are meant to be entered naked, so I forced that explanation on them to cover up the truth.

...As we were talking about this, cheers could be heard coming from near the dungeon exit.

"What's going on?"

Elenia tilted her head curiously, so I patted it gently.

"Ah, probably they've taken down some monsters."

That's usually when you hear happy voices over there.

But...

"...Everyone's completely naked right now?"

"…………"

Hmm...
Wait, naked... naked monster hunting?
Isn't that a bit too flashy?

Thinking so, I cautiously went to check and found Lyra standing in the center.

"H-hello, Master. Today was a big haul♪"

"No way! You went out completely naked!?"

"Don't worry. I only helped carry things."

"That's what should surprise you!"

Who on earth did this?

Then it dawned on me: Neri, the samurai cat who'd been thoroughly taken advantage of just the other day, was confidently stepping forward with a double grapple.

"The full moon is approaching, so my condition was excellent. While monsters are strong at this time, they couldn't stand a chance against me, whose essence has been replenished by your master."

"...At least don't do this when you're wearing clothes and armor! You'll get unnecessary injuries!"

She must be several years older than Luna; she's well past thirty, yet thanks to her regular visits to the spirit spring, Neri's body still looks remarkably youthful.
Though she doesn't appear injured, I really hope she doesn't push herself too hard.

"If that's the case, we should have gone as guests instead."

"...Wait, Anzeros! What about me!? I haven't been included! I definitely don't want to do full-nude hardcore fights!?"

Naris trembled with fear, but honestly, among all of them, she was probably the one who'd look best next to Lyra. That's likely because she often goes into battle in a bikini-like half-naked state even during normal times.

On nights of the full moon, things become even more intense.
The relatively mature cats, usually calm, prepare an extravagant feast of wild monster meat. With its enticing aroma and primitive, rhythmic chanting as background music, the cats grow increasingly eager for pleasure, greedily consuming semen and boasting about what they've received.

It's a village-wide celebration where all concepts of shame dissolve—a grand display of sexuality involving everyone.
In the center of the square, I impregnate young catgirls one after another, right before their mothers, grandmothers, and sisters.
Once finished, the girls move to the edge of the circle, catch their breath while exposing their dirty lower bodies, and happily discuss their pregnancies.

Mixed among them are half-elves like Kasha and other female non-human races who have settled in this colony, all coming to beg for my seed... And of course, I give it freely to them without discrimination, filling them with my offspring just as generously.

"I can keep this up for a whole month without any trouble... my stamina is truly terrifying, even to me..."

"Really, you are! ☆"

"No, I think about sixty percent of it is thanks to Miss Hilda."

"That's not bad, is it? ☆"

Since she was just nearby, Hilda also joins in. Everyone is naked, always ready to be used.
The firelight glows over the endless sea of women's bare bodies. Every inch of skin, every pair of genitals, every lip tempts me.

"By the way, Andy-kun, did you notice?"

"Notice what?"

"...Since a while ago, several girls have been getting fucked by their own daughters! ☆"

"!!?"

I... I was supposed to be checking and holding them one by one!?
I should have avoided those who seemed too young...

"Could it be an illusion...? M-Marone!?"

"..."

Marone, who should have been watching from the perimeter... slightly averted her gaze when my eyes met hers.

"You betrayed me!?"

"There were desperate pleas from some girls saying, 'It's better to have Papa's child than my brother's...' So, please forgive them! ☆"

"Guh..."

We had already planned for incest among siblings in our future designs, considering it preferable to having children with one's own brother.
Surely, there may be some who don't agree with that.
But still...

"At the very least, contraception should be..."

"A little bit won't make the blood too thick! ☆ Trust your harem's medical team! ☆"

"Mmm..."

Even so...
The fact that I might impregnate my daughter still stirs something strange in my instincts.

"Fufu, even if your face says no, your little one is honest! ☆"

"...At the very least... don't surprise me with that kind of thing..."

"Give up and accept it?"

"...O-Only for those who truly hate it like that."

"♪"

In effect, I accept father-daughter incest only for tonight.
With a sense of mission to consciously impregnate her if I do.
The moment I declared this, the heat around me surged instantly. Most of the rapidly growing population, and nearly all those in their most fervent years are my daughters; with pregnancy now approved, excitement would reach the heavens.

"That's cheating!!"

"Us too, right!?"

"No way—Ele and Frena can't get pregnant! Besides, do you two even want to!"

"That's obvious, isn't it!?"

"It's not fucking obvious!!"

While being swarmed by the girls, the moonlit outdoor orgy continues endlessly.
...We made sure that Ele and Frena received proper contraception magic, double-checked rigorously by Hilda and Marone.

Once the full moon passes, the excitement gradually subsides, and within a few days, we even find ourselves with the leisure to enjoy our female slaves again.

"Something like this... intercourse in such a setting... is truly wonderful... ♪"

"Almeida, you've been poisoned by Sharon too much, haven't you?"

"...Not as bad as her... Besides, she'd probably prefer men's gazes in places where nudity isn't allowed... ♪"

"...Well, maybe that's true."

Thinking this while boldly fucking Almeida right in the center of the colony: there are all kinds of exhibitionists.

By the way, Almeida is now a Knight Commander, equal in rank to Sharon, so we no longer use honorifics with her.
Both she and Sharon have actually received whispers suggesting promotion to Grand Knight Commander, but since they spend their usual days lounging in Polka with empty Renfangas tanks and only return during the Great Invasion, they've politely declined.
...And every time, Mr. Alex pokes fun at them for it.

"...P-please give this one to me too! I'm sticking my ass out just for you!"

"Yes, yes."

Naris takes advantage of being next door and joins in as well.

It always takes her a while to get over her initial hesitation, but once she decides to enjoy herself, she's genuinely straightforward.

"Mmm... damn it, I don't even know how many men I've fucked today already... what an incredible cock, huh... ♪"

"Not at all... ♪ If you get bored of Naris, just put me back in anytime, my master... ♪"

Almeida wags her hips as if enjoying herself.
She's still weak to pleasure, just like before—well, maybe slightly improved? But her attitude of embracing her role as a female slave and openly enjoying sex has definitely strengthened compared to the past.
Her appearance hasn't changed at all since we first met... yet these elf slaves, now more honest than ever, are something I'd proudly boast about fucking in this mad paradise, right up until insemination.

"Mmm... g-guh... ♪♪"

"Aaaah... haa, aaaaah... ♪ I might have gotten pregnant... ♪"

"H-hurry up and get pregnant! Marie-san won't wait that long for you... ♪"

"Just because I gave birth doesn't mean... that's the point, Naris... ♪"

I really like how Naris subtly takes a slight upper hand over Almeida while accepting my semen directly into her womb without any protection.
...As soon as insemination with them is complete, I can see the catgirls peeking at us, already asking for their turn next.
They're our own daughters, having tasted success themselves.
...W-well, getting them pregnant only happened that one night. At least, I need to make sure they receive proper contraception magic.
Though when someone asks, "But isn't the full moon the most fertile time? Does it even matter?"—I'm at a loss for words.
...Ah, yes. The OK line is steadily dropping.

By the way, spare clothes for when we go to ask Onyx for new outfits were kindly kept ready by our current serving maids.

Well, I could say that if you haven't even prepared your own clothes, what kind of caretakers are you?
"…So, where are the clothes for you two?"
"What? You burned them all in the colony?"
It was quite a struggle to keep them from casually entering the Onyx mansion while still fully naked maids and confine them inside the "playroom."
No, I suppose there are indeed such games happening behind closed doors.
…You guys really enjoy making things difficult for me by angering Mr. Carlos, don't you?
Ten Years After Sixteen
Dragons grow at a glacial pace during their youth, taking five years to gain just one year's worth of growth.
Unlike elves, who mature almost as quickly as humans, it takes dragons an immense amount of time to reach adulthood. If I were to have a dragon child, there's a high probability they wouldn't live long enough to grow up before I did.

Judging by the carefree demeanor of old man Harry, who is still living comfortably, I suppose Polka could manage until around 100 years old. But what about beyond that?
Well, if reaching adulthood is all that matters, then fine—but when you ask how long after that, the possibilities become endless.

Still, I don't want to become some kind of immortal holy beast that never dies. That doesn't sound appealing either.
In any case, I'd like to live as long as reasonably possible. Thanks to the Spirit Spring, my body shows no signs of aging; I can't believe I'm in my forties (my former Crossbow Squad friends from before I moved to Polka look significantly older whenever we meet). As long as I avoid danger, I think I could easily reach triple digits.

Anyway.
The silver dragon girl, Solis, appears to be around ten years old. It's been over a decade since we met, so she must have grown about two years in age. Since we see each other frequently, she doesn't seem to have changed much.

Dragons naturally grow slowly in terms of their physical bodies, but their mental maturity reaches levels comparable to—or even surpassing—other races at a much earlier stage. Spiritually, she's already completely settled. That's why her demeanor is so mature for someone who looks so young; it gives her an oddly enigmatic presence.

That said...

Lately, or rather, ever since I found out about what happened with Frena, Solis has been radiating an intense pressure.

"My lord... it seems you're planning to have children with Lady Frena."

"W-wait, that's not what I meant! I'm being extremely careful not to conceive!"

"If that's your preference, go ahead—but there's something more important."

"Don't gloss over this casually!?"

This is a very serious matter.

No, actually, the issue is that you shouldn't sleep with your own daughter in the first place. And if contraception is being used strictly, how does that serve as any kind of excuse? Well... sorry about that.

"Then, don't you think I'm ready to contribute to childbearing soon?"

"…………"

The way she said it.

"No, I never had any objections from the start. If Lady Frena can bear children for you, then my body is certainly within usable range as well."

"I get the feeling there's some misunderstanding here. I'm not living with the mindset of 'I desperately want to increase my offspring' or anything like that."

"?" "So, all you want is pleasure without producing children?"

"Come on, can't you phrase that differently?"

"In my opinion, among dragons, almost no one avoids childbearing... If your lordship intends to avoid conception while still enjoying women, does that mean they're mistaken in their understanding?"

"No, there are people I'm okay with having children with. Yes. I don't think avoiding childbearing is universally bad."

"...Then why am I not allowed? Dragons can conceive even at this age!"

"I'm not saying you *can't*... I just want you to stop using phrases like 'use for childbearing.' It sounds like you're saying, 'Anyone will do—just give me as many descendants as possible!' "

"?"

Why are you looking at me with such a suspicious expression, Solis?

She looks up, tilts her head, and forms a pout.

"Well..."

"..."

"That..."

"..."

"If I say that my genitals are also usable for sex and, of course, I can bear children, does that reduce your discomfort?"

"Close. Or rather, why do you assume we're meant to use you like a tool?"

"Dragons are mounts for riders, aren't they?"

Ah.

I see... It seems Crystal Palace has a stronger gap in values compared to people around here than Maia and Lyra do.

"Whether as combat power or as females, serving you is the dragon's joy. Of course, that includes bearing offspring."

"...Oh, I see now..."

Lately, since I've had fewer awkward moments with the dragon children due to such gaps, I thought I understood quite well—but it feels like the dragons themselves have been accommodating me.

Even though Solis comes almost every time when we call for support at Crystal Palace and we meet often, she still seems unaware of this aspect.

"Oh, or perhaps there are parts of my face or body you particularly dislike, so you haven't even considered using me? Oh, maybe my hairstyle?"
Solis currently has her hair in two low ponytails, but she's trying to let it down and tie it into a high ponytail, which is more common among female slaves.
I'm not especially encouraging her to do this; I don't dislike it, though.

"No, that's not what I meant at all. It's fine."
For now, let's put Solis at ease for the moment.

At Vaper Palace too, I don't know who to consult about this matter.
No matter who I talk to, they'll only say, "Just go ahead and use her casually without any hesitation," or something like that.
Well, since even my own daughter has touched hands with me, there's nothing to fear—but still.
I just want some kind of excuse.

So, with a reluctant expression, I circled around our usual home where the fully naked girls are laughing and playing as if unbothered by anything, eventually deciding to consult Corti after much deliberation.

"Just go ahead and use her casually without any hesitation?"

"You're saying exactly what I expected!"

"Everyone says that... Look around at the erotic palace you built yourself. Why are you so childish all of a sudden?"

"I know that, but still... Why does no one stop me? From any perspective, it's the opposite. This should be a case where people tell me to have more common sense."

"How can someone living in an all-out nude erotic paradise like this want to be taught common sense? And besides, you're not even on the side that needs common sense. If anything, we'd be happy if you put black collars on us too, just like those silver dragons from Crystal."

"But technically, a black collar isn't meant for that kind of framework, right? You set it up because you have special circumstances."

"I haven't forgotten about it at all. Even so, they're envious of it. Even if you say dragons are forbidden from serving as such, they'd still be envious just because of your collar, actually."

"...Are the Crystal dragon girls leaning forward too much?"

"And besides, do you really understand that you're human? You only have about a hundred years left. We want to serve you for as long as possible while we can, if at all. Being called 'childish' is purely your own issue."

"If I live another hundred years, I'll probably set a world record for humans... I think I've already lived sixty or seventy years..."

"If you're aware that time is running out, stop making excuses. And besides Sister, make sure to impregnate me and Shario too. Just staring at our naked bodies every day without impregnating us is an insult to females."

So even dragons consider "a hundred years" as "not enough time"... Well, since they live for a thousand years, that's understandable.

By the way, among those with black collars, only Layra recently gave birth to my child. And lately, she enjoys riding me while breastfeeding our baby—a rather peculiar play.
Both Corti and Shario are eager to try it themselves... Though I think it's definitely bad for their education and shouldn't be done.

"You've finally grown your breasts to the same size as Sister thanks to being squeezed for ten years, so once you impregnate me, you'll be perfect from my perspective, won't you?"

"What exactly is perfection..."

"Taking you as a captive ♪"

"You truly owe your loyalty to Liner, don't you? You've been living here on that premise, haven't you?"

"As a dragon, yes. But I still hold some grudge against the fact that he never even glanced at me when I was female ♪"

I can't say I approve of such roundabout revenge. Though... it might lead to pregnancy.

After spending some time pondering and consulting somewhat discreetly with the female slaves around me (admitting it to outsiders would have taken far too much courage, even for me), I ultimately found no valid excuse and gave up.

Then I went to Crystal Palace and made my declaration to Solis-chan.

"Since no one has voiced any objections, I shall claim you."

"Yes ♪"

Whoa— all the fully nude dragon women gathered around me began clapping. The atmosphere was pure celebration.

Well, I wasn't actually asking for anything like that, but lately, whenever I visit, it seems to have become customary for every woman to strip before greeting me as a form of welcome.
Of course, the men don't undress, creating an oddly surreal atmosphere. But since Garam, the de facto leader, has given his approval, no one dares oppose it. It appears they're trying to rival Vaper Palace and Misty Palace in this regard.
This village's culture of dress is truly magnificent, so there's a certain waste in seeing everyone naked.

But I apologize—I must admit, I genuinely want to see the beauties' breasts anytime. It's deeply appreciated.

"Then let us begin the feast."

"I'll prepare your bed; please wait a moment."

Even though my declaration was about claiming an innocent young girl, Garam and the women immediately started preparations for a banquet around her.

"...Do you intend for everyone to watch?"

"W-well, I have no objection, My Lord ♪"

"As far as I remember, Emma initially did it alone inside her home during their first time..."

"P-please forget about that!"

Emma, who accompanied me today as my escort to Crystal Palace, turns red and looks deeply embarrassed.
...Perhaps she's ashamed because she cried before things could happen, making her maiden attempt a failure.
Also, Solis-chan still refers to me casually as "My Lord," even though our contract hasn't been formalized yet.
...Though I suppose it will be done soon enough. There's no point in engaging in acts without finalizing the agreement afterward.

Ah, somehow, since the incident with Elenia, I feel like I've been swept along too much by others' decisions.

"Well..."

As I pondered what to do next in this situation, the nude women dragged a slightly larger bed from the village warehouse and set it up right there.

"Phew. Please go ahead."

"Thank you."

"You're welcome... mmm ♪"

After thanking the women who brought the bed by caressing their breasts and kissing them, I reflected for a while that this was actually the custom at Vaper Palace.
The Onyx Maidens working diligently there and the dragon girls who frequently visit seem to prefer receiving my gratitude in such a manner.
It's not proper to engage in breeding sex—a practice that has become indistinguishable from daily greetings in this ethically collapsed harem—with women from outside the group.

Yet, no one seems to mind at all.

"Let's give those girls a little show before Solis."
Uncle Garum seems to be trying too hard to think of something clever.

No, that's not it at all. This is just normal, friendly physical affection meant as encouragement.
...If I say it out loud, it'll only make things worse.

"S-so that's not allowed! Since you've been so kind enough to favor me, please follow the proper order!"
Solis hurriedly pushes them back.

Hmm. It's true for all the dragon girls too; even when dealing with family, they react in a way that feels age-appropriate, no matter how mature they are.
It's sweet and nice.
...Well, I'm about to take advantage of such a girl right here in front of her relatives and family.

"You're so eager."
I firmly grasp Solis's buttocks and whisper. Of course, like the other women, Solis is completely naked from the moment she welcomed me.
In this palace right now, Emma is the only one still wearing clothes.

"...y-yes...♪"

"Lie on the bed and spread your legs."

"...o-okay... please...♪"

Her fingers kneading her bare ass spread arousal through her body, and in no time at all, she floats into a trance-like state, obediently following my lead.
When I first failed with Emma during our first time, I didn't even know proper techniques like this—or any others for that matter. I feel a bit sorry about it.

"...such a good girl."

"...f-finally... it's finally happening... You know, ever since you formed an alliance with this palace, I've been determined in my heart to let you have me...♪"

"That was unkind of me."

"Please... please use me as much as you want, every day, however many times...♪ Even if I get pregnant, even on the day I give birth...♪"

"Don't rush, don't rush."

"I'm sure... I'm sure I won't be able to enjoy anything else in the same way... Having a young dragon's belly swell up and then being drained of its essence must be incredibly pleasurable...♪"

"How about that?"

She's putting on such an intense display.
Well, it's true that with other races, doing something like that would be dangerous and intentionally enjoyable only if one is careful.
But I'm not particularly perverted, and since there are many dragons being bred elsewhere while only a few have gotten pregnant, I don't want her to get unnecessarily anxious.
Children are a gift; intimacy should be enjoyed without rushing. Stop fixating on weird goals like wanting a potbelly sex before you're young.

As preparations for the banquet progress, the girl lies open in a place visible to everyone in the village, surrendering her deepest parts to a man's hand.
Among those watching are surely her parents, siblings, or even childhood friends.
However, this does not shame her into hiding or fleeing.
Over the past decade and more that I have visited and been welcomed here, and during the same years Solis has continued to offer herself, what was once a secret source of embarrassment has become something anyone in the palace can proudly boast about.

...Reflecting on it, I realize I've been acting strangely in many places lately. With a slight sense of regret, I resume caressing her, letting the innocent girl cry out freely outdoors.

After a good while of affectionate touching, Solis's flawless, unblemished naked body is thoroughly flushed with sweat and trembling with excitement.
Dragon girls are extremely resistant to pain, so even if I were to thrust in suddenly, I suppose she could endure it just fine.

I don't enjoy that kind of cringeworthy roughness.

"Then it's settled, Solis-chan... As you wished, I'll use you."

"...Yes... Please wait...♪"

As if dreaming.
The girl longs for a man who will treat her as an instrument for satisfying his lust.
While such sensibilities are utterly alien to humans, for them it is entirely natural.
Over the coming decades—or perhaps even a century if we push ourselves hard enough, though that seems unlikely—I swear with my penis to continue responding to this humble yet voracious longing.

With full anticipation, I drive my male desire into her vagina, which has never been penetrated before but desperately craves invasion.

"Ah... ugh...♪"

"Keep going... You're so cute, Solis-chan."

"Solis, and...♪"

"Huh?"

"Please call me by my name...♪ From today onward, I am nothing more than a tool dedicated solely to serving this penis, making it feel good...♪"

"......"

This is completely fetishistic. She shivers at being treated like an object.

I could lecture her while still thrusting inside her right now, but that would be too hesitant, ineffective, and uncertain whether it would work... So I hesitated for a moment.

...Let's skip it.

"Understood. Solis."

"♪"

"From today onward, you will serve my penis without fail."

"...Yes... I swear...♪"

Solis-chan, tightening her newly opened vagina around my penis and swearing loyalty.
A girl younger than even my daughter—perhaps significantly so.
She declares before the entire clan that she will love my penis for the rest of her life.
Honestly, I too feel a shiver at this fact.
I could no longer hold back.

Like someone whose restraint has been shattered, I begin to swing my hips wildly.
Cradling the girl, who is more than two sizes smaller than me, I slam my hips against her slender, fragile waist with ferocity unlike any human being.
The bed creaks, groaning under the strain.
Our genitals squelch together with crude sounds. The girl, experiencing this for the first time today, cries out in a panting voice that blends pain, confusion, and pleasure, while being tossed about helplessly. Meanwhile, the villagers of the small settlement watch sideways, maintaining the pretense of a celebration.

The women envy her violation and impregnation, moistening themselves with anticipation, hoping they might one day be chosen too.
As for the men, what thoughts run through their minds as they gaze at my brutish behavior? They lack the courage to question it directly, yet surely they are thinking something.

...Glancing briefly while holding Solis tight, I notice her brother Ray watching me with a satisfied expression. When he catches my gaze, he nods knowingly.
He must have sensed my inner hesitation—"Is this really okay?"—and silently conveyed, "You're doing just fine."

A rider's honor is a dragon's pride. Though they possess great strength and beautiful bodies, their true happiness lies in serving riders in every possible way.
Their values seem complex yet are fundamentally simple.
I thought I understood this before, but reflecting on it again...
...Values that are *too* simple can actually be quite difficult to navigate.

"Solis... you're pregnant..."

"Ahh, nnnh... ah, hiih, please... fill me up... all of it♪"

Long before her body was ready, Solis's vagina was used at will and thoroughly ravaged until he ejaculated.
*Doobyuuruururuu, dohyuruururuu, dokku, dokku, dokku...* *Tokku, tokku, tokku...* *Tch!*
He vomited his excessive volume of semen into her innocent vagina, making vulgar sloshing sounds as it overflowed, bringing Solis's first experience to a close.

They embraced tightly, exchanged breaths... and eventually kissed softly while gazing into each other's eyes.

"Now, enjoy the feast, O Great Rider!"

"No, let me savor the afterglow a bit longer?"

"Not at all—Solis isn't the only one. Other women also deeply desire to bear your children. The finest array of female bodies unique to Dragon Village awaits you yet!"

"Galum-san, calm down. Stop getting jealous over Vaper or Misti or whatever?"

"That's not all. Even that desert town of sorts seems determined to capture and never let go of the Great Rider's heart. But if my entire palace puts forth its true strength, it will certainly not fall short."

"You're trying to outdo every erotic stronghold in the world!?"

"Someone stop this old man before he goes too far."

One month later, after receiving approval from the other female slaves, Solis was formally fitted with her collar.
Seeing how happy she seemed, I decided for now not to dwell on Crystal Palace's sudden shift toward something so bizarre.
10 Years After Seventeen
Diane also has a daughter.
Her name is Janet. Of course, she's as beautiful as her mother. For some reason, she's made her long hair with only the ends braided into her signature style.

She truly looks like a gentle and refined child... but somehow, she's become quite difficult to deal with.

"Father."

"What is it, Janet? Are you going to play with Papa today?"

"No, I'd prefer someone else handle that. I just want to resolve a simple question."

"…………"

Is it normal for a seven-year-old child to speak to their father in such a tone?

"Papa seems to have been a seasoned veteran who fought quite frequently according to various documents, but why aren't you putting that experience to use now?"

"I can't say this without sounding rude, but those documents are exaggerating quite a bit... You're probably just talking about some guy who defeated dragons or demon gods, right?"

"He also destroyed holy beasts, pirates, and ogre mafias."

"Didn't you think it started getting a bit unbelievable when it reached that point?"

"Is it all lies then?"

Janet looks up at him with innocent eyes.
It hurts his heart to teach the child who sees her father as a great hero the harsh reality, but pretending would be pointless anyway.
In truth, even if someone challenged him to fight, he could only rely on others for help. He hasn't touched his crossbow in years.

"It's not entirely false, but there are quite a few cases where it ended in a draw or I was just present at the scene."

"Hmm. Why would such descriptions be written?"

"...Probably because people accept it more easily if they think it was all Papa's doing."

"I don't understand. Why? Was Father really as fierce as an ogre back in his youth?"

"Well, there were a few times I managed to defeat opponents who seemed impossible to beat just by sheer luck... Besides, dragons and Mom were involved quite a bit too, but everyone insisted they were only helping Papa. So, Papa became famous behind the scenes for being such a person."

"So that's how Father became known as a hero?"

"Well, something like that. You can see for yourself that Mom is far more impressive than him, can't you, Janet?"

"There's no denying Mom was monstrous."

"Don't speak of Mom in that way..."

Still, Janet possesses considerable martial talent.
For her age, she freely manipulates shockwaves without any weapons and has physical abilities surpassing adults, clearly demonstrating the Diane bloodline through her innate gifts.
That's probably why she also feels the boundless strength of her mother firsthand.

However, she's not a reckless brute. On the contrary, she's an avid bookworm who spends almost all her free time hiding away in the study at the Baron's estate or the library at Polka Academy.
The fact that she can read so much at this age is undoubtedly inherited from Diane's intellect. I was still a foolish kid up to ten years old, running wild and prying into everything without restraint.

...Where did my blood go?

"If such great feats were accomplished, he should have been placed in a position commanding armies like Grandfather, shouldn't he? That applies to Siegfried Becker as well."

"Mr. Becker is a true great hero, after all..."

After retiring from the front lines, Mr. Becker apparently continues to train younger generations and operate behind the scenes as a staff officer of the Intelligence Corps.
"In the end, I've lived in the world of violence since childhood," he once said. "I can't just sit around doing nothing."

Sometimes I come to Polka through an Onyx contact, where I serve the ladies or join the voyeur squad and get chased around.
I should be well past fifty by now, but perhaps because I visit Polka occasionally, or maybe due to my own nature, my impression of you hasn't changed much since we first met.

"Yet all the dragons say your father was a great hero destined for history. But as a daughter, I can't quite accept that he was just a country blacksmith."

"Your dad wanted to be a blacksmith here more than becoming any general or noble. Your grandfather did too."

"Why? Was your grandfather so remarkable?"

"...Yeah. He was open-minded, cheerful... a really good father."

With a slightly somber tone.

Thinking of the father whose face I can no longer clearly recall, I nod.

But—

"Everyone from my grandmother and neighbors only hears stories about him being clumsy and pathetic..."

"...Well, there were some aspects like that, I suppose."

"He's the opposite of his father. His true self seems far removed from his reputation."

"No, your dad was truly excellent at his work. Even the craftsmen in the capital city and Jackie-san have always praised that part of him."

"It's hard to truly know people, isn't it?"

Janet turns her back while tilting her head.

From behind, she still looks seven years old, yet when we talk, she doesn't seem like a child at all.

Still, there's something endearing about how her sharp and intelligent speech is occasionally clouded by poor judgment or overwhelming desires, with traces of innocence peeking through everywhere.

"She's not a bad kid, though," I mutter as I watch her back.

From somewhere, Diane appears beside me with a wry smile.

"Now is a fun time to learn many things. Let her be herself. Even if dealing with Elenia and Frena feels unsatisfying, they don't think poorly of you."

"I'm not complaining or anything..."

"Don't you feel lonely because she won't cling to you?"

"Well, a little... but I certainly don't want her to become like them."

"Fufu. And don't be surprised if suddenly your interest shifts to your daughter's lower half."

"No, let's guard against that, Diane. That's something only daughters should be allowed to consider."

"I wish to be a fair mother. Since Elenia and Frena are permitted, if Janet ever gets the urge, I won't know what words to say."

"I must make sure she never gets such urges..."

"But if she brings a boyfriend, you'll get angry, right?"

"Don't ask such underhanded questions, really!"

How many fathers can laugh it off when their beloved daughter, whom they've cherished since infancy, says, "I'm going to have sex with this man," and brings an unknown guy along?

N-no, that was crude.

But that's essentially what it comes down to.

That pain will eventually force me to admit defeat honestly. Yet, having my emotions denied is unavoidable.

"I... I'm just a father who dotes openly on his daughter... It's not like I'm so crazy that I'd want to be her sex partner instead of letting her date someone..."

"Got it, got it. Anyway, she's still too young for all this."

"Uuuu, I want her to stay young forever..."

"Don't worry; that girl has a long lifespan."

"Not what I meant... well, sort of..."

Ideally, I'd like her to find a boyfriend and live happily after I die. It would be less painful for everyone.

No, that's pretty pathetic too. Young people should fall in love when they're young.

...By the way, Janet mostly lives outside the palace. While Deanne isn't particularly strict about cleanliness education, Janet resides with the Smithsons outside the palace, refuses to play with other children, and spends her days reading books at either the Baron's estate or the academy under Deanne's supervision. For now, there's little need for her to enter the palace.
I'm a bit worried she might grow up unable to make friends... but maybe it's better to address that when she matures further.

As for my daughter, things haven't been going well lately, but having only a son makes it slightly easier.

"If you just listen from the side, all I do is laugh at those things."

"No way! Beatrice, wouldn't you hate it if your own daughter was infatuated with her father!?"

"I don't have a daughter yet, so I can't say for sure."

"But even imagining it sounds like something that would happen."

Beatrice grinned and rested her elbows on the counter.

She runs a shop along Polka's main street called "General Store Trezia." Originally, it sold crafts like plush toys and handbags, but Beatrice kept adding items she found interesting—foreign spices, soap, art supplies, books, perfumes, weapons, household goods, and more. The eclectic assortment eventually turned it into a true general store.
By the way, she also has her own supply chain for erotic illustrations. Sometimes she stocks items I don't even know about, which is incredibly helpful.
Well, I could ask Onyx or others to get them anytime, but checking regularly is troublesome. Most of the time, when I try to contact suppliers, I end up in a wild orgy with maid groups and brothel workers from the main house.

"I've had three boys in a row now. Having only men isn't a problem for me, but maybe it's time I tried having a girl."

"...I'm not opposed to getting pregnant again, but there's no guarantee it'll be a girl this time."

"Then we can just look forward to the next one."

Beatrice smiled seductively, her shoulder-baring outfit accentuating her charm.

It's a shrewd business instinct to attract customers with her appearance.

Through wielding swords and running her shop, Beatrice has grown significantly as a woman over the years. Not only in physique—though she was far too frail when we first met—but also mentally. She now handles interactions with people like Cosmos or Lady Swallow with complete composure as the store owner.

"Oh, by the way, what about the children?"

"Probably at the hot springs right now? Sharon said it's bath time for them around this hour, so all the kids are heading there."

"...Sharon went to the men's bath again on purpose..."

"The kids bathe willingly only because she half-sanctioned that pervert. It's not just the children, though."

"Well, even if no one can attack her, still... you know..."

Sharon often helps at the church temple. She fights monsters in Renfanggas during peak season but stays in Polka otherwise. Surprisingly, many of Polka's children hate bathing; if left alone, they skip it for days. After church lessons, Sharon and Loryie seem to give them baths.
Of course, she doesn't provide excessive services to the boys—she simply takes them to bathe and washes them—but since Sharon is a woman who reveals nothing while doing so, numerous young boys and a few older men crowd the bathing area just to catch a glimpse of her.

That's also part of her troublesome fetish. She teases them with lines like, "This body that captivates the whole town can only be touched by your little member...♪" So, exposing herself vulnerably to others has become one of her playful acts for her.
By the way, Loryie doesn't share such interests and usually wraps herself in cloth while bathing. Still, she complains bitterly about being blatantly disappointed whenever someone stares at her like that.

"Being in Polka really helps with healing injuries just by taking a bath. The middle child broke his arm playing with an Annet hammer from the roof last time, but he's already back to full strength."

"...Do the kids these days know about Annette Hammer?"

"Seems like they do. It's probably because someone copied it, and the imitation has been passed down through generations. I wish it would disappear—it's too dangerous."

Even though Grand Knight Annette retired long ago... Maybe people already think of her as some kind of fictional hero now.

Returning to the palace, I removed my footwear at the entrance and handed them over to the fully nude, apron-wearing Onyx maids who had just emerged. Walking forward, I took off my top first, then my bottom, handing those over as well. By the time I reached the large bathhouse, I was completely naked.

Today has been exhausting—I wanted to take a break and soak in the hot spring, but when I looked around...

The density of girls bathing here is so high that there's no space left to lie down flat.

"Why are everyone taking baths like this..."

"Since your master hasn't had any intimate time with you since morning, we all think he'll come back and start a group orgy! ♪"

A nearby maid said this, and the sea of fully nude beauties and young girls around me cheered enthusiastically, raising their fists in agreement.

"...Then let's do it. You go first."

"Aaaah! ♪ I'm gonna get pregnant! ♪"

I tore off the apron of the reporting maid and discarded it, grabbing her waist and preparing to make my move.

...Noticing that Elenia and Frena were watching from just a few feet away made me hesitate for a moment.

"...What are you two doing?"

"We're going to get used anyway, right?"

"They're already so comfortable with each other..."

I muttered this, and the two of them leaned their bare shoulders together, smiling at one another.

"All that's left is the collar! ♪"

"I want a black one! ♪"

Ah, we haven't issued any new black collars yet.
No, actually, no other colors are allowed either. Putting a collar on a child and thrusting a penis into them... That's just absolutely terrible.
Ten Years After Eighteen
My daughter (or so it seems), Kei-chan, who has infiltrated the maid squad, is quite a troublesome girl.

Whenever she gets the chance, she tries to sneak in some smut. There's no slackness or opening I can exploit.

"Did you catch me again today? I was just about to slip inside."

"Recently, by the feel of your crotch, I've figured out that it's mostly yours."

Kei-chan failed at her morning smut attempt and is now sitting in seiza.

However, she shows no sign of remorse.

Usually, when I go to sleep, I end up tangled with multiple girls every night—a truly miserable state for bedtime—but having my penis sucked by someone early in the morning rarely happens. This is thanks to the advice from veterans that I should stop unwanted smut, yet even so, it still occurs occasionally.

Most of the time, this happens when a cat-beast girl is near a full moon and can't hold back, or when I'm in the mood and ask, "Wake me up with a blowjob tomorrow." But today, without any prior arrangement, my penis made contact with her vaginal mucosa, so I suddenly woke up thinking, "Oh no."

As expected, a dark elf girl was straddling me.

"Why do you want to have smut with Papa so badly, Kei-chan? Tell me."

"That's like being asked 'Do you really need oxygen so much?'—a difficult question for me. Should I try my best to come up with an answer?"

"So bad!?"

"I exaggerated a bit. Something like 'Do you really want to consume protein through meals' is more accurate."

"Your level hasn't even moved from biological instincts."

"By the way, it's considered ideal for us Onyx Maids to sustain our protein intake with the master's semen."

"This time, I think we should file a complaint?"

What are you teaching this 12-year-old apprentice? Head Maid.

"So, Master, may I request your regrettable reward of oral rape today?"

"I don't recall setting up any 'regrettable rewards.' Also, asking someone to commit rape isn't appropriate as phrasing."

"In our industry, it's a trivial matter."

"Don't you want to leave the maid squad? No matter how you look at it, that industry is completely insane."

"If you give me your virginity, I'll consider it. ...Ah, no, if you make me pregnant, I'll think about resigning."

"You should consider your age and position more carefully."

"For a maid, retirement after a long life is a dream?"

"Before being a maid, you're my relative. And generally, you're too young to get pregnant. OK?"

"I intend to be a maid first before being your relative... Our views seem to have diverged..."

"What are you saying with such a serious face?"

"Well, I'll consider it, so in the meantime, could you put your penis in my mouth? Ahhh."

"............"

"Why are you hesitating? You've fed me many times before."

At this point, doing this exchange while both of us are completely naked makes me feel like there's no way out.

"Head Maid. What exactly is that girl?"

"Oh, Master."

In the end, Kei-chan ended up sucking my semen. On top of that, I also let her feed it to her mother and sister, Frena and Neia, who woke up.

Feeling a strange sense of satisfaction seeing the naked mother and daughter licking each other's spilled semen, but because things are like this, I can't complain to Kei-chan.

So, I went to negotiate with the Head Maid. Don't say I'm just lashing out; it's undeniable that the moral hazard within the maid corps is the root cause.

"Which girl are you talking about?"

"That's Kay! She's trying to lose her virginity to her father's penis again!"

"Well, she certainly intends to..."

"I don't get that 'it's only natural' kind of attitude."

"As lustful maids, it's the ultimate scenario for us."

"What do you mean?"

"It's the awakening of our incestuous bloodline, inherited from our mother, triggered by the very father and master who kept her in chains... an endless chain of pleasure and carnal desire. A bloodline of lust stained by instinct under the relentless domination of a male who continues to subjugate countless females... ♪"

"The setting for erotic tales can be immoral, sure. But actually doing it? That's not allowed, right?"

"In the case of my Lord, I believe realization would be quite easy."

"But isn't that basically just male desire?! It's for those weird male readers who get off on satisfying some twisted conquest urge!?"

"My Lord. While your words may be true, they are prejudiced. There is no denying that it appeals greatly to men, but there are also S and M personalities in the world; similarly, a desire to be conquered certainly exists."

"I think desires that don't resolve between individuals are problematic."

"Since her mother permits it, there is no issue whatsoever. Above all..."

The Head Maid raised a finger decisively with a sharp _shish_ sound.

"That she wishes to surrender to such a fate stems solely from her love for my Lord. Even if our shared values within the maid corps are biased, we cannot make someone repulsed by us desire to offer their virginity and bear children. While this applies specifically to Kay, in general, when females are sought after, it is because they themselves recognize that their bodies possess such virtue."

"U-uh..."

...But the problem is that I have no sense of that connection myself.

Stories like this are unavoidable when dealing with dragons. They simply lack any understanding of such subtleties.
In fact, they actively destroy morals themselves, boasting things like "What great rider could possibly be denied?"
Yet, can we really rely on the elves? That seems somewhat questionable as well.
Due to their long lifespans, generations that would be impossible for other races to coexist with remain fertile simultaneously; some clans are surprisingly permissive regarding incest.
It's not uncommon for a twenty-year-old and someone hundreds of years old to both appear youthful, so there is no taboo whatsoever between child and grandchild generations. Consequently, the possibility that a beloved partner might be the descendant of a child they had in their youth is also quite low, yet when such matters arise, restrictions seem excessive.
Well, I suppose that's unavoidable, but hearing that some go so far as to indulge freely with siblings makes me wonder...
So, I can't easily complain about them either.
The cats are the same—they don't care at all about parent-child incest.
...Once you exclude cats, elves, and dragons, there aren't many people left to consult.
But then again, humans... Humans like Tetes and Beatrice...

The only one left was Lance.

And after listening with nods of understanding, he suddenly—

"Whoa-ah!!"

He leaped at me with a flying kick.

"Ouch?! And don't act so young and reckless for your age!?"

"I'm currently full of regret... I haven't done such energetic action in ages, so I couldn't land properly...!!"

His lower back was struck with excruciating force.

It's a worrying kind of turmoil, but since it's Polka, everything will work out somehow.

"Damn... I'm envious...!! Every time I hear about it, I wonder if there really are people living such erotic tales in this world, yet here you are, struggling because your own daughter seems ready to offer her virginity every single day... Is that even something humans would say...!!"

"That's absolutely true."

Even by my own standards, this is far too much. If another man said the same thing, I'd mutter "Take care..." and quietly step away. This guy must be on some serious drugs or mentally unstable.

"But as a consolation prize, 'Iramatio' could work, so please share that material."

"Kick it in there and still say that? You're quite something yourself."

"Hehehe... Unlike the young me who could only masturbate...! The current me can not only masturbate but also create works from it!"

"...As a parent, having my daughter's actions make me get an erection is absolutely unbearable."

"Chaaah-!!"

She kicked again. I understand your feelings, but stop it.

Ah, she's definitely hitting her hips again.

"Guh...!! But here's the thing: if a daughter is so persistent like that... look... isn't letting her know about it also a way of taking responsibility...?"

"Lanz..."

"Passing years without consummating it would be disappointing even as an erotic plot development...!!"

"Don't approach things from that perspective."

Still, there's some merit to Lanz' point.

I did worry about this with Elenia too, but making her feel ashamed and turning it into a trauma is also pitiful.

If she tries bravely to offer her virginity only to be made to feel it's wrong or dirty, and ends up treating it as a taboo for the rest of her life, that would seriously damage her future.

Given how much she desires it, perhaps allowing her to engage in sexual activity is not entirely unreasonable.

While pregnancy isn't possible, we can control preventing it.

Thanks to experts like Ms. Hilda and Cosmos, sex without losing the hymen carries virtually no risk.

"...Kei-chan."

"Yes?"

"If you want to have sex, go ahead. Just make sure to cast a reliable contraception spell."

"You've finally made your decision, huh?"

"That's great, Kei."

"Congratulations! From here on out, it's all up to us♪"

..................

Why are Elenia and Frena clapping their hands on opposite sides?

"Dad and Hardcore Union♪"

"Eh? Didn't we form the 'Grandfather Dad Fan Club'?"

"How about a 'Daughter Masturbation Doll Collection'?"

"You guys stop grinding away at my sanity, okay...!?"

The more I realize I'm losing various qualifications, the more you should stop messing with me.

"As her parents, say something to Selen and Neia."

"I still think everyone else is getting pregnant too early."

"If you don't limit it to about three times a day, everyone will resent you, so please keep it moderate."

Both mothers, with their large bellies, offered advice that was completely off the mark.
Well, in the end, since we're all naked in this Vapor Palace, no matter how much I try to deliver a stern lecture, the atmosphere just doesn't cooperate.

"…Did I move too fast?"

"I think you did well."

"Elenia went from here to Frena quite smoothly, so I thought it would happen even sooner."

The mothers praised my efforts. No, wait—that's not right. Aren't they saying this was all futile resistance from the start?

"Then please go ahead. Oh, and may I make one more suggestion?"

Kay clung to me, looking up at me with a coquettish gaze.

"Wouldn't it be hot if we tied you up with hemp rope and took your daughter's virginity?"

"It wouldn't."

How low do you want to push a father like me?

As usual, right in the middle of the bright communal bathhouse.
My half-dark elf daughter… whose hymen I've touched countless times over her labia…
I would deflower her with my own cock.
Ah, deep down in my heart, my conscience is still screaming for someone to stop me.
But no one will stop us—not even her. None of them, including her, believe that being violated by a father is wrong.

"Kay-chan…"

"…Yes?"

"Really, are you sure about this?"

"…Heheh."

Still hesitating, my daughter shook her hips and whispered into my ear.
"Hurry up and give it to me… Papa, my master~♪"

Her whisper invaded my mind.
I gripped her slender brown body and mounted her from behind.
Forcefully thrusting into the girl's wet, unknown flesh, I drove myself in with brute force.

"Nnngh… u-ahh…!!"
A tearing sensation, _butsutsu_… something was ripping open.
For me, who has deflowered dozens, even hundreds of virgins before, this feeling is familiar.
An irreversible sensation continued to pulse intermittently deep within her delicate body, each time causing the girl to tense up.

"Andy-san, press down harder! If you keep your hips lifted, the hot spring water from the Spirit Spring won't reach you, and the pain relief won't work."

Selen offered a gentle suggestion, but Kay shook her head.

"It hurts… it's okay…♪ I don't want to weaken Papa's… feeling of his… penis…♪"

"Aaaah, so you're the kind of girl who likes it when it hurts?"

"♪"

They exist. Girls who say they feel things more intensely when it's painful.
Often found among those who resist losing their virginity or believe that purity will drastically alter their lives—but in this case... hmm, perhaps it's simply masochism.

"Kei-chan... try a little harder..."

"Yes... ah, aaah... Daddy's cock is amazing...♪"

Even though she should be in pain. Even though it's too early to feel pleasure.
In fact, her vagina, soaked in blood, can barely react beyond the sensation of pain itself.
Yet Kei-chan enjoys that feeling.

She revels in being turned into a "woman" by her father, transformed into a perfect hole for his cock.
Her emotions rise with that sensation, trembling and overwhelmed.

...She's an irredeemable pervert. I knew it all along.

But then—

"...Kei-chan. Promise me you'll grant my wish later."

"H-hai...?"

"...Since I've only seen you naked since the beginning, show me putting on clothes afterward."

"…………♪"

Vaper Palace is a land of nudity.
Things like that happen.

Though she's been seeking her father's cock completely bare for so long, she's undeniably stunning even as a half-dark elf.
She likes being naked too, but it's a shame to waste such beauty on nothing but skin.

"Would you prefer playing with clothes on...♪"

"Well... let's go with that then."

A twisted father-daughter relationship, pushed to its breaking point.
Yet still sweet and passionate.

With determination set, I once again filled my own daughter's womb with my seed.
Ten Years After '19
I particularly enjoy the moment when a girl slips down her panties, but I also have a fondness for watching her put on stockings.
There's no denying that seeing those dark-skinned elf feet of hers being slowly pulled into white stockings, glistening with allure, sends a thrill through me.

Well, to be honest, it's absolutely blissful when a girl is completely naked and clinging to me like that.
But I also think there's great meaning in girls dressing up—it's an act meant to please men.

"…Master is looking at my feet with bad eyes."

"Bad eyes? Hah!? Shouldn't you've been more wary when I was always naked!?"

"No, no. Thinking 'Ah, I want to shove my dick deep inside her' while looking at me is a very healthy perspective. It's other fetishistic gazes that are problematic. They're pointless."

As she said this, Kay-chan curled her legs wrapped in stockings.
She's one of the Onyx Maid Corps and also my daughter—a troubled child.
The trouble lies in the fact that, despite being my daughter, she shares the difficult desire of the Onyx Maids: to be used by Master as a sex-processing maid.
And after countless attempts where she forcibly tried to offer her virginity to me, I eventually gave in and allowed it up to the point of sex.
Fortunately, contraceptive magic is active, so we're safe. For now, we haven't quite crossed the worst possible line of "impregnating my daughter."

...Just like Elenia and Frena, she seems eager to get pregnant, but I can't go along with that. Absolutely not.

Since arriving at Vaper Palace, she's been almost entirely naked, but now she's putting on clothes out of necessity.
The reason? She's being sent back to the Baron's estate for further maid training.

"I don't mind if you treat me as your personal sex toy from now on, Papa."

"That won't do, Kay."

The head maid of the Onyx Corps adjusted her large glasses with a sharp click and spoke calmly.

"As maids, we must first perform our duties thoroughly before casually serving as Master's sex toy—that is the pride of our Onix. A useless sex toy is no different from a mere prostitute. In fact, wouldn't it be better to accept being ranked far below even the main profession at Cosmos Emporium due to inferior skills?"

"That's..."

"If you ask, there are already several of Master's daughters working at Cosmos Emporium. If you're placed alongside them, there will be no basis for anyone to prioritize using your vagina just because it's lustful. Is that acceptable to you?"

"Aaaah."

I stepped in right then.

While casually grabbing the exposed breasts of the head maid, who had been completely bare all along.

"Ahnn..."

"I want to clarify a misunderstanding. Sending Kay-chan to the Baron's estate isn't about adding value as a sex-toy maid or anything like that. It also has the purpose of expanding her social connections and providing proper vocational training. After all, Kay-chan is supposed to live much longer than I do."

Kay-chan seems to be somewhat cherished within the Onyx Maid Corps, but she doesn't have many interactions with my other children or the general residents of Polka.
Well, there's some mysterious sense of solidarity between her and Elenia and Frena, who also offered their virginities to me.
Elenia and Frena's mothers are veteran female slaves (now treated as such by Nea), so they've received plenty of love and education here in Polka and have the freedom to choose any career path—or none at all. But Kay-chan hasn't even clearly told us who her mother is among the maid corps members (and it's almost certain her mother isn't officially a female slave), and she doesn't seem inclined to be elevated to special treatment like Elenia and Frena. So, at the very least, I want to make sure she receives solid vocational training as a maid.

For the Onyx Maid Corps to pursue the path of erotic maids is highly problematic in terms of their children's future prospects.
Well, someone might retort that since I'm the lowest-of-the-low father who shoved my dick inside them, how dare I talk about their children's futures—but setting that aside, it would be wrong not to equip a daughter who might live for a thousand years with basic life skills.

Being raised in the Onyx Maid Corps isn't necessarily an unfortunate upbringing compared to others. In Celesta, various customs are left unchecked—or rather, tolerated—so education is often severely neglected, and some children are forced into impoverished lives from birth.
However, by making friends with Trot people, I hope her narrow world will expand, which might soften these extreme values a bit.

Moreover, capable maids can find work anywhere. Of course, skills in cooking, laundry, and cleaning are essential, but if she also learns proper etiquette sufficient to work without issue in a Trot noble's estate, she won't struggle to make a living. Kay-chan is a half-dark elf, so her good looks are guaranteed.

By the way, considering I was sent to apprentice as a blacksmith at age ten, this isn't too early for her either.

"Papa, is it okay if the Baron touches me in a lewd way?"

"No, first of all, being hired as a maid isn't inherently lewd. The Baron may be lustful, but he's not quite that depraved to lay hands directly on an adopted child."

There's no denying there's a chance someone might peek at you while you change or bathe, but well, if you're living in Polka, that's pretty much the norm. What's truly outrageous is the current situation where your own father has been making you show him your pussy full-time and even letting him fuck you.

"I've done my best to give Kay adequate training as a maid... uh, ah♪"

"In that case, just demonstrate your skills to her heart's content at the Baron's estate. If everyone knows Kay's a capable worker, I'll be proud."

As I send her off, making excuses while squeezing and kneading her ample breasts from behind, my priority is clear: get her out there and make some friends.
Oh, friends are fine—but no boyfriends yet.
Well, if she suddenly brought one home, I'd probably have to go through a hell of an internal struggle before reluctantly accepting it. Can I really accept it? Maybe not.

As a father, I want my daughter to walk the path of proper happiness. But can I truly accept her being taken by another man? It's difficult. And honestly, as a man who's already held her once, there's that selfish desire too—not wanting some other guy to steal her away.
Up until recently, I barely even knew she existed, which made it hard for me to act like her father. But in the end, that distance only fueled my possessiveness.

I'm the worst. But then again, isn't this just human nature?

While lost in all these thoughts and worries, I slide my cock into the head maid without asking for permission.

Seeing this, Kay swells slightly.

"Don't you have a fatherly heart to bless your daughter's first day on the job with an internal ejaculation, Papa?"

"That kind of blessing is something parents absolutely shouldn't do in general!"

As I bounce her plump body up and down, I poke holes in Kay's twisted values.
...Later, when I casually suggested to Rantz that having a father give his daughter an internal ejaculation before her first day as a maid would make for a great erotic story, he kicked me after saying, "There's a risk readers'll get too limp before reaching the second half because your punches are too strong. Listen: just piling on intense smut doesn't work. You need to warm up the scene slowly, or all you'll leave behind is an impression of madness."

As a creator, I'm glad things are progressing smoothly. At least as an erotic story enthusiast.

A few days later...
I wonder how it's going, so I visit the Baron's estate.
There are quite a few elves and cat-girls coming and going from the estate. While they report that everything is running smoothly, as the father who sent her off, I can't help but worry whether she's truly doing well.

After all, she's only twelve. Even though people do start working at this age in society, she's still young enough to be given tasks where failure is acceptable as an apprentice.
Is she really managing well? Is she tired from dealing with unfamiliar social dynamics... I fidget anxiously while searching for her.
...Since I'm not used to seeing her without clothes, it's hard to spot her.

I happen to meet Fennel halfway and beckon her over, speaking in a whisper.

Just so you know, I'm sneaking a peek. If an elf hears me talking normally, they'll hear me through just one or two doors.

"What's the matter, Master?"

"During work hours, 'Master' refers to the Baron, right? No, I mean that—how is Kay doing?"

"She's fine. She was a bit stiff on the first day, but she's honest and endearing, so everyone dotes on her. Besides, there are no other dark elf maids around."

"Oh, really?"

"There are plenty in the palace, but almost all of them are dedicated 'Master-only hole maids.'"

"Please stop using such vulgar language! Since Onyx, the head maid, has some weird hobbies, Kay's started calling herself her daughter's sex toy or something equally embarrassing."

"Direct terms excite those being addressed more than obscure euphemisms."

"I won't deny it when the mood calls for it, but..."

It's midday at the Baron's estate, isn't it?
...That was the conversation we were having when I failed to notice the presence behind me.

"It's been a while, Lord Smyson."

"!"

Thinking who it could be, I turned around to find a woman with black hair and a calm demeanor standing there.

Her age is hard to tell; she looks young yet carries an air of maturity befitting someone of considerable years.

"Hmm, who was that again?" I almost asked Fennel for an introduction, but barely managed to hold back, frantically turning my thoughts over until it clicked—Ah!

It's been about three years since we last met.

"Mireille."
"Heheh. The effects of this spring water are truly remarkable. Even past thirty, my skin is still so smooth!"
Whenever I see her, she's dressed in a maid's uniform.
And while her hairstyle was a short bob three years ago, now it flows loosely down to cover her back.
Given that the spring waters have apparently rejuvenated her, it's hardly surprising.
Mireille, who once served as head maid of the Neumann household—Anzerus's family home—secretly became pregnant through an affair with me (the paternity was confirmed by Apple using divination magic) and eventually divorced her original husband.
I've never yet had the chance to meet the child she bore during that time.
In the end, after stepping down as head maid, Linda entrusted her with part of the business, launching her debut as a female merchant destined to carry forward the next generation of Sylphid. She'd been largely absent from the Neumann estate in the capital for quite some time.

"I came here to take the waters on the way to handling some Granch-related work, and I brought my daughter along."

"Oh! So it's a girl?"

"Yes. She's adorable. Since I worked as a maid until a few years ago, she says that when she grows up, she wants to become a maid too."

"So it's meant to be an hereditary profession...?"

"If she really wants to do it, there's no harm in letting her."

Well, actually, I think it would be more natural for her to take over the merchant business.

Linda herself seems quite impressed, saying things like, "She'll turn out to be a capable one."

...Mireille leaned close to my ear, her lips brushing near mine.

"And she's even told me that when she grows up, she wants to give her virginity to Papa too...♪"

"Wait. What are you telling me?"

"That's exactly the problem. The Neumann household has satisfied countless women so thoroughly in the past. While Lady Linda is strict toward thieves and rioters, she happily leaves it to servants' children to play freely in the vast garden...♪"

...Could it be that I was sometimes caught engaging in extramarital affairs within that mansion?

No, did Mireille know and simply let it slide? What kind of parent does that make her?

Well, I can't really say anything about parenting anyway.

"Come on, look at that girl over there...♪"

Where Mireille pointed, a young girl with hair similar to mine was cheerfully laughing with Kay-chan while helping carry in laundry.

She was dressed in a maid's uniform.

Noticing my mother and me, she ran over excitedly, waving her hand energetically.

"Mama!! ...Um, uh... Lord Smyson!"

"…No, 'Dad' is fine?"
After all, even though we're meeting for the first time on my end, it felt awkward to be called "Miss" by my own daughter. So I quickly asked her to call me "Dad."

Kay-chan next door also seemed noticeably brighter than usual. Meeting a friend who clicked with me… or maybe a sister figure—wasn't this a good influence?
I thought so, but then—

"Dad makes you more excited!"

"Eh? Really? Then… Dad♪"

"Wait, Kay-chan. That kind of ear-punching is inappropriate."

What was that "then" about anyway?

"My name's Monne! Please give me a vibrator!"

"Rejected!!!"

"Eh!?"

How could I possibly laugh hysterically at my real daughter saying something like that right after meeting her? Especially in broad daylight.

But Monne-chan looked genuinely shocked.

"What kind of upbringing are you giving her, Mirey!?"

"Well, it's complicated…"

Mirey shrugged her shoulders.

Fennel bent down to the two little maids with a gentle smile.

"Talking about things like that before dark would be improper."

"Understood!"

"Oh, I see…"

Wait, hold on. That's not even the issue. Even after dark, some things are just off-limits.

"In any case, how in the world do you raise your child to say 'Please give me a vibrator'!!"

"Oh, that part is my doing."

Kay-chan raised her hand smoothly.

You?

"It seems like vibrators aren't much of a concept in Trotteria. But they're secretly popular in Onyx…"

"That's not the point! How many times do I have to tell you that it's inappropriate for a father to do that kind of thing!?"

"Monne's mother and stepfather separated due to… well, let's just say there was a mismatch in their sexual compatibility—or rather, a lack of vigor on his part. So naturally, only Dad's penis would suffice for someone as lustful as Monne."

"There were so many maids acting all flustered! Only a dad could do that kind of thing, right!?"

"…Well, there aren't _no_ others besides me… probably… I guess…"

I didn't know anything about other sex maniacs, so my gaze drifted to tomorrow.

Troubled, I looked at Mirey and Fennel for help with my eyes, but they smiled seductively.

"I'm unaware of anything beyond my master's charms♪"

"What a pity. Since you're here, may we invite both of you—and your daughter—to the rumored 'Sex Palace'…♪"

"It's the Vapeer Palace…"

Once their morals have completely vanished, common sense no longer applies to those women.
I was supposed to reconnect Kei-chan with the normal world... but...

"Your dad's penis is truly amazing, Papa! It flies!"

"It flew...♪"

"I thought this was a heartwarming scene, only to find you two engaged in lewd talk..."

"But it's me!"

"I also love talking about such things!♪"

The number of self-proclaimed "daughter dildos" has increased again.
Ten Years After Twenty
As I confirmed some time ago, I've been in a state of preparing for festivals almost year-round.
To begin with, there are simply too many communities where I have obligations.
Even though Basson is now effectively out of the picture (he's still friendly enough to visit given his numerous acquaintances, but he no longer belongs to my community), I'm tied to Polka, Grunge, Karlwin, Elf Territory, Renneest, the Cat Colony, Tark in the Capital City, and Seitar in the Port Town.
Even if each location hosts only one or two festivals annually, with this many places involved, it amounts to something happening every single month on a simple calculation.
Well, the Capital City's festivals draw such massive crowds that mixing in requires real resolve (it's manageable alone, but bringing female slaves or children feels too risky given what could go wrong). Besides, I'm more of a backup for the Sylphid Trading Company's various activities rather than the one organizing things; strictly speaking, I just hide away at the Neumann household on festival days and usually do nothing special. With Lyra and Anzeros handling everything, there's no need to worry.
For festivals in other communities, however, I must participate either as a guest of honor or an organizer, making schedule management quite demanding. Naturally, since my true professions are erotic arts and blacksmithing, those skills remain abysmal, so I rely heavily on the administrative talents of people like Ms. Diane, Kristie, and Ms. Cosmos to keep things running smoothly.

Lately, more children among us have become capable of assisting with festival preparations.

"Materials for Grunge's Founding Festival next month—will this amount suffice? In the worst case, we'd have to urgently gather them again via the Dragon Legion."

"It should be enough! Look at these numbers..."

"You can't touch those figures. Half of it will go toward the Art Festival."

"The Art Festival... Oh, right! Last year's one! Are they doing it again this year?"

"If that's the case, we need surplus stockpiles. If we rely on the Dragons to gather everything, Papa'll have to go appease the crystals again."

Hilda's son Claudio is already showing strong aptitude for numerical management and has begun assisting the maid group with checking material quantities and maintaining ledgers.

While emergencies could be handled through cooperation from Elf Territory, the Dragons, Onyx, or Sylphid, and I haven't always managed things seriously in the past, it's certainly better to avoid panicking situations altogether.

"Claudio would want to play during festivals, wouldn't he?"

"I can't enjoy anything until worries are eliminated. That's how my mind works when I notice such discrepancies."

Claudio swiftly writes new documents with his Engraving Pen, recording inventory inflows and outflows.

Though it's not actually engraved, he grew fond of the pen after borrowing it earlier and now officially owns it as a gift. While its composition—Breakcore horn and mana-concentrated nib—is identical to what I crafted in my youth, repeated production has refined its design and balance, significantly improving writability.

Still, for mere writing purposes, the materials feel overly extravagant. Perhaps I should craft something more appropriately sized using wood from Elf Territory. Once people realize its value, bandits might easily target it.

"Claudio's too neurotic. He needs to live more freely, or life will be tough," Hilda Mom once said.

Meanwhile, Peter, who has grown utterly rough-and-ready and cheerful, brags proudly.

On his end, he continues causing mischief daily, taking advantage of his Half-Dwarf appearance that still looks youthful enough to earn leniency for his pranks.

While it's not good to grow withdrawn and introverted, nor is excessive naughtiness acceptable... he possesses just the right cunning to avoid reaching the point where I'd need a female slave enforcer to discipline him. In many ways, he's truly my son.

If he'd stayed in Polka without ever visiting the Capital City, I imagine I too would have grown into such a clever little rascal.

Reflecting on my own youth, I realize that the harsh apprenticeship and military life were essential for developing my current social skills.

"Peter's too carefree. Maybe we should send him away for some training..."

"T-Training?! Dad, why are you suddenly saying that!"

"I left Polka at ten and trained in the Capital City myself. Back then, I couldn't use Dragons, so both trips took three weeks each. I couldn't just give up easily despite my dislike, which taught me patience, teamwork, and other valuable traits..."

"But wouldn't Half-Dwarfs like me be fair game for bullying in the Capital?! There's no such thing as 'training'!"

"That's not true. Dwarfs are quite respected in the blacksmithing circles, so you might actually be popular there."

"S-So... maybe? Hehe..."

Though clever at heart but fundamentally simple-minded, his tendency to jump on convenient opportunities is undeniably childlike and adorable.

Still, the Capital City presents challenges. Sending him back to Sreed Workshop isn't ideal either—the master is over eighty now. Though he visits the Spirit Springs every half-year and remains energetic, it's not a perfect solution.

The Baron family's lineage feels like it has already passed to the next generation.
By the time I returned, the Junior Barons who were still children have matured into fine young men, and greetings once handled by the Baron are now frequently entrusted to Lord Daniel.

My daughter and I were each married into noble families we met through our studies at the Capital University.
When we went to offer congratulatory gifts, they insisted that such presents should be given by the nobles themselves, leading to a heated back-and-forth. Eventually, Irina stepped in and said, "Very well, then, in the name of our White Clan," and only then were they graciously accepted.

As for young Master Daniel, he has reached marriageable age and must now seek a bride, though it seems this endeavor is proving difficult.

"If I honestly mention during negotiations that there's a Dragon Palace just under two kilometers from the estate," he says, "it almost always falls through."

"Super sorry about that."

The Viper Palace is, in fact, the genuine Dragon Palace endorsed by the dragons themselves.
Apparently, one of the criteria for noble marriage matches is to avoid marrying into families whose residences are too close to a Dragon Palace.
Of course, given the Fire Dragon War a century ago, this makes perfect sense; after all, if a dragon's dwelling is nearby, who knows when your entire estate might be burned to the ground? That's the general perception.

"I suppose I can't exactly reassure you that the Dragon Palace isn't scary..."

"That's quite difficult."

"...Yeah. I pushed my luck."

A Dragon Palace that isn't scary is as contradictory as a benevolent serial killer—at least in common understanding.

"For these reasons, we're also considering marriage to ordinary women."

"Is that allowed?"

"Certainly not forbidden. It used to be more challenging, but now Polka is an autonomous region. Polygamy is perfectly acceptable here."

"Oh, I see... Since there's no restriction on having only one wife, perhaps we don't need to strictly select a woman of high status after all?"

"Moreover, the internal hierarchy within the Trotts holds little authority."

As Daniel points out, Polka still hasn't fully shed its status as a vassal state.
Furthermore, as an autonomous region with extraterritorial privileges and a significant foreign population, Trott nobles cannot always claim strong social standing.
In that case, it wouldn't be improper for the next leader of this autonomous region to make use of the freedoms granted to them.

"I was hoping to consult with you about something."

"Yeah?"

I had been wondering why Daniel summoned me, so I started with small talk: "You're at an age where you could find a wife soon; if you don't act quickly, you'll end up like Lanz." But it seems we've already moved straight to the main topic.

"Do you know any half-elf women who seem suitable?"

"You've specified 'half-elf' now, have you?"

"With pure-blooded elves, I'm slightly concerned about whether my bloodline can be preserved; having some human ancestry would be better, so..."

...Logically sound, yet feels like a conversation from another era.
Half-elves, once treated as outcasts—accepted by no one and often used merely as outlets for fleeting desires—are now being sought after by nobility?

"But half-elves are often labeled 'illegitimate children' even by their own parents, right? Wouldn't explaining that away during marriage negotiations be a hassle?"

"If you're willing to put in the effort, anything can be arranged."

Daniel smiled mischievously, stroking his small mustache, which he'd grown as a nod to his baronial status.

Nobles are terrifying.

"To be honest, people raised here in Polka often don't seem particularly attractive compared to humans from other lands. Elves are simply too beautiful."

"I get that."

I myself am cursed with an obsession for apples thanks to Apple.

Finding a woman of that caliber in the capital or Basson is difficult. Above all, compared to the clean and healthily beautiful women of Polka, the refined ladies of the capital smell too much of cosmetics and feel harsh.

Moreover, half-elves tend to have larger breasts for some reason, which is one of the few unsatisfactory points about elves.

"I see... but you really did come to me with something like that."

"?" "I was told by my father that if it concerns elves or half-elves, I should speak with Mr. Smayson without fail..."

"No, because we're talking about making her my wife! It's unpleasant to have a woman handed over as if she were some kind of errand girl... And yes, I admit it myself, but when I approach women and touch them, I end up dragging them into bed, don't you think?"

"Well..."

"...No, there's no point in saying that. Yeah."

So who should I ask to introduce a half-elf woman? Preferably a virgin?

Of course, the pure-blooded elves who have continuously rejected us aren't an option, and the half-elves themselves don't particularly have strong horizontal connections either.

Furthermore, those who could speak strongly on their behalf are even fewer. Unless one holds a position of considerable influence, there's no way to bring up marriage negotiations that can shape someone's life.

"Anyway, I'll try my best. It might take some time before we find anyone. But the barony has been very helpful to me as well."

"Thank you."

Daniel bowed politely and thanked me, leaving me feeling a bit strange.

I'm just a subject of the baron who happens to be on friendly terms with him; originally, I should have been much more humble. It's a bit late for that now.

In any case.

"I want to find a future Baroness in Grange and the hidden village."

"Does Grange have virgins?"

Selen deadpanned, cutting me off.

...I looked helplessly at Nae.

Along with Selen, Nae smiled awkwardly while breastfeeding our newborn second daughter.

"Most girls of marriageable age in Grange are either already making lovers or you've made your move on them."

"...N-no, I didn't intend for everyone to be prepared to have their penises thrust into them, and yes, there are certainly a few who have ended up like that..."

"If there were more than fifteen, I'd say it's normal. Or rather, since being with Mr. Smayson means you won't be discarded, girls without very strong wills tend to end up that way... Also, half-elves tend to get deeply hooked once their feelings shift."

"...There were more than fifteen?"

"That's the number I'm aware of; there could be others. I didn't count those two or three who are neither clearly white nor black."

"Andy seems to make harems wherever he goes."

"U-uh..."

Did I really go that far? Well, there were certainly a few girls who kept trying to sneak into my bed every time I stayed there... Hmm, let's see: two groups of three and one group of four, plus some singles... Huh? There are quite a few.

"...I've been too carried away by casual sex."

"It's not like it's bad, right? Holding back is painful too."

"No! I'm not some tragic monster who gets sick if I don't have sex!"

"On the contrary, I'd prefer you to be that kind of monster when it comes to sex. Or rather, I want your top priority for idle time to be 'Who will I sleep with today?'."

"That feels wrong as a human being."

"There are plenty of women who can handle being cut up, so there's no time for anything else. Instead of doing weird reckless things like that, I'd prefer you just get buried in girls and ejaculate as usual! Think about how miraculous it is to be alive after everything that's happened!"

"You keep applying memories from over ten years ago to me!? Even at forty-something, I can't pull off the recklessness of that period!"

"My Lord Bonaparte and that bald fellow, Renfangas—look at them! They've been having an easy time making a huge impact even after becoming old men. People like that can do it no matter their age."

"I don't want you to think I'm the type who acts without regard for my years."

"There's absolutely no evidence for that. I believe they'll just spring into action whenever I turn my back. So, please spend your free time being intimate. While you're at it, the Dragon ladies will handle most of the messy work."

"I was thinking lately that nothing seemed to be happening wherever I went... until now, when you started giving these orders...?"

"Of course there's supposed to be something!"
Well, as a matter of preparation. After all, we're mobilizing a massive force; if things go wrong, panic won't cut it.

"Andy, please just keep being intimate whenever you have free time. Go ahead and make babies—that's the best way for everyone to be happy."

"It's a line every man wants to hear at least once in his life, but when it actually comes true... it gets complicated..."

"I've had plenty of moments where my blood ran cold! There are hundreds of daughters who want children, so I really don't have time to sleep!"

"Even now, if there's no Spirit Spring, we're staring down a death by starvation."

"There's the Spirit Spring, so we're fine♪"

Also, with this method, if a suitable bride for young Daniel is found, there's a very high risk of accidental firing—in the sexual sense.

"Papa♪ Soon I want to have a child too... We practice parent-child butt-stacking all the time; wouldn't you like to try comparing who can lick their own baby's milk better soon?"

"Ele, do you sometimes play properly outside? Has your vocabulary been contaminated by Kay-chan lately? By that perverted maid group, I mean."

"A father who wants to take out a perverted, lustful daughter like this is only Andy. Oh wait—did you mean in a disciplinary sense? Someone made to wear something more embarrassing than being naked outside?"

"Hey, Selen, your daughter's brain is already flooded with semen. This isn't good, is it?"

"She's my daughter, after all♪ By the way, even though I haven't done it recently, I'm okay with you doing various things to me in a disciplinary sense too♪ Like taking a full-naked collar walk alongside Ele-chan...♪"

"I think making a collar for me should come first."
No matter how much of a naked paradise Viper Palace is, this perverted mother-daughter duo keeps spouting twisted remarks.
Even Neia is slightly taken aback. Well, if they asked her to do it, she'd probably be willing to try.

After pondering for a while, I suddenly realized something and asked Floria, Naris's daughter: "Daniel and you—will you get married when you grow up?"
She's a half-elf, so her mind isn't as twisted as Viper's. She looks incredibly cute and has a cheerful personality. Though she's still young, in another ten years... For now, I think an engagement would be fine.
Isn't that a nice idea?
But then—

"Huh? At our house, we're supposed to marry Papa, right...?"

"What do you mean by 'at our house'...?"

"All the older sisters said, 'At our house, it's a rule like that.'"

"Wait, isn't that weird no matter what? Papa is already married to Mama!"

"When I asked Mama, she said something strange like, 'It's okay, but no.'"

"...I think there was an incredibly long pause before she gave that answer."

Naris's troubled expression seemed to warp visibly.

A few days later, when I went to see young Daniel again, Celesta had already been engaged in a lightning marriage with a fox beast-girl who had come for a bath treatment.
"Because she was so cute..."
Is that really okay for you?
Ten Years After 21
The northern forest camping trip I had with Floria back in the day.
Since it was quite well-received, I got hooked on the idea and have been busy at the Invention Workshop crafting all sorts of gear for our next campout.

The tent features elven cloth engraved with protective runes, dramatically improving both portability and livability. While severe weather is rare in the forest, this tent can withstand even torrential thunderstorms without a care. By embedding sound-dampening runes between the double-layered roof and ceiling, heavy raindrops won't echo inside. Plus, I've installed a custom-developed ultra-lightweight carpet on the floor, allowing kids to sleep comfortably even on rocky terrain.

I also spent months developing a fire kit. When Lyra suggested, "You don't need to make all that; just leave it to me—I can conjure endless flames without fuel," she missed the point entirely. Tending a slow-burning campfire under the starry sky is pure masculine romance.
That said, I've etched air-guiding runes onto the fire-resistant cloth's surface to keep embers from dying out easily, creating a lazy-style bonfire that needs no hearth structure since wind constantly feeds it.

For cooking, I've repeatedly prototyped a simple folding stove using the same timber found in "Yariya" structures. After meticulous redesigns, even children can assemble it from bundled sticks in just five minutes.
Of course, I also forged axes for splitting firewood, drawing on all my blacksmithing knowledge and experience to achieve unmatched durability and sharpness—producing several masterpieces.

Lanz was so impressed he suggested, "You'd make way more money selling these than crafting battle swords!" But this gear is exclusively for me and the kids; I have no intention of commercializing it.
...Besides, mass production is nearly impossible since they're made from rare metals donated by Silver Dragons.

I've also invented other items like beast-deterrent nets woven from "Silk Chains" and portable shovels for digging holes, stacking them up one after another.
"Don't tell me you're building all this just because 'Yariya' has mobile shelters and dragons are around!"
No, I want to enjoy camping as a leisure activity with the children. Surely there are other kids besides Floria who'll find it fun too.

Since opportunities to use these inventions were scarce, I organized my own camping festival.
Only older children are invited; younger ones pose safety concerns with fire and blades. Even though healing springs instantly cure injuries here, I don't want to leave painful memories for the kids.
...And seeing my enthusiasm, Ms. Diane and Hilda's gazes felt strangely warm.
"What's wrong? Is there a problem with the camping festival?"
"Men go through phases like this. My brothers and former subordinates occasionally developed similar hobbies—camping, treehouses, fishing, and so on."
"You really have that boyish vibe~☆"
To long-lived races like them, I'm still just a child no matter my age.
But there's something slightly stinging about it.
No, that's not quite right. It's not merely about what I want to do.
See, without structured outdoor activities, overnight trips in mobile shelters tend to devolve into... well, figuring out how to engage in rampant promiscuity with female slaves?
I believe having purposeful goals and meaningful experiences is crucial for true leisure. That's exactly what I aim to propose.

So here we are.
The venue is the Crimson Clan's territory—a region with sparse trees, clear visibility, and minimal monster threats. Even if the children wander off, the path to the Sacred Beast Dungeon lies nearby, ensuring sufficient foot traffic for easy discovery.
...Well, with multiple dragons present, getting lost seems unlikely anyway, but better safe than sorry.

"Welcome."

Breakcore arrived upon hearing about the event.

Since the dungeon isn't too far away (obviously not close enough for kids to accidentally stumble into it), he could make it without much fatigue.

"I heard you're enjoying camping. Should I ask Diel to bring some delicious food?"

"No, I want the children to enjoy everything including meal prep. We can handle the feast another time."

"Hmm. For city-dwellers, camping truly becomes a form of play."

"Surprised?"

"For elves, camping is more deeply rooted in daily life... their perspective differs slightly. Deliberately enjoying it as an activity itself is quite rare."

By the way, I remember that among the northern elves, there are some who always live outdoors.
So maybe they don't consider camping or sleeping in the wild as a special experience.

"This is our castle! Hear me now, Huey, Ryle, and Claw—don't let any of the girls inside!"
Peter stood with his newly erected tent behind him, acting like a leader as he addressed Beatrice's sons and Claudio.

Elenia watched this scene with a cold, unimpressed gaze.
"I don't need you to tell me not to go in... and neither should you enter our tent," she muttered.

Peter tilted his head in confusion. "That's fine by me."

"Why are you like that! What's your standard even supposed to be?"

"Isn't it boring at night? Let's play over there instead."

"That kind of thing isn't supposed to be 'come into our tent' or anything, is it!?"

"Because this _is_ our 'castle.' Don't you get it? Castles aren't meant to be easily invaded."

"I don't care about whatever setting's running through your head... if any girl steps into a tent, I'll kill her. With poison."

"Why poison!? Isn't that supposed to be punches or blades or something!?"

"If we just beat or cut someone, they might claim it was an accident at the Spirit Spring later on."

"That kind of guaranteed lethal damage is terrifying..."

"So if you don't want to die, stay out. If you just want to play, do it outside."

The female leader, Elenia, and the male leader, Peter. At first glance, Elenia looks like the older sister, but in reality, the half-dwarf Peter is the elder brother.
Perhaps considering this ambiguity, Elenia no longer calls him "older brother," even though she used to when they were children.
...Though not for the same reason as when she suddenly stopped calling me "dad."

I joined Maia, Emma, and Rieda in the adult tent.
Laila isn't here today; she's traveling south with Naris.
With children nearby, I can't start anything inappropriate. Today, my role is purely supervision.
I tended the fire, set up poles as dusk fell, and strung up a predator-proof net around the tents.
The net spans about thirty meters wide. I thought that should be sufficient, but enclosing three tents leaves barely enough room.
Should I make it longer, or create a second one?
But using "Silken Chains" so recklessly isn't ideal either. There are plenty of other versatile materials available anyway. Besides, with three dragons around, a predator-proof net serves no real purpose—it's nothing more than "let's try this since we have it."
My camping gear is designed to handle various scenarios, including situations where no dragons are present.
In truth, I wonder if there will ever be a time in my life when no dragon is near me—but others might use these items too. If someone asks, "What kind of situation would require this?" I'd be stuck explaining further. So let's leave it at that.

"Anyway, I'm glad everyone seems to be having fun."
I murmured while arranging the firewood. Just moments ago, Peter and his three younger brothers had been joking around, tickling each other, and making a fuss—but now, approaching midnight, they've grown quiet.
I thought they'd grown quite a bit, but deep down, I still see them as children. That sudden burst of noise followed by an instant drop into sleep is uniquely childish.

...And then—
"...Dad ♪"

A dark elf girl named Kay peeks out from the girls' tent, waving with only her face visible.

"What's up? Something wrong?"

"Just hush now~♪"

"...Why?"

A bad feeling prickles through me as I brace myself. No way, right?

"Because Peter and the others are waking up~♪"

"...So there's some secret talk going on? And can I even come in? Won't you poison me?"

"Don't worry~♪"

I can't just ignore her, so I shove my face into the tent.

Suddenly, the girls inside grab me and pull me in.

"Whoa!?"

Elenia and Kay are perched on top of me as I tumble down—completely naked.

"This is way too open even for a tent where Peter and co. aren't allowed!?"

"Don't worry, don't worry~♪ We've locked the entrance cover and learned soundproofing magic~♪"

They're absolutely brimming with mischief.

Wait a minute. Even if I grant that it's okay to hook up with Elenia or Kay... what about Frena, who's already starting to undress while looking slightly anxious, asking "Are you really going to do this...?"? Well, let's give her the benefit of the doubt too.

Inside the tent is also Floria. She's been convinced by Elenia and co.'s lie that "it's our rule to marry Papa," but for now, she's still on the sane side.

"This can't be happening right in front of Ria!?"

"Eh? We've done it while other little kids were watching at the palace before."

"But showing Ria something like this is still too early! Naris will get mad!"

"If we don't say anything, it's fine. Right, Ria~♪"

"I... I can't... n-no..."

"As her older sister, I should protect her a bit more!"

"It's okay."

While Kay smiles brightly and helps them take off their pants one after another, Elenia and Kay both speak in unison:

"After all, everyone will become Papa's personal vibrator~♪"

"I've always thought that Kay's overly strong erotic ideology is dangerous!"

"But Ria wanted to see it too, right? Us doing our thing as vibrators...~♪"

"P-Papa and Mommy are hiding us!"

"...W-well, sorry. I didn't mean to leave you out. But honestly, it's not like Ria was bad for being hidden. In fact, wouldn't these three be the 'bad' ones?"

"Eh? Papa treats us like bad kids."

"Is it because your pussy technique isn't up to par?"

Elenia and Kay smoothly deflect with a cheeky grin.

Frena reaches for her last pair of panties...

"Mmm, it doesn't matter if you can't... as long as you can become Dad's dildo♪"

"S-so really... that's okay?"

"I was so grateful to Mom for giving birth to me the first time I did it. It felt wonderful♪"

Floria is a wicked older sister who tries her hardest to seduce him.
"Dad gets off so many times, non-stop! So from now on, all of us girls will be filled with his cum until our vaginas are completely messy and sloppy... I think you'll make a really cute face about it. Watch closely... this is what feeling a woman's happiness is like♪"

With a smooth motion, while passionately praising the bliss of being ravaged by her father in the dimly lit tent, she shamelessly removes her final piece of clothing—her own flesh and blood daughter.
Three females spread their legs to invite mating with their father.
Even though their brothers and younger siblings are sleeping just a few meters away, they cannot resist their twisted female instincts.

"Papa... may I have your penis?"

"Today too, please allow me to serve you by taking your cock deep inside my pussy♪"

"You can even impregnate me...♪"

"...Rea, I'm truly sorry for being such a father..."
Standing before the pure-looking younger sister, who hides her mouth but watches with intense curiosity.
He thrusts his raging member into one of his sisters' wet holes.
He begins to expose the real, earnest intercourse happening as the sisters straddle their father.

"Hnn...♪"

What floats in Floria's eyes is a mix of slight fear, strong interest, and intoxication by this abnormal situation.

"...I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry."

And then there are three more dragons. Please cover for us.

The next morning.
"Hey! Wake up, Ele, Frena! ...Wait, that won't open!"
Even though it's already bright outside, I had been fucking them in a three-person rotation all night long. While I was currently penetrating Elenia from behind, Peter called out from outside the tent, and I froze in sheer terror.

Before I could even think about what to do, Maia grabbed Peter by the throat outside and dragged him away somewhere.

"W-what?! Why are you silent?! Maia! Miss Maia!?"

"............"

Either she found explaining too troublesome or thought trying to cover it up would only make things worse, Maia left the tent without saying a word.

"...Eh, Ele... um... did you use your voice illusion properly?"

"...I forgot..."

"Hey!?"

Though I hesitate to scold them after ejaculating into all three daughters so thoroughly that they can't even get up together,

"...But it smells really bad..."

"I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry, Rea."

There was nothing left for the trapped Rea but to apologize.

Even with the help of the dragons, we barely managed to clean up the mess.
"...I think that was way too bold. Doing that while we were right here..."

Claudio said something to me with a deeply conflicted expression. Peter seemed not to understand, but Claudio appeared to have grasped everything.

"I want you to believe this. Your father truly only wanted for you all to enjoy the camping trip."

"...I'm not saying I don't believe it, but I think we should have anticipated how lewd Eren and the others would become."

"...As you say."

I was truly sorry for being such a flawed father. I am so sorry.

And then there was Floria.

"...That scent was incredible... yet somehow familiar."

She left behind a comment that put me in quite a predicament.

...Perhaps there had been mornings when Naris also carried that lingering scent?

"...I'll end up like that too, sooner or later."

"You really don't have to become like that."

Please don't give me that resigned look. I beg you.
Ten Years After 22
I've come to Tark today.
It's not the time of the Spirit Festival, but Diane-san and Cosmos-san have a backlog of tasks to clear, so I'm here to help with that. On top of that, I want to strengthen ties with Cosmos Tenpo and the Onyx Maid Group. After all, during festival seasons everyone is too busy; in peacetime, we can give each other our full attention.
Also, this trip includes searching for Kei-chan's mother. Even though I asked the Head Maid, she wouldn't tell me anything, so I have no choice but to investigate directly, including around the area. There's no way a mother-child relationship remains completely secret all the way in Tark.
I want to express my intention to recognize her and discuss Kei-chan's education. It might be futile, but... If we simply leave things as they are, more and more strange-minded daughters could emerge, so I must clearly convey my desire for proper upbringing for the future.

With that resolve in mind, as I walked through Carlos-san's garden, Janet, Diane-san's daughter, stopped me.

"Father, I have something I'd like to ask."

"What is it?"

I had nothing to hide; in fact, I was stepping forward to correct unhealthy thoughts into healthy ones, so I should have remained composed. Yet, being caught by my daughter while searching for a maid made me flustered.

Janet stared up at her father with an unreadable expression, then slowly pointed sideways.

At the tip of her finger stood a sand-colored tower about fifty meters away.

"I thought that tower had been there for a long time, but I heard you built it."

"Oh, I'm not a stonemason. I just gave the orders."

"Why did you build it? The Tower Emblem is supposed to be a single-corner organization. It doesn't make sense for your father, who serves Onyx, to construct such a thing."

That tower was named "Horn of Tark," becoming not only a new landmark in Tark but also, in essence, the new symbol of the Tower Emblem. Their offices are located inside it.

As for why it came to be... simply because Minister Ashton told us to do so.

"If you ask me why, I don't really know either. It feels like some kind of deal was struck with Onyx."

"...Is that how such a thing gets built?"

"I think it was also meant as a demonstration. For Laila and her people, it wasn't even a long-term job."

That's right.
It was built using dragons. More precisely, by Laila and the lizardmen from the surrounding areas who worship her.
Laila, whose body is that of a dragon, handled the rough labor, while the lizardmen worked efficiently under Diane-san's instructions for the detailed construction. Bringing together architectural techniques from elves and dark elves, they created something as sturdy as the collapsed tower once known in Tark—the "Tower Emblem"—yet so strong that it wouldn't be destroyed even by an unprecedented earthquake.
Diane-san said that if an earthquake capable of destroying this tower ever occurred, all the sun-dried brick buildings throughout the city would likely collapse before the tower itself did.
Since such durable structures are rare in this region, this effectively means Tark would fall when it does.
...But above all, having dragons build this carried a powerful message.
In other words, Onyx can easily surpass the work of the "Tower Emblem" whenever they choose—a clear display of superiority.
And by generously offering it to the "Tower Emblem," they outwardly showed full support while simultaneously emphasizing their absolute dominance: "This is all we consider its worth." Furthermore, by showcasing dragons, they issued a declaration: "If you defy us, we can destroy anything at any time."
...I suspect Minister Ashton was even more furious than Carlos-san after the Tower Emblem members caused trouble in the past.
Carlos-san merely subtly demonstrated the status of a ruler, whereas Minister Ashton chose to instill far greater fear.
Originally, he was the one who established the family motto: "Protect allies, reward friends, entertain guests, and kill enemies." While he has entrusted Carlos-san as the main pillar of the family to support national affairs, he is inherently someone with an even more extreme temperament.

...I explained these things vaguely to Janet.
The vagueness stems from the questionable reliability of my sources.
Minister Ashton continues to act erratically whenever he meets me—losing his temper over strange matters before being scolded by his family and leaving. The request to build that tower was also passed down through Diane-san. Even Carlos-san generally behaves similarly, making it difficult for me to gauge how serious they truly are or what exactly they're reacting against.

"Since the design was all Diane's and I didn't do any of the construction labor, and after I begged her to stop drinking in the heat instead of working outside, she somehow ended up building it anyway... so, is it really accurate to say that I built it?"

"...As usual, Father is truly formidable."

"He isn't formidable at all, is he?"

"While fully aware that he became the driving force behind a grand plan that intimidates the entire Tark, he speaks as if it were just some casual odd-job. Surely this should be something he boasts about for the rest of his life."

"Truthfully, I was only drinking alcohol at the time and wasn't even doing any side work... Besides, no matter how much construction a dragon undertakes, it's people like Mr. Carlos or Minister Ashton who give that work meaning. Only then can great power truly bring happiness to others. I'm not good at things like that."

Even now, I occasionally borrow the power of dragons, but I vividly realize that it doesn't always yield results proportional to its stated value.

Of course, if the goal is simply to slaughter monsters, a single command—"Go do it!"—can produce the expected outcome. But in human society, things don't work that way.

Careful consideration is needed regarding questions like "Who needs this?", "Can't some aspects of the problem be handled through other means?", and "How can we transform the fear instilled by the dragon's actions into something constructive?"... Without knowledge and experience, unexpected negative consequences are likely to arise.

Fortunately, Diane and Ielina usually serve as my brain trust, so I rarely make fatal mistakes.

I always marvel at those capable of such meticulous planning while simply telling the dragons, "Leave it to us," feeling that these achievements hardly seem like my own accomplishments.

"I hear about Father's great works everywhere we go. The mothers often boast, 'Your father did this,' yet he never shares anything with them."

"Eh? No, if you ask properly, I'll explain—just like I'm doing now."

"Truthfully, when no one asks, I can't even remember which accomplishments I've told whom about."

"U-uh, a-ah, no..."

Well, with hundreds of people around, it's undeniable that some details slip my mind.

As she hesitated, Janet suddenly looked away.

"...I'm sorry. That was a mean question. Since this is the only way I can speak to Father, I suppose he finds it bothersome."

"Eh?"

Wait, wait. Janet, that's a huge misunderstanding.

"I've never once thought you were bothersome!?"

"...It seems like you're trying to minimize the time you spend with me. You didn't even invite me to last week's camping event."

"Oh, no, I guess I wasn't very interested... Besides, since it involves fire and sharp objects, the idea was not to call younger children..."

"But Floria and Lyrel are my age..."

"...No, honestly, if you really wanted to go, I'm sorry."

"...To be honest, I'm just upset that you didn't ask me. I don't particularly want to go camping or anything."

"W-well, let's not push it too far... I was wrong about that."

Young though she is, Janet resembles Diane with her dignified demeanor and exceptional aptitude for both studies and athletics; yet here she is, pouting in an unusually childish manner. It's simultaneously troubling and endearing.

...I wonder if taking her along would have led to a disaster.

Floria still feels somewhat distant after the shock of witnessing Father and her sisters' first sexual encounter, and suddenly exposing Janet—who usually avoids such topics—to it might mean we'll never be able to talk openly again until she grows up.

When I mentioned this to Diane, she laughed.

"I don't think there's anything to worry about. She's not a girl who lacks intuition. It's already clear that Elenia and Frena are utterly infatuated with their father."

"But isn't having actual sex completely different from just talking about it?"

"I never told her to stay away from the palace. She's naturally curious. I'm sure she's seen at least one thing you're doing in the palace."

"...!?"

"There is only one thing I can say: do not treat me harshly. You may be just one among hundreds to you, but to me, you are my only daughter. I cannot bear to see her grieve for lacking parental love."

"Is that the kind of thing you'd say when there are already several girls who've crossed the line into loving you?"

"If she wishes it, then I will stand by her side."

She appears calm and composed, yet Diane seems quite influenced by Selen's words.
Ashton Minister clearly dislikes seeing his daughters in such a state of undress, so allowing this here feels somewhat contradictory to me.

Later, while quietly patrolling the estate to gather information about Kay's mother, I stumbled upon Kay talking with Janet.

"I see. You wish to get along better with your master as well?"

"He is also your father. Why not call him 'father'?"

"No. Before being a daughter, I am a maid and a sex toy."

At this point, I desperately wanted to interject, but since I was sneaking around, I couldn't make a move.

"If you seek an answer from me, we'll take that as your application to join our 'Daughter Dildo Collection'."

"D-dildo? What's that?"

"It's a device designed to stimulate your master's genitals and induce ejaculation."

This is definitely beyond the point of no return.

Just as I decided to stop sneaking and approach boldly, several maids restrained me and shoved me into the servants' quarters.

"W-what are you doing! As her father, I have a duty to protect Janet from ideological contamination!"

"Miss Janet is wise; don't worry, she can distinguish between knowledge and ideology."

"And we are on Kay's side."

"I'd really like some allies once in a while!"

"That's kind of you, Master... but given your current roots in Polka and Tark, cutting off sexual knowledge is no longer feasible?"

"No, I'm not trying to cut it off... I just hope you can grow up cherishing yourself..."

Honestly, I know that once I've been pushed aside by Eleri and the others, my words lack persuasiveness.
I understand that, yet I still want to be heard. All I really want is to be a normal father. That's all there is to it.
