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  Extra 1: The Hornless Ogre and the Older Sister
The Hornless Ogre and the Older Woman
Ogres are a race with one to three horns on their heads and are generally a giant-like species. While not quite as colossal as the giant tribes said to dwell beyond the western seas, in the Northwestern Plains—including Trot Celesta—they are arguably the strongest in terms of raw physical power.

Their innate size and strength guarantee combat prowess that renders ordinary weapons almost irrelevant. According to the official tactical index of the Celesta army, if a fully armored standard human male and a lightly equipped dwarf are both rated as one, then an unarmed ogre male is equivalent to 2.5. In other words, no matter how heavily armored a human soldier is, engaging even two unarmed ogres is considered a military taboo.

Equip them with proper weaponry, and their combat rating instantly jumps to five—equivalent to a single cavalry charge. The ogres’ boisterous fighting style makes them the stars of any battlefield.

Against such ogre warriors, an ace knight capable of holding his own against even five of them single-handedly is a rare breed indeed—one can only imagine how exceptional such a figure must be.

But enough digression.

The ogres' immense size and, at times, monstrous appearance are generally perceived as grotesque by humans—a sentiment even the ogres themselves acknowledge. Of course, ogres don’t find humans particularly beautiful either. In their eyes, human women are "too slender and weak to inspire confidence," and while "cute, they fail to arouse desire—more like livestock than lovers."

Naturally, ogres have their own aesthetic standards. A different balance of sexual sensibilities. Ogresque women may not be as muscular as the men, but they are undeniably tall, with a species-specific trait: exceptionally flexible genitalia capable of accommodating an ogre’s average 50-centimeter-long member (even shifting internal organs instinctively to make room).

Furthermore, ogre women are generally energetic, and in some regions, matriarchal societies with polyandrous marriages persist. Tall, spirited, and strong enough to take on men—such a woman is considered "beautiful" in ogre culture, the polar opposite of the demure, idealized lady of human society.

Thus, even in Celesta, where interracial marriage is legally recognized, unions between ogres and humans are rare. Despite coexisting in society, they are viewed as almost entirely "different species," unlike humans and elves.

Amidst this, there exists an ogre youth who has overcome numerous hurdles to win a human lover.

Arnie Boyd. A rookie trooper in the Celesta Northern Army’s Crossbow Corps, stationed near Basson, a trading city in northern Celesta, holding the rank of Private.

This is the story of that miraculous couple. Or rather—perhaps "miraculous" is overstating it. But it’s still pretty remarkable.

* * *

In Basson, shared horse-drawn carriages circulate through the city. They don’t go fast and stop frequently to pick up and drop off passengers, but the fares are cheap, and they’re reasonably accommodating. It’s a public service run by retired riding horses taking leisurely strolls.

Silvia McReynolds boarded one of these shared carriages, requesting to be taken to the Great Arena on the opposite side of town.

That day, a magic show was scheduled at the arena.

Here, "magic" doesn’t refer to sleight-of-hand tricks but genuine sorcery. Once a year, researchers from the Capital University’s School of Magic tour Celesta, performing visually entertaining spells to earn research funding.

This annual magic show was Silvia’s favorite event of the year.

“…♪”

“You seem in high spirits, miss.”

The coachman’s words drew a beaming smile from Silvia.

“Yes! I always look forward to the magic show.”

“Oh, that time of year, is it? Well, I suppose I’ll take a gander while I deliver you.”

“You’d regret missing it, old man!”

“Hah hah hah, well, as long as no other passengers need the carriage to the arena.”

Pock-pock, pock-pock. The carriage rumbled along toward the Great Arena at a leisurely pace.

Arnie had shopping duty that day.

Kelly Isaac, my boss and the squad leader, and I were hauling a handcart to Basson together.

"Why do we always get stuck with shopping duty?"

"Shoulda just made some human give it a shot."

Complaining about shopping duty is the same old song and dance.

But there was a reason why _we_ were grumbling.

Arnie (Plain Ogre, 6'7") and Kelly (Bull Ogre, 10'2") couldn't fit in a regular carriage.

Well, technically, the troop transport carriages _could_ accommodate ogres, but we couldn’t sit on the driver’s bench.

So when it was our turn, we had to use this handcart instead. Even for the strongest of ogre-kind, doing a job that horses could handle was pretty damn frustrating.

"Besides, the ceiling in that Basson general store is ridiculously low."

"At your height, you're practically crawling on all fours in there."

"I swear, before you came along, I used to place orders there and some brat pointed at me yelling, 'Look, a cow's shopping!' to their friends!"

"…Huh."

Bull Ogres are a small ethnic group clustered near the Desert Great Labyrinth in Central Celesta, generally having bovine features. Kelly getting called "cow" was nothing new, so Arnie didn’t know how to react.

Kelly didn’t seem particularly bothered either; he just sighed.

"When they say that, I go full muscle pose and yell, 'I'm an OGRE, not a cow!'"

"…Muscle pose, huh?"

"It's hilarious. Try it next time some kid tries to mess with you."

Kelly Isaac. Surprisingly, he likes kids.

"But the last time, I was so hunched over I couldn’t even strike a pose. They called me a cow, and I couldn’t deny it, and it pissed me off!"

"…If only they’d build things in our size range…"

"Yeah, right."

Due to architectural limitations (castles and military facilities aside), that wasn’t exactly happening with civilian housing.

The two of us groaned as we dragged the handcart down the main street, finally stopping in front of our usual general store.

Basson was currently one of the fastest-growing cities in Celesta.

"Fast growth" meant a lot of construction work, and plenty of ogre laborers. A pair of ogres wasn’t particularly unusual.

"Alright, Boyd. You take the order."

"Me?"

"I’ll never forget that humiliation."

"…Huh."

Well, Arnie could squeeze in if he bent over a bit. He took the reins and headed into the store.

That’s when it happened.

**BOOM!!**

"Uwaaaah!?"

"W-What was that!?"

A deafening roar, like thunder itself, echoed across the azure sky. The ground trembled beneath our feet.

Arnie and Kelly jumped.

Not just the two of them were surprised—people from all over town peeked out, eyes darting around.

Then, a carriage sped past at breakneck speed, rounding the corner right in front of them.

"Hyaaah!!"

An old man tumbled off the driver’s seat as it went by.

"W-what happened? What was that!?"

"M-my horse got spooked and won’t listen anymore… ickk!"

"Grandpa!?"

Kelly helped him up (or rather, picked him up), but the old man was in obvious agony. He seemed to have broken his arm.

"Damn it, we need a doctor…"

"W-wait a minute! There’s still someone in that carriage! A girl!"

"What?!"

The carriage was careening out of control, barely staying upright.

If that kept up, who knew what would happen? Kelly gritted her teeth.

"Damn it."

"Commander! We’ve got to do something about that!"

Arnie clapped Kelly on the shoulder.

Kelly snapped to attention and looked at him.

"...You think we can?"

"We’re the strongest Celesta soldiers, after all."

"I said it."

Arnie was young and full of dreams for the military—the kind of things that seemed obvious but were actually hard, like being the first to help civilians in danger.

After years in service, the heart that made swinging a sword worthwhile sometimes faded into the background.

Kelly grinned. An ox ogre’s face looked terrifying when smiling, but Arnie found that grin more reassuring than anything else.

"Let’s go!! Follow me, Void!"

"Uss!"

The two ogres took off running. The citizens of Basson gasped at the sheer force of their sprinting giants.

An ogre’s massive size was an advantage even while moving.

A trained ogre’s run was fast in proportion to its enormous lower body. They might not catch a bare horse, but they could manage a heavy carriage like that.

But those dozen seconds before deciding had made a difference—they still couldn’t quite close the gap after running several hundred meters.

"Damn it… Void, at this rate, we’ll reach Main Street!"

"Uss!"

"It’s now or never—jump!"

"...Huh?"

Arnie couldn’t follow Kelly’s plan at first. Of course not. No matter how well-maintained this road was, jumping wouldn’t make him go any faster.

But Kelly was a First Sergeant, and he had a reputation for sudden tactical brilliance. Sure, he looked like an ox, but his head wasn’t as dim-witted as his face suggested.

_"I’ll chuck you forward, then you gotta yank those passengers outta the carriage!"_

"_…Huh? Wha—!?"_

Even so, it was a crazy plan.

But Arnie believed in Kelly’s competence as a First Sergeant. If he said they could do it, they could.

"_…Alright, I’m game!"_

"_Oooh—UUUUUHHHHHAAAH!!"_

Instant decision. Kelly grabbed Arnie’s arm and bulged out every muscle in his body. This hulking mass seemed to grow even larger with the sheer rate of expansion.

Then, using that power, he launched Arnie forward as hard as he could.

"_Ugh… oh, ohhhhhh!!_"

Arnie spun through the air. Seven meters above Basson’s Main Street, tracing a perfect parabola—

"_Owgh!_"

_Thud._ He slammed onto the carriage roof—or rather, crashed through it and embedded himself in the wood.

"_Eek!_"

Silvia McReynolds, who was inside, went rigid with terror. The carriage had been careening out of control when an ogre suddenly burst through the roof—it was terrifying.

But Arnie shook his head and pushed himself up.

The end of Main Street was coming into view, where a tavern stood. If the horses kept running at full speed, they’d inevitably crash into it, unable to turn.

It was right there.

Arnie, half-stuck in the carriage, felt panic rise.

"_Ugh, aaaaaah!!_"

Thoughts vanished. Instinctively, he reached out and grabbed something soft—

_THWACK!!_

A moment later, the horses tried to turn, but the carriage couldn’t follow. As expected, it tilted and slammed into the wall.

* * *

Arnie woke up two days later.

"_…Void! Void’s awake!"_

In the fluffy blankets of the town clinic, Arnie shifted slightly. His joints creaked, but all five limbs seemed intact.

Seeing him like that, First Sergeant Diene breathed a sigh of relief.

Hearing Diene’s voice, Silvia McReynolds was the first to rush into the room and throw herself at Arnie.

"_You’re okay…!!_"

The girl he’d saved.

Arnie’s last act had been to protect Silvia unharmed.

Amidst the collision with the wall and the crushing of the carriage, Arnie’s massive hand had managed to protect Sylvia.

When Sylvia awoke, the first thing she saw was Arnie, gently holding her as he himself had half-destroyed the mortar wall in her defense.

And then…

“…Um. I’ll take care of Mr. Void from now on!”

“No, no, that’s alright.”

“You’re my lifesaver, so please let me!”

“…U-uh, well…”

Overwhelmed by her insistence, he ended up having Sylvia help him with everything—meals, even his trips to the privy—for the next ten days.

Then, a month passed.

“…Isaac, squad leader. Could we maybe switch tomorrow’s cleaning duty?”

“Oh? What’s this, Void? You and that human girl going on a date or something?”

“…I’d prefer you not be so surprised. It seems like it.”

“…Wh-what?!?”

Kelly stood up with a _thunk_, shouting. The other soldiers gathered around, asking what was going on.

“What’s the matter? Explain yourself, Isaac.”

“Y-yes, Symon. This idiot here says he’s going on a date with a human girl.”

“No way.”

“Yeah, it’s true.”

“What’s the deal, Void!”

“N-no, I mean, I have no idea either.”

The next day, Arnie stood at their meeting spot in full regalia: Kelly’s old sea-beast leather jacket, the belt and armlets Andy had crafted, a shirt freshly cleaned by Diane, and a pair of cool shoes Anzeros had picked out.

“…………”

He wondered if he was being teased. The parchment was too good for mockery, and the letter itself overflowed with sincerity.

──Arnie-kun. A date invitation.
Let’s go to the arena together this Sunday afternoon.
I’ll be waiting in front of that tavern, believing you’ll come.
Sincerely,
Sylvia

The tavern wall was still unrepaired. Painful memories resurfaced.

Arnie’s single horn had snapped cleanly in half from the impact.
“…I wonder if my horn is still there.”

On a whim, he approached the collapsed wall. Carefully scanning the ground, he spotted what he was looking for—half-buried in the dirt.

“…Haha, found it.”

“What’s that?”

"U-uh, Sylvia!?"

"Hello, Arnie."

Sylvia stood close, peering over Arnie’s shoulder. He was so nervous he barely noticed her there.

"Uh… well…"

"Yeah. It's okay if you don't want to say it. More importantly… huh?"

"Y-yeah! I get it!"

She turned her palm up and offered her hand. Arnie gently placed his on top, at the base of her fingers.

"...A-really? A date with me... are you serious?"

"Did you think I was kidding?"

"...But I'm an Ogre, after all…"

Ever since Sylvia realized Arnie was only a year younger than her, she’d suddenly started acting like an older sister.
For the record: Arnie’s eighteen. Sylvia’s nineteen.
Even for someone young, an Ogre’s face is intimidating and scary. Sylvia, leaning against him playfully or sometimes almost protectively, was a striking mismatch.

"Hehe… you know, I kinda like your hands, Arnie."

"?!"

"...I don’t know why. But when you grabbed me tight back then, wrapped me up, it gave me this little _kun_ feeling. It was so warm."

"Huh."

"Is that bad?"

"...Huh?"

"Why I like you."

"Eh?! What?!"

Arnie flustered at her casual "I like you." Sylvia grinned, clearly amused by his innocent reaction, and squeezed his index finger—about the size of a child’s arm.

"Once you start liking someone, it’s weird, isn’t it? Like, no matter what they do, they just seem cute."

"U-uh… c-cute?"

"Mmm~"

Arnie had never been called cute before, so he made an odd face. Sylvia pulled on his finger and happily led him toward the arena.

The arena wasn’t hosting any events that day.

On days like this, it was open to the public—athletes practicing, people playing ball games—it was a place for citizens to relax. Since there were no spectators, the stands they entered were nearly empty.

"Turns out, it was all because of that magic show."

"?!"

"That _thud_ sound. The one that scared the horse."

"Oh… I see."

The Capital University’s Magic Research Department only studies magic; they don’t have any particularly skilled practitioners.
Even if something goes wrong, the magical force is small, and the damage is far less than alchemy experiments—so there’s even a sense that some failures are tolerated like minor disasters.
"And it almost killed someone! That’s just not cool."

"Yeah. Seriously. If Arnie had died, I might've hated magic shows forever."

"...We're not gonna die that easily, you know? You were the one who almost died, Silvia."

"Yeah... but, you know, I'm a little grateful. If that hadn't happened, I never would've met Arnie."

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

Arnie's face turned bright red. He hunched his large frame and scratched his head.

His overly obvious and innocent reaction made Silvia blush too.

They spent the next few minutes staring at each other in awkward silence, so Silvia changed the subject to break the tension.

"By the way, when I was little, I couldn't see anything when I came to the arena. My dad always carried me on his shoulders."

"H-huh."

"When my dad carried me, the whole world looked different. I begged him for it until I was pretty big."

She smiled and leaned back against Arnie's shoulder in a pleading voice.

"...Arnie, can you carry me on your shoulders?"

"R-really!?"

"No? I thought if you were as big as Arnie, you could probably carry someone like me."

"N-no, well, carrying a couple of humans is easy... but, uh, I'd be touching your butt, wouldn't I?"

"...Pfft. Ahahahahaha!!"

Silvia burst out laughing at Arnie's ridiculously awkward words. Arnie looked puzzled, wondering if he'd said something strange.

"It's okay, it's okay! Shoulder rides are on the house! Come on, let me carry you!"

"O-okay... here I go."

Arnie carefully lifted Silvia onto his shoulders, trying to support her waist and knees as much as possible.
Silvia's view instantly rose. The world changed.
"Wow... amazing, amazing!"
"...Uh, well..."
Arnie felt like his head was being squeezed, and his chest bumped against her nape, making him feel uneasy. After a few seconds, he noticed that Silvia's skirt was a bit short, and he panicked, realizing he'd be flashing her underwear to the whole arena if he didn't do something. He frantically shifted his body slightly.
His movements made it look like he was trying to calm Silvia down, and she giggled like a child.

They did that for a while until Silvia suddenly started patting Arnie's head.

Arnie waited, wondering what she was doing, when he heard a curious voice from above.

"...Arnie, your horn... on the left... it's not there. Was it always like that?"

"No. I used to have one."

Not that long ago, though. It had only been a few years, but Arnie decided to brag a little. Using the word "used to" made him feel older and a bit more important.

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

She seemed to be waiting for him to continue, so Arnie cleared his throat.

"It's not really something I talk about much, but... I'm from an ogre colony near the border with Affilum. There was a dragon palace nearby."

"Yeah, yeah."

"I once saved a dragon all by myself, right there. He was super grateful and gave me one of his treasure as thanks."

"That's amazing!"

Dragons. The strongest and most solitary of all races. They have no dealings with other species, forming hidden settlements called Dragon Palaces where they live in isolation.

Their treasures are astronomically valuable, the object of every adventurer’s desire.

"I brought it back to the colony… but they decided I must’ve stolen a dragon’s treasure and got _super_ mad at me."

"Huh…?"

"As punishment, they pulled out one of my horns. It hurt like hell."

Arnie had helped the dragon purely by chance.
While hunting in the mountains, Arnie came across a young dragon who had collapsed from fever.

Dragons are a different species from flying dragons. They have an intelligence gap comparable to that between monkeys and humans, and dragonkind usually live in humanoid form. If they lived in their true form, even the vast Dragon Palaces wouldn’t be enough, and their settlements wouldn’t remain hidden.

Seeing the young dragon in such a state, Arnie, despite his awe of the legendary creatures, was still just a child himself, so he bravely carried him on his back all the way to the Dragon Palace.

Grateful for his kindness, the dragon offered him one of his treasures. A beautiful dragon’s jewel, an unblemished and indestructible gemstone of the highest quality.

The adults were speechless when Arnie returned with it.

There was no way a dragon would give such a valuable item to a child. They concluded he must have sneaked into the Dragon Palace and taken it as a prank.

And, arbitrarily fearing retribution and arbitrarily assigning penance,

they pinned their ears back, held down Arnie as he screamed that he hadn’t lied, and pulled out one of his horns as punishment. Then they ordered him to climb the mountain and apologize to the dragon. Even young Arnie could feel that the adults intended him as a sacrifice.

"The wound from the pulled-out horn was agonizing, and it started raining, so it was a terrible night. I staggered into the Dragon Palace and apologized like I was told… then the dragon person apologized _to me_ and cried. Said they’d done something terrible and asked for forgiveness. They were the ones who gave me the treasure, but seeing my wound made them cry so much, which made me really happy."

"...Arnie, you..."

"But as a sacrifice, I couldn’t go back. So I just had the dragon person treat my wound, and then I left Quieca to become a soldier… In my hometown, they probably think I’m dead. Hahaha."

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

"So, honestly, I like other races more than ogres. When people from other races are nice to me, it makes me so happy. It makes me feel like I’m allowed to live. Ah, um, but I never thought someone as beautiful as Sylvia would say they liked me, so I’m just flustered today, hahaha."

"...I'm sorry!!"

"Haha...huh?"

Suddenly being apologized to from above his head startled Arnie. He knew the conversation had gotten emotional, but he hadn’t expected an apology.

But Sylvia simply stroked his broken right horn with her finger, then clung to Arnie’s large head and burst into tears.

"Ugh, s-sorry… I, I, I just kind of fell for you because you’re so big, and I said I liked you… ugh, sorry… even though you broke your horn, it was my fault it broke, even though it was your last horn."

"I-it’s okay, the root’s still there, so the right one will grow back."

"But, but oh… ugh… I, I don’t know how to handle this… I don’t understand how much I like you, how heavy it is… I’m sorry, I’ll learn to like you properly… Arnie, I’ll like you properly again…"

"C-calm down, calm down. I, I don’t need you to like me properly, I’m just happy Sylvia likes me."

"Arnieeeeee! Uuuuuuuuuuuuuuugh!!"

Sylvia was overcome with emotion and began sobbing uncontrollably.

Arnie was troubled. Very troubled.

Sylvia continued to sniffle and cry until sunset.

"...Sorry, Arnie, I got a little lost because I felt sorry for you."

"Haha… well, I guess it’s good I got to see Sylvia’s cute side."

She’d been right behind me the whole time, so I hadn’t seen her.

Sylvia rubbed her nose vigorously, then frowned and looked up at Arnie with a serious expression.

“Well, then, let’s start again… I, Sylvia McReynolds, really do like you, Arnie.”

“Y-yes.”

“…So, um…”

“…………”

“…………”

A stall. Sylvia flushed and lowered her gaze, and Arnie’s face burned as he stared blankly ahead.

Then, in the corner of Arnie’s wide field of vision, he saw a familiar bull-like face.
“!?!”

Kelly. And at his feet, Andy.

Andy was sitting with his legs crossed, thumb pointed down in a silent boos gesture—so childish.

Kelly clenched his fists and pumped them up and down in front of his face, signaling, “Go! Just go!”

_What are those guys even doing?_ Arnie stared in bewilderment for a moment before finally grasping the meaning behind Kelly’s “go!” signal.

That’s right. Arnie had to move forward. This was _that_ kind of scene.

“Um…”

Sylvia snapped her head up at Arnie’s voice.

Arnie crouched down, locked eyes with her earnestly, and said,
“I… I really like you too, Sylvia… I mean, I want to be your boyfriend.”

“…Yes!”

Sylvia leaned in smoothly, pressing the delicate lips of a maiden against the massive, ogre-like lips of an Orc.

The setting sun sliced across the mountain ridgeline, casting a gentle shadow over the lovers.

* * *

“Smyth, Squad Leader.”

“Huh? Oh, it’s you, the boy-dwarf with a girlfriend.”

“U-um… I wanted to ask about _her_.”

“Tch. What is it this time? You want another custom accessory? My sense of style isn’t great, so I can’t just whip those up every other day.”

“Well, it’s kind of an accessory…”

“…Oh, is that so? Alright then, wait here a sec.”

Sylvia usually worked at a corner deli in Basson City, frying up snacks.

That night, Arnie showed up unannounced—something rare for him.

“Sorry, the sign’s already out… Oh, Arnie.”

“Sylvia. Uh… could you, like, take this?”

Suddenly, Sylvia was presented with a small accessory.

It was a necklace Andy had made himself—Arnie’s horns were lacquered and drilled, then strung on a thin chain.

"Uh… this is…"

"Yeah. I… I want my horns to be held by someone I love."

"Ugh, damn it! Listen up, you guys. Right now, I’m stuck in some backwater like this, but back home, there’s a _hottie_—big boobs, a tight waist, and she’s _totally_ in love with me! And get this, she’s even a half-elf!"

"Ah, here we go again. Smaysun Tenth Captain’s inner monologue about his imaginary girlfriend is back."

"Is that all you got? Hey, Camisaaan, time to settle the bill."

"I said it’s _not_ in my head! She’s _actually_ Void’s girlfriend, okay?! You morons, listen up, you idiots!"

The Crossbow Squad was once again a peaceful gathering of various races sharing drinks.
A Hornless Ogre’s First Time
A steady drizzle fell from the sky.

_Another chance missed,_ thought the lovestruck maiden, sighing. She thought she’d become a sensible adult, but she had to admit she was still shedding her childish skin.

"Haa… I want to see him."

Even though she knew she should restrain herself, her heart raced. The other party was a soldier, stationed at an outpost that took an hour’s walk from town. It couldn’t be helped if they couldn’t meet often.

And if the weather turned foul, she’d have to trudge through that hour-long journey soaked to the bone. Thinking about catching a cold made it impossible for her to go.

Still…

"…I wish we could see each other even just once a week."

She found herself wanting to meet only once a week. Like a child eagerly awaiting a picnic, only to be betrayed by the sky—she knew it was childish and impatient of her, but still, the thought of not seeing him for another week made her heart sink.

"What’s with that gloomy face, Silvia? Care for a drink?"

Her mother tapped on the sake barrel across the counter.

"No thanks. It’s not even late afternoon yet."

"Haha, is it? Well, at nineteen, you probably don’t feel like it."

"Whether you’re thirty or forty, someone who tries to pick up a girl on her day off in the middle of the day isn’t worth much."

"You’re so serious. Just like your old man’s only daughter."

"That has nothing to do with Mom."

Her mother was a teacher at the Primary Academy, and her father was a bureaucrat. It couldn’t be denied that she came from a strictly proper household, but Silvia thought alcohol was best enjoyed at night, after which she could just sleep.

By the way, drinking was permitted in Celesta from the age of seventeen, so there were no age-related issues.

"…Haa."

She sighed, gazing up at the dark sky through the doorway. Usually, her beloved Arnie’s massive frame would be standing absentmindedly at that street corner, but today, she felt lonely and ate her lunch—gratin—with a drooping spirit.

Silvia McReynolds (Human Female, 19 years old, 152 cm tall) and Arnie Boyd (Ogre Male, 18 years old, 277 cm tall) had been dating for three months.

An unspoken rule of rendezvous had formed between them.

Around noon on Sundays, they would meet in front of the tavern on the edge of town that Arnie’s unit, the Crossbow Brigade, frequented—if their schedules allowed. Then, they’d spend time together happily, going to the arena or having a picnic in the mountains.

Ideally, they could communicate more often, but Arnie’s Crossbow Brigade barracks were far away. Because it was the military, it was hard to approach, and even if they tried to contact each other by letter, paper was still too expensive for frequent use.

Even if Arnie came to see her, Silvia worked on weekdays. And with strict curfews at home, and both her parents being stiff-necked people, she hadn’t been able to introduce Arnie to them yet. There was no way they could meet.

So, all they could do was wait for their usual rendezvous, and if it went well, go on their usual date.

Since they started dating, their love had only grown stronger, and Silvia, who wanted to be with him every waking moment, found such a waiting relationship unbearably frustrating. But she couldn’t bring herself to take any drastic action for fear of inconveniencing Arnie. Every day, she scolded herself, reminding herself that she was the older one.

"Haa."

"What’s wrong? You look gloomy in this rain—did you get a boyfriend you want to go on a date with?"

The tavern owner asked Silvia casually as she watched her.

"…………?"

Sylvia looked a little bewildered.

Even though she hadn’t exactly been hiding her relationship with Arnie from her parents, she certainly hadn’t thought she was keeping it a secret. Especially not at this bar—it was right in front of their usual meeting spot; she’d assumed her mother would’ve noticed something.

"...So?"

"Oh my, oh my, oh my."

Her mother gave Sylvia a lecherous grin in response to her deadpan answer.

"Finally, Sylvie’s got a boyfriend—what a scoop! Why didn’t you tell me sooner?"

"Tell _me_ what?"

"Well, now."

Grinning mischievously, her mother pretended to poke her with her plump elbow. Of course, the elbow couldn’t actually reach Sylvia across the counter.

"Sylvie’s such a beauty and so proper—she’s famous for it. The men who’ve been rejected by her are countless. Impenetrable, aloof, pure as the driven snow… the high princess of the neighborhood."

"...Rejected? I don’t think so."

Ever since elementary school, Sylvia had certainly had a few persistent suitors. But somehow, she just never felt the right connection and turned them all down.

Looking back, it’s no wonder she found them lacking. They didn’t have that dependable strength to protect her when needed, that gentle warmth to envelop her, that pure sincerity that made her want to be with them, or even that easygoing atmosphere where they could spend hours together without a care.

In that sense, Sylvia had high standards, and Arnie was an extraordinary exception.

But she’d never thought of herself as some unattainable high princess. Most guys were the type to hit on every woman they saw, and she just figured she was a perfectly ordinary girl who kept her distance from romance.

"Maybe everyone else is just more casual about dating."

"Hmph. Catching a man these days is like going to war. The prince isn’t exactly going to come riding in on a white horse, so if you’ve got a chance to snag one right under your nose, you can’t be too picky."

"...I guess. Still feels weird."

He’d come for her. Maybe not a prince, but at least the ideal guy _for_ Sylvia.

Thinking about it, she felt incredibly lucky. And since he was genuinely serious about her, she figured she couldn’t complain about not seeing him for a week or so.

Her mother gave her an odd look as Sylvia suddenly broke into a smile.

"Oh my, the crow that cried is laughing now."

"...Yeah. I just realized I might be pretty happy."

"...Well, whatever. Let me know if you feel like telling Old Woman about Sylvie’s *boi—*friend."

"Yeah… though I think she already knows."

"Really? The young thing Old Woman keeps watching… hmm… could it be Anzeros?"

"...Who’s that?"

"There’s this super-handsome soldier around here."

"Nope. Heh heh!"

No matter how handsome or rugged, Arnie was in a league of his own—Sylvia was quite serious about that. Once you fell for someone, their flaws became endearing.

And so, feeling much better, Sylvia stood up to leave the bar.

A beautiful woman with a smile is far more captivating than one with a frown.

Unbeknownst to her, half the men in the bar were already staring at Sylvia.

It was only natural that the drunks stuck inside due to the rain would develop a little lustful interest in a single girl.

"Hey, cutie. Pour me a drink, will ya? You got nothing better to do, right?"

One of the drunks grabbed Sylvia’s arm. Her mom had retreated to the kitchen, so she wasn’t watching.

"Y-You… what are you doing!?"

"What? Can’t a fella get a pour from someone as cute as you? I’m asking for a drink. And maybe some fun while we’re at it, huh?"

"N-No!"

"Just do it, come on!"

Sylvia was yanked roughly. She stumbled and fell to the floor.

"Oops, sorry… my hand slipped."

The drunk slapped up her skirt with his hand. Her underwear was exposed, and the other drunks cheered.

"Haha, give us a little more service, why don’t ya? I ain’t gonna eat you or nothing."

"N-No…"

Sylvia shrank back in terror.

She knew for sure there wasn’t a single ally around.

Her mom and the military police would probably get revenge on this drunk eventually, but the thought of what he might do to her before then made her dizzy.

"Here…"

The drunk reached out. Sylvia crawled away just a few centimeters.

Then, a giant hand intervened.

"Huh?"

"Dude… that’s not cool."

Sylvia had crawled under the table, so she couldn’t see the whole picture. Still, she instantly recognized the soaked hand and the quiet voice.

"Ah… Arnie?!"

She was scared. And now he’d come to help her again.

Inside Sylvia, something that had already been at its breaking point shifted with a _click_.

The moment when liking someone turned into loving them, and then into love.

Even just the hand was enough to deliver the final blow to Sylvia’s maiden heart.

"You little punk, just because you’re a bit bigger doesn’t mean some half-baked ogre gets to mess with me."

The man was a mercenary from the docks. He had some skill in his hands.

Even drunk, he wasn’t about to let a young ogre get the better of him.

But.

"Hmph, cheap sword. Not even properly maintained."

He reached out to teach the ogre a lesson, only to find no sword there. A young man was casually inspecting it.

It was Andy.

"Hey kid, don’t touch someone else’s sword…"

"Oh, uh, put the drink down for a sec."

Just as I reached for Andy, my head was plucked up by a finger even bigger than the ogre's from before.

With a _crack_, my head was twisted and rotated 180 degrees like turning a screw, revealing a massive bull ogre’s face where it had been.

"Ugh!"

I couldn’t help but recoil. Facing two ogres empty-handed was way too terrifying.

Andy, Arnie, and Kelly were cheerfully heading to the tavern in the rain.

Even Andy and Kelly wanted to drink on their day off, just like Arnie. At first, they’d tried to sneak out without him, leaving him in charge of counting the weapons, but Arnie had pleaded with a tearful face, "I was actually planning to meet Sylvia today, she might be waiting!" So they reluctantly finished up quickly and came along.

"Normally, I mess with guys who have girlfriends."

"Show a little maturity for once, Smason. You can bully Void later."

"That's true."

"... Uh, am I getting bullied?"

_Of course,_ Andy and Kelly thought, but they couldn’t do something as cruel as ditching Arnie while a girl waited in the rain. They were soft at heart after all.

And so, the three of them marched into the tavern singing a marching song in the rain, only to find Sylvia in a huge pinch as soon as they opened the door.

They were pretty pissed off, even more than it looked like.

"Hey, drunkard. There are three things I can’t stand in this world: shops with low ceilings, green parsley, and people who make their subordinates miserable."

Kelly raised his hand high and lectured the drunkard. A 3-meter-tall bull ogre’s outstretched arm was nearly 5 meters long. Even in a two-story tavern favored by ogres, he could pull the guy up so high he’d hit the ceiling, sobering even the most drunken of drunks.

"Hey! You ogre bastard! Do you think the constabulary will just ignore this?!"

The drunkard ranted and raved. Kelly exchanged a look with Andy and shrugged, chuckling.

"A drunk who tries to assault a woman has a lot of nerve."

"Tell me about it... Remember this, you human scum: in Celesta, ogres can be constables or elite soldiers. Our Arnie might even become an Ace Knight. Here, idiots are hated more than ogres or half-elves!"

Still holding his head, Kelly _whooshed_ the man away.

The drunkard crashed through the wooden window and out into the rain, and Kelly struck a muscle pose without missing a beat.

Overwhelmed by the sheer presence, the whole tavern applauded.

"You scumbag... Hey, Isaac, let’s break this sword."

"Don’t break it. We can use it for drinks and give it to your wife."

"Well, maybe half of today’s tab. ... Alright, let’s drink!"

"Yeah!"

Andy and Kelly got hyped up and crowded the counter, immediately getting yelled at by their wives. "You idiots, you didn’t have to break the window!" But even as she scolded them, her voice was a little softer than usual, having watched the whole thing with bated breath since they’d returned around the same time as Arnie.

"Sorry, Sylvia. I’ll make sure we get guards during the day from now on."

"Y-yes."

Sylvia clung to Arnie like she was holding onto his life. She was blushing bright red, completely smitten with him again.

Finally, even the oblivious wives realized who Sylvia’s "boyfriend" was. They had no idea that the handsome Sylvia would be dating a hulking ogre.

"... More importantly, you ogre kid, you’ll catch a cold if you stay soaking wet like that."

"Oh, well, I’m fine."

"Don’t be shy. Go wipe yourself off in room 3 upstairs. No one’s using it today. There are towels in the closet."

"Hah, haaah."

"Silvia, you should help him out."

"Eh…?"

That was the best she could muster in terms of consideration. Uncharacteristically for her age, she winked at him.

The second floor of the tavern was half open-air and half lodging.
Andy and other soldiers who loved their drinks but couldn’t handle them often flopped around there, but it was also a place with a rather… unsavory reputation.
In such a simple room, Arnie was being stripped of his clothes and diligently dried off.

"…Arnie, you’re still so big."

"O-Orge…"

"Yeah. So reliable."

"Orge…"

"…Yeah. Including the fact that you’re an Orge, I love you, Arnie."

"Ugh…"

Arnie’s face turned bright red. He was always at a loss for words in the face of Silvia’s straightforward affection.

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

"You got saved again, didn’t you?"

"I-I just put my hands on her a little bit."

"But I was so happy. You’re always there when I’m in danger. It made my heart flutter!"

"Haha… I left it all to Isaac and Smisson, the squad leaders."

"Both of them were angry for Arnie’s sake, weren’t they?"

"…Yeah. I guess I’m not alone after all. I’m glad I’m in this squad."

"Yeah. Arnie, you’re in the right squad."

Silvia embraced Arnie, standing on her knees and hanging onto his neck, which was about the size of a person’s torso.

"…I’m so glad Arnie came. I’m so glad I met Arnie…"

"Silvia…-san?"

"…I was scared. When I was really, really scared, Arnie saved me. I really, truly love you… I thought, I’m so happy…"

"…Me too, I’m happy."

"Yeah… Say ‘I love you’."

"…I love you, Silvia-san."

"Say ‘I love you’!"

"I love you, Silvia-san!"

"Then…"

"I adore you."

"…♪"

Silvia shuddered.

"I love you, even before you do," he said. To a man like that.
Just hearing those words was the greatest joy a woman could feel, and my core burned, wet with trembling.

Arnie found Sylvia so endearing that he gently embraced her.
He wrapped himself around the person whose affection for him was still growing exponentially, and she wrapped herself around him. It was a blissful time.

"…Mm."
After a while, Sylvia pulled away.
And it was then that they both noticed the seam of his sleeve was slightly torn.

"Ah…"

"Must've been when you were pulling me earlier, huh?"

"…Maybe."

Arnie pondered what to do. Actually, despite appearances, Arnie could sew. "I can fix it enough so you won't be seen," he started to offer, but then Sylvia suddenly began taking off her clothes.

"N-No, wait, Sylvia-san! If you're going to take them off, I—"

"No!"

Sylvia stopped Arnie from rushing up.
He obediently sat back down, eyes still closed, and she climbed onto his lap in her underwear, then yanked open his eyelids with both hands.

"Nwah! But—!"

"Arnie-kun, listen to me. Look."

"…"

"We're lovers now, you know? We've been lovers for three months already… Look, it's okay, you know?"

"U-uh…"

Arnie cautiously turned his eyes toward Sylvia.
He blushed furiously at the sight of Sylvia’s vulnerable, beautiful form in her underwear, and his gaze darted around helplessly.

"…Yes."

"…Right, Arnie-kun? …I think I'm ready now."

"?!"

"I thought, maybe today, I could become yours alone. …No, that's not right. It's not _maybe_, I want to be yours alone. I want you to truly, deeply love me."

"…Sylvia-san—"

"Arnie-kun, do you dislike me? Can't we do this?"

"…B-But, I'm an Ogre…"

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

"…No, that's not—"

"I understand everything. I know I'm a different race from you. I know you might not find it attractive from your perspective. But even so, I love you. I want to be loved by you."

"T-That's not true! Even from my perspective, Sylvia-san is truly… but I'm worried that I'd be a burden on your life."

"Sylvia!"
Sylvia was at her wit’s end.

Sylvia knew. It was clear from everything but his words that Arnie loved her.

But still, Arnie was too kind, too thoughtful—she couldn’t bring herself to believe he deserved to defile her.

Then.

"Arnie, I'm sorry!"

"...Eh?!"

She yanked down his underwear, exposing his cock.

_Plok._ A flaccid member emerged from Arnie’s massive frame—a disappointingly small size for him.

"W-wa—"

"Hehe… I’m serious."

Sylvia smirked playfully at the flustered Arnie before rubbing his cock with both hands.

It wasn’t the first time she’d seen it. Months ago, when Arnie had suffered a severe injury with bruises all over, she’d forcibly helped him pee out of sheer responsibility.

So she wasn’t entirely embarrassed now. But still, this was the first time she’d touched a man’s genitals in a sexual way—and things weren’t going as planned.

"Ugh… is… is this how you do it…?"

"Sylvia…"

"S-sorry, I’m bad at this… I’ve never done it before… but I’m serious!"

Overwhelmed, Sylvia brought her mouth to Arnie’s cock.

She knew techniques existed, but her knowledge was limited to just extending the hand-rubbing—she was lost as soon as she tried putting her mouth on it.

Looking up, Arnie wore a troubled expression—not pleasure, but pure confusion about how to react to Sylvia’s actions.

"...You get it, right? I really like you, Arnie. I could lick your dick all I want like this. But…"

"...But?"

"...Sorry, I don’t really know what to do… but I want you to love me so badly… I want you to _rape_ me."

"...R-rape… even if I—"

"Can I really let you _rape_ me?"

Sylvia’s knowledge of sex had finally caught up with her, and she honestly waved the white flag.

But in return, she’d steeled herself.

"I want you to grab my body like this, force your dick inside, and use me like a tool to rub it. I want you to get off on me, over and over again."

"T-that’s—"

"Even if I tear open, do it. If you love me, then do it…"

From the bottom of her heart, Sylvia was driven by this desperation.

If she ended up unable to stand afterward, so be it. If that meant truly connecting with Arnie, then fine. She wanted to prove she could intertwine with Arnie’s masculine side as a woman—and connect with him even deeper.

Her swelling affection for Arnie had spiraled out of control, bordering on panic in her desire for their love to intertwine.

"...Sylv… ia…"

"……"

And then.
"...Are you really gonna do it? I _am_ a man, you know?"

Under the mounting pressure of Sylvia's advances, Arnie finally began to loosen his grip on reason.

"Yeah."

"Looks like I'm not just some monster, huh? I've got _a lot_ of interest in women, you know? If you let me, I might do _some crazy stuff_ every time we go on a date from now on!"

The desire made Sylvia tremble. The fear of not being able to express her love, of not being accepted—gone. She was so happy she could cry.

"...Do some crazy stuff. Make me experience something amazing _every week_~"

"...Ugh, I don't know anymore~"

"I... I don't know anymore either~!"

She discarded her underwear as well, eliminating all fabric.
Nothing would be hidden between them anymore. Every part of their hearts and bodies, everything shown to the other.
Sylvia spread her hands wide, welcoming Arnie's grip.

"Yes, right there..."

"Already wet..."

"Yeah... I've been so wet because I wanted you, Arnie, to hold me... I was desperately trying to get ready for your dick~?"

"...Haaah... Haaah... Kuh—"

"...Yeah, it's okay. You can go in. Do whatever you want~"

"S-Sylvia-san!!"

Arnie gripped her waist and thighs with both hands, spreading her legs apart and pressing Sylvia firmly against his hips.

He was careful with his strength, but the Ogre's powerful arms didn't allow for a gentle breaking of the hymen. In one swift motion, he pierced through.

"Nngg...!!"

"...Haaah... Haaah... Whoa, it's so... hot and good~"

"...Yeah, I feel you too, Arnie... inside me..."

Arnie's dick was surprisingly small compared to his massive body. It was larger than the average human, but by Ogre standards, it was definitely not something to brag about.
However, that worked out perfectly for them. Even fully sheathed, Sylvia wouldn't be harmed.
They could thrust in and out with all their might, reaching deep.
And from Arnie's perspective, Sylvia was light and small, truly shaken by his movements. Since this was Arnie's first time as well, he was lost in the pleasure of sex with a woman for the first time, relentlessly "using" Sylvia.

"Uwah, ah, ahh... Agg, uh... S-Sylvia-san... It feels so good, I can't stop... Sorry, I'm sorry~! I'm sorry~!"

"A, a, hyaa, aah, aah... Hii, i, iiaaah...!!"

Neither of them had any reason or restraint left after penetration.
Overwhelmed by the experience, they were simply thrusting and writhing for Arnie's release.
"...Haaah... Nngh... Aah~"

Even so, Sylvia wore a blissful expression.
As a woman, she was undeniably satisfying Arnie's ideal man, and that made her incredibly happy.

"Uwaaa, aah, a... Uaaaa!!"
Arnie was completely absorbed. He could only think about coming.
And he slammed Sylvia's hips against his own.

"Smack, my dick slammed against your womb."

"Uwaaaaaaa!!"

"Haa, aah… ahh… ahhh, ngh!"

I came with a spectacular, geyser-like burst.

"...I really did it…"

"S-sorry, man."

"...You'll get mad if you apologize."

"…S-sorry…"

"Tch."

_Smack._ I slapped Annie’s cheeks.
"…Ngh."

Then I kissed her to shut her up.

"I’m Annie’s girlfriend, you know?"

"Yeah."

"Girlfriends get to have sex, right?"

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

"Just make sure you at least consider the _place_."

"...Yeah."

"And be gentle."

"Yeah."

"And be rough too."

"...That’s hard, man."

"It’s not. If I leave you alone, you’ll only know how to be gentle, right?"

"...I guess so…"

"Yep!"

"Yo, Smason."

"What’s up, Isaac?"

"...Hey, do you think they’re screwing?"

"...I vote for the two of them just having a sweet talk session without doing anything."

"I’m voting for the carnal feast."

※Correct answer: Both.

"Damn it, I’d be pissed no matter what."

"...Let’s tease them when we get home."

"Let’s tease them."

Just then, Mom came over and gave each of those two a tray to the head.

"Is it your job to mess with your comrades' happiness, soldier?"

"N-no, that's not it! This is a legitimate right!"

"You bastards! Happy people should just take their beatings and make everyone around them a little happier!"

"Were you an idiot for getting even a little excited about your performance?"

"Even if an old hag like her gets excited—"

"Yeah, well—"

"…Pay up. The whole damn amount, now."

_“I’m so sorry.”_

This was a month before Selen’s arrival.
Hornless Ogre on Vacation
Basson, a provincial city near the Trott Kingdom, lies at the northern edge of the Celesta Merchant Confederacy.
Far removed from the western border with the Affilm Empire, the front line of national defense, the local garrison consists of only a single hundred-man company, and even then, it’s just a crossbow unit specializing in large-scale combat support stationed there without much fanfare.
The Northern Division has no ties to either the eastern or western fronts, nor to the south’s elite military breeding grounds. Frankly, its combat effectiveness isn’t highly regarded. It also suffered particularly heavy losses during the Trott War.
Furthermore, the Trott Legion, largely composed of troops transferred from the former Trott Kingdom army, is currently stationed on the northern front—the very border it should be defending—making it less likely for any truly urgent situations to arise there.
So, while it might sound impressive to call it a "precious asset," the upper brass has designated it as a reserve force, a hobby unit, or an experimental division. As a result, it spends its days researching new tactics and engaging in hornless training.
The crossbow unit is well-known for its significant contributions during the Trott War, but it’s treated as just another experimental group. And experimental units that’ve been disbanded and had their leaders replaced are… difficult to deal with, shall we say. They lack a sense of belonging. Even if someone says, "Just train however you want," they have no idea what to do.
A regular infantry or cavalry unit could engage in intense training to improve their skills and demonstrate their potential for the Ace Knight exam—motivated actions they could take. But crossbows are incredibly easy to handle, and even with magical support, there’s only so much one can do to improve. For better or worse, this unit only achieves its maximum effectiveness when a domineering leader wields it at will.

So, with an unexpected long vacation and no way to return home, Arnie Boyd (an eighteen-year-old Orc male) spends his mornings doing decent crossbow practice before running the hour-long route between the barracks and Basson city several times as a substitute for field training. He then enjoys brief rendezvous with his beautiful girlfriend (a nineteen-year-old human female) in town, framing it as "part of his training."
There’s no squad leader keeping him on his toes, and there’s nothing wrong with visiting her every day, but Arnie worries that constantly hanging around while she works at the fried food stall from noon to evening might be a bit much. That’s why he ends up working out like crazy—because that’s just how Arnie is.

"Arnie, you look tired."

"Ah, yeah… hi, Sylvia."

Sweat dripping from every pore, Arnie runs along the wagon trail as Sylvia greets him with a smile on the outskirts of town.

Beside her are a water bucket and several whole roasted birds—preparations she’d made since morning, anticipating his arrival.

"Sylvia… the roasted birds are great and all, but isn’t it kinda expensive to prepare them every day?"

"It’s fine, Arnie. You caught that wild boar for me the other day, remember? This is way cheaper than that."

Hunting was a required skill in Orc colonies, so he occasionally hunted boars or deer and brought them to Sylvia’s family home. Her mother was thrilled, but her father wore a difficult expression.

"Guess I’m kinda hated," Arnie thought dejectedly. But honestly, how many human fathers would be happy about their daughter being head-over-heels for an Orc who’s 8 feet tall?

But Sylvia is completely and seriously in love with Arnie.

"Hehe. I tried some new herbs and sauce today."

"Then… I’ll take it."

Arnie devours the roasted bird with his characteristic Orc-sized mouth.

"This is good."

"Which one do you like better, this or yesterday’s?"

"It’s hard to choose either."

"Nope, you have to pick one."

Sylvia leans close to Arnie, poking at his large face with her finger as she demands an answer.

Arnie makes a troubled face and takes a sip from the water bucket. To humans, it’s just a bucket, but to an Orc, it’s more like a slightly oversized mug.

"Then I’ll take today’s."

"I see. Okay. Well, I’ll do my best tomorrow too."

"Yeah. I’m looking forward to it."

After delivering lunch to Arnie, Sylvia heads to work at the fried food stall.

Arnie spends the time running back and forth between the barracks and town, occasionally hunting wild animals while waiting for Sylvia’s shift to end. Then, they have a short date on the way home.

At least, that’s how it usually is.

"…So, Arnie,"

"Huh?"

Arnie was halfway through his third roasted bird when he started to wonder why Sylvia hadn’t returned to town. Then, Sylvia plopped down on his lap with a smile, and his heart skipped a beat.

"Actually, I’m off work today—"

"...Really?"

"Yeah! So, wanna go on a date this afternoon?"

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

Arnie was super touched. But an ogre’s expression of being touched is hard for humans to read.

"W-Well… do you have any work, Arnie-kun?"

"N-No, not really… ughhh!"

A date. Not just a casual little chat like usual, but a fancy half-day date.

_Should I rush back and grab that jacket Kelly gave me? And humans hate sweat smells, right? (Ogres barely notice it, even the women)_ _I gotta wash this off somewhere before Sylvia gets embarrassed._

Arnie’s eyes swirled as he thought.

"U-Unless we’re dating, I should probably freshen up a bit—"

"Ehhh, that’ll cut into our date time."

"S-Super fast… at least get the sweat smell off."

"I like you sweaty, Arnie-kun?"

"............Ugh."

_Is it okay to be this clingy? Is she just pretending not to care?_

Unable to resist Sylvia’s puppy-dog eyes as she tugged on his short sleeves, Arnie was swept away.

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

"Yay! Let’s go hiking!"

"Hiking, huh? Sounds good."

Arnie was relieved. If they went to the arena, other humans might make faces at his sweat smell, indirectly embarrassing Sylvia. Once he started worrying, Arnie couldn’t stop overthinking—despite his intimidating build, he was a total worrier.

And that delicate side of him was Sylvia’s irresistible charm.

Sylvia loved piggyback rides on Arnie.

Though "piggyback" meant she had to straddle one of his broad shoulders since his neck was too thick for her to wrap her arms around.

"You’re so tall, Arnie-kun."

"Well, I _am_ an ogre."

"At this height, do humans even notice you? You must think we’re tiny—"

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

An ogre’s stride could crush a human child. He’d never done it, but in the barracks, ogre soldiers occasionally kicked dwarves by mistake and started fights.

"...I’m so small… to you, I must seem like a cat or something."

"N-No, well… Sylvia-san, you’re way better than that… um…"

"M-Moan, Arnie-kun, don’t get all shy just because we’re in the woods!"

"Sorry, sorry!"

"...But I’m happy."

The ogre and the human, despite their vastly different sizes—one towering above, the other below—were both flushed the same bright red.

They stood there in the afternoon forest, both avoiding each other’s gaze with embarrassed glances, yet neither willing to break the connection.

Time was running out, and they frantically tried to think of something to say. Just as he opened his mouth, Sylvia took the initiative a moment too soon.

“…Hey, Arnie.”

“Uh… y-yeah.”

“…I wonder how big ogre babies get? Could I even give birth to one?”

“A-a-well, um, babies are pretty much the same size for ogres and humans, so… yeah, I guess you could…” _Ah!_

“Oh. I was a little worried.”

“Ah-w-w-w… b-baby… Arnie and Sylvia’s baby…”

Arnie Boyd’s brain was boiling over.

He’d lost his virginity to Sylvia, but he was always this hesitant, so they’d never actually had sex.

Still, he knew the feeling of pleasure all too well. The moment he started thinking about it, his groin would react like a spring. Youthful hormones, that’s all.

“…Arnie.”

“Y-yeah?”

“…We’re in the middle of the forest. No one’s watching.”

“R-right.”

“…A-and you’re a guy, right?”

“…Y-yeah, I’m a guy.”

Sylvia hugged Arnie’s head, trying to suppress her embarrassment.

This was as forward as Sylvia could get.

She wasn’t exactly inexperienced either. She wasn’t afraid of sex. In fact, every time they met like this, she wanted Arnie to hold her.

But it was embarrassing to say it out loud. It wouldn’t be fair if _she_ was the only one eager for it—if Arnie didn’t want it too. So she’d been waiting for him to say he wanted it.

“Um… Sylvia. Uh… I don’t know if this is okay to say, but… let’s… you know…”

“…Idiot.”

“D-don’t mean to be rude, but… probably not, huh? Haha…”

“Nope… I’ve been waiting forever.”

“Huh… uh…”

“You’re so dense!”

She used Arnie’s neck for leverage, swung herself down until she was hovering before him.

Then she kissed him once and slowly began to unbutton her jacket in the dappled sunlight.

“A-Arnie, take yours off too! Don’t make me be the only one embarrassed!”

“Y-yeah!”

Arnie hurriedly started to strip as well.

And then, in the middle of the forest, the two of them faced each other naked.

"Th-That's… beautiful," she said.

"…Thanks. And you're wonderful too, Arnie."

Sylvia gazed adoringly at Arnie’s member—small for an ogre, but still twitching with desire for her.

"…Arnie. Do it again, like before."

"Eh? Um—"

"Grab me with those big hands of yours and slam your dick inside me hard… make me come so much…"

Like a child begging its parent for a hug, the naked Sylvia spread her arms wide.

Arnie carefully took her in his embrace, lightly savoring her breasts with his thumbs as he tilted her face-up over his lap.

"Th-Those boobs… so naughty."

"S-Sorry."

"…Arnie. I’ve said it before, but lovers are allowed to be naughty, okay?"

"…Yes."

"So don’t apologize. …I _want_ you to make me feel like this. Arnie, you think I’ll hate you if you do something naughty with me, right?"

"…Just a little."

"I won’t hate you. Not at all. …If you strip me in front of people or force yourself on me, then maybe I’d hate you _a little_."

"I won’t!"

"Good. Then I definitely won’t hate you. So, if you think no one’s watching, you can be as naughty as you want."

"…I-I can…?"

"Yeah. You can sneak into the bushes and lick my boobs. You can make me suck your dick in the thicket. Or just keep rubbing my butt—I’d love that too. You can drag me into the forest like this, put your dick inside me. You can even lock us in a guesthouse and fuck me all day. And if I get pregnant with an ogre baby… you’ll marry me, right?"

"Even if… it’s not possible… if you’re okay with _me_, please, marry me!"

"Yeah! …Since you’re going to be my future wife, you can do _anything_ naughty with me. So get excited!"

"Y-Yes!"

With a _thrust_, he plunged into her in sheer ecstasy.

"Haaah!"

Sylvia arched her back, showing off her slender throat in pleasure.

"A-Arnie… you’re inside me again…♪"

"Sylvia… feels good…"

He slowly drove deep, then slowly pulled out.

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

"Arnie… I love you so much…♪ Arnie, being made into a woman by you… it’s so wonderful…!!"

"M-Me too… I love you, Sylvia! I’m not very smart, so this is all I can say, but I really, truly love you!! If I could, I’d want to stay like this forever!"

"…Haaah… ah… ha… Arnie too…?"

Tossed face-up in his arms, Sylvia smiled with genuine bliss.

"I want… your dick all the time…♪ I want to be filled by you, over and over…!"

"!!"

In the middle of the forest, under the bright midday sun, an ogre was being thoroughly ravished by his beautiful, naked other-race lover. Was there any other lucky bastard like him?

"…Ah, ahhh!!"

The sight of Sylvia’s pure yet wanton, utterly blissful expression made Arnie lose control of the pleasure he’d been trying to endure. His restraint shattered in an instant, and he slammed his cock down onto Sylvia’s womb with all his might, coming hard.

"Ngh, ah, aaaaaah!"

"Sylvia-nn!"

He poured out a torrent of cum.

Sylvia, who had been trembling with each pulse, suddenly went limp as the orgasm subsided.

"S-Sylvia…"

"U-Um… being on my back is kinda hard on my neck…"

She didn’t seem to have lost consciousness, thankfully. Arnie started to pull away… but Sylvia recoiled.

"N-No, don’t pull out yet!"

"B-But—"

"...If you let me flip over, I can still take it… Arnie, you _want_ to keep going, right?"

"...You want to keep doing this?"

"Yeah… because you said you wanted to do it forever, didn’t you? ♪"

Sylvia lifted her heavy head and smiled at him.

"One time doesn’t count as ‘forever,’ does it?"

"Sylvia…"

"...Let’s go♪ We’re lovers who can’t get enough of each other, after all♪"

"...Yes."

That day, their lovemaking didn’t stop until sunset.

By the way, there was actually another ogre getting thoroughly ravaged by his other-race lover from noon onward.

"K-Kate, Linne… hey, how many hours a day do you two even _wear_ clothes lately?"

"Hmm, I dunno… ♪"

"A new bride doesn’t need to be so reserved. I’m prepared to burn and discard my underwear at any moment for Kelly’s love."

"Chill out. If you did that, there aren’t any spare small clothes in the Cow Ogre Colony. And if you went around dressed like that, everyone would think I was a pervert, and I’d be socially dead!"

"You could just move to another land."

"I’m gonna cum, cum on you—"

"Ugh, you freaky wolves! Burning them is absolutely forbidden! Mom’s already giving me the cold shoulder as it is—I’ll cry if she gets any colder!"

_Note: This last part is from Episode 2 of the Isaac side story. Both episodes were being written simultaneously during the original serialization._
Ogre Without Horns, Now…
The horns of an Orc are, depending on the tribe, often a vital part of their identity. After all, they're a race known for being specialized in combat. Their massive physique and developed fangs certainly contribute to their Orcishness, but it's the horns—seemingly governing their fighting spirit and offensive power—that truly symbolize what an Orc is, without anyone likely to argue otherwise.

Therefore, Orcs hold their horns in high regard. Horns are growing organs, so they require constant maintenance. They're shaped, length adjusted, and sometimes even carved with symbolic patterns, depending on the tribe. But this is something they'd never let another person do, not even a fellow Orc. Doing it themselves is a matter of Orcish pride.

Most other races don't even notice the effort, but there are trends and fads in horn modification. Some Orcs carve splits at the tips to make them forked, others add evenly spaced nodes along the length, or sharpen them to a razor's edge so they can easily pierce something.

*"Well, when I was younger, I thought that looked cool,"* is a common excuse from middle-aged Orcs. From a structural standpoint, all of those modifications are disadvantageous, but surviving countless scraps with those impractical horns intact makes it look incredibly impressive to hot-blooded younglings. Though usually, they aim for the same and end up snapping them off halfway through, leading to massive regret.

But I digress.

Arnold Boyd, a recruit (a nineteen-year-old Orc who's still a bit of a goody-two-shoes), has no connection to such dangerous horn modifications. For one thing, he's a dual-horned Orc with only one horn left. Due to various circumstances, the other was yanked out from the root and never grew back again. That alone makes him look pretty bad in Orcish eyes.

Even so, he'd taken good care of his remaining horn until a few months ago when it snapped. Well, it was in exchange for saving a life and getting a girlfriend, so he was mostly okay with it. But recently, it's been growing back quite a bit, and he's wondering what to do about it.

"Yo, Boyd, what are you staring at your hand mirror for?"

"Ah, Ruckman."

Arnold was lost in thought while looking in his hand mirror when his colleague, Greg Ruckman—a recruit (a Dwarf), called out to him. A recruit is essentially an apprentice soldier, the lowest rank. Greg and Arnold are the same rank and joined at the same time, so he wouldn't get mad if Arnold didn't use honorifics, but Greg's bear-like beard made it hard for the younger Arnold to just call him by his first name.

"A guy staring into a hand mirror with a hundred different expressions is kinda creepy, ya know?"

"Ah, ahaha… well, it’s about my horn."

"Oh, your horn, huh?"

Arnold's unit in the Celestial Northern Army's Crossbow Squad has an unusually high number of Orcs—nearly 20%—for a support team. Naturally, they have strong opinions about horns and are quick to point out how special… or pathetic Arnold's situation is.

Greg remembered that and gave him a subtle look. He wasn't good at comforting people.

And Arnold panicked at the subtle look. It wasn't that he was worried about the broken horn.

"N-no, it’s just… I was wondering if it’s okay to start shaping it into a cone again…"

"Ah, yeah, now that you mention it, that's how much was missing when it broke."

Greg made a gap of about 5 centimeters with his fingers. Arnold felt like it was a bit more, but oh well, details. He couldn't expect others to remember exactly.

"Yeah, something like that. But it’s grown back quite a bit now, so I was thinking maybe it’s time."

"Well, if you want, I can lend you a sharp knife."

"N-no, I have tools for maintenance, but…"

The problem was whether it was really okay to do it.

From an aesthetic standpoint, there was no reason not to. But other than that…

Arnold's girlfriend, Sylvia McLean (a human woman who's almost twenty and also a bit of a goody-two-shoes), had been saved from a near-suicide attempt involving a runaway carriage by Arnold's reckless rescue.

Currently, she cherishes the horn fragment that broke off at that time, wearing it as a necklace.

I was super happy when she seemed pleased with the gift, but ever since then, that broken horn has been used for all sorts of ridiculous bragging—thanking her for our meeting, thanking fate, and stuff like, "Hey, it's just one horn, it's nothing compared to Sylvia's gorgeous skin!" or "Aw, Arnie's still got it, huh?" That’s the problem.

Now, that broken horn is a symbol of our bond.
And I’m torn about whether it’s okay to erase it.

"Right. So, can I punch you? Full force."

"If you could maybe spare me… I’d appreciate it…"

Greg’s height is like a baby compared to Arnie’s giant frame, but with dwarf strength, he could knock Arnie out cold in one hit.

Arnie sensed the genuine murderous intent behind that friendly smile and slowly backed away.

"Hmm, well, if that’s enough for you, I guess you can leave it as is."

"Uh, yeah, well, that’s true… But it *is* kinda ugly, though."

But Arnie, being an ogre, has his own sense of aesthetics and cares about what others think.
Frankly, a broken horn that’s been left to grow back just looks bad.
Walking around with that exposed makes Sylvia look like she’s the one who’s ashamed, and I feel bad for her.

"Ugh… what should I do…"

"I doubt anyone outside of ogres even notices, though."

"Bassoon, there are surprisingly a lot of ogres here…"

Caught between culture and culture, love and appearances.

I could ask Sylvia about it, but if I did, she’d probably give me that sad look and say, "You can just shave it off."

While Arnie was agonizing over his tail-like, broken horn, the front entrance of the barracks suddenly got noisy.

"Looks like someone’s back."

"Yeah, seems like it."

For the past few days, the commotion had been steadily increasing.
Due to some business for the centurion in charge of the squad, there’d been an unexpected three-month leave. With its end approaching in a few days, more and more people were returning.

Even though it was just a military unit he was attached to for work, most of them were single young soldiers, so the camaraderie was strong.
Some were bringing mountains of souvenirs, making each return from their first leave feel like a little event.

But something about how this commotion started felt… off.

"Hey, Void, Rackman! Come over here! And give me a cheek pinch! No, seriously, don’t go all out or I’ll lose my head, okay?"

"What’s he saying, Sergeant Jacque?"

"Just a peck on the cheek?"

"No, not that it has to be a peck or anything… Ah, just come over here!"

The two exchanged glances and followed Jacque toward the entrance, where they found a giant cow.
No, an ogre subspecies who looked like a cow—Kelly Isaac, the decurion.

And next to him—or rather, clinging to his lower half—stood a woman with a straight back and a dignified air.

"...A woman? Doesn’t look like a civilian, though."

"That’s military-issue fabric. Same as what the Anzalos squad has."

"Whoa, she’s close to Isaac Decurion?"

"Hey, isn't it just that Isaac's squad leader is way too big?"

"That guy blocks the entrance by himself."

"No, no, no, I saw her walking towards us from the other side, and that woman was riding on Isaac's squad leader's shoulders!?"

"Whoa."

"She just got out of the best situation to be jealous of an ogre."

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

Arnie averts his gaze slightly, as he’s been doing this quite a bit at Sylvia’s request.

Janjacque and Greg, ever perceptive, shoot him disapproving looks.

But that aside…

"Looks like she's introducing herself to everyone in the entrance hall."

"O-oh, hey, we should go listen too."

"Wait up!! Damn it, don’t leave a short-legged guy behind!"

The three of them rush over.

"Nice to meet you all."

As the woman in the cloak struck a Ceresta military salute, the three arrived within earshot.

Seeing everyone around them grinning sheepishly as they returned the greeting, the three hurriedly placed their fists over their left chests.

"O-oh, what’s going on?"

Janjacque asked another nearby soldier, but before he could answer, she repeated with a faint smile,
"And to those who will join us later, nice to meet you too. I’m Linne Mikagami, a regular soldier transferred from the Ceresta Western Army’s Third Infantry Regiment today. My specialty remains infantry, and I’ll be taking on guard duties."

"Ah… well, Mikagami’s also got the Ace Knight title, technically. Plus, she’s a lycanthrope—my, uh… hometown buddy’s grandson’s, you know, old friend."
Kelly desperately tried to explain without causing offense.

Linne removed her hair ornament with a cool expression and revealed her ears, which had been tucked away.

"I enlisted because I admire Isaac’s squad leader. Please treat me well from now on."

"O-oh, L… Mikagami."

"Just call me Linne. …That should cover everything, right, Kelly?"

"Well, um…"

Her unwavering gaze and gestures clearly showed she trusted Kelly completely, while Kelly looked utterly bewildered.
The roughly forty soldiers gathered in the entrance hall understood almost simultaneously.
"Yeah, yeah. Nice to meet you, Mikagami."

Then, Bit Williams (a 28-year-old human consumed by jealousy) stepped forward with a smirk, representing Kelly’s squad leader rank.

"And Isaac. Sorry for this after your long journey, but we’re really eager to train hard."

"Ah, uh… well, Williams—"

"Of course, you’ll lead the way, Isaac. As a Ceresta soldier."

"Calm down. Wait a second. Let’s be rational as Ceresta soldiers, shall we?"

"Yeah, yeah. No one’s lost their reason yet."

"…………"

The bull, towering nearly twice her height, pressed down on her relentlessly.
"Kuh…!"

"Yeah, yeah, you're really getting into the training, huh? Good spirit—just like the future Centurion."

"IYO! I'm the Assistant Deputy Centurion-in-Training!"

"You're shining, man!"

The soldiers chimed in as they hurried toward the armory. A few of them returned almost immediately, nostalgically winding up their crossbow strings with a *twang*.

"Alright—"

Bit (a human 28 years old known for his reliably fake smiles) declared to Kelly with a beaming grin.

"Which is better: running away with an arrow-deflecting shield or running away empty-handed?"

"What kind of choice is that?!"

"You better decide quick—I was just at archery practice, so I already got my hands on something."

"Kuh… ugh… waaaaah!!"

Kelly bolted for the armory with all her might.

"Alright, everyone chase after her! If she grabs an arrow-deflecting shield, shoot it!"

"YEEEEAAAH!!"

The crossbow squad cheered wildly as they gave chase.

"H-hey, wait—what are you doing to Kelly?"

"Just let me be."

Hank Bronson, the lone remaining soldier of the Anzoros Guard (the elite infantry), grabbed her shoulders firmly.

"This is a ritual."

"A ritual…?"

"Yeah. …See? The Centurion and the Anzoros Decanus aren't here right now."

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

As they babbled on, the starting signal for the massive archery drill—targeting Kelly—was fired.

"UOOOOH!! You guys are seriously aiming at me?!"

"We're sorry, Decanus Isaac! It pains our hearts, but this is training! Die."

"We don't do this out of fun either! Rot in hell."

"Even if you go back to your village and pick up some hot local girl, don't think you can just bring her here and brag about it for free, you bastard! Sorry."

"Don't insult me with that convoluted grammar!!"

The "arrow-deflecting shield" she was supposed to grab was, for some reason, a super-heavy shield lying in the armory—one even an ogre would struggle to wield. It could deflect crossbows at close range, but Kelly's massive frame still wouldn't be fully covered by it.
"Ow! I got grazed! I got hit, you bastards!!"

Even so, she desperately managed to escape.
"...What kind of unit is this, anyway?"

"Welcome to the best buds squad of the Northern Legion."

It sounded like a joke, but it was probably true.

Night.

The daytime chaos had died down, and while everyone was eating dinner in the mess hall, Lynn and Kelly had started poking at each other—how they'd met, what they liked about each other, that sort of thing.

"Consider it a blessing, partner."

"...When I started dating Sylvia, I was glad to have a Centurion and an Archon Ten-Head backing me up..."

"Haha, well, you gotta be at least as tough as Isaac to play around up there."

From a little distance, watching Kelly and Lynn look subtly angry but also pretty happy, Arnie secretly broke out in a cold sweat while simultaneously patting his chest with relief.
Yeah. Everyone was scary.
"But..."

This meant Kelly had a girlfriend now.
Which meant he wasn't getting brushed off when it came to relationship advice anymore.
And since Kelly was an ogre hybrid, there was a shared understanding about horn treatment.
"Alright."

Arnie wolfed down the chunk of meat—spiced and grilled (a super-masculine dish for ogres with huge appetites)—and followed Kelly, who had already gotten up.

"Horns?"

"Just shave them off."

Predictably, Kelly and Lynn tilted their heads at that.

"No, but... I don't want to sever the memories of the two of you, y'know?"

"You're such a romantic, Boyd."

Kelly laughed heartily—*HAHAAHA*—while Lynn smiled and nodded.
Kelly was rough around the edges but caring, while Lynn was quiet and steady. When they were side by side like this, they almost looked like the perfect couple.
"Romance or whatever. But... well, Sylvia and I are different races... I don't want to lose anything that could strengthen our bond, even a little."

"I see... But you two are so lovey-dovey, you should have more confidence."

"Physical tokens are nice, but if you only focus on those, women get insecure. They start wondering if they're not trusted enough for memories, or if your love isn't reliable."

"N-no way..."

"So, why not make it a step forward?"

"...A step forward?"

"Yes. Shaving off your precious horns could be a new memory for the two of you."

"...W-well... like this?"
*Crrr, crrr.*

Sylvia carefully shaped her horns with Arnie’s favorite knife (though to humans, it looked like an axe) and a file.

"Ah, don't round them off too much—that's how you shave a kid's horns."

"Okay... Hey, why did I suddenly feel like letting you do this?"

"W-well..."

"An ogre’s horns are precious. We entrust our pride to their shape. That’s why we don’t let just anyone touch them."

"Leaving that to someone else… well, in my colony at least, it’s also a pretty serious courtship ritual."

"...Hey, Kelly-san. Could I... maybe get to carve one too?"

"Huh? ...Oh, yeah. ...Jeez, you’re starting to act all spoiled."

"My pride is that Sylvia-san came to like me. …If horns are the shape of pride, then the horn Sylvia-san carved with her own hands is the proudest horn I have right now."

"...Seriously."

"Too cheesy, maybe? Isaac the Decurion taught me that killer line."

"No... I’m happy."

"Then I’ll take the right horn—"

"Kate!?"

"Then I’ll take the left—"

"How about instead of dicks, we both get our horns carved by Big Sis Kelly?♪"

"...H-Horn-dicks… *gulp*."

"Hey, wait—"

"Haha, Isaac. What a coincidence."

"W-Williams!?"

"And who’s that Mikagami foot soldier lookalike making those unsettling remarks over there?"

"No, calm down. Let’s talk. First, this kid has trouble with standard speech—"

"Yeah, yeah. …Should we ask the barracks about where ‘dick’ comes from? Maybe while we’re exercising."

"Wait! Listen to me!"

This is heavily intertwined with Isaac’s arc in Extra Edition 2. I’ll post that soon too.
Extra 2: A Certain Cow and Wolf Relationship
A Certain Relationship Between a Cow and a Wolf 1
Kelly Isaac. A bull ogre standing 310 cm tall, aged 29.
Former heavy infantryman. Squad leader of the Crossbow Corps in the Northern Legion.
Once touted as a future ace knight, he had effectively cleared the Rock God Labyrinth—the requirement for the Ace Knight title—during an examination five years prior. However, he was disqualified due to suspicions of collaborating with other ace knight candidates mid-examination.
Afterward, he was transferred to the Crossbow Corps and has since rarely engaged in frontline combat. He has also not reapplied for the Ace Knight examination since then.
As a squad leader, he is excellent, using his strength and wits to protect his subordinates on numerous occasions. His reputation within his unit is solid.
Within the Crossbow Corps, he is considered a promising candidate for promotion to company commander alongside Anzeros, the squad leader of the escort infantry, in the next reorganization.
Should that happen, there is speculation among those involved as to whether his company will become the second unit of the Crossbow Corps or if he will return to heavy infantry.

Unless he commits any further actions warranting demerits, there appears to be no particular reason to doubt his suitability for company commander.

──以上, from this year's Celesta Army Personnel Investigation Report.

* * *

"No matter how excellent you are as a soldier… well, being strong is good and all. But I never thought my son would still be a virgin at almost 30!"

"Ugh, shut up! So what, should I have been a rapist since I was a teenager or something?!"

"Don't you think there's a middle ground between virgin and rapist?"

"You're his mother, stop calling him a virgin!"

"Haa… I guess I won’t be seeing my grandkids then."

His mother, Dorothy Isaac, sighed wistfully.

The bull ogre colony in the northern part of the Desert Great Labyrinth is a very peaceful place.
Though they appear terrifyingly monstrous, these bull ogres fight like demons against enemies but are kind and innocent toward the weak, especially the small ones.
They don’t hunt or kill indiscriminately. They help each other when in need.
The Desert Great Labyrinth doesn’t allow survival for those with only strength, only skill, or only wisdom—but as long as they aid one another, it provides abundant resources, a superior food chain support system.
Thus, the many colonies scattered throughout the desert labyrinth are relatively friendly, frequently visiting each other to trade, propose joint monster hunts, or offer labor for carpentry and irrigation.
In such an environment, Kelly was a favorite among the children.

During the morning market, which rotates between the colonies from time to time…

"Ah!!"

One of the dwarf children spotted Kelly gazing blankly at the oasis and came running over.

"It's Red Bull Uncle!!"

"Oh, Jonathan’s kid. How’ve you been?"

"Ooh!!"

The dwarf child grabbed and clambered up Kelly’s enormous tank top, plopping onto his shoulder. Kelly didn’t mind and indulged in the little athlete’s antics.

"Red Bull Uncle’s arms are so strong! They’re as big as Dad’s belly!"

"Hah hah hah, I don’t lose to anyone in strength, still,"

He flexed a muscle, making his already thick arms bulge even more. For an ordinary human, just looking at these arms would be enough to lose the will to fight—literally log-like limbs.

As he was playing with the dwarf child, children of other races visiting the village began gathering around Kelly one after another. The dwarf child knew him from before his enlistment and wasn’t afraid, but the others hesitated about approaching the unfamiliar giant bull ogre.

"Red Bull Uncle, do that!"

"Do that? Which 'that' are you talking about? Alright, let’s go."

Provoked by the dwarf kid, Kelly stood up and flexed his arms, doing a muscle pose with a "Hunnuf!"

"Uooooo!!"

"Uncle looks strong! Maybe even stronger than Girard!"

"Yeah, do it again! One more time!"

"Heh heh heh, alright! Hunnuf!"

He flipped his arms back and did another muscle pose, this time with his palms facing down.

Then he gripped his wrists, pulled his shoulders back, bent his knees slightly, and struck another pose.

"Double bicep curl, lat spread! And side chest! …When you can pull off poses like that, you’re a real man!"

"Heh heh heh, you’re such an idiot!"

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

"Me too, let me ride!"

"Yeah, hop on, hop on! I got room for all of you!"

"Awesome! Red Bull’s awesome! Did you power up again?!"

"You bet! Last time you were just a grunt, but now you’re a squad leader!"

"Whoa! Are you gonna get even stronger?!"

"Heh heh heh, if I get any stronger, the dungeon won’t hold!"

Kelly swung the kids around his arms, neck, and horns, running around the oasis with a _thud-thud_. The kids squealed in delight. Finally, he dove _splash!_ into the oasis, quickly scooped up the kids who had fallen off with both hands, and balanced them on his buff chest, turning himself into a boat.

"Uwaaa!"

"I-I was surprised!"

"Hahaha."

He kicked his legs to propel the "boat" through the oasis. The kids were overjoyed.
"Hey! Kelly, don’t put those other people’s kids in danger!!"

Dorothy, who was selling Hell’s Boar skewers by the shore, scolded him from the bank.

"Yeah, I got carried away because you guys were flattering me."

"Don’t blame us, Red Bull!!"

"Don’t!"

Kelly laughed and swam around the oasis with the kids.
Kelly loved making kids laugh like this.
That’s why he was popular with small children and their parents of all races.
"...Honestly. It’s not fair that I’m only popular with kids."

Dorothy didn’t exactly disapprove of her son, but she sighed, thinking, "This isn’t good." She’d prefer to have a grandchild. Her worries ran deep.

Night.
The Bull Ogre Colony had quieted down as the market closed.
Inside the Isaac household, Dorothy muttered to herself while applying lotion she’d bought from another race.
"...I think I might remarry Girard."

"!?"

Kelly jolted awake.

"Hey, Mom?"

"What is it? Got a complaint?"

"Well, she's my age…"

"I'm only forty-three, you know?"

"Ugh… well."

"If you had even a little more _kai-sei_ [literally "merit/ability to have descendants"], I wouldn’t have to—"

"W-what did you say?"

"You don't seem like you'll be making any grandkids anytime soon, so I have no choice but to make some myself. I won’t have my bloodline end here!"

"Mom…"

Was she just goading Kelly, or was she serious? It was a bit ambiguous.

True, Mom wasn’t exactly past her prime. But Kelly’s father had died in a monster hunt when Kelly was still a kid.

Originally, cow ogres were… _lax_ about sex. Even if Giraldo, an old friend of Kelly’s, came on to Dorothy with all the subtlety of a charging bull—despite her being, for a forty-three-year-old, still quite beautiful—it’d still be within the bounds of what a cow ogre considered normal.

Dorothy wasn’t exactly a woman who was _always_ eager for sex, but as long as Kelly kept showing such an unreliable face when it came to women, she had no right to complain about Mom’s desire to have younger siblings made and entrust her hopes to them.

"Ugh…"

"If you feel even the slightest urge, just go find some woman around here and lose your virginity."

"W-what the hell are you talking about! Like some kind of public restroom!"

"It’s not that different. You get the urge, you relieve it. And sometimes life springs from there. So what’s the difference?"

"Mom, I don’t want to think I was born from _that_…"

"The ground’s just waiting for seeds and fertilizer. Go make a move on someone tonight. How many single women do you think are in this colony?"

The cow ogre colony was short on men. It sounded like a harem, but when the ratio reached three women to every man, it wasn’t exactly a simple harem anymore.

It wasn’t that cow ogre men had low libidos—far from it—but the powerful and resilient cow ogre women were even more insatiable. Once they got going, they’d keep a man busy all night long, never letting him rest.

That’s why the shortage of men was such a serious problem.

Originally a minority group, and with women who wanted to _definitely_ bear children, men weren’t exactly let go easily. Even if society leaned toward free sex, men couldn’t just keep getting laid every which way. Women were left in the surplus.

In that situation, men like Kelly ended up being more like neutered oddities than anything else.

"But…"

"Want to try your luck with Martha?"

Martha Merlitz—Kelly’s first love, who’d been snatched away by another man ten years ago. Now a mother of two.

"B-but Martha’s married."

"If you’re still hung up on her, just take her back, idiot. A woman getting taken by another man is nothing—just go bang someone else somewhere else!"

"I can’t go breaking up families! I just want Martha to be happy—"

"Ugh, shut up! Just get out of here! Don’t come back until you’ve put something in a woman!"

Mom was dead serious. As ridiculous as it sounded, Kelly couldn’t argue with the woman who’d raised him single-handedly since he was four. He trudged outside into the night, kicked out by his own mother.

"…Maybe I should just go back to my hometown. Or go back to the barracks…"

Once my mom makes up her mind, there's no changing it. I probably won't be allowed back in the house for a few days.

Even so, the option of sneaking around at night wasn’t available to me—a 29-year-old virgin.

The next day.
"…Guess I’ll cool off here."

Kelly was inside the labyrinth.

Camping in the labyrinth was old hat to him. Ever since he was a kid until joining the Celesta Army, Kelly had been hunting Hellshores here.

If it were against a horde, that was one thing, but even now, Kelly could probably handle one or two alone with his bare hands.

"…Only a month left before my leave ends… How many days do I need to sulk here? Spending time with friends and kids in the colony would be way more fun…"

He counted on his fingers, trying to figure out how long it would take for his mom’s anger to subside while still making his "fun" homecoming worthwhile. He was being incredibly pessimistic.

"…It’s not like I don’t want a girlfriend or anything—I’d even like to get married someday…"

But as his mom said, the cow ogre community was always in a state of plundering war.

Which meant that even if he found someone decent here, it would still be like getting tied down just so she could be taken by another man—especially since Kelly had no intention of leaving the army anytime soon.

He couldn’t forget the shock of seeing the person he wanted to marry and thought he could actually marry smiling at some other guy. He’d plastered on a fake smile that time, saying, "Welp, can’t be helped," but then spent a week after coming home either sulking in bed or sobbing like a baby.

That’s when he realized he was actually incredibly sensitive and possessive.

And the feeling that if she got stolen from him again, he’d never recover this time… well, it was better to just wither away than deal with that.

He might burn with jealousy at the sight of Arnie or Andy, but deep down, Kelly wasn’t the kind of guy who thought, _“I should be the one.”_

"…Sigh. This sucks."

While making a fire with the flinty rocks scattered everywhere, Kelly sat cross-legged alone. At 310 centimeters tall, he didn’t look like the strongest man in the cow ogre colony.

A few days later.
"Guess I can head back soon…"

Confirming that morning light was streaming through the skylight, Kelly heaved himself up.

Then, as he reached out to steady himself, he nearly crushed something soft and jumped back in surprise.
"Whoa!?"

It was a dust-covered other race.
"...Ouch… there."

He groggily sat up.

And then—

"...No way. Kelly-nii!!"

"Whoa, whoa!?"

The other race stared intently at his face before leaping onto his neck.

A tail wagged back and forth.
"K-Kelly-nii…?"

A wolfkin girl, probably in her late teens.

Kelly thought for a moment.
"...Oh."

"Remember me?"

"You're from Old Man Zenga's place, right?"

"Yeah! Kate, his granddaughter!"

Inside the Desert Great Labyrinth, there are colonies of many races.
You could say almost every race except humans is here.
Among them was a werewolf colony.
They weren’t part of the morning market trading guild, so you rarely saw them, but sometimes they’d visit the Ox Ogre colony.

"Why are you alone in a place like this?"

"I followed Kelly-nii."

"Why…? Wait, wasn’t the last time we hung out ten years ago?"

The Kate in Kelly’s head was still practically a toddler back then.
But now, Kate was a proper young woman. _She’s really grown up_, he thought.

"Hehe. …Finally caught you."

"T-That’s a convenient timing… showing up while I’m visiting home…"

"Yeah. I’ve been searching since you disappeared from Quieca. I thought I was gonna die sometimes."

"Wait."

It had been five years since he was in Quieca. Back when Kelly was still heavy infantry.

"You’ve been looking for me… for _five years_?!"

"Yeah. You lived there, so I lived nearby?"

"...Seriously?!"

"But my brother told me not to talk to you because it was a crucial time for him becoming an Ace Knight, so I waited…"

"…………"

"But then you almost became an Ace Knight once, and I thought you’d try again the next year, but you didn’t come, so I waited, and waited… and then I realized you were gone, so I figured you came back to the labyrinth, but you weren’t there, so I thought maybe you were still in Quieca, but you weren’t…"

"O-okay, okay, I get it. …But why?"

"I promised Kelly-nii. That I’d be his wife."

"…Huh?"

He desperately tried to recall.
No, there was no need to search. Some kids were like that.
Kids who played with Kelly, admired him, and occasionally asked him to marry them.
Kelly’s answer was always, "Yeah, when you become a good woman."

"...You mean… you believe in me?"

"Yeah. Werewolf, promise, it’s absolute."

"…………"

"I’m gonna be your wife, Kelly-nii. And after that, if you tell me I’m a 'good woman,' the promise is perfect. I’ll have lots of kids for you. I’ll be a great mom."

Kate wagged her tail excitedly.

"I think you're really cute."

"But…"

"…No, forget it. That's impossible."

It would be incredibly sweet if she said that to him at a time like this, but an ogre’s cock isn’t exactly something other races can easily accept. After all, it’s as thick as a woman’s arm. If it were a decent size smaller, maybe compatibility would work, but Kelly’s member wasn’t exactly on the small side for an ogre.

"But…"

"It's okay."

Kate grinned and started to take off her clothes.

Kelly’s face flushed red—this was the first time he’d seen a woman other than Diane or his mother naked. He was still a virgin.

She unfastened her short vest and the cloth wrapped around her chest, then peeled off her loincloth in one swift motion. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. She _couldn’t_ have worn any.

Because lodged inside her was an enormous dildo—thick as a woman’s arm.

"Hey!?"

"Hehe… if I’m gonna be your wife, your dick has gotta fit, so Big Sis made this for you."

"W-wait, are you sure…?"

"Lycanthrope, promise, absolutely. I’ve been getting used to it little by little, and now this much fits. I can keep my promise. I can give you kids."

Her words were slightly awkward due to the differences in their native languages, but that only made her direct appeal even more overwhelming, leaving Kelly’s mind blank.

"W-why… why are you doing this for me…"

"Promise, absolutely keeping it."

"A promise like that—"

"Lycanthrope, promise, absolutely. So, I don’t make promises lightly, okay?"

"…………"

"I was born to give you kids," she said, her voice earnest. "I felt that way from the bottom of my heart back then."

"S-so… a kid that small would even think about something like that?"

"Lycanthrope, destiny, I believe in it so much. I felt destiny back then."

"Destiny…"

"Are you happy with me, Brother? Am I a bad sister to you?"

"You’re a good sister, a really good one, but—"

Giving up on his first love so easily… that was too much for him.

Before Kelly could finish speaking, Kate cut him off, pressing her nose and mouth deep into his massive lips in a kiss.

"Mmph… ungh. Promise, perfect."

"Huh?"

Kate hadn’t intended to listen in the first place.

While kissing him, she pulled out the dildo and tossed it away as if she no longer needed it.

"Give me your seed, Brother. I’m super horny right now. Probably gonna be like this forever."

And with that, the naked beastkin girl rubbed her hips against Kelly’s erection of her own accord.

"Hah… hah…"

A wet, slick sound as Kelly’s pants at his groin were coated with her arousal.

It wasn’t the usual passive arrangement of a cow ogre’s wife waiting for suitors—this was an active pursuit from a woman, something unique to interspecies relationships. And finally, Kelly had steeled himself.

"…Hey… you really gonna do this? I don’t know anything about women, y’know?"

"Yeah. Neither do I. Do whatever."

"…You sure?"

"Just get on with it!"

Completely flushed and radiating heat, the beautiful girl pressed her slickness against him, wagging her tail, even telling him to hurry up—there was no turning back now.

Still feeling a twinge of guilt, Kelly thrust his massive member into Kate’s vagina.

"Ngh… AHH!!"

Kate arched back.

Even if she could stretch to accommodate the girth, the depth was still too much for her to handle.

The cow ogre’s shaft stopped halfway inside the wolf-girl’s tight heat.

"Gah… ha… ahh…"

Her eyes rolled back as if she were being impaled on a stake.

Kelly, on the other hand, was overwhelmed by the sensation of a woman’s vagina for the first time just before his thirtieth birthday.

"Whoa… this is—"

"Ah, hahaha… big brother, more…"

"Kate?"

"…More… make love to me… use my pussy…"

Even as she was being pierced by something so huge, Kate wore a smile of pure fulfillment.

"This is it… your dick is amazing… so much better than I imagined…"

"…………"

"I’ve been waiting for this forever… wondering if I could get a horned kid like you, or maybe a wolf-human… giving birth, getting filled with a dick, giving birth again, getting filled with a dick again… it’s lonely, wanting a dick while giving birth. I want so much more… fill me with your dick, make me a vessel for it. I want to live with your dick inside me."

"…Hey, you alright?"

Her slurred words made him fear she was about to lose it entirely. But Kate was just speaking on impulse.

"It’s finally in… I want so much more of your dick. More, more, even if a kid comes out, push it back into my womb, make me push the baby out with my mouth… I want you to fuck me that hard. Make my body a container for your dick."

"W-what are you even saying? Don’t get any grosser than that."

"Yeah… then shut me up. Shut me up with your dick."

"…Guh…"

He felt like he was being cornered into more and more promises, forced into a situation where he couldn’t refuse.

But it felt good.

Kelly had been so wounded by his past that he needed to hear things like that before he could even justify having sex.

"Ngh… guh… ah, gah! Guh, uuu… I’m breaking, I’m being broken, break me… break me!"

"…Uhh… ugh…"

It was impossible to tell how much of Kaito’s words were bluff and how much was serious. Because of that, Kelly gave up trying to read her expression.

But she just wanted to fully savor this shallow, hot cunt before coming.

Thinking so, from halfway through, she gripped the girl’s body with both hands, practically jerking off with the girl’s crotch as if it were her own, while her member throbbed in her grasp.

And the wolf-girl writhed in pleasure.

“…Kuh, ugh… I’m gonna come… I’m gonna release it…!”

“Semen… semen♪ Kelly-nii-chan’s seed, fill me up with it!! Make my insides overflow with it♪”

“…Sorry, but… I’m gonna do just that!!”

Throb, throb, throb…!!

Kelly’s member was enormous, and her ejaculate volume was no joke.
“Ai… a, ah…♪”

Feeling the overwhelming rush of fluid from the penetrating member assaulting her eggs like a rape, Kaito passed out in bliss while still impaled.
“…Uwah… there…”

And then, in the strangely hollow feeling that followed climaxing, Kelly felt an odd sense of despair—she’d done something incredibly stupid at the worst possible time.

“So, I’m no longer a virgin.”

“Kelly. Come here for a sec.”

A mother’s iron fist.

“Why are you screwing another race there, you idiot!”

“Ah…”

Given the context of what her mother was saying, it was definitely more appropriate to have done it within the cow ogre colony.

“It’s not Kelly-nii-chan’s fault. It felt amazing.”

“Haaah…”

Her mother’s worries ran deep. At least she could see her grandchild.

“…Mm. Kaito, doing this without my permission… Ugh!”

And the next attacker targeted Kelly. Three weeks and two days left until Kelly’s vacation ended.

(To be continued)
A Certain Cow and Wolf Relationship 2
A week had passed since Kelly reunited with the wolf girl, Kate.

_"That impotent Kelly of all people ended up getting cozy with a lycanthrope…"_
_"Don’t call him an impotent, at least say he’s a wimp."_
_"I always figured he came alive in the city, but..."_
_"My husband heard from some high-ranking monk that he was granted enlightenment."_
_"Or maybe it’s true what they say—that after getting skewered in the junk by Hell’s Boar, he can’t get it up because of the pain?"_

The cow ogre woman’s gossip session was shockingly frank.

Unaware of such rumors, Kelly spent his days blissfully.
_"Ngh… gogogo…"_
_"Mmm… you’re sleeping soundly. Kelly, it’s morning…"_

Kate licked Kelly’s cheek. Kelly didn’t stir.

Kate grinned mischievously at his refusal to wake up and gently pulled back the blanket covering him.

Kelly’s throbbing erection was giving him a hearty good morning.

_"Ahaha!"_

After gazing at its valiant form for a moment, Kate cupped it in both hands and lapped at the underside of the glans.

Kelly still didn’t wake up.

_"…Kelly, it’s morning—morning. It’s time for you to give me another dick again—♪"_

She whispered in a barely audible voice, unsure if she wanted to wake him or not, then rubbed her cheek against his morning wood before slowly pulling down her loincloth. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Never had been.

_"It’s your fault for not waking up—♪"_

Then, with both hands, she spread her labia as wide as she could and impaled herself on Kelly’s cock. The size difference made it almost painful, but her expression remained purely delighted.

_"Nggh… gogogo… goh… ugh?"_
_"Ah, you’re awake…?"_

Halfway inside—meaning the glans had reached the depths of Kate’s womb—Kelly slowly opened his eyes.

What he saw was the wolf girl sitting astride his morning erection, her lower half bare, smiling as she rocked her hips back and forth as if it were a toy.

_"O-oh? What is it?"_
_"Morning, Kelly. We’re gonna get you hard again today—♪"_
_"…Whoa, whoa. Didn’t we do this from morning till night yesterday?"_
_"I’m hungry—no matter how much I ate the day before, I always get hungry in the morning, right?"_
_"N-no, if you’re hungry, go ask Mom."_
_"It’s not my stomach—it’s my womb!"_

Kelly deflated.

_"…Did someone teach you that weird joke? Who put that in your head?"_
_"Dorothy Aunty’s signature humor,"_ she said with a grin.

The sheer boldness of his mother made Kelly’s head ache.

He glanced toward the doorway and saw his mother’s horns peeking out. Realizing she was being stared at, she gave him a thumbs-up—well, more like a thumb-squeezed sign—and disappeared back inside.

"Mom… just because you want a grandkid so bad…"

"I'm gonna make you one! I'll work hard to make you one! Here, here, big brother's gonna get you started on grandkids first thing in the morning. It's gotta be good for your health!"

"You're something else, you know that?"

Kate flapped her hands in front of her like she was demonstrating. She could manage getting it in herself, but she still couldn't do the piston motion.

So she was gesturing for him to grab her and start pumping up and down, _thump-thump, thump-thump_.

"I can't exactly just leave it in there after I've got it in, you know...!"

"I'll pull out! I'm all fired up with your seed this morning too, meow~"

"What are you even saying..."

Kerry started fucking Kate as she was asked. Kate wagged her tail with an innocent smile. The Isaac household had been thoroughly debauched before the sun even reached its zenith.

Waking up, fucking Kate, playing with the kids, fucking Kate, occasionally going fishing or hunting, fucking Kate, getting drunk with the guys, fucking Kate while tipsy, fucking Kate while washing himself at the water source before bed, and falling asleep fucking Kate at night.

"What kind of life is this?"

"All wolfkin newlyweds are like that, you know?"

Kate looked puzzled.

"Even cow ogre couples are all over each other like that."

Dorothy nodded solemnly.

"That's not good for raising kids."

"I was just regretting not giving them _worse_ education," said the record holder for longest-lasting virgin in the cow ogre colony.

"But, but… I have to go back to Bassoon in a little over two weeks, and I don't want to get used to this."

"Just quit the army."

"You could come with me? I'll go to Bassoon! Wolfkin, promise. Definitely. You'll be my husband, definitely. I don't wanna be apart anymore?"

"Hmm… even if you say that, there aren't any women in the barracks…"

He remembered one guy who had brought a woman along and felt a little gloomy. Not as much as Anzeros, but Kerry was also quite a stickler for discipline.

Or rather, in Kerry's case, he just felt a certain comfort in the all-male atmosphere of the barracks where there were hardly any women around.

"It'll be alright, it'll be alright, we'll figure something out."

"It'll be alright, it'll be alright, meow~"

"Meow~!"

_Ding!_ Dorothy and Kate gave each other a high-five with a height difference of nearly 60 centimeters. It was a slightly reassuring sight since there didn't seem to be any potential for a mother-in-law problem, but the surprisingly earnest Kerry was now wondering what he was going to do.

Getting married to Kate was fine. He'd take responsibility. He was already resigned to it.

The only thing left was whether or not to resign from the army, but he still didn't want to quit just yet. At least until he could see Arnie become a regular soldier.

Kerry walked slowly through the evening labyrinth, lost in thought.

In his hand was a dwarven-made greatsword of desert steel. For a human, it would be an impossible weapon to lift, but for Kerry's massive frame, it was about the size of a normal mid-length sword.

It was something he'd inherited from his father. Perfect for hunting hellbeasts.

And then…

"Private First Class Kelly Isaac… or rather, Sergeant, isn't it?"

"Huh?"

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

The aura was dangerous, but there wasn’t any immediate murderous intent—though Kellie instinctively braced herself emotionally while still leisurely turning her head to take in the newcomer.

Light armor and a cloak. A longsword slung at her hip. Her neatly tied hair swayed gently as she met Kellie’s gaze with a dignified look.

At first glance, it was clear she wasn’t one of the current desert labyrinth’s residents. A soldier.

"Who are you?"

"I am Linne Mikagami, squad leader of the Third Infantry from the Western Army."

"The Third Infantry of the West… Mikagami? That’s Zenga-uncle’s…"

"Yes. His granddaughter. It’s been a while."

The Third Infantry of the Western Army was known for its elite status. Constant skirmishes with the Afilm Empire, their greatest immediate threat, had given them extensive combat experience—particularly a high ratio of ace knights.

And the distinctive surname "Mikagami" was only found among the Lupine race in this labyrinth. As expected, she was Zenga Mikagami’s granddaughter—the sister of Kaito’s sibling.

But unlike Kaito, there was no exotic, unstable air about her. She handled standard speech with ease.

"Do you know anything about my sister?"

"I do."

"I thought so… She’s been looking for you."

"I’ve heard."

"…Still insisting she’ll marry you, I see."

"Yeah."

"…………"

Linne shook her head as if troubled.

"That girl has a very strong imagination."

"...What? Could it be…"

A possibility she’d once considered flashed through Kaito’s mind.

Maybe…

Perhaps she’d misunderstood some unmade promise and believed it to be true.

Linne smiled.

"Don’t worry. A promise was made. One that is absolute for us."

"...I see."

"But with this tongue that speaks of absolutes, I must humbly ask…"

"?

"That you break it."

While Kaito was basking in the sun, Kellie had gone out hunting.

Lonely and sulky, Kaito pouted for only a few minutes before chasing after Kellie into the labyrinth.

And as she followed Kellie’s scent, she found a familiar one—no, one from just ten days ago—and reflexively hid herself.

Her sister was there.

My sister stood silently facing Kelly.

"Werewolves value their promises above all else. They are a race that would gladly spend their entire lives, or even gouge out their own eyes and ears, to uphold a vow. It is certainly a virtue, but precisely because it is an unassailable one, they will sacrifice everything—heart, happiness, even life itself—without question."

"……"

"That child made a promise far too great for her young age. In trying to keep her word to become your wife, she’s come this far without ever knowing what love is."

"Love… she doesn’t know it?"

Now that he mentioned it, Kate had been clinging to Kelly with something bordering on fanaticism. It felt less like love and more like outright worship.

"I want my sister to experience falling in love with someone. I want her to know the normal process of liking someone, rather than dedicating herself to a promise until the very end. I want her to live a rich life."

"…I see. …Guess there’s no helping it then."

Kelly delivered a surprisingly reasonable line.

He had no idea that delivering such a reasonable line would make him feel like he was vomiting blood in his mind once again.

(_…Again?_)

Certainly, he didn’t think blindly following Kelly was truly what Kate wanted most.

But the thought of letting go of a woman he’d believed—no, _assumed_—was within reach made his vision go black for real this time.

"I figured it wasn’t that simple."

Lynne nodded with an almost irritatingly relieved expression at the strained words.

"Right? That girl’s a bit too single-minded; it’s kind of endearing, though…"

Kelly hadn’t heard Lynne’s words. He didn’t want to hear them. He wanted to hole up somewhere and cry for a while. Maybe even quit being a soldier, he thought despairingly.

And because he _didn’t_ listen to Lynne, he reacted in time.

"…!!"

The ceiling of the labyrinth trembled faintly.

The air subtly warped. The pressure shifted.

A monster’s presence. Not just any monster—something powerful.

"Nyuooooo!!"

No hesitation. Thanks to not being distracted by his conversation with Lynne for even a moment, he threw his greatsword behind her at the perfect instant.

_Gonk!_

"OOOOOOOOOO!"

"!?"

Lynne’s ears perked up, and she spun around in a panic. A giant rock golem, twice Kelly’s size, was collapsing behind her.

"What…!?!"

"You’ve been followed. Probably took a shortcut through the labyrinth near Quuika to get here."

"Y-yes…"

"Looks like you stepped into the rock golem’s awareness range."

Kelly watched Lynne tense up, quietly gathering power within himself.

His normally dark eyes now shone with golden light. The fury—anger born from unplaceable despair—was awakening the dormant strength of the bull ogre slumbering within him.

The rock golem rose.

He awkwardly but powerfully tried to pull the sword embedded in his chest.

"BOMOOOOOOOOOOO!!"

With golden light radiating from his eyes, Kelly released all the tension in his springs and leaped into the air. He kicked off the high ceiling, slamming his full weight onto the hilt of the sword stuck in the rock golem’s chest.

The rock golem’s breastplate split vertically. He snatched the massive blade out of the air as if yanking it away, then sliced through the golem’s right leg in one clean stroke.

"!!!"

Perfectly bisected at the thigh.

The rock golem lost its balance. No need to wait for it to fall. Kelly swung his thick leg, kicking up a gale within the labyrinth as he delivered a spinning heel kick.

"FUGOOOOOOOOO!!"

_ZUN!_

The rock golem stumbled and collapsed.

He then forcefully drove the sword into its head, pinning it to the ground.

"O-oh, impressive…"

"BOMOOAAAAAA!!"

"Kelly-dono!?"

Kelly brought his fist down without hesitation.

He kicked.

He grabbed the golem’s broken leg and slammed it down.

Each blow literally shattered rock, and in an instant, the rock golem disintegrated into a pile of rubble.

The cow ogre’s special latent ability.

In the labyrinth—the enclosed darkness—it could exponentially increase its combat power.

Born as the ruler of darkness, the ogre, and among them, the cow ogre optimized as the king of the underground, could gain double its normal attack power in that environment.

"Still, even cow ogres have gotten too used to peace, so they can’t unleash this kind of desperate strength unless they’re really battle-hardened. I’ve been hunting on the edge of death since I was a kid, so it just… happens."

"Is that so?"

"That’s why it was only natural for me to break through the Rock God Labyrinth. It’s the cow ogre’s absolute specialty. A Troto-style trial by combat wouldn’t have worked."

"…………"

"I remember now. You… back then…"

"Yes."

Lynne had taken the Ace Knight exam alongside Kelly when he first attempted it.

And… she was surrounded by corpses and rock golems, moments from death.

Kelly couldn’t stand it and saved her. It was a rule violation, and Kelly was disqualified for it.

"Chasing after Kaito, I picked up some skills myself. When I heard you could take the Ace Knight exam as a wild card, I got arrogant, thinking I could bring glory to my hometown, so I took the test… and that’s when you saved me."

"…………"

"Why did you give up on becoming an Ace Knight after that?"

"…If helping people gets you disqualified, then I guess I’m not cut out for it."

Rules are rules. He understood that.

But if the same thing happens again, Kelly will probably do the same thing. And then it'll be the same old story.

And then Kelly realized… he’d been goaded into aiming for Ace Knight by everyone around him, but deep down, he didn’t actually want the title. He just wanted to help his comrades.

"I don't care about being an Ace Knight. A crossbow is perfect for what I need. I can save allies no matter how far away they are. That's why I decided to stick with the crossbow unit."

"...I see. I thought… that we would meet again… so I took the test for Ace Knight next year, and now look at me."

The Ace Knight insignia was embedded in her leather armor.

"And here she is, a member of the elite Third Infantry of the West. Quite impressive."

"Looking back, I made a mistake too."

"............?"

Lynne stood in front of Kelly as he sat down and began to remove his armor.

Even though she wore long-sleeved, full-length underarmor, Kelly felt a little aroused and looked away.

"Breaking your promise won't sit well with Kate."

"Huh? Wait, what—"

"A werewolf's promise is absolute. The only way to invalidate it is through another werewolf's conflicting promise."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. So please make a new promise with me. That way, you can free Kate."

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

He felt terribly lonely. If he said "yes" now, his blissful time with Kate would be over.

For a fleeting moment, the thought crossed his mind that maybe if he threw a tantrum right now, he could still salvage things—but the real Kelly, the spineless, level-headed one, calmed himself down.

Knowing or not knowing about Kelly’s lonely inner conflict, Lynne smiled and spoke slowly.

"Make me your wife, Kelly Isaac."

"............Huh?"

"I've been waiting for our reunion since that day. I've kept my feelings for you warm in the depths of my heart ever since… This is a bond without promises, true love, I believe. Please make me your wife so that one day I can share this feeling with her."

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

The point was slightly unclear. Kelly went pale.

Then, he noticed something moving in the corner of his vision and watched it intently with his wolf-ogre’s characteristic cross-eyed gaze.

It was Kate. She’d been hiding in the shadows until now.

Kate raised her fist. It was a signal: Go, go, Kelly!

(_…Is this okay?_)

Confused by the bizarre turn of events, Kelly hesitated. Then, as Lynne’s eyes began to look increasingly anxious, he panicked even more.

"Am I not enough?"

"...W-well—"

"Oh, don’t worry about the night. I’ve trained myself to… accept your manhood too. If you like, I can show you proof right now."

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

_Could it be?_ Kelly broke out in a cold sweat. Was Lynne walking around with a massive prosthetic inside her while maintaining such a cool demeanor?

And then Kate made the same gesture again. _Hurry, hurry._

"…I understand."

"Good…" ♪

Lynne pressed her nose and mouth deep into Kelly’s large lips, kissing him as she had with Kate.

"This promise is perfect now. With this…"

"Yay!"

Kate suddenly burst from behind, tackling Lynne. She was surprised.

"K-Kate?"

"Sis is gonna be Mrs. Kelly too!"

"T-That’s not true! Listen to me, Kate!"

"Nfuu—"

"I made a promise with Kelly, so your promise is…"

"Well, sis… in the Cow Ogre Colony, having lots of wives is normal."

"…Eh? Eh?"

"It’s different from werewolves… Your promise doesn’t make sense, sis. It can’t work like that?"

"E-Excuse me!?"

"Ah, I see. That’s how it is."

Apparently, werewolves practiced monogamy. And while Celesta technically allowed polygamy, human society still upheld monogamy as the standard. Lynne, having moved directly from a werewolf colony to a human city, hadn’t fully grasped that yet.

"Nfuu… Sis, let’s go together! Lots of Kelly’s kids!"

"…Ugh, so… it will come to this…"

"H-hey, Lynne… if there’s no point, we can just pretend it never happened."

"Kelly, werewolf promise, absolutely. I already made a promise."

"…Yes. Because I promised, I will be your wife. …Besides, I’ve become like this because of you…"

Lynne shyly began to remove her underarmor. Kate did the same.

Lynne wasn’t wearing any underwear. She couldn’t.

As expected, a thick, imposing prosthetic was lodged in Lynne’s crotch.

"…There’s no choice but for me to become your wife."

"…Y-yeah…"

Normally, he’d be annoyed at being blamed for her self-inflicted expansion with precum, but Kelly found himself unable to complain. No, it was only natural. The joy of a male, having his own children demanded by these two so endearingly wolfish sisters, prevented any complaints.

Kate gleefully yanked the prosthetic out of Lynne’s crotch with force.

"♪"

"Agh… ah, aah!?"

With a _juurli_, the massive phallic imitation emerged. A closer look revealed it was carved with a bull’s face.

“…Who made this?”

“Sis~”

“…Y-yes… I just…”

“…Isn’t it cute?”

“But from today, you don’t need this anymore? You can get your dick pumped by Kelly-don every day, every night?”

“Ugh…♪”

The opened vagina visibly trembled in pleasure.

“…I-I can put it in?”

“Yes… w-well, I’ve never done this before… so, if you could be gentle?”

“…I’ve only ever been with Kate too, and I just lost my virginity a week ago.”

“R-right~?”

Under Kate’s gleeful watch, Kelly’s member was thrust into Lynn’s depths.

Being slightly larger than Kate, she took in Kelly’s cock deeper than before, but still couldn’t fully accommodate it.

Even so, Lynn was intoxicated by the pleasure of being filled deep within her vagina by a raw, hot flesh.

“A-ah…♪ This is… Kelly-san’s… dick…♪”

“Dick~”

“U-ugh… Kate, that’s embarrassing.”

“Dick is dick, isn’t it?”

“But…”

“I get a little more excited when you call it ‘dick’ too.”

“…O-okay… d-dick.”

“Again.”

“Dick. …Dick… Kelly-san’s bull dick…!!”

“Uho. Nice.”

“Dick… dick, so good… more dick… fill me with your dick… _ah, aha_, yeah, the crude way of saying it is definitely sexier…♪”

After being made to say it several times, Lynn was fully dyed in Kate’s direct style.

Her cheeks flushed red as she slowly, slowly moved her body up and down, wagging her tail to show how good it felt. Training with the prosthetic had left her without pain, but the overwhelming sense of raw vitality consumed her more and more with each passing moment.

Lynn had always seemed intellectual, but once she started unraveling, it happened fast. Like Kate, she adapted quickly because they were both young.

“H… haah, Kelly-san, more… more, fill me up… I’m so frustrated, ruin me, ruin me with your dick♪”

“O-okay… here I come.”

He gripped Lynn tightly, as if embracing her with both hands. Lynn instantly understood what was coming and her eyes glazed over in anticipation.

“Ughhh!!”

_Ju_, _ju_, _jut_…!!

Kelly seized Lynn’s body in short, forceful thrusts, stroking his cock inside her. Because of the size difference, he had to move quickly, controlling himself so as not to pull out too deeply. It was Kelly who had to adjust, not the woman.

And so, treated as nothing more than a hole to hold his body and devour his cock, Lynn tasted an unprecedented pleasure in her submission. She denied the strong Ace Knight she once was, finding intense ecstasy in being treated as nothing but a woman, a pleasure device.

"A-ah, haaah! Good, this is good… wau, auuu, auuu!!"

"I'm coming… I'm coming, Lynn, I'm gonna cum…!?"

"Auu♪… yes, I, I… sperm, inside me… semen, fill me, soak me, drown me… I'm pregnant♪"

"Ugh, ugh, uuuu…!!"

"Aaaaaaaaaah!!"

He slammed his seed deep inside her.

The vaginas of the sisters, so different in demeanor yet so alike in form, both relished the deluge of Kelly’s hot jism.

Trembling, her womb sucked in the milky white fluid, and the overflow that gushed out was lapped up by Kate with greedy delight.

"Haa…♪"

"Mm, mm, rel… such a waste…♪"

"W-wait, ugh… don’t do it so much, or I’ll want to fuck you again. Who knows who’s going through here?"

"I’m next! After big sis, it’s my turn!"

"...Seriously, the bottomless pit."

* * *

Lynn Mikagami. Height: 159cm. Werewolf. Age: 19.

Passed the Ace Knight exam four years ago and was recruited. Currently serves as a Tōninchō (leader of ten) in the Third Infantry Regiment of the Western Army Corps.

Renowned for her swift swordsmanship and acrobatics, she possesses an awe-inspiring survival instinct in battle—but recent evaluations note concerns about her legs.

She submitted a transfer request to the Northern Army Corps’ "Second Crossbow Corps" several days ago. However, that unit cannot be confirmed on record, as the Crossbow Corps is not listed as an active force—judgment pending.

There’s also suspicion that she couldn’t handle the weight of being a Tōninchō due to her youth, and when demotion was suggested, she readily accepted.

Therefore, upon the Crossbow Corps’s reactivation, she will be reassigned as a regular guard infantry soldier.

Awaiting final confirmation from Central Command.

* * *

The Sixth Minister wore a grim expression in the command center.

"...Lately, hasn’t Diāne’s unit been getting strangely… more female? I thought the guideline was to staff it with men only."

"Oh, you know about that, Minister? Apparently, Diāne’s Tōninchō got a boyfriend or something."

"Mm, mmm… that matter… well, it came back as a misunderstanding, or rather, vaguely unresolved. What was it again?"

"There’s a guy rumored to be involved. Supposedly a real womanizer. Somehow manages to hook up with tons of demi-humans, according to reports from Special Tōninchō Becker."

"Mmm, that must be his doing!"

No, it isn’t.

(To be continued)
A Certain Cow and Wolf Relationship 3
Beastmen are highly susceptible to the phases of the moon.
Especially their physical abilities and sensory powers change drastically at night, peaking with mental exhilaration to nearly double their usual capacity.
Needless to say, this is at its maximum during a full moon and most subdued during a new moon.

By the way, Orcs also react to the lunar cycle, though not as strongly as Beastmen.
This is a common trait among races suited for darkness—not just Orcs, but also Dwarves and Dark Elves—and they become most active during a new moon.
The closer they are to darkness, the stronger they get. Even those without night vision struggle against these denizens of the dark, who exhibit abilities beyond their normal capacity.
This is why the night raid tactics favored by the multi-ethnic nation of Celesta and the Dwarven kingdom of Goth in the southern continent have long been feared. Neighboring countries have established schedules to reinforce their borders, especially during new moons.

Now, these traits obviously relate to reproductive capabilities.
When races with these subtly opposing characteristics get together, it can lead to some troublesome issues.

"Kelly, you good?"

"Ugh… yeah. And you two, maybe ease up a little? I’m not exactly young anymore."

"You’re still in your twenties; don’t use age as an excuse! …Did it happen somewhere else?"

"No way! Orcs get sluggish during a full moon!"

The Wolfkin sisters, Lynne and Kate, licked the softened shafts with relish.
Kelly and Isaac were puffing out their cheeks, overwhelmed by the two women’s libido.
"Seriously, one hour every waking moment from morning till night isn’t exactly… cultured…"

He pulled away from the still-desperate pair, wiping his groin with a damp hand before pulling up his pants and trousers. If left unchecked, they’d relentlessly keep licking him until he was hard again.

"If it were up to me, I wouldn’t mind being stuffed all day long…"

"Sis, that’s cheating! Then I won’t get any!"

"Yeah… Besides, Kelly-san has a life too."

"You two should go outside wearing clothes once in a while… Seriously, waiting for my dick in your room all day?"

Lynne tugged at the sheets and grinned mischievously, while Kate wagged her tail happily.

"Because we love Kelly-bro!"

"W-well… I’m still not used to dicks, so, if possible, a little more would be nice. Especially during full moons, my body craves it, so getting used to it now is important."

"That’s what I’m saying… _sigh_."

It’s great that they’re happy, but maybe they’re a little too into it.

Lynne had rushed back to Quieca the night she made her deal with Kelly and submitted a transfer request. For a normal human, it would take over a month one way, but using the Desert Labyrinth to its fullest extent, she’d made the round trip in just ten days.

Even with the shortcut, that was astonishing mobility for a Wolfkin.

"I wanted to see Kelly-san so badly, I ran without stopping!"

"…That’s why I told you not to drag three stone golems along!"

It had been since the Ace Knight exam that Kelly had faced that many stone golems at once, but somehow, with Lynne’s help, he managed to repel them.

He realized then just how strong Lynne was—no wonder she was highly regarded in the Western Third Infantry Regiment.

Her main strength lay in her powerful legs and body techniques, but she wasn’t clumsy with a sword either. She even managed to sever an arm off one of the stone golems with what looked like an ordinary longsword.

"…If you put in the work on that side, becoming a Master Knight isn’t just a dream."

"But right now, I’m Kelly-san’s wife! ♪"

Three days ago, I completely ignored my travel fatigue and the afterglow of battle, and in a corner of the labyrinth where five stone dolls were scattered, I suddenly jumped on Kelly and demanded another round of reunion sex.

"Man, I gotta head back to Basson in like, what, three more days?"

"...That's a shame."

"I can't get any action until I get there..."

The wolf sisters perked up their ears.

_Swing!_ The door burst open.

"You quit the army, huh?"

"Mom!"

Dorothy gave the thumbs-up with her pinky and thumb.

"Now, now, it ain't like you're some hired hand who can just waltz in and out whenever you feel like it! The army's not that kind of place!"

"If you just ghost on them, they won't even come looking for you, right? Besides, nobody knows about our colony anyway."

"Well, we did put up the Centurion and Smisson the other day."

"They'll understand, right?"

"On what basis!?"

Mom was already in full-on ambition mode for the grandkids. Since Kate and Linne made that "marriage" promise with Kelly, they were completely obsessed with making babies.

"I wanna work in the army for at least three more years..."

"Three years in the army..."

"By the time I get back, you two will have combined to make a family of fifteen!"

Wolf-people usually give birth to twins.

"What should we do? Does Basson even have daycare?"

"Nope..."

"It's all good, it's all good—I'll take care of them in town."

"Oh my, if one of you goes into labor, send a letter, and I'll come help!"

"Wait, both of you. And you too, Mom. Are we _definitely_ going to go all out on the baby-making?"

Kate nodded enthusiastically. Linne looked away, blushing.

"...U-um... well, probably, even if we don't think about it, we'll just keep getting pregnant every year... and, uh, I don't think we can stop doing the thing with Kelly."

"Yeah~!"

"Yep."

"That's reassuring as all hell."

Mom joined in the nodding.

"...Um, well..."

Kelly was left out in the cold, feeling a little lost.

If it were someone else, she'd be thrilled at the thought of a harem of sisters making babies, but when women gang up like this, they become completely uncontrollable.

_Smisson must feel so left out too_, Kelly thought with a twinge of sympathy, _being liked by Selen and the Centurion._

But really, it was just that Kelly was a hopeless pushover when it came to women.

"Even so."

"First—"

"Yes."

At dinner, Dorothy slammed her hand on the table, making Kelly jump.

Kate and Linne stared up at Dorothy with puzzled expressions, wearing Dorothy’s old shirts (loose as hell, but their own clothes were ruined from getting soaked in fluids during sex).

"Isn’t it pathetic that even though these girls are so eager to do it for you, you’re pulling a ‘no-go’ just because it’s a full moon?" Dorothy asked.

"Well, Mom, you’ve gotta understand—"

"It’s not about understanding! These fine ladies are practically begging to stretch their pussies for your kids—doesn’t a real man get his dick hard even at death’s door? One or two stiff ones, right?"

"Mom, this is dinner time—try not to be so vulgar."

"BUT—"

_Bang, bang, bang!_ Dorothy hammered the table.

"I paid through the nose for a ton of Hell’s Bore livers."

"...Ugh."

"Huh? Kelly?"

"M-me, I don’t like offal."

The colony’s strongest bull, despite his many dislikes.

"Enough!"

Dorothy wouldn’t listen.

She plucked a raw Hell’s Bore liver, grabbed Kelly’s chin, forced his mouth open, and shoved it in.

"B-Bloody hell!?"

"They said eating this fresh and raw would give even a seventy-year-old the energy of a stallion—Kelly, this’ll make you two—" _Ah!_ "Don’t puke!"

"I-Ick, I don’t like it!"

Kelly’s eyes welled up with tears.

But Kate caught the vomited liver in her mouth.

Then she tried to feed it back to Kelly.

"K-Kate!?"

Kelly’s eyes brimmed even more. He could shove her away, but that’d be the worst thing ever.

"Ugh..."

"Mnng..."

He ended up eating it from Kate anyway.

And Kate pressed her face into his mouth, not letting him spit it out.

"...Guh."

He swallowed it.

"T-this is insane. So insane."

"Here, next one."

"I can't take it anymore!"

But before Kelly could even finish, there was Kate, still gnawing on the next piece of liver, and Linne, mimicking her, trying to pinch and stuff another piece into her mouth.

"BLEH!!"

She ate it all while crying.

"Ugh… ugh, I thought I was gonna die…"

Kelly washed her mouth out, sobbing uncontrollably—like a maiden who’d just had her innocence violated.

But even as she did, changes were happening to Kelly’s body.

"Ugh… damn it."

Kelly’s cock was swelling rapidly.

And with it, her libido began to overwhelm her thoughts.

"Ugh…"

Kelly shook her head.

She wanted to cum for Kate and Linne. She wanted to do whatever she pleased with them.

If this were the virginal Kelly of a few weeks ago, she might have been able to resist. But Kelly had already tasted women.

She knew where her libido could go.

And once that happened, there was no other way to sublimate that heightened lust.

Even if reason was satisfied, instinct demanded more.

"Ugh… o—ohhh."

Kelly slowly stood up, looking down at Kate and Linne, who were barely taller than her waist.

She met their expectant gazes…

…And with a _gnash_ of teeth and a puff of hot breath from her nose, she roared:

"…Y-yes… y-you let me do ittt!!"

The last remnants of her reason reached out to them in a voice that even surprised herself.

"Waaah!"

"Au… Ke-Keeriiisaaannn!"

She grabbed both of them, flipping each one over so their bare, pantiless butts hung free.

With her right hand, she forced her throbbing cock—peeking out from the edge of his pants—into Linne’s snatch.

"Haaaaa…♪"

Linne stuck out her tongue, moaning in pleasure as Kelly brutally spread her tight little folds to accommodate his thick shaft. Linne had also eaten a bit of liver earlier, and with the full moon’s effect, she was in an intense state of heat.

Kelly plunged into her depths in one swift motion.

But even then, it was only halfway. Kelly’s long, thick cock couldn’t go any further.

With reason completely gone, Kelly pulled out in frustration, slamming his hips back against Linne’s cunt with forceful thrusts.

It was pure, self-serving masturbation—using Linne’s body as nothing more than a tool for his own pleasure, completely disregarding her comfort.

But that was exactly the kind of masochistic sex Linne loved.

"Haaah, aggh, ahh! Keeriiisaaan, Keeriiisaaan! More, morettt! Harder… ahhh!!"

I am completely under the control of this strong, fierce man.

My worth now isn’t that of a proud warrior or a righteous lycanthrope, but merely a woman, merely a cunt, merely a hole to rub his dick against.

Lynne was overwhelmed with ecstasy by being treated like this and impregnated.

Kelly was the one who satisfied her on a primal, animalistic level, and this brutal sex he performed while aroused was exactly that.

"Uwah, aah, wau, uwu… Ke- Kelly-san, chinko… I love your dick… I’ll love your dick forever… I’ll be your dick hole for life!!"

"Bumooooh!!"

Kelly wasn’t listening. No "promise" would stand.

If Kelly affirmed this here and now, she’d abandon her position as a soldier, her role as an older sister—everything—to become nothing more than a sex slave beyond the title of wife, for all eternity. Lynne burned that much for Kelly, had surrendered so completely to his cock, felt such love.

"Kelly… saaan!!"

And with no regard for Lynne, Kelly ravaged her cunt as he pleased, then shot his load deep inside her womb.

"Ahh… aghh♪ Kuaa… uwuuu!!"

After a relentless mix of pain and pleasure, Lynne was driven to climax by the mercilessly unleashed seed and fainted.

Even witnessing Lynne’s ravaged state, her sister only sparkled with delight.

She was already used to Lynne’s kinks, Kelly’s size, his ferocity—none of it was frightening anymore. The more days she’d spent fucking Kelly like crazy, the more Kate surpassed Lynne in depravity.

"Hauuuu♪"

As if his business were done, Kelly pulled his cock from Lynne and shoved it into Kate.

Lynne was tossed onto the table with a thud. A few seconds later, she opened her eyes slightly, felt the seed overflowing from her crotch, and smiled faintly.

Meanwhile, her sister was being used as Kelly’s masturbation tool just like her older sister.

"Gahf, ahf, auh, kahf♪ ……Keri, Onii-chan, su-goo… iiii♪"

Her cunt’s depths were greedily devoured in a rhythmic assault, and Kate wagged her tail in delight.

It looked like brutal, destructive sex. In fact, most of her reason had fled, and Kelly wasn’t considering Kate’s comfort at all.

But still, he retained just enough control not to break her. No matter how much he followed his instincts, Kelly’s kindness toward the weaker opponent remained.

That was so endearing that Kate, even while restrained and unable to move freely, desperately wagged her ass to help Kelly reach climax as little as possible.

"Bugoohooo!!"

Feeling that, Kelly groaned low, as if resisting pleasure.

"I-it’s okay… Onii-chan, you can cum… any time now♪"

"Uugghooo!!"

A small lycanthrope wagged her ass, urging the massive bull ogre to climax.

More than lust, her expression was drenched in love, and her movements…

In the end, Kelly’s beastly nature succumbed to it.

"Bumoooooh!!"

With a death cry-like roar, Kelly shot his load generously into Kate’s earnest cunt.

"Haa… seeing it up close is something else."

Dorothy watched in awe.

The lycanthrope sisters lay collapsed on the table, panting as seed dripped from their crotches.

And her son was still hard, rock solid…

"…Kerry? Kerry, wait a— Ah! Damn it!"

Kerry woke at dawn.
She couldn’t remember where she’d lost consciousness. Even after reason fled, her memories remained. She’d fucked Kate and Linne in the dining room, and then…
And then…

"Huh?"

She sat up abruptly, only to see three women sprawled out.
Kate, Linne, and Dorothy.

"What the—!?"

Dorothy was naked too, her thighs slick with semen.

"W-What the hell…"

Kerry’s eyes were brimming with tears.

"U-Um… you’re awake, Kerry."

"Mum."

"...I can’t believe I got screwed like that by my own son…"

"I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry."

"Ugh… if it was on purpose, I’d kill you. But hey, it’s a full moon, so no pregnancy worries."

Dorothy staggered to her feet, draping cloths over Kate and Linne before giving them a slightly gentle look.

"Still, shouldn’t these girls get proper, tough Orc or Bull Orc husbands for their own safety?"

"T-That’s just cruel to the women who’d be added as wives!"

"A mother who gets screwed due to excess momentum isn’t pitiable?"

"I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry."

Dorothy, still hot at almost thirty with a kid, was quite the sight, but Kerry decided it was best left unsaid.

She’d just be labeled a hardcore momma’s boy. She couldn’t live like that.

"...But it feels good after such a long time, doesn’t it?"

"Don’t say things I can’t answer to, Mum."

"Ahahaha. Well, Orc women don’t care much about that sort of thing."

"I don’t want that either."

"How about one more go? Just because of the momentum thing?"

"I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry."

It was dawn, and another reason why Kelly Isaac couldn’t defy the strongest man in the Bull Orc Colony had been added.
Extra 3: Daydream Nightdream
Daydream Nightmare 1
It started off bad. That’s what Sieg Becker always thinks. Like, if you step into a dungeon and immediately trigger a trap, no matter how easy the rest of the path is, you’re bound to be hesitant. Or if you bite into a dish and find a lump of salt in the first mouthful, no amount of deliciousness afterward can make up for it. That’s why a bad start is a pretty serious stroke of bad luck in life—at least, Sieg thinks so.

"Damn it. Lucky bastard. So happy. You gotta be kidding me!"
Sieg was sitting cross-legged on the shallow edge of the bathing oasis, taking in the sights. The mixed-gender bathing oasis, a local specialty of Taruk, wasn’t short on young couples or families. Everywhere you looked, ogres and dark elves were taking advantage of the mixed bathing to get up close and personal—ogre couples grinding against each other, dark elf families (though the fathers and daughters didn’t exactly _look_ like family). Watching the young ogres and dark elf girls frolicking with their friends made Sieg feel happy, but seeing the couples and families just made him wistful.

He mentally erected a partition, focusing only on the girls without partners or groups of girls alone, and blankly gazed around the oasis. He’d been furious at Andy’s harem situation for a while, but when he imagined whether _he_ could achieve something like that—or even if he already had—he couldn’t help but feel sad as time passed.

"If only I hadn’t started off so bad…"
When it came to being popular with girls, Sieg was pretty much in the "highly desirable" category. His features were good enough to rival a stage actor, he was tall, held a decent position, had a great sense of humor, and was strong as hell. If he went to some rural backwater where men were scarce and women had few marriage prospects, and just started hitting on everyone without restraint, he could probably get close to Andy’s harem status—if he worked at it. Legally, there wouldn’t be any issues if the girl was a Celesta.

So, was it actually possible?
For Sieg, the answer was no.
The truth was, he was a complete virgin.

Sieg Becker was from the western Celesta region, near the Great Almonica River, and an orphan. Shortly after he was born, his parents were killed when a band of thieves raided their home, and he nearly died of starvation before being rescued and raised by the adventurer Lead Becker. This adoptive father, Lead Becker, specialized in looting ruins and was also a member of a rare, beastman-like race called the Birdmen—capable of flying for short periods. His usual style was to recklessly charge into the central chambers of ruins, grab the treasure, and then use his wings to shake off hordes of monsters as he made a quick getaway.

And Sieg… well, he’d often secretly tag along on his adoptive father’s adventures, only to end up being chased by the monster horde in place of his adoptive father, who’d already escaped.
His superhuman speed, far beyond that of ordinary humans, had started developing around this time. When a human nearly dies, all sorts of things awaken inside them.

"Yo, you, the guy with the bourgeois knife from yesterday."

"Huh?"

Sieg looked up to see a massive ogre standing there, arms crossed.

The same guy who’d been working as a bouncer at the tavern last night.

His member, which he wasn’t trying to hide and was swinging freely, was impressively ogre-sized. And it was right at eye level.

"Don’t get so close. It stinks."

"Don’t go sniffing it."

"I’ll punch you."

"Hah hah hah."

The ogre sat down next to Sieg, about a meter away.

"That's a pretty impressive knife, though. Don't get me wrong, I'm the one who took it, but is that really okay? That thing was a weapon of mass destruction, probably worth buying a house or two."

"Seriously? That's my treasure! I gotta make sure that girl pays me back before she pawns it off."

"...What's with those two? Isn't she your woman?"

"No. No, she isn't…"

"Then why don't you just hand over the knife and scram… though, again, I shouldn't be saying that."

"In that case, something even worse could've happened…"

He couldn’t exactly say, "The woman I drank with last night was actually a dragon," but the gravity of the situation seemed to sink in. The ogre pursed his lips sympathetically.

"…You haven't pawned it yet, right?"

"That's none of my business. Depends on how much Old Man's got."

"Hey, hey, hey, please… at least you know the pawnshop you usually use, right? If things get desperate, I'll try it out, so tell me."

"It's Trident Traders on Razona Street. Best appraisers for weapons around."

"…Trident Traders, huh? Hold on a sec. Could that be… the Tri-Headed Ogre’s?"

"You know about them? Thought you were just some adventurer, but you're a merchant?"

"Neither."

Sieg rubbed his temples.

"Damn it… Tri-Headed… there's a high chance they’re connected to the south…"

"What's wrong, bro? You got some bad memories with Tri-Headed Ogres?"

"A little bit, yeah. Well, let’s hope it doesn’t matter…"

Tri-Headed Ogres, as the name suggests, are ogres with three horns.

Originally, among the standard species called Plain Ogres, Tri-Headed ones were fewer in number compared to those with one or two horns, and thus known for their strong solidarity.

"Ugh… my Jewel Knife… damn it…"

"Well, let’s hope luck turns around."

"Yeah… you’re a good guy, even if you reek of manhood."

"Shut up. It's a sign of experience, leave it alone."

Encouraged by the surprisingly decent mercenary ogre, Sieg left the water bath oasis.

Even though it was just a hobby item, the potential loss of something so valuable—enough to build three sun-dried brick houses—left Sieg unable to hide his shock.

"Damn… but there’s no way that girl can come up with money so soon after yesterday…"

Even if he rushed to the tavern, without money, there was nothing he could do.

Sieg, whose job was to swindle information and important people, couldn’t exactly steal from civilians. A profession where one could easily stumble meant professional ethics were crucial.

"...Damn it. Guess I have to wait. At least I’ll make sure she doesn’t leave without paying."

Since he’d only pawned his Jewel Knife as a substitute for drinks, he hadn’t touched his wallet, so he still had some money in his pocket.

He’d use that to kill time.

Having lost his stash to the booze, he didn’t want to see alcohol right now.

"Then… women, I guess."

Sieg checked the weight of his wallet and started walking down a back alley, looking for an inexpensive brothel.

Buying women was one of his hobbies. He could never commit to just one, but as a side gig for his intelligence work, wandering through various towns wasn't inconvenient.

"Damn… thinking about Smayson getting to screw around with six or seven beauties for free… it’s infuriating."

Though he didn’t look quite so frustrated in his soliloquy.

"I really wish I knew the secret to getting close to women that good."

The words were laced with sarcasm, but not as much as they implied. In an instant, his hollow eyes reflected not admiration for the situation, but disappointment in himself.

"...Some things just aren’t worth thinking about."

When Sieg was twelve, Reed Becker departed for the Western Continent, where untouched mazes and ruins were said to remain. However, Sieg’s relentless pursuit of him had been noticed too many times, and his parents, despite being reckless adventurers themselves, couldn’t risk it any longer. They entrusted him to one of Reed’s acquaintances.

Sieg spent several months in Timberles, a port town at the mouth of the Great Almonica River, before moving to Quiq. That same year, he passed the Ace Knight exam and, at the age of twelve (the youngest record at the time), earned the title of Ace Knight. Immediately afterward, due to his unique, evasive fighting style, he was directly assigned to the Special Intelligence Brigade.

After several missions, Sieg’s first love arrived when he was fifteen. As the youngest Ace Knight, he was fawned over, treated like a prodigy, even a curiosity—hardly as an equal. It satisfied his vanity, but it didn’t fuel his passion for work, nor did it ease his loneliness.

Most of his interactions were with Knight Class holders far older than him, which wasn’t easy for an adolescent boy. And seeking companionship among peers was no better—the military cadets around his age were mostly officer hopefuls, spoiled brats who had no idea what real combat was like.

Surrounded by praise and admiration, he was lonely.

That loneliness was healed by a girl two years his senior, the daughter of a merchant from the Affilm Empire. Her name was Elsa.

Being a foreigner, she wasn’t intimidated by Sieg, the "genius Ace Knight" who was famous in Quiq at the time. Yet she didn’t come across as some uneducated floozy either—she was exactly what Sieg had always imagined.

It didn’t take long for the young Sieg to become infatuated with her.

Shaking off memories of his youth, Sieg stepped through a draped entrance layered with sheer fabric. Inside, a young dark elf woman waited, clad in something that barely qualified as clothing.

"A dark elf."

"You’re looking at me like I’m some kind of rare creature."

"Sorry. It’s just… this is the first time I’ve seen a dark elf working in a brothel."

"This _is_ the Dark Elf Colony, you know?"

"For a guy like me—a small-time thug—it’s hard to believe such long-lived creatures would take up a profession like this in a dive like this. I always assumed it was for broke humans or beastmen."

The dark elf laughed.

"Dark elves don’t live on mist alone, you know. We buy bread with money, and renting a house isn’t free either. Sometimes we fall in love, sometimes we get cheated… and sometimes, when there’s nothing else left to sell but our bodies…"

"Yeah, I guess so."

A common story. A natural social structure.

If there are men and women, money and business, and the desire to outwit others, then this will always happen.

There will always be women like this.

Sieg didn’t feel pity or sympathy for it—he wasn’t old enough to burn with righteous indignation anymore.

He was no longer that young.

"Alright, let's begin. Time's the limit, right?"

"Yes. You can cum as much as you want until the noon bell rings. Though, for a customer like you… I guess it'd be lingering and drawn-out until the very end."

"You know exactly what I'm talking about."

Even if she tells me to empty myself, there's no way I can just start blasting away.

I wonder how Smyson is doing. Is he struggling with his cumshot techniques because he's got too many women on his hands?

There's no way his dick could keep up, probably just getting better at finger work and stuff, I imagine. Meanwhile, Sieg straddles the woman, groping her breasts which are practically exposed despite the thin fabric and metal trim, planting kisses from the base of her ear down to her lips, parting the scant cloth covering her slit with a finger, and swirling his digit around.

"Ah…! Don't just jump right in like that, customer… You're the customer, and I'm the service provider…"

"Sometimes I want to remind my fingers who they know. What? We have all the time in the world, right? Give me one good orgasm."

"Ugh… Mmmph…"

The dark elf goes quiet.

Sieg continues moving his finger.

Rolling her nipple with his tongue, peeling back the hood of her clit, massaging her ass, coaxing moisture from within her labia.

"Huff…"

"Nghaaaah…!"

Sometimes he catches her off guard with a blast to the ear, making it all wet and sloppy.

The dark elf obediently surrenders to pleasure.

Or at least _acts_ like she is.

"…"

Even if it's an act, he's not childish enough to get mad about it.

That's just the nature of the job for a woman in this profession.

Sieg can compartmentalize it that way.

Suddenly, he hates how familiar all of this feels.

(_…Lying, exhausted, pretending to be deceived, pretending to believe the deception works, pretending to be absorbed…_)

In the end, is he just going to shoot his load with a stupid face on, just to maintain the facade of lies he's built up with this woman?

Is he paying her to release his seed, just to hide the fact that he's actually not passionate about anything, surrounded by so many precautions?

…Sieg suddenly feels disgusted with himself and whispers to the dark elf girl.

"What's your name?"

"…?"

"Not your stage name. I can't get it up unless I call you by the name of the person I'm fucking."

"…Right. Ariel."

"That's a good name. …Ariel…"

He indulges in one selfish whim.

With that satisfaction, he plunges his cock into the dark elf’s slit.

It’s a habit of Sieg’s to pry into someone’s secrets, something he hasn’t done since his first love.

He wants to know.

I want to know the truth.
I want to know what he’s trying to hide.
I want to know his side—the side he thinks no one else sees.
If I do, I can rest easy.
That’s what I tell myself.

Even the name I just learned might be a stage name.

(_…No way, that’s not me!_)
He was consumed by self-loathing.
What kind of love, romance, or sex is this—built on nothing but preemptive strikes and cowardice?
In the end, Sieg can’t focus on women because he just doesn’t want to look like an idiot.
When you get used to being an adult, when you get too used to knowing only people’s weaknesses, you stop being honest with yourself.
Sieg was terribly bad at the act of crashing into someone without pretense, without any reason other than his own desires and passions.
That’s why he envied youth—envied immaturity—for being able to do that.

"Ugh…!"

"…Sir?"

The dark elf looked puzzled as she sat up.

Sieg’s cock had softened and slipped out.

"S-sorry… I guess I’m not in the mood."

"I’m sorry, I—"

"Ariel, it’s not your fault. It’s just that I’m a bit of a flaccid one."

She scrambled to her feet and buried her face in Sieg’s groin.
Unlike a vagina, a blowjob can’t be faked with sheer willpower when you’re targeting a specific erogenous zone. He was instantly hard again, and she guided him right to climax.

"Ugh… guh—!!"

"…Nng, …ngg, ngguh… ngh, pffft."

Then, she swallowed it all down.

Sieg stroked the dark elf’s hair with conflicted feelings.

"…♪"

"Don’t look so happy just because I petted you."

He couldn’t believe it again.
Wasn’t she laughing at him behind that happy face?

"…Then stop petting me."

The dark elf took his hand.

"People like to be praised, you know. Even if it’s for sucking a dick."

"I see."

"Yes."

The dark elf buried her face in Sieg’s groin again.

This time, it was a leisurely attack—no frantic scrambling. By the time it built up to another climax, the noon bell rang.

Sieg left the brothel and bought some thin-fried bread from a street vendor, then snuck onto the rooftop of a building to savor it in peace. For Sieg, scaling a three-story roof was no big deal. Compared to when he chased after his stepfather as a kid, leaping up a sheer cliff face at an ancient mountain ruin in triple jumps—this was nothing.

"…Hah. Guess I’ll try nudging things along. If Dragon-nee-chan can’t handle it, I’ll just owe Smayson some money. And if Smayson can’t handle it, Carlos-san gets stuck with the tab."

He muttered to himself, trying to drown out the emptiness rising in his chest.

Work and inanimate objects.

These two would never betray Sieg.

Complete his work, adore inanimate objects, and occasionally buy a woman for a fleeting embrace. When he was in the mood, everything flowed smoothly, and he could live stylishly.

And before he knew it, he was thirty-nine.

He’d become incapable of living any other way.

"I can’t just go and get close to some beauty like you now. If there’s a way, tell me."

It wasn’t jealousy of Andy’s "situation."

It was envy of Andy’s "innocent youth."

Regret over his own life—forced to grow up too early, willingly stepping into the adult world. The pose he’d adopted had become everything he was, and now there was no foothold left to dismantle it.

But Diane was an exception for Sieg.

Diane would never deceive Sieg. She was too strong, earnest, and overflowing with compassion—a woman who could honestly say there was nothing to gain or find amusing in betraying him.

She was the only one he could unconditionally trust, admire, and—on top of all that—she perfectly matched his tastes. The absolute best, a goddess in every way.

But his bad habit of peering into secrets and shame always got the better of him, preventing him from winning her heart, and ultimately letting Andy get there first.

"…Well, Anzeros too… Even if he’d gotten close, it would’ve probably been the same as always."

He instinctively drew a line against anyone he couldn’t trust.

There was no need to be so wary. No need to put on such an act.

Deep down, he knew that, but the ingrained "adult pose" wouldn’t disappear.

Whenever he sensed a relationship might deepen, he’d always excuse himself with work.

Whenever someone admired him, he’d betray them before the wounds got too deep.

Alongside the one minute of frustration at Anzeros being taken by Andy, there was nine minutes of relief knowing Anzeros would naturally keep his distance even if Sieg didn’t push him away.

In short, that was this man’s life.

No matter how capable, handsome, or strong he was, he remained a timid, pretentious, and insecure man with a weak heart.

He couldn’t change anymore.

Shielding himself behind the rigid facade of Sieg Becker, he laughed off his own weaknesses as jokes and continued living this way.

He’d given up.

Beneath him, in the back alley below, he spotted a familiar face.

It was the dark elf he’d just been with.

"Ariel, we got some good fish in today."

The dark elf opened her wallet with a smile at the ogre fishmonger’s words—Ariel.

"Ariel-chan, good work out there… If we could just pay you more here, you wouldn’t have to go to places like that."

"No, it’s fine. Once I decide to do something, I’ll take the best offer at that inn."

"...Yeah, okay. But don’t push yourself too hard."

Ariel puffed out her chest in front of the dark elf girl behind the clothing store (though she might not _look_ like a girl, she could be quite old).
"...It wasn’t a stage name after all."

Zieg felt ashamed for doubting her—and then ashamed that he was ashamed. Doubting was only natural. It was his job as an agent.

...Before the shock could subside, a sudden roar echoed through the back alley.

"Ariel!! Dark elf Ariel!!"

"!?"

The air in the alley tightened.

A one-horned ogre and several others barged in, sweeping aside stalls like they were nothing.

"Not enough agari? What’s going on!!"

"W-well… last month I was sick—"

"I don’t care! It’s not our problem if you catch some disease! You should borrow from somewhere else to pay what you owe!"

"There’s nowhere left to borrow from…!!"

"Hah, then steal it! Don’t act so high and mighty now, you slut who happily became a sellout!"

Ah, that was right.
A common story. A story found everywhere.
Loving, being deceived, women selling their bodies, and debt collectors.
Everywhere, everywhere it’s the same.
In the north, in the south, among long-lived elves and humans alike.

"...Hah."
Zieg Becker instantly shut his eyes, recalling the end of his first love twenty-four years ago.
The end of his first love was also the first time he’d killed a woman.
Ah yes, spies don’t get good endings. If I don’t do it, Elsa will be slowly broken down, limb by limb, finger by finger, until she’s nothing but a crushed heap for interrogation.
It’s my fault for being deceived. It’s my fault for loving.

But.

That’s just pathetic. That’s all.
And yet, everywhere, anyone still falls in love without fearing deception.
And lives with their heads held high.

All Ariel did was smile because she correctly introduced herself without Zieg doubting her—that was it.
But even that, Zieg couldn’t believe.

"So what?" Zieg thought, but the mere fact that he was getting up to clear his name would be enough.

It was more than enough for him to pull off such a pathetic, cringeworthy act of trying to look cool in front of a woman.

"Oi, you one-horned idiots with your dim-witted faces!"

"Agh!?"

Suddenly—

A tall, gaunt middle-aged man materialized beside Ariel.

"That’s something I can’t just ignore."

"What are you…? Vanish, you lanky bastard!"

"To steal in front of a soldier, that’s some nerve."

"Soldier…!?"

"Easy there. This is our colony. …If we fold him up and bury him, no one will ever know."

The Ogre spoke ominously.

Zieg grinned and instantly knocked out one of the Ogres.

"What…!?"

"What’s wrong!? What happened, Guts!!"

Zieg had closed the distance in a flash, kicked him in the temple, and returned to his original position—yet no one in the back alleys could have seen that movement.

"And… to try and get into this fine woman’s pants in front of me, that’s some nerve."

"What do you want, you—"

"Zieg Becker, 39 years old. Currently seeking a girlfriend."

He winked unconvincingly and smiled at the stunned Ariel.

"Personally, I think you’d be perfect."

"This Jewel Knife… it’s from the Western Continent, isn’t it?"

"Yes."

"There are only four of this type in the Northwestern Plains. One is with the Sylphid Trading Company in Trollot Royal Capital, one is in the Imperial Museum of Affilum, and one is mine."

"So, the remaining one…"

"Hmm… so that means the man who owns it has come to this town… heh heh heh heh."

He shook his three horns as a delighted laugh echoed.

"Keep it safe… I waited ten years for this moment!"

(To be continued)
Daydream Nightdream 2
Ogres, due to their massive stature, excel as combatants. While many colonies tend to base their livelihood on hunting, they often utilize their strength in civil engineering when interacting with other races.

Similarly, the Dwarves, who also pride themselves on their power, are skilled in blacksmithing and craftsmanship. As a result, the division of labor in towns typically falls along these lines: Dwarves as smiths, Ogres as builders. Agriculture, fishing, and livestock raising remain the domain of Humans and Elves.

However, even with a natural aptitude for manual labor, building techniques can only be refined through collective accumulation and cooperation. Thus, it’s common to find several Ogre construction unions in each city.

Given that Ogres are inherently bellicose, these organizations tend to be quite… muscular in their nature—let’s just say they have a mafia-like edge. While some groups manage to channel their overflowing energy through work, events, and shared ideals, others, depending on the charisma of their leaders or their operational state, can negatively impact local governance. This is one of the trickier aspects of Celesta’s Merchant Kingdom, which preaches "tolerance for races, strictness for profit"—a balance that’s difficult to control outright.

Fortunately, Oasis City Taruk has a relatively stable lineup of organizations with some degree of control.

The two most powerful construction unions are:

- _Trident_, led by the three-horned Tri-Cone Ogres.
- _Tower Emblem_, dominated by the one-horned Mono-Cone Ogres.

Both have diversified into finance, brewing, and retail, making them among the top ten most influential factions in Taruk’s Chamber of Commerce.

Their headquarters are positioned symmetrically across Central Avenue from each other, and they compete fiercely in several ventures—resulting in a constant back-and-forth. This rivalry has led to a rather infamous local tradition: underlings from both sides routinely brawl in the streets.

It was common knowledge among Taruk’s citizens that the leader of _Trident_ was a strikingly beautiful woman.

"Boss, shouldn't we have the young ones search?"

"You don’t know Zeek Becker, do you?"

The underboss Ogre nodded solemnly to his female boss.
"I can’t fathom the world of soldiers. I’ve heard tales of him being something of a hero, though."

The woman boss nodded regally before draping her thin sunshade over her shoulder.

"Swift, capricious, cunning, and devious. If we search by numbers, he’ll only slip away, wasting more time. I’ll find him myself."

"But the young ones from Tower Emblem have loose reins. If they spot you alone in an alley…"

"Enough. I’ve waited ten years for this… Don’t chase him. The man’s sharp."

_Trident’s_ female boss, Rose Alderia, brushed off her worried underboss and strode out of the mansion with purpose.

Her impulsive nature—once she set her mind to something, there was no stopping her—made her a good leader for these rough Ogres, but it also made her recklessly brave.

The underboss buried his face in his hands and prayed to the heavens for nothing bad to happen.
"But… swift, capricious, cunning, and devious… He sounds like a small fry."

"Now _that’s_ interesting."

Before Zeek stood a growing horde of one-horned Ogres—how they’d gathered, he wasn’t sure—but there were easily twenty of them.

All wore tattered work clothes, some with hammers slung around their waists. Judging by their attire, they were likely young members of construction unions.

It wasn’t unusual for construction unions to dabble in money lending, and many even handled debt collection on the side. So it was within expectations—but two or three? Twenty was a problem. More importantly, fighting a crowd while protecting someone wasn’t wise.

"Enough, customer."

Ariel tugged at Zeek’s sleeve, her face stiff with concern.

"They won’t take my life. They’re my bread and butter. …But you’ll get buried."

"Yeah, you’ve got that ‘buried’ look. Maybe scattering them all at once was a mistake."

"That’s why you need to run. I don’t know where they came from, but you can outrun them alone. And get out of the South quickly."

Zeek laughed.

"I wouldn't mind hitting the road, but not until I've had you as my companion."

"Once the heat dies down, come back to my shop. I'll entertain any hobby of yours for two hours and forty sheets."

"Ah. Good professional spirit."

Zieg, now completely unfazed, pushed forward relentlessly.

"Not just two hours and forty sheets—I want you to manage all my assets jointly."

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

Ariel wore an exasperated expression.

"You're old enough to know better, getting hot for a half-elf businesswoman in one go? Don't you think that's kinda pathetic?"

"Just a little. But I'm still earning pretty well as a hundred-man leader, you know."

"I can't trust someone who picks a cheap inn like that so early in the morning."

"Bad luck, just bad luck. Though, hey, maybe it's lucky I met a good girl like you."

"No idea what you're talking about."

Ariel sighed and tried to shove Zieg deeper into the back alley.

Zieg nipped at her ear.

"Eep!?"

"I used to be a dark elf underboss, you see… I know all about reading expressions in ears. You're kinda blushing, aren't you?"

"Ugh, shut up! Don't get too cocky, human!"

Cornered, Ariel glared at him with resentment.

He was pretty confident about reading women's expressions, after all.

Zieg lightly embraced her, then released her and swung her into a fireman’s carry.

"W-what are you doing?!"

"Business is business—better to have two burning than one."

"What kind of business?!"

"Rescuing princesses in distress."

"...Zieg Becker... wait, are you...?"

"That's right, I'm Zieg Becker."

Zieg jumped.

Carrying a single woman was easy, and leaping onto a house roof was a piece of cake.

He couldn't exactly vanish from sight while running at full speed, but he was confident he could shake off an ogre’s wide strides.

"Let's go!!"

Zieg Becker.

His name had become a popular ballad among wandering bards.

The third surge in popularity came during his great adventure in the Rapal Islands.

The second came from rescuing a noble princess held captive by bandits.

And the first? A tragic love story with an enemy spy.

He was sulking at the Quieca Tavern, forcing down liquor he wasn’t even old enough to drink while ranting about his terrible breakup. A wandering bard who happened to be there turned it all into a poem on the spot.

Thanks to that, he became one of Celesta’s most famous spies. Well, even if they sang an epic about him, it wouldn’t exactly ruin his face—he always used a fake name anyway, so it wasn’t much of a problem.

That bard still occasionally catches wind of Sieg’s exploits at Quieca and turns them into poems, though he sometimes weaves in some embellishments for dramatic effect.

Ah, the noble princess kidnapped by bandits? Nah, it was actually one of the Ogre chieftain’s only daughters.

And that tearful farewell where they kissed in the shade before vanishing like a daydream? Not exactly. She was cuter than he expected, and when he tried to get handsy during what he thought was a farewell that wouldn’t lead to heartbreak, she gave him this weirdly happy look—and suddenly, all his bad first-love memories came flooding back. So, half-dressed, he chucked his loincloth at her face and vanished into the clouds. The absolute worst possible way to end things.

He figured he’d keep that part from Ariel.

"Hey! Stop—!"

The ogres were tearing through the streets chasing Sieg across the rooftops. But running was exactly what Sieg had in mind.

"Gotcha… whoa!!"

An ogre falls right into a shallow ditch covered by a single thin plank—a simple pitfall trap.

"Always lurking on the roofs… my patience is wearing thin, duh-wah!?"

Another ogre leaps onto a roof not built to support an ogre’s weight and gets his lower half stuck.

Too focused on looking up, another ogre grabs a rope strung between two palm trees and faceplants—kicking over a beehive in the process.

The pursuers were dwindling fast.

"…Huh, how did they only get caught in so much mischief?"

"Well, it’d be easy if we could use instant-kill traps. But laying those for civilians—even thugs—is out of the question."

"…Instant-kill traps?"

"Gunpowder, blades, pressure points, poison. It’s way more efficient to distract them with that before finishing them off."

"Y-you do scary things."

"Some missions require it."

He casually changed direction and completely lost the last few ogres. Then, in a back alley where they wouldn’t be noticed, he quietly set Ariel down and locked eyes with her before making his full confession.

"Well, that’s beside the point. I want to go out with you. …I’ve got a bit of trust issues with people. But when you helped me just now, it felt… good. I know it sounds simple, but… I want to spend more time with you."

Of course, there was more to it than that. There was also the fact that she had a similar strength of will to Diane—the woman he’d always seen as his heart’s goddess—and that she was a dark elf.

And then there was the simple, physical fact that she felt good in his arms.

But for Sieg, who was on the verge of drowning in self-loathing, her smile and the way she lived were more than enough to make him fall head over heels.

"Liar. …No one falls for someone that easily. You just want something for free, right?"

But Ariel had trust issues too.

More specifically, she distrusted men.

She’d fallen in love once, been betrayed, and ended up as a prostitute.

So when some guy who came to her place as a customer suddenly confessed his love, she couldn’t possibly be genuinely touched.

"Of course I want something for free."

"Seriously."

"I want you to go on dates with me for free, live in my Quieca house, and if possible, even make me some kids."

"…Ugh."

But she flinches at Sieg’s relentless assault.

Essentially, dark elves aren’t strong against loneliness. And Ariel, in the end, was just a soft-hearted girl who easily fell for bad men and got herself into debt.

"I want to kiss you for free, I want you to give me a knee pillow for free, I want you to wear a naked apron for free, I want to bathe together and cuddle for free, you damn bitch! I wanna get super clingy with a girl instead of turning into some old geezer! I wanna be all lovey-dovey and spooning! And if possible, with someone as cute as you!"

"…U-ugh."

Ariel drooped her ears and looked up at Sieg.
A middle-aged man with scruffy stubble desperately confessing his embarrassingly raw inner thoughts.
But still…
There was such an overwhelming presence that it made her feel like a coward for lying.
In truth, Ariel actually liked Sieg—strong, reliable, tall, and above all, someone who wanted everything about her.
Struggling with debt, forced to cut ties with her family, and abandoned by the man she loved, leaving Ariel alone… for her, his warmth was incredibly appealing.
"Uuuu…"

Torn between resisting that pressure or giving in…
She noticed the three horns like a crown poking out from behind Sieg’s arm against the wall.
An Ogre. She flinched for a moment, but it was short. Short, but still taller than Ariel. Almost 170cm, but even for an Ogre, it was quite small.

"I've finally found you."

"…Whoa!?"

Sieg also looked up in surprise and saw the Ogre next to him.
The petite Ogre woman threw off her cloak and dashed forward. Before Sieg could even get into a defensive position, she dove onto his chest.
Knife range.
They locked eyes in an instant.

"YOU, THE WORST MANNNN!!!"

She delivered an uppercut that sent Sieg flying.

"…Ow, ow… thought my jaw was broken."

"It’s a miracle you didn’t crack. I’m not outmatched by the younger guys when it comes to punching power, even if I am just a tricorn Ogre."

After floating completely above the rooftops for a moment, Sieg landed safely in the alleyway, only to be met with Rose’s glare… or so it seemed—her face was slightly flushed.
"…So, who are you…? Whoaah!?"

Finally properly noticing Rose, Sieg retreated backward from his crouching position in a frantic, scuttling motion. It was incredibly uncool.

"So, you remember me after all, you gutless wonder."

"…Y-you… Rose…!!"

"Sieg Becker. I won’t forget that humiliation."

"I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!"

A full-force prostration. Utterly pathetic.

Ariel stared blankly.

"W-what…?"

"…Uh, this is kinda hard to explain, so don’t ask. Or rather, Rose, I’ll take care of her with everything I’ve got, so you just stay out of it."

"That’s a good attitude. But pretending to kiss me while throwing your loincloth at me, then seriously hitting on this woman… that really doesn’t sit well with me."

"Seriously, sorry, seriously, sorry, seriously, sorry!"

Zig groveled with a deep bow.

"What am I gonna do with you?"

Rose grabbed Zig by the collar, her face twisted into a genuinely delightful smile as she glared at him, veins popping in her neck.

_Like a beast eyeing its prey,_ Zig thought.

"O-oh! Lion, Davis, I found them!"

"!!"

Instantly, Zig shook off Rose’s hand and turned to shield Ariel with his back.

At the entrance of the alley stood two figures—a lionkin and a human man—followed by a one-horned ogre.

"Reinforcements."

Zig muttered in a voice that carried an indeterminate size, and the human man tilted his head slightly, then grinned.

"The Tower Emblem’s young bucks were making a fuss. We’re bodyguards sent to back them up… Who would’ve thought it was Sieg Becker, Special Captain?"

"…I think I’ve seen you before. Might Gahlen?"

"You remember me?"

"Can’t do the job if I have a bad memory."

Zig clicked his tongue.

The human man was Might Gahlen. The lionkin was Lion Rex. And the one-horned… Davis Dagout.

He dredged their names from the military intelligence stored in his mind.

"And to top it off, even Trident’s foreman is here."

Might tilted his head the other way, his smile widening. The long pole he carried shifted, revealing a tassel-less longsword at its end.

"What are these guys? The Tower’s crew… new vagrants?"

Rose tensed to strike, but Zig stopped her with a hand.

"Get down with Ariel as much as you can."

"Becker…?"

"They’re all Ace Knights."

Carlos Estate.

Lunch proceeded without Zig. Andy munched on a mountain of green vegetables with a strained expression.

Diane watched him with a troubled yet endearing look when Aurora suddenly spoke.

"Diane-sama… may I ask something?"

"Hm?"

"Special Captain Becker… how strong is he, exactly?"

"You're the Ace Knight, aren't you? Just spar a bit and figure it out."

"No. I do not truly understand His capabilities."

Aurora clasped her hands together, spreading them slightly as she spoke.
"As a swordsman, his offensive techniques are limited, and I would hesitate to say he excels in raw attack power. However, when he adopts a defensive stance or lets go of his sword… it is then that one feels the unfathomable depth of him. His efficiency in evasion, his mobility—both surpass even my brother, the Master Knight. And sometimes, the source of his killing intent is inexplicable. I often wonder—if he were to employ methods beyond the sword… what then?"

"Well, yeah, that guy's a mystery. …But even the Master Knight would have trouble stopping him when he’s serious."

"That much?"

"A few years back, the Over Knight said, 'One may deflect the Dragon's flame, but not Sieg Becker.'"

"…Over Knight!? Wh-which one?"

"The Iron one. The Thunder one agreed as well."

"…What does that even mean?"

Diâne muttered, _not something you bring up during dinner_, and continued.
"If you told him to kill a thousand people in a thousand different ways, he’d probably manage it. You might be able to block his flames with magic, runes, and the right materials, but there’s no way to stop Becker’s killing. …If you make him your enemy, he might be scarier than the Master Knight."

"Alright then."

Sieg straightened his back, erasing the smile from his lips.

A burnt, battlefield scent began to emanate from him.

Mait staggered backward, grinning as he drew his sword.

"Becker, Special Centurion. Ever since I was in the army, I’ve wanted to kill you."

"Oh? I’d rather not. I prefer to avoid casualties."

The Lionman, Leon, spoke.

"How arrogant."

"No, no, no. Because if we kill each other, one of us dies, right?"

The Horned One, Davis, added in a low voice.

"Let one person die… what’s the harm?"

"One person?"

Sieg looked at the three with pitying eyes.

"Because you’re the ones who’d die, aren’t you?"

The three fell silent instantly.

"How about it?"

"I don’t know."

"Three against one. If you win, you’re Master Knight… right?"

Sieg silently drew a knife. A pathetic thing, only fifteen centimeters long.

Then, he crouched down.

The three Ace Knights tensed with killing intent and lunged forward… but the moment they did, Mait stumbled and fell.

"What!?"

"Hey!?"

Leon went down next. Oil had pooled at his feet.

Davis leaped over the two of them—and a needle pierced his nose.
"!?!"

Davis crumpled to the ground, motionless.
"If poison and oil are allowed in the match, then yeah, I guess I _am_ Master Knight."

_Sak_, _sak_, he drove needles into the fallen Ace Knights.

"C-cowardly…"

"If you even blink, I can kill you seven more times."

His voice was cold as he snatched Maito’s sword and snapped it in two.
"And, I’m the type who needs to get an advantage first… It’s a lesson for life."

Truly, in an instant.

Before Ariel and Rose could even figure out what was happening, three Ace Knights had fallen.
"…Anesthesia, too. I value my citizens."

He waved his hands around, his grin back in full force, and Rose and Ariel breathed sighs of relief.

"…Honestly. Well, it’s Sieg Becker, so I wasn’t _too_ worried."

"Sieg…"

Changing the subject, Sieg turned to them again.

Then, Rose suddenly shoved a wrapped package into his hands.

"You made me wait a long time for this opportunity… It’s a present."

"…What is it?"

"Open it… First, let me say, this isn’t gratitude or obligation."

"O-okay?"

Sieg unwrapped it to find a Jewel Knife inside.

"Ever since then, I wanted one just like yours, and I worked hard to get it. It’s no good if you don’t have one too."

"…A-alright…"

_Wuh-wuh_, Sieg burst into tears.

"Thank you, Roseeee!! I don’t know what’s going on, but I love you, dammit!!"

"I-is that so? Good."

Then, still crying, he rubbed his stubble against the Jewel Knife before suddenly—

He handed it to Ariel.

"…Huh?"

"That thing sells for a crazy amount of money… You have debts, right? If you use that to pay them off… then, um, maybe you’d go out with me?"

"…………"

"Sieg Becker…"

Rose shook her head back and forth.

Ariel hesitantly considered whether to accept it or not… but ultimately, she did.

Sieg shed blood-tears in his heart. But it was fine. He’d become someone’s boyfriend too. Or so he told himself.

"…Yes. I understand."

Ariel’s cheeks flushed slightly.

"F-For such an unworthy person as myself, please treat me well…"

(…Huh?)

He felt like he’d missed something.

That’s when Rose erupted.

"…How can you not realize you’re using a proposal gift from one person to propose to another? You’re the worst—"

"…A, ah!?!"

In this colony, the free transfer of blades carries a special meaning.

(To be continued)
Daydream Nightdream 3
"Considering the value of each jewel, the craftsmanship, and rarity… I'd say around 600,000 gold coins."

"Six hundred thousand? If you factor in practical use, it could go a bit higher, don't you think?"

"That's just an estimate, but… let's call it 630,000 and a half."

At Trident Trading Company, a weapons shop under the umbrella of the Construction Workers' Union Trident, a lizardman clerk with a three-horned Viking helm slung over his shoulder by its chin strap, peered at the items through his small pupils before stating the appraisal.

Ariel gasped at the amount, while Rose and Sieg frowned slightly.

"I think I can go up to 880,000."

"Me… well, even if I concede a bit, it's still 800,000."

The lizardman clerk licked his lips with an expressionless face. It was hard to tell without familiarity, but this was the equivalent of a troubled look.

"Please, have mercy. We're nearing the end of the fiscal year. At this time of year, I'm in trouble if I don't get rid of things at a price that's easy to move. Sure, I could drum up some collectors when it comes time to dispose of it and maybe get a bit more, but if there's too much of a gap before disposal, all of this value gets written off as a loss, and I'll be held responsible."

"Just pretend I bought it out of spite. I'll sell it off later at my leisure."

"Boss… well, okay then."

"880,000."

"Alright, alright. Honestly, I don't know what kind of obligation you have, but I didn't think I'd be taking the same item twice in one day."

The jewel knife, once taken from Lila as a drinking tab at the tavern, had now circled back to Trident Trading Company for purchase.

"By the way, just for reference, how much did you buy it for from the tavern?"

"…180,000."

"Not such a bad guy, after all."

Sieg nudged the lizardman clerk. He wanted to believe that being bought by someone who didn't understand its value was better than nothing.

"U-um, that… uh… 880,000 is… g-gold coins… right?"

Ariel looked up at Sieg and Rose with a worried expression.

For reference, one Celestial gold coin buys a drink without alcohol, and ten can get you a decent meal at most diners.

Eight hundred eighty thousand gold coins could buy a fairly large house with land in a city the size of Taruk.

Of course, Ariel's debt was peanuts by comparison.

"Goodbye, my jewel knife…"

"A-Are you sure about this, Sieg!?"

"I'm sure. I'm one of those people who can do it if they try. It's just a hobby item anyway; no one will care if I sell it… Ugh."

Sieg was trying to act tough while clearly on the verge of tears. For some reason, the lizardman clerk was tearing up too.

"How much is Ariel's debt?"

"Four thousand and two thousand… gold coins…"

"Well, they'll probably tack on interest anyway. Clerk, make 70,000 standard gems and give it to me now."

"Alright, alright. You're a real man, old timer."

"Yeah. I'm becoming a man. But becoming a man… that hurts."

Sieg was full of regrets, but he wouldn't back down from his actions. The lizardman clerk looked at him with respect (though he had no expression) and patted him on the shoulder to comfort him.

"…It's almost like a bride price."

Rose watched Ariel, her eyes wide as she gawked at the easy money. She teased him. "Don't be so crude. First, I'll sever Ariel's bad ties and then we can have a proper relationship."

"I get it, I get it... But you really need to understand what giving and receiving a sword means."

"Huh?"

"Are you going to hand over the money you sold it for now? Or are you going to give him the sword and let that dark elf take the blame for selling it? The meaning is completely different, you know."

"Hmm..."

Zig knew the customs, but how well he understood their weight was questionable at best.

He ran his thumb over his scruffy stubble and looked at Ariel. Giving money directly felt cheap and distasteful, but binding him to a custom he barely understood wasn't appealing either. "Well, you can do whatever you want, Ariel. I'll take full responsibility for the debt, at least. You can think of this as just a crazy move from a man who's fallen for you. But if you'd still like to be with me after that... I'd be happy. A dark elf might only offer fleeting affection, but give me love in my life. Please."

"...Even if you say that..."

Ariel looked troubled. Being dumped with the decision about the knife, and Zig's cavalier attitude towards such a huge favor, was too much good fortune for Ariel, who had been headed straight for misfortune for so long.

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

Rose had been silently watching Zig's advances, but seeing the silence settle over Ariel, she straightened up and spoke. "Can we table that discussion for later?"

"...Yes."

She confirmed with Ariel before turning to Zig. "Then let's deal with me first. I'm not going to let you gloss over the fact that I accepted your knife, Becker."

"...Y-yeah."

"You were gentle with that dark elf, but don't expect that from me... Zig Becker, you've accepted my proposal. You know you can't return it now, right?"

"...Yeah."

In stark contrast to Ariel, who carried the weight of distrust in humanity and men, and acted like a small animal, was Rose Alderia, the once-captive princess, coming at him with a fastball straight down the middle.

She'd been kidnapped by a band of thieves when she was seventeen, or so. Now she was twenty-seven, practically an old maid among Orc women, where early marriage is common.

But her status, her spirit, and her beauty, now matured and composed, were not something an Orc could simply ignore. She wasn't some plain woman who was destined to be left behind.

Though petite for an Orc, the strength of her body, capable of sending Zig flying with a single punch, would easily meet an Orc's standards for a "good woman," and she had undoubtedly turned down many suitors, waiting for the chance to propose to Zig.

"I could even give you that jeweled knife again. No, either way, if you're going to be my husband, it'll be yours again. Now, Zig Becker, do you understand that the time for paying your dues has come?"

"U-uh..."

But Zig wasn't an Andy, someone who would recklessly embrace love with abandon.

He was a normal man who wanted to run when chased and chase when running.

Is this really okay?

Is it really okay to be tied to this woman?

Are you _really_, _really_ okay with this, Zig Becker?

And then, a voice without any basis in reality began to stir anxiety within him.

Zig retreated slowly. Rose watched him.

The lizardman clerk was watching with a mix of confusion and excitement, not really understanding the situation.

And then—

"…Answer me already, you scum!"

"Eh, ch-choo!?"

Rose’s fist suddenly burst into flames.

Zig, taking aim for his cheekbone, was sent flying about three meters away.

He slid across the wooden floor with a _thud_.

Leaving the stunned lizardman and Ariel behind, Rose grabbed Becker’s belt from behind and hauled him up.

"Sorry for the interruption. Deliver the knife to my place."

She swaggered out of the store, dragging the folded-up Zig along.

"A-ah, wait, don’t leave me behind!?"

Ariel hurried after them.

The lizardman watched with a slack-jawed expression, tongue lolling out in a vacant stare.

"…Guess I’m not too keen on a wife who hits people."

He muttered a complaint to the group leader, thankfully unheard by anyone.

Zig woke up in a dimly lit room.

"Ugh…"

"You’re awake."

The ceiling.

The color of a sunset sky.

A bed.

And three horns.

"…Rose?"

"Sorry about that. But I made it easier for you to decide."

He took stock of the situation.

The dim room was probably an inn—likely one of Tark’s fancy hotels, judging by the furnishings.

In the bed were himself and Rose. Judging by the shoulders peeking out from under the sheets, she was half-naked.

Ariel was perched on the edge of the bed, looking sideways at him with a slightly downcast gaze.

"So, Becker. They say a man should eat what’s put in front of him, right? …I don’t know what made you do it back then, but it hurt me pretty bad."

"…Sorry."

"…Though, to be honest, I’m not _that_ mad. Maybe… maybe the song touched something about your old love life?"

"…………"

Having his trauma become public knowledge was a real pain.

And he’d been mostly right.

"…Yeah, that’s it. I’m just not great with affection from someone I don’t fully understand. Makes me worry what kind of crap they’re hiding on the other side."

"I… I—"

"…No, it’s not that I doubted you or anything. It was just too damn good. Yeah, when I was obsessed with that other woman, things got _really_ intense, and I thought the same thing. Ugh, gross, I’m getting a bad feeling."

That’s right. Sieg was just an orphan, a prodigy who passed his exams without defeating a single enemy—a paper ace with no real achievements.
Stripped of pretense, Sieg was just a kid trying too hard, but Elsa loved him—or _pretended_ to love him.
Behind that love lay espionage, and Sieg had been thoroughly probed by her; he couldn’t pretend ignorance anymore.
If he’d realized she was a spy sooner, maybe he could’ve given her a chance to escape before the damage became fatal.

That regret had haunted Sieg for years, turning him into someone who wouldn’t forgive such reckless, physical love again.
It all started so wrong. Way too wrong.
To end up kissing a woman and then stabbing her to death—that was just _too much_. To think he had no choice… it was the worst.

"…I’m not old enough for trauma to make my body lose control anymore. And I figured I shouldn’t wallow forever, so when I met Ariel—"

"And then… you fell for her."

"So, logically, I should be okay?"

"N-no, but, well, I don’t really know you that well _now_."

"I haven’t changed in ten years. Not since that morning you rescued me—I’ve been the same!"

Rose suddenly sat up with a thud.

Her body was clad in nothing but a single piece of cloth.

"…………"

"…………"

"…Wait, I thought you were wearing fancy clothes that morning."

"Ugh—"

"You weren’t just in an apron!"

"U-uuuugh, shut up!! You were the one who screamed at that woman what you wanted!"

Looking closer, Ariel was also in a naked apron.
…It was hard to take anything seriously in that state.

"…Rewind, you pathetic excuse for a man. I demand we redo my worst memories."

Rose, sulky and flushed, with teary eyes, aggressively stroked Sieg’s member.

Ariel watched on with nervous anticipation.

"A-are you sure? I’m used to this…"

"Ugh… not yet."

Sieg’s member wasn’t even fully erect, leaving Rose at a loss.

Frankly, she was terrible at this.

"Could it be… your first time?"

"…Yeah."

Rose nodded. Ariel snatched the member from her hand, attacking with fingers, tongue, and nipples while chuckling.
"Don’t laugh!"

"N-no, I wasn’t laughing. I just thought Rose was cute…"

"W-well, me too! If I’d had my first time ten years ago, I’d definitely be… well, where I should be by now."

Sieg ran his fingers along the small horns on Rose’s head as he stroked her hair, imagining.
If Rose had just gone with the flow and lost her virginity that day…
…If she hadn’t ended up getting a soaking from a kicked-off loincloth because of it.
Then she might have kept Sieg as a fond memory tucked away somewhere in her heart, and they’d probably be happily married by now.

"Even though I did something awful, the thought that you got beautiful for me and waited… well, it’s not all bad luck, at least not for me."

Rose almost let a slightly pleased expression slip but held back.
That little bit of stubbornness made her seem even cuter.

"It was bad luck for _me_. I spent ten years wondering why you did something so awful to me. Ten years! Pay up, idiot!"

"…Can I pay it off?"

"Ten years, you know? That’s not cheap."

"Then let’s run away."

"If you run this time, I’ll _really_ not forgive you."

"…Then I’ll pay."

While they were talking, Ariel thrust the hard length he’d cultivated with a courtesan’s skill right under Rose’s nose. Rose was instantly startled, then flipped onto her hands and knees, still wearing that same disgruntled expression as she demanded.

"Don’t run, okay? I won’t forgive you if you do."

"Alright, then… here I go—!"

In those eyes, the remnants of long-held love, once again ignited, held a bittersweet sweetness.
Sieg had never been inside someone who’d waited for him this long.
Never before had he truly connected with someone bound to him by love and affection.

"Ugh… guuuh…?!"

And Sieg lost his virginity for real.

"Nng…!"

Sieg felt an overwhelming urge to climax, so he gripped Rose’s massive breasts under her apron to hold back.
It was fundamentally different.
The pleasure of buying a woman and the pleasure of being enveloped in a woman’s love were completely different.

"Whoa, Rose… you’re really a virgin!?"

Sieg faltered at how good her vagina felt.
He hadn’t been with a virgin since he’d only ever slept with courtesans, but Rose’s was exquisite.
From the start, it gave Sieg’s member intense, warm, and rich pleasure, greedily trying to squeeze every last drop of seed from him.

"Of course I’m a virgin… aren’t you listening?! Don’t compare an ogre’s body to a human’s!!"

"Oh, right, you’re an ogre… W-well, ogres are like this…"

He realized it now. Rose was an ogre, after all.
Ogres have an extremely high vaginal capacity. It’s because ogre men have incredibly large penises, so their women have to adapt.

The ogre’s massive cock, the size of a human fist, was more than just a matter of whether or not sex could even be had with a human vagina.

An ogre woman needing to swallow such a monstrous thing on her first time would have a hymen, but it wouldn’t be an issue with a human-sized member.

But that didn’t mean it was loose.

It tightened properly, and she felt intense pleasure.

Granted, being gangbanged by both an ogre and a human in quick succession was one thing, but an ogre woman’s genitals were perfectly compatible with humans.

That mystical sex organ was so legendary it even spawned ogre-themed brothels catering to other races, leaving Sieg at the mercy of its double punch—its natural, perfect form combined with passionate lovemaking fueled by affection.

“Ugh… damn… this is too good…!!”

“A-Ah… I’m happy, so happy, Becker-san…♪”

Rose’s hips swayed as she gradually became more honest.

Gradually, she reverted to the girl she was ten years ago.

Her firm tone softened into that of a young girl, "Becker" becoming "Becker-san," and she lost herself in the intoxicating reality of being held by Sieg, her mature body writhing as she went straight for his seed with a raw, powerful grind—no finesse, just pure force.

“Guh…!!”

Sieg endured the pleasure.

It was mostly unconscious stubbornness.

And then, after ravaging her insides in every direction, controlling her pleasure through her breath…

“Nnghhhhhhhhh…♪♪”

He managed to bring Rose to climax.

Then he pulled his cock out of her.

Ariel, who had been dumbfounded by Rose’s dynamic sex despite her clumsy technique with hands and mouth, bit her lip as she pinned Sieg down.

“Kyah!?

“…Y-you… I… I want you… haa, haa…”

His head was about to explode with pleasure as he tried to form the words.

Ariel lightly stroked his cheek and smiled.

“…It’s okay.”

“…………!!”

This girl had accepted him too.

At least not just as a prostitute, but as someone willing to accept his embrace.

Sieg, giddy from what was practically his first time, got carried away again, shoving his sticky, lubricated cock mercilessly into her crotch beneath the hem of her apron.

“A-Ah… Fufu, I knew it…”

“W-What do you mean, ‘knew it’…? What…!?”

“…………”

Ariel narrowed her eyes.

“Sex with someone who’s really into it feels different…♪”

Ariel felt the same way as Sieg.

Even if it was crazy. Even if it was a gangbang.

Love truly does accelerate pleasure.

Ariel, for the first time in ages, craved something beyond just physical satisfaction, and despite her posture, she began to drown in ecstasy with an expression that was almost virginal.

"Y-yes, hah… Sieg, san… I… I want you to love me…!?"

"Aah… I want to love you… over and over, forever!!"

"Hehe… is that okay…? Ah… I still… do I deserve it…? ♪"

"Yeah… if you want mine then—!!"

_Thwack, thwack,_ the sound of hips grinding together with each thrust, a fierce sex where they pressed against each other’s pleasure points.

Rose wanted in on that sex again.

"Becker-san, me too… please love me too… Am I no good…?"

"You’re not no good! Damn it, this is happiness!!"

Then, he shoved his hand into Rose’s vagina.

"Kyaa!?"

"Here, here, here!!"

Rose’s vagina, overwhelmed by the sheer presence of Becker’s hand, burst her hymen in multiple places.
Rose recoiled, momentarily shocked by the forceful violation, but even with tears in her eyes, she managed a smile.
"...Idiot… the worst… ♪"

Raping the dark elf between her legs, pounding the ogre with his fist—Sieg finally let go of control over his pleasure.

He connected himself to the two women serving him in their aprons, and climbed higher.

"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!!"

"Ngh, kuh, aaaa!!"

"Uoooh!!"

Then, he came with a mighty release.

It was late at night when Ariel, accompanied by Sieg, returned to her rented shack deep in the maze-like slums of earthen-walled buildings.

She’d properly repaid the Tower Emblem loan sharks she owed, so there were no more worries behind her back.

The rest of the way home, they whispered about how to change their lives going forward.

"I can’t offer much hospitality, but I can at least make tea."

"Yeah. My throat’s parched."

They smiled and reached for the door when a letter was wedged in the frame.
"This…"

Ariel opened the letter.
Sieg read the contents faster than she did—it was a habit from his espionage days—but he immediately regretted glancing at it.
"Eh… that person…"

A letter from her ex-lover, the one who’d vanished without a word.

Finally, the business was on track, and he had enough money to repay his debts, so he wrote that he wanted to come get her.

Looking at the scribbled note in the corner of the envelope, he seemed to have figured out she was around here, but since he didn’t know her exact location, he’d asked someone who lived nearby to deliver it.

_“No way…”_

Ariel’s eyes flickered.

Zieg could practically feel Ariel’s thoughts.

Even if she’d selfishly disappeared, the time she spent with that lover couldn’t have been just a day or two.

Behind Ariel’s resolve to keep working and not run away must still smolder an undying affection for him.

And Zieg couldn’t do anything about it—_couldn’t_.

In the first place, Zieg was nothing more than a cad who’d suddenly appeared this morning, suddenly confessed, and wormed his way into the cracks of Ariel’s heart. Just some guy who used money and power to barge in.

If he thought about it calmly, how much weight did such a man even carry?

Yeah.

Just a flashy daydream.

_“Zieg…”_

Ariel lowered her ears, turned back as if seeking salvation—but there was no one there.

From the start, as if nothing had ever happened, not even a trace remained.

_“…………”_

Staring at the moon in an alleyway, Zieg was dazed.

And then, a shadow sneered at him.

_“Heh heh heh… thought you were sleeping in a woman’s bed tonight?”_

_“…Oh, you guys.”_

The Ace Knight’s three-man bodyguard squad. Their entire bodies were covered in leather armor and masks.

_“So lame.”_

_“Not as much as you, though. After you paid at the Tower office, the actual debtor showed up. And seeing you all sulky by yourself… heh heh heh, hyahahahaha.”_

_“That’s beside the point.”_

_“…The boss said you hired us to be taken seriously, not to get looked down on…”_

_“Ah, right, right. That’s why I was looking for you, Zieg Becker.”_

Maito tilted his head sharply, his eyes darting around.

_“We won’t stand for being looked down upon. If we can’t take out a vagrant rat like you, we’re fired. …Ah, so even with that spaced-out look, you’ve got caltrops, wires, oil slicks—what kind of traps?”_

_“It’s a habit. Before I know it, I’m setting them without thinking.”_

Zieg’s tone was as if he were talking to an old friend.

Maito drew a new sword and pointed it at Zieg.

_“We figured out your tricks, Becker. No more underhanded needles or cheap moves. Tonight, we want you to die a little more spectacularly.”_

_“Agh? Nah, too much trouble.”_

Zieg waved his hands listlessly with a drained look on his face.

_“Just die, Zieg Becker.”_

Might jumps. Leon runs up the wall, and Davis swings his mace like he’s leveling the ground, smashing through traps as he attacks.

Sieg casually stands up and suddenly decapitates Might.

"!?!"

Just standing up, it looked like Might’s torso and head split apart crying. Davis and Leon freeze in shock.

Sieg cracks his neck and whips out a blood-slicked knife.

"Well, I was saying earlier that even a thug wouldn’t kill civilians, right?"

Sieg grins with his eyes wide open.

"Lies, you bastards. Don’t come to kill me when I’m in a bad mood—it makes me happy!"

The next morning, their bodies were found behind the Tower Emblem office.

"Haaah."

After only breakfast at the Carlos estate, Sieg slumped and headed toward the shared carriage station.

Originally, it was time to part ways with Diane and the others, report on Lila’s existence and Andy’s treatment, and get instructions from Minister Ashton regarding future activities.

Being alone at a time like this is nice. Still gotta chill out, Sieg—you’re getting old—my brain endlessly scolds me as I plan to take it easy on this carriage ride for a while.

And then—

"BECKER!!!"

"ZEKE-CHAN!"

Hands reached out from behind and yanked Sieg off the carriage.

It was Rose, and Ariel was next to her. Both were dressed for travel.

"What, trying to run away without permission? Marriage isn’t a one-day event, you know."

"Um, um… I, uh… I’ll just… count that knife as accepted! Not the money!"

"...Huh? What was that?"

The two laughed at Sieg’s dumbfounded expression.

_Proposal accepted!_

Now then, it’s time to make up for the worst possible start.
Dreams, Dreams 1
The journey from Taluk to Quiqa is a bit of a trek.

You pass through a low-lying marshland dotted with small and large oases stretching west from Taluk, cross the arid wasteland on camelback, traverse the Auros Mountains jutting southward, and finally ride by carriage through yet another fertile little plain before you arrive.

If you take the Flying Dragon service, it’s a day’s distance, but to use the Flying Dragon, you need requisition papers from the central military command. In emergencies, you might have to board without their permission, but then you’ll be forced to write a report afterward. If it’s for personal reasons, they’ll even fine you.

My travel plans have already been submitted via the Flying Dragon’s mail service from the Taluk base, so in an emergency, they’ll send the Flying Dragon to pick me up. But there’s no need to rush.

Zieg Becker and his two new wives were slowly making their way to Quiqa by carriage.

"A naked apron is every woman’s dream."

Ariel’s words made Zieg and Rose exchange a stunned glance.

"It’s more of a man’s fantasy, though."

"...I’ve never seen it as a woman’s dream before."

"Eh? But—but it _is_ a woman’s dream... right?"

Zieg, clearly at a loss, turned his palms up to Rose and threw the question back at her. Rose groaned in confusion.

"Normally, only men would be happy about that."

"I-I’m happy… but…"

"Why?"

"Because it’s not cosplay—it’s a _real_ naked apron!"

"?!"

Could there even be cosplay or real versions of a naked apron?

Even Zieg tilted his head, momentarily unable to grasp the meaning.

Ariel clasped her hands in front of her chest, hugging something precious as she spoke.

"Because… naked _and_ an apron. It’s kinda naughty, but it’s also exactly what a new wife wears. A cute wife who teases her husband while still doing the chores. A costume for two loving people who can ravage each other endlessly at home. Of course, men would be happy about it, but I think it’s the ultimate symbol of an ideal life for a woman too♪"

"...Becker, you get it?"

"Don’t ask a guy who isn’t one. But if you’re happy to do it, then that’s great."

"A-are you kidding me? …S-so, after I fell into becoming a courtesan, I thought I’d only be able to play house like that again… I never thought I could actually have a cute wife in a real naked apron, you know?"

Perhaps it was the kind of realization only a woman who almost missed out on a proper happy life as a prostitute could have.

By the way, Ariel and Rose are currently _in_ naked aprons.

They haven’t even arrived at Zieg’s house yet, but since Zieg gets so strongly aroused by naked aprons, it’s become a habit to greet him in that outfit in bed every night.

Rose reluctantly does it because it’s slightly less embarrassing than waiting naked, but now the reason for Ariel’s overly enthusiastic attitude has finally become clear.

"...W-well, after going this far, Zieg, you’re not gonna say, 'It was all just a game,' are you?"

"N-no, no, no, I’ll make you my wife. No, _be_ my wife."

"...Yes."

Ariel nodded with a shy, melting smile.

Actually, he confirms this at least once a day.

Because of her past experience of being deceived and falling into becoming a courtesan, she can’t help but be suspicious.

Rose sighed at Ariel, who possessed a psychology strikingly similar to that of the rootless, lonely half-elf—both for better or worse.

"Well, she's a pitiful girl, and not bad-looking either. If that's Zieg's kindness, then it's not so bad for the two of them to heal each other as family, little by little. Rose is a woman with a generous spirit if she can accept that."

"The main thing is, I just have to make sure I don't lose to her as a woman. Even if I lose, I can always win back next time."

"...That kind of sportsmanlike love battle royale mentality is something only an ogre woman would have."

"By the way, do you have any particular preferences like that, Rose?"

Zieg sat on the bed, took off his jacket, and handed it to Ariel. Rose crossed her arms as she watched Ariel hang it on a hanger, stretch out her cute butt, and dust it off.

"I... hmm. I don't really have any particular demands..."

She thought for a few seconds.

"If I had to say, it would be the desire to be embraced with my belly swollen from pregnancy while being milked."

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

"Huh, that's normal, right?"

"...No, not many people would say that before they're pregnant."

"Really? Well, I won't deny that it's a bit abnormal, but as far as abnormal levels go, it's not much different from a guy's cosplay hobby, is it?"

"Well, I don't know. It turns me on, though."

Zieg Becker, a 39-year-old human male. He couldn't possibly grasp the average values of ogre women or dark elf women.

"So you'll do it? That was all I was worried about. I've heard from my young wives that men get turned off and don't want to touch them when their bellies get big."

Zieg and Ariel exchanged glances as he handed her a shirt.

"From that information, one would assume that the act is quite abnormal."

"That's true..."

"Wh-what? So, Ariel, you'd be satisfied if you were left alone until childbirth after getting pregnant!?"

"Well, considering the safety of the child, a little bit... But I've heard that ogre girls are much less likely to miscarry than other races."

"Yeah. That's why it's okay to do that much, or so my young wives grumble... I admit I was somewhat influenced by them."

Rose looked away with a slightly awkward expression.

Come to think of it, she is the female foreman of a major construction union, Zieg thought again.

With her dignified beauty, her innocence when it comes to romance, and that cool mask that cracks open like a walnut as soon as something gets shoved inside her, she's surprisingly easy to mess with, so I sometimes forget. She's quite an important person.

The fact that such a woman is calmly... no, slightly embarrassed, talking about this made Zieg incredibly happy. He leaned closer to Rose and squeezed her breasts through her apron, whispering in a voice that was meant to tickle her feminine core as much as possible.

"Well, if you're okay with it, I'd let you suck my dick even during childbirth."

"...♪"

She shuddered slightly, narrowing her eyes just a bit. A happy expression.

"M-Me too... I want to give birth while licking Zieg's dick... right?"

Ariel moved closer from the other side.

Zieg wasn't wearing anything, and his half-erect member was asserting itself in the corner of their vision.

"...S-So, Becker, it wouldn't be fair if only our desires were granted. Do you have any like that?"

"I know you love me in a naked apron... right?"

Both of them reached out to his member from either side as they whispered to Zieg.

"…"

Zeeq groaned as his member was stroked by Ariel’s right hand and Rose’s left, then muttered,

"Just once would be enough…"

"??"

"??"

With a serious expression.
"To be surrounded by like, twenty girls, having the time of my life with super-lovey-dovey sex… ugh!?"

Rose’s elbow snapped up, smacking Zeeq in the jaw.

"You pervert!"

"Ahaha, calm down."

Ariel giggled and peered into Zeeq’s face as he lay sprawled on his back on the bed.

"Well then… I guess I’ll grant your wish."

"Ariel?"

"Hehe, actually… I’m pretty good at this sort of thing."

When Zeeq came to after a momentary lapse in consciousness, Ariel’s face was right in front of him.

In the middle of a kiss.

"Mmm…"

"Hm…?"

And between his legs, he was getting double head. Two tongues lapping at his member from either side.

And someone was licking his ass.

Someone was licking his fingers, his toes.

All at once.

"Ugh…!?"

"Nnh… Zeeq, you’re so bad for kissing in the middle of—"

"H-hey, wait!"

With both hands and feet pinned down, he pushed Ariel’s lips away with his own, using only his head to look around—and what he saw was something unbelievable.

Ten Ariels and ten Roses were all devouring Zeeq’s body with abandon.
Around the edges of the bed and surrounding it, more Ariels and Roses lined up, their eyes glazed with lust as they groped at each other’s breasts under their aprons or fondled their crotches, unable to get a position on his body.

"W-what the hell is going on…"

"If you really put your mind to it, Zeeq, you should be able to tell which is real and which isn’t, right?"

"...Ah."

Illusion magic.
He’d completely forgotten, but dark elves were still elves.
And most elves were a race that wielded magic like it was nothing.

"Just concentrate for a second, and you should be able to tell which is real and which isn’t… I’m totally amateur when it comes to magic, Zeeq, so that’s your job, right?"

"…Nah, I’ll pass."

Sieg deliberately surrendered to the bliss of his tongue’s caresses and the sounds of his own pleasure.

"This is the best."

"…Good, isn’t it?♪"

Ariel grinned and resumed kissing Sieg.

After being licked all over for nearly ten minutes, once his cock was fully hard, the servant shifted from mouth to lower half.

"Hah… ah… ahh…"

"Nngh, nnn…"

"Ku, uuu… uuuu!"

"It’s in… it’s in so deep!"

Ariel straddled him, lowering her hips onto his cock.

Her right hand slipped inside her own vagina and ass.

Her left hand was being used as a tool for Rose’s masturbation.

Rose straddled his face.

Ariel rubbed her labia against the inside of his left shin.

The tip of his right toe was swallowed whole by Rose’s vagina.

"Nngh, ngh, ahh… so good… Sieg-san’s fingers, so goooood…"

"Becker-san, lift your legs higher… Kick my pussy with them… Stab me with your toes!!"

"Sieg-san’s dick feels amazing… I want, I want Becker-san’s dick to impregnate me…!"

"Aaaah, me too! Make me feel good too, Becker-san!"

"Sieg, you can be rougher… Mess me up!!"

Countless Ariels and Roses hurled their carnal desires at Sieg.
They flailed their aprons over him, drenching his entire body in saliva and lust.
"Ngh, brrr… ngg, obb…!"
Sieg’s face was sticky with fluids as he lapped at Rose’s crotch, trembling from the sensation of her vagina stimulating his own.
He couldn’t even tell what was going on anymore.
His entire body was drowning in women, aprons, and love.
"Nnnnnnnnnoooooooooooo!"
Sieg roared as he came, his face pressed into a cunt.
It wasn’t enough for just one orgasm.
Again and again, he ravaged and was ravaged by women with his whole body, repeatedly ejaculating.

"…For us, it was just a normal 3P."

"For you, it was probably a 21P♪"

"Amazing… where’d you learn that?"

"Shadow magic, well, I picked that up naturally from parents and friends when I was a kid. …This kind of use? Probably after I started working at the brothel. Dark elves don’t get it, but human travelers usually just air-fuck around and go home satisfied."

"Brute…"

"It's fine since the payoff is roughly the same."

"...Um, by the way, could you... make it so I get gangbanged by Becker?"

"I can do that?"

"...S-so, maybe later."

"Yeah!"

When Sieg woke up, the Aries and Roses who had been in groups of ten were gone.

The remaining Aries were chatting near the edge of the bed.

"...Ugh. I'm super tired."

"Ah, you're awake. Good work, Sieg-san."

"...And I feel like I wasted a lot of shots."

Sieg figured that most of the Aries and Roses who had drained him must have been illusions.

He'd gotten carried away and came way too much, but since both of them were seriously aiming to get pregnant, they probably wouldn't appreciate wasted shots—or so Sieg thought in his dazed state.

But.

"Wasted shots?"

"Not a single drop was wasted."

As the two stood up, thick white fluid clung to their buttocks and thighs.

"Thank you for the feast!"

"...Thanks for the meal."

Sieg, exhausted and wondering why the one wearing an apron was being thanked by the one who wasn’t, just lay there.

Quiqua is still far away.
Dreams Dreams 2
Zieg Becker belonged to the Special Intelligence Brigade, in other words, the spy division, yet in Cestra South, he was a rare ace knight with a reputation rivaling Overnight.

The reason? Because he was constantly being sung about in heroic ballads.

While even the tales of the national hero Overnight only made it into the standard repertoire seven or eight times at most, it was unusual for an ace knight to have four or five major songs dedicated to them.

Moreover, in Zieg’s case, many of those songs were full of flashy stories—battles against ridiculously huge enemies, instant kills of entire pursuer squads.

So, it wasn’t unreasonable to assume that a man so active would have a fancy home in the capital.

But.

"Hey, you're back, Zieg."

"Lead's idiot left your stuff. … Hey, Grandma, hold on with that hand. Yeah, I guess I got a little senile there."

"Shut up, old man. Checkmate."

"No, no, no, I still have moves left. Trust me."

The house Zieg headed to in the capital was a first-floor unit in an old mortar apartment building—or rather, a cheap apartment complex.

And what met his eyes was the sight of withered bird-human elders munching on dried fish at the edge of a small garden while playing a tattered game of chess.

"...Becker. Who are these people?"

"Huh? They're my grandpa and grandma."

"You… you have Birdman blood?"

"I'm an adopted kid, you know. And my adoptive dad was a Birdman adventurer. Don't know him? Lead Becker."

"Don't know…"

"Never heard of him…"

Seeing the Orc beauty and Dark Elf girl both make troubled faces, the bird elders cackled.

"You can’t compete with his fame, now can you?"

"Honestly, even though your dad was a tomb raider, he was always attention-seeking, and Zieg’s always running away but somehow still manages to stand out. Can’t you at least try to keep it down a little?"

After laughing for a while, they suddenly clapped their hands together in unison and gaped at the two women who had come with Zieg.

"...Zieg brought girls home, Grandma."

"Seriously. That Zieg, who used to go to brothels with just that much money and get lice…"

"The one who went to the doctor to shave his junk smooth and cried while saying, 'Knives are great, they don’t spread disease,' and polished knives every night…"

"The one who was too scared to go to full-service brothels for a while after that and became an expert on strip clubs instead…"

"Shut up, Grandpa and Grandma, seriously."

The two listening behind them gave wry smiles, thinking, _Yeah, Zieg could totally do that_, but they also felt a twinge of fear at the fact that his grandparents knew all this.

A grown man like Zieg wouldn’t blab that stuff to his own grandparents.

This family might be tougher than they thought.

The Birdman's grandparents lived as the building manager in one room on the first floor, while the rest of the rooms were used as Sieg’s collection room, Reed’s junk storage, and other assorted storage. Sieg’s own room was a separate space entirely.

A few young Intelligence Brigade members lived on the second and third floors.

"Still, considering you, I thought you’d be living in something a little more grand than this."

"I only come back maybe a hundred days a year. As long as I have a place to hang my knives and my grandparents are around, it’s fine."

"I see…"

"Oh, really?"

Rose and Ariel reaffirmed that becoming Sieg’s wife would involve quite a bit of… _waiting_.

"Even though it’s early in the engagement to say this… I wish you’d come back more often."

Ariel said, and Rose nodded.

Scratching his head, Sieg gave a wry smile.

"Well, not coming back much was just how things were until now. When I did come back, all I found were those birds."

"Then…"

"Yeah, from now on, I’ll ask for fewer assignments. They already told me it’s about time I started worrying about my age."

The two breathed a sigh of relief at Sieg’s words.

And then…

"So… tonight too?"

"How about we add _more_ families waiting for us? ♪"

Before Sieg, the two slowly stripped off their clothes and put on matching aprons.

"...You don’t have to go all the way with the naked aprons here, you know?"

"Don’t be so cold."

"Isn’t this the real new bride play?"

The two twirled around, presenting their butts, each teasing Sieg in their own way.

"Come on, Becker…"

"Sieg, let’s… make love?"

"Honestly… I don’t have any deployment orders for a while now, okay? Don’t think tonight’s the only time. Tomorrow morning, noon, and all day long, I’ll be relentlessly and lazily making babies with you."

"Heh heh heh, which one of us will give out first?"

"We’re two against one, remember?"

"...Sorry for being so cheeky."

Apologizing, Sieg parted Ariel’s small but delectable cheeks and thrust into her while she stood.

Ariel had been wet since she started undressing, so she blissfully accepted Sieg’s entry.

"Ah… _ah!_ ♪"

"Uwaaa… damn, from today on, I get to make babies with Ariel here as much as I want? Just the thought is making me hot."

"And you can do the same with _me_, you know?"

"I know… but your pussy is so unfairly tight it feels like I’m being squeezed dry."

"I didn’t choose to be like this!"

Rose, as expected of an ogre woman, had evolved into a terrifying sex organ that forcibly drained Sieg's seed with every experience, living up to her reputation as a natural masterpiece.

It went beyond just feeling good—once inside, Sieg was swept away by such intense pleasure that he couldn’t even move his hips before being sucked dry of cum until he passed out. Lately, Ariel had been using sensory illusions to dull Sieg’s sensitivity, barely allowing for any semblance of sex at all.

“Damn…”

“W-What’s wrong? I’m more jealous of Ariel…”

“M-Me too, I’ve always had a strong professional ambition, and I’ve studied and trained in all sorts of techniques to satisfy my clients… but Rose, you just ignore all my hard work and still make him cum like that…”

“This is hell for me too! When I try to savor Becker’s cock slowly, he cums right away!”

“I can come just from Sieg’s seed alone…”

“M-Me too, if I get blasted three times, I’m gonna stay high forever… but still…”

“Alright, alright, I’ll indulge you both as much as you want!”

“W-What?”

Sieg pointed at the contents of the package that the old bird couple had just given him.

“A bottle… alcohol?”

“D-Doesn’t seem like there’s anything inside?”

It was something Sieg’s father had sent.

…A distilled liquor from the Western Continent, infused with armored snakes.

“U-Ugh, snakes!?”

“N-No way!?”

The two girls were understandably freaked out. But Sieg reached for the bottle while still inside Ariel and chugged it down like a funnel.

“This stuff’s supposed to be great for boosting virility. My old man drank this once and accidentally wrecked an entire local brothel. Heh heh.”

“S-Sieg…?”

“Y-Your eyes are looking kinda weird!”

“No, no, no. …But seriously, you two are such a turn-on. Damn it, why didn’t I come out earlier? Ariel chuwan you! Rose, you too! If I’d met you guys when I was a teenager, I would’ve been coming _every single day_!”

“C-Calm down, Sieg!”

“W-When you were a teenager, I was still a kid…”

“Screw that, you’re an ogre cunt! I’d probably fit inside! I’d even train you to be my personal cock slave since you were a toddler!”

“B-Becker’s so manly… or rather, he’s saying something dangerous!”

“S-Something’s definitely wrong with this stuff!”

“Nope, I’m perfectly sane! Honest as can be! A whore’s best friend!”

“N-No way—!”

“N-No, Sieg, that’s too rough… Ah, but, yes, yes, yes!”

Feeling strangely liberated, Sieg slammed his hips against Ariel, who was pressed against the wall. Though surprised, Ariel, being a former courtesan, quickly let out a moan at Sieg’s violent thrusts.

“Cumming, cumming, cumming! Get knocked up, get knocked up, get knocked up!”

“Yes, fill me, fill me… I wanna be pregnant with your baby too!”

“K-Kuh… uoooooh!!”

Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump…!!
Zick felt like he was unleashing a dragon's breath from his groin as he relentlessly pumped his seed into Ariel’s womb.

Ariel reached climax in an instant, trembling violently as she clung to the wall and collapsed onto her knees.
Her crotch gushed out twice the usual amount of cum.

"Heh heh heh… Roseeee…"

"Hey, Becker…san?"

"Now I could make you go wild just with my dick… probably."

"S-something’s scary…"

"What? Just the first time."

Zick, clearly high on something strange, pinned Rose down and started thrusting into her.
He came in three seconds from the unrestrained pleasure, but kept pounding away at Rose even as he ejaculated.

"Hiiii! K, ugh… Becker-san… that’s awful… so cruel… but, I love it!!"

"That’s right, that’s right, you little slut! I love you too! I’ll fill you with as much seed as you want!"

"Yaaaaaah!"

He kept coming in ten-second intervals, ravaging Rose over and over.
The constant flood of cum conquered her womb from the depths, and soon she was screaming without shame or restraint.

And Zick, switching back and forth between the two, only regained his senses the next evening.

"...This booze is sealed."

"Yeah…"

"Kinda a waste, though…"

The three of them collapsed right there, and on the third morning, they carefully boxed up the poisonous bottle and shoved it deep into a shelf.
As he wondered how to apologize to the two of them, the door suddenly clicked open, and his elderly grandparents walked in.

"Finished already, Zick?"

"That brat really got you going again, huh?"

"G-Grandpa, Grandma!?"

The old couple were grinning.

"Well, if they’re gonna go around moaning and groaning like that with no clothes on, we can’t help but get fired up."

"We did."

"YOU DIDN’T!!"

The Birdman couple was still going strong in their old age.

"By the way, about that weird drug or booze… how about you give us some?"

"Well, our spirits might be willing, but our bodies are too old for this."

"Ehh?"

Zick felt a bad vibe. Even if they weren’t blood-related, he didn’t want to imagine his grandparents’ sex life.
But Zick’s protest was even stronger than Ariel and Rose’s.

"Th-that’s no good!"

"This is something we need too, Grandpa and Grandma! Please, have mercy!"

"…You two."

"…W-well…"

"Maybe someone like that Sieg isn’t so bad once in a while," Sieg thought, his cheeks burning as he faced the two of them. Like Andy from the distant northern lands, Sieg resolved to focus on self-discipline and try to improve his diet so he could perform normally again.
Extra 4: Lizard & Girl Ambitious
Lizard & Girl: Ambition Arc 1
A thunderstorm hammered down.
Bashabasha-gashaga, the sound of footsteps echoed through the dense subtropical forest as figures sprinted.
Amidst flashes of lightning, they screamed something, running desperately.
Their tattered clothes and the often-visible crimson stains marked them as defeated survivors.

Then, suddenly, their view cleared.
A shallow river.
Not usually a river, but in the dry season, it was a path for people to cross.
The defeated men clicked their tongues and glanced back.
There, lightning flashed repeatedly—pursuing them slowly.
As if there were no other choice, the men stepped into the swiftly flowing shallows.

"Thought you'd never show."
Before the men could cross, something surged up from the water.
Five of them.
The crossing halted, and through the veil of rain, they braced for the enemy’s appearance.
There stood subhuman soldiers with crimson eyes gleaming in the rainy twilight—Lizardmen.

"Tch."

"Lizardmen, huh?!"

The defeated men staggered against the current, each gripping their weapon.

Broad swords, short swords, wing-blade spears.

Weapons suited for lightly armored mobile units—perfect for this region where footing was treacherous and soldiers rarely wore armor.

But.
"Is that all you could bring? How pathetic."
The Lizardmen revealed their weapons with mocking laughter.
Great axes, chain balls, or two massive tomahawks each.

A collective gasp rose from the defeated men.
Even without armor, the rain-soaked scales of the Lizardmen deflected and repelled even crude attacks. And their heavy weapons could shatter opponents—defense and all—before they could even attempt finesse like swordplay.

Moreover, this rushing current was little different from flat ground for Lizardmen with their thick tails and low centers of gravity. There was no escape.
The men were overwhelmingly outmatched.

"But compared to fighting Overnights, a few lizards ain’t nothing!"
The men rallied.
And without fear, they leaped at the subhumans before them.

It was common knowledge that no warriors could match the Lizardmen’s stability in wetlands.
Too shallow for Merfolk to move well, too unstable for Humanoid-types—there, the Lizardmen’s awkwardly low stance and powerful tails became a formidable weapon.
Their transparent inner eyelids, impervious to water spray, surely contributed to their combat prowess.

But…

"You dare… a lowly thief like you, huh?!"

"Shut your mouth, merchant's pawn! Don't act so high and mighty!"

Before they knew it, it was one-on-one.

Most of the defeated… no, the thieves were helpless against the lizardmen, but there was one exception: the winged spearman. He possessed the skill to strike precisely at the lizardmen’s weak point—their bellies—with deadly accuracy.

The lizardman squad, which had once been pushed back to a 5-on-2 disadvantage, now lay in ruins. The winged spearman had pierced them one by one—first one fell, then another—and finally, only Gash Zapper, the twin tomahawk wielder, remained standing.

Gash had survived thanks to his exceptional defensive skills, rare even among heavy weapon users. Still, this winged spear thief must be exhausted from leaping about like a river cicada in battle.

Gash hurled his axe, hoping to drain the thief’s stamina.

"Tch!"

The thief didn’t meet it with his spear but instead dove into the water as if throwing himself at it to evade.

A tomahawk strike exploded on the surface of the river.

But Gash immediately reeled in the weapon. His twin tomahawks, family heirlooms, were connected by a dragon’s treasure—a strong yet thin cord known as "Silken Chain." In this rain, it might appear as if he was pulling them back with magic from that thief.

And Gash deflected the thief’s spear thrusts, using both tomahawks as shields. The fact that the lizardman’s brute strength couldn’t break through his forged tomahawks was a small mercy for Gash.

The same thing repeated.

The thief knew he couldn’t outrun Gash if he fled on foot. And Gash, upholding the honor of the national army, would not let him escape.

Time alone flowed in this stalemate between two men.

Then, signs of reinforcements appeared.

Lightning was drawing near.

"Heh, time to pay your dues, you rotten thief!"

"...Is that so?"

The thief grinned, his face caked in mud.

Gash saw through the bravado—born from the thief’s overconfidence due to the approaching reinforcements.

He would strip away that false confidence, and with it, Gash unleashed his trump card.

"Then die easy!"

With all his might, he threw both tomahawks simultaneously.

"Hahahaha!!"

The man twisted to dodge the axe… but the razor-thin "Silken Chain" between them restrained him, forcing him backward.

Gash charged in. His final weapon was a tribal ancient martial art—a sideways tail swipe honed to break even a large tree with one swing.

Just as he was about to unleash it on the thief, a fist-sized stone flew toward Gash from beyond the rain.

"!!"

Without thinking, Gash weakened his momentum and caught the stone in his hand.

Beyond the rain, he saw one of the thief’s comrades—who he thought he’d defeated—climb onto the shore and hurl it at him with an impromptu slingshot made from a belt.

Before Gash could even register his frustration, the thief before him quickly rose to his feet, raising his winged spear from the water.

"!!"

*Thrust.*

Gash’s tail was severed.

The blade sliced into the soft underside of his flank, leaving only a single layer of skin before it dangled limply in the air.

"Ugh… Aaaah!?"
Even a tail is a living organ, after all. Gushing blood, Gash falls to the riverbed.
"...I win, you lizard."
The Winged Blade Thief grinned as he stood up.
Gash pounded the riverbed with his fist. A real lizard could probably lose its tail and keep running, but a Lizardman’s tail had become too developed for that. The pain nearly knocked him unconscious. He was weaponless now.
He lost the moment he let his guard down.
"Kuh… damn it… oh."
Waiting for the finishing blow.
…But it doesn’t come.
"...?"
He looked up. The Winged Blade Thief wasn’t there.
Only a mountain of corpses and torrential rain surrounded him.
The thief had judged Gash to lack tracking ability and fled with the survivors.
"...Damn it… damn it all…!!"
Intense pain.
Blood draining from his body.
Humiliation.
Gash screamed, riding the wave of hot, bitter emotions as his consciousness faded.
"KU-SO-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-OOOOOOH!"
And then, he collapsed onto the riverbed.
Even a Lizardman’s hemostatic abilities are weakened in water. Knowing that this could cost him his life, he was reckless from sheer humiliation.

* * *

A rainbow arched against the dawn sky.
After the intense rains of the rainy season, thick, beautiful rainbows sometimes appear.
According to Lizardman oral tradition, those seven colors were the lingering afterimage and flight trail of the Origin Dragon that created them in ancient times.
The Origin Dragon loved the Lizardmen it had created.
Even after death, it became a spirit, guiding Lizardmen to paradise with a kiss at the moment of their passing.
"...A welcome…"
Gash muttered, gazing up at the rainbow.
That was fine. Gash Zapper, Lizardman soldier, had died in battle against a formidable foe.
It was easiest to believe that he died from that one blow.
But a scoffing voice laughed at Gash’s comfortable delusion.
"Hah, you mean that thing about lizards riding rainbows to paradise? Don’t make me picture it, it’s gross."
"Who the hell is that?"
Gash couldn’t help but widen his eyes and lift his head.

Gash, being a soldier and all, considered himself less prejudiced against other races compared to the lizardmen holed up in the colony. But that didn’t mean he was so eccentric as to lust after other species. Skin without scales or color gradients wasn’t exactly sexy, and he preferred faces that were more lizard-like anyway.

Or at least, that’s what he thought until now.
The bare body of a girl who appeared to be human, perched sideways on his hips while raking her fingers through her hair… He couldn’t suppress the sudden throb of desire.

"...Whoa, you got hard."

"!?"

The girl said it like it was nothing, devoid of any sensuality, as if bugs were crawling under her skin.

In that instant, Gash realized one of his hemipenes was already inside her.

"W-What the hell are you doing?!"

"Rescuing lives… Whoa, whoa, you’re getting even harder? Like, seriously, how big is this thing?!"

"W-Wait a minute—"

Gash was confused. Not only was this the first time he’d ever felt lust for a human, but it was also the first time he’d woken up to find himself already having sex. And on top of that, he should have been near death, yet he felt surprisingly energetic—none of which made any sense.

This guy was used to inconvenient miscalculations going wrong, but never the other way around.

"...Ugh, fine! Just let me do it!"

And so, in his confusion, he decided to completely abandon reason and rely on instinct. Having already resigned himself to death, he felt like dealing with things rationally was pointless.

"Huh? Huh?"

The girl was flustered by the suddenly erect hemipenes inside and out of her, but she hadn’t expected Gash, who had just woken up, to suddenly demand sex with bloodshot eyes.

He grabbed her waist and arms, thrusting one side of his bifurcated penis in and out without any preamble or atmosphere—just forceful riding.

"T-That hurts… Wait, like this…!?"

"You were the one who suddenly shoved someone else’s dick down your throat, so don’t act all innocent!"

"Y-Yeah, that’s not—Ugh, stop it…!!"

The girl slapped Gash across the face with her free hand.

Gash didn’t feel a thing and tried to keep thrusting. Lizardmen could maintain their position using their legs and tails, making them good at ramming.

He realized halfway through that he was missing his tail, and vaguely understood that this wasn’t heaven and that last battle hadn’t been a dream.

The girl had been slapping Gash’s face repeatedly, but she seemed to give up—or rather, she started feeling it—and stopped hitting him.

"You… you ungrateful lizard bastard…!"

"Haa, haa… Who cares? Screw you, screw you, screw you! You’re being disrespectful, making lewd moves while someone’s dying slowly…"

"...I’m gonna make you beg for forgiveness later, you hear me?!"

"I said I don’t care!! Oh man, this feels so good in your womb—"

Gash was now raping her without mercy, grinding his penis against the squirming girl’s vagina.

He’d had sex with lizardman women before, but this felt completely different.

Instinct commanded him. He wanted to unload inside the girl’s vagina. He wanted to force her to lay eggs deep within her womb.

He wanted to make her birth eggs filled with his seed, one after another.

Pre-cum began to overflow from the penis outside, and Gash slammed that one against her stomach as well while pounding his hips, finally ejaculating.

"Guh, ohhhhhh!!"

"Ngh… W-Whoa… This is tight… Haaah!!"

He simultaneously unloaded a massive load of cum into the girl's womb and onto her stomach.
Deep inside her womb, on her stomach, navel, breasts, nipples, jaw, collarbones—
A shockingly large amount of thick semen was being ejaculated.
"Hyaa… damn it… my stomach’s gonna burst…"
The girl’s face was slick with sweat as she strained.
Her cervix was being impaled by a penis that had grown far larger than expected, and on top of that, she was relentlessly bombarded with an impossible amount of viscous semen for a normal human being—her navel area kept swelling up, then shrinking back down the length of the shaft in a relentless cycle.
"Haa… haa… a human female… nice…"

Gash was still fully prepared to continue. He’d been dead, so he had nothing else to think about. Or rather, didn’t want to think about anything.

But the girl finally slapped him with an open hand.

"I’m *not* human!! I’m a spirit, a water spirit!"

"...Huh?"

──A legend passed down in the lake and marshlands.
Somewhere in these swamps lives a water spirit.
Its power sometimes surpasses even dragons, and can be described as nature itself.
The people must revere its power and be grateful for being sustained by it. Otherwise, this region will become as dry as the northern Russell Desert—a barren wasteland inhabited only by desert lizards and monsters…

"Why’s that water spirit boning a lizardman, you idiot?"

"You saved me, and *that’s* how you talk to me?!"

The naked girl, freed from Gash’s crotch, glared at him.

"That was just a convenient position for transferring 'ki,' I didn’t need your seed or anything!"

"...Huh."

He’d heard of it before.

Fuzhun Jiu.

A ridiculous health-boosting technique used by some dark elves and ogre women.

He’d always assumed it was just exaggerated advertising from the sex industry.

Never thought he’d be saved by it.

"...So… uh… why did you save me?"

"Why shouldn’t I have saved you?"

"A lot of other people died too, you know."

Gash wasn’t some special lizardman. Not even the strongest one, and his bloodline wasn’t that prestigious.

"...Because I smelled something familiar."

"Huh?"

"The smell. That’s all. And I happened to be nearby when you were about to die."

"...That makes no sense."

"Whatever, it doesn’t matter."

Gash felt dizzy. *Saved me and that’s how you talk?*

"But if you feel indebted to me—"

The girl took a branch (she’d picked it up since hitting him with her hand didn’t work) and smacked Gash’s head.

"Cooperate a little, Gash Zapper."

"Huh?"

"I want to see the Spirit Festival."

"...Spirit Festival?"

A festival held nationwide once every six months to give thanks to the spirits of heaven and earth.

Originally, it was supposed to be a wild celebration dedicated to the spirits.

"...You haven’t seen *that* yet?"

"You can’t just go and see it. The spirit’s core element doesn’t move where I want it to on its own."

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

The spirits are recognized in the country as an omnipresent, yet absent, existence.

The shocking truth that they weren’t quite like that was revealed to Gash, who hadn’t been particularly interested until now.

"No good?"

He sighed.

"...Fine. You’re a life I dropped and you picked up, so I’ll give it to you. ...Where do you want to go? What should I do?"

"Yay! Well, take some water from around here... fill a bag or something with the water from this area..."

* * *

Time passed since that day in the middle of summer, and the season for the Spirit Festival arrived.

"The season you’ve been waiting for is almost here, Heili."

"Yeah."

A dive bar located between a desert and a lake.

A lizardman without a tail and an elf with an oddly strong presence were leaning against each other, drinking.

Gash Zapper and Heili Water. A veteran and a fake half-elf.

The water spirit, who made her ears long to appear magical since humans couldn’t use much magic but also called herself a half-elf so real elves wouldn’t ask about her origins, had somehow become Gash’s good partner, despite his tendency to get angry easily.

"...Hey, after the Spirit Festival—"

Before Gash could ask what she was going to do, Heili tapped him on the head with the short wand made from that branch back then, smiled slightly, and raised her index finger.

"We don’t talk about what happens before a fun festival starts or after it’s over."

"Even if you say that, I can’t talk about next year either!"

"Yeah. The most we can do right now is..."

She brought her lips close.

"What are we going to do tonight? Maybe?"

"...This nympho spirit—"

"Was taught by some perverted lizardman every night, wasn’t she?"

Despite all the curses they exchanged, the two seemed surprisingly happy.

(To be continued)
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"Seriously, this spirit festival looks like nothing more than an excuse to get drunk," Gash muttered.

"Like what?"

"Well, it turns out the actual spirits haven’t even seen a festival before."

"W-wait, just because *I* haven’t doesn’t mean the fire and wind spirits might have!"

"...Really?"

"Yeah! …Though I’ve never actually *seen* one."

"...How can you be so sure?"

In Helicon, a town nestled between lakes to the south and deserts to the north, the half-elf water spirit Heili Water (alias) and Gash Zapper, a tailless lizardman axe warrior, arrived as the year drew to a close. They’d heard rumors of many lizardmen visiting lately.

The town was adorned with fake conifers (handmade since they’re scarce in the desert south) and red decorations—green and red, the colors of the Winter Spirit Festival.

Well, "winter" was relative; snow rarely fell in the southern desert, so it wasn’t quite the winter festival Trott people imagined. It was more like autumn in the north—a town with mild coolness where all-night revelry unfolded.

Ceres traders were known for spending freely what they’d earned by the sweat of their brow, a virtue among them. Economic stagnation was a close-up evil; a merchant’s worth was proven by lavish spending during festivals.

True to that creed, Helicon’s merchants had planned the biggest banquet in the town’s history.

"How does a backwater town like this have so much money?"

"If there are tons of lizardmen coming, they must be making a killing."

"Yeah… but that rumor about a dragon showing up? Sounds fishy to me."

Gash was a lizardman who revered dragons, yet he’d never met one. He didn’t want to dampen his kin’s spirits, but dragons could perfectly mimic humans—was everyone being fooled?

As a former soldier, Gash knew the power of illusion magic from military mage demonstrations. If they tried hard enough, even skilled foxkin or elf-blooded mages could pull it off.

"Well, whatever. If things are this lively, the Spirit Festival’s gotta be something."

"Yeah! I’m excited."

Heili leaned against Gash, resting her head on his shoulder.

Though not short for a lizardman, Gash’s forward-leaning posture kept his height manageable. Heili, slightly petite, could lean on him without looking odd—a small but pleasant detail for the two of them.

Then came the day of the Spirit Festival.

As evening fell, the town’s festive mood reached its peak.

"Gash, what’s that!? What is *that*!"

"Looks like fireworks. The Capital University student caravan does them sometimes… but in a place like this?"

"Amazing! Even without fire or light spirits, they can do that!"

"...Can fire and light spirits even *do* that?"

"...I don’t know, but I bet I could put on a show with water that’s just as impressive."

"Now you’re talking. Let’s do a sideshow somewhere and make some cash."

"W-wait, no way! People’ll find out!"

"Joking, man."

In the sky, magical light paintings appeared every few minutes, while street stalls popped up everywhere.

Someone would buy a keg of ale, shout, "It’s on me, everyone drink!" and pour for the crowd—sparking friendly competition among groups.

Elven ogres, fueled by excitement, started a sumo tournament, with dark elves, humans, and lizardman merchants getting tossed around for laughs. But some took it surprisingly seriously, prompting cheers: *"Whoa, is that Ace Knight from the north?"*

It was a truly Celesta-esque, chaotic and energetic festival.

"Go get 'em, Gash!"

"Just watch this."

Gash decided to join the sumo tournament too. His opponent? A middle-aged Ogre.

He’d been drinking and felt pretty good about it, but facing a race of pure brute strength sobered him up a bit. *Did I mess up?* he thought silently.

"Hey, tailless lizard, can you even take a fall? You better think about how to land, or it’s gonna hurt."

"Hah, an Ogre, sure, but still just an old man. That stance of yours is killing your back, ain’t it?"

"W-why’d you have to say that…? Well, I still won’t be flipped by a scrub like you."

"Is that so? Don’t underestimate a lizard’s strength."

By the way, Ogres tend to get knee or hip problems as they age due to their massive size. It wasn’t that Gash had any special insight—it was just a bluff.

But Lizardmen have such different expressions than humans or Ogres, making this kind of banter surprisingly effective.

"Alright, C-Stage Match 27… Begin!"

"WOOOOOOOOH!!"

"SHIIIIIIIIII!"

Gash grappled with the middle-aged Ogre, determined to show Heili he still had it.

But the Ogre, perhaps concerned about his creaky back as pointed out, didn’t brace himself properly against Gash’s charge—just waved his arms weakly in front of him. Wide open.

*This is doable,* Gash thought, powering forward even harder… but the middle-aged Ogre casually sidestepped him.

"!?"

The original two-fold size difference alone made grappling a struggle.

With those long, massive Ogre arms, he could easily prevent other races from even grabbing him in the first place.

So they’d rush in desperately to avoid being blocked.

If that momentum was deflected… well, there was no way their stance wouldn’t collapse.

"Nice hustle, though! Come back when you’ve got a tail!"

With a *thump*, Gash was shoved backward and tumbled out of the ring.

The surrounding crowd burst into laughter.

"C-crap!"

"Easy now, it’s a festival, don’t get so serious, Tailless."

"That was a pretty good dash, Tailless!"

The surrounding spectators tried to console the frustrated Gash. Heili even ran over, laughing and patting his head.

"Ogres are strong, huh? Gash should get an effort award."

"Damn it, I’m a warrior too, you know!"

"Yeah, yeah, we know you’re strong, Gash."

"I-I’m so jealous of your beautiful girlfriend, Lizardy."

"Sumo’s nothing compared to how well your wife measures up, Tailless. That Ogre’s wife is amazing, you know?"

"Don’t badmouth my wife! She’s got ears like a bat!"

The laughter never stopped. Gash endured the humiliation, lolling his tongue out, but only another lizardman could tell if that was a face of shame or not.

The commotion continued until past midnight. When the bell rang to announce it, people suddenly stopped their revelry, closed up shop, and began heading home.

"Huh? Gash, what’s with everyone?"

"Ah… from midnight onward is the second half of the Spirit Festival."

"The second half…?"

"Yeah."

*Pfft*, Gash exhaled a slightly boozy breath as he ruffled Heili’s hair.

"The spirits enjoyed the festivities until midnight. From here on out, it’s time for the spirits’ blessing… or so they say."

"?!"

"Now until tomorrow morning is the time of the spirits’ benevolent protection, having been satisfied by tonight’s revelry. They’ll watch over families and lovers as they nurture their love, or so the story goes."

"Ehh?"

"Well, from your perspective, it probably feels like you were just letting everyone party like crazy, then suddenly getting billed for it—probably not that fun, huh? But hey, that’s how it is. Everyone wants to get all lovey-dovey, you know?"

"...I see. So everyone’s pretty crafty, or well-organized, I guess."

"...So, Heili. How about we nurture some love of our own?"

Gash murmured with his boozy breath. Normally, they didn’t use words like "love"—they’d just exploit each other’s lewdness and gradually end up together—but even if it was just for show, even if it was based on atmosphere alone, Heili blushed at Gash muttering about love.

"W-what are you saying…"

"So, you don’t want to?"

Gash sipped his drink from the wooden cup with a slightly disappointed look. If he finished this, the open-air bar would have to pack up and leave.

"No one said anything like that."

"You’re such a complicated one."

"...Listen, you seem to have forgotten, but I’m a spirit, okay?"

"Ah… right."

"...I’m supposed to be the nurturing one, not—"

"...Huh?"

"That’s why—"

Heili pressed her lips to Gash’s hard-of-hearing ear and whispered.

"...If it’s *that* kind of day, I guess I’ll have to nurture you."

"You’re putting on a weird act."

Gash’s wide split lips and Heili’s small lips either touched or didn’t—just as the earth-shattering roar and scream erupted.

"!?"

Both looked up at the sky and around them simultaneously.

"GASH!"

Heeley pointed. To the north, the sky was clouded over.

"What's that?"

"A sandstorm… maybe."

"No, even for that… and those screams…"

The sound of something heavy striking the ground. An explosive boom.

"Something's not right," Gash thought. His warrior's instinct told him—trouble.

Trouble a warrior should face. The instinct prickled at his joints, blood rushing through his veins with sudden urgency.

"Heeley, let's go!"

"Gash!?"

Gash sprinted forward. He still carried the family heirloom Twin Tomahawks.

Unfastening the chains and leather bindings that secured the cursed weapons, Gash toyed with the axes in both hands. His body still remembered the feeling of merging with his weapons.

"That's… bad!"

His speed escalated rapidly, becoming bestial. Lizardmen warriors were naturally strong to begin with.

On the outskirts of town, people were being attacked by a monster.

A giant snake… no.

"A Sandworm!? And a huge one at that!!"

It was a sandworm—a colossal annelid unique to deserts. Even an average specimen measured five meters long and several tens of centimeters thick, a troublesome creature that was also omnivorous—eating scorpions, snakes, cacti, and sometimes even monsters.

This one was a particularly large individual, over a meter thick, attacking the townsfolk.

"Help! Help meee!!"

"Damn it!! If only Lady Lila were here—"

"Go wake up those Ogre lodgers!! Go to the gendarmerie and call anyone you can!!"

"How are the gendarmes supposed to handle this?!"

"Better than nothing!! At worst, they can direct an evacuation… Ahh—hiieee!!"

And it wasn’t just one. Beyond the palm grove, a grotesque, lumbering mass was visible.

"Tch… I envy those who can see in the dark."

Gash muttered as he ran at full speed, swinging his twin tomahawks down at the sandworm that had latched onto a townsman.

"Y-you saved me!!"

"Get out of here quick!"

"I…I can’t just leave you—"

The townsman’s leg was broken. Sandworms didn’t have teeth, but their suction power could crush and distort flesh like putty.

Heeley caught up to the injured man, hovering her hands over his broken leg.

A sickening *crack-crack* echoed from the limb, and the townsman’s face twisted in pain—but in the next instant, his leg had returned to its original form.

"Wh—!?"

"Go! You can run!"

"Yeah, yeah!"

The townspeople flee in a panic.
"Heili, you get out of here too!"

Gash lands blow after blow on the writhing Sandworm, but it doesn’t seem to be doing much—probably because of its tough outer shell. He’s starting to get frustrated.
"I keep telling you, my main body is that water you’re carrying, so running away with just this body is pointless!"

"Tch."

Gash glances at the silver water bottle strapped to his waist. It was an expensive purchase, but it contains water mixed with Heili’s "main body"—the core element (which Gash doesn’t fully understand yet, but thinks of as something like a soul).

That’s the axis of Heili’s existence—the girl-shaped Heili herself can materialize and even if she’s torn apart, she can revive without issue as long as that core element is intact… or so it goes.

Though he’s too scared to try anything that dangerous yet.
"Fine, but you better be useful!"

Gash shouts, and Heili yells back, "Of course I will!"
"I’m talking about how useful you are for beating these guys up! If you want to be all loving, do it over there!"

He swings his axe at the Sandworm, which is thrashing toward Heili. A normal creature’s head would’ve been flying off with that hit.

But the Sandworm doesn’t even flinch.
"Damn it—if I still had my tail—"

Gash grits his teeth. If his tail were still intact, that full-force sideways swipe could’ve been a killing blow. The pure power of his entire body converted into impact—unlike a slashing attack, there’s no way to dodge it.

But now, Gash’s tail is just a stump, severed about fifty centimeters from his butt. Useless.

"Water Spirit, don’t you dare underestimate me!"

Heili thrusts her hands forward behind Gash, launching a spear of water.

The pointed water strike hits the Sandworm right in the mouth, making it recoil.

"It’s working!"

"It’s not working at all!"

"It’s working more than Gash’s!"

"But it doesn’t look like it can kill it!!"

While bickering, they both struggle to keep the Sandworm away from each other, resulting in surprisingly good teamwork.
"Damn it—something that can just be crushed with raw power… where are those Ogre guys already?!"

Gash curses. But it seems the Sandworms aren’t just here—the sound of screams and explosions is echoing from all directions now, and there’s still no sign of reinforcements for Gash and Heili.

"Damn it… if only General Vincent was here…"

"Who’s that?"

"Why are you getting mad at me?!"

"The spirits are on our side! What’s your problem?"

"You can save the jealousy for after we beat these guys, you idiot!"

Gash, once again, reminisced about the last reinforcements he'd had as a soldier. Hoping for an Overnight in a pinch might be asking too much, but he missed that haphazard attack ability of hers.

"Damn it… maybe I should just swallow a tomahawk, all or nothing."

"You’d get swallowed whole."

"Yeah, true."

The sandworm’s mouth, over a meter in diameter, could easily swallow a tomahawk without breaking a sweat. Even if they were connected by silk chains, retrieving them once swallowed would be no easy task.

"Hey, Water Spirit, don’t you have some ultimate technique?"

"Nope! What do *you* even expect from water?!"

"...Got anything that’ll just mess up my stomach?"

"Okay, I got one! Next time we get it on, I’m definitely poisoning you. Something that’ll keep you stuck in the bathroom all day."

"Alright, I’m done with you."

"Sorry, I was kidding, don’t say stuff like that!"

"You’re so weak!!"

While they kept bashing the sandworm’s head relentlessly, the couple continued their flirty banter. Anyone watching would probably burst out laughing, thinking, *Ah, it is indeed the Night of the Spirit Festival.*

Nope.

"Hahahaha! You two are really close!"

They were actually being laughed at.

*Who!?*

Gash and Heili turned around in shock.

There stood a woman with tanned skin and silver hair, exuding an almost androgynous aura.

"Yeah, we are."

The woman continued to giggle as she pointed at the sandworm.

Just as Gash and Heili reflexively tried to attack the incoming monster…

"Hint. …No fireworks user has visited this town today."

"Huh?"

"Hint number two."

The woman flicked her wrist, dismissing the sandworm with a wave of her hand.

The next instant, the sandworm was sliced cleanly in half—*chun!*

"!?"

Gash and Heili stared in disbelief.

The woman leisurely passed them by and spread her arms toward the remaining sandworms.

"Hint number three. Tonight, I have a duty to cherish lovers like you two."

Then, with a graceful half-turn, she faced away from the sandworms and back toward Gash and Heili.

A dazzling light bloomed across her back like an expanding aura.

It burst forth like giant fireflies, swarming over the sandworms—onto their backs, their heads, their mouths.

Light danced like the fireworks I’d seen that evening, shattering the Sandworms to pieces.

"Nice to meet you, lovers—the Lizard Warrior and the Water Spirit."

A deafening roar, sandstorm, and the Sandworms’ green ichor erupting into the air.

"My name is Bright Light. A mere spark of the Light Spirit."

Unblemished by any of it, she smiled—a Dark Elf through and through.

(To be continued)
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The beauty who called herself Bright Light dramatically demonstrated her power by wiping out the entire swarm of sandworms that had attacked the desert town.

Unseen, she manipulated light without regard for distance, obliterating every last one of them.

*"Peace to this town. A fulfilling night to its lovers."*

*"Her word choice is… something else,"* muttered the lizardman, his words dismissed by the dark elf-shaped light spirit as he tuned him out from right to left.

"Hey, Heili, is she *really* a spirit?"

"U-um, yeah, she feels *super* spirit-like… but…"

"Nah, there’s no way anyone other than a spirit could do that with magic."

As Bright said, at least none of the Celesta army’s mages could directly kill sandworms with magic alone.

There were spells to generate light or fire, but in combat, those were merely supplementary.

Considering the limits of generated power, the proper use was for heated blades and arrows, or blinding flashes—not tearing apart sandworms encased in thick hide. That required the level of control only achievable through a hundred-person prayer and a religious priest’s expertise. The fact that she did it with such ease made it clear she wasn’t just some dark elf.

*But.*

*"Then, lovers, enjoy the rest of your night."*

"Why are you looking at us like you expect something?"

"Oh, come on, I’m a spirit! My role is to bless! Wishing everyone a wonderful night is only natural!"

"Then why are you *so* casually tailing us as if it’s obvious!"

"Tailgating? How rude. Travelers help each other out. The night’s just beginning… Now, water spirit, you want to get busy with him too, right? It’s the night where the whole country celebrates love—there’s no shame in it! Who else is going to do it if *you* don’t?"

"W-well, that’s… yeah, I’d be shocked if Gash wasn’t into it tonight."

"Hey, Heili, what are you letting her talk you into? She’s trying to get you to follow her to the inn. Probably a con artist."

With the lizardman openly suspicious, the dark elf dramatically praising eroticism, and the half-elf almost getting convinced, they were an incredibly unbalanced trio.

With the military police and other warriors beginning to withdraw from the sandworm battle, Gash forced a slightly bitter expression only understandable to lizardmen and turned back to Bright.

"…Fine. Since you saved us, I’ll treat you to a night at the inn."

"Haha, you don’t have to go that far, but since you said it, I can’t exactly refuse."

"……"

*What a suspicious woman,* Gash thought, but he didn’t mutter it aloud, so it was safe. The lizardman’s true feelings were hard to read.

"Hey, Gash."

"Huh?"

As he tended to his tomahawks and organized his gear after using them for the first time in a while, Heili approached him.

"We’ve got plenty of time before dawn, right?"

"Yeah…"

He lined up the two tomahawks and sealed them with leather and chains. Couldn’t exactly pack them sheathed.

Using his reflexes for the first time in ages, Gash instinctively tried to calm his heightened emotions through breathing.

Not just lizardmen or beastfolk—anyone whose heart was aflame from battle couldn’t easily quell it.

To prevent that leftover energy from leading to unnecessary violence, looting, premature release, or reckless pursuit, controlling one’s heart was an essential skill for a warrior to live rightly. And for Gash, born into the warrior class, it was an ingrained habit.

"…You’re getting worked up, Gash."

"Yeah, well. Hold on a sec, I ain’t settled yet… Hey."

Just as Gash was trying to practice the breathing technique he learned from the Elder—strictly following the precise order of steps—he felt Heili collapse onto his thick thighs and immediately start fumbling with her loincloth, groping at his groin.

Lizardmen have trouble with human-style lower-body garments due to tail and muscle shape. So they just use a longer loincloth to lightly cover their lower halves, which can be flipped back to reveal the two penises that are characteristic of Lizardmen.

"…Yeah, blood’s flowing faster and faster… Aah."

"Don’t suck on it, you idiot."

"Ehh?"

Tonight was packed with unexpected stuff—an ogre sumo match, a booze-fueled brawl, a run-in with a sandworm, and some weird light spirit. Too much for one night.

Gash, being the hot-blooded Lizardman he is, knows that’s exactly why it’s important to stay calm when emergencies pile up. If even a little of that heated excitement lingers, you’re bound to screw up in an unexpected way.

That’s why bringing himself down to the lowest activity level is crucial—right now.
"But it’s so hard to get, and you’re gonna waste it…"

*Chup, chup.* Heili happily alternated sucking on his two penises.
It shouldn’t be appetizing at all, but ever since that night, she’d gotten so worked up every time that she didn’t even need to be forced into oral service anymore.

But this wasn’t the time. A spark of violence still smoldered deep inside him.
He’d met Heili and retired from the army soon after, so coupling with her in this state would be the first time since then.
Back then, he was physically and mentally exhausted, and had no experience with sex with a human (or rather, spirit) woman like Heili, so it had been manageable. But now that he knew every inch of her body… who knows what would happen?

"B-But it’s not just that kind of excitement, you know? If you stimulate me the wrong way…"

"Mmm… mmm, mmm…♪"

Heili wasn’t listening.
With one hand, she softly but intensely stroked one penis while eagerly sucking on the other. Occasionally switching between them, her saliva coated both evenly, and the lewd sounds and almost-extracting pleasure stole Gash’s ability to think.

In inverse proportion, his hemipenes swelled with virility. Heili let out a breathy moan at the powerfully erect shafts.

"Mmm, huff… hmph, ehehe… Gash, I’m getting horny… ehehehe. Because tonight, I’m gonna cherish you… I said it’s Lover’s Night, didn’t I…♪"

"Heili…!"

"You’re my lover… I’m Gash’s…"

"UOOOOH!"

The sight of the spirit hungrily sucking on his two penises like she couldn’t decide between fancy sweets sent Gash’s excitement skyrocketing past the point of no return.

Trying to somehow control the destructive impulse that had seeped into his thoughts like oil, Gash roughly lifted Heili’s body and threw her onto the bed, then violently shredded her garments with his strong fingers and tossed them aside.

"Kyaa, G-Gash…!"

"Hah, hah…!"

Gash couldn’t get aroused even a little by other humans or elves. But for some reason, Heili’s body made his blood boil every time he saw it.
This slender neck would gladly swallow his seed.
These unnaturally large but still shapely breasts would capture his hemipenes and stroke them, sometimes teasingly rubbing her nipples against his urethra.
This delicate waist, this soft womb, had been filled countless times with the Lizardman’s syrupy-thick essence…

Even the center hole of this soft ass knows the taste of Gash’s spirit.

Once tormented by Gash every night, writhing in pain—those days are long gone. Now, this girl willingly surrenders herself to the lustful outbursts of this savage lizard-man, her lover Taro, craving their coupling at this very moment.

That fact drives Gash’s reason mad.

“Gash, ahh… no, so big…”

“Hee-rii… Hee-rii, Hee-rii!”

Shouting his self-bestowed name over and over, Gash uses his rough hands to pry her legs apart, clumsily wriggling closer in an awkward scramble to insert his hemipenis.

Hee-rii isn’t very wet. Naturally, since he’s only been sucked on. Normally, Gash would let his slender tongue taste every inch of Hee-rii’s sex, bringing her to climax once so she couldn’t resist before violating her—but now, he has no patience for such leisurely acts.

He wants to force himself into Hee-rii immediately.

He can’t stand the thought of his penis not being inside the Hee-rii before him. He can’t find peace unless it’s enveloped by this beauty’s mucous membranes.

Driven by such unreasonable passion, Gash creeps toward Hee-rii’s hole.

And then, he simultaneously thrusts both his penises into her sex and anus.

“Aii… guh, haaah…”

“Uoo, oooo… ahh, so good…!”

“Gash uuu…”

The forced entry into her unwetted hole distorts Hee-rii’s face.

But even as she looks pained, she doesn’t reject Gash’s recklessness. She’s done double-penetration before, and by goading Gash, she must have expected something of the sort.

Still, she wanted to be one with Gash. Exposed to his fierce lust, she wanted to return his affection, to feel in her body that they were lovers drowning in each other.

That passion from Hee-rii reaches Gash, and he trembles with pleasure within her two holes, beginning to thrust.

“A, ahh, guh… ahh, haaaah, g-gash…”

“Haaah, haaah… Hee-rii, so warm, so good… your intestines and womb, the best…!!”

“…Gash’s dick is also big and manly…♪”

“OOOOOOOH!”

Gash roars with arousal at Hee-rii, who smiles desperately despite her strained expression.

A bit of precum leaks out, soiling her inside, making the thrusting slightly easier.

Matching that, Hee-rii’s smile shifts from a painful performance born of love to genuine pleasure and carnal desire.

Even if it were the physical embodiment of an immortal spirit, pain and pleasure still followed human nature—and that was why they could be felt as true joy.

“Hee-rii, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come, Hee-rii! I’ll fill your womb and ass with sticky cum!”

“Haaah, Gash uuu♪ Gash, Gash uuu♪”

Hee-rii, tossed about by Gash’s increasingly rough thrusting, calls his name through hazy eyes, expressing her ecstasy.

Having lived as a water spirit, drifting through existence, she was now completely immersed in the joy of colliding passion with just one man, deep down to her very soul.

She can’t leave him. She doesn’t want to.

Even if they call it falling, she wants to remain intimately entwined with this lizard-man forever, eternally ravished by him.

That nature of hers, that true self, is revealed in her form, in her expression…

“Hmm, this is something else…”

“!!”

"!?"

The dark elf’s voice, now kneeling beside the bed with flushed cheeks as she stared intently while stroking her chin, made them freeze.

Both of them stiffened in extreme shock, and then—still frozen—they began to climax.

"B-Bright!?"

"W-Why are you watching from *there*…?!"

"Well, I’m a spirit, so walls don’t really matter when there’s elemental energy nearby. Plus, I’ve always wanted to see a spirit having sex."

The beautiful woman said it nonchalantly, and the lizardman and water spirit, still connected and continuing to climax, raised their fists in protest.

"Should’ve done it yourself!"

"If you were gonna peek, at least be more discreet!"

"A-Are you *really* okay with being watched, Gash?"

"Well, I’d rather not, but hearing your moans like that… sometimes, even if I tell myself not to care, it’s just too much."

"…U-uh…"

"Alright, alright, thanks for the show."

Bright clasped his hands together.

"But… is it *that* good?"

"…Honestly? Sometimes I think it wouldn’t be so bad to be reborn as a half-elf and just keep screwing Gash until we die."

"Don’t go jumping at reincarnation, idiot."

Heeily kept saying sweet nothings while still dumping residue deep inside her, while Gash just stared blankly before smacking her head.

Bright couldn’t help but smile wryly at the two of them—so affectionate yet so indecisible.

The tongue-licking was invisible to both of them.

The Spirit Festival night was almost over.

The lovers’ privilege of the night faded away.

(To be continued)
Lizard & Girl Ambitious 4
Gash Zapper is a tailless lizardman who travels with a water spirit.

"Looks like the Spirit Festival's over…"
Gash muttered in the Helicon inn as dawn broke, letting the dry northern wind rush in through the window. Below, townsfolk were busy cleaning up after the festivities. In Celesta, the most energetic creatures are merchants. Without prompting, they’d already be hard at work today, preparing to squander their earnings at the next festival.

Gash watched as human, lizardman, and foxkin merchants bustled past the town gates, leading camels and desert lizards. He remained still for a while, wanting to bring up the next topic with the girl behind him but unable to find the words. After hesitating for five minutes…

Once part of the Celesta army, Gash was known for his reckless bravery. Now, he shook himself repeatedly, mustering the courage to speak, and finally raised his voice as usual.
"So, what now, Heeery?"

The water spirit, Heeery Water, had only asked to see the Spirit Festival. A spirit unable to freely attend a festival dedicated to spirits—this frustration was what Gash, stripped of his tail and pride as a warrior, had been tasked with resolving.

What happens when this is over?
Would Heeery merge back into the waterways of this region and disappear somewhere else?

…Even though he knew they loved each other deeply, Gash couldn’t shake the anxiety.

"We still have time before checkout… I wanna sleep a little longer…"
His monumental question was brushed aside with ease.

Turning around, he found Heeery wriggling like a caterpillar inside the blanket.

"Seriously? You’re a spirit and you’re such a sleepyhead!"

"You didn’t let me sleep until dawn, Gash…? It’s fine, yesterday was just that kind of day… Come here and sleep with me. What’s with you warm-blooded creatures getting up so early…"

"I’m not some cold-blooded thing! I just have low blood pressure!"

Even as he said that, Gash slowly crawled into bed. Inside the blanket, Heeery—still naked from their passionate lovemaking yesterday—half-asleep, casually slid into his arms.

"Nyu…fuu…"

"I’m saying… you told me when we first met that you wanted to see the Spirit Festival."

"…Did I?"

"That was only four or five months ago!"

"Was it…? Something about Gash’s non-stop eroticism since then has been kinda overwhelming…"

"…Anyway. The goal’s achieved, so what now?"

"…I dunno… How about we just stay warm together until the next Spirit Festival?"

"You still wanna see another one?"

"But it was fun…"

Heeery pressed her soft cheek against Gash’s chest, half-asleep as ever.
"…Fine."

Gash couldn’t help but feel a little deflated as he hugged her small head close.

Heeley had apparently made up her mind to spend time with Gash and had no intention of returning to the natural world.

She felt cheated, all that anticipation for nothing.

Then, cutting into their late morning like a buzzsaw, came a dark elf—Bright Light, as she introduced herself.

"Hey, looks like night's over for you two."

"Knock and come in through the door, you idiot! Don't phase right through walls!"

"Oh, you're awfully grumpy this morning."

"I'm only grumpy because I just woke up, you jerk!"

Bright Light—or so she claimed—was a gender-neutral beauty of dark elf descent.

If she were truly a light spirit, she’d probably have a whiter vibe… but pointing that out might turn Heeley into some kind of mermaid, and the lizardfolk would never stand for that.

"Didn't you pay back yesterday’s debt? Just check out already!"

"Hahaha, that's awfully harsh. But whatever."

"It's because *you* keep barging in on us two enjoying ourselves!"

"From where I’m standing, you two are constantly indulging in private fun, aren’t you?"

Gash and Heeley glared at her. Not like they were having sex from dawn till dusk, but it was undeniable that their conversations turned sugary sweet when they were alone.

Now fully awake, the two decided to get up.

"So? What is it? We can cover the lodging fee if you want to leave."

"Nah, I refrained yesterday because I couldn’t interfere with your lovers’ night as a spirit."

Bright grinned.

"I thought we were *already* interfering enough."

"I have a favor to ask, Gash Zapper."

"...What is it?"

She was technically their benefactor, so Gash couldn’t exactly call her an idiot and turned his face toward her while slipping on his jacket.
"I want to have sex with you."

"…Huh?"

Heeley and Gash both let out a stunned cry at the same time.

"Well, Heeley told me yesterday too, but yeah, I figured it’d be better to try it myself than just watch someone else do it."

"W-Why *Gash*?! Just pick up some random elf off the street!"

Heeley clung to Gash in her half-naked state, baring her teeth.

Bright simply waved it off.

"That’s for Gash to decide, isn’t it? I’m not asking you to marry me or anything. I just want to grant a benefactor’s wish to try sex once."

"Sorry, but once isn’t enough—you’re all about the rush, Gash!"

"Hey, Heeley, that’ll hurt."

"Sorry."

"Hahaha, then how about two or three times?"

"Ugh… well, I don’t think I can properly evaluate Gash if it’s just five times, so maybe five."

"You’re increasing the number yourself, you idiot spirit?"

He slaps Heili’s head.

"B-but if the sleepover spirit thinks Gash is just bad at this, it’ll be no good!!"

"I appreciate your concern, but you’re playing right into her hands!"

"You two are hilarious."

In the end…

Bright followed even after checking out of the inn.

"If we’re going south, there’s either the Lapal Islands or Shere Island… or we could take a ship to the Goat Kingdom and then head to the Southern Great Plains."

"Gash, have you ever been to a foreign country?"

"Of course not! I’ve been in the inland patrol squad this whole time!"

They left the town of Helicon.

To the east lies the Elven Forest Territory, but he knows it’s not a place that would easily let through someone like Heili, who isn’t a soldier and whose background is questionable. If they were to walk through the country to head south, the forest territory route would be the only option, but travelers avoided it for various reasons—it was too much of a hassle.

"So, are we going to Quieca?"

"...Bright, how far are you following me?"

"Until I’ve had sex with Gash."

"I said not *with* Gash!"

"Weren’t you saying you’d allow it up to five times?"

"...Oh, right?"

"Don’t get fooled. Or rather, don’t get talked into it, Heili."

Gash couldn’t help but feel uneasy as he walked along the road, wondering when they’d come to some weird agreement.

"Look, I can only get hard for Heili or lizard women."

"Oh?"

"...Gash~"

"Hmm. Then how about this?"

Taking advantage of the fact that there were no people in sight far down the road, Bright pulls open his clothes.

His magnificent breasts appear in the corner of Gash’s wide-angle vision, but Gash slowly shakes his head.

"Not even a twitch."

"...Muuu, we’ve hit a difficult problem. How can I have sex with Gash five times?"

"Just put your chest away!"

Heili pulls Bright’s clothes closed.

"That’s why it’s impossible! It’s weird for me too—I’ve never even been aroused by a human-type woman before."

"Yet you’re constantly aroused by Heili."

"How do you know that?"

"Are you really doing it every night? You’re so young."

Gashed had walked right into the trap, his tongue lapping at the bait.

Night.
The foot traveler camps.
If he took a carriage, he’d surely reach an inn, but Gash wanted to save money for the anticipated travel expenses ahead, so he chose to camp instead.
It wasn’t an unusual sight along the highway, and this area had been the site of a bandit purge half a year ago—any remaining thieves would be amateurs at best.
A starving beggar with a blade was no match for a warrior like Gash; he could take them down without breaking a sweat.
Besides, Heili might even be stronger than him. Without any special gestures or incantations, she conjured water and wielded the water spirit as a weapon—something beyond current magical norms.

"Staying around here’s fine too, you know. It’ll get warmer soon, probably in February."

"Why don’t we go somewhere far? Anywhere with you is fun, Gash."

"...This one."

He couldn’t help but flirt with Heili by the campfire.

"Bright, where’d he run off to?"

"His luggage… yeah, probably out picking flowers or something."

"Should we sneak in a round before he gets back?"

"Sneak in *what*?"

"Gash’s dick. Yours. Hurry, and you might get one shot in, maybe."

"You’re weirding me out with that phrasing."

As she said that, Gash’s throat bobbed with sudden interest.

Sex with Heili had already become a nightly routine for him. He wanted to take every chance he got.

He glanced around and quickly pushed Heili down.

"Hurry, I’ll just shove it in all at once."

"You’re always ready, aren’t you?"

"I can tell when you’re about to get randy! ♪"

The lizard’s lips and the spirit’s lips devoured each other.

In between, he swiftly pulled down her underwear and shoved one of his hemipenes into Heili in a rush.

A familiar, yet addictive pleasure enveloped Gash.

"Ugh…"

"Mmm… Gash, you could put both in at once, not just this one, and in my ass too."

"If I put it in your ass, cleanup would be hell…"

"Just between us, if we start, we can keep going even if Bright gets in the way… ♪"

"This perverted spirit’s got guts…"

He drove back and forth inside Heili from the start, both aiming only for orgasm—fast, frantic play.
It was intensely satisfying in its own way.
Heili wrapped her arms around the lizardman above her, showering his scaly face with kisses while presenting her vagina.
And then…

"Hey, so you finally started."

Bright appeared at exactly the moment Gash expected.

"N-no, I might have something to say, but later."

Gash held Heili close as if trying to keep her from escaping, thrusting his hips upward while looking up at Bright.

Bright was completely naked. He must have been taking a bath in the nearby river.

Water droplets slid down his curvaceous, feminine body, reflecting the moonlight and bonfire flames in shimmering gold and silver.

"Nah, nothing to say, really. But can I join in?"

"Y-you, still!?"

"Well, it's the only thing that came to mind. If I only get turned on by Heili, then I have no choice but to partake in her company, right?"

"Eh, eh—?"

Heili groaned in dissatisfaction as Gash’s lust filled her lower body.

"Otherwise, you're just gonna waste it all on the ground from one side, right?"

"T-that's true, but—"

"Well then, excuse me."

*Fwoosh.* Bright vanished in the moonlight.

The next moment, his ample naked form slid into position between Gash and Heili, facing them as if embracing.

"You're abusing that teleportation move way too much!"

"Oh, come on. It'd be a pain to pull out of Heili every time, right?"

The androgynous beauty’s chuckle was strangely childish, making Gash’s heart skip a beat even more than her naked form did.

Heili, acutely aware of it, pinched Gash’s soft side.

"…T-this is just a bonus, okay!? Bright, don’t get too cocky—this one’s my… uh, what do you call it?"

"…At least call me your boyfriend."

"You think I’m just your girlfriend? I thought you’d say ‘wife’ or something."

"Wife? No, she’s my destiny’s woman."

"T-then that makes me your destiny’s man! Got it, Bright!?"

"…Yeah, yeah. Just a bonus."

The two spirits pressed their crotches together, each desiring the other’s member like lizards craving prey.

Gash sighed but still stoked both shafts into full arousal.

(To be continued)
Lizard & Girl Ambitious 5
Gash thought to himself, *I’m probably the only lizardman who’s ever fucked two spirits at the same time.*

The whole thing of fucking a spirit every night was… well, not exactly normal.
A spirit isn’t really solid, and even if it looks like a regular woman, its essence is such that no life activity holds any meaning. Fucking a spirit is practically the same as fucking a phantom.
But Gash and Heili believe there’s meaning in it. At least they don’t see it as just pleasure—they think there’s something sacred about holding each other, an unparalleled value in embracing one another.
But what about Bright?
What meaning does he have in this?
…Thinking that, Gash realized Bright probably wouldn’t understand either.
Just as Gash and Heili couldn’t grasp Bright, Bright couldn’t grasp them—and that’s why they were trying to understand through experience.

"Either way, if I’m going to lose my virginity, it’s gonna be tough doing it with Heili still inside."
"I figured. Two dicks but only one set of hips to work with…"
Hearing Heili sigh, Gash pulled out one of his hemipenes.
Originally, a lizardman’s dual appendages weren’t meant to be used simultaneously.
Snakes and lizards only have one hole to enter anyway, and the position needed to fuck two at once is just too impractical.
Besides, it’s almost impossible for two female animals to cooperate that much with one male during mating.
One of them is more like a spare.
Trying to make two bodies use both at once—that’s a privilege reserved for lizardmen and human-type females… or maybe not even a privilege, but *that’s* the kind of sex it is.

"Gash, focus on putting it in Bright. I’ll handle myself."

"You’re quick to just give up when you decide to do something…"

"…Compared to constantly having Bright get in the way every time, or always having to watch where Bright is so we can sneak in a quickie, I figured it’d be faster to just join the party. Plus, since I’ve got two, we can do it at the same time and not have to wait."

"So you were unhappy that you couldn’t get laid whenever you wanted?"

"What, weren’t *you* unhappy, Gash?"

"…Well, yeah, it was a little frustrating, but—"

Bright, who had curled up next to Heili, wrapped his tanned arms around her and intertwined his legs with hers, pressing their genitals together as he chuckled.

"You two are so close."

"T-That’s just our lifestyle!! It’s always been like this, so what do you want me to do!?"

"That doesn’t even deny it."

Heili, for her part, rested the back of her knee on Gash’s thigh, making sure one leg wouldn’t get in the way of his thrusting.
Pale skin and dark skin. A body that felt a little underdeveloped next to one that was fully formed.
The two female bodies entwined as they waited for Gash.
Gash glanced at Heili’s familiar labia before pressing his right dick against Bright’s still-closed entrance.
Heili reached around from behind, adjusting herself so she could slip inside as soon as he pushed forward.

Bright looked at Gash with expectant eyes. Heili pleaded with her gaze, *Hurry up.*

"Alright, here it goes. It’ll probably hurt at first…"

"I wonder if I even have a hymen anymore. I’ve always been worried about that ever since I started hearing stories from humans."

"You’d have one if you never did it before, right?"

"…Sorry, Gash. I don’t even remember if I was okay with this."

Hearing that, Gash realized he’d been thrusting into Heili from the moment they met.

"Well then, go ahead and ram in without hesitation—just hope for the best if you end up bleeding," Bright said nonchalantly, which completely deflated Gash.

"Ouch, that’s gonna hurt *you*, not me!"

"Nah, you know, forcing yourself into a woman who’s not used to it can be painful for the guy too."

"Gash, stop—wait, seriously, this pose is embarrassing, just let me up already!"

*This has got to be the most messed-up 3-way ever,* Gash thought as he thrust forward again.

"Ugh…"

"Ngh…♪"

He entered both of them simultaneously.

Heili’s vagina, still loosened by Gash’s lustful cock, welcomed him with a warm, languid embrace.

But Bright’s—likely her first time with a man—clenched tightly around Gash’s member, making penetration difficult.

"Hey, Bright, relax…"

"T-this tightness is more than I expected…"

"Don’t back away, Bright! I’m letting you borrow half of Gash’s dick for once, okay…!?"

Gash and Bright braced their hips, while Heili instinctively held Bright down with her arms.

They all tensed, enduring the next few seconds of penetration.

The campfire crackled loudly. Even in winter, the swamp’s insects sent silent cheers to the spirits writhing from the lizardman’s intrusion.

"…Alright, I’m in… probably."

Gash, feeling the press of Bright’s soft flesh against his hips as he pushed forward, declared it.

He’d almost thought she needed another soaking, but whatever worked was fine.

"…T-this is… amazing. Like… a presence," Bright said, trembling slightly as she touched her lower abdomen.

Conversely, Heili purred as she stroked her belly.

"When you get used to it… you start thinking of this as your complete shape…"

"Complete shape…?"

"Yeah. When Gash’s dick is in here, I’m finally *me*…"♪

"Don’t treat other people’s dicks like they’re your own body parts."

"Oh, come on. Just be happy about it! You’re the destined woman having forbidden symptoms from her own dick—*that’s* what you were saying!"

"N-no, I probably didn’t say that…"

Bright retorted through gritted teeth.

What a frustrating situation.

"Bright, you’re tensing up too much. Relax."

"Even if you say that… it’s still hard to relax when you’re being impaled like this…"

"A woman’s body is made for a man’s cock, so there’s no need to tense up so much."

"...I wonder if the physical form of a spirit really falls into that category."

Just listening to their conversation, you wouldn’t think they were swapping genitals.
But Bright’s painfully awkward behavior was enough to spur Gash into action.

"Hey, Heili. Go give Bright’s tits a squeeze."

"What…?"

"Eh~"

"I’ll mess with her down here."

Gash lewdly stroked Bright’s ass, then slowly traced his fingers toward her hole.
"!?"
Bright flinched.
Despite being so bold as to show up naked in front of a guy, her reaction—completely unaccustomed to sex—secretly excited Gash.

Gash himself could go ahead and fondle Bright’s huge breasts, but he’d only be able to use one hand with that position. Better to threaten her ass instead.
"Guess I’ll have to… just this once, okay?"

Heili grabbed Bright’s tanned, massive breasts in a lewd grip and squeezed.

"I-it hurts… Gash, don’t do that there…!?"

"Heili can take it up the ass too. I’ll let you try sometime."

"Hehe. Gash’s double penetration is amazing. Still makes me pass out, y’know~"

"M-Move your hands off my chest… hyaa!?"

Now Heili started messing with Bright’s clitoris.
Just as she tensed up, Gash’s slender tongue tickled her ear.
"Fwah, ahh!?"

With a ripe figure but an underdeveloped sex drive, Bright was being thoroughly assaulted by both of them, forcing her to scatter her focus from her pussy.
Gash seized the opening and thrust once.
*"Kyaaah!♪"*
Their voices harmonized.
She tensed up again, but Heili and Gash’s full-body assault began anew.
And then, in that moment when her guard slipped just a little, Gash swung his hips.

That happened over and over, until Bright gradually succumbed to the waves of pleasure.

Before long, Gash was fully focused on slamming into her with all his might.

"Hah, ahh, aaaa, ahiiiaaaah!"

"G-Gash, Gash, Gash!♪"

The two penises ravaged the writhing vaginas of the two women. Knocking on both cervixes at once.
Under a starry sky, the water spirit in the form of a half-elf longed to fill her entire body with her beloved lizard’s seed.

The spirit of light, taking the form of a dark elf, tasted the scorching pleasure for the first time, her eyes clouded as she sought climax. Gash simultaneously injected his seed into both of them.

"Ugh, ah, ahhh… so hot… uaaaaah!"

"It’s coming out… finally, Gash’s seed… it’s coming out inside meuuu…"

The two trembled violently as they received it, then collapsed in exhaustion. Satisfied with that unusual sense of conquest, Gash stroked their hair as he exhaled deeply.

The bonfire had dwindled, needing more wood. Pulling his cock free from the two, he watched with satisfaction as his own viscous semen oozed out of them like glue before adding more kindling.
"...Won’t last until morning."
Seeing the meager amount of firewood gathered before the camp, Gash wrapped his loincloth tighter around himself. Preparing a lizardman was simple enough.

Gash, struggling in the darkness to gather wood, was startled by an unexpected light from behind and instinctively drew two tomahawks from his waist.

Bending low, he turned to see Bright standing there naked, streaked with white fluid on her inner thighs.

"I thought I’d help since it’s so dark, but you didn’t need me?"

"...I do."

She tucked the tomahawks back at her waist.

"You’ll help gather wood?"

"After my bath. That was quite stimulating earlier, wasn’t it?"

She smiled.

The smile of this mature spirit of light was far too innocent and captivating.

Having tasted the pleasure of her body, Gash was surprised to find his own cock beginning to stir just a little for her.

She stepped toward the nearby river.

"...Her core element is water. That silver water bottle, perhaps?"

Gash shuddered at Bright’s muttered words.

*They’re searching my belongings.*

*Are they planning to "spill" Heili?* For a moment, his worst fears flashed through his mind.

He couldn’t fathom what gain there was in that, but it wouldn’t be strange if Bright—another spirit like Gash—was trying to free her from him.

"So?"

Gash replied in a stiff voice.

Bright remained silent for a moment. After the sound of splashing water, she turned back to him.

"You know what Heili is, how much do you truly understand?"

Bathed in magical light, the dark elf-like woman didn’t bother hiding her ample figure as she stared at Gash.

"A water spirit. A willful force bound by its core element, capable of freely manipulating water."

"...Anything else?"

"That’s all I know. Honestly, I don’t even fully understand those words myself."

"You think so… Have you ever heard the story of Heili before she met you?"

"…No."

"Yeah. I figured as much."

"…Do you know something about her past, then?"

Gash asked cautiously, wary of Bright’s cryptic words.

Bright shook his head easily.

"Not at all. Spirits of different elements don’t chase each other, nor do we interfere. It’s pointless."

"…? Then what was that question for?"

"Just confirming… your perception of a man in love with a spirit."

He rescued the water again, bathing in it.

Bright turned back to Gash with a slightly serious look.

"Accumulation and eternal existence don’t mix well."

"?""

"Don’t you ever wonder… about how forgetful she is?"

(To be continued)
Lizard & Girl Ambitious 6
Gash and the two spirits rarely stayed at inns as they traveled.

They had money, and with Gash being an excellent warrior and Heili secretly reinforcing him with spirit magic, they could easily find work in the rough-and-tumble town of Celesta. They *could* repeat the cycle of earning money and staying at decent inns… but Gash, being a cave-dwelling race who didn’t mind night dew, and the spirits, who never cared about beds in the first place, weren’t particularly concerned with lodging.

More than anything, the sight of a lizardman with his tail chopped off walking around with two beautiful women was far too conspicuous. Especially since the pairing of a light elf and a dark elf—two races that usually didn’t get along—made it even worse.

Gash, feeling the sting of strange gazes, decided to at least be discreet about lodging until they left this region, which was close to his homeland.

Besides, the situation already wasn’t exactly inn-friendly.

"Fufu… this is quite the challenge, isn’t it? ♪"

"You should be grateful, Gash… there aren’t many lizardmen who can take two spirit girls’ asses at once, from ancient times to modern."

Before the campfire, Heili and Bright lay back-to-back, their bare butts pressed together.

Gash thought of them as a combination of chocolate and custard steamed buns—utter nonsense. The only difference was that four holes in between were eager for Gash’s raging cock.

"Taking two girls’ assholes at once… yeah, I guess you’re right, it’s pretty rare…"

"Right?"

"Yeah."

The two were excited but also strangely amused. He wondered if he should say something tactless like, *“Well, lizardman women can’t get into this position because their tails get in the way.”*

Just as Gash himself was an exception—except for Heili—it was rare for a lizardman to get aroused by anyone other than another lizardman.

As far as Gash knew, they were also one of the few races with two penises.

Add to that the peculiar inclination of these two women happily offering up their buttholes… well, yeah, Gash’s experience was truly unprecedented.

"You’ll go down in history."

"…I don’t want to be remembered as the guy who shagged two assholes at once."

"Stop moping and get on with it. We’re freezing out here with our butts hanging out!"

He felt like he was being unfairly scolded, but Gash himself was also babbling to distract from his own arousal.

He’d said Heili was the only one who could make him hard, so he was a little embarrassed… but after once tasting her womb, Bright had started responding reasonably well too.

It was hard not to get excited by the situation of those two special women enthusiastically thrusting their butts forward.

"Well, fine. Guess I’ll warm you up from the inside then."

"Thanks, Gash♪"

"…Warm us properly, all night long. Everywhere."

He coated both sides of their buttholes with each other’s love juices, making them aware of each other’s lust as he pressed his cock against them.

"Ngh… ♪"

"Kuh… your prick’s getting in, Gash… ♪"

"Bright, you’re good at that ‘maybe’ expression when you’re on the fence…"

Of course, he couldn’t just thrust his penis straight from the hips—he had to form an H-shape—but being welcomed by two beautiful women’s shameful waste holes felt pretty damn good.

* * *

"You’re forgetful… but isn’t that just Heili’s personality…?"

"Maybe. But theoretically, it can be explained."

Bright brushed back her long silver hair and began to explain.

"Originally, spirits are nothing more than forces with will, due to their high density. They don’t need the same functions as living beings. And the elemental power of a spirit isn’t confined locally; it’s constantly changing, yet remains unchanged as a whole—like the wind in the sky, sunlight, or the constant flow of rivers and seas."

"…That doesn’t make much sense."

"Let me say it again. A spirit is nothing more than a force with will. To exist as such, its very essence is in constant flux… possessing unlimited existence means it *doesn’t change*. Not passively unchanging like stone. But because it’s constantly moving like flowing water, it appears unchanged when viewed from the same spiritual focus."

"…You’re beating around the bush. What are you trying to say?"

"Hee-lee is an eternal spirit, and therefore cannot truly change. Her memories and experiences will likely flow away in months. To put it nicely, even her soul is immortal. To put it badly, everything is like a fleeting bubble."

"…!!"

"The core of a spirit’s existence isn’t the *kokoro* or the *karada*, but the *chikara*. A spirit is fundamentally different from living beings. I’m curious if you can endure that."

Bright smiles faintly.

That strange woman who was just welcoming Gash’s penis into her vagina and enjoying it.

Despite the somewhat vulgar impression, Gash sensed an unusual "transparency" within her words.

A woman who only seems to meddle in things for amusement.

But truly, there wasn’t a trace of foolish desire. Everything up until now had been a clear-eyed assessment—whether Gash and Hee-lee could truly connect, whether such a possibility existed for spirits.

…A sincere wish seeking that possibility, akin to holiness.

"…Wait a minute. What about you?"

"What is it?"

"If spirits are like that, you shouldn’t be able to hoard knowledge like that. Unless you’re constantly reading books, you wouldn’t be able to retain the overall picture of your knowledge with memories constantly slipping away."

"Haha, you’re sharp, Gash Zapper. As you heard, lizardmen are surprisingly logical and intelligent."

"That’s beside the point. What do you mean?"

"I’m special. I have a special *key material* that stabilizes my core element."

With a splash, Bright emerges from the river and takes out a fist-sized stone from a bundle of cloth by the water’s edge.

It flickered with a faint, pure white light.

"About a year ago, this was brought to a dark elf merchant in Taruk."

"What’s that?"

"Do you know about dragon treasures?"

"…Dragon relics?"

Gash himself possesses one. No one knows which dragon or what kind it belonged to; it’s simply an exceptionally strong cord known as the "Silk Chain," passed down through the colony for ages.

This is a special treasure of the same type, originally produced only in Dragon Palace, and said to be impossible to possess by anyone other than dragons.

"A treasure that cannot be shattered by any means… my core element is now contained here."

"…Contained? The light?"

"Yes. It’s strange, but after this treasure stabilized my memories, which were as unstable as Hee-lee’s, they suddenly became stable. There must be something to dragons, after all."

Bright gazes at the faintly flickering treasure with affection.

"This form is that of one of the merchant’s family members. It was very difficult, but I had no choice but to impersonate a family member to take this away."

"So that’s why… it seemed strange that a light spirit would be a dark elf."

One question clears up.

"By chance, as a servant of light, I overcame one of my disadvantages by obtaining this. But what about other spirits? Can eternal spirits walk alongside finite lives? I’ve come to want to know. I heard rumors of a woman with extraordinary healing powers and a lizardman who were on good terms, you see."

"…Key Material… so, the gem isn’t enough for her?"

"Yeah. I don’t even know if something that suits her exists in this world."

The bronzed beauty, floating in the light, drifted in thought.

"Even if your memories keep fading… can you still love Heili Water?"

He asked, smiling with eyes full of prayer.

* * *

Gash held Heili in his right arm and Bright in his left, ravaging both their buttholes simultaneously with his hemipenes.

"Ugh… ha, ah…♪"

"Bright, isn’t this the first time your ass has been taken like this? It sure feels good."

"I don’t know… but it feels…♪"

"G-Gash, ugh… don’t just stare at Bright, you hear me!?"

"Yours is, needless to say, the best. Such a lewd little hole."

"Bright… or rather…"

"You’re still just squeezing me, Bright."

"Hehe…♪"

"You two are really… close… huh?"

Because they were in an H-shape, his hips couldn’t properly penetrate either of them. He could only press against the wall between their intestines and vaginas like a lever.

So, even as he thrust into both at once, he’d focus on thrusting in and out of one hole or the other.

This was certainly a luxury, Gash thought, as he enjoyed his unprecedented double-anal sex.

"Heili."

"Hii… m-my ears… nipping them…♪"

"Bright."

"Fah!?"

He took Heili’s slightly shorter ears and Bright’s long, tanned ones in his lizardman’s massive mouth, teasing them with his slender tongue. Heili seemed to enjoy it, while Bright writhed in discomfort from the intense stimulation.

Feeling he was nearing his limit, Gash rammed into both of their rectums.

"I’m gonna come soon… Heili, Bright… get impregnated by my ass!!"

"G-Gash…♪"

"H-Haa… hot, so hot…!"

*Thud!*

*Thud, thud, thud…!!*

Gash poured his seed generously into both of their buttholes.

While fantasizing about lizardman-esque eggs growing deep inside them.

"Hu…♪"

"Hehe, you certainly warmed me up… Gash, call me again when you get cold♪"

"You got your ass taken for the first time and you still wanna go?"

"…Not that I care about Bright, but one hit to the ass isn’t nearly enough for me, so you better think about that."

"Yeah, yeah. You slut."

"It’s all thanks to that pervert lizard’s sex education!"

They exchanged kisses, then held each other tightly while still inside them.

"…Months?"

"…Gash?"

"Whatever. …We can just keep those months going forever if we want."

"What are you talking about…?"

"I mean, how could I ever leave Heili even for a day?"

(To be continued)
Extra 5: Elf Sisters!
Elf Sisters!
Deep within the forest, protected by the Rite of Confusion, lies the land where the elves dwell.

The climate is perpetually spring-like throughout the year, and there are no apparent external threats. Humans have yet to set foot here, nor do they fear the terrors of monsters. Yet, despite its unrelenting peace and vastness, the forest stagnated in its own pristine flatness.

The elves’ forest is safeguarded by a labyrinthine charm of confusion so intricate that even other elven clans cannot decipher it. In essence, it functions as a sovereign territory for each clan. As long as one remains within their clan’s forest, they are guaranteed the same safety as a "home" in the human world. Of course, structures exist, but adult elves do not force children to stay there. To live in the forest, to play in the forest, to learn in the forest—that is how an elf hones their sensibilities and education. Only what they lack do the adults slowly teach them. At least in this clan, as long as children did not recklessly climb tall trees or approach labyrinths without permission, they were free in every conceivable way.

This applied even to matters of sex.

As they frolicked freely in the forest, the children noticed the differences between their bodies, felt attraction, and eventually began to devour each other with abandon. From observing deer, rabbits, or unicorns mating, they understood what it meant to caress and stroke one another—and realized they could do the same. Once they grasped this, there was no stopping them. Nothing could stop them. Young elves, bathed in sunlight filtering through the trees, rubbed their genitals together until they drowned in pleasure.

For some reason, the adults of this clan never tried to stop it. That’s why Joe never felt shame or disgust toward sex.

Such is the tale of that world deep within the forest.

In the morning, he woke at the base of a tree. Warm sunlight pierced his eyelids, and Joe slowly opened his eyes. Several sisters were there—his older and younger sisters.

"…Morning."

"Ah, Joe’s awake."

"Morning, Joe-nee-chan."

There were four older sisters; the eldest was probably over a hundred years old. Elves stop growing around eighteen, and their appearance remains unchanged for centuries, making it hard to tell by looks alone. The youngest were probably Shina at ten and Resta at seven. Joe was fourteen this year, making him the youngest of the group.

"Where’s Ellen-nee-chan?"

Among the sisters gathering fruit and wild vegetables to arrange on a stump-table, one was missing. He searched for his absent-minded sister.

"Ellen-nee-san’s in that flower garden."

"She says she’s still sleepy."

The sisters told him, so Joe stood up, yawning as he walked toward her.

"Are you going to wake her?"

"Yeah. I have to make sure she helps with breakfast properly."

"Then please do."

With his sisters watching him off, Joe strolled leisurely along the soft dirt path.

His sister was found quickly.
Didn’t even need to look for her. On top of the raised mound in the flower garden—supposedly an old ancestor’s grave, though three thousand years ago is none of his business—she was sleeping soundly as usual.
Her loosely undulating golden hair swayed gently in the breeze as she slept happily, and Joe sighed. Beautiful, sure, but always lazing around in the sun.
"Ellen-nee-chan, wake up! You’re always making Minou-nee-chan and Rinrin-nee-chan do all the work."
"Mmm… Joe-kun…?"
Ellen blinked her eyes open, looked up at him, then went back to sleep.
Same as always. She never woke up easily.
"Ugh, what a pain in the ass!"
Joe was short-tempered, so he shook Ellen roughly. Still no response.
"If it comes down to this—"
Joe swallowed hard. His gaze drifted to his sister’s body, swathed in her grass-green dress.
To be honest, his prick had started hardening the moment he heard Ellen was still asleep. A sleeping Ellen was hard to wake up. And when he stripped her off and shoved his cock into that slackened vagina, it felt unbelievably good.
When Ellen was napping, Joe’s daily routine was pretty much raping her until she woke up.
"Huff… huff… huff—"
He felt weirdly aware of the sound of his own breathing as he unfastened Ellen’s waistband without permission, pulled up her dress, and yanked it off before tossing it aside.
Ellen’s dazzling body, bathed in golden light, was exposed before his eyes.
Come to think of it, this was the body that took his virginity. The first girl you sleep with is always special. No matter how used to her he got, he still got turned on.
"It’s your fault, Nee-chan… it’s your fault for not waking up…"
He stuck his tongue into Ellen’s snatch through the gap between her butt cheeks and started licking.
He parted her labia with his tongue, carefully coating the folds beneath with saliva. Even if she wasn’t putting in any effort, a dry hole was no good, so he had to lube it up first.
Still, his sister didn’t wake up. If she didn’t wake up after this much, he worried she’d be getting screwed left and right outside the forest without even knowing it—but well, she’d never been outside in her life, and probably wouldn’t until she died. That was just how things were for elves in this forest.
Once his tongue was exhausted from coating Ellen’s sex with saliva, Joe finally pulled out his prick. It was so wet with precum that he wondered if the saliva even mattered.
His sisters would always cheer, "So-cool!" whenever Joe got too excited like this, but Joe didn’t really know what was so cool about it. His father, Wingas, had never shown him a proper dick, so he had no idea how much precum was normal.
Anyway, Joe grabbed his sleeping sister’s ass and shoved himself inside, using the technique of rolling her over from her side.
He thought he heard his sister make a slightly sexy, breathy sound, but he knew she wouldn’t wake up from that.
Ellen was a hardcore sleepyhead.
"See? Nee-chan, I’m screwing you while you’re still asleep… using your pussy without permission and inseminating you… you always complain about it after you wake up…"
Whispering in his sister’s ear, Joe slowly savored Ellen’s vagina.
Even when she wasn’t putting in any effort, his sister’s pussy was exquisite.
In fact, when Ellen was conscious, Joe inevitably ended up coming too early because she got so worked up, so he’d avoid screwing her when she was awake to escape that humiliation—a completely backwards situation.
Ellen would always sulk and say, "Joe-kun, you’re mean!" but Joe figured if he got better at sex, he could make Ellen cum too while satisfying himself, and he made it a kind of goal.

"Aah… Ellen-nee-chan’s pussy feels so good… why do you have such a hot pussy, Ellen-nee-chan?!"
*Juup, juup,* the precum, saliva, and just a little bit of her juices made a wet sound.
As usual, Ellen was still snoring softly. Getting carried away, Joe quickened his pace, fondling Ellen’s beautiful breasts while savoring every inch of her soft, fold-filled vagina.

Joe clung to Ellen’s body, sucking on her nipples before finally climaxing.

He filled his unconscious older sister’s womb with seed.

"Haa… haa…"

"Unh… ugh…"

Ellen woke up then. Just before that, Joe callously pulled out his cock.

Leaving it inside would mean a losing battle, so even though he felt bad, it was a case of *rape and run*.

"Joe…? …A-again… again, Joe, you did it while I was sleeping!!"

"It’s your fault for waking up so late, Ellen. …Come on, hurry up! Muno-sis and Rinrin-sis are making breakfast."

"Uuuugh—!!"

Ignoring his sister glaring at him while fussing over her crotch, Joe slipped away in a flash.

After breakfast and a short break, the younger sisters came running over.

"Joe-nii-chan!"

"Let’s play!"

"Okay, okay!"

Joe gave a wry smile and stood up. The three little sisters were very attached to him—really cute.

"How about we try knocking down those nuts with slingshots?"

"Okay!"

Children’s games are directly linked to survival in the forest.

How to gather nuts, how to use slingshots and bows.

"If you succeed, there’ll be a reward."

"Yay!"

Joe watched from behind as his three sisters each took aim at the nuts on the tall trees with their handmade slingshots.

They weren’t wearing any underwear beneath their skirts—he’d ordered them to take them off before he arrived.

"Ah! Nii-chan, I hit one!"

"Good job. Lania gets the best reward."

"Yes!"

Joe’s younger sister by one year shook her golden pigtails excitedly as she eagerly stripped off her clothes and jumped into his arms.

"Nii-chan…♪"

"Good girl. Good girl."

"Mmm…♪"

Joe hugged Lania close, fondling her immature body in a lewd manner. Though her frame was still slight, Lania’s figure had become noticeably more pleasurable to touch over the past year or two.

"Nii-chan, let’s get it on…? Yeah, put your thing inside…♪"

"You’ll hurt yourself if you’re not wet enough."

"It’s okay if it hurts, just hurry up? I love Nii-chan’s dick because it feels so good…♪"

"I love your pussy too, Lania. Hurry up and get to the point where you can get all wet whenever you want, like your sisters do."

"Yeah, I'll try my best…♪"
Lania pressed her hips against Joe’s, nuzzling his ear with a sweet nip as he thrust inside her. The younger sisters watched their lewd brother and sister with envy before returning to their task of aiming for the fruit at the pachinko machine.

"Joe-nii, I love it, I love it…♪ Joe-nii, deeper, deeper, you can go even harder than that, you know?!"

"You idiot, Linlin-neechan told you to take care of your baby bag, didn’t she?"

"But… haaah, I want more, I want to be filled with Nii-chan!"

"You’re definitely gonna get more perverted than Ellen-neechan."

"I-It’s not fair! Nii-chan is already a dirty old man who gets off on stealing his sisters’ underwear—!"

"Well, yeah. But Linlin-neechan also said if you get too horny, you might accidentally impregnate someone and then kill them in the heat of passion without even realizing it."

"N-no way! I wanna have Nii-chan’s baby—!"

"Okay, okay. So just be moderately perverted."

"O-okay, moderately perverted!"

Amidst that twisted conversation, he suddenly ejaculated inside Lania.
"Haaah… Nii-chan’s seed…♪"
Lania stiffened for a few blissful seconds before relaxing.

Lania and Sheena had magic for contraception. Apparently, it would be lifted when they turned fifteen, but Joe didn’t care. After all, elves only conceive once every decade or so anyway.

"Nee-chan, Sheena got some fruit too!"

"Alright, come here, Sheena. Stick your butt up and put your hands on that thing. Nii-chan’s gonna lick it for you."

"Yeah! Sheena wants her pussy licked too!"

Sheena cheerfully lowered her skirt, looking at him with excited eyes.

Sheena had only just had her hymen broken by Joe the other day. He’d thought it was too soon, but Ellen and Linlin said she was ready, so he took advantage of that.

She definitely flinched, but after being ravaged repeatedly in various ways, she was starting to enjoy the sex.

"Sheena’s gonna get super perverted too, huh?"

"Yeah… Nii-chan, you like a perverted Sheena, right…?"

"Of course."

"Ehehe… N-nii-chan, can you put your dick in already?"

"Well then, how about I let Sheena give me some pleasure?"

"Haaai… *hmph*."

The youngest, Resta, continued dropping fruit at the pachinko machine while watching her blissfully happy sisters. Resta was still too young for penetration, so everyone would lick her until she climaxed.

After making his three younger sisters all sticky in the forest, Joe went down to a stream to clean up, only to find his sisters—Linlin, Muno, and Julia—together bathing.

"Ah, it’s my sisters!"

"Oh, Sheena. Were Lania and Resta also doing good things with Nii-chan?"

"Yeah."

"Joe-kun is such a good brother, isn’t he?♪"

Unlike his younger sisters, the older sisters had very feminine figures and watched Joe, who was starting to strip behind them, with lustful eyes.

Despite having ejaculated multiple times already, Joe’s member had once again hardened at the sight of his sisters’ naked bodies.

There’s no need to hide anything. After all, I’m on par with my three older sisters when it comes to getting down and dirty… except for Ellen.

"Rinrin-nee, let me in."

"Sure thing~!"

"Ugh, I wanna join in too!"

Muno, with her refined aura and long hair adorned with delicate braids, and Rinrin, whose ponytail resembles Lania’s hair dyed black and grown out a bit longer… the two sisters thrust their hips forward, spreading their already-lubricated, prepped cunts wide for display.

"You can come right in~!"

"Yaaan! I want some of Joe-kun’s seed too~!"

I slam my freshly-hardened cock into Rinrin’s ass with a *thwack*. As for Muno, I just grope her butt.

Still, since Muno’s ass is a sensitive spot, she writhes in pleasure from that alone, while Rinrin shakes her relatively large, beautiful breasts and bucks her hips on her own.

The sisters are as lewd and gorgeous as the younger ones.

"What about Julia-nee?"

"Haha, I’m more of the type to ride Joe, you know? I’ll wait my turn after everyone’s had their fun."

Julia loves riding positions. Satisfied, I focus on ravaging Rinrin.

"Ugh, ugh, Joe-kun… Joe-kun’s amazing! My sister’s dick is so huge, so ready to get her pregnant!"

"Rinrin… hey, Joe-kun, just a little bit, please insert it, just a little!"

"Nope, Muno-nee only gets the butt for now."

I smack Muno’s ass, and she jolts. Joe doesn’t miss the trickle of her juices.

"You perverted sister who comes just from butt-touching can wait even longer!"

"Joe-kun…"

"Haha, Joe, you get so cocky when you’re naked~!"

As Julia laughs, I begin to unload inside Rinrin’s pussy. She gasps, almost pulling away, so I yank her ponytail to keep her still and continue depositing my seed.

"Ugh… i-it hurts, Joe-kun."

"That’s because you tried to escape. Get pregnant properly, will ya? You’re my sister, after all."

"Uuu… don’t pull my hair…"

When dinner time rolls around, the smell of yakiniku wafts through the air.

Joe, who had just finished giving Ellen a quick blow job and had her lick his cock clean, perks up at the delicious aroma.

"That’s the smell of yakiniku."

"Ooh, is it?"

Lesta, with her innocent face showing no disgust, agrees while lapping up the cock still dripping with her sister’s juices and leftover cum.

"I’m looking forward to it."

"Huh? Oniihi-chan, are you gonna stop letting Lesta drink it? Lel…"

"Want some?"

"...Maybe later."

"Alright, let's start with the meat then."

"Yeah, sure. *Mwah*."

Leza obediently said that and pulled away from his lips. Joe hoisted her onto his shoulders and hurried to the stump-table.

Elves prefer vegetarianism, but a growing boy’s love for meat never changes. Joe was no exception.

Near the table, Rinrin and Julia were building a stone structure to roast meat.
More and more meat sizzled on the flat rock griddle.

"Whoa!"

"Haha, so it was Joe after all."

Julia laughed. Rinrin, sleeves rolled up, stopped Joe and offered him not the delicious unicorn thigh meat, but liver instead.

"Eeeeh!? Liver again!?"

"If you eat *all* of that, you can have some of the other meat too, okay?"

"How much is *that* supposed to be? It looks like it’s enough for two unicorns!"

"But Father said it had to be this way."

"Eeeeh!?"

Whenever meat came from home, it always turned out like this. First, they’d force you to eat nothing but liver.

Joe often got mysterious pickles or forced to drink medicine while the others didn’t.

"Why is it *always* me?"

"Because you’re a boy, silly."

…When she said that, he couldn’t argue. Living in a world where there were hardly any other men, Joe had no choice but to think, "Yeah, I guess that’s just what being a man means," when the older ones told him so.

"Ugh, being a man sucks."

Munching through a mountain of horse liver, Joe grumbled.

The women who arrived later watched him with smiles.

"...I don’t want him to turn out like my brother, you know?"

"Yeah."

Ellen and Julia, the two older ones, nodded at each other—Joe couldn’t see it, though.

* * *

"Make sure the provisions get delivered properly… And how’s Joe doing, Julia?"

"He’s fine. He’s so healthy, day and night, there’s nothing to worry about."

"Glad to hear it… I’d be in trouble if he suddenly abandoned everything like Kent and started aiming to become a Spirit Priest."

"Well, the easiest thing would be for Father to get Mother to provide two or three more male children."

"...The thought of another girl being born breaks my heart."

"Wow, that’s rough, Father… Well, pray that Joe becomes an Archmage before we get any more male grandchildren."

"Hmph. Our family is the last hope of the Northern Forest, replacing dragons and sacred beasts. We can’t afford to dilute the bloodline."

"Hmph, locking them up in the estate and forcing incest day and night for 'hope'—well, whatever. Getting to fuck and breed as much as we want with such a cute little brother is like a dream come true for twisted people like us. But…"

"Wha…?"

"Though, I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to pray that our magic—*the very stars of hope themselves*—doesn’t get too attached to Joe and end up affecting the whole purple area…"

"…Are you hinting at rebellion against the forest?"

"Just talking about possibilities."
Extra 6: White Out
White Out 1
This is a story between Episode 124, "Family Talk," and Episode 125, "The Royal Capital University Story."

I ended up spending the night at Baroness Irene’s place after too much lazy sex, and now I’m sneaking back to the barony in the morning.

"Where were you, Andy?"

"...Sorry, just... with Irene..."

Diane gave me a slightly troubled look.

"Ah, well, I won’t stop you… but before we confirm anything, are you planning on making Irene your female slave too?"

"Don’t say things like that, it’s unsettling…"

Everyone casually calls each other slaves and slave girls all the time, so I’m used to it, but hearing someone else suggest turning her into a _female_ slave would normally be shocking.

"So, what kind of relationship are you planning?"

"…………"

Right now, she’s basically just a sex friend, but when you put it that way, it’s definitely a dangerous situation in more ways than one. Yeah.

"...To be honest, my impression is this—"

"Huh?"

"That girl—though she doesn’t say it outright because of her position—is already… well, at least as much of a female slave as Luna, if not more."

"N-no way!"

"Having relations with a human and giving birth to a half-elf isn’t exactly something elves readily accept. But since you’re the hero who rescued Break Core and Dier, it’s unlikely they’d openly condemn you."

"Ugh…"

True, the elves are still in the early stages of interacting with the outside world, like Trott, so they can’t really ostracize her because of what she and I did.

But that doesn’t mean their minds have completely changed.

"...Well, Irene’s father is from the White Clan, and her family isn’t too extreme… but even so, seventy years ago, Irene’s maids who were impregnated by outside bandits were all banished because of the 'tainted blood' reason."

"...Y-yeah, that’s true…"

But I’m still getting away with unrestricted creampieing. That makes me sound like a real monster.

"But Andy, what you should be focusing on isn’t that. It’s related, but it’s not _that_."

"?!"

"Despite all that reality being pushed down her throat, Irene is actively clinging to you and giving you her body… I just want you to take it seriously."

"...Yeah, you’re right."

That might be a pretty brave act on her part.

And yet, I was acting like it was nothing, calling her a "sex friend" like it’s some casual thing, maybe treating Irene too lightly.

No, maybe I was just selfishly taking advantage of her and indulging in the fact that she lets me.

I should probably stop being so casual about it… though, just a moment ago, I was still enjoying stuffing her pussy over and over again while half-asleep.

"You look like you’ve just realized something."

"Y-yeah…"

"So, let’s settle this. If Irene were to be abandoned in the forest, what kind of partner would _you_ be for her?"

"Huh?"

"It’s not like you can just say 'I won’t sleep with her anymore' at this point, right? Irene is aware of all those obstacles and still clings to you, sleeping with you over and over. What you should be thinking about isn’t whether or not to keep sleeping with Irene. It’s whether to make her your female slave, treat her as a wife, or just discard her when you’re done."

"Throw her away, huh…?"

"Well, I doubt you'd actually do it. But think about it. If Aireena were forced to choose between the forest and you, she'd probably take you and get exiled. Don't try to weasel out of it with half-assed excuses."

"…"

Diane's words made me realize she was right.

I technically refuse to let her get pregnant, but I don't refuse sex, and after she gets inseminated, she clings to me like a lovesick puppy. If we had a kid and I told her, "Have it, then get out of the forest,"… I bet she'd just go for it.

…Huh?

"Wait, Diane."

"What is it?"

"Isn't this… isn't this exactly what Feyer was talking about when he mentioned 'training'?"

"Raping, driving her insane, making her do your bidding… Ah, yeah, she's definitely the closest thing to a proper slave I've had so far."

I wasn't that close to Aireena before we started sleeping together. And it's true that after, she became dramatically clingy and affectionate.

With the others, normal affection, misunderstandings, racial issues, or personal fetishes always came first. No one had fallen into a purely sexual relationship with me as completely as Aireena had.

"Eep. Please, not that title."

"…Well, just don't let Feyer find out."

I was abandoned.

…Yeah, if it's this far gone, you'd normally just abandon them.

Afternoon.

Instead of holing up in the forge, I did marching drills and archery practice.

If you slack off, your stamina drops fast. Even if you leave the brawling to the others, you can't be worth a damn if you can't even run away when it counts.

So, I ran back and forth along the road near the forest, shooting at scarecrows in the meadow to maintain my fitness.

"Huff…."

I don't get as wrecked in bed these days, but apparently, sex and running use pretty different muscles.

The distance I could run hadn't really improved much, though.

"Hmm. It's invigorating, isn't it?"

"Aireena."

Aireena was sitting on a rock by the side of the road before I knew it.

"More like, you're lucky you can even run that much after yesterday. I couldn't stand up straight for a while after waking up."

"Ah… sorry."

"I'm not blaming you, you know? …Hmm. Sometimes, it's nice to just… indulge in your desires without worrying about time… or rather…"

She's blushing, ears twitching.

Well, she probably wouldn't talk like that unless we were in the heat of passion.

But…

"…Hmm, without worrying about time…?"

Her flustered expression snapped into a serious one.

She stared off into space for a while, deep in thought.

"What are you thinking, Ailina?"

"Hmm? Well, uh… Speaking of which, Lord Smisson doesn’t seem to know much about the forest, does he?"

"Well, if you asked me if he knew a lot or not… but I think he’s one of the top experts on forests among the Trott people."

I flinched slightly at the sudden change in topic. My head was still spinning from the run, and I couldn’t respond as quickly as usual.

Ailina nodded, "That's right," and grabbed my hand firmly.

"Alright then, I'll give you a little tour of the forest today. It's what I'm here for."

"Huh? What's with the sudden change?"

"It would be strange if Lord Smisson, the savior of the forest, didn't know much about it, wouldn't it? He doesn’t even know more than half of the clan territories! If he offers blessings like that, the elves of the Northern Forest will call him ungrateful."

"Who's going to say that?!"

It sounded like a forced argument, but I couldn’t shake off Ailina’s hand as she pulled me into the forest.

"…Open."

We crossed an ancient barrier.

Right after entering the forest was Silver Clan territory.
"If we come straight here after the march, Lila and Lady Diane will complain later, so let's go back and come again…"

"Don't worry about it. I'll send a messenger later."

Ailina walked through the center of the Silver Clan’s main settlement, the clan village, with an oddly cheerful expression.
I followed along.

"Oh, White Ailina-sama. Good day to you."

"Hmm, a fine day indeed."

The elves passing by gave Ailina a simple blessing gesture. Apparently, that was their traditional greeting for superiors.

"And to Lord Smisson of Polka, good health!"

"Ah, greetings."

I returned the gesture lightly.

The Silver Clan elves were in a somewhat delicate position, so it was hard to tell how they felt until you saw how they acted. Some middle-aged elves glared at me, while others were friendly. Silver was also connected to Faezer.

But on the other hand, they were also a subordinate clan of Misty Palace, Myia’s homeland. The dragons of Misty Palace were almost entirely friendly towards me, so there were quite a few elves who, like the one who just greeted me, didn’t shun me because of the dragons’ wishes.

Also, being close to Polka was a big factor. With the dragons’ influence and the curiosity of young elves, some had even started interacting with the Polka clan. Among them were those who already considered humans good friends.

"You're sweating, so shall we go take a bath in the hot springs, Lord Smisson?"

"Ah… yeah, that sounds good."

Silver Clan territory was also the source of spiritual springs, sharing the same origin as Polka’s. The effects were almost identical.

However, since not many people came to this forest with poor visibility, there was no need to develop bathhouses, or perhaps it was just tradition. The spiritual springs accumulated in several natural pools without any enclosures or changing rooms. You could just enter wherever there was space – a very casual style.

There wasn’t any specific rule about which pool was for which gender. In that state of affairs, peeking into someone’s bath to check if they were already inside wasn’t frowned upon, and you could even ask if it was alright to share the same pool if you got their consent.

"…Diane’s colony was like this too."

"Because of this custom, there are even stories that only the Silver Ones actually bathe in the springs; everyone else just drinks the spring water."

"Man, this is embarrassing for a normal elf…"

Wandering through the forest and peeking into several springs, it seemed like most were occupied by women who cared about their beauty. When they saw my face and Aireena’s, they’d give a wry smile and ask, "Care to join us?" I almost always wanted to say yes, but Aireena would always refuse.

"Apparently, the dragons of Misty Palace not caring about nudity has influenced even the Silver Ones."

"I really respect Brool and the others right now."

"Idiot."

I got smacked with a wooden stick.

After visiting seven or eight springs full of naked elves—well, springs—I finally found an empty one tucked away a bit deeper.

"Alright, let’s go in."

"Mm."

As I stripped off my clothes, Aireena naturally took off her panties.

"Wait, are we going in together?"

"Hmm? You’re worried about that now?"

"No, but is it okay?"

"Were you not planning on it from the start?"

Aireena smirked mischievously as she dropped her skirt, exposing her hairless crotch to the dappled sunlight.

"I’m tired right now."

"Hmm."

"…My dick’s still got a lot of energy, though. Still wanna go in together?"

"It’d be the same even if you weren’t tired."

Aireena took off her jacket and hung it on a branch. She loosely tied her hair into a ponytail with a vine leaf and waded into the spring, grinning as she waited for me to undress.

"Perfect."

"Good, good."

I stripped off my clothes in one quick motion and dove in next to Aireena. The water was pleasantly lukewarm—ideal for a long soak.

And then…

"…Haaah."

"Haa…good water, isn’t it?"

After both of us sighed,

"Alright, let’s get started."

"Fwoosh…slow down, you idiot! Let me enjoy the bath a little more!"

"Nope. Don’t run away."

"I’ll catch you, you’re a soldier who thrives on endurance challenges, aren’t you?♪"

Aireena and I splashed around in the spring, chasing each other. At some point, her butt—thanks to the levitation magic she’d used—was right at my eye level, which only made me more flustered as I desperately chased after her.

And finally, I pinned down Aireena—who seemed to have deliberately let herself get caught—in the shallows.

"Fufu… it’s been a while since I’ve been this playful in the bathhouse."

"Even if you are the clan leader, you mustn’t frolic so indecently!"

"And who is it that’s pinned me down with such a lustful, thoroughly aroused face?"

"Me."

"I apologize for my lack of restraint."

"Ngh… Nghm… Nghrel…"

"Nngh… Nngh—"

"...Haa."

I kiss Ireena. Her thin tongue and small mouth don’t just allow my tongue entry—they actively try to wrap around it.

Stubbornly, I chase the tip of her tongue, our mouths exploring each other’s insides.

"...Fool. All while lecturing me like that, you’re using such a wanton tongue…♪"

"...This is punishment for your scandalous clan leader."

"I merely followed the customs of Silver Village, as one should when in Silver Village, yes? It was _you_ who got so worked up on your own."

"Anyone would get worked up."

"...Do I know what’s normal for you? I hardly know you at all… except for that raging member of yours, hm?"

Ireena lightly places one leg over my hip. An invitation.

It feels a little uncool to just give in to an invitation like this.

But.

"Then let me tell you something good. I’m _super_ horny."

"That much, I know… Nghn!"

And with that, I thrust into her as she invited me.

Uncool? Fine. Ireena is too cute and precious to care.

I’m not the kind of guy who can hold back in a situation like this just because he cares about appearances.

"Ngh… Aah… Haa…♪"

Ireena’s wet ponytail fans out into the shallow water, spreading intricate ripples with a _shhh-shhh_.

Her arms are wrapped around my shoulders, trapping me so I can’t escape. From an outsider’s perspective, it’d look like I’m the bad guy.

But her legs have me in a bear hug, refusing to let go. As my hips move roughly back and forth, she clings to me, firmly receiving every thrust.

And that vagina of hers, which is _incredibly_ compatible with me, is greedily devouring my cock.

Her young, already accustomed-to-being-fucked pussy clenches and winces with each of my thrusts. The overflowing lubrication seems to be in sync with Ireena’s pleasure-distorted expression—the liquid spilling from her lips and eyes.

"Haa… Haa…♪"

"Ireena… Ireena, this feels so good, your body…!!"

"M-Me too… Me too, I feel like I’m melting…♪"

"I think I’m about to come…"

"Y-You know not to, right…? Don’t come inside me…!"

"Ah, I know… I know, but…"

Irina’s legs won’t let go at all.

"...Some pervert out there must be telling her not to come out..."

"Who the hell would say such nonsense…♪"

"I wonder who it is…? H-Hey, she’s coming, Irina!!"

"Ngh… ah, inside… this idiot, inside…♪"

Irina squeezed my legs tight as she cursed me while taking my release deep inside her.

I collapsed, collapsing onto Irina. She groaned heavily, turning her face sideways beneath my chest.

"...Haa, haa…"

"...You really came a lot this time… well, we were breeding the whole night, so there’s no point in stopping now… you’re being way too forward♪"

"I thought about pulling out… yeah, it’s not my fault."

"Don’t lie, you just coated her insides with your seed."

"You heard me?"

"Of course I heard you. I’m the one getting ravaged here!"

_Smack_, she hit me on the head.

"...Time for a change."

"?"

I thought maybe the spring had a time limit, but Irina just flipped me over, putting me underneath her.

"You’d be too heavy if you stayed on top the whole time. I’m small, you know?"

"Sorry."

"...Honestly, you should think about others a little more."

"But you’re not pulling out, right?"

"I’m tired. Just lie there and be my pillow for a bit."

Irina kept my dick in her mouth as she flopped down on top of me, face-down. Or rather, she was just being clingy and spoiled.

"...You don’t get soft, do you?"

"If you just lay there without moving, I’d probably come every thirty minutes or so."

It feels amazing inside Irina.

"Shall we try it?"

"Seriously?"

She really made me last until I came.

I felt refreshed… or maybe just relieved.
We left the spring forest and headed toward a plaza at a specific location in the Clan Village.
The plaza was oddly shaped, but every Clan Village had one exactly like it.
You could travel between them by activating a simple spell on each plaza.
"Next… well, since we’re here, why don’t we go to the Gold Clan Village?"

"Got any money on you?"

"The Golden Territory boasts a great river flowing through it. The scenery is unparalleled."

Irina said proudly, activating her teleportation spell.

The Golden Territory was dominated by a single mountain, so high it nearly rivaled the Azure Serpent Peaks.
A river flowed alongside it—partially fed by springs from the mountain itself.
There was a waterfall several hundred meters wide with a drop of nearly one hundred meters, and near it stood the clan's manor.

"Whoa."

"Amazing, isn't it?"

"Yeah, this is something else. I went on an expedition to the Great Almonica River before, but I never saw a waterfall this impressive."

"That waterfall and the Holy Elf Peak are among our territory’s proudest features."

"Holy Elf Peak?"

"According to our legends, elves worthy of such status become lesser spirits after death and dwell in that mountain. Eventually, they become part of the Light Spirits."

"Heh. Elves have that kind of thing too, huh?"

"Do humans have something similar?"

"Loads of them. The Trot Church teaches that when people die, they ride the currents of spirit energy to Raika Mountain."

"Hoh?"

"There, the Guardian Spirit of the Land judges them and grants them a new fate before they’re reborn."

"What else?"

"In Celesta, there’s supposedly a different view on death for every colony. Though lately, fewer people seem to believe in local faiths."

"Truly lamentable."

As she spoke, Irina led the way toward a nearby ranch.

The ranch kept a small herd of unicorns.

They decided to borrow one and ride along the river, ascending slightly to view the great cliff face that ran alongside it—but…

"Mmm… finding a unicorn willing to carry us is proving difficult."

"Unicorns are said to prefer virgins, so maybe Irina’s current state isn’t helping."

"N-no! That’s just superstition! It’s the stench you’re wearing!"

Irina had been repeatedly rejected by every unicorn.

"Mmm… Golcus’s sister rode unicorns without a second thought even after getting married…"

"Golcus’s sister married into House White? Wait, is Golcus your half-brother or something?"

"If you go back four or five generations, Golcus’s brother-in-law was indeed my relative, but I myself have no siblings."

"Whoa, that was close. …I thought you’d kill me if you found out Golcus raped Irina."

"He used to visit the White Territory often and was a good friend when I was younger. You wouldn’t understand, would you?"

"...Listen, if you try to cut me down, I’m dead in one hit, okay? Unlike Anzalos, I can’t defend myself at all!"

"Kukuku, that’d be quite the scandal♪"

Irina grinned mischievously.

In the end, it seemed like the old mare would listen to me if I asked nicely, so we attached a small two- or three-seater carriage and headed upriver along the riverbank.

"Guess there aren’t as many elves around as I thought."

"Elves are particularly few in number, you see. Because the Holy Spirit Peaks have such strong purifying energy, their breeding rate’s been especially suppressed, or so Christy said."

"If that logic holds, shouldn’t there be fewer reds where the Divine Beast Labyrinth used to be?"

"Not so much. Reds tend to go out more than other clans, so they probably get a balanced dose of bad energy, according to Christy again."

"Things are complicated, huh?"

"What? Nothing compared to the outside world."

We plodded up the slope and reached the waterfall. After letting the carriage roll slowly for a while, we spotted elves frolicking in the river.

Come to think of it, it’s still summer, right? It’s already autumn in Polka, but time probably passes slower in the Evergreen Forest.

Even so… those elves look like they’re naked. Can’t really say anything about silver, though.

"Guess they don’t have much shame here either."

"It’s just decided that the top of the waterfall is for women bathing, and the bottom is for men. Don’t get any closer than that, or I won’t be responsible if you get shot."

"…Got it."

Well, yeah. Right.

By the time the sky turned red, we reached the great cliff.

It was a masterpiece of nature carved by the river.

It looked like it was easily 500 meters high. Looking up from below was incredibly impressive.

"I didn’t realize the elf forest was this amazing. I thought it’d be just some empty woods."

"Because of the ancient barrier distorting it, its actual size is said to be more than three times that of the Troll Kingdom. If it’s big enough, there’s bound to be all sorts of things in it."

"If we’re going around like that, it won’t take a month or two."

"Well, I’ll just show you the places that can be done in two or three days. Be grateful and worship me."

"Hey, you dragged me here against my will, saying it was to prevent elves from being called ungrateful."

"For the sake of all elves, yes. But whether you personally feel gratitude toward me is your own choice."

"Ah… whatever. I guess we’re seeing some good stuff, though."

"Hoho."

A magnificent peak. A great cliff. A gentle great river. And a waterfall that creates rainbows.

You could be grateful. It was a view so grand it made you feel that way.

"Now then… if you’re so grateful, wouldn’t it be proper to show it in your actions?"

"?!"

"…S-so, fortunately or unfortunately, I’ve already taken your seed inside me countless times today. No amount of more will make any difference."

"Wait, what are you even saying out here in the wide open, Clan Leader?"

"Eh? Elves don’t bother locking themselves indoors every time they make love. Rather, if two lovers want to imply making babies, they go deep into the forest together."

"…Ah."

"So… um…"

"Alright, alright. …You slut."

"…♪"

"Ah, and also…"

"Hmm…?"

"...You want a lover, Airena?"

I ask while pretending to be nonchalant, but it’s actually pretty important.
"Ah, uh—"

Airena fidgets with the hem of her skirt, ears lowered, her face bright red as she stammers.
"You’re a hero, but still just human. And I’m one of the top elves. It’s only natural you’d fall for me, but… well, being lovers might be a little difficult."

"I see…"

"Bu—but—"

Airena grips my hand tightly, her expression earnest as she looks at me.
"...You’d ignore my needs, wouldn’t you?"

"…………"

"You’d forcefully claim me as your own, right…?"

"…Let me tell you something, Airena."

"…………"

"I call that kind of thing a 'female slave'."

"…I know."

"A female slave is a _much_ more embarrassing name than you think. And I don’t hold back with my female slaves."

"…I know."

"Even so—"

I say it deliberately.
"Even so, do you want to be ravaged, slut?"

By using such harsh words, I give her an escape route, pushing her away, but even as I do, there’s a part of me that feels a little spoiled.

"...I am the chieftain. Airena, chieftain of the White Clan."

And then, Airena is only _pretending_ to be resolute.
"You’d still ravage me, pervert?"

She snaps her cloak’s fastener open and lets it fall as she forces a decision from me.
"...You know me well, don’t you?"

"…Because I’m a slut♪"

And so, the two of us push responsibility onto each other, kiss, and collapse into the bushes.

The unicorn snorts. _Hmph_, it must have laughed at how ridiculous we are.

(To be continued)
Whiteout 2
Even in the Gold Clan territory, I ended up getting all cozy with her somehow, and we returned to the ranch in a carriage pulled by an old nag.

Then, after returning the carriage, we headed to the next clan territory.

"Night's falling soon. Should we make our next stop somewhere we can stay?"

"Is there anywhere that _won't_ let us stay?"

Considering it’s a visit from the Clan Chief, you’d think they’d at least offer a place to sleep.

"Old Man Gast’s silver territory is one thing, and Old Lady Alma the fortune-telling weirdo’s purple another, but asking for lodging in Old Man Oliver’s gold territory—the guy they call Gast’s brother-in-arms—is a bit much."

"...That's not exactly a polite way to put it."

"If no one’s listening, people will say whatever they want."

Well, even elves have their gossip when they live together.

But silver, purple, and gold, huh?

"So blue or green would be fine?"

At that clan council, our enemies were Irene’s white, Diel’s red, Gorks’ orange, and the remaining five clans besides Christy’s cherry blossom.

They’re all supposedly conservative ideologically, though.

"Old Man Shakir of the green clan is more moderate than the rest. Or rather, the green clan isn’t exactly unified because their hot-blooded heirs constantly brawl every so often. That old geezer who mediates it all? He’s just hoping nothing happens in the forest, for better or worse."

"So if I just say, 'Got a place to crash?'?"

"They’d probably just warn you not to cause too much trouble within their territory. They still respect Lord Smythson, after all."

…That geezer was so frail and rambling that it was hard to tell what he was thinking, but I guess he’s just someone who never gets a moment’s peace.

"What about blue?"

"The Clan Chief is Old Man Vose. …Well, you’ll see when we get there. Let’s stay at that place tonight."

Irene activated translocation magic from the warped plaza.
We were enveloped in light and instantly moved.

The Blue Clan’s territory was by the water.

Well, a clan territory is basically just a village, so it makes sense they’d choose a spot near a water source… but this was _huge_.

No, not the village, the water.

"This… is a lake?"

"No, it's the sea."

"U-uh, the sea!? The ancient barrier includes the sea too!?"

The ancient barrier distorts spatial connections with the outside world.

If that barrier extends to the ocean, wouldn’t that be a real pain?

"It’s not a huge area, just a little bit. But it’s still cut off from the outside sea, so fish don’t get in. Apparently, this sea in front of the clan territory is used as a kind of fish pen."

"So if we want to catch ocean fish?"

"You have to row out past the barrier and fight the rough seas—and the elves—to get them."

…Gusting winds, dark skies.
Elves paddling through rough waves in canoes.
Each one carrying fishing gear, hauling up tuna, marlin, penguins, and walruses.

Every so often, the elves would return with a full sail, having barely survived clashes with sea serpents and giant sea beasts.

…That image flashed through my mind in an instant.

"…Looks like the elf archetype inside me is being invaded at an unprecedented rate."

"Hmm. I don’t know what you were thinking, but you’re probably not wrong."

"Seriously!?"

No way.

But then, on the pier by the shore, a group of blue elves was gathered around a huge pot, holding a gathering straight out of that image—a bunch of sea men.

"Hey, sea elf, you’re so—cute!"

"Hahaha, hey, we need more booze!"

"Let’s butcher another lance shark next!"

Several ear-long fishermen with tanned, un-elf-like faces were happily singing and dancing.

I recognized the old geezer sitting at the head of the gathering, fondling a young elf maiden’s behind.

"How’s business, Voice Old Man?"

"...Huh? Oh, you… weren’t you from White Yan’s place?"

"Irina."

"Oh, right, right. Well, drink up."

"Thanks."

While being pinched by the elf girl whose ass he was grabbing, Voice Elder didn’t seem to be thinking about anything in particular as he handed Irina a cup and poured her some sake.

"And… uh… who are you?"

Apparently, I’d been completely forgotten.

A nearby elf—a normal-looking one who didn’t seem like much of a fisherman—whispered a clarification.

"Voice-sama, the human from the time of the holy beast incident."

Voice Elder paused for a moment. Then:

"Holy beast incident? What holy beast incident? Ah, forget it! Drink up too! By the way, which clan are you from?"

"From Polka…"

"Polka Clan, huh?! Well, never mind. Here, take this cup—I’ll pour for you myself!"

He didn’t seem to be concerned about anything at all.

I decided to try some sake.

It’s got a smooth taste. Wait… I think I’ve had this before.

"Ah, could it be—"

"Aye. ‘Raging Whale’ it is. You drank some last night, didn’t you?"

Come to think of it, they said it was brewed in the Blue Clan’s territory.

"Oh, right? It’s good, isn’t it? The one who makes this sake is my grandson’s wife’s brother."

And with that, Voice Elder launched into a family bragging session.

…………

The sun had long since set, and it was only under the moonlight that Old Man Voice finally finished his tale.

"So, as I was saying, my ship is now nothing more than a source of ingredients for good luck charms."

The story had gotten so far-fetched by then.

Just then, Airena interrupted, pouring him another drink. "By the way, could we stay at your place tonight? We're on our way to guide someone through the forest—Mr. Smimson, in fact."

"Ah, right, I see. Don't ask me why, but here, Entra, do something about it."

"Yes, sir..."

The ordinary-looking young elf who had been offering advice earlier stepped forward with a slightly exasperated look. "Your rooms are ready, so please follow me."

"Oh, and if you want another drink, feel free to join us!"

Old Man Voice was in high spirits, swirling his sake bottle. And he was still pinching the behind of some young girl.

"...Well, Voice is always like that."

"I get the feeling."

"He used to be quite the warrior, but he's the type to leave all the details to others. I guess Silver Gast and Purple Alma, the wise ones in the clan council, handle the complicated stuff for him."

"Is that really acceptable for a clan representative?"

"It might not be ideal elsewhere, but Blue is Blue—he gets things done. In that kind of environment, charisma is everything."

I knew elves could be aggressive or friendly, but I didn't realize deep-forest elves could be like this.

Since we were staying at another clan's estate, we weren't put in the same room. Airena and I were given separate guest rooms in Old Man Voice's mansion.

"Alright, Airena. See you tomorrow."

"Mm. Where shall we go tomorrow?"

"Just decide on the fly—nothing too long."

I said goodnight and got into bed. The sound of waves from outside the window was refreshing, and somehow calming. Thanks to the sake, I fell asleep almost immediately.

The next morning, I woke up to…

"...Mmnyu."

"Hey."

Airena was already in the same futon as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

And completely naked. So she prefers sleeping nude.

"...Faaah... Good morning, Mr. Smimson."

"You were supposed to be in the other room."

"...Oh, was I?"

I don’t get her sudden obliviousness.

"Ugh... Well, if this is what it takes to wake me up so early, then I guess that's just my charm. A good woman is a dangerous thing, after all."

And with half-lidded eyes, Airena reached out without hesitation and touched the part of me that wakes up early.

"That’s because humans are energetic in the morning."

"Wow. That's convenient, isn't it?"

I almost said it had nothing to do with your charm.
But the feel of that slightly warm, small body made me drop the pretense.
…That body I savored so many times yesterday.
Those fragile limbs that looked like they could break, that slender waist you could cup in both hands, that tight and easily-wet vagina. And then—

"Heh? You look like you want something, don’t you?"

That refined, innocent, and lovely face of yours.

"You caught me… Hey, Airena."

"Hmm."

"Lick me."

"…Not the way to start the morning, darling~"

I’d intended to scold her for her reckless desire, but Airena chuckled and wriggled deeper into the futon, trying to comply.

I grabbed her, lifted her up, and straddled her.

"W-What are you doing…?"

"I’ll lick you too."

"M-Moo… You pervert."

"Shut up, pervert."

I straddled Airena’s face, making her suck my cock.

Morning insemination isn’t bad, but this is good too.

"L-Lick me… Fyah, don’t just—!?"

"Nnzzz—Leroo, leroo. No fair, first come, first served."

"Y-You damn pervert!"

At first, Airena was timid, but then she suddenly countered by plunging my entire head into her tiny mouth.

Not to be outdone, I parted her labia and went for the slightly underdeveloped but incredibly pleasurable hole, coating it in saliva.

"K-Kyu, you’re so forward… M-Master, don’t play with the beans, you’ll come—!!"

"Too bad? Jurr… Alright, then how about this?"

"Faaaah!?"

I licked her ass too.

Between her soft, mokujika-like cheeks, I savored Airena’s adorable anus.

"S-Stop, stop it… At least just a little, stop… W-We’ll finish before I can drink your seed—!"

"Eh… You don’t have to drink it, you know? I could just shove my mouth in here when you’re halfway done."

I’ve heard many girls will suck it and then puke.

But Airena, diligently licking my head, retorted:

"I will drink it… L-Listen, I hear that apple makes him drink it every day—!"

"Well, yeah."

"…Even I, at the very least to you, am a proper woman. Nay, _want_ to be a proper woman. If he can do it and I cannot, my stomach will not rest."

"It's not like whether or not I drink makes that much of a difference... though I'm happy, yeah."

"I-if you're happy with that, then that's enough for me… _nmgh_"

Irena was practically forcing herself to suck on my cock out of sheer stubbornness.
The sight of this tiny noble diligently slurping down my grotesque member was incredibly filthy, and her clumsy yet earnest strokes relentlessly stimulated my pleasure centers.

And then, I forgot all about resisting, feeling the warmth of Irena’s thighs against both ears.

"Ngh… ngh… nggh…!? Ngguuuu—!!?"

Ejaculation.

Irena clung to it, trying to swallow, and choked.

"Geh…!?"

"O-oh… hey, are you alright, Irena?"
Even as I felt a twinge of loneliness from my cock being ejected mid-ejaculation, I worried about Irena, who was coughing and spluttering. From behind her.
But once her coughing subsided, she looked utterly frustrated at the semen she’d vomited and sprayed all over my waist.

Whether it was the coughing or not, her teary eyes made her look even more pitiful—and adorable.

"I-It’s… _rel_…!"

"It’s fine if you can’t drink it…"

"…I _want_ to! I’m saying I want to drink it!"

"…Don’t scream so loud."

What would that youth, Entrada or whatever his name was, think if he heard that?

"The illusion is holding up properly. …Smyth, a-ah, just one more time, let me drink it."

"…You don’t have to get so worked up…"

But still, faced with a beautiful girl pleading for me to make her cum while tears welled in her eyes…

"…O-okay~♪"

"Well… since you’re hard again, fine."

My cock was an early riser.

After accompanying Irena to her rematch, I said my goodbyes to Voice-Old-Man, who was still hosting the banquet, and headed to the Teleportation Square.
…The climate inside the barrier’s forest is warm and gentle, so apparently, the Blue Clan’s way of life involves napping in between sessions of partying like the walking dead for days on end.

"Indeed… shall we head to the cherry blossoms next?"

"The cherry blossoms? You mean that place owned by Kristi?"

"Aye. That place is something else."

Irena activated her teleportation magic, and we were enveloped in light.

After leaving the briny scent of the Blue Clan’s estate, the first thing I noticed was the smell of flowers.
Even someone like me, who hasn’t paid much attention to such things, could clearly feel the refreshing, vibrant fragrance on the wind.
"O-oh…"

When the blinding light of teleportation faded and I opened my eyes, I found myself surrounded by a field of flowers.

I’d been there once before, but that time it was like a clan-wide barbecue party, so this is the first time I’m seeing it in its normal state. And yeah, my impression is still… flowers.

"Was there really this many flowers?"

"Last time, it was all filled with the smell of roasted unicorn meat."

"Haa… Seeing it again, it’s really beautiful. As expected."

"Well, flowers are nice and all, but that’s not what I meant by 'amazing'."

Irina grinned and started walking.

The Sakura Clan’s estate is located on the slope of a gentle hill. As we climbed the hill with Irina, the summit opened up into a small viewing platform. And beyond the hill, stretching as far as the eye could see—really, endlessly—was a vast ranch.

"Whoa… this is insane…"

Sparse forests dotted the landscape here and there, but otherwise it was all pastureland. Not seasonal grass like around Poruka’s place, but managed pastures. And scattered across those pastures were countless unicorns.

A mythical beast said to be extinct in the northern continent was being raised here in mind-boggling numbers. Or rather… is this even _raising_ them?

"It looks like they’re just overrun with unicorns…"

"Well, without pastoral agriculture magic, there’s no way the Sakura alone could manage it. What you see from here isn’t even a quarter of it."

"...Huh?"

I suddenly noticed Irina switching to proper speech, so I turned around and saw Christy standing there.

We’d met a few times before—the head of the Sakura Clan… or rather, their representative.

"Greetings, Smayson-san, Irina. I was surprised by your sudden visit."

"Hmph. We’re disturbing you, Christy?"

"Ah, no worries."

"How about it? If you’d like, we could have lunch here."

Christy held up a basket and several bamboo water bottles.

"You’ve prepared this for us?"

She was too efficient for it to be just for our sake. Christy gave a wry smile.

"I actually made this for Father and his disciples who were out seeing the unicorns over there, but… well, I had them make another batch for their portion."

Irina looked troubled, as if she thought she’d caused too much trouble.

"Sorry about that."

"It’s fine. It would be a shame if the White Clan’s leader and the Hero of the Holy Beast Labyrinth came to visit and we couldn’t offer them anything."

Christy smiled softly.

…Ah, I like this. This "older sister" vibe.

A perfect day atop the hill. A picnic lunch with beautiful women on a carpet of green.

A refreshing breeze carrying the scent of flowers. Elf-made soft and sweet bread, and thick-cut ham from one-horned horse meat in a sandwich. And some tea with a strangely wonderful aroma.

"Man, I feel so happy…"

"Oh my, I’m glad you like it."

"Though you’re getting a little too blissed out, aren’t you?"

Because everything just feels so good.

"I can see why the elves would never want to leave this forest."

"To be this impressed by sandwiches and syrup tea..."

"Oh, excuse me… But how about you stay here tonight? If you do, we can serve you even more elaborate dishes at our mansion."

Whoa. A tempting offer.
…Yeah, I kinda like that.
I really like that.
This feeling of satisfaction. This lightness.
And…
A beautiful girl and a beautiful woman.

"…Kristi. Something seems off about Lord Smayson. Was there something strange in the food or tea?"

"Huh? Wait, now that you mention it… Ah!"

"What’s ah!? What are we going to do if something happens to Lord Smayson? Dearane, the Holy Beasts, even the dragons—!"

I really like that.
A beautiful girl and a beautiful woman.
Airina and Kristi.
…In a way, as a man…
I can’t resist.

"…………"

My feet move on their own, lifting me to my feet. I don’t feel like I’m consciously shifting my weight. More like I’m being pulled.
But I know exactly what I want. Vaguely, then clearly.

"S-Smayson… Lord?"

"I-I think the Kanetsuki Grass extract juice was supposed to have a mild stimulant effect on humans…"

"Kristi!?"

The two of them are saying something, but I don’t really care, so I tune them out.
I grab Kristi, who’s closest, seize both her hands, and kiss her.

Kristi’s eyes go wide.
"S-Smayson Lord!!"

I ignore Airina’s surprised cry as well and ravage Kristi’s mouth as much as I want.

"…Let me."

He muttered in a dazed voice.

"U-um… is that…"

"Sex."

"O-okay… me?"

She said with a troubled look. Well, as long as she’s just _troubled_, it’s fine.

"Yeah. I want to fuck Christy."

"Ah… y-yes… there’s no helping it, I suppose."

Christy laughed with a wry smile.

"Go ahead."

"Christy, what are you—!?"

"Well, I can’t trust _you_ with this."

She gave a strained chuckle as she slowly unbuttoned her shirt.

I grabbed the shirt from halfway down and popped the buttons one by one, exposing Christy’s chest.

Big.

"...nggh…"

"Ah…"

Christy didn’t particularly scold me when I suddenly buried my face in her breasts; she just accepted it.

I pushed her down and pulled up her skirt, exposing her lower half.

She wasn’t wearing any underwear.

Lascivious. This woman’s a slut.

"No panties…"

"W-well, there are clans that wear them and clans that don’t—"

"So Christy wanted me to put it in…"

"N-no… not really…"

"H-hey! What are you saying!"

"B-because if she didn’t like it, then _you’d_—"

"Silence about me!"

"You two are being too loud."

I spread Christy’s legs, which offered little resistance, coated her slightly dry vagina with saliva, and forcefully thrust inside.
"Ng… ugh…"

Ignoring Christy, who had her eyes squeezed shut from the foreign sensation, I grabbed Eirina’s hand and pulled her close for a kiss.

"W-what!? S-Smythson, that girl is—"

"I said it’s fine—ngm… w-well, I’ve been with Smythson countless times already…"

"Eh? Ah!?"

With one hand lifting Christy’s legs and the other holding Eirina close, I thrust my hips.

…Ah, this is amazing. So good. Feels so good.

* * *

"Compiling the information… there’s no doubt that Andy and Irene were walking through multiple clan territories yesterday."

"Ho. And apparently, witnesses say they seemed unusually close."

"...Which means…"

"This is a sneak attack!"

"I can’t forgive this!"

"U-um… shouldn’t we consider the possibility they might be in even more danger…?"

"Let’s go, Lila. In a situation like this, I doubt the Master would forbid us from flying."

"To sneak into the forest without letting us know? …This is a rare chance to crash in without worrying about anything♪"

"I also have something to say to Lady Irene."

"A-ah… A-ah… …Ugh, I need to get a grip."

"Everyone do your best! ☆ Oh, Neia, why don’t you try something bolder for your outfit?"

"Hiii!? No, no, I’m fine, really!"

(To be continued)
Whiteout 3
A tranquil green meadow, a refreshing breeze, atop a small hill's grassy bed.

While I continued the intense kiss with Aireina, feeling delightfully lightheaded, I ravaged Christy with just my lower half.
"Ngh, nghu… ha, Smayson… Lord…"

Even after being pulled and kissed forcefully, Aireina slowly relaxed her grip, kneeling to press herself against me, sucking eagerly.
"Th-That’s… Aireina…!?"

And while I was dumbfounded by Aireina’s "womanly expression," Christy writhed in agony at my brash thrusts—my saliva barely touching her.
"Hah… ah…"

Aireina tilted her head repeatedly, eagerly responding to the languid movements of my tongue.
The warm embrace of her vagina around my cock, the ticklish sensation of her thin tongue—both felt incredibly pleasurable.

"...I should have told you sooner, Christy… As you can see, I’ve given Smayson Lord… well, my body is entirely yours. It wouldn’t be strange if I were already carrying a child."

"Eh, ehh…!? No way… A-Are you still… so small?"

"Mmm… S-Small? It’s not that I’m small, just that my growth stopped a little early… If a human lives for 150 years, they’d have great-grandchildren by now!"

"A, as in, yeah, but… Ahhnnn!"

Christy was getting all flustered and noisy, so I intensified the rocking of my hips—previously just a gentle sway—and forcefully plunged deep into her.
I thrust roughly, almost poking her cervix with the tip of my cock, while using my tentacle-mouth to demand Aireina continue kissing me.

Aireina still tried to say something to Christy but prioritized kissing me, twining our tongues before again pressing her point.

"Th-That’s why… Y-You don’t need to open yourself up like that…"

"N-No, but your body is still… Kuh… Besides, what would happen if the Clan Chief himself defiled his own blood… Kuh, ahfu…!!"

"That’s something you’d have trouble with too… Mmm, churp… Mmmu."

"W-Well, I’m just a figurehead… And I’ve had my share of experience…"

"You two are both noisy."

I intensified the assault on the two who wouldn’t be silenced. Specifically, I reached around and shoved my middle fingers into both their buttholes.

"Hauaah!"

"A, wh—!?"

I realized as soon as I slipped my hand inside Aireina’s panties. The little minx was already soaked.
She seemed to be enjoying it much more than Christy, who was still trying to concentrate despite the intrusion.

…Yeah.
Well, there’s no need to hesitate. I’ll just do what feels good to me.

"Aireina."

"Fah…?"

Watching Aireina melt under the kiss and butthole assault, I forcefully pulled my cock from Christy’s vagina.
"Ahuun…!?"

Then, I pulled Aireina close, pulling down her panties as needed.
"...S-Smayson Lord…♪"

"You look like the more lewd one here."

"...Might be, just might be...♪"

Leaving Kristy behind, I thrust into Irene’s snatch from between her cheeks.
"Faaah...♪"

I pulled Irene close and began pounding into her while standing.
"Ahh...!"

Kristy watched in shock.
Her focus was torn between Irene’s youthful appearance and how easily she was being taken, or perhaps the fact that Irene didn’t seem distressed or repulsed—instead, she wore a look of pure, eager pleasure.

Well, whatever. It felt good.

"Irene... your cunt really is wickedly tight... so damn good..."

"It’s... it’s your fault... yours...♪"

"I don’t think I want to leave this spot ever again... I get why elves do what they do..."

"Eh? Elves? You’re the only one who knows what’s inside me, you know...♪"

"...Oh, right. That’s how it is."

Something felt a little mixed up in my head, but whatever. It felt good.

I pinned Irene against me and began thrusting wildly, holding her tight.
In the refreshing breeze, the beautiful scenery, the warm sunlight, and Kristy’s gaze...

I pressed my cockhead hard against Irene’s cervix and came.
"Ugh—haaaaaaah...♪"

I released a particularly ecstatic cry, and Irene collapsed in bliss.
I unloaded another load of cum into that vagina, which seemed to suck me in like some otherworldly creature.

"Hey, Irene."

"............♪"

I sighed at Irene’s slightly drunken state.

And then—
"Um... are you... not satisfied?"

Kristy asked, lightly clutching her exposed breasts.

I looked at Kristy and nodded with a fuzzy head.

"I-if so, then try me again..."

"...Ah."

Kristy lowered the arm that had been covering her chest, looking shy but with a hint of hopeful anticipation in her smile.

"You do look pretty lewd yourself right now."

"L-lewd... well, whatever..."

I pounced on Kristy again, who seemed eager this time. The vagina that hadn’t been wet at all before was now thoroughly slick.

"Uh, be gentle… Aaah!?"

Before she could say anything, I grabbed Christy’s waist and thrust into her from behind in one go.

Just moments ago, entering her was like navigating a treacherous cave—now, it slid in smoothly all the way to the depths.

"T-this is…"

"Her insides are slick with my and Aireena’s fluids."

"Aah…"

Christy’s shoulders trembled with pleasure.

"...Show me your body better."

On a whim, I grabbed her clothes and yanked them off. When they wouldn’t come loose, I just ripped them apart.

"Ah, wh—!?"

She’s got a good body. Not quite Sharon-level, but she’s got the right curves where it counts.

Her breasts are more maternal compared to Aireena’s, but still decent-sized—bigger than Aurora’s, at least.

The sight of her beautiful, supple naked form laid bare under the sun… it vaguely excited me.

"A body I want to fuck until she’s drenched in sweat."

"N-no way… Haaah… Aaah…!!"

I started thrusting.

…………

After a while, I suddenly questioned what I was doing.

The refreshing breeze, the warm sunlight, the scent of flowers—so far, so good.

But right before me is Christy, naked and exhausted after two forceful ejaculations, passively letting me ravage her. Her torn clothes are scattered around us.

And Aireena’s sprawled out half-naked, still coming down from what I just did to her.

The abandoned lunch and tea…

"...Huh?"

My blood ran cold.

Wait a minute—that’s way too messed up.

"U-uh… What the hell have I done…?!"

I frantically pulled out of Christy with a wet _pop_.

A mixture of frothy semen and her juices oozed out of her.

"Sm—Smason… Saaan… Ah, the tea’s already working… ♪"

Christy said in a dazed voice.

"The tea’s effect…!?"

"You’re, well, more of a victim here… Don’t worry about it."

Aireena leaned over and latched onto my half-hard cock.

Whether it was the tea’s effect or Aireena’s skill, my dick soon reached its peak.

I shot my load into Aireena’s mouth.

“…nggh…nn, ngk…”

Irina was desperately trying to swallow it. Even if she wanted to throw up.

“I am most apologetic. There is a wild herb called Kanetsuki Grass, native to the Northern Forest, and I used it as a slight flavoring for tea… but it has hallucinogenic properties to which the Human race has little resistance. Forgive me, I knew of it in theory, but the Sakura Clan rarely serves tea to Humans, so I neglected to check…”

Her clothes were now little more than rags, so she apologized to the naked Kristi with a look of deep regret.

“…N-no, that’s… well, you could say we’re both at fault, and this is clearly worse than rape… Besides, Irina, you could’ve just ‘fixed’ it with your ‘Poison Serpent Eyes,’ right?”

“…Hmm. Now that you mention it… Well, I could have simply kept violating _you_ instead.”

“That’s not okay!?”

For now, Kristi offered a full apology.

“I am truly sorry, and while ‘please forgive me’ is one thing, please do—I’ll do anything, so don’t even think about turning me into some kind of… _porca_ or whatever.”

“No, well, the sex itself isn’t really that big of a deal, you know? I was a bit caught up in it myself after so long, so we’re agreed on that front…”

“…Ah, um… okay then…”

Was this alright? Even if it erased the rape, stripping the clan representative bare and doing _that_ to her outside was still pretty damn risky.

“Well, since Kristi says it’s fine, you should just let it go.”

“…I don’t know about that. Suddenly ripping someone’s clothes off and having an _ao-kann_ is pretty out there…”

“U-um… Certainly, I am a little sad that my clothes were torn… but please, just be careful with _that_, okay?”

_That’s_ all the problem was?

“Outdoor lovemaking isn’t such a taboo for Elves… well, assuming no one’s watching, of course.”

Elves are amazing. I’d love to see that.

“…Even so, Smayson-san’s intensely passionate lovemaking was quite stimulating…♪ I can understand why Sky-Blue Princess and Irina would get so carried away.”

Kristi wasn’t just fine with being violated—she was smiling as she said this.

This woman is amazing too.

“Kristi has been married twice before, you see. Well… you should think of her that way.”

“H-ha? Twice?”

“With her skills and such a lovely personality, there’s no way someone wouldn’t want to marry her after 400 years. …Well, Elves in general—especially the Sakura Clan—are often quite proud. Kristi was too accomplished and too generous for them to handle, so they broke up with her every few years.”

“Hey-hey! Don’t go gossiping about other people!”

“Kukuku. You took advantage of my climax to invite me again when you didn’t even need to. This is payback.”

“Smayson-san seemed dissatisfied, so it’s fine, right?”

They were playfully bickering, but how was he supposed to get Kristi home? A real conundrum.

“Please come visit anytime♪”

With those incredibly generous words, they eventually parted ways from the Sakura Clan Village after Irina handed her a cloak.

“Ah, she’s a busy woman, so don’t take that literally and start visiting all the time.”

“More importantly, I can’t even enter the forest without you…”

“Hmm. That will do.”

Irina nodded with an air of superiority.

Next…?

"Orange, how about that? It's an interesting clan village full of skilled warriors."

"Seriously, Gorlks, taking me to your place after I just filled you up with my seed is making me want to kill you, Lady Airena."

"Hehehehe!"

I definitely poured it in, but why is Airena gloating like this?

In the end, we arrived at the Red Clan Village. I've stayed there before and been lavishly entertained during consecutive feasts, and it's a familiar place for me after Silver, as a relay point. "So, what's Red Village famous for…?"

"Their food is good."

I just finished eating that top-notch unicorn ham from the Cherry Clan, so saying that here feels a bit much, but at least the food in Red Village is closer to Trott's cuisine than Silver's, which uses that mysterious fruit in everything (and while it's delicious, it gets boring because everything tastes sweet and sour). Even though they're both outer rim clans, there must be a difference between the reformist faction that actively adopts outside cultures and the conservative one.

"Still, going to ask for food before the sun even sets after that sandwich is a bit much, isn't it?"

"Yeah."

I'm not even hungry yet. "Then shall we pay a visit to Red's new clan leader to check in?"

"The new clan leader… wasn't Dier still in charge?"

"That's right."

I think I saw him once when we got a monster territory exploration request, but honestly, I didn't even remember his face. Feliros attacked him immediately. "Let's try to remember him… Speaking of which, I don't know Silver's new clan leader either."

"Well, you'll meet them eventually if you're going in and out of the forest with Polka." "Yeah."

The two of us head towards the former Dier residence.

"It's not our first meeting, but it is the first time we're properly fostering a relationship, so please treat me well. I am Mark, the clan leader of Red."

A slightly shorter elf youth is the new clan leader of Red. He's probably about five centimeters shorter than me. Elf men are usually tall, so that's a bit unusual. But he uses honorifics so sloppily it's making my stomach churn.

"Y-yes, I'm Andy Smisson, the decan." "I'll take a little stroll through your territory. He doesn't know the forest well, you see." "O-okay. B-but Airena… or should I just call you by your first name now that I'm clan leader? Did you like the wooden statue I sent over the other day?" "Before you start dropping honorifics, learn how to speak properly, you idiot."

Airena retorted with a frown. Good, so it was weird even for elves. "B-but I only know Elvish!" "How can a clan leader not be able to speak the language of the outside world? Even children in Silver speak Trott's tongue, what will become of Red's leader if this is how he is? And I don't know what that statue was so I gave it to Gorlks." "U-uuwaaaah!"

I understand he's not good at academics, but isn't Mark a little too weak?

We get permission from Mark (with Airena being somewhat forceful) to use the unicorn and walk towards the ranch.

"That man, Mark, is only a few years older than you."

"Huh?!"

I was so easily startled that I assumed he was younger than me.

"He's been hitting on me since way back."

"…So, that 'some kind of statue' he gave you?"

"It was probably a horse or something, but it looked like a Lumberjack Grizzly at the end, and like a Rock Golem when it was dying."

"…He’s clumsy."

"Golcus named it something like 'The Roar of a Holy Beast Rising from the Brink of Death' or whatever."

"…That death-brink holy beast Golcus saw was just meat slime, right?"

Irina's point—that it was all pretty vague—seemed spot on.

"Seriously, is it okay to have such a bumbling guy with weird speech as the clan leader, Red?"

"Even so, he’s said to be nearly as brave as Diel. And that he can take down a Rock Golem with just a sword."

Around me, they don’t seem that scared of him, but a Rock Golem is the kind of monster that requires ten regular foot soldiers to defeat.

So, Mark-kun is apparently almost an ace knight despite being small. Well, Anzeros is small too.

"Besides, he has more ambition than anyone else to strengthen the clan. That’s probably why Diel chose him. Even if he’s clumsy or whatever, the others can cover for him. Right now, ambition is what matters most."

"So you actually respect him somewhat?"

"Only _somewhat_. His advances are still creepy as hell."

"…He does all sorts of things to me without batting an eye."

"H-Hey! It’s not like that… and, well, we’re compatible… and sometimes you’re reliable!"

Irina said, her face turning red as she fidgeted. So cute.

I almost hugged her right there. But after the disaster with the Sakura Clan, I cautiously scanned my surroundings…

…Wait. Several faces are peeking out from the shadows of nearby trees.

"…………"

From behind a tree: black pointed ears, long black hair, beautiful red hair, the brim of an old hat.

It felt like something out of a fairy tale.

"Um—"

"?!"

As I hesitated in a cold voice about what to say next, Irina turned around too. Probably wearing the same expression as me.

"…What are you all doing?"

"Diaane, Lila, Aurora. And Neia."

The four symbols twitched slightly.

Then, they came out timidly.

"…Irina. I heard you were guiding Andy around."

"That’s not all, is it?"

Diane looked awkward, trying to maintain her dignity as Aurora asked with a bright smile that couldn’t hide her suspicion.

"U… well, I may not know what you’re talking about, but I’m sure Lord Smisson wouldn’t allow anything to hinder him, would he?"

"…………"

"…………"

Diane and Aurora fell silent, their faces strange. Ah, something’s definitely being conveyed with that much intensity. Something’s there.

"Ho ho ho. Now then, what you were doing is none of my business. But where were you trying to go? My wings are faster than any horse, you know?"

"N-no, I just came here, so I thought I’d visit one of the Holy Beasts."

"Hoho. I see, I see."

Lyla nodded. Neia, standing beside her with a forced smile, chimed in.

"Um, Lyla? I’ve been wondering for a while now—how do wings and flying even work…? Unless this is about Myia’s story again…"

"Good, good. It’ll cut into my share a bit, but it’s fine to splurge once in a while. Climb on, my beloved master."

Lyla threw off her clothes in a flash.

Neia gasped. The others barely reacted—they were used to it.

And then, a phantom shock resonated only in their minds.

_Thump._ A Black Dragon appeared at the edge of the Crimson Clan’s village.

"E-eh!?"

Neia stumbled and dropped her hat.

…Come to think of it, Neia didn’t know Lyla was a dragon.

"Get on. …Well, I’ll let it slide this once. No more sneaking off, Airena. …I was a little worried."

"If I can spend my rare vacation with my beloved master… well, I suppose I should make up for it♪"

"A-Are you sure? A black dragon… isn’t that a Fire Dragon…!?"

"Just get on. I’ll carry you."

"H-hey!? O-okay, okay, I’ll get on!"

Airena and I were hoisted onto Lyla’s hands and then onto her back.

…Haa. At first, I wasn’t sure about a carefree vacation just with Airena, but seeing it like this, I almost regret it.

But.

"Well, if the Crimson Clan’s specialty is the Holy Beast Labyrinth… then Lord Smisson’s 'specialty' is this lively atmosphere, isn’t it?"

"What kind of way to put it is that?"

"I don’t dislike it♪"

I reached for the thorns on Lyla’s back, and Airena clung to me like she was hugging me.

"Let’s go!"

Black wings beat through the sky.

(To be continued)
White Out 4
The Sacred Beast Labyrinth, which would normally take days to reach from the Scarlet Clan's village by foot or carriage, was within hours thanks to Lila's wings.

"Black Dragon… so, there are two dragons… and actually, two Dragon Riders…?"

Neia, perched on Lila's back and muttering absentmindedly, is gently chided by the phantom miniature Lila with a chuckle.

"Hoh. The Dragon Pact doesn’t explicitly forbid two dragons upholding the same justice… No, perhaps they simply love different facets of the same man."

"Eh, but… well, if it’s the same man, then it must be Smysun-san…?"

"Mm."

"…Eh, no way… but Smysun-san is… um…"

"What we desire isn’t power. What we desire isn’t reason. What we desire isn’t bonds."

"?!"

"It is simply that the dragon chooses its rider. That is what a Dragon Rider is. Not that those without power are unworthy, no. Not that grand reasoning can subdue a dragon, no. Not that the depth of bonds determines the rider’s worth, no… Forget not, err not—dragons do not choose riders based on qualifications. It cannot be that strength, kindness, and beauty alone command all dragons to obey. Not heroism, not authority, but only that the dragon’s heart makes an eternal vow—that is all."

"Eh… um…?"

"Andy Smysun is weak, foolish, young, and hasn’t lived with us long, yet his life has tamed two dragons. That is the truth alone. A Dragon Rider needs no further assumptions."

"…"

"Hoh. Did you call him a hero? …Did you think only a great hero, a noble lord could command dragons?"

"Ah, well… kinda."

"The strong need no further aid. Dragons do not bow to worldly nobility. They care not for scholarly wisdom. Only simple affection needs no ceremony."

"Then why him…?"

The miniature Lila smiled.

"Because I thought he would not regret it."

We land near the Sacred Beast Labyrinth.

"Welcome back. It’s been a while since you were here," Dieal greets us, riding his unicorn as soon as he spots us from afar.

"We’re on our way from the forest excursion with Smysun-sama. We came to the Scarlet Clan’s territory, but couldn’t think of anything interesting near the clan village."

Ireina says it nonchalantly. Dieal gives a wry smile.

"Well, compared to gold and silver… our clan village might not be that interesting."

"That’s why we thought we’d take a look at the Sacred Beast before heading somewhere else. But then we ran into Lila-dono and the others along the way."

"I see… Well, I suppose I can offer you some tea."

Dieal turns his unicorn around to head back.

Ireina, Lila, Diarene-san, Aurora, and Neia follow in a line behind him.

After a brief welcome at camp, we head to the Sacred Beast Labyrinth (or rather, the meadow above it).

There, many young elves are gathered, chatting, playing harps and flutes, or practicing swordsmanship and archery.

It’s more open than the camp in front of the labyrinth, and there’s much to learn from the Breakcore. Perhaps it’s an ideal place for them in its own way.

"Hey!"

"Glad you could make it. I saw you from afar."

Breakcore runs up and shakes hands with me and Ireina.

She looked genuinely happy, which made me a little happy too.

"So, what brings you here? How long will you be staying?"

Breakcore asked with such eagerness that I felt compelled to explain the whole situation. Though, I did gloss over _exactly_ where we'd been getting it on.

"I see…"

"I'm thinking of heading to White's territory tomorrow."

Breakcore wore a complicated expression—disappointed that she had to leave soon, but also secretly pleased that she’d be here until then.

"And… well, I’ve heard rumors, but you really _were_ a Divine Beast…!"

Neia, who was somewhat sheltered from the world, was visibly excited.

"Um, is it true that you’re incredibly strong? And that you’re immortal?"

"How strong I am now is debatable—I’m probably about half as powerful as I was in my prime. But immortal? That’s true. Though, I also have confidence that I won’t be killed easily. Care to spar?"

"N-no, that’s fine. Um… what about living for thousands of years? Rumors say you’ve seen the Beastman Commonwealth era and the Geo-Route era."

"I’ve heard of those things, but the elves sealed off the forest whenever things got dangerous, so I can’t say I know much about them."

She was asking a lot of questions, but I barely knew half of what she was talking about.

"Neia’s surprisingly well-read," Diane remarked with admiration.

"What’s this Beastman Commonwealth and Geo-Route?"

"There were eras like that over a thousand years ago… though, even the common folk don’t remember them. Neia, you’re quite the scholar."

"...For me, the Trollot Kingdom and the Elven Forest are already legendary tales."

"Ah…"

In the Carwin Kingdom, the world had supposedly ended three hundred years ago.

The stories of this side of the world, separated by the Demon Territory, were all part of my history lessons.

Night fell.

A much smaller feast than the last bear stew gathering was held under the stars of the grassland, attended by a dozen or so of Diel’s close aides.

And after that banquet ended without incident, and the considerate Diels had retreated early…

"Now then, Andy."

"Mm. Lord Smysun, the night is still long."

Under the moonlight, two white-haired women crept closer to me with bewitching glances.

"I don’t know if I like how you just pounce on me as soon as it gets dark…"

While my words were apologetic, my hands naturally stroked Breakcore’s hair.

Feeling her tense under my fingers, I confirmed she was definitely in the mood and slowly reached for her breasts.

Yeah, sorry. I meant to do that from the start.

"...Or did you cast an illusionary barrier?"

"Sort of,"

Iris nodded shyly as she guided my hand inside her clothes.

"Yeah. Even though Diel and the others have backed off, Neia and Lady Diane are still chatting about history and astronomy just a rock away. Aurora and Lila are one thing, but I can’t drag Neia into this."

"Nah, wait—I _have_ shown her Luna and me getting it on right in front of her before."

"Well, the fact that it’s not a full-blown illusion is kinda worrying."

"Doubting my skill?"

"…Honestly, when it comes to magic, I don’t even know enough to doubt or trust you."

"Hmph."

Well, Neia doesn’t really know how much magic I can do either, so there’s not enough info for her to believe or disbelieve.

"Fine, if she’s gonna watch… _ah_."

I slip my hand under Irene’s sleeve, directly touching her soft chest as I kiss her. Then, after pulling away, I kiss Breakcore too, who’s already groping himself with the other hand.

"_Ah…_ You like that greedy pose—both hands full of women, huh?"

"Having two beautiful women willing to be taken by me, savoring that joy."

Yeah, I know it’s selfish and maybe even sinful.

…But.

"Ho ho. Are you saying two is enough for you?"

"Since you first took me, I haven’t refused you once, have I?"

Lila and Aurora pop out from behind the rock where Diene and the others are hiding, perfectly timed.

"…Wait, those are illusions?"

"Who do you think we are?"

…A half-assed illusion won’t work on a dragon.

"Muuu."

Irene’s face falls as her spell gets easily broken.

"So, if possible, I’d like to pass this off to you. Andy only lets me beg when he’s here."

Breakcore sounds desperate.

But the two intruders grin from ear to ear.

"Ho ho. Don’t underestimate this man, eh?"

"Four people? Is that enough to make Andy give up?"

…Yeah, well, sure, if it’s one or two at a time, four is probably fine.

"Tch. Fine, I’ll take the challenge."

I knew they’d want in from the moment they chased after us.

So, no point in being picky now.

"Breakcore, strip!"

"A-ah… yes…"

"And you too, Irene—strip!"

"Nuwah!?"

Break Core let himself be stripped, while Ailina peeled herself bare with her own hands.

One after another, two naked bodies appeared under the moonlight.

"Lila and Aurora, take off your clothes and come here too!"

"Ho. You're starting to sound like a true master, aren't you?♪"

"I don't dislike this sort of thing either♪"

Lila and Aurora eagerly, yet seductively, shed their garments.

I made them get on all fours.

On the moonlit meadow, the white butts of an elf and two otherworldly girls were lined up.
Their builds and appearances were completely different, but each possessed an exceptional figure in their nakedness.

"Break Core, thrust harder."

"Ngh, hah... You're like a beast...♪"

"You _are_ a beast, a holy one."

"...I can't deny it. Your aura is that of a starved male itself...♪"

If you only listened to the words, he sounded utterly composed. But hearing his voice, I could tell he was desperately trying to suppress his rising excitement as I suddenly seized him from behind.

"Hii, ungh...!! H-It's in...!"

"Aah, I'm in... Aah, I'm deep inside you...!!"

"Uhn... Aah, yes, it feels so good... When you enter me, my chest fills up completely...♪"

"Kuh...!"

Break Core arched his back on all fours, showing me his melting face between his arm and armpit.

Watching that upside-down face, I began to move my hips slowly.

Under the clear moonlight, I gripped his thick body from behind and slammed into him.

Lila, Ailina, and Aurora, still on all fours, sent envious glances at Break Core as he writhed with pleasure, his hair flying everywhere.

I glanced sideways to see the three of them, their loins twitching, starting to drip with nectar.

Ah, I want to ravage _them_ too.

Ailina's small butt, Lila's ample one, Aurora's slender yet slightly curvy one...

I wanted to ravage the butts that were drooling at the thought of my cock.

"...Alright."

"Ah..."

After thrusting a decent amount, I pulled my cock from Break Core’s ass.

Then, I grabbed Ailina’s small butt next to him and plunged into her secret place.

"Fua...♪"

"W-Why won't you just pour yourself into me...?"

"Later. Right now, all these butts look so delicious."

"...You _are_ greedy after all... Wait for me, come quickly...♪"

Breakcore, still unsatisfied, wriggled her ass, asserting her lust, while Airena gave me all she had with her tight cunt.

After pounding that cunt to my heart’s content, I moved on to the next ass. Aurora’s ass.

“Haa… Andi-san’s dick…♪”

“Hey, hey, Aurora… You, in the northern forest, in a maze like this, stripped naked and happily wagging your ass while sucking a cock? That’s a major deal, isn’t it…!?”

“Fufu… Of course, it is… If my brother found out, things would get pretty serious…♪”

To my taunting, scornful words, Aurora deliberately returned a smile.

“I, and White Airena-sama, the desert dragon, the sacred beast…!! Only Andi-san has the privilege of using and cumming in so many women at once like this…♪”

“Hoho, that luxury won’t be complete unless I use it too…? Now, use this womb as well, my master♪”

“I’d be using it even if you didn’t say anything, you perverted dragon!!”

“Nngh…♪ Good, your manly thrusts are overwhelming me♪”

“Uooooh, oh… K, kukuh… Not yet!”

From Aurora to Leila. And then on to the next ass.

…Huh?

“…Huh?”

Shifting further to the side, there was another ass.

I grabbed it with reckless abandon and plunged in before realizing something was off.

“Eh, ah…?”

“Nngh… What’s wrong, Andi?”

“…W-When did you—”

“Fufu. You’re getting too carried away; you need to keep your voice down a little♪”

Diane had somehow joined at the edge.

For some reason, I felt relieved that it was Diane, and I shook my hips for about a minute while exhaling in relief.

Then, I came inside Diane.

“Haa… Hot…♪”

“Won’t you give me some too…?”

“I’d like some as well.”

“I want… S-Since we’re at it, I’d like you to unload in me at least once.”

“Hooho, that’s popular. Of course, if you can’t hold back inside me, there’s no problem♪”

“Ugh, fine! I’ll fuck you all in reverse order! Get ready, everyone, wag your asses!”

『♪』

Carried away by the momentum, I kept violating them, inseminating one after another.

In the pale blue light, amidst this fantastical setting of a vast grassland, I just kept pouring my jizz into these strangely lively and cheerful women.

I knew I was forgetting something.

“…………”
Early in the morning, I found Neia pretending to sleep with her tricorne hat over her face behind a rock.

"…Neia."

"...Grrr…"

A textbook example of a sleep-talking confession.
"Might as well go for it while I have the chance…"

The unsettling words left my lips.
I could feel Neia flinch in fear.
…No, no, there’s no point in bullying Neia. Absolutely no point.

"…Lylar!! And Diane-san too!! Why aren’t you guys fixing your illusions already?!"

"Hohoho, well, it’s a matter of timing."

"And if you’re late, it gets pretty tough, so I, uh, prioritized getting in first."

In the morning sun, naked Break Core and Aurora, along with Irelina, slept like three affectionate kittens.

(To be continued)
Whiteout 5
Morning.
We were served simple bread baked at the labyrinth's edge camp, a hearty soup made in a large pot, and unicorn milk.

It wasn’t some special feast just for us.
Since we gathered to protect the labyrinth and its surroundings, and the camp lacked the support of households or food production, it was difficult for residents to sustain themselves. With young people coming irregularly from many clans, securing meals became even harder.
So, under Dier’s name, they collected ingredients from each clan, and these meals were served as frequently as military rations.

"I wish I could eat too," Breakcore said wistfully. "This immortal body won’t be poisoned by food, but it feels wasteful to consume it."

"Hmm."
It would be more fun to join the meal, but consuming provisions that took so long to transport from the Red Clan’s village when my body doesn’t even need them… yeah, I’d feel bad about that.

"...Then, instead, offer me your flesh."

"Stop. Please consider that at another time."
Even though a saintly beast’s body can infinitely regenerate with the support of _ki_, I’d rather not have someone smiling and saying, "Here’s my meat, eat as much as you want."

After the meal, Lila took off again.
As the village chief Dier, blacksmith Gant, Breakcore, and others waved, Lila set a course for the clan village.

"That was quite the show from your master," they said.

"And Andy’s different when it’s just the two of you… that kind of mutual pursuit is fascinating too!"

"R-Really?"

Lila and Aurora looked strangely satisfied.

Their sensibilities must differ from ordinary people, but I don’t really get why they prefer so many people around. Well, not that I mind as a guy, but the women probably get bored with long intervals between… things.

"I’d prefer one-on-one myself… but I can see where the Sky-Haired Princess is coming from."

"Is that so?"

"After all, she’s someone to be proud of, both in appearance and status. That so many faces are infatuated with the man I chose is also satisfying."

"...I don’t get it."

As for me, no matter how impressive the other faces were, I’d want to monopolize my favorite woman… or so I think.

...Ugh.
Thinking about it that way, my tastes might be pretty awful.

"What are you thinking about… well, I can guess."

"...I’m selfish, aren’t I?"

"Indeed."

Aireena chuckled.

"But rest assured. I know all of this already. The reason Apple started calling her a female slave is because she wants to remain yours even if you abandon her position as your only bride."

"...She said something like that."

"It’s fine. Sadly, we can’t keep you with us until we grow old. One-on-one love and marriage only make sense when the same species, the same lifespan, are involved. We can pledge eternity… but you don’t fit that mold. There was never any equality to begin with… You should have your own kind of love."

"Even if Aireena lets me off the hook… I feel like a cheater…"

"Yes, it’s cheating. What you gave me can only be described as cheating. Shattering the mere marriage, the longing for conventional love… I wanted to give you even more… W-What am I saying?"

"…You, you know."

She said something so brazenly embarrassing, then suddenly hid her face in shame. Whether she was bold or innocent, I honestly couldn’t tell with that girl.

But.

"If you keep saying such cute things, I might just get you pregnant."

"...H-huh? That’s… a problem…"

Irina looked delighted.
"Oh. Good. Just good."

Chibi-Lyra laughed.

"You can’t be given eternity. You have too much love. We all knew that from the start. Even so, I fell in love with you. …You’re fine as you are. Just like always, with your impulsive affection, hm?"

"...Don’t say things like a monkey always getting horny around people."

I knew my argument lacked conviction.

"…Um, could we keep that kind of talk internal, please?"
Neia adjusted her hat brim and spoke timidly.

We arrived at the Crimson Clan Village around noon. There, Irina turned to the other girls with a solemn expression.

"I’ll definitely be back in Polka tomorrow. So, would you two mind if we went on from here together?"

"Well—"

Diane-san cut off Neia’s protest with an amused smile.

"Understood."

"Eh, but—"

"It’s fine. …I’ve heard where you’re heading next, and I know you’ll be safe."

Diane-san paused for a breath.

"Aurora probably wants to return to her hometown as the hero of her own story, right? Even if she caught a guy?"

"...Yes. That’s true."

As if understanding something, Aurora chuckled after a moment. Lyra nodded in agreement. Neia alone wore a slightly confused expression, but she was gently pushed from behind and spun around.

"See ya."

"Sorry about that."

Diane-san and Irina exchanged a light wave. Then, Irina took my hand and led me to the irregularly shaped teleportation magic circle.

"Next is White."

"Yeah."

The White Clan Village was just a typical mountain village. A lake and a river were nearby, with houses scattered sparsely, and the forest stretched endlessly, embracing the gentle hills.

"This is…,"

"The final destination of this journey. The last place I wanted to show Smayson… though, there’s not much to _see_, really."

"Nah, that’s not it. …It’s actually pretty interesting to think about how Eirina grew up here."

"Hmph."

An elven child peeks cautiously from behind the trees of the forest.
Inside the village, with its gentle atmosphere, people move slowly, and I can intuitively grasp how Eirina might have grown up here a century or so ago.
Peaceful, kind, utterly ordinary.
A place that could be described like that… surely.
She must have been loved and raised straight as an arrow.

"Mm, hmm… I feel like they’re staring at me strangely."

"Don’t worry about it."

After a while, adult elves rush over to Eirina, who looks uncomfortable. Looking back, there are children behind them, so they must have told the adults.

"Eirina-sama!"

"Eirina-sama, welcome home!"

"This human is…"

"Smayson-dono. You’ve surely heard of him—the hero of the Holy Beast incident."

"Yes… welcome. I am Dahl, and I serve as Eirina-sama’s attendant."

"And I am Ritz."

"I’m Margaret."

I feel awkward as the elves one after another make a blessing gesture.

All three, as expected, are young and beautiful in appearance, but they exude an air of caring attendants that is quite endearing.

"More importantly, we must entertain Smayson-dono! We’ve toured countless clan estates, so let’s prepare a feast worthy of the occasion—lest White be underwhelmed!"

"Yes, sir!"

The three elves quickly obey Eirina’s words and rush off.

Then, Eirina takes my hand and leads me to the lake.

"You can expect a good dinner… until then, shall we take a walk by the lakeside?"

"Sure."

I had taken Lady Diane’s words—that I would be the protagonist of this return trip—at face value, expecting something grander, but it seems not.

Eirina holds my hand and we slowly walk along the lakeshore near the clan estate.

The lake is about two hours’ walk around its circumference.

Though there are paths around it, I doubt many people use them often.

"Are the Whites also experiencing a decline in population?"

"Well… yes. You could even say some clans are dwindling rapidly."

Eirina says with a hint of sadness.
"There’s an ancient ruin in this lake. The sunken palace is said to be the center of an ancient ward."

Iriina stepped, step by step, into the lake’s surface. My boots kicked up a spray of water without hesitation, but Iriina walked across the water without so much as a ripple.

Then, after only a few steps, she turned back.
"White has been given the grave responsibility of guarding the keystone of this barrier… The collapse of the barrier would mean more than just losing the elves’ protection. If that warped space were to be unleashed unchecked, it could bring ruin upon the entire continent… And yet, Father intends to pass the chieftainship to a mere girl like her. He has no one else? So if the chieftain falls ill, he’d rather burden this naive, magic-obsessed simpleton than anyone else… That’s why I support Kristi’s research. The decline of the elves isn’t just a natural phenomenon, it’s not something we should accept as inevitable. There must be something we can do."

"…Iriina."

"Forgive me for complaining… but I wanted you to hear it at least once. Even I… carry my own burdens."

Iriina smiled slightly, looking troubled.

"Just like any other woman, I want to believe that even then, you’d still embrace me."

So.
…That’s why she wanted to come back with just me.
Not because she needed another pillar of support, but to confirm—to _prove_—that even as herself, she could still reach out to Iriina.

"I don’t much care for being put to the test like this."

"Forgive me."

"But… well, I’ll play along. Even then, I won’t let you go. You’re always mine."

"…Is that so?"

"No, you’re my bitch. I’ll get you pregnant with my child. Like any other woman, I’ll keep doing filthy things to you until you die. Iriina, it doesn’t matter if you’re an elf or a chieftain. It’s because you’re cute that I claim you as mine."

"…Yes, I see… Ah, as I thought, you would say that… ♪"

Iriina took my hand.
She led me across the lake. This time, my boots didn’t sink.

Fixating on the blue water, I could clearly make out something resembling a palace.

Right above it, in the very center of the lake, we embraced, the water’s surface our bed.

"Iriina…"

"…Fufu, the reason I became so skilled at this water-walking magic is because I’ve been gazing down upon this place for years."

"And now, that comes full circle, and you end up getting impregnated in a place filled with memories? Or something?"

"Fate, isn’t it?"

"I’d call it pretty ironic fate."

"I’m happy… You don’t care about such a thing as a chieftain, and treat me as a woman… ♪"

I stripped the clothes from Iriina’s body. She stripped mine off in return.

Right above the most important facility of the clan’s estate, in the very center of the lake.

Entwined naked with the young chieftain, devouring each other’s lips.

"You’re properly hiding us with illusions, right?"

"Don’t you trust me? If we’re caught playing like this, it’s _me_ who’ll be ruined."

"True enough."

The water beneath my feet, touched by magic, felt like a bed of cotton. Cool, but not so cold as to chill me through.
On that vast, vast bed, I defiled the ruler of this place in her youthful form.
How liberating, how utterly sinful a situation.

"Fufu… Well then, Lord Smayson…"
After a passionate kiss, Irena spread her legs, inviting me.
The contrast between the ethereal background and her pale, slender naked body was dazzling.

"Push your hips forward more. Open your legs wider… Yes, like that."

"Fufu, how immodest of you, milady…" ♪

"You’ll be doing this for the rest of your life. I won’t let you escape."

"By the time you’re an old man, who knows what kind of shameless mistress I’ll have become♪"

For her, the sense of transgression and liberation must be far greater than anything I feel. Trembling with embarrassment, her entire body flushed crimson, her small, hairless sex was visibly glistening with arousal.

"This perverted girl—"
I couldn’t hold back any longer and pounced.
Rubbing against her inner thighs hungrily, kissing her breasts, devouring her lips as if stealing them, I frantically searched for Irena’s vagina like a rutting dog, grinding my cock against her. My precum smeared across her body.

"Haa, ah… Lord Smayson, my snatch is here… right here… enter me… make me yours from the inside…♪"

"Yes, I’ll ruin you. Make you forget your own name. Every time you return to this clan’s territory, you’ll remember being ravaged by me here… you’ll remember being impregnated with all my strength!!"

"Ahh, good, defile me even more… stain me with you…♪"

"Uooooh…!!"

"Nng, haa…!!"

I thrust into Irena forcefully.
Her slender frame felt like it could break even under my weak strength.
Her lovely face was stained with both stimulation and shame.
And all her limbs clung to me. She wouldn’t let go, she wouldn’t be parted from me.
She squeezed me tightly, desperately trying to accept my base desires.
That silver-haired beauty was so precious to me that I slammed my hips forward recklessly.
I hammered my tip against her cervix with abandon.

"Haa, Lord Smayson, I… I… k, ahh…"

"You are mine, my female slave. You’ll be fucking me for the rest of your life, bearing my children!!"

"Y-yes… yes, I am… I am yours… chu… you are my master…♪"

"OOOOOOH!!"

Irena’s eyes narrowed in blissful ecstasy, while I could only see straight ahead from sheer arousal.
The couple desperately thrusting their hips in the middle of the lake must have looked terribly foolish.
My head throbbed as I pounded into her, and then—
"Hah!!"
I came.

I pulled out of Irena’s grasp, splattering my seed into the lake water with a _plosh plosh_.
"Haa, haa… ah… ah… S-Smayson, Lord…?"

Breathless from my act, Irena looked at me with a slightly puzzled expression.

"…You little bastard…" she purred, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

"Hah hah… phew."

In the end, they smiled at each other, both utterly spent.
The scattered semen swayed gently in the air against the ruins—a strangely conspicuous sight.

The next day, she returned to Polka with Irina.
"So, it seems Master Smisson intends to make me his female slave," Irina declared matter-of-factly to Diene and the others, framing it as though I’d completely dominated her desires.

"Ah, Irina…?"

We agreed on that, right?

…A malicious grin was all she gave in response.

"Hey, Andy, calm down for a second. You can’t just rush into things like this."

"Andy-kuuun? When do you plan to start properly training the professor—?"

"Anzalos and Hildegard won’t be fooled! This girl’s more… than she seems—"

"Heh heh, your excuses are pathetic, Smisson-dono? I’ve got you on record, you know? You heard me: 'Have sex with me for the rest of your life, bear my children,' right?"

"Just a little leniency!!"

…Hopefully, this is just Irina’s way of being shy…
Extra 7: The Spirit of the Modern Hero
The Temperament of a Modern Hero
A Polka in the dead of winter, with snowflakes drifting down.
The place, once solely a retreat for those seeking healing in its hot springs, had lately taken on the air of a training ground where many swordsmen came to hone their skills.
Most were self-disciplined exercises by members of the Diane Special Forces and their associates, but inspired by them, warriors with strong elven tendencies could now also be seen imposing rigorous training upon themselves in the forest's edge.

Even so, on days when a proper blizzard raged, there wasn’t a soul to be found recklessly training outdoors.
Not exactly _sakugen yodoku_—farming in sunshine and reading in rain—but indulging in books at the inn’s dining hall like today was arguably just as worthwhile.

"Commander Aurora, what are you reading?"

"Tetes. Can you even read it?"

The book Aurora closed had the title _Celesta East-West Hero Chronicle – Issue 22_.

"A hero chronicle…?"

"It’s supposed to be the latest definitive catalog, covering information on famous warriors, primarily Celesta military personnel… at least, that’s the official line."

"Official line, you say…"

"Even if it claims to be comprehensive, it’s still just a civilian publication. Full of inaccuracies and omissions… Well, even among Ace Knights, there are those like myself who struggle to keep up with their achievements, so perhaps it’s fairer to praise it for being well-researched without compromising military secrets. For active Master Knights or those of similar rank, this gives you a pretty good grasp of their standard evaluations."

"Huh. Is Commander Aurora aiming to be featured in it?"

"Fufu. I wouldn’t say that’s entirely untrue."

Aurora smiled and spread out the other books piled on the table.
Their titles included _Sword Saint Chronicle – Yulis III King 39th Year Edition_ and _Continental Knight Compendium – Volume 7_.

"Wow. You’ve got so many."

"I’ve been an avid reader since childhood, so whenever I see a bookstore in a big city, I can’t help but buy them… There are even articles on my brother and Anzeros."

"Oh, I might want to take a look. I know their personal information well enough to be admitted to the Royal Information Bureau of Renfangas, but I don’t have their detailed evaluations."

As Tetes flipped through the books, Aurora marked her place with a bookmark.

──In the Forest Territory, the Prince of Nobles, the Void Blade, is unconquerable!──

Lucas General (32)
Master Knight / Celesta Southern Army Division
・Power: ★★★★★
・Speed: ★★★★★★
・Technique: ★★★★★★★
・Overall Rating: ★★★★★★

The eldest son of the Southeastern Forest Territory’s colony leader, and a swordswoman hailed as a genius.
Her true capabilities remain immeasurable, and some voices claim this article underestimates her.
It is said that when her blade is swung, even a giant tree twenty paces away is severed with a resounding crash—a testament to the originality of her technique that defies simple star ratings.

But above all, it is her combination of skill and her looks, coupled with her elegant demeanor, that makes her truly despicable. She is the very embodiment of how a noble prince should be.

However, it should be noted that he has a slight tendency toward trouble, having recently been subjected to an audit by the Intelligence Brigade (under dubious pretenses) and ordered to refrain from duty.

──Trotta-style orthodox "Wind-Slicing Blade" – Behold!──

**"Wind-Slicing Blade" Anzeros, Captain of Ten** (Age unknown)
Ace Knight / Celesta Special Forces
・Power: ☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed: ☆☆☆
・Technique: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating: ☆☆☆☆☆

Until recently, he was famous as the escort for Basson’s famed "Crossbow Corps," guardians of the Trotta border.
A half-elf swordsman boy whose massive armor belies his physique and whose mighty blade can fell even an Ogre in a single strike.
Despite his handsome appearance, his technique and strength are undeniably solid—a prime example of why judging by looks alone is a mistake.
Recent rumors suggest he may be female, but his transfer to Special Forces has left the matter unresolved.

"Huh? Captain Anzeros seems _really_ fast… Does Celesta really only give him three stars?"

"That’s because it’s not very accurate. It hasn’t been updated since Anzeros lost his armor to his brother two years ago and switched to a speed-focused fighting style. The information is outdated, I suppose. Now he’d easily get six… no, seven stars, definitely."

"Right? Good, because if he only got three stars, even Al would be around five."

"The article on _Maido Yari_ should be in that _Continental Knights Compendium_ of yours. The information is old, but the evaluation criteria are almost the same."

──One of the top candidates for the fastest knight in the Affilum Empire──

**"Maido Yari" Almeida**
An Elven Paladin.
Currently affiliated with the Folklore Adventurers' Guild.
Once one of the most renowned Paladins in the Affilum Empire, he is now estranged from the Affilum military for some reason and is said to be residing in Folklore, the second-largest city of the Trotta Kingdom.
He possesses highly balanced combat skills, but his speed surpasses even beastmen known for their agility, and his spear attacks—despite not being particularly numerous—exhibit a terrifying fluidity that easily overwhelms defenses. His fighting style is akin to a well-rehearsed dance.

・Attack Power: ☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Special Skills: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Strength: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆★

"…This one’s a bit too stiff in the writing, isn’t it?"

"I think it’s probably because _Celesta's East-West Heroic Tales_ has a lot more gossip in it. It feels a bit…tasteless, in places."

"True. Still, Al’s evaluation is pretty high in there."

According to that book, Almeida’s evaluation rivals even the Master Knight.

It’s comparing different books, but still higher than Lucas’s.

_Figures_, Tetes nods, looking satisfied, when Almeida herself appears.

"That book… I suppose I’m being overrated."

"Al…"

"I certainly have no doubt about my speed, but the reviewers are letting their fantasies get in the way. Look—if their criteria were applied, I’d be the strongest knight in Affilm."

"Ah, that’s true… There isn’t anyone rated higher than Al even among Affilm’s Lords."

"In reality, if I fought a Lord, I’d lose more than half the time. Speed alone isn’t enough to beat everyone."

"I see…"

"No, rather, it surprises _me_ that I win nearly half the time…"

"I’ve received several recommendations for Lord status, at least."

Almeida looks slightly displeased.

"In Affilm, it’s not just trials or exams—knight selection committees composed of high-ranking officers from each principality decide who becomes a Paladin or Lord… Depending on the political winds within the Empire, you can be recommended a dozen times and still not get appointed, or get appointed without being particularly strong."

"So, Almeida-san could have easily been a Lord…?"

"I don’t know if I’d make Master Knight or Black Arm, but at least in Affilm, I was in that league… And it also shows that the Lords I beat weren’t necessarily the strongest."

"Well, there’s a slight chance even Red Arm isn’t _that_ strong."

Red Arm, the official knight of Renfangas, is appointed based on the number of Frontline Medals they’ve earned.
Most are seasoned veterans worthy of the name, but there are several interchangeable medals of value, and it’s not unheard of for someone to be appointed without ever actually encountering a monster—a backdoor method, so to speak.
Though it takes an excruciatingly long time to get appointed that way.

"Well, it’s just an article written by foreigners based on hearsay. Besides, I’m already a knight of Renfangas…"

"Al, the publication date of this book is two years ago."

"...I suppose there’s no helping that."

Almeida only joined Renfangas last year, so the information was naturally outdated.

"Besides, _Celesta's East-West Heroic Tales_ is the only one published annually. The _Compendium of Continental Knights_, which follows famous knights across the continent, often has gaps of four or five years between editions. Even with faster information flow these days, gathering such widespread and high-quality info is a monumental task."

"Oh dear. But I want to be a knight worthy of being in the next edition!"

Tetes says cheerfully.
But… if even a little more about her being Alex Buster’s sister gets out, she’ll likely be featured easily enough. It’s not like they only include information on particularly strong "famous" knights.
…Aurora decided to keep quiet about that.

"But the detail in _Sword Saint Chronicles_ is amazing… How do they get access to so much?"

Almeida sighs, looking at _Sword Saint Chronicles_.

"That’s probably because the editors are from the War History Club at Royal Capital University."

"A university club? They made such a magnificent book?"

Almeida snaps the book shut and examines the binding closely.

The leather-bound cover looks far too professional for a book put out by amateurs.

_"Apparently, it was originally a scroll. Lord Crawford insisted it be widely published to boost morale during the war, which is why it took its current form. The Crawford family still funds its publication, even now."_

_"…Well, even a Sword Saint can’t outright reject an interview request from a university student, I suppose. And the book itself would be well-made, too. Still, it’s remarkable they kept it going after the Celesta War."_

_"As for Celesta, we have no intention of destroying or dismantling the Sword Saints themselves. We still find them quite useful as a threat against the Affilm Empire."_

The nation of Celesta understands that while conflicting interests are strictly enforced, valuable things are fragile and hard to come by.

The immense trust and admiration for the "Sword Saint" cultivated by the Trollot Kingdom, along with its influence over neighboring countries, is something that, once shattered, could never be easily rebuilt. Even if it meant bending the rules a little, it was worth exploiting… or so they believed.

_"Even now, many children aspire to become swordsmen, still drawn to the Sword Saint mythos. As long as there’s no outright opposition to Celesta, it seems they’ll tolerate these kinds of publications."_

_"The more I hear about Celesta, the more tolerant they seem. Hard to imagine coming from the blood-soaked Affilm Peninsula… Though, I do recall a plan to seize a third of Trollot while the Sword Saint Brigade was collapsing, using it as a foothold into Celesta—but it was scrapped thanks to Celesta’s unexpectedly strong remaining forces."_

_"Celesta is a nation of merchants, after all. They’re sharp when it comes to things of value."_

_"Affilm… or rather, Deep Green should have been too…"_

Almeida flips through the book again.

_"By the way, there are quite a few bookmarks in here."_

_"Yes. Since there are so many familiar faces mentioned, I enjoy checking them out."_

_"Familiar faces…?"_

_"Of course, His Excellency Arthur Bonaparte, the Supreme Sword Saint, but also Gilbert Granz, the Centurion, and Hector Randall, the Decurion, are acquaintances of mine. I’ve even marked the pages for the Sword Saints I saw in Rennest the other day."_

_"Huh… I only caught a glimpse of them at Gibli Fortress."_

Almeida opens the book to a page marked with a bookmark.

──The Supreme Sword Saint, the strongest in the history of the Sword Saint Brigade, a living legend──

Arthur Bonaparte
Former Commander of the Sword Saint Brigade
Former Captain of the Royal Palace Guard
His power and charisma were largely responsible for making the Sword Saint Brigade the strongest force in the Northwest Plains.

His physique is imposing even among humans at 189 centimeters tall. Up close, he exudes a presence that truly overwhelms. Yet, his smile gives off an air of pure gentlemanliness, coupled with the refreshing innocence of a mischievous boy.

While his appearance certainly contributes to his charisma, his skill was absolute.

His strength is superhuman—he could wrestle with ogres without losing—and his swordsmanship is said to reach divine levels.

His beloved greatsword was forged by Vicx Valley, the top swordsmith of the Royal Capital, and though it’s not suited for sword duels, he remains undefeated in all his matches against other Sword Saints. He excels at wielding the "Blast Attack," the symbol of Trollot’s swordsmen, and when unleashed at full power, it creates a tornado that ordinary houses cannot withstand.

However, the wounds he suffered in the last war were not minor, and he is currently recuperating.

Given his age, a return to active duty seems unlikely, but I, too, would like to see the great hero raise his sword in the Grand Arena once more—if only once.

Attack Power: 7
Agility: 6
Combat Skill: 10
Overall Power:

S (Active Duty Version)

──The Arena's Demon Instructor──

"Sensei" Gilbert Granz
Even today, countless young swordsmen sweat within the Great Arena.
Most are "Ace Knights" appointed after the Celesta War, but the man who teaches them technique is a true, pure-blooded Sword Saint—a man nearing his fifties who still strikes fear into the hearts of these young warriors.

The secret to his strength, often joked about as being due to long-lived blood, lies not only in his unwavering diligence—he trains without fail every week—but also in his perfected technique and bottomless mental fortitude.

His name is Gilbert Granz. A magnificent Sword Saint who also serves as an associate professor at Royal Capital University. His lectures are renowned for their clarity, while his mercilessness toward absentees is equally famous—so much so that anyone lacking confidence in perfect attendance should simply stay home… but I digress.

Originally a scholar at heart, he was the oddball Sword Saint who refused to join the Sword Saint Brigade during the last war, preferring to remain at the university. Yet, his command abilities are said to be top-tier. Rumors suggest he also declined an offer to serve as a general in the Celesta Army for the same reason—whether true or false remains unknown.

A true Royal Capital native, he’s also affable, often leading his students on outings to the city’s hidden gem restaurants during his free time.

I may have strayed from the intended Sword Saint introduction, but that is simply who he is. There are aspects of him not visible through the lens of just "Sword Saint," so I ask for your indulgence in this digression.

Attack Power: 4
Agility: 5
Combat Technique: 10
Overall Rating: B

──The Last Sword Saint is a Flower and Fruit All in One──

Ector Randall
A genius swordsman who earned the title of Sword Saint at the tender age of fifteen, he came to be known as "the Last Sword Saint" after Trott's defeat shortly after his appointment—Trott having lost both military command and the right to bestow the "Sword Saint" title.

The eldest son of the prestigious Randall noble family and an outstanding student, he is constantly surrounded by women at Royal Capital University. He seems to have few male friends within the school.

Though his sword has only been wielded in battle once (during the collapse of the Sword Saint Brigade), his skill is highly regarded. Rumor has it that he has already surpassed many senior Sword Saints and is even eyeing the Master Knight exam.

His style is a pure orthodox, and he is proficient in "Blast Attack," with considerable speed as well.

Once, when a right-wing group caused an uproar within Royal Capital University, he worked alongside Associate Professor Gilbert Granz to quell the disturbance.

His brilliant feat of wielding a single dagger, using a single Blast Attack to sweep a desk away and swiftly rescue a female student held hostage, is still spoken of in awe.

A painting of him hangs in the university’s art department, though he supposedly wants to buy it and keep it private.

The fact that such a swordsman can still be born within the nation gives the Trott people of Royal Capital great hope.

Attack Power: 6
Agility: 7
Combat Technique: 6

**Overall Power**
B

──That movement, like a soaring flight. That strike, like fangs and claws──

**"The Vulture of Shulantz" Joseph Bay**
Former commander of the 7th Squad of the Sword Saint Brigade.
A Great Sword Saint, said to have ranked in the single digits even within the Sword Saint Brigade itself.
Considered a master to "Gale" Abel Dingle, renowned for his mastery of high-speed swordsmanship.
A skilled dual-wielder who wields swords in both hands, he is known for his elegant strike that severs an opponent's collarbone and shatters their will to fight, as well as his ability to instantly disengage. For this reason, he was called "The Vulture Knight." Later, taking the name of his homeland, he became known as "The Vulture of Shulantz."
His combat prowess is top-notch, but he is also highly regarded as a general.
Joseph Bay as the Sword Saint Brigade's lead attacker, and Joseph Bay as a commander—how much more useful one was over the other was a well-known dilemma for the military command at the time.

**Attack Power**
8
**Agility**
8
**Combat Technique**
8
**Overall Power**
S

──His color is the azure sky, a blue of salvation──

**"The Blue Knight" Bartholomew Dean III**
Former commander of the 11th Squad of the Sword Saint Brigade. A Great Sword Saint.
A dashing figure known as the Blue Knight because he always wears his family heirloom: a blue cloak.
Even on the battlefield, he fights while wrapped in it, and terrifyingly, there are no bloodstains or tears to be found on that cloak—testament to his skill.
A master of the halberd and adept at using Blast Attacks. His tactics are flawless, and his sense of when to retreat is legendary. He excels at rescuing friendly units, leaving many Trot Troops unable to forget the vividness of his blue.
There’s even a saying that only bad women and sudden storms can stain his cloak.
Incidentally, he’s also a henpecked husband, and after this saying reached his wife, he lost quite a bit of weight.

**Attack Power**
5
**Agility**
7
**Combat Technique**
8
**Overall Power**
A

──The Sword Saint Brigade's fierce vanguard commander──

"Penetrator" Cain Gold
Former member of the Sword Saint Brigade, 2nd Squad. Grand Sword Saint.

Even within the Sword Saint Brigade, where coordinated action is its greatest weapon, there are times when a tactical breakthrough is necessary.

And the reliable man who charges into those situations first is him—Cain Gold.

His breaking power is almost absolute, impossible for an average vanguard unit to contain, and he possesses a knack for sensing the perfect moment to strike that even cavalry cannot respond to in pursuit.

There have been many times his breakthroughs have led the Sword Saint Brigade to victory. Official records alone show he initiated seven decisive victories, and there are tales of even more in skirmishes.

In terms of battlefield achievements achieved through solo action, he is considered the best within the Sword Saint Brigade.

However, his injuries are far from few.

Even the invincible Sword Saint Brigade owed its constant victories to the tireless efforts of warriors like him who fought and bled.

Attack Power: 8
Agility: 7
Combat Technique: 4
Overall Power: A

"I see… I’d also like to spar with Arthur Bonaparte once."
Almeida grumbled.

"Al and Arthur Bonaparte, huh? Yeah, that'd be kinda interesting to watch," Tete said, nonchalantly.

Aurora, who had been unable to even scratch Anzalos even with two people during training, smiled wryly.

Just then, Sieg Becker, steaming from the hot springs, passed by.

"Whoa. You guys got a pretty interesting group going on here."

"Special Forces Centurion."

"Huh. So there _is_ some kind of evaluation for Bonaparte? And… wow, that’s pretty low."

"Low?"

Seeing Almeida's intrigued expression, Sieg grinned.

"If I were to write it… hmm, Attack Power 10, Agility 8, maybe? There’s no way that old guy’s attack power is lower than Schrantz’s eagle!"

"Attack Power 10 is like, a special case for someone like General Scott Vincent…" Aurora interjected quietly.

Vincent, an Overnighter, is a general of Celesta. The numbers in the _Tales of Sword Saints_ Almeida has open are practically unused.

But…

"Vincent’s attack power is high, sure, but I bet he could hold his own against one of that old guy’s serious hits. That attack power isn’t about technique or anything like that—it’s something more fundamental."

"…Fundamental."

Aurora and Tetes looked bewildered, while Almeida seemed to have some vague understanding.

It was a recognition only those who had fought as warriors for a long time could share.

"Right, the articles about Vincent and the others should be in that 'Celesta East-West Heroes Chronicle,' huh? …Oh, issue 22 from the end of last year. How’d you get your hands on that?"

"I purchased it at Taruk the other day."

"Ah, I see, that time. Let’s take a look."

──Celesta’s "Sword"! The Lightning King, renowned as the strongest in the continent──

“Overnight of Thunder” Scott Vincent, Special General (41)
Affiliation: Overnite / Celesta Special Lightning Brigade
・Power: ★★★★★★★★★★
・Speed: ★★★★☆
・Technique: ★★★★★☆
・Overall Rating: ★★★★★★★★★★

The ultimate warrior of the Ogre race, symbolizing Celesta with his absolute offensive power.
His immense strength is impressive, but what truly stands out is his lightning ability, which earned him his nickname.
The "Electrode" trait, rarely manifested in Ogres, grants the ability to wield electricity—though usually only enough to numb those they touch.
But his power far exceeds that, allowing him to freely unleash lightning from his horns and, depending on the weather, strike the surroundings at will from the heavens.
No enemy can defend against this force. Even if they could, his prized double axes would cleave them in two.
The terror of him appearing anywhere on a flying dragon serves as a deterrent not only for domestic security but also for surrounding nations.
By the way, he’s still single.
He supposedly wants a wife who’s either a cat or a foxkin—apparently, his fur stands on end so much that finding a suitable partner is proving difficult.

──Celesta’s "Shield"! The terror of an invincible man standing before you──

“Overnight of Steel” Ryo Amatsushima, Special General (38)
Affiliation: Overnite / Celesta Special Lightning Brigade
・Power: ★★★★
・Speed: ★★★
・Technique: ★★★
・Overall Rating: ★★★★★★★★★☆

To be blunt, he’s not much of a fighting force.

But the reason his overall rating is absurdly high is due to his bizarre vitality.

There’s an episode where a military doctor snapped, "Make up your mind—are you a walking corpse or a holy beast?" Yet he’s been through at least 137 situations where he _should_ have died and come back as if nothing happened.

Bombed by siege hammers. Pinned between rocks. Riddled with spears. His fortress burned to the ground. Buried alive. Beaten to a pulp by Vincent General in a brawl, then crushed by a double axe. Drowned in a Quieca Sea. The list goes on.

And yet, in nearly every case, he’s survived—covered in blood, screaming something like "What the hell!"—as if nothing happened.

From the enemy’s perspective, there’s nothing more terrifying.

Even at his minimum level as an Ace Knight, he has some attack power, so when he’s deployed, the opposing army is left in utter chaos.

He’s a trump card in a way different from Vincent General—a true secret weapon of the command. And he’s famous for it.

──Behold, the Monstrous Bird! What does the blue bird carry──

“Blue Storm” General Clay Kingfisher (42)
Master Knight / Celesta Western Army
・Power: ☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Technique: ☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating: ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆

Birdmen are rare even in Celesta.

Yet, despite that, the Celesta Army has several Ace Knights who are Birdmen. He’s the most famous and strongest of them all.

A Birdman who wields immense leg strength as his weapon, using his wings primarily for directional control and aerial maneuvers. But that’s a perfectly rational tactic—allowing them to move faster and more erratically than any other warrior.

His movements, like a raging storm, are nearly impossible for even an Ace Knight to track. There’s a famous tale from the Master Knight exam where three Ace Knights couldn’t land a single blow before he was gone.

However, he’s also said to be quite attention-seeking and rather clumsy.

Maybe it’s because he’s a bird.

“Hahaha! Nice! The guy writing this must be fearless! I’m taking this to Kingfisher next time.”

“I don’t know if I should. It’ll probably get torn up.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s possible.”

Zieg laughs uproariously, flapping his arms. Aurora looks annoyed.

“And Becker’s already getting flak for it too.”

“Seriously?”

☆☆☆☆☆
・Speed
☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Technique
☆☆☆☆☆☆☆
・Overall Rating
☆☆☆☆☆☆☆☆

Even a genius who passed the Ace Knight exam at the age of twelve is now 40 this year. Time is merciless.
His numerous martial achievements have been revealed, and he has conquered many legendary-level monsters and ruins. A truly skilled warrior.
In particular, his speed is said to be the fastest on the continent, surpassing even Almeida's "Dancing Spear" from Affilm and Abel Dingle's "Swift Wind" from Trott.
However, it's also true that some argue how he'd fare in an actual fight, given his assassin-like reliance on knives and traps.
Apparently, he was recently captured by an Orc woman. And immediately caught cheating.
A flamboyant man even in his private life.

"Hey, who wrote this? It's like they're out to get me!"

"I'm afraid I can't help you with that. And if you break it, please replace it."

"…Gugigigi…"

Zieg reluctantly put down the book he was clutching so tightly he looked ready to tear it in half.

Tetes, who had been chuckling, suddenly turned to Almeida.

"By the way, is Abel Dingle mentioned here? I've been wondering about him since earlier."

"He's listed here," Almeida said, quickly flipping through the _Sword Saint Chronicle_ he was holding.

"I'd been oddly compared to him for the past decade or so, so it's been on my mind."

──Trott's Fastest Knight──

"Swift Wind" Abel Dingle
Former member of the 7th Squad of the Sword Saint Brigade. A half-wolfkin.
The Sword Saint Brigade tends to favor overall strength and teamwork over exceptionally outstanding abilities.
But he possesses both, along with some of the highest-level exceptional abilities on the continent.
Perhaps it's due to his mother being a wolfkin, but even so, few beastmen possess agility like his.
Subhuman races are rare in the Sword Saint Brigade, but he is one of the few, making him an unusual man in many ways.
His swordsmanship resembles the hit-and-run tactics of his master, Joseph Bay, "The Eagle of Schrantz," from the Great Arena. Some say that due to his superior physical abilities, his combat prowess already surpasses that of his master.
In the last war, he was somewhat overshadowed by Celesta's tactics, which effectively utilized many subhuman races. With him as a starting point, the era where Trott acknowledges and utilizes the power of subhumans may be just around the corner.

Attack Power: 7
Agility: 10

"Combat Skills"
7
Overall Power
A

"……"

"Hey, Dance Spear. Something's been bugging me… Isn’t this guy younger than us?"

"If he’s younger than you, it’s impossible for him to be older than me, Sieg Becker."

"He’s got this weirdly high approval rating compared to us old hands, and he’s not even that humble, is he?"

"I think so too. I mean, shouldn’t we Speed-types get a fairer evaluation?"

"Right? Right?"

Almeida and Sieg, radiating dark auras.

Aurora sighs. Tete, ever the bold one, tries to steer the conversation in a new direction.

"More importantly, what kind of score would you give someone like Diane, the Centurion who doesn’t appear on these lists? Or Aurora-san?"

"Hmm… that, huh? Well, let’s see."

Sieg picks up a black slate from the corner of the cafeteria and starts scribbling with chalk.

・Diane, Team Leader
Attack Power
9
Speed
10
Combat Skills
10
Overall Performance
The Strongest

・Anzalos
Attack Power
6
Speed
8
Combat Skills
8
Overall Performance
A-

・Aurora
Attack Power

7
Agility
4
Combat Skill
7
Overall Rating
B+

・Tetes
Attack Power
5
Agility
5
Combat Skill
8
Overall Rating
?

・Naris
Attack Power
4
Speed
5
Combat Skill
7
Overall Rating
?

"…That’s about right."

"Anzerous-san’s numbers are pretty… And the overall ratings for Tetes-san and the others seem kinda arbitrary, don’t you think?"

"Anzerous, the Ten-Commander, honestly, I think he still has a lot of untapped potential. Depending on how he combines magic and his Wind-Cutting Sword, he could be a real force to be reckoned with. He hasn’t been in a tight spot lately, so who knows? And Tetes, the Knight, you haven’t even shown anyone your full strength yet."

"Huh…"

"I can see right through your cautious driving. It’s not like I’m saying you don’t have any tricks up your sleeve, but the power you don’t bring out in training might not come out in actual combat either. Don’t get overconfident and die. And as for Naris… well, she reeks of Smisson."

"What?"

"Hold on, Sieg Becker! Naris is still just like Andy…"

"Chill out, Aurora Ten-Commander, Dance Spear. I’m not saying I’m sniffing her body odor with some beastman-level sense of smell or anything."

Sieg shrugged.
"It’s just… when Naris gets pushed into a corner, she seems like she’ll slowly, little by little, squeeze out all her juice, you know? A bottomless well in a different way than Tetes, the Knight. …Same with Smisson. He’s not that great, ability-wise or head-wise. But if you just look at what he’s _done_, you can see why those elf guys treat him so well. Depending on how things go, Naris could be interesting too."

"Muuu…"

"Is that so..."

Tetes looked slightly dissatisfied, while Aurora pondered.
...And then—
"I'm not that powerful."

Anzeros had appeared seemingly out of nowhere and was wiping himself off with a cotton cloth.

"What the hell are you doing?"

"Well, I hate weird nicknames like that. And Andy laughed at me!"

"It's fine, isn't it?"

"That's why I'm saying it! I don't want to become famous in such a strange way!"

The swordsmen were making a fuss.

"Well, as long as Andy loves me plenty even if I'm not strong, that's all that matters♪"

"Hmm. As a female slave, that would be the correct path, wouldn't it?"

"I wonder when he'll come back..."

Selen, Irina, and Myia sipped their tea together.
Extra 8: Slaves Meet Slaves
Slaves Meets Slaves
This is an expanded version of Episode 259, "A Solution to Discord 2."

"Then shall we begin with introductions? Even if it’s a bit late, let’s all do this properly! ♪"

Selen takes the lead.

And places her hands on her chest.

"First, I’ll start. I’m Selen, a half-elf from the Affilm Empire. Clan-wise, I’m from the Deep Green lineage, but don’t worry about it. And I’m the second female slave." ♪

Then she prompts Apple next to her.

Apple looks momentarily flustered, glances at me, and then clenches her jaw with determination.

"I’m Apple. Clan-wise, I’m purple, but as you can see, I’m a half-elf. I don’t remember, but I think I was the first female slave. Nice to meet you."

"You… don’t remember?"

"What’s that supposed to mean?"

Sharon and Almeida raise their eyebrows.

"Ah, this looks interesting,"

"Tetes, stop it,"

Naris stops Tetes from leaning in too close.

"Ah…"

Apple hesitates for a moment, but then—

"Before Andy came back, I was mortally wounded in a skirmish with the North and lost my memories. But yes, she was definitely the first to become a female slave."

Selen follows up precisely.

Irena clears her throat.

"There’s no excuse for that… but it’s a fact confirmed at the clan council. Apple remained in a coma for years, was revived by Lady Hilda… and lost her memories."

"Is that so?"

"...Well, friction happens everywhere. Nothing strange about it."

Sharon and Almeida nod in reluctant acceptance.

"More importantly, isn’t it Dianne’s turn next?"

Prompted by Irena, Dianne stands.

"I’m Dianne, daughter of Ashton the Dark Elf from the South Desert. As you know, I’m clumsy, but I intend to become Andy’s wife."

Tetes interjects.

"You’re not a female slave, are you?"

"...No. We haven’t made that kind of contract."

"Isn’t that a disadvantage? Unlike everyone else?"

"I’ve never felt restricted. Besides, I have no intention of enslaving myself or making her do so. I simply want to love Andy as an equal."

Dianne states it matter-of-factly.

...Yes, she’s the only one who has never once wanted a collar.

She should be normal, but she’s an anomaly.

"I see… so that’s also an option here…"

"I've been wondering for a while now, why are you here, Tete? And Christine too."

"Eh? But isn't it interesting to see such an amazing lineup?"

Tete made a face like, _Why are you even asking that?_

What guts. You're a total mismatch if you ask me.

"Besides, there's nothing more fun than watching other people's messy love lives."

"Tete-chan, try at least pretending to be a little more discreet."

Sixteen years old and already this brazen. I shudder to think what she'll be like later.

Then she turned her gaze to Christine.

"...B-but Smysun-san keeps trying to knock me up sometimes!"

"Say 'fuck' at least!"

"There's a chance I might actually get pregnant... so it makes sense for me to be here..."

"Try questioning your own position for once!"

"I-I mean, Smysun-san is the one who's going too far by putting a collar on Ilyna like that! Just the Sky Blue Princess alone could cause a diplomatic incident, but then she's also the clan leader and this tiny—"

_Wara wa chīsai no wa osanai seii dewa nai to iu ni!_

This is just rambling.

"...Um. Anyway, since you're here, we'll assume you've agreed to let Andy get you pregnant."

Selen summarized with a straight face.

"Is that alright?"

Christine paused for a few seconds.

"...W-well..."

"Is it not okay?"

"No... well, if Smysun-san is up for it, I wouldn't mind..."

"Are you okay being a female slave?"

Selen. I don't think _you're_ the one who needs to confirm that.

"...Well, I doubt it'll turn into a proper marriage anyway."

Christine tried to reluctantly accept with a forced pose.

Then Tete chimed in.

"You're totally down for being a female slave, aren't you?"

"!! W-well, it's not _that_ much..."

"You look like a widow who's already gotten a taste of adultery and is doing great—sensei♪"

"H-hey, don't say weird stuff, Tete-san!"

Come to think of it, Tete and Christine are kind of like teacher and student.

...Tete's totally the one in the mental driver's seat, though.

Next, Anzeros stood up.

He seemed to hesitate for a moment, considering the atmosphere, but ultimately straightened his posture and announced himself.

"Diaine Special Forces, directly under the Celesta Military Command. Anzalos, squad leader of ten guard infantrymen. I've known Andy for about eight years."

That introduction was perfectly proper in a formal setting… but.

"Hmm. On this side, only Almeida and the Glorious Princess are the ones who'd recognize rank like that," Irene pointed out.

…True enough. The military, squad leaders—things Fennel and her sisters have absolutely no connection to. So the first part is completely meaningless.

"Anzalos. …Try again, based on your hometown."

When I prompted him, Anzalos pursed his lips but introduced himself once more.

"I'm Anzalos, from Trott Royal Capital, daughter of Aaron of the White Clan and Linda Neumann."

Ah… the four Fennel sisters nodded in unison.

"I've met Aaron. …His archery skills were about on par with my dad's."

"Whoa, that's pretty amazing, isn't it?" Loree said, making Sebory widen her eyes.

Maybe he's quite the master then.

"Well, my parents were adventurers of sorts, even if they were a bit… unconventional…"

…Come to think of it, that's how I remember it.

Yeah, even for an elf, adventuring outside means you have to be at least capable of tackling something like the Holy Beast Labyrinth, or your family worries.

And Loree's dad might be amazing too, if he can hold his own against that.

"…Ah, just so you know, Loree comes from a warrior-class family," Oregano added.

…Huh?

"Warror-class…?"

"Hmm. They're the kind who'd take the lead in battle—the human equivalent of nobles or knights. Though they're not quite as pretentious."

"Loree's pretty strong too. At least among us, she knows martial arts best," Irene explained, and Oregano continued.

But Loree looked troubled… or rather, like she was in for a hassle.

"I don't want to be expected to do that… I didn't train seriously enough to fight monsters."

"How strong are you? Could you spar with me using swords?"

Anzalos asked with a hint of excitement, but Loree shook her head vigorously.

"No way. I can only handle basic self-defense… enough to not get easily taken down if a man grabs me."

"I see… so, about as strong as Jeanne, then?"

"I'm stronger than that! I can take down monsters!"

Jeanne retorted at Anzalos's words.

Well, she does have some achievements. Yeah.

"Ho. Don't be reckless. You can't afford to get injured."

"…Well, I wouldn't exactly go looking for a fight. I can't fly or jump around like Anzalos."

"That’s perfect. Jeanne and Peter, I’ll protect them too."
Anzeros patted Jeanne on the head like a little sister. Though technically, Jeanne was the older one by just a hair.

Next up: Aurora.

Unlike Anzeros, she wasn’t trying too hard.

With the grace of an elven princess, she pinched the hem of her dress and bowed elegantly.

"I am Aurora, daughter of Dior, clan leader of the Azure Clan of Claves. A pleasure to make your acquaintance."

"Well, I reckon you’re a familiar face 'round here."

As Irene said, Aurora was well-known even on the counter side.

"Selen told me to take it seriously, even if it’s old news…"

"You’re impressive."

Selen clapped her hands twice in approval of Aurora.

"How did someone like _you_ end up as my Master’s female slave…?"

"I’m a little curious," Fennel chimed in.

"Ever since I saw the size of Anz’s heart at first glance…"

Aurora began answering smoothly, but Anzeros grabbed her shoulder.

"You’re skipping over the whole Lucas incident and all that?"

"It’s trivial."

"I think that’s a bit of a stretch. Sure, Anz lost an arm and suffered greatly, but he didn’t actually _win_…"

"Yes, but Anz truly possessed the heart of a hero, far surpassing his brother!" she declared with a smile.

I had to agree that her insistence was a little strained.

But the counter crew was interested in something else entirely.

"Lost an arm!?"

"M-Master… you lost an arm?! To that Southern Prince?!"

Savory and Oregano were all over it.

…Ah, right. I’d been limping for quite a while, but my leg had healed by the time we got to Elven territory.

"...So he bore such hardship?"

"Uh, I didn’t know… Was that recent?"

That’s right, even Irene and Christy didn’t know.

"Come to think of it, something like that _did_ happen…"

Luna was also troubled. When we first met, I’d used magic for a quick fix so we could still have sex.

I was just now realizing how many members didn’t know about that major injury.

"It was around here on my left leg… a pretty big pinch, the worst I’ve ever faced."

"Even then, Anz fought back! To protect me and Anzeros!" Selen added dreamily. Apple looked intrigued.

"Looks like this one doesn’t know why I’m dragging my feet, huh? Oh well."

"And then Diene-chan tied our feet together, and with the Polorca Spring of Healing, I completely cured you!"

Hilda placed her cup down with a _clink_ and stood up.
"So, as you can see, I’m Hilda, Diene-chan’s big sister and your doctor. I’ve been at the forefront of Southern medicine for hundreds of years, so any injury or illness is fair game! My hobby is… naughty things. Nice to meet you!"

Too honest.
And completely melted into her role as a female slave already.
…Well, I’ve mostly given up on that lately.
Still gotta have a proper talk with her someday.

"Ho. You all probably know this by now, but I’m Laila of the Desert. And I’m Andy Smisson’s pet."

"…Mia. Black Dragon. Me too."

Laila and Mia, seizing on the stunned silence, quickly finished their introductions.
…Dragons bound by contracts of power shouldn’t be summed up so easily as "pets," but whatever.

"And I’m a dwarf named Jeanne who birthed Andy’s first child."

"…Luna Basil. …Granddaughter of the leader of the feline demi-human colony Andy occupied."

"Occupied…!?"

The atmosphere was one of "just get it all out at once," but Luna’s introduction stalled the flow.
By the way, it was Tethys who feigned surprise with perfect timing.

"…Occupied. Andy has a colony full of women who’ve mostly been inseminated by him alone."

Luna stated calmly, and the room buzzed.
"…So that’s what that place is like…"

Naris buried his face in his hands.
And the girls unfamiliar with the feline colony were filled with unnecessary praise: "As expected."

"Well, for a pervert of this caliber, it’s not surprising…"

"The heat of feline demi-humans is said to be intense, and he did that to so many…"

Almeida and Christy wore expressions of both awe and dismay.
…It’s an undeniable fact, so I can’t exactly chime in.

But it wasn’t _everyone_. Just young ones up to their 30s, tops. Too old, and they were out of range.

"Now then, shall we hear from Sharon, the Knight Captain, or Lady Ireina next?"

Tethys tried to smoothly move things along with a smile. But everyone’s gaze stopped him from leading into Sharon or Ireina.
Their eyes were fixed on Tethys and Naris.

"…Eh? What’s up?"

"Ironically, the seating order would allow this to continue as is, but I do find myself concerned for you two," Ireina explained the meaning of their stares.

"Why you’re here… and also, I’m a little curious about your backgrounds too."

…To Origanos and the others, they were certainly mysterious figures.

"Eh, um… Naris, go ahead, you’re kind of like a certified member, right?"

"Certified member? What’s that even mean!? Ah—forget it… My name’s Naris. I’m from the Southern Great Plains. As for my clan, I really don’t know. The whole forest burned to the ground in the Dragon War when I was a kid."

"That’s…"

"But now they could probably look it up down south, right?"

Fennel and the others were surprised by Naris’s story.

"Even if they did, what good would it do? Knowing my lineage wouldn’t get me any money."

Naris shrugged.

…She was joking, but it also looked like a rebellion against the clanism and bloodline-obsessed elf society. For Naris, who had been forced to live a life outside of that system through hardship, regaining her place in a long-vanished clan now wouldn’t mean much…

"So, I’m Tetes Maree. I’m from a branch family of the Lenfangus nobility, and I’m actually pretty strong. And just so you know, I don’t have any romantic relationship with Smisson, the Decurion."

Tetes’s light tone blew away the heavy atmosphere.

…So, she’s not "Tetes Buster," but Maree is that kind of character, huh?

"Why are you even listening to stories about your master here?"

Tetes smiled sweetly… a smile with just a hint of something sinister… in response to Sebory’s question.

"Because I think I can hear some interesting stories here!"

"…………Hmph."

Sebory and the others could only look confused, unable to read her intentions. Those who knew Tetes’s true identity as an intelligence agent could only offer a wry smile.

Well, from an intelligence agent’s perspective, this would seem like a treasure trove of "interesting stories." Two dragons, and so many noble children running around…

But whether she’d actually find anything interesting remained to be seen.

…Even now, the question of why things had turned out this way still occasionally popped into her head.

"From the Kingdom of Renne in Affilm… Almeida, from the Deep Green Clan. Though I’m already excommunicated by my clan… Well, as you can see, I’m a warrior. Don’t expect any interesting comments."

Almeida tapped the floor with his iron staff, intimidating those around him.

"Why did you put that collar on in the first place?"

Sebory stopped her from cutting it short.

Christy and Airena, who were involved, gave wry smiles. Almeida’s face turned red.

"What does it matter?"

But Selen cautioned him.

"Almeida, that’s not good. This is a gathering to get to know each other better, so you shouldn’t hide things just because you’re embarrassed."

"…………"

Almeida made a bitter face.

"…Are you asking me to talk about it? Do you really want to know all about my shameful past, Selen?"

"Shameful…?"

"Yeah, shameful. It was shameful. I admit that. That’s why I’d rather you didn’t dig into it."

Almeida insisted.

But…

"If you hate it so much, why don’t you just take the collar off? Andy gives you collars, but he doesn’t force most people to keep wearing them, right?"

Hilda pointed out, "That's…?"

"What exactly made you decide to accept Andy's dick? And what made you want to declare it so openly? …Is it strange to question a girl who’s parading around, unapologetically claiming to be Andy’s slutty little slave?"

"Ugh…"

"Just say you were utterly overwhelmed by his cock and lost your mind!"

"You corner me like that and then _spill_ it all!"

Hilda seemed to be gently guiding her, but she was a demon.

Next up was Sharon.

Unlike Almeida, she showed no hesitation whatsoever.

"I am Sharon, of the ruling Arkus family, scion of the glorious lineage. …Mr. Smyson is the one who enlightened me from my ignorance… and on top of that, he repeatedly demonstrated through his actions that I was attractive as a woman. I won’t deny that I expected him to possess the 'energy and skill to captivate and train women,' which even the forest whispers about, having actually served so many… but he turned out to be far more generous and wonderful than I imagined! ♪"

Sharon was entranced.

As if taking over where Sharon left off, Christy began her introduction.

"I am Christy, representative of the Cherry Clan’s leader. My first encounter with Mr. Smyson was… an accident involving mistakenly serving him Kanesutsuki grass tea. …Mr. Smyson’s desires and affections—honest to a fault, regardless of someone’s origins—were… well… incredibly pleasurable… ♪"

Christy was equally entranced.

Irina shrugged as she watched the two enraptured women lost in their own worlds.

"A woman whose inner fire takes too long to ignite can be a bit stifling."

She said it as if it were someone else’s problem.

Everyone almost chuckled and brushed off her teasing, but Christy snapped back quickly.

"Are _you_ the one to say that? To someone who was a 150-year-old virgin!"

"Mug!?!"

That’s when everyone remembered—among this group, Irina was definitely in the older generation.

The only ones certainly older than her were the Dark Elf sisters, Lila, and maybe Christy.

The fact that _she_ was happily sporting a collar made it the perfect "the pot calling the kettle black" moment.

Finally…

"I am Fennel, of the Silver Lineage. …I hope to continue receiving my Master’s favor."

"M-My name is Golden Oregano! I take joy in being toyed with by my Master, wherever his carnal desires may lead!"

"Oregano, calm down a bit… I’m Golden Savory. Well, if I get trained into having a baby or two, I guess that’s fine."

"...I'm Rosemary… My Master taught me so many naughty things…"

The four girls introduced themselves.

So many captivating women gathered here, all eagerly anticipating my lecherous desires.

It was an indescribably happy situation, but it also meant a considerable amount of work.

…I only vaguely understood that.

But hey, hesitating in the face of happiness wasn’t in my nature.

There’s no need to reiterate how I plunged headfirst into a decadent winter vacation.
Extra 9: Polka Polka
Polka Polka 1
This story takes place during the Celesta Lapal Travel Arc, around chapters 428 to 488.

"Looks like the snow's finally melted in a hurry these past few days."

Sebory leaned against the tavern window, squinting contentedly despite the cold wind blowing in.

Hanna, the tavern owner—affectionately known as "Okaasan"—replied while preparing drinks. "Be careful, though. The shaded north side still stubbornly holds onto patches of ice. Newcomers often get lured by the nice weather and picnic there, only to fall for it."

"Ah. They sit down without noticing the frozen ground."

"They'd realize if they just checked, but they're so set on resting in the shade, and with everything turning into grassland, they end up doing it. Then, after a while, _hyaaai_—"

"Ahahaha. Elves wouldn't be so foolish, right?"

"Is that so? Well, when you think about it, we just happen to live next door but never actually meet. Maybe I was being presumptuous."

"Yeah, something like that. Besides, people probably see me and Origan as sixteen or seventeen-year-old girls, but we're actually close to thirty, you know?"

"Oh?"

"…Well, it's a secret from our masters. Apparently, being at this awkward age—kind of human-like—makes it really hard to express certain emotions."

"Might be true."

"Just so you know, elves under a hundred are basically treated like children, right? It's not like we're especially childish or anything?"

Hanna burst out laughing at Sebory's desperate explanation.

"Fufufufu, I get it, I get it. Besides, I don't think of you or Origan as kids either. There are plenty of twenty-somethings who act like children, you know? Like Kiel from the Lindon family."

"Being compared to him and called an adult is… complicated…"

Kiel was known among the tavern's regulars for his exceptional childishness—or rather, smallness. Was it a compliment if people said he was more reliable than Kiel?

As they were talking, Cute burst in with a loud _thunk_ of the front door.

"Nya!"

"Hey, Cute. Don't just greet people with 'Nya'."

"Nyu… oh, good morning—"

"Good, good."

"Sebory, shouldn't you say something like 'Good work today' in a place like this? It's not even morning anymore."

"W-well, according to Hilda, in some industries there's no night or day, so people use 'Good morning' as a way of saying 'Good luck with your work,' since the moment they start working is their morning."

"I don't know what industry that is, but we have mornings and nights here, so I want morning greetings in the morning!"

"Nya—"

"Cute! Don't just use 'Nya' as a way to get attention. Talk to people properly."

"Nyu…"

"And don't use it instead of 'Yes'!"

"Sebory… if you can tell the difference between all those 'Nyas,' why not just let her say them as is?"

"No way! I have to teach young ones proper manners. Besides, using 'nya-nya' just because she has cat ears is so cringey it's almost endearing. Stop relying on cheap tricks and learn some shame!"

Sebory clenched her fists and launched into a passionate speech.

"I don't really get it, but Cute, listen to Sebory… somewhat."

"Nya."

"Hey, I told you not to say 'nyaa'! Did you listen to me?!"

"I didn't quite catch that."

The tavern was peaceful as ever today.

"Actually, this is the first Polka Spring for us."

"Hmm. Now that you mention it, I suppose it is."

Around the same time, Fennel was engaged in small talk with Airena, who had finished her morning paperwork, while preparing tea.

"You two appeared in Polka around late autumn last year, if memory serves."

"That's right. It was already starting to snow..."

"Haven't you ever left the forest before?"

"I have a few times... I even acted as a liaison with Misty Palace. But my slender arms couldn't wield a bow, so I couldn't venture into the populated areas."

"Silver was quite eager, you see."

"Yes. So, this is almost the first time I've seen flowers bloom from the snow, like they're being resurrected. It's wonderful, isn't it? The way the earth works in harmony with the seasons."

"Hmm. The eternal spring of the northern forest is beautiful too, but perhaps the cold autumns and winters, and the warm springs and summers, are forging life in the outside world like a blacksmith's hammer shaping iron."

Airena sat deeply in the chair that was too large for her, dangling her feet and unconsciously stroking the collar around her neck. Fennel chuckled at her gesture.

"What is it?"

"You brought up blacksmiths, so I just..."

"...I suppose there's no helping it. You'd likely associate with the same person, wouldn't you?"

"Yes... What do you think Master is doing?"

"Well, Celesta has far too many places we don't know about. Though, wherever he goes, his bed must be in high demand."

"That's a little jealous-making, isn't it?"

"Hmm. Honestly, Christy, there's hardly any urgency to winter work, yet she's grounding me because she can't fly around due to her position."

Airena began grumbling, but an elf's ears are far better than a human's.

"You're the official Polka ambassador, White Clan Elder? If you're going to take on that responsibility yourself, I can't be left in charge of everything, especially as just a representative from another clan, and that too, someone as insignificant as me."

Christy entered the office naturally from outside.

Fennel's eyes widened slightly in fear, and Airena pouted, looking embarrassed.

"There won't be any major issues requiring full authority in Polka. This is a frontier region, and Misty's dragons come and go here."

"That's precisely when problems arise, when you let your guard down. If everything could be solved with brute force, what's the point of an ambassador?"

"Mmm... mmm..."

"Besides, a woman isn't just meant to follow along all the time. Sometimes, distance only strengthens a relationship between men and women. Like forging iron with cold and heat."

"Mmm... Well, I can see the logic in that, but..."

"If you're always following, you have to compete for Master's attention among all the other women, especially when he has other duties? Travel fatigue also works against you more than it does for the stronger warriors. Wouldn't it be better to wait with full preparations and offer him a special pleasure at just the right moment? That would appeal to him much more strongly, don't you think?"

"...You're quite cunning... no, sly."

"Even if you rephrase it, it doesn't sound much better, does it, Airena?"

"I, I admit it. Don't get so worked up."

Airena hurriedly defended herself as Christy's voice became slightly menacing while still smiling.

"But realistically, we, the ones who stayed behind, can’t compete with the accompanying group in sheer volume of service… It’s quality, definitely."

Fennel chimed in, sensing the air had eased slightly and that steering the conversation toward something Irina would settle into was for the best.

Christy nodded. "To make this _poruka_ the first place Master wants to return to, we need to focus our service. Like… Master enjoys clever group sex, so we could tailor things around that."

"Our four houses are already isolated from the others, so it’s perfect for something like that… Maybe we should wait in poses that stoke Master’s baser desires?"

"Baser desires? Should I have Origan make us some whore outfits?"

"That’s a good idea. Oh! We could even put up a sign. Something like _Elf Territory Public Brothel_."

"If we don’t keep it hush-hush, the other clans will hear and be furious."

"Of course, if we do put up a sign, Lady Irina will become one of our whores, right?"

Fennel was gleefully scheming. Irina hesitated, but her expression wasn't entirely dismissive as she nodded cautiously.

"Well… if only Master Smisson is the client… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to take off the collar and sell springtime once in a while."

"Everyone gets bought for a single coin and used freely to satisfy carnal desires. It might even be fun to deliberately limit the play and say, _'Anything beyond this point costs extra'_!"

"Hmm… Not bad at all… Of course, Christy would join in too, wouldn’t you?"

"I feel like I’d stick out like a sore thumb…"

"Then why don’t you, Christy, team up with Lady Lyra, the Glorious Princess, and Lady Hilda to open a different brothel? It’ll have a completely different flavor from ours."

"I feel like I’m being treated like an old hag…"

"N-no, it’s just your imagination. The Glorious Princess and Lady Lyra aren’t that different from me."

_The Andy-exclusive back-alley brothel plan._

Later, this would even involve the Catfolk’s _Cat Mansion_ and getting Jeanne to mint special coins for it—but that’s another story.

And Tark’s certain… _certain_… whore would be involved as a technical advisor, but again, that’s a story for another time.

"Anyway, if there’s one thing I miss most about coming back to this _poruka_, it’s definitely the hot springs."

"Hmm. There’s something indescribable about that sensation of fatigue melting away with a soothing gurgle."

"I think it’s about time we stopped sneaking around and started serving Master in the hot springs properly."

"What? But whether it’s the men’s bath or the women’s, we can’t completely shut out other customers. And getting permission from Baron for branching off the water source would be far too awkward."

"Right now, the best solution is probably a magically sealed chamber, isn’t it?"

Irina and Fennel offered sensible answers.

"That’s true, but actually, there’s a possibility of building another hot spring outside town."

"What?"

"A little ways into the forest, just before the area affected by the ancient ward. There seems to be a spring about two kilometers from town. The Baron knew it existed for years, but since it was in the forest, he left it untouched out of consideration for the elves. But since we _are_ the elves now, that problem’s gone…"

"You want to exploit that?"

"Don’t be so rude. I consulted with the Baron about using it, and he said, _'The townsfolk already have a bathhouse nearby, so they won’t bother going deep into the forest.'_ So, if we independently set up a bathhouse there ourselves, it could become a service bath exclusively for Master. But…"

"But?"

"We can’t use outsiders for the construction, not with that purpose in mind."

"Ah…."

"True… It’s hard to ask the elf family headmasters without revealing the secret."

Humans wouldn’t bother venturing into the depths of a confusing forest just to reach a hot spring, but for elves, making your location public inevitably draws some visitors. Since all the springs on the Trotto side are (procedurally) Baron’s property, you have no choice but to nod when asked if they can enter.

The three elves shared the desire to use it without reservation for their naked rendezvous with Andy and scratched their heads.

"Word is Diane’s also skilled in architecture—what do you think? When will we ever have time to build something like that?"

"More than that, aren’t we short on manpower? We can’t exactly rely on a dragon’s bulk to make things easier in the forest…"

"If we take our time, is there anything we can’t accomplish? All we really need is an easily-cleaned bath and a changing room for clothes, right?"

"And a meandering waterway to cool the hot spring to the right temperature. If possible, we should draw in cold water from somewhere to make adjustments…"

"You’re being greedy without enough expertise. Christy, haven’t you studied that sort of thing?"

"I’ve at least never trained with a hammer and nails…"

The three whispered and exchanged ideas.

And the half-elf’s ears—far sharper than a human’s—caught every word.

"Oh dear, it seems you’re in trouble!"

"If it’s about Andy, we’ll be sure to call you in."

With a _click_, the door opened, revealing Selen, her pregnant belly held gently, and Jeanne, cradling Peter, both wearing confident smiles.

(To Be Continued)
Polka Polka 2
The Poruka Temple of the Royal Church.

A small but venerable institution with over a hundred years of tradition, it serves as a crucial facility responsible for most of this town’s wisdom and entertainment.

When explained like that, most people would say, _“Doesn’t Poruka’s entertainment just mean booze and hot springs?”_ But only a few old geezers really enjoy their liquor that much. Hot springs are woven into the lives of common folk, but they can’t be considered the primary form of entertainment. There are those oddballs who claim that as long as they get to soak in a bath, life is perfect, but normally, a bath’s role is to soothe tired bodies and wash away grime—Poruka’s sacred springs are no different. To call that the greatest entertainment is like saying, _“Sleep is the best form of entertainment,”_ which sounds pretty lonely when you think about it.

No.

The church’s role is to host Poruka’s various festivals and constantly pass down music, songs, dances, and even the nation’s accumulated tales to the townspeople.

In the cities, temples were already starting to be seen as facilities _only_ for weddings, funerals, and such. But in this simple age, in this simple town, a temple was something _fun_.

But.

…

Loree of the Golden Clan, an elf who had recently been appointed as a temporary teacher at that temple, was perplexed.

Her assigned task was to teach arithmetic to the children. She was having trouble with kids who weren’t too keen on learning, but thanks to her short stature—which made her seem approachable—or perhaps the surprising effectiveness of her "whip," the children seemed to remember what she taught, earning her praise from priests and parents alike.

However, recently, non-children had started showing up in her class.

If it were just adults watching their own kids’ lessons, she wouldn’t be bothered. In fact, quite a few parents would glance over for ten minutes while on their way to work. It was welcome behavior when the children straightened up to avoid getting scolded or to earn praise from those parents.

But no—it was Azer and Lizel, the cat sisters, who were inexplicably sitting in the front row during class.

“…Hey, you two.”

“?”

“Nya?”

“Why are you here? Weren’t you supposed to be working at Schneider’s inn?”

“Big sis does most of it, so it’s all good nya.”

“Yeah.”

“…Um. This is really hard to say, but honestly, you’re kind of in the way.”

“Ehh?”

“It’s fine—Loree’s stories are interesting, though.”

“I don’t think I’m telling _that_ interesting stories… this is a study for kids, and it doesn’t mean anything to you two.”

“?”

“You know nothing about any of this, right?”

The flashy tawny-and-black tabby sisters, Azer and Lizel, tilted their heads in confusion, their matching fur-tipped ears twitching.

Hearing that, the children behind them started making noise.

“Seriously?”

“Are catfolk _that_ dumb?”

“Don’t call me names! There’s no one else who’ll teach us this stuff!”

“You can survive in the desert colony even if you don’t know any of this—just hunt!”

“Ehhh, sounds good. Maybe I’ll move to the desert too.”

“You can’t even hunt yourself, can you?”

“Shut up. If those dumb cats can do it, so can I.”

“In my colony, we hunt in dungeons, though.”

"If you let your guard down, you might die. Especially when dealing with monsters."

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

The boy who had been cocky about the harsh realities of desert life turned pale at the Maple Sisters' blunt warning.

When they said "monster," they meant Madwolves. These wolf-like creatures with horse-sized bodies had broken into town several times before, and anyone who knew their terror would agree it was no laughing matter.

"Easy there, easy there. You can listen, but move back a bit. The kids have their heads down."

"Mrow."

"Mrow."

The cat sisters reluctantly shifted seats, looking slightly disgruntled.

"Hey, hey, is it true that all the catkin women get it on with that perverted Andi guy?"

The boy, who had just turned pale, quickly recovered and whispered a lewd question to the cat sisters who had moved closer.

"Not everyone, you know."

"Barbara hasn't, either."

"...Then who else?"

"Hmm, I dunno?"

"We have, though."

"Hey! No weird talk during class!"

"...Hey, if you're getting it on with that perverted Andi, then good for you. Can I get a turn to touch your boobs later? (←whisper)"

"Nope."

"You're okay because you're our master. You're such a joke. Why don't you just go play with Mommy's boobs?"

The cat girls were completely unimpressed by the boy's lewd request. The boy's face turned bright red, and the other kids burst out laughing.

"Knock it off already!"

Loree's chalk flew through the air and exploded against the foreheads of the cat girl and the boy with a _thwack_.

"Ouch!?"

"Gwoaaaah!?"

"No dirty talk now! It's math time!"

With a flick of her wrist, Loree unleashed a triple shot. Her strange skills were developing nicely.

By the way, as interactions with the Catkin Colony increased, so did the need for basic education. Eventually, Loree would end up teaching at a private school for them, but that was a story for much later.

"Even if we try to talk to them, Jeanne and Selen probably can't even move properly..."

Fennel said with a troubled look.

Jeanne was one thing, but there was no way Selen, with her huge belly, could do any carpentry work. If she were lighter, it might be possible, though.

"I just have to feed Peter sometimes, but that doesn't mean I can't do physical labor."

"I can't do carpentry, but I can handle simple designs. Like calculating the necessary lumber. And it doesn't have to be done in one day; we can help out properly after the baby is born."

"That's true..."

"Before you know it, she'll be ready to give birth any day now."

Irina and Christy exchanged glances.

"If you're short-handed, why not call on Marone or Millie? Besides, I'm kinda picturing them as carpenters too, even though I'm excluding them for some reason. What about Oregano and Sebory?"

"Is that so..."

Fennel makes a difficult face.

"I hear the money clan has a lot of skilled craftsmen anyway."

"They do have a lot, but those girls aren't exactly heirs to anything in particular..."

"Why not just let them try? If they can't do it, Jeanne's workload just increases."

"That might be true, but..."

Fennel looks worried. Selen, having been offered a chair by Christy, sits down with an air of effort and says with a slightly knowing look, "You should try anything if there aren't any specialists. Saying you're bad at something or it's outside your expertise seems like a reasonable excuse, but being able to get someone else to do it is actually incredibly privileged and spoiled. If it's necessary, you'll pick things up even if you're clumsy or inexperienced by doing them. 'The right person for the right job' is just a saying for when there are too many people."

"Coming from Selen, that's pretty convincing."

"Look, Apple can do all sorts of things now that she had to. So, why not give it a shot? There's no reason why carpentry has to be a man's domain, and you can rely on Jeanne or the Bronze Dragon folks for the parts that require strength. If you're unhappy with the result, you can just rebuild it. You long-lived types have all the time in the world to practice."

"...That might be true. Even though we elves are dwindling in numbers, I've been thinking too much about group logic."

Fennel admits.

Christy looks at Selen with admiration.

"You really do think differently about people, Selen. Ever since I started leading people, I tend to get caught up in aptitude and numbers."

"That's just because elves are so used to stability and longevity that their vision gets narrowed. Anyone can try something and be quite good at it, and nothing has to be perfect."

Jeanne (Peter had entrusted her to Selen) nods with her arms crossed.

"Yeah. Even a girl who's never done anything sexy before, even if she's just Andy's female slave, if Andy asks her to do something and praises her, she'll realize she's not just the person she thought she was. A lot of girls say it feels like they've been reborn, but in the end, they just cling to what they're good at, which isn't great. It's a good opportunity, so I think you should try to do as much as possible for Andy."

"Like building the bathhouse, or even the sex stuff."

"If you think of it as all being for Andy, then starting new lessons won't be a burden. Carpentry, blacksmithing, sexy techniques... if you believe they'll eventually lead to your ideal play... I'd love to have a dedicated bathhouse so I could do bathhouse duty."

"Mmm, bathhouse duty?"

"Waiting in the bath all day, and when Andy takes a quick dip, you nonchalantly stick your dick in, then relax in the bath again after he's satisfied... I want to be used like equipment♪"

"Isn't that something Master usually does in the bath...?"

"It's a situation where you can't really let loose except in the magic prison because it's hard to get wild in the bath."

"I'd love to have a worry-free, slow sex bath all night. Not shaking your hips violently, just keeping your dick inside forever♪"

"Hmm. If that's the case, I... well, I'd like to try it."

"I... a moon-viewing bath where I serve drinks and get to feast on dick juice... oh, that's a little crude, isn't it?"

"Too late for that, Christy."

"I can see Andy being completely undone by Christy-sama♪"

The afternoon at the baron's estate passes with lively chatter.

"Marone. Listen, I don't mean this to offend you, but..."

"Huh?"

Around that time, Marone and Oregano were helping their mother Marie with cooking as part of learning "Mom's Recipes."

"If you're such a good girl, I think you'll end up with a much better man than some scumbag like Andy. So... maybe you should stop with the female slave stuff and weird games?"

"Eh..."

"I've heard that beastmen get way more horny than humans during the full moon. Even if it's just a racial trait, having a period where you're _that_ lewd… I can see why she feels bad. But still, that doesn't mean she should call herself a… a dray… yeah, a slave. Andy's an idiot, so he just laughs it off and spreads it to ten, twenty people… but just because everyone else is doing it doesn't mean Malorne has to be the same! There are tons of guys in even a slightly bigger town who would love a quiet, cute girl like her with all their hearts. If you're gonna say something bad about Andy, I'll shut you up."

"…I don't want to…"

"…You don't? I think it's way worse than the men in Trott treating women like dirt."

"I… I want to have Master's child here… not some stranger who'll take care of me, but I want Master to dote on them so much… even though I've been meaning to be that kind of person, but…"

Malorne peeled an apple, her face downcast. Seeing Malorne with her ears flattened and on the verge of tears, Marie raised her hands in surrender.

"…Sigh. I always wonder what she did to deserve him."

She turned back to the pot with a tired expression, slumping her shoulders.

"That's why I told you, Mother-in-law. Everyone really loves Master, they're all convinced."

Oregano smiled as she offered a sprig of chopped herbs.

"We've already checked all the kittens, haven't we? And now… hmm, I thought at least one was just going with the flow. But most of them are practically virgins, right? Once the heat wears off, they'll probably think, 'What have I done?'"

"Who knows? Master seems to get more and more attractive every time he goes on an adventure… and at least we elves aren't easily swayed when it comes to love. We're not the type to change our minds so easily."

"I feel like she's being deceived…"

"That's because you're her mother. You see her as a child, so Master's charm doesn't reach her."

"Not at all! I think there's no woman who cares about Andy more than me? That's just what mothers are like."

"Ah… but that's still different from how we want to be loved by Master, to become part of his life."

"Hmm… as a mother, I can't help but want to stop my son from doing something so impossible, and stop the daughters who seem to misunderstand him before they get hurt right in front of me… this isn't some royal harem. That child is my son, made with Master's seed!"

Oregano smiled wryly, then looked serious.

"…The king needs many wives because he's part of a system. But Master… Andy Smisson, carries the biggest burden to make the women he loves smile. I don't want him to fail, so everyone gathers their strength, and for their smiles, he expresses his love… not as a harem system, but as a gathering that inevitably formed. If that person is happy that we are females, then of course we want to offer ourselves to him. This might sound self-centered, but I'm sure the laws made for someone else in an older era don't fit us."

"…I don't think he's that kind of guy. My Andy…"

"Even if he is, I'll be his female slave until the day he dies."

Oregano said with a smile as clear as crystal.

The sunset enveloped the town of Polka. In the south, Andy was leaping into another adventure they didn't know about. Each of them thought of the day they would welcome him back.
Extra 10: Refrain Memories
Refrain Memories
This is a story from after the start of Part Three.
The town of Polka, at the northern edge of the Trollot Kingdom, was welcoming its brief summer.
Flocks of sheep visited the verdant grasslands, and the shepherds, taking a break at the sacred spring, voiced their amazement at the changing face of the town.

"Welcome... Oh, Jeanne! Is there anything you need today?"

"I'm trying my hand at making children's skirts as practice for sewing. Looking for something decently priced and good-looking."

"Sewing practice... I thought Jeanne was skilled enough to make clothes."

"I've done some patching before. But making a whole garment from scratch is still new to me. Vera-baachan said she'd teach me, so I decided to give it a try."

"Ah, the midwife... but skirts? Not for little Peter?"

"For Elenia. Besides, if I learn how to tailor, there's more demand for women's clothing around Andy's place anyway."

"You're going to make them for everyone...? Are you planning on becoming a tailor instead of a blacksmith?"

"I'm not thinking that far ahead. But it can't hurt to be able to do it. With Selen and Apple taking turns watching the kids, I have plenty of time. Sharpening my skills."

"Hmph... I can't let myself fall behind either."

A passing shepherd stared at Jeanne and Oregano as they chatted amiably while checking the stock, his face a mask of shock.

"...This is something else... A dwarf and an elf chatting so friendly in a human town... I've never seen anything like it."

"Ah, welcome! How about a waterproof cloak to prepare for sudden rain? It's a bit pricey, but it's made from high-quality cloth woven in the Northern Forest—light, soft, and exceptionally water-resistant. Not a drop gets through even in a downpour, and it doesn't get stuffy. We also have hats made from the same material."

"Ah, well... I heard that elven crafts are becoming available lately... but is it alright for someone like me to buy them?"

"The big trading companies, starting with Sylvfeed, get their own separate shipments. ...This isn't an elven direct-sales outlet; it's just a regular shop run by humans, and I'm just a hired clerk. If you're willing to pay, I won't be picky about my customers!"

"I see... Still, letting a dwarf in so friendly..."

"Jeanne is like family to me."

"Family...?"

The shepherd looked utterly confused.

Generally speaking, that's how it was. Elves and dwarves were supposed to despise each other.

An elf being "friendly toward dwarves" was already unusual. But casually calling them "family"? That was like pointing at an apple and calling it a fish.

"That's just how things are in the world. Especially in Trollot, where people tend to look down on races other than humans."

"Hmph, that's a shame... Everyone would be better off living together, and if individuals understood each other deeply, they wouldn't bring those racial prejudices with them."

"Well, I can't exactly talk. If Lila-neechama and Andy hadn't dragged me along, I'd probably still have some weirdly discounted opinions about elves."

"If you say that, then what would we do without Master's help in the forest..."

"Truly, Andy is an amazing man."

Such conversations confirming Andy's greatness were common among the female slaves.
Whether he understood it himself or not, many had had their lives and environments completely changed by him.
Especially the fact that the elven territory was beginning to open up to the outside world—that would never have happened without Andy's intervention. That event, like a crack in an eternally overcast sky, was an achievement worthy of being called world-changing for the elves of the forest, no matter what he thought of it.

For the elves, becoming close to such a person was like stepping into mythology, and no matter how much they spoke of its wonder, their pride never faded. And hearing it, the other female slaves renewed their feelings of admiration for him.
Though it was almost masturbatory in nature, sharing it strengthened their bonds.
And as a result, the consciousness among them began to diverge quite a bit from that of the residents of Polka, visitors, and even Andy himself—but the title of "female slave," originally incomprehensible to outsiders, meant that no matter how wide or deep that divergence became, it was easily overlooked.

Thanks to this, in Polka, the more time Andy spent away, the more girls lost their resistance to extraordinary behavior and became devoted to him... or so some would say, a strange trend of "the training of female slaves progressing" was beginning to emerge.

Meanwhile, at the Baron's mansion…

"……"

"…Hey, hey… Selen? Um… haven’t you been acting kinda… off lately?"

"…………Hmm."

Apple, who usually cooed at Peter, couldn’t stand Selen’s strange gaze as she fussed over Elenia.

Lately, Selen had been staring at Apple with a dead-serious expression—more like observing her. It was happening more and more often.

Apple had known Selen for ages. She knew Selen was actually a very straightforward person.

Selen possessed the skills to befuddle people and the eloquence to talk circles around them, but she didn’t use them in everyday life.

She’d immediately distance herself from anyone she disliked, and when she had something to say, she said it straight. She thoroughly disregarded almost everyone except a select few… or rather, she made the decision _quickly_ that "this person doesn’t deserve my effort." Because she’d been oppressed and looked down on as a Half-Elf, she was exceptionally good at discerning who and what were worth her time.

She completely omitted any part of that "social niceties" kind of frankness.

It wasn’t that she didn’t know manners—far from it; if you made her, she could master any etiquette—but she ignored them entirely when they weren’t necessary.

So, the fact that Selen was staring at her meant there had to be some reason. It wasn’t like she was just hesitating over something meaningless. There _had_ to be a special meaning.

But Apple couldn’t think of anything.

Peter was as happy as ever, nuzzling Apple’s nipples, but it probably wasn’t him. Selen had only started looking at her with that expression a few days ago.

But Selen said nothing.

It was rare for Selen to be so vague. Maybe she suspected something… well, Apple didn’t know, but something serious. She grew anxious.

Selen hummed "Hmm…" blankly while nursing Elenia, then shifted her gaze and muttered,

"Apple… back when you were… doing sexy things with Andy… you did it in all sorts of places, right?"

"Huh? Y-yeah… I guess so?"

Apple didn’t understand the sudden change of subject and answered vaguely.

"Not just the hunter’s hut, but behind the hot springs, or in the forest bushes… Come to think of it, how did you do it there without getting caught? Someone might have seen me sucking Andy’s dick as they walked by."

"Eh, but Selen was already healed by then, so she secretly used magic to hide us…"

"…………"

"Selen?"

Selen turned her gaze back to Apple.

Then, after a moment…

"…Apple. …Your memories… they’re back, right? Why are you pretending not to know about that?"

"!!!"

Apple froze. Peter, pressed against her breast in her arms, let out a strange noise—_ngubuuu_.

She frantically loosened her grip, but luckily, Peter didn’t seem inclined to cry… no, he had a look of revelation on his face, like "Aha! A way to enjoy big breasts is to use my whole face! This is amazing!" and promptly pressed his face against her again with full force, letting out another _ngubuuu_.

"W-what are you doing, Peter?"

"Apple… don’t lie. When… did your memories come back?"

"…………"

Apple sighed softly.

"…It wasn’t that long ago. When I was adventuring with Andy in the Kingdom of Carlwin… hmm, no, it was a little before that, I felt kind of hazy… Ah, like when you feel something’s off but can’t quite remember it, and it just fades away because you can’t find a starting point."

"…That was in Carlwin, you say?"

"…Yeah."

Apple nodded softly.

"There was a time when everyone else was about to give up, and I had to be like Andy. …I tried to cheer everyone up by being like Andy… And when I was desperately trying to remember what Andy said then… Suddenly, Andy’s childhood came flooding back."

"…Why didn’t you say anything about it?"

"I didn’t know. I couldn’t tell if it was a real memory or just some kind of fantasy… I’d been told the broad strokes by Selen, so maybe I fabricated the rest with that knowledge… That’s what I thought."

"But," Apple continued, stroking Peter’s head as he pressed his face against her breasts, thoroughly exploring the feel of her new chest with a wry smile. "Gradually, things started to become clearer… Memories I’d never heard before, connections between events… All of that came back. And I wondered why. I didn’t know Andy, and I knew my memories were gone, but even so, Andy still said he wanted me… I was falling in love with Andy all over again as a new version of myself. So it was resolved, so why are these things popping up now?"

"…It must be…"

Selen tried to offer an interpretation.

It must be because Apple hadn’t fully come to terms with loving Andy deep down.

As long as Selen wanted to live that way, Apple had no choice but to follow Selen and become a female slave together… That was the only way to live. Apple didn’t really have any other options.

Becoming a female slave was partly because the lingering feelings she had for Andy reacted, but mostly it was just her resolve.

Apple had decided that once before. This was just her deciding again.

Andy’s childhood wasn’t particularly remarkable. But if you depended on him and drew up a future together, it was still a happy picture. That was more than enough happiness for a rootless half-elf.

Re-recognizing that and accepting it was the female slave contract… And what drove Apple to such earnest service.

But when Apple accompanied him on his extreme journey, struggled to be useful, and truly acknowledged his strength and virtues… I think that’s when the memories she couldn’t quite grasp before, like a dream, finally connected.

But Selen stopped herself from explaining it further.

It would be presumptuous. Explaining "Why you love your partner" with such an air of authority.

"…If you told Andy about this, he might cherish you even more than he does now."

"…It feels like I’ve become two people, and I’m not quite convinced. The feelings of loving Andy anew and the old feelings of being obsessed with him… Both are strong, but they don’t quite mesh. …Loving the same person, but with different reasons for 'liking' them, living independently together… Do you understand that?"

"…Sorry, it might be hard to grasp."

She could imagine it, but empathy would be difficult. Two similar yet divergent feelings directed at one person.

Apple had been carrying that silently within her.

"…Selen, you get that kind of thing, don’t you?"

"Hmm… I just thought the atmosphere was a little different since she came back. I wasn’t sure if it was because of that amazing journey or something else… I couldn’t figure out which, so I was always wondering."

"What were you going to do if it turned out to be different from what you expected?"

"…I just wanted to know the truth, I guess."

Selen smiled wryly.

That was just another trait of a lonely half-elf.

It wasn’t that she didn’t care about her best friend. She just wanted to understand why she had changed.

Now she realized that she had been making her friend anxious for it, and she gave herself a little tap on the head, thinking she still had a long way to go.

"…I hope you can talk to Andy about that someday."

"…Hmm. I don’t know if that’s a good thing or not."

"It’ll be a good thing, I’m sure."

Holding the baby, they smiled at each other gently, forgiving each other’s doubts and lies.

_(Note: The translation preserves the original tone—soft, intimate, and slightly melancholic—while accurately conveying the nuance of "forgiving" past deceptions.)_
Extra 11: A Glorious Dream of Battle
A Vision of Splendid Battle
Around chapter 666, during the "Summer Spirit Festival."
"That is why I cannot go with you!"

The silver dragon declared this before beating her mighty wings against the air and kicking down the rocky mountain peak with her powerful legs.
Her name was Leila.
And the black dragon Laila accepted this, entrusting her master, her best friend, and the friend who had become her servant to the following Mia for protection.
"Diane… I leave them in your care."

Dragon against dragon.
And those who had defined themselves as the world’s final guardians of their masters.
With empathy in their hearts and the pride that they were the strongest burning within, the black dragon Laila roared and slammed her own massive black form into the silver giant rising from below at an unhesitant speed.

"…A dream, then."
Laila murmured softly.
Dragons do not sleep. They need not sleep.
Most other races believe this. And it is close to the truth.
They can live without sleep, and they can rest standing, sitting, or even while flying through the sky.
The time needed for sleep is also not long. Even if they do sleep, they awaken in a matter of minutes, at most an hour.
It is not driven by a desire to sleep. It might be akin to what humans call "spacing out."
But for dragons, it was also something precious—a form of self-discovery.
For a dragon with power so great that nothing in this world could surpass it, and who could do as they pleased without hindrance, surrendering their consciousness to the darkness and sensing what lay beyond was an important thing.
To dream was one thing, and to feel the moment their sense of self vanished without dreaming was another. It was secretly considered an important process for objectively assessing the value of oneself.
"Are you longing for memories of your glorious deeds…? Even I am still so shallow."

The violent collision shattered scales from both sides, sending them scattering.
A dragon’s hide, impervious to even human weaponry, offers little protection in a clash between dragons.
But beneath it lies unimaginable strength in their muscles, the bones that support them, and above all, the astonishing regenerative power that heals them in an instant.
Scales are but a small part of a dragon’s strength.
The two beasts rebounded from the impact.
Laila was sent back into the sky as if a ball had bounced off the ground, while Leila was driven downward by gravity.
Attacking from above is still advantageous in aerial combat. But Leila was well aware of this.
"Pathetic."

The silver dragon barely avoided crashing into the ground, and Laila mercilessly dove down to attack.
In terms of physical resilience, she had the advantage as a fire dragon. To meet her attack from below, even as a show of defiance, was foolish.
Laila hammered that frustration into her.
Leila evaded the heavy blow by deliberately maintaining near-fall velocity, skimming just above the ground and kicking off the earth to change direction.
The black dragon’s claws gouged deeply into the mountain face. But—
"Did you think that would hold me?"

Laila used the claw she had driven into the ground as a pivot, swinging her entire body in an arc to land, then immediately sprinted with the agility of a beast, not missing Leila as she staggered from using the ground mid-flight, and leaped to finally slam her down to earth.

A sudden burst of speed was naturally faster than flying by pushing against the soft air—kicking off the ground was quicker.

Though, for any dragon other than Laila, the transition from the sensation of a bird taking to the sky to that of a beast racing across the land might not have been possible so abruptly.

"Got you!"

"Not yet."

Laila stretched her four legs, leaped, and tried to soar back into the sky.

But Laila grabbed her tail, folded her wings, and spun sideways, wrapping herself around the silver dragon, slamming her down again, crushing her beneath her weight before surging over her.

The wasteland where these two sixty-meter giants clashed continued to tremble from the impact.

Yet even Laila’s twice-repeated blows had not yet been effective against Laila.

A battle between dragons with superior recovery wouldn’t end after inflicting wounds just twice or thrice. This was merely a warm-up, far from causing any serious harm.

"So eager to take flight, yet when the moment comes, you only flee."

"Impossible… Black Dragon, I shall have you fall for my master."

"Hoh?"

Laila severed her own tail. The silver dragon fled, scattering blood, but now readjusted, she took to the sky powerfully while regenerating her tail and unleashed a Blizzard Breath.

"Nyuu!"

Dragon breath has no effect on its own kind. But for Laila, the fire dragon, ice—her opposite element—wasn’t entirely harmless. She could endure it better than ordinary races, but it still affected her.

Her limbs froze instantly, losing strength. For a normal race, that would be the end of them. The cold was enough to shred their tissues in an instant.

But the same applied to Laila.

"Don’t underestimate me."

Laila muttered, unleashing her flames.

The fire she spewed expanded and exploded through the rapidly frozen world.

Water vapor instantly condensed from the air, turning back into scorching steam, enveloping the space between the two dragons in a white smoke screen.

Simply warming the frozen damage wasn’t enough to erase it, so Laila poured her own vitality into healing it while chasing after Laila in the sky.

This time, Laila gained the upper hand.

Ice dragons tend to have superior flight capabilities. Perhaps she believed that if she could establish a proper stance in the air, she wouldn’t lose to Laila.

But Laila scoffed as she pursued her.

"Did you think this Laila was just some fire dragon, some black dragon?"

The reason ice dragons are said to be strong in the sky isn’t due to physical prowess but rather their relatively superior perception of wind currents and atmospheric changes.

That’s a vital ability for long-distance flight—small differences accumulate into significant ones.

But if it were merely about flying fast and maneuvering, that would be another matter entirely.

Laila forced herself to fly faster, surpassing Laila’s movements.

"Kuh."

"I’ll commend your cunning tactics and will to win, even if you’re just a little clever. But—"

One of Laila’s claws pierced Laila’s belly.

"The true dragon is violence incarnate. Without the fanaticism to overcome impossibilities with one’s own nature, how could anything be forced?"

"You talk big."

"I have witnessed miracles. I continue to witness them."

While still taking Rayla’s counterattacks upon her own body, Laila delivers another blow, inflicting further damage.

Before either of them falls to the ground, they separate, scattering blood and scales as they continue their conversation—a roar-like exchange that sounds like nothing but bellowing to any outsider.

"Not mere coincidence, no. To draw forth something worthy of being called a miracle requires more than that. A resolve beyond what you can surpass."

"I don’t need miracles. I… I only need to do what I can."

"I _will_ create miracles. _We_ will create miracles. Whether you like it or not, follow Andy Smythson."

Once again, the two clash.

Straight, at the same altitude, head-on.

And at that moment, the difference in power becomes clear.

The silver dragon is clearly overpowered by the black dragon’s strength, sent flying backward.

"If you wish to die for your own fate, then so be it. A being of such caliber can never best me. An easy fight."

"Let me finish this!"

Rayla regains her footing and defiantly resists the hovering black dragon.

She lashes out with claws that could easily shatter stone, snaps at her with fangs that could swallow a horse whole, and struggles to bring Laila crashing down.

But Laila’s claws strike faster, her bite is repelled by a clenched fist, and when she recoils from the fire breath scorching her face at close range, Laila’s vertical-tailed sweep sends Rayla plummeting once more.

As the silver dragon bucked from the impact, Laila accelerates downward from the air, using both hind legs to stomp down on Rayla’s neck and flank as if tearing them away.

Yet even so, Rayla heals her wounds and rises again.

"Not… not yet. I can’t back down."

"Good."

In an instant, they separate.

Rayla launches from a desperate sprint, using her forelegs to vault into the air, then swings her tail diagonally downward in an attack aimed at Laila.

Laila intercepts with a body slam. The silver dragon’s form floats and rolls across the ground.

"Now, it’s my turn."

Laila pursues the rolling silver dragon and mimics her with a tail strike. The blow lands cleanly, sending Rayla bouncing away in a satisfying manner.

Yet still…

Even so, Rayla rises again, challenging the black dragon.

It’s not that her attacks fail to connect. It’s not that they don’t reach their mark.

She relies on that.

As if praying.

"...Or perhaps, that is… an interesting way of living for a dragon, I suppose. No."

Laila scratches her head and smiles as she looks around.

"War is nothing but a tedious instinct in the end. This is better."

The sight of women being held by their masters, looking happy.

For a moment, she wonders if that dragon knows this kind of joy.
Extra 12: Red Dragon Burning
Red Dragon Burning 1
Around the time of Chapter 702, "An Unremarkable Life," things were as follows.

The town of Polka was constantly visited by several Bronze Dragons, protected from excessive force by Andy Smythson's orders.

While Andy personally framed it as a friendly request, the dragons didn’t see it that way. They recognized it as Andy’s gentle “command,” and ultimately shared the supreme imperative of protecting his female slaves and blood relatives above all else.

The dragons didn’t particularly trust the human or elven communities, which were more like loose affiliations. They always kept the possibility of division and collapse through malice in mind.

That’s why they prioritized who to protect, with Andy himself at the top of the hierarchy, followed by others in a clearly ranked order.

For now, Polka as a whole wasn’t hostile toward Andy, so it was broadly protected. But if any such movement arose, Andy’s allies and enemies would be sharply distinguished, and the dragons’ power would be wielded with ruthless intent.

Baron Duran Goot led the regional community that vaguely surrounded Andy, flexibly protecting them… or at least, that’s how it appeared. In reality, they had clearly defined and shared those judgment criteria.

If the flow of sentiment toward Andy ever turned negative, Polka would be destroyed, leaving behind only the Smythson family and their female slaves. More coldly than the townspeople or even Andy realized, Polka was thriving in a precarious balance.

Amidst all this, the Bronze Dragons were secretly keeping a close eye on the young Red Dragon, Safur, and his elven partner, Rika.

There were many uncertain factors requiring judgment—foreigners, Northern Elves, naive beastfolk—but the most difficult was another dragon like himself. After all, he lacked the sensitivity to the “power” that most dragons shared. He barely understood how much a dragon’s violence could disrupt other races.

Even for someone so young, such cases were rare. If Safur acted out, the plan was to first protect the “townspeople,” treating them as Andy’s kin, then punish Safur, get Andy’s approval, and forcibly send him back to Dragon Palace, his rightful place of education—no matter how long it took to find it.

The Bronze Dragons were resolute in carrying out this plan.

Even if his elven partner grieved or rebelled, that was irrelevant. Anyone without a direct relationship with the Overlord Andy, or without official status as a Dragon Rider, was “other” to the dragons and unworthy of consideration.

How much did they realize they were being watched with such cold scrutiny?

They might not understand at all.

Even so, the Bronze Dragons—except for Maya—defined themselves as a system and waited for the moment to act.

The peace of Polka was maintained by a fragile balance.

"You know, these dragons in town are nice, but sometimes I think they’re a little cold," Safur said.

"Stop saying things like that, Safur. You never know who’s listening."

"If they have a problem, they’ll come and say it. Then I can tell them they were wrong."

Safur was walking through the outskirts of Polka with Rika in the summer heat.

Rika was an elf who was also an adventurer—a rare breed, living a life of constant travel.

Normally, elves valued their ancestral lands above all else, spending their long lives protecting specific territories. Their curiosity about distant places was often outweighed by the low intensity of their impulses, due to their long lifespans—basically, a dull sense of time that made them think nothing needed to be done "right now."

Rika was still relatively immature for an elf at 60 years old, but she possessed an exceptional strength of short-lived species’ impulses.

Some elves are forced to wander after their homelands are destroyed, but Rika wasn’t one of them. She simply had a fresh sensibility that differed from those around her, and an irresistible desire to see and experience the world’s various cultures. That’s why she got along with Safur, who also possessed an "out-of-place" sensibility.

"They never offer advice… I mean, not just humans, but even me or elves too. Since they’re dragons, I think there are tons of things they could advise us on, and lots of ways they could help without much effort."

"Hmm… But isn’t that kind of cold?"

"I’m just saying it’s a little cold. It’s not like I want to rely on them that much. But that kind of distance makes me feel like we’re not really comrades, you know?"

"But dragons can do so much with just a small gesture. If they act friendly to everyone, bad people might take advantage and cause trouble."

"If they’re not idiots, they should make those judgments themselves… It feels like they secretly think other people are stupid but still want to take all the responsibility."

"That’s a little… I think you’re being paranoid, Safur. Besides, if you feel that way, why don’t you just become a kinder dragon?"

"...I know, but it’s because I’m small, so everyone treats me like a kid. These guys are all messed up from Maya or something, and even though they know I’m a dragon, they still look down on me a little."

"It can't be helped. You've still got a long life ahead of you, so you can take your time growing up."
"...I'm already over forty, though."
Safur was born through skipped-generation inheritance from human parents, so his real father and mother are already old. The human sense of life just doesn't quite fit.
Unlike elves, dragons don't have a childhood that progresses at a human pace; their growth is also slower. But Safur, whose body remained the size of a baby while his intelligence was that of someone his age or older, and whose physical abilities were on par with beastmen, was often regarded as creepy when he was little.
However, even though his self-awareness developed early, he was still treated according to his appearance, so in the end, his spiritual maturity hadn't progressed much beyond a human's forties.
Since his appearance is young and he's treated like a child, he ends up being spoiled, and since his senses haven't dulled due to physical decline, he doesn't have the responsibilities of parenthood or the weight of parental duty.
It was inevitable that Safur would have the mentality of someone his age.
That's why he also tries to act older than he is, and makes hasty assumptions with a hint of wanting to be taken care of.
"I wish I could become a full-fledged adult soon. If I were properly recognized, Rika could be a Dragon Rider like that Andy, and the dragons would respect her just as much."
"I don't want any of that. I don't want to use Safur-kun's or other dragons' power to do something. If I had to do all sorts of things like Smisson-san, I wouldn't be able to enjoy traveling anymore."
"That guy seems to enjoy whatever he does... But, you know..."
Safur's face turned red.
Even now, Andy is constantly bringing new beautiful women from somewhere and having them serve him naked, often engaging in sex with them.
With a dragon's sharp senses, he can hear what Andy is doing no matter where he is, as long as he's in Polka.
Knowing Safur's strong senses and also being aware of Andy's womanizing ways, Rika guessed what was on his mind from his reaction.
"Ah, uh..."
"...Let's not talk about him."
"...But when I'm in Polka, I can't exactly make him a taboo subject..."
"...Seriously, the only thing that's holding him back is how perverted he is. It's true that he's quite an important figure, though."
Safur acknowledges Andy. He witnessed the battle in Rapal and the final showdown in Carlwin.
But he still can't fully accept Andy's indiscriminate indulgence in affairs with women.
His understanding of relationships is also lacking; he has knowledge but his feelings are like a child's, so he can't empathize, and while he can understand it as a form of power, he can't grasp it as romantic love between men and women.
Rika couldn't help but smile wryly at Safur's attitude, which was "typical" of him in many ways.
"Safur-kun, do you always listen to Smisson-san like that?"
"Always... Well, yeah, when I'm in Polka, he's always doing it, so I can't help but hear it... It's unavoidable..."
Safur stammered. He didn't want to be seen as a perverted guy who's always eavesdropping on Andy's affairs.
Rika couldn't stop smiling at Safur's reaction.
He's too young to be a dragon, but he's more than reliable enough for an ordinary person. Yet, when he's in human form, he still acts like a child and is awkward about sexy things, which is both adorable and endearing.
And thinking about how many more years he has to remain a "child" with such innocent reactions makes her feel a little frustrated.
Elves mature and become capable of reproduction within a human timeframe. But dragons are much further from that. It's pitiful.
And then she thinks about who will be the one to teach this Safur his first pleasure... and the thought that it might be some random stranger makes her anxious.
Rika feels indebted to Safur for saving her, relies on him, and considers herself close to him. But right now, their relationship is more like that of a "neighborly older sister" or a close relative.
Will Safur consult Rika when he becomes aware of his own sexual desires?
She doesn't know. He's met many attractive women in Polka, including those of his own kind.
Even though most of them are Andy's "possessions," can she say that there's no chance that Safur might try to settle for one of them...?

Thinking that, a tightness gripped her chest even behind the smile, and a sense of urgency welled up.

Even as she wondered if she’d be despised, on impulse… she whispered something immoral to Saffir.

"Hey, Saffir… aren’t you curious about what Smyson and the others are *doing*?"

"Huh…?"

That much.
If Andy was doing that so often, wouldn’t it be permissible?
With this polka. With her and Saffir. …Now.
With her, recovering from illness and still trembling at the memory of drugs.
Even if she sought Saffir’s warmth… even if she gave him pleasure under such a pretext.
Wouldn’t it be allowed?
"…Want to try?"

She whispered in his ear.
Saffir gasped. Rika, trembling slightly with the transgression of teaching a boy pleasure, felt her own body tingle sweetly.

On the summer grassland, Saffir lay down.

His lower half was bare, revealing what looked like a boy’s penis—still without any hair.

Not some pretentious term like *writhe*, *member*, or *erection*, but simply "penis"—a cute little urination tube only slightly thicker than her finger.

Rika took it in her hand and stroked it gently. She wasn’t practiced, of course. But after living sixty years, she had acquired knowledge.

The earnest little penis strained toward the heavens as much as it could within her slightly cold grasp, accepting stimulation while pointing at the blue sky through the green grass.

"Ri-Rika… Rika… me… me…"

"…What is it?"

"Th-that… d-don’t laugh…"

"Yeah. I can’t promise anything, but… I’ll listen to anything except if you tell me to stop."

"W-won’t you stop *at all*?"

"No. …If Saffir doesn’t come, I feel like I’ll go crazy."

"…W-why?"

"I don’t know."

A faint smile flickered across Rika’s face as she spoke things she didn’t fully understand, as if in a fever dream.
What was it? An obsession with Saffir’s cuteness? A grotesque lust? Possessiveness?
None of them quite fit. All she knew was that from the moment she’d taken Saffir’s penis in her hand, she couldn’t bear to let go without making him come.

Saffir wore a face as refined as an elf—more so than most elves—and his expression was a mix of excitement, guilt, joy, and confusion.

His lower half shamelessly exposed, leaving it all up to Rika.

The situation itself was irresistible.

"Rika… um… me…"

"What is it…?"

"A-Are you… not supposed to look at Ri-Rika’s… breasts?"

"…You want to see? In the middle of the day… out here, telling me to show you my boobs?"

"A-ah…!"

While stroking his small dick, Rika pressed him with a soft tone.

Safur’s adorable face turned away in embarrassment, as if he’d said something wrong.

Rika felt a fluffy, tingling excitement as she continued to stroke Safur’s dick up and down.

"Safur-kun, you’re such a pervert…"

"…S-sorry…"

"…It’s okay, I’ll show you."

Rika wanted to remember Safur’s expression at that moment forever.

His dick twitched in her hand, then something landed on her thumb.

"...You came already? Before even seeing my boobs?"

"A-ah…!"

"...Again…"

"!!"

Round and round.
The beautiful boy’s shifting expressions—joy, disappointment, shame, frustration—were utterly endearing.
"...Just one more time."

Whispering, Rika stripped in front of Safur, who looked utterly bewildered.
Just a plain meadow. In the middle of endless summer green.
For the sake of entertaining the eyes of just one little boy with his dick hard, she bared her upper body, then flung off her skirt and panties, exposing her natural form to the gentle summer breeze.

Transgression upon transgression. Her face, her ears, burned and weighed down with endless heat from excitement.

She showed Safur her trembling naked body, spun around for him to see… and then began stroking his dick again with her semen-slicked hand.

"U-uh… a-ah…!"

"I’ll show you everything about me…? You’re gonna come while watching me? Not just fantasizing, but *with* me… right?"

"R-Rika… a-ah…!"

"I feel like I’m gonna go crazy… what is it, even *I’m* feeling good…♪"

Was it the satisfaction of fulfilling the boy’s desire? Or the liberation of exposing her own?
Just the time spent rubbing against his dick. It drove her wild. As if she were stimulating her own erogenous zones, Rika’s nipples flushed shamelessly, and her clitoris peeking from her hairless crotch swelled.

Their breaths mingled, both minds filled with anticipation for the boy’s next release.
Her vision narrowed. The edges of her sight bled red with excitement.
Haa, haa—just breaths overlapping, and then…
*Spurt!* *Spurt, spurt, spurt!*

"Uwaaaaa…! …Guh…!!"

Safur screamed in a high-pitched voice, reaching climax.

For a while, they remained still, their bodies pressed together.

Then, Rika suddenly lost track of what she’d just done.

She clutched at herself, gathering her clothes and scrambling to cover up.

“Ri… Rika…?”

“Ah, um… Sa… Saffir… I’m so sorry… good night.”

Just minutes ago, she couldn’t even remember what she’d been thinking. The moment the excitement faded, she realized she’d done something outrageous.

Leaving Saffir still reeling from pleasure and unable to move, Rika fled the scene in a panic.

Saffir could only stare in stunned silence.

(To be continued)
Red Dragon Burning 2
A few days had passed since that strange affair.

Safur was seriously troubled.

Rica had completely stopped talking to him.

Safur wasn’t good at putting himself in other people’s shoes. He just froze whenever they met, and Rica would turn around and run off without a word, leaving him utterly shocked. He had no idea what the cause was. Rica had attacked him on a whim, and now she was too ashamed and afraid of being confronted about it to face him properly—but Safur couldn’t even begin to imagine how she felt.

But he couldn’t talk to anyone about it either. There wasn’t a single close friend he could confide in about his intimate encounter with Rica. Even within himself, he hadn’t sorted out what that whole thing *meant*. It seemed like only time would solve the problem.

But then—

"Safur… or was it?"

"Huh? What…? Whoa!"

One day, as Safur aimlessly wandered outside the city after Rica had run away from him again, and with no other pleasures to occupy his time, someone called out to him.

Safur turned around blankly to see a massive pair of breasts and a pussy right in front of him. Being only around 130 centimeters tall, when a tall, naked woman stood close by, those parts entered his vision before her face did.

A naked woman.

"W-what… what the hell!?"

"Why are you so flustered? Do you have something to hide?"

As he heard the calm female voice, Safur took a few steps back, tripped over his own feet, and fell backward with a *thud*—but since he was a dragon, he took no damage. When he got up, the naked woman turned out to be Airi, a Blue Dragon.

"W-why are you naked…? This isn’t a bathhouse, and it’s broad daylight!"

"Hmm. Would it be better at night? …Now that you mention it, the darkness of night would make it hard for both humans and elves to see. That’s certainly true."

"What are you even talking about!?"

"Was I not questioning the propriety of my nudity?"

"No, that’s not it… well, it is, but! What’s going on anyway!"

Safur pointed at Airi in confusion.

Airi stood there, her slightly drooping, soft-looking breasts basking in the summer sun, her expression barely changing as she looked down at Safur. She wasn’t wearing sandals, but her feet didn’t look dirty—perhaps that was one of the mysteries of dragon skin.

"In our clan, it is not customary to wear clothes within the Palace. We may wear arm rings, leg bands, or necklaces during ceremonies, but generally…"

"Wait, aren’t you *that* guy from Andy’s group!? Doesn’t Andy tell you to wear clothes when you go outside!?"

"…Could you perhaps just pretend you forgot? It’s rather troublesome. I seem to be a bit rough around the edges, and if I move too quickly, my robes tear right away. If I leave them like that, people worry, but mending them requires so much help—it’s not something I can do alone."

"I get that part."

Safur himself often tore his pants at the groin or his jacket under the arms when he moved seriously. And when using fire-based magic from his breath, if he wasn’t careful with the scale, his clothes would catch fire and end up in tatters.

With current sewing technology, clothes strong enough to withstand a dragon’s full-force movements were rare. It depended less on basic skill and more on whether you could find a seamstress or fabric that was a good match. Even clothing made by the sturdy, flexible Northern Elves could be dangerous if they moved without restraint.

In that regard, the Ace Knight-level girls around Andy were very careful not to strain their clothes, often restricting the range of motion in their joints when quick movements were required.

It was natural for human women, but for dragons who inherently possessed superhuman strength and flexibility, changing their movements for the sake of their clothes was a surprisingly stressful ordeal.

But that wasn’t the point. Being naked wasn’t really an option either.

"Seriously, just get dressed already! It's weird, man!"

"A young man shouldn't react like that upon seeing a woman's body. An older woman like myself is one thing, but a young girl will be hurt if she shows her skin and is then screamed at unfairly."

"Why's that?"

"If you're treated as though you've shown something filthy, you'll start to think your own nakedness is nothing but unpleasant to others."

"...S-so, is that how it is...?"

"Some people are like that. Look at the men in this town. None of them make a show of themselves when they see a woman's nudity. The old cobbler even kneels in prayer, trembling with gratitude."

"Yeah, but it's weird if that's what satisfies their ego, isn't it?"

Safur understands people to some extent and has a bit of common sense.

But still... Safur thinks. Could the problem with my relationship with Rika be because of my attitude?

"...Hey, listen for a sec..."

Safur speaks in a low voice, avoiding Aeri's gaze.

"...I mean, just as an example. ...What if I got close enough to a girl to do something a little... you know... and then she suddenly started avoiding me... would that be because I gave her some weird kind of stimulation or something?"

"I hesitate to offer advice on such matters from my lips."

Aeri says solemnly, arms crossed. Her breasts are emphasized by the way they're lifted against her crossed arms.

Safur bristles at her attitude but loses his nerve when he meets her breasts directly and turns away again. He can't bring himself to stare. Though he's very interested.

And Aeri knows the correct answer to his vague question.

She heard everything, of course. And understands exactly how far Safur and Rika went.

And regarding Rika's psychological state, while she may lack a dragon's sense of shame, her intelligence is high enough to imagine it on a human level.

But she's not so crude as to give them the answer and solve their torment for them.

The process of searching for the truth behind their worries and misunderstandings, and showing consideration for the other person, is like torture for those involved. But it's not something you can just jump in and provide the answer to.

If they neglect the effort to connect with each other emotionally, even if things go well in the moment, the actual relationship will never mature.

...But that kind of consideration, from Safur's perspective, is just a manipulative, condescending, and arrogant dragon trait.

"I had a feeling you'd say something like that. ...Guess I wasted my breath."

"Don't rot, boy. ...If you wish to build a good relationship with someone, you must find the answer yourself. You can't ask for help. There's an answer only you can have, and an answer only they can have."

"...You know what the answer is and you're just beating around the bush. I hate that about you dragons here."

"It is true that we do not offer more assistance than Mya-sama has requested of us in this town, but this is unrelated. You are a dragon too, after all. This isn't about the relationship between dragons and humans, but rather between an older woman and a child just beginning to understand love."

"Not just me. If you were more involved, I'm sure even Andy would be happy."

"Probably so. But we must maintain our distance. So that people don't misunderstand. ...The weight of borrowing dragon power, and how to accept it, is something only Mya-sama knows. No one else should casually meddle with it. What if the people of this town, thinking they can use our power, decide to oppose the Northern Forest or the Kingdom of Trott?"

"Just don't lend them the power."

"Even if we leave, the conflicts that were relying on us will remain. People will die either way. Just because we're here. ...Is that what you think is acceptable?"

"It's just saying you shouldn't choose such an idiotic path..."

"People are connected to each other. As time passes, someone will become someone else's ally, and someday they'll become their enemy. If you try to predict that far ahead and manipulate people's relationships for the sake of power, then that is the vice of power."

"...You're just saying difficult things to avoid human feelings, aren't you?"

"It might be difficult for a child like you to understand. ...That's not an attitude of seeking answers from others. You must think for yourself."

"Ah."

The ethics of dragons, and his personal relationship with Rika. Mixing them up in a single conversation, hoping to squeeze out some concession with the shallow cunning of a child, didn’t work on Airi.

"If there’s only one thing I’ll tell you," she said, swaying her ample, bare ass as she strode away, "it’s that I’m not the one running from anything. It’s you and her."

Safur watched her go, chewing over the meaning… then, when Airi had shrunk to a speck, he snapped back.

"W-what does that even mean!"

Airi raised a hand in response but said no more.

Near the town, Safur caught the sound of an ogre-human duo saying something like, "Care for a reading?" to Airi, but he had no interest in what came next and shut down his senses.

What did it mean?

Safur sank into a swamp of thought.

The next day.
Safur still couldn’t figure it out, twisting his head as he wandered the outskirts of town as usual.
Why the outskirts now? Because inside the town, kids of similar height would force themselves on him for playmates, and the catfolk girls would toy with him. He was over forty, he kept saying, but no one listened.

Physically, he could keep up with them all day without breaking a sweat, so it wasn’t the effort. But he wasn’t in the mood to play. He had a difficult problem to face.
…Unaware that his attitude only made Rika’s "I messed up" feeling even worse.
If Safur had immediately forgotten and started playing with the other kids like nothing happened, Rika would have pretended to forget too and moved on. But dragging it out for days made her even more lost on how to let it go.

"Ugh… damn it, I don’t get it…"
And so, Safur tried to imagine, but he had absolutely no basis for guessing the workings of a woman’s heart, so no matter how much he thought, only Rika’s face came to mind. He couldn’t think of any reason why she made that face.
In the first place, he still didn’t understand why she suddenly got all frisky with him.

So it was a waste of time, but since he’d been told to figure it out himself, Safur thought. Even with his high intelligence, he was still at heart a child.

And then, passing by, was Pulk von Duran Goot, Baron Pulk, carrying a bucket, soap, and a towel, dressed in full noble attire and cloak despite the summer heat.

"What’s wrong, boy? …No, you’re a dragon, aren’t you?"

"You’re… the Baron, right?"

"That’s me. Though for a dragon, I’m probably just another name, heh heh."

"…Can you just leave me alone? I need to think about a difficult problem."

"Oh? A difficult problem? If it’s a problem a dragon is tackling, then it must be something grand indeed."

"Well… maybe not… but still. I was told I have to figure it out myself."

"Hmm. But pacing around here and twisting your head won’t do you any good. Why not think while soaking in a bath?"

"…Doesn’t really change anything, does it?"

"No, it does."

The Baron stated flatly.

"Most problems get stuck because your values are too rigid. After receiving new stimulation, if you reconsider, you’ll often find, ‘Oh, that was nothing.’ More than anything…"

"More than anything?"

"Have courage, boy. You’re a child. Children are allowed every challenge."

The Baron extended a firm hand to the boy.

And then…

"…Huh? Wait a minute!?"

"Please treat me well, ladies."

The Baron gracefully bowed with the bath set in hand to the wives of the Porks. He had already allowed Saffur to be dragged into the women's bath.

"What's going on?!"

"…Courage and luck," he murmured with a pleasant smile before heading towards the men's bath. Only the dragon, Saffur, could have heard that mutter.

"It's a real pain when the Baron just waltzes into the women's bath like that. But making him wash our kids? That's a bit much too, don't you think?"

"I'll make sure he gets a proper bath today, ladies."

"Eh… eeh…"

The Baron, still holding Saffur, strode straight to the entrance of the women's bath and said with a beaming smile to the wives passing by, "It seems he comes from a culture where bathing isn't common, and he doesn't know how to wash himself properly. How about you ladies give him a proper lesson in bathing?"

Indeed, Saffur's hometown and the dragon palace where he lived were water-washing cultures, where they would usually just rinse off a bit of grime before getting out before their bodies got too cold.

And the wives who caught Saffur and dragged him into the women's changing room called themselves "aunties," but in Porks, they were relatively young, around their early thirties. They were the age where children like Saffur would be around, not exactly old enough to blush, but thanks to the rejuvenating effects of the hot springs, they looked no different than twenty-year-olds.

In other words, they had bodies more than capable of hardening Saffur's slender dick, yet they stripped off their clothes right in front of him.

This was very troubling. Saffur tried to avert his eyes as usual, but even where he looked, he saw perfectly smooth, beautiful butts, which was also very troubling. There were three wives.

"Sweetie, come on, take your clothes off so we can wash you."

"Eh, n-no, I don't think so…"

"If you've come all the way to Porks and don't know how to bathe in a hot spring, that's just unacceptable. You have nothing else going for you."

"I-I-it's okay if I get in, but… in the men's bath…"

"There's no need to be so shy, dear. It's alright, we're all mothers, we're used to seeing penises."

The wives, each with varying sizes, ultimately showed off their beautiful breasts as a matter of course while stripping Saffur down together.

And after seeing his erect dick, they exchanged glances.

"How cute."

"Can I still hold my own against these young things?"

"That's not yours, is it? You're the least flat-chested one here."

"You have a great figure. And your butt is unbeatable."

They laughed casually, but still didn't hide their bodies from Saffur's gaze. On the contrary, they struck poses and asked, "How's that?"

Saffur had thought Trotians were more conservative about sex, but perhaps not? He blushed as he thought this, but these weren't some bratty kids trying to sexually harass him; they wouldn't be fussing over a timid child's erection.

And Saffur was stripped and dragged into the bath by the wives. And first came the lecture on how to wash.

"First, rinse your body before getting in the water. Get rid of as much grime as possible beforehand. It's an open-flow system, so even if the water gets dirty, it'll flush right out, but still, it's good manners."

"Yes, scrub off all the grime. There's a lot that builds up behind your ears."

"Should I wash your hair, dear? Is this your first time being washed with foamy soap? …Oh my, you like boobs that much? You're such an energetic one."

"S-stop, don't look!"

"Fair's fair, fair's fair."

A wife reached out to Saffur and offered to wash his hair right in front of him. It was cruel to tell him not to watch her jiggling breasts.

Before long, another group came into the women's bath.

"Ugh, there’s a guy here."

"Oh, hey, kitty cats. The Baron asked me to teach him how to wash properly, so—"

"Can I wash him too?"

"Why not? Might as well scrub him from finger clefts to his butt crack."

"Eh, you’re gonna wash his butt hole?!?"

"Just kidding~♪ Eyes closed, here we go."

The Safflower Cleaning Crew now had cats tagging along.

"Hey, hey, I’m a guy… why are all these girls just casually stripping up and getting close to me?!"

"You’re such a show-off. Scaring us with that pinky-sized dick?"

"I-it’s at least a ring finger! C’mon!"

"Let me wash him too~! My colony doesn’t have any boys, so I’m curious!"

"Me too, me too~ Oh, yours is way bigger than Master’s."

The feline girls swarmed in one after another, turning Safflower less into a person to wash and more into a toy.

And then, out of nowhere…

"This is kinda lively… wait—"

"Ah!"

Safflower looked up as the soap suds washed away, revealing Rika standing naked before him.

…Silence fell.

(To be continued)
Red Dragon Burning 3
Safur was observing the situation with an unsettlingly calm detachment.

A bathhouse washing area, naked wives and cat girls swarming him.
And right in the middle of it all, his finger-thin dick standing at attention while he was being jostled around.
That sight must look pretty pathetic.
Well, basically, it amounted to "a shameless forty-something brat using his childlike appearance to enjoy lewd scenes in the women’s bath and getting spoiled rotten."

For a fleeting moment, he spiraled into negativity, unable to read Rika’s stunned expression or guess what she was thinking.
…In reality, Rika had never once seen Safur as anything but an "old man in a kid’s body"—she’d always viewed him with the innocent perception of an eight-year-old, so being dragged into the women’s bath hadn’t struck her as odd at all.
If anything, she was inwardly horrified by how pure and untainted her own desires were compared to these wives and cats doting on such a beautiful boy—she shuddered at her own twisted lust—but Safur had no way of knowing that.

The dragon and elf, drawn to each other despite not understanding the other’s true nature, now felt mortified, despairing, yet unwilling to be disliked, so they tried to pull themselves together. Safur couldn’t think of a decent excuse for his current predicament, while Rika was utterly lost on how to explain the incident from days ago in a way that would make things right.

A long, agonizing silence—though in reality, it probably lasted only a minute or so.
Regardless, at the end of it, Safur, overcome with frustration, decided that rambling excuses were unmanly and stood up with resolute determination, his mind racing.

He approached Rika, nearly overwhelmed by the divinity of her twin breasts (from Safur’s perspective), took a deep breath from the pit of his stomach, and roared:
"Rika… I… I love youuuu!!"

He bellowed at the top of his lungs, tears welling in his eyes as he stared at Rika.

The one thrown into confusion was Rika.
There was no context to the situation. She’d been wracked with guilt over getting aroused and playing lewdly with such a cute boy—her stomach twisting like a corkscrew—when suddenly, he declared his love.
And he did it while standing at full attention in front of the women’s bath, who were now staring in bewilderment.

"…Eh? Huh?"

Only the lower half of her face moved as she stammered back. She must have looked utterly unnatural.

Safur, meanwhile, wore an expression of vague anxiety, prompting Rika to reflexively reach out to comfort him—though she didn’t even understand what he was doing in the first place.

She’d come to bathe at the onsen without knowing anything, only to be suddenly thrust into this situation. It wasn’t unnatural to assume there must have been some buildup to his actions—if so, why did it feel so abrupt?

But in reality, there had been no setup—Safur had acted entirely out of the blue. Rika, however, was operating under the mistaken assumption that "there must have been something before this? Can you explain what happened?" This disconnect now reigned supreme in the women’s bath.

"…Rika."

"Y-yeah… yeah?"

"Um… well…"

Safur finally realized he wasn’t getting through, and his confusion only deepened as he frantically searched for help on either side.

Maybe Mai or Leila, or even the Blue Dragon—perhaps Andy or the Baron—were nearby, ready to smooth over his flustered behavior. A faint hope flickered, but no one was there.

Driven by the intense gazes fixed upon him, Safur was seized by another wave of incomprehensible panic.
"…I… I love you!!"

He shouted the same thing again.

Nothing was resolved. The women in the bath had simply unified in their desire for him to calm down and explain properly.

The ensuing silence nearly brought Safur to tears.

*What is this place? What am I supposed to do…?* His brain boiled over as he pondered alone.

Then, one of the cat girls finally—hesitantly—offered assistance.

"…Um… so, what do you want me to say to the elf woman, nya?"

"Are you asking *me* to tell her that…?"

"She's really troubled, though…"

"…Ugh."

Safur flinched at Rika’s blatantly confused expression.

Rika wanted to convey that she wasn’t exactly displeased by this turn of events, but if she responded poorly, the currently rampaging Safur would likely misinterpret things and cause irreversible damage. She didn’t know how to word it.

Seeing this stalemate, the cat girl chimed in again.

"…Why don't you just say you want to marry her, or… you want to mate with her, nya?"

"M-Mating!?"

Safur gasped.

The ladies present were understandably hesitant about that suggestion.

"What would you even say to a child like that?"

"Besides, does she even *understand* mating?"

"It's too early for that!"

But Rika quickly jumped in, flailing her arms as she did so. She felt it was necessary to clarify this point right now.

"S-Safur-kun is already 40 years old… and, well, he’s reached puberty, so…"

…All eyes turned back to Safur.

Rika had meant well. She thought Safur would never be able to say it himself and that he’d just become plaything for these women, which was, in fact, the case.

However, elves are tolerant of ages in the double digits, but humans and cat-people find those numbers quite large.

"Eeeeeeeehhhhh!?"

After a few beats, a chorus of gasps erupted from everyone’s mouths, causing Safur to flinch so much he nearly jumped out of his skin.

And then, in a panic, he bolted from the women’s bath and ran across the meadow naked. He was at an age where he wanted to argue against being called perverted, or rather, he had the mental maturity of someone who did. He couldn’t just shrink back and stay in the women’s bath.

"No way… but what race is that kid even?"

"Speaking of which, there were girls Andy has as retainers who look like they’re 13 or so, but are saying they’re 60 years old."

"So *that’s* a thing, huh…"

However, the ladies didn’t feel any danger of Safur raping a woman, so they weren’t scolding him for his impropriety, but were purely surprised. The cats were just shocked as well.

The fact that Safur was a dragon and a handsome young man also played a role. No matter what, the wives tend to be softer on cute-looking boys than any other annoying brats.

Rika gave the scene in the women’s bath a second glance, quickly dressed herself, gathered Safur’s clothes in her arms, and said, "I apologize for the commotion," before chasing after Safur.

Safur was sitting in a triangular position in the nearby grass.

"S-Safur… kun."

"Rika… I…"

"…Um."

Safur was crying.

When he thought about it again, being swept along and entering the women’s bath, not being able to refuse firmly and becoming plaything for the women, then intending to defuse the situation with a cool confession but ending up being chased out naked and wandering around, he felt utterly pathetic.

"Um… Safur-kun…"

"…I… I’m just… so useless… as a dragon… and as something else… just… too pathetic…"

Safur sniffled, his nose making a wet sound.
Seeing Safur like that, Rika felt a wave of calm wash over her.
…Safur is still just a kid, after all. Way too much.
He tries so hard to seem bigger than he is, fails, gets hurt, and feels down. And yet, underneath it all, he’s so pure.

Rika hadn’t been able to properly accept his kindness because of her guilt, but even after that prank a few days ago, she knew Safur still cared about her.
So, Safur had to comfort himself. He had to accept himself.
There was no need for the world’s conventional wisdom there.

"…Hey, Safur… I know you want to become a proper adult."

"…Yeah."

"I know it’ll take you a long time to get there. But I also know that you’re a boy… and that you’ll still be a boy even as you grow into an adult."

"…Y-yeah."

"So, even now, if you see a girl’s naked body, your dick gets hard… and you want to do more than you did last time. I know that too."

She wrapped her arms around Safur from behind, hugging his bare back.

"I know you want to mate."

"That’s…"

"But mating doesn’t make you a proper adult, does it? …That kind of thing won’t really give you what you truly want. And you know that, right, Safur?"

"…Huh…"

Safur wavered between agreeing and disagreeing with Rika’s words.
The common saying goes that losing your virginity makes you a proper man.
If you asked him if he wanted to lose his virginity, he’d say yes. But that didn’t mean he’d suddenly become a "respected adult dragon" just by having sex.
Besides, Safur couldn’t stand the thought of being called a lecherous man.

That’s why he couldn’t nod or shake his head at Rika’s words.

Feeling his hesitation so clearly, Rika felt an overwhelming sense of affection for him.

"It’ll take you decades to become a proper adult. And that’s okay, Safur. …Besides, you don’t have to wait until you’re a proper adult. I like you too, Safur. Even as a kid."

"…Rika…?"

"You can grow up slowly, Safur. …From today until you become an adult… and even after you become an adult. You can always make my stomach feel good with your dick."

With a smooth motion, Rika shed her clothes while still pressed against Safur.
Her skin, still damp from the steam earlier, revealed more of itself with each layer she removed, forcing Safur to imagine her naked body whether he liked it or not.
But this time, Rika had no intention of teasing him.

"R-Rika…"

"Sorry, Safur… This might not really be… for your sake."

She took off all her clothes, stepped away from Safur, and allowed him to turn around.
Completely aroused, Rika bared everything to Safur on the sunset-drenched grassland.

"…I’m probably… a much more… lewd woman than you think, Saffur… ♪"

"O-oh, me too…"

"That’s why, earlier… when you imagined growing up over the next few decades with me, getting your dick in me every single day…!"

She trembles.

"I can’t stop getting excited… ♪"

"…Rica… Rica, is this okay…?"

"…Yeah, Saffur… Do it…?"

The young dragon proudly displays his small member before the elf maiden he adores.

Still thin and not very long, it lacks the imposing presence of a man who knows how to please a woman.

But that will change as it grows inside this long-lived girl’s womb… The girl declared she’d make him into a man.

"Ri-Rica… I’m really gonna do it now… I am, so don’t move…"

"…If you don’t hurry up and put it in me, my pussy’s gonna dry up, Saffur… ♪"

"Ugh…"

Rica spreads her legs slightly, inviting him as Saffur pins her down.

He confirms with her again and again, then… dares to thrust his small member into the center of her hairless labia.

"…Ngh, hah… ♪"

"Rica… Ugh… It’s… not going in as far as I thought…"

"Force it, Saffur… Just shove it in there!"

"I-it’s okay…?"

"Well, it’s my first time… A girl’s hole doesn’t open up easily unless someone stretches it out… ♪"

"…Rica…"

"If it’s Saffur’s dick… I bet you can’t reach all the way yet…"

Rica whispers.

"Keep going… Keep pushing until you’ve stretched me completely, every single day until you do… ♪"

"…Y-yeah…!"

Saffur nods and thrusts his hips forward.

Gaining momentum, he pushes his small shaft further into the folds of her vaginal walls.

Soon, Saffur’s member—which had only entered a little—was swallowed deeper by Rica’s vagina with a satisfying *pop*.

"This is it," Saffur gasps as he continues desperately, until his small hips finally press against Rica’s relatively larger ones.

"…This is it…!"

"…Yes, Saffur… Congrats on losing your virginity… ♪"

Thanks to either the size of Saffur’s dick or the intensity of her excitement, Rica, despite blood trickling between her thighs, still has the composure to kiss him and congratulate him.

"Now… just make sure you get off inside me before you shoot your white stuff… That’s… mating… ♪"

"I-I know… but… what if I get pregnant…"

"…Yeah, Saffur-kun."

Rica whispered to Saffur with eyes that were either sweet or lustful—she couldn’t quite decide.

"Before Saffur-kun grows up… I could go ahead and get him knocked up…♪"

"Rica…"

"So, Saffur-kun… let’s have plenty of mating every day…♪ More enthusiastically than with Smimson-san…♪"

"…Rica, you…"

"Sorry if I’m being too lewd… but when I look at you, Saffur-kun…♪"

She wrapped her arms and legs around him, embracing him tightly.

"All that stuff just makes me feel so happy…♪"

"…Ri- Rica… Rica, I, I can’t—!"

Saffur’s excitement peaked, and the boy’s hips began to sway, soon plunging into frantic pleasure-seeking.
He didn’t even know the angle or speed at which he was moving—his small thrusts eventually intensified, hammering into the elf girl’s body.

It was still his first time. Saffur, being a male, was one thing, but Rica shouldn’t be able to get off so easily.
Yet, watching the boy lose himself in her flesh gave her undeniable mental fulfillment.
As if it had always been this way… yes, as if they were meant to be like this from the very beginning.
As if she’d foolishly neglected it all this time.

She felt such complete satisfaction that she even had the illusion of it being predestined, and so Rica accepted Saffur’s clumsy piston movements.

The evening sky was crimson.
The summer breeze was cool.
Why did they always end up doing it in the meadow? Rica thought as she looked at the sky over Saffur’s shoulder, recalling the principle held by some clans—that elves should dwell in forests, not indoors.

Perhaps that kind of blood ran through her veins. The kind of lustful blood that made sex outdoors feel natural.
…Concluding that for herself, she felt ready to accept Saffur’s desperate face.

From now on, she would keep having sex with Saffur forever. She would cherish and nurture this small partner within her womb.

Because she was an elf and he a dragon, they could enjoy it over such long stretches of time. That fact made her impossibly happy and comfortable.

And then, Saffur scattered his seed inside the girl.
"Ugh… u, uaaaah…♪"

There was no self-control whatsoever. Just pure indulgence in pleasure, unable to resist and spilling it out.
But even that boy’s messy lust was endearing.

And the thick, sticky essence of the boy, being directly pumped into her womb—what bliss!

Rica felt the sensation, the passion even within his semen… a shiver peaked, and she came completely.
"Nnnnnng…♪"

Lust, and affection.

Though still too young in terms of their races to truly understand each other deeply, they were nonetheless profoundly connected through sex, sharing their feelings.

The next day.
"Ahem… …Boy."

"U-uh!?! Put some clothes on, you pervert!!"

Safur, again encountering Airi, immediately blushed at how his junk reacted to her overwhelming nakedness, even as he pressed his crotch and protested.

Unfazed, Airi stated her business.
"Well... about the place where you guys practice every day. It’s *way* too close to town… so… yeah. You’ve been spotted a few times. How about flying a bit further away next time?"

"S-Spotted?"

"A dragon should have noticed sooner, but… it’s that pair of peeping Tom humans and an Ogre."

"U-uhhh!"

"They usually switch to us when I casually mention it… but I can’t always rush over like that."

"O-oh, we’re in your debt…"

Safur had been surprisingly indebted to the *shameless* woman.
Extra 13: Bonus Short Stories
Break Time
From the _Tora no Ana_ bonus paper included with Volume 1 of the book. This story takes place somewhere between chapters 30 and 31 of the main narrative.

The forests of northern Celesta.

This area is sparsely populated, with few villages or colonies. Even if a dragon were to take off or land here, it would only cause a minor commotion among the birds and animals—hardly any real trouble.

We were traveling by dragon from Tark to the royal capital when we decided to take our _nth_ bathroom break here.

…Though "bathroom break" doesn’t mean we can’t do anything else, of course.

Being cooped up in a carriage makes you want to stretch your legs and get some exercise. After hours in the unstable environment above the clouds, you just crave lying flat on your back with your spine pressed against the ground.

So, at Diane’s behest, we were free to do as we pleased for about thirty minutes. Everyone went their own way.

…And in that chaos, I couldn’t really do much because my legs wouldn’t move.

Of course, I _could_ use crutches and get around, but the trouble of struggling out of the carriage and walking seemed like more effort than it was worth—especially when a simple change of pace sounded appealing. So, I figured I’d just sit back and wait.

"Ho? You’re not coming?"

"There’s nothing particularly interesting here for me, and walking with a cane is a pain."

"Didn’t you ask Hilda to perform that procedure to make you walk again?"

"I could have, but I don’t _need_ to go that far… Besides, Hilda’s probably enjoying her break too."

"You’re so hesitant. …Or frustrating. …You’ve got a prime mating hole now. If you’re bored, why not use it?"

A direct hit. I flinch.

No, it’s not like I hate sex or anything?

But wait a minute. Until recently, I was still a virgin.

Even if the timing is perfect, "Hey, this is a great chance! Let’s do it! Strip! Open up!"—I just don’t have the guts to say that out of nowhere.

"…Honestly, trying to create the right atmosphere and get into _that_ in thirty minutes while I’m stuck like this? That’s too difficult for me."

"Ho? Atmosphere?"

Lila parrots me. Then, with a slightly exasperated look, she ruffles her hair.

"If we were lovers, fine, but why must you bother appeasing the mood of a female hole slave? Just strip and spread your legs already!"

"Seriously? You’re the only one who’d actually do that?"

Even if everyone says they’re okay with being slaves, suddenly saying that would probably confuse them.

I can’t endure that atmosphere and put up with such a harsh master in just thirty minutes.

"That’s why you should order _me_ to do it. Or even Jeanne."

"Ehh…"

Lila glares down at me as if to say, "What’s the big deal?" But suddenly doing something like that would make it hard for me to get into the mood.

Besides, if we’re going to do this, I’d need to call Hilda back first so I can move my legs. She’s not even visible anymore.

"…Damn it, frustrating! Alright, Jeanne!"

"Mmph."

Jeanne suddenly appeared from out of nowhere.

She must have been listening right outside the carriage the whole time. It’s startling—she should at least show her face from the start.

Lila hopped onto the carriage after Jeanne and grabbed her clothes carelessly, yanking them upward.

It came off with a _whoosh_, just like a toddler changing.

Jeanne, raising her hands innocently to pull the clothes off and then smoothing back her hair, is adorable. But even with just panties and a collar, she doesn’t feel erotic.

Then Laila stripped down roughly too.

Her magnificent breasts and alluringly curved waist declare a potent sensuality. As someone who’s always preferred big boobs, my eyes are inevitably drawn to them.

Looking at Jeanne’s flat-chested body, remembering the feel of what’s _inside_—it’s still a little too difficult to get excited about her right now.

"Hmm. Are Laila-nee-sama’s breasts really that good?"

"W-well… as a man, boobs are pretty much unavoidable."

"Even for a dwarf, Laila-nee-sama’s boobs are a bit much…"

"Heh heh. Jeanne, you have this here, yes?"

Laila reached into Jeanne’s armpit and hoisted her up in front of me.

Jeanne’s panties came into view.

"That _inside_… that small, tight space—that’s your strength! Even I can’t compete with that."

"S-so being small is good, huh?"

"Other races would tear apart, but a dwarf’s snatch is sturdy. That smallness will be delicious for our master!"

Laila’s mature naked body, Jeanne’s tiny vagina.

Remembering the feel of both, I finally felt my mood shift toward coupling, and my erection pushed against the fabric of my pants.

But with one leg useless, things were going to take a while.

Even lifting my hips was difficult without leverage from below the knee, so I fumbled around, half-undressing myself just to get it out.

"...Heh heh. Look, Jeanne. Our master is embarrassingly impatient to taste your hole."

"Wow…♪"

Don’t say “embarrassingly.” My feelings are surprisingly delicate, you know?

The cock I pulled out, flushed with embarrassment, twitched at the thought of being inside Jeanne’s vagina.

Taking a breath, I reached for Jeanne’s hips, which were dangling midair, and slowly lowered her panties.

The cloth was peeled away from her slender, still-childlike waist, revealing her innocent crotch.

Imagining my cock crudely spreading those small labia, feeling the tight grip—my erection twitched involuntarily.

"Ah… I wanna slam Tencho’s thick dick into this…"

"Ah…"

Contrasting Laila’s mature, fleshly presence, Jeanne’s youthful, delicate body becomes even more alluring.

I get to savor these two bodies radiating opposite charms however I like.

Whether my cock is particularly thick… well, _for Jeanne’s body_, that’s a necessary disclaimer.

"Heh heh. Then let’s do it…"

Laila, holding Jeanne’s body aloft, slowly lowered her until Jeanne’s form was hovering over me, still seated. Her small labia were spread open by my cock as I aimed for her.

"Ngh… u-ah… haa… ngh♪"

Jeanne accepted with flushed excitement.

I thrust deep in face-to-face position, then paused to catch my breath. Laila placed a hand on Jeanne’s hips and began forcing her small body up and down.

"Uwah… Laila-neechama… A, nyaaah!?"

"Hoho. The Master cannot be denied his pleasure. I must assist."

A female slave being forcibly bred by another.
A pitiful sight… yet Jeanne is a pure masochist.
Given even a moment with such forced intercourse, she adapts completely—leaving me no room for worry.
Her small, tight cunt is the perfect instrument for inducing pleasure.
But when it’s thrashed up and down by the hands of a strong dragon, there’s no way she’ll last long.
I avert my gaze from Jeanne, clinging and moaning with her tongue out, biting my lip as I watch the ceiling of the carriage, resisting climax.
But that only lasts for a few moments.
Her young womb, being shaken rapidly by Laila’s hands, grants me no respite to cool down.
"Kuh… I’m gonna—!"
"Fnnnyaaaah…♪"

I feel the pleasure as I blast my seed into her small womb, vision flickering.

Regaining my trembling breath, I meet Jeanne’s eyes, equally tossed about by unexpected ecstasy.

"...Ehehe. You’re coming."

"I am."

"Ho. Next is me. There’s no time for rest."

Laila grins wickedly from behind Jeanne’s head.

Then, a voice calls out from outside the carriage.

"...I’m sorry, but time has passed."

It was Diane. The others were gathering at a distance.

"Ho. How stingy. Can’t you wait another go, maybe twenty minutes?"

"No. I’ll allow this much as per Andy’s wishes, but granting further exceptions will open the floodgates—everyone will want their turn!"

"You needn’t rush so. Why not just throw a wild party here for the night?"

"If we ignore our purpose, it won’t end in just one night!"

That Diane… I’m happy, really, but if everyone’s true desire—"I also want to fuck"—is just let loose like that, it’ll get out of hand.
It’s finally spiraling out of control.
The Winners of the Coin Toss
From the Melon Books bonus paper included with the first volume of the book. Also from around chapters 30-31 of the main story.

"Good luck, then! ☆"

Hilda waved as she sent me off. Aurora, Jeanne, and Lila looked disappointed behind her.

But it was just the result of a coin toss, so there was no helping it. Time was limited.

Leaving with me were Selen, Anzeros, and Diane, who led the way.

They were the winners of the chance game.

Due to various circumstances, one of my legs is completely immobile right now. Standing and walking normally is impossible.

I’m on this unplanned journey to fix that, but aside from that, just the other day, I made almost all the girls accompanying me swear to become my sex slaves.

I declared that if the chance arose, I’d fill their wombs with semen, and they all accepted it dreamily… Ah, yes. They’re all sane. That’s not the issue.

My immobile leg will regain its original function for thirty minutes thanks to Hilda’s magic. That’s all the time we have to enjoy sex. After those thirty minutes, I can’t use the same spell again until it cools down for a while.

Only two or three girls can have sex in that time. So there’s going to be a scramble for those slots.

This time, it’s these three. Coincidentally, they’re from the early members of the journey.

"Staying too far apart to find a place would be a waste of time, wouldn’t it?"

Selen put her finger to her lips and looked around curiously.

"But showing off so brazenly is… a little…"

Anzeros leaned into my arm, looking down. She’s still new to being a sex slave, so she’s probably embarrassed.

Diane, on the other hand, is strong.

"Everyone was together last time, right? If Andy gets cured, there won’t be any limits to sex. We won’t be able to worry about who sees what anymore."

"B-but even so, it’s still awkward."

"You’ve only ever been the one watching, Anzeros. It takes courage to suddenly become the one being watched, doesn’t it?"

"It’s hard to believe that Selen and Hyakunichou, who were both virgins until recently, barely care about group play anymore…"

"Well, don’t say that. There’s meaning in swallowing your embarrassment for now."

Diane and Selen nodded as if they understood something, then started taking off their clothes right there. They seemed to like the spot.

Anzeros’ eyes widened, her face turning bright red as she froze. So cute.

"S-so, Andy-san. Which one do you want to fuck first?"

Still maintaining her cheerful tone, Selen shamelessly bared her white, full breasts and hairless crotch to the sunlight as she asked.

The strong-hearted girl who kept repeating "I am Andy-san’s slave!" no longer seemed fazed by anything, not even a full naked exposure in the mountains.

And Diane is someone who can confidently bathe in a bathhouse that only men used to be allowed in. She also had days of competing with Selen in bed, and now she showed off her naked body with an equally gentle smile, inviting me.

"Either one’s fine, just hurry up. If you dawdle, I won’t be able to fuck all three of you?"

"Haha… then, Selen first."

"Y-yes! ♪"

Having been chosen by me, Selen happily put her hands on a nearby standing tree and turned her butt toward me.

The lithe curves of her body, like a cat. Her naturally attractive proportions seemed to bounce with anticipation of sex with me.

The best sex slave who always directly satisfies my lust. I didn’t hesitate to insert myself into her vagina.

"Ah… y-yes, it’s in… ♪ …Go ahead, you can thrust, more, don’t hold back… ♪"

"Ah…"

The same as always—every inch of her, perfectly beautiful and soft, the most luxurious woman’s body.
And her cunt, dripping with saliva, welcoming me like no other, knowing me better than anyone.
As we rocked our hips in unison, Selen and I quickly lost ourselves in pleasure.
Next to us, Diane stared intently at my cock ravaging Selen, while she herself pleasured her own voluptuous body, moaning as she masturbated.

…Just a little while ago, I’d started thinking this half-elf female slave was nothing but a fantasy.
Just a little while ago, I’d convinced myself that my perfect female boss was out of reach. And now—

"U-uh… b-but… I’m a fem-servant too!"

Anzeros, who had been just a male friend until recently, suddenly stripped naked, scattering his clothes everywhere, and lined up next to Selen, lifting her ass for me.
A dreamlike situation that was far too convenient, bathed in gentle sunlight.
But now… this is reality. If there’s even the slightest chance, they’ll fight over my cock, begging for creampie after creampie.

Savoring this happiness, I pulled my cock out of Selen and abruptly thrust it into Anzeros.

"Uwah… y-you already came?"

"Not yet. But Anzeros wanted to be fucked too."

"Geez. Fine, but you _definitely_ have to give me a creampie too, okay? I want a baby!"

"I want one too! Andy, if you feel like coming, just use my cunt anytime."

"B-but I’m the one being fucked right now! I want to get pregnant too, y’know!"

Ah… what happiness.
Surrounded by women’s bodies, begged to fill them with children, feeling utterly content, I shot my load wherever I pleased without restraint.
…Because I was too caught up in it all, my magic ran out, and for the third time, I had to let Selen ride me, which made me feel a little bad.
The Azure Girl and the Darkness of History
From the Melon Books bonus paper for the second volume. Corresponds to around chapters 66-68 of the main story.

Myia’s appearance, in a word, is that of a girl. If you had to compare her to humans, she’d be a late teen—definitely not an adult, but also hard to call a child. She’s like a bud just beginning to open.

That said, according to what I’ve heard, her actual age is more than mine—no, even surpassing my parents’ generation, and she’s already over sixty.

Despite that, she’s emotionally and intellectually as youthful as she looks, which makes me treat her like an older sister… but then the question becomes: *how far is too far*?

I mean, I’ve had Jeanne before, you know? Or rather, if we’re just talking looks, Jeanne’s way more dangerous.

No matter how much I pretend we “contracted for erotic purposes,” a dragon’s sense of normal is alien. Besides her immense power, she has family with equal or greater strength. I don’t want to step on any toes and get crushed.

Yeah, judging by common sense only works when you share the same values. It’s not uncommon for something minor to be “a no-go” in their culture.

So…

"Myia. I need you to be honest."

"??"

At Polka’s inn.

I tap my knee and press her again.

She tilts her head, looking puzzled.

"I’ve heard that dragons will do anything for their rider. But I want the truth. What are your real limits? What lines *don’t* you want crossed?"

"Erotic things?"

She asks with a straight face.

And she’s breathtaking.

Transparent, delicate, pure, serene.

A girl who embodies the very essence of "winter" or "ice."

I’ve sensed untouchable auras in other girls before, but Myia’s aura, combined with her slightly dangerous demeanor, makes me strongly feel like *maybe I shouldn’t be touching her at all*.

I stare at her too-perfect beauty for a few seconds before nodding boldly.

"Yeah. Well, I want boundaries for everything… but I don’t know anything about dragon etiquette."

"...I think I can accept almost anything Andy-sama imagines."

"A man’s imagination is no joke. Don’t underestimate me just because I look like a scrawny boy."

I clench my fist and threaten her forcefully.

It’s true, I lack bulky muscles, a manly beard, or chest hair, but don’t assume you can see right through me just because I don’t look intimidating. Every man harbors a beast within, no matter how frail he appears.

Myia makes a slightly troubled face and continues.

"...Um, for example… doing erotic things while chopping off someone’s head with an axe, or coming inside someone and immediately stitching them up…"

"Wait a minute."

I stop her dead in her tracks as she suddenly launches into a suspense horror monologue with a straight face.

"Don’t just drop hellish insanity on me out of nowhere!"

"...? I thought there were riders who actually did that much?"

"Sorry. Ease up a bit, please."

"...A dragon’s body can regenerate wounds however they like, like Lady Lila did. So even something like that could be an expression of love. If Andy-sama likes that kind of eroticism, it might hurt a little, but I’d be happy if you just did what you really wanted to…"

"That’s not something you can just brush off as ‘naughty play’."

"Seriously, what the hell is up with history? Even if I was told I could do whatever I wanted, why did a moron actually try that direction? This isn’t some wild beast; it’s beyond that. Why’d you pick *that*?"

"I’d maybe just suddenly tell you to strip naked or line up and show us your ass all at once."

"…Huh? You think naked is better? If Andy-sama prefers that, I’m fine being naked all the time."

"...Originally, Maiya was a nudist."

"N-no, only when I get horny. It’d be weird if it was always like that."

"Rather, if you feel like it, I can stay right next to you on all fours, ready ‘for use’ whenever you want."

Transparent, delicate, pure, and serene.

The girl with that image said it as if it were the most natural thing in the world, sitting on his lap and looking up at him.

"So, I want you to dote on me a lot. If you’ll dote on me, I won’t care what anyone else thinks. That’s *dragon*."

"…I’ll dote on you, but…"

"I’ll do anything. Front, back, hands, mouth—I’ll serve you however you like… If you tell me to fight, I’ll fight. If you say it’s okay to kill, I’ll kill. Anyone. Even Lila-sama, right?"

"…You’re cute, so stop with all that. In my opinion, the best way to use a cute girl is to look at her, kiss her, touch her, and then bang her raw."

"…Ehehe. Yeah."

*That’s some terrible wording.* But Maiya looks happy.

Even as a pathetic master, I want to make her happy.
Extra 14: 10 Years After
10 Years After 1
This takes place about ten years after the epilogue of volumes 1 and 2. Andy is 40.

Elenia stopped calling me "Dad" right after her thirteenth birthday.

Why? Was it because I made her a birthday present—a wand that lit up at the tip and spun around like crazy?

Irene had told me, "That'd be a hit with younger kids," but hearing that the day before was useless.

Actually, it’s your fault for being rich and bossing your underlings around to get them to prepare the best clothes and accessories. I have to compete with my skills, and coming up with engravings isn’t something I can just whip up in a flash anymore—I’m not exactly young.

…No, complaining about Irene’s opinion is pointless. The problem is Elenia.

"Elen, please. Give Dad another chance, okay?"

"Huh?"

I put my hands together and begged for a do-over with the present, and she hit me with that tone—like ice water in my veins.

I’m dead.

Elenia has her mother’s radiant blonde hair cut into a bob.

Apparently, one side is slightly longer than the other, and she gets it trimmed by Selen every two weeks.

Selen’s been doing all sorts of things since Elenia started walking, but even now, you can’t say she isn’t still one of the best barbers in Polka.

Elenia has been giving me a weird vibe lately, but she clearly loves her mom—she often says to Selen in a slightly teasing tone, "Your hair’s gotten too long, hasn’t it?" and Selen just gives a wry smile.

And her ears… unlike Selen or Ange, who look elf-like at first glance, hers are clearly short and can’t be moved.

Back then, I used to sneak pecks on her ears while she was in the bath, but Christy got _extremely_ angry when she saw that.

She told me that kissing lips is still "elf-safe," so I vowed never to tell Elenia about it.

I love Elenia, but I know my limits as a father.

"What? A birthday present? That spinning thing?"

"Yeah… I was thinking of making something better than _that_…"

"Better how?"

"Well… obviously she can’t walk around with that wand, so maybe it was too impractical. Something more like a stylish, decorative thing you could just look at when the mood strikes…"

"I _hate_ that about you, Andy."

"Guh…"

She cut me off with that tone—something I’d never hear from my female slaves—and I felt like vomiting.

This is bad. I need to drink some spirit spring later.

And as you can hear, after the change, she calls me "Andy." By name. Like a child talking down to her father.

"Come to think of it, that was just a toy, and Peter seemed happier with it anyway, so I gave it to him right away."

"Gave it _away_…"

Kids are so cruel.

"You’re supposed to say, 'I’ll make you something better next year,' right? Are you planning on making useless junk forever until I’m satisfied? Are you bored? Need something to kill time?"

"Hey, Dad’s trying here!"

"All the moms say that, but in reality, Andy’s just groping Mom and the older sisters’ boobs and butts, right? What are you _actually_ doing?"

"Stop it! I’m working hard at things you can’t see, things you don’t know about!"

…Which is true. Elenia doesn’t know… or rather, even _I_ don’t really know what I’m working on.

The reason I'm being so vague is because my current activities are overseen by Ailina, Tetes, and Cosmos-san. Recently, they started this grand organization called the Smysun & Forest Foundation, and they keep sending me to some weirdly high-society parties and festivals where I have to give speeches.

I thought blacksmithing was my main gig, but honestly, I’m not making any real money with my own hands. Jeanne has more talent and stamina than I do, and she can’t even compare to Jackie-san. So, trying to "earn enough to support all these female slaves" was way too ambitious.

Then Ailina invited me to "try a side hustle," and I half-believed her, so I went along with it… Apparently, when I give speeches, Ailina (as the clan leader), Tetes (the Marquis of Renfangas), and Cosmos-san (who has massive connections in the southern desert) use their influence to attract businesses like Carlwin, Grandje, and ventures centered around the Northern Forest, generating revenue and stuff.

I give speeches once a month as they tell me, acting as a shield against the guys who obviously have lecherous intentions (which happens often since all three of them are stunningly beautiful), while just watching them close deals. Sometimes, things progress that have nothing to do with the Northern Forest, Carlwin, or Grandje, and I get nervous wondering if it’s really going to work, but somehow, it seems to be going well.

Honestly, it’s too political for me to understand. So when people ask what I’m actually doing, all I can say is, "I don’t know, but we’re doing something."

And the rest of my time… well, I spend it making stuff while being called a junkyard dog.

"…Maybe I should stop grabbing girls’ boobs and butts in front of the kids, huh?"

"Isn’t that a bit late for that sentiment?"

"I guess I have to make this place off-limits to the children."

At what used to be the secret hot spring—now known as "Vapor Palace," which rivals Carlos-san’s place in size…

…The name "Palace" makes it sound like Dragon Palace, but there are always several dragons here, so it’s not wrong. The dragons themselves call it Dragon Palace, so that makes it Dragon Palace.

The house in the new town can only accommodate 10-15 people, but eventually, all the people coming to Pölka couldn’t fit there. Also, the naked dragonkin would cause a huge scandal just by entering the city, so why not create a massive encampment where women come to see me and dragons roam around naked without anyone complaining?… That was the grand plan that Lyeda and Ailina spearheaded ten years ago.

Honestly, when I saw the blueprints, I thought it was a joke. This isn’t a house—it’s a castle or some kind of fortress, I thought.

I figured Grandje was just getting too big for his britches after his success.

…But then came strong backing from Breakcore and Diel.

"It would be better to have a structure connected to the barrier. Every time Breakcore goes outside, leaving the barrier open in the open air is too risky. If we create an enclosed territory that dragons can protect, the risk would be greatly reduced."

…So, "I see," they said at the clan council, and it was approved.

Clearing 200 meters or so from the entire forest isn’t a huge percentage, but if humans did it without permission, arrows would fly without question—it’s major construction.

Then, dragons and Northern Forest housemasters openly leveled the ground, built towering stone walls, and adorned the magnificent arched roofs with intricate carvings that became transparent when heated.

Thanks to that, during summer days, you get this feeling of openness like there’s no ceiling, but underneath is a vast hot spring area like an oasis in the desert.

…The design was originally deeper, but they made it only 30 centimeters deep now because kids might drown. You can’t fully submerge yourself unless you lie down, though.

And centered around that hot spring area are several large sections connected by roofs: a bed area (where about 300 people can stay), a dining hall area (where cats and elf children train before working in town), a hobby area (with a dance stage and my invention workshop), and a dragon takeoff/landing zone. Literally, it’s like some kind of palace.

And I filled that huge space with just my people.

Specifically: female slaves, the kids from the Cat Colony, employees from Cosmos-san’s place (they’re using it as a resort), Onyx’s maid squad (when I said they could come, they voluntarily set up a three-month rotation with about five people on vacation at a time), women from both of Misty Crystal’s palaces, and various others. Girls who know I’m a horny stud but are still cool with being naked.

And then there were the kids. They were still small, and I felt bad leaving them with someone else. It was far enough away from the orgies, though.

So, in this facility, being naked is optional.

The blue dragons were naturally naked here, and since the central hot spring was originally expanded for… well, you know, there’s no separation between men and women. Even visitors end up living naked here.

That’s why our kids are used to seeing other people naked. If they come here, they’re constantly surrounded by a dozen or so beautiful strangers who are always coming and going, soaking in the hot springs or having their shoulders held by me while naked.

…Well, I figured that was fine as long as the kids were still young.

It’s a relationship based on openly engaging in sex with dozens of people. Considering how I got into this position, it was hard to keep it hidden from the kids.

The worst offenders when it came to bad influence were those catfolk and beastmen from that closed-off environment—they had warped senses of normalcy (and went into heat). But now that a child’s been born, I couldn’t exactly say, "Porka won’t take any more cats."

Then there was the opinion that "nudity is culture," mainly from the dark elves and Maia.

But seeing how Elenia reacted…
Being brazen isn’t always the answer.

No matter how much you frequent the temple of all-nude culture, a girl doesn’t want to see her dad drooling like an idiot. In fact, even Minister Ashton is respected by his kids, but also looked down on.

He might be attractive to his wives, but not to his children—not at all. And me too, of course.

But…

"I understand how much you love your first daughter. But you have many other daughters and sons as well, and as the head of this household, you shouldn’t let one opinion sway you."

Aurora, leaning against me in the middle of the hot spring area, keeps trying to guide my hands toward her ass—naturally, she’s completely naked. She hasn’t changed much since we first met. Since she doesn’t have any kids yet, the others call her "Aurora-nee."

"Andy’s job is to grab boobs. Or rather, stick his dick in them."

And Luna is gripping my cock and jerking it like a pro.

She’s already the mother of six (three sets of twins), so I thought her figure would be ruined, but if anything, she seems even more attractive than when we first met.

It’s not that my tastes have changed… well, not exactly. The healing spring and Hilda’s beauty techniques are benefiting all the female slaves.

Luna’s boobs have grown two sizes since we first met, thanks to childbirth, and they’re so firm they make the elf girls jealous. And she still looks like she’s in her early twenties.

"Raising kids is important, but you shouldn’t raise them to be too proper. You need to teach them not to give up on things just because they’re Andy’s kids. Andy’s already too famous."

"I know, I know…"

"If it were true, half-elf kids would be persecuted everywhere. But Andy protected all his children by putting down roots in Porka, reconciling humans and elves, bringing people from Celesta and Karlwin… he made a place where everyone could be themselves no matter what. A kid of that kind of person would be miserable if they got caught up in Trott’s idea of 'normal.'"

"…But I want Elenia to like me too. It’s easy to say she just doesn’t fit in, but I like the Elenia she is now."

"You’re such a doting parent."

"I am, aren’t I?"

The two veteran female slaves nod in agreement.

Then—splash, splash—the sound of footsteps.

"From the start—"

Approaching, her radiant naked body kicking up the white bathwater, was Apple.

"Elenie-chan really loves you, doesn’t she, Andy?"

"She does."

"She does, indeed."

"Ehh… lately her eyes have been so cold…"

"If she were truly disgusted, she wouldn’t bother coming to see Andy touching other women’s boobs. She could live in the city without even coming here."

"W-well, yeah, but—"

"Besides, a normal girl by Trott standards would say it’s outrageous for her dad to see her naked at ten years old. That’s what they mostly said in town."

"T-that’s something I’d have to say is a problem with our parenting."

Elenia still comes here pretty often, and doesn’t hide anything from me.

But that’s just how my family is. In other households, that’d be considered “tasteless,” and rightly so.

"It's because I like it! Kids can't help but notice things they're drawn to."

"Nah, if your dad was surrounded by horny women all day with his dick out, getting fixated on their boobs, you'd normally be disillusioned. I’d probably be too."

"That’s because the mother feels betrayed. But there aren’t any women here disillusioned with Andy, are there?"

"Isn't this whole 'style' thing just an excuse for you guys to get laid?"

"Andy's overthinking it."

"Yeah."

"And if she wants to leave, we’ll let her go. That’s what good parents do, right? Kids eventually fly the nest."

"Ugh, don’t even joke about Ele leaving!"

I don’t care how much I’m called a doting parent. The thought of my cute daughter leaving me to show off her most adorable face to another man is every father’s nightmare.
Of course, I know I’d be a shitty parent if I didn’t eventually accept it. Or rather, if someone told me that the only reason I expect Eleena to have any sense is because I’m anticipating that kind of outcome… well, they’d be right.
By the way, Luna and Apple are called "Luna-mama" and "Apple-mama." Calling all the female slaves "mama" en masse seems to bother both the kids and the women themselves, so until they have kids, they’re just "sisters."
…Which is why there’s this weird situation where I call Julie, the anal-loving Blue Dragon, "Mama," and her mother, Michelle, "Sister."

I left the _Vapor Palace_ and walked through the town at dusk.
The sunset faded into the western serpent’s ridge, bringing a fleeting moment of blue darkness.
A gentle, nostalgic time when I’d rush back to my parents’ house, looking forward to dinner.
And now, even so, the town of Polka is still brightly lit and lively.
It’s not quite a city, but in the 15 years since I came back, it’s gotten a lot more bustling, I think.
"Dad… he really did his best."

I can’t say for sure how much credit I deserve for Polka becoming this vibrant.
But I definitely took the first step to make this scene possible.
That this town, where I was just some useless pervert who only knew how to grope Apple’s boobs, still managed to create a kinder place for you to be born… and everyone agreed with that wish… yeah.
I can be proud of that much, right?
"I’m not just some useless old man who can only make stupid toys… I’ve done things that would make everyone jealous if they knew I was your dad."

I muttered, gazing at the town’s lights.
"I know."

Then, suddenly, a voice startled me from behind.

I was so surprised I tripped over my own feet.

"O-ouch…"

"…What are you doing? Oh, you weren’t talking to me?"

"You were there, Ele!"

"I was! I thought you heard me following you secretly, so I answered! I thought Andy was being all romantic and stuff!"

"…I didn’t notice at all. Were you in the Palace?"

"…Because you went to the Palace looking like you were about to cry."

She was being followed.

And she’d probably been overheard complaining to Aurora and Luna. Elf ears are pretty good, after all.

"I feel like an idiot."

"...Huh? No, I don’t think so at all."

"It’s not that I didn’t like the birthday present! It’s not like I wanted you to be depressed!"

Elenia snapped sharply, sounding angry.

Stop it. Dad’s the type who automatically takes damage when he hears his teenage kid talk like that.

"I admit I should’ve given it to Peter sooner!"

"...But you never call me 'Dad' anymore."

"You’re not that old!"

"...No, I’m Dad no matter how old I get. People don’t suddenly switch to being so formal."

"They do!"

They do?

I don’t know. Different cultures.

Or maybe it’s punishment for trying to brainwash her with a nudist culture.

"This is… because I don’t want Mom and the older sisters hogging Andy forever! And my body’s almost as big as Irene-senpai’s now! So—"

"Wait a minute. I have a bad feeling about where this is going."

"Because you’re Mom’s kid, and I bet Andy will think it’s hot!"

"OK, Elenia, calm down. Stop."

I’m starting to get it.

This is going in the wrong direction.

So, by calling me "Dad," she won’t be recognized as a woman? That kind of thing?

"It’s not like I’d suddenly start groping your boobs just because they get bigger."

"Why not?"

"Because a daughter’s breasts aren’t something you do that with."

"But Andy always goes for both parents in parent-child relationships, right? Like Julieen-mom and Michelle-senpai, or Mai-senpai and Asti-senpai. And Anis from the Catbeast Colony, and… what was the other one?"

"Tanya. Those people were outsiders he sired."

"And Mom and I are family."

"There’s a difference as deep as the ocean between hitting on someone else’s kid and hitting on your own."

"What’s the ocean?"

"I’ll take you there someday, but don’t get your hopes up for now."

"No way! I’m doing it! I’ll even get Tete-senpai to help me!"

"What do you mean 'doing it'?! And don’t you dare rely on Tete-senpai!"

"I want to be with Andy every single day! So that’s the only way, right?!"

I was more popular than I thought.

That’s fine. It is, but…

My daughter’s been exposed to too many different values.

Listen up, Ele. Your dad didn’t raise you to be like that. A father who looks at his own daughter that way is the worst.

And Tete, stop suddenly appearing behind Elenia out of nowhere.

Seriously, where did you come from? You just gave me more of a chill than any horror movie ever could.
10 Years After 2
"A new festival?"

"Yes. I'd like your cooperation."

The baron, scratching at his now completely white head—having given up dyeing it recently—brought this proposal to me on a late spring evening.

"Are we adding another one?"

"As far as Poruka goes, you don't have _that_ many yet."

"...Ah, right, I guess not. If we're just counting Poruka festivals, there's the New Year Festival, the Spring Festival, and the Harvest Festival."

I counted them off on my fingers. Then there’s Breakcore’s Holy Beast Festival, Celesta’s biannual Spirit Festivals, Lapal’s Tide Festival, the Royal Capital’s Founding Festival, Renfangus’ Hero Festival, Karlwin’s "Dragon Exchange Day," and Granze’s Liberation Festival. Personally, it feels like I'm constantly preparing for a festival every month.

Plus, the Elven Spirit Temple has its own unique 100,000-day calendar, so sometimes they have festivals at weird times and call me in on short notice. Thanks to that, my schedule gets messed up all the time, and Tetes gets mad at me.

With everything always being a festival, I’d almost lost track of what was normal.

"I know you're busy, but if you give them a word, the elves will move, and we can reach Celesta through Lady Diane."

"Yeah, well, I get that, but _what_ kind of festival?"

"An art festival."

"...G, geeijutsusai? An art festival?"

"Yes. I want it to be a great success."

Right now, Gloria and Lanz are at the center of an emerging artist's circle in Poruka. How many years ago was it that Lanz became Gloria’s apprentice after Goat got married and settled down into domestic life? Blessed with a good mentor, his natural concentration, and understanding of female forms, he now energetically draws original erotic picture scrolls that rival professionals.

Seeing this, young people from Granze who used to live in Karlwin started aspiring to be painters, and even Julio—Diane’s brother, the acrobatic sculptor—and the sculptors from the Northern Forest naturally gathered, leading to an explosion of art in certain districts.

The baron, who had been supporting Lanz as a patron since he started painting, had been building galleries one after another to house these artworks. But, well, with Gloria and Lanz, most of the pieces were nude paintings. It wasn’t something he’d pushed too hard.

But now, he thought, why not boldly promote them alongside other sculptures, spreading the word about how amazing Lanz’s and others’ works are? He felt the time was right, as traditions had become lightly shaken by diverse cultures.

It's true that it would be a waste to only enjoy these pieces among a small group of enthusiasts. The district with the studios is like another world, lined with sculptures and murals so impressive you wouldn’t believe they were done as a hobby by volunteers from the sticks. And the galleries are even more amazing—currently, nothing’s priced, and they just casually display whatever Gloria and her apprentice draw, which is hard to believe.

Gloria, now one of my female slaves, doesn’t need money anymore, so she has no ambition for fame. She just keeps drawing because I, Lanz, the baron, and Old Man Harry get so happy when she does.

She’s had kids a bit later than usual but seems happy with disciples gathering from Granze and the Northern Forest. But the baron decided that wasn’t enough.

"So, apparently, we're having a new art festival in early autumn. I want to make it a big deal."

That night, back at the "Vapor Palace," I told the girls gathered in the dining hall about it.

Some of them were wearing slave collars, some were dragons, and others were just visiting—catfolk, courtesans from "Cosmos Shop," even Elven women from the Northern Forest.

The palace has a "free to undress" rule, mainly for Blue Dragons and some exhibitionist female slaves, but excluding Elven women who aren’t used to it or those who frequently go outside, more than half of the girls were basically naked all day.

"So, what are we doing? 'Model for you!' I’ll stand next to your painting?"

"Well, that might be effective in a way, but it’s not exactly that."

While feeding two of the girls, Cosmos casually said something bold. In fact, Lanz has drawn quite a few pictures with Cosmos, Hilda, and Leila as models.

But that's exciting for viewers, but not really what we need for an art festival.

"We have plenty of people here at the palace. How about some kind of amateur art contest?"

"Doesn’t the city already do something like that?"

"Sounds like nobody’s really up for it, though."

The canvases, paints, brushes—art supplies aren’t exactly something you can just grab on a whim. For families with zero experience, painting is a pretty high hurdle.

But inside this palace, we’ve got all the tools readily available and can share them easily. Getting stuff from the city using dragons is a breeze too. And it’s not just paintings—sculptures work just as well. Jeanne and I can even provide the carving tools if needed.

"Gloria said she’d handle the beginner instruction, so anyone interested should give it a shot."

"Any rewards?"

Oregano raises her hand to ask. Rosemary and her kid are next to her. And, of course, they’re all naked.

"Rewards… hmm, let me think."

I scratch my head and ponder for a moment.

Then—
"...Participation prize: This. One Andy Coin. For everyone."

I snap my fingers.

It’s a "reward voucher" modeled after the "Isabelle Coin" from Cosmos Shop. Using it lets you demand a handmade present from me or ask a dragon to take you anywhere you like.

…The dragon ride option wasn’t there at first, but Emma came up with it to lighten my workload, and we adopted it. Usage rate’s… not super high, but it happens sometimes. Naris is the biggest user.

"Gifts" can be anything from a few-hour date to… well, things tend to get sexy pretty fast during dates. But if I’m just hanging out without purpose, they’ll all gather and turn it into a group thing. So being able to demand a one-on-one romp is actually a pretty rare privilege these days.

I half-wonder if the non-slave girls would be thrilled about this coin, but when I really focus on them, even the prostitutes get to go wild, so it’s surprisingly popular.

After grinding with Hildegard, Cosmos, Gloria, and the others every night for over a decade, my skills have definitely improved. Improved a lot.

"So… if someone wins… what should the prize be? I’ll make something special, anyway."

I declare something super vague, thinking they might not be motivated by that, but the girls erupt in cheers.

Wait, am I _that_ respected? Even as an artisan?

…But then—
"...If you win… could we maybe… have a real baby?"

It’s Maia, asking shyly. And, naturally, she’s naked.

"...I’ll consider it, but aren’t you already doing that?"

"Not just two or three times and calling it a day—I mean, going at it like I’m gonna impregnate you dozens of times!"

"...Fine."

I was about to add "We have kids here, so let’s not talk about this too much," but the excitement drowned me out completely.

…Is that what _everyone_ wants?

Well, yeah, this is Polka, so even if we go hard, they’ll heal up fast. But still.

Most of the kids who live in the palace full-time are only four or five years old—basically pre-pubescent. Once they get older, they move out to their own homes.

Some, like Jeanne and Selen, stay with the Smysom family, but most of the female slaves now have their own houses, usually living with their mothers.

The non-slave girls… well, they mostly go back to their hometowns to be raised. Even if they’re having sex, most can’t bring themselves to completely sever ties with their families.

By the way, a few of the prostitutes from Cosmos Shop have casually popped out my babies. Or rather, they’ve all gone back to their villages after a session and had them without telling me, so I accidentally messed with the oldest one (who was Felicia, the white fox girl’s kid). They just casually mention it after the session’s over.

Since then, if a younger girl tries to tempt me, I make _absolutely_ sure she’s not my own kid.

"I want to stop doing anything lewd with my daughters."

"Isn’t that fine as long as it’s consensual?"

"I think Selen should be the most pissed about this kind of thing, you know?"

"If Papa forces himself on me, I'll definitely hate sex. But if I'm all hot for him and he's the one who doesn't want it, I'd resent my own instincts and get warped in a different way."

"...Huh."

"I think a child's happiness is what matters most, you know?"

Selen laughs at her own pace while washing dishes.

Hmm.

So Selen isn’t worried about _me_ having sex with the kid, but whether it’ll hurt him?

Ignoring that I’m sleeping with other people like it’s nothing… well, that’s beside the point now. But as for social stigma and all that… she doesn’t care at all because she grew up ostracized by society as a half-elf.

As for problems from bloodlines getting too thick… Irene always says, "A little bit isn’t a big deal; magic can fix it. It’s different if you’ve been screwing around for decades, though." So that’s probably how it is.

No, no, wait. But still.

"I don’t care how much he wants it, I won’t allow Peter to attack his mother or any of the other female slaves."

"Well, yeah, that’s true. The female slaves are all Andy’s property anyway."

"You’re okay with him accepting that, but you’ll just ignore your daughter sleeping with her father?"

"I think Andy should realize he’s special, an exception to the rule. He can make any woman happy—whether it’s dozens or hundreds. Only the girls who accept that get close to Andy. But unfortunately, Peter isn’t one of them… Yeah. If it’s Andy, even his own daughter… any woman, he could make her happy."

"...Sometimes…"

"?!"

"I’m just reconfirming how messed up your thinking is sometimes."

"Oh, really? I’m just a realist~"

What _is_ realism, anyway? Makes me want to philosophize.

Of all the kids, Peter was the first to recognize me as his father, of course.

But he’s a half-dwarf, so he grows up a bit slower.

He should be a little older than Elenia, who’s recently outgrown her baby fat and gotten slender, but he still looks like he might not even be ten yet.

Dwarves don’t grow very tall to begin with, and apparently they stay in their childlike bodies until they suddenly sprout beards and get overly muscular, but Peter hasn’t shown any of those characteristics yet.

Still, his voice is a little too deep and rough for a ten-year-old. Sounds like he’s already going through puberty.

"Hey, Dad. Can I enter the Vapor Contest?"

"You can, but… can you even draw?"

"I don’t really draw, but I can make some pretty cool dolls."

Peter looks smug as he brings out a doll he made from his room.

It’s a knight doll made of lead… Ah, I remember making those with Dad too.

"I’ve already made twenty of them. Old Man Jackie says they’re sellable now."

"Please stop calling Jackie 'Old Man.' It confuses me."

Jackie is usually the one who looks after Peter. He’s past fifty but still a fully active blacksmith.

Since Sarah got married, he seems lonely and has been especially doting on Peter lately.

"But saying they’re sellable is a bit too generous. The details are sloppy. You have to finish them more carefully, Peter."

"Tch, Dad’s always finding fault."

"Your talent isn’t bad. I’m just saying, don’t half-ass it. If you try to pull that crap in a contest, people’ll laugh at you."

"Okay, okay… So, if I win, can I get an allowance increase?"

"What are you gonna spend all that money on anyway?"

"That’s… well, whatever! It doesn’t matter what I use it for!"

My son stammers, looking a little embarrassed. Hmph, thought he could fool his old man?

There aren’t many things a kid in this town would spend money on. Probably just some trinket from a peddler to give to his girlfriend.

"If you win, that is. Everyone’s an amateur, but there’ll be elves and dragons too, so it won’t be easy."

"Heh. I don’t think anyone but Mom can beat me anyway."

I feel a twinge of anxiety at my son’s needless confidence. Has he been coddled too much?

_By the way, the reason for his allowance request was later revealed to be because Cosmos-san’s… well, let’s call her a ‘lady of the night’ at the Palace had shown off her assets and when he tried to sneakily touch her, she said, "If you wanna get frisky with us, you better bring some money!"_

And then, about a week passed.

The girls from the Palace started going outside for sketching and other artistic activities, suddenly making Plocka all artsy.

"This is a good opportunity. Plocka is a fine town, but it lacked this kind of cultural enrichment," said Kristi, narrowing her eyes at the burgeoning art boom that even the townspeople and the stationed Crossbow troops were joining in on.

Now that she mentions it, I have to agree. The people here are healthy and beautiful thanks to the Spirit Spring, but the town itself lacked any real design flair.

…Though a lot of that was because Gloria, our resident artist, only drew erotic pictures.

And among them was Elenia, seriously sketching the forest scenery.

"…Eh, Elen? You want an allowance increase too?"

"Allowance? There’s nowhere to spend it around here. Besides, who started saying that? Peter? Claudius?"

Claudius is Hildegard’s kid. He’s about the same height as Peter right now.

He’s much shyer than Peter, and a real mama’s boy, soaking up all of Hildegard’s maternal love.

"…Don’t you want any rewards or anything?"

"…I do, but I’ll tell you if I win."

Elenia says that with a scowl as she draws.

…Even her scowling face is cute, thanks to my doting parent bias.

And after watching Elenia like that for a while, I felt satisfied and thought maybe I shouldn’t voice my crude concerns.

Maybe the reason Elenia comes to the Palace naked more than before, or tries to get me to touch her all the time, isn’t because she’s just lost her sense of shame about nudity due to the environment, but simply because she feels a stronger desire to be good daughter and to be affectionate with me.

Yeah. That must be it. Mom Selen being weirdly lax about incest is just a coincidence.

And then came the art festival.

People gathered from Granzi, from the north, from Celesta and Renfangas, taking advantage of the opportunity to enjoy the paintings and sculptures placed throughout the town.

…The works of Gloria & Lanz, our master-apprentice duo, accounted for only about twenty percent of what was displayed outside, but their undeniable skill captivated viewers, guided them to the gallery, and secured many buyers, so it was a success in practical terms.

And then came the main contest at the Baron’s mansion.

The grand prize, chosen by the judges… was Mya’s "Scale Statue." She collected broken dragon scales and made a miniature dragon statue.

Some people thought it was too much of an advantage to use dragon scales as materials, but since it wasn’t prohibited, excluding her from winning wouldn’t be fair, so she won.

And while the gold and silver prizes went to others, Elenia’s "Forest Pine" barely managed to win a bronze.

"Yeah."

"Ugh... um, Eren? If possible, as your dad..."

"You won't grant my request even after winning the competition?"

In the palace’s bath area, tucked in a corner.

As expected, I’m pinned down by Elenia.

"...Listen, I _want_ to grant Eren’s request too, if possible. But—"

"You’re not listening!"

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

"I hate you."

"Guh... uh, Eren, it’s not that I absolutely won’t listen. It’s just… I think it’s a little early for you, you know?"

"Then how old do I have to be!?"

"No, seriously, just wait a little longer, Eren. Okay?"

The girls in the palace are all watching this with such a peaceful, almost heartwarming expression.

...I begged and pleaded until they let me off for just today.
I… I don’t want to be hated. If Eren hates me, I’ll die.
...Though I might not last that long anyway.
10 Years After 3
Having too many kids is a common problem in the countryside.

With no real entertainment around, sex with my wife is pretty much all I look forward to these days. Everyone wants plenty of workers and heirs, so I let her do as she pleases. Before you know it, you’ve got a huge family.

Especially with beastfolk—twins and triplets are the norm, so after a few pregnancies, you’re looking at a family of ten or more real quick.

Isaac’s situation is even worse; his wife is a pair of beastfolk sisters, so he already has like twenty kids and is struggling. I couldn’t exactly tell him to slow down, though.

In reality, the cat-beastfolk are having a baby boom. Including the cat colony, I’ve probably got over 200 kids on my hands. That’s more than double the original cat colony.

I asked Irina if this was really okay, and she said something incredibly vague like, "We shouldn’t have trouble raising them. We’ve got dragons too."

Food isn’t a problem since idle bronze and silver dragons take turns patrolling near the cat colony and help with monster hunting.

Clothes and education are flexible thanks to direct trade with the elf territory. The kids who are old enough get taught at a private Polka Academy run by Loree and the others.

Loree says the cat-beastfolk are as fickle as rumors say, but the elf and dragon instructors—who’ve got decades or even centuries of experience in their fields—are excellent. Some of the kittens even show magical talent that rivals Irina’s. Though, well, they don’t have her lifespan, so they’ll never quite catch up.

_“The fact that almost all of these are my kids… it feels weird to say, but I barely feel it.”_
_“Aren’t there any kids you don’t know, Papa?”_
_“Yeah, but still. Two hundred is a lot.”_
_“And this isn’t even everyone, right?”_
_“…Yeah, it’s not.”_

Claudio and I sighed as we watched the Polka Academy auditorium from behind. Of course, kids too young to understand don’t come to school. And Claudio’s only ten, but being Hildegard’s son, his brain is way ahead—he’s already self-taught in most of the academy’s core subjects and is treated like a graduate.

Peter’s still chasing after boobs, so he’s worlds apart from him.

The academy only opens for half the year (when everyone’s free) during winter; in summer, everyone goes back to their hometowns. Not just cat-beastfolk attend—elf-descended kids, whores’ children, and even some from Polka Town and Granze come too.

But mostly, it’s my kids showing up for the opening ceremony. The cats are reliably brought by dragons, and since it started as an extension of the church’s education program, there’s a loose attitude where you don’t have to show up if you don’t want to.

But even if you take all the classes, you don’t get any medals or anything—just that.

There _is_ a perk: free lodging and meals while you’re here. Since most of the students are my kids anyway, it just… happened that way for everyone.

Half the kids help out at the inn I took over, and half stay at the Vapor Palace—but only my kids get to stay at the palace.

The all-nude paradise is too much for the boys, so I strongly recommend the inn. Some say it’s fine for girls, but the female slaves said, "It's mostly women anyway, so it should be okay," so I nodded. Of course, undressing isn’t mandatory.

But cat-beastfolk are so easygoing that they strip down without hesitation.

This isn’t great if I’m going to stick to my "no lewd stuff with my daughters" policy. Maybe I should ask Baron or Kristy to set up another inn run by family…

…But expanding the inn business too much ties into the whole "What am I, anyway?" problem.

I’m a blacksmith. The owner of Smythson Arms. Business is still slow except for the crossbow guys.

_“Hmm…”_
_“You always have such weird worries, Papa.”_
_“Yeah, I’m a weird dad… sorry about that.”_

Since my business is so different from other dads’, I often struggle to explain things to the kids who’ve grown up. Lately, I’ve been using "I'm just a weird dad" as an excuse a lot.

It’s no wonder I have so many moms; I’m a weird dad. It’s no wonder I don’t really know what kind of work he does to earn a living; I’m a weird dad. It’s no wonder he’s made a fifteen-year-old newbie female slave his mom even though he’s already forty… well, actually, that’s pushing it.

Outwardly, the old female slaves have all been wives for ages now, but they still don’t really care about that distinction much. There’s this broad category of "female slave," and if you have kids or contribute enough, you’re recognized as "full-fledged" and get the external title of wife.

And recently, female slaves are still increasing in number. I don’t intend to increase them, but they keep multiplying anyway.

I definitely shouldn’t be getting someone Elenia’s age pregnant, but unfortunately, it’s a bad habit of mine that I can’t stay stiff forever when dealing with eager partners, and before I knew it, I’d gotten one pregnant and we even had a baby shower. Not many of the kids probably understand why they’re okay with "it’s because he’s a weird dad," though.

"I want to be as proud of my dad as possible… but I’m too weird to be proud of."

"Hmm… As far as I’m concerned, you’re a perfectly normal dad to be proud of."

"Claude is such a good kid…"

_Sniff._

But how does a ten-year-old find any redeeming qualities in a father who spends every single day soaking in the hot springs completely naked while dozens of moms piss white water all over him? I can’t think of anything to be proud of myself.

"Everyone says that being hungrier than your grandpa is legendary, dark elf-style."

"Wait. Whoa—uh—who’s 'everyone'?"

"Hilda-mom, Cosmos-mom, Mira-mom, Nol-mom…"

"In the dark elf culture sphere, a ten-year-old knows that much…!"

Sex education is way too early.

No, I think _my_ sex education was way too late. When I was ten, I didn’t understand real sex and gave Apple the natural letdown play.

But what about mothers who proudly explain to their ten-year-olds, "Your dad’s a great lover," or even tell them about their grandfathers’ sex lives?

"At least in Tark, if you say 'Andy, the Onyx Groom,' everyone knows who you mean."

That sounds like the kind of name that gets whispered behind your back.

"I don’t want you bragging about _that_ part to anyone… First, I want you to find someone’s charm one-on-one with a girl."

I pat my son’s head while lecturing him.

Claudio has elf-like features, almost girlishly beautiful. His hair is a little longer than most boys’, so if he cross-dressed, probably not many people would catch on.

Girls like pretty things, no matter what. If this handsome boy becomes a handsome young man, he’ll be super popular and have a much more blessed youth than I did, but first, I want him to understand that it’s one-on-one.

I can’t stand the thought of my own kid trying to build a huge harem like me and getting screwed over instantly.

"Hmm…"

Claudio looked troubled after hearing that.

"So… you really thought a harem was the default, huh?"

"Um… well… more than girls, I kinda like boys…"

My son dropped a bombshell.

"...Huh?"

"Eh, ah, no, just—more than girls, I mean?"

"...O-okay."

I’m flustered.

N-no, think about it carefully. Think about it.

Hilda is a good wife and wise mother these days, but she was always a two-edged sword. She’s got a pretty impressive repertoire when it comes to getting off with girls.

A mother with such open-minded values probably wouldn’t deny her son’s tastes either.

As for finding a boyfriend, Claudio’s cuteness shouldn’t be too hard. Besides, it’s not like he _doesn’t_ like women—it’s just that his strike zone is a little too wide.

And here I am, turning so many different races—who should never be approached so casually—into my personal sex slaves. How can I possibly criticize Claudio’s broad spectrum of love?

“P-Perhaps… maybe Papa doesn’t think it’s _completely_ out of the question. Yeah. It’s not really my thing, but cats go wild during a full moon and get all hot and bothered with each other…”

That’s right. Homosexuality isn’t abnormal.

It’s something that exists even in my own life. I just happened to be surrounded by more women, so it never stood out.

Okay… I’m calm now.

“…Thanks.”

Despite his flustered state, Claudio gives me an angelic smile for acknowledging his minority sexual preference.

Damn it… I kinda understand Hilda’s feelings now. Even if I had some reservations about Claudio’s tastes, I couldn’t be cruel to that smile.

“As for using the butt hole, Tete’s mom taught me plenty… and Hilda’s mom said there are quite a few people in Taluk who are into it. I’m sure you’ll find a lover someday.”

“…Tete…”

I can’t help but feel conflicted about these female slaves going overboard to accommodate Claudio.

Complaining is pointless… ugh.

Among the kids, Frena—Neia’s daughter—is the most active lately.

At first, she tried learning swordsmanship from Neia but didn’t have much talent for it. But after taking dance lessons from Norr and Lucino, she’s been improving rapidly.

Her athletic ability is pure Neia, and she flawlessly mimics the lively dark elf’s dance steps with her small frame.

Which would be fine if…

She may look like Neia, but she’s mischievous, throwing eggs at people or stealing food to harass them before vanishing into the city’s alleys. Granze and Polka are used to finding her, but she disappears in the royal capital and Taluk just as quickly, so I can’t relax.

I could use the dragons’ hearing to find her, but she learned that after being caught a few times and developed a useless genius-level talent—she created a voice-changing magic spell at the age of eleven just to run around the royal capital.

Eventually, Neia snapped and went on a full-force pursuit using her continent-class physical abilities, leaving a legend in the royal capital. But let’s leave that aside.

She’d be a good kid if it weren’t for her mischief… or maybe that’s just parental bias.

Lately, every time she leaves Granze, Emma tightens security so much that I feel like she’s overreacting.

“Putting mischief aside, she’s picked up the habit of choosing dangerous places as escape routes because of those acrobatic dance moves. Running across rooftops and along waterways with a child’s physical ability… it could end in disaster.”

“…Yeah.”

Even with Polka’s healing spring or Break Core’s regenerative therapy, some things are irreversible—namely, death.

Humans are so fragile that they can die from just falling down the stairs. Especially kids.

“We have to stop her before it’s too late.”

“But… can we even tell her to stop? Neia has probably told her a hundred times to stop because it’s dangerous.”

“Maybe give her a light scare, like… a minor injury?”

“…If it could be kept light, that’d be good.”

“…We already made Neia seriously angry once, so it has to be worse than that… and keeping it ‘light’ is going to be difficult.”

Neia getting angry is a big deal. Worse than that…?

"Hmm… maybe she’s not scared of Neyah because she’s always around her. Then, what about someone else… like, seriously dangerous, like Lila? Getting scolded by them…"

“Do you think a child who regularly pesters dragons can truly comprehend the terror that is Lady Lila?”

“…Right. In the end, they probably just assume the dragon will hold back. So, how about Tethys, or Cosmos-sama, or some other kind of dangerous person…”

“That’s still just the fear of the adult world…”

“Hmm…”

How to effectively scold a child who’s become too accustomed to dealing with incredibly powerful beings? That’s quite the challenge.

What to do…

The solution came from an unexpected source: Elenia.

“You should just stop harassing Frena, that’s all.”

“Well, yeah… sort of.”

“That’s something adults can’t fix no matter how hard they try.”

Elenia said so and took it upon herself.

A few days later, Frena came to Polka and was caught brazenly trying to do something to the Baron in the middle of town.

“How long are you going to keep doing such pathetic stuff? You’re eleven years old, aren’t you acting like a kid?”

She looked down at Frena with her full, cold glare.
“W-What’s that supposed to mean? You’re not even…”

“Even after learning ladylike dances from Norra-Mama, you’re still stuck playing boyish games like some backwoods hick. Hmph.”
…A strategy of poking at each other’s pride as children.
Now that she mentions it, I was lumping “adults” together. At least back then.
When looking at someone as a target for teasing, it doesn’t matter how great or powerful they are.
Is it necessary to scold from _within_ the line, not as a “target,” but as a child?
…As expected, Frena easily fell for Elenia’s provocation.
Perhaps because they were relatively close in age and half-sisters, they were always aware of each other.
“Polka is even more rural than Grandje! You’re just acting like an adult, but you’re just daddy's girl! That makes you _more_ of a kid!”

…Hey. I’m being told, Elen. Looking at your recent behavior, there’s no way to argue with that.

But Elenia was unfazed.

“Only a child would say something like that.”

“…Grrr… just because you’re one or two years older doesn’t mean anything.”

“I wish you’d stop getting so caught up in the same childish pranks, boys and girls alike. I wonder how long this will last. Is your mother spoiling you?”

“M-My mom’s strict!”

Don’t bring up their mothers so much. Selen is pretty lenient. I’ve never seen her get mad at you.

…Compared to Polka’s environment where the mothers can share the burden, Neia is struggling with her adolescent daughter, I realize now. Maybe I should visit Grandje more often.

Even when I occasionally visit, I have to play both father and mother roles simultaneously.

“Besides… you’re saying that because you haven’t gotten enough attention from Papa.”

“What…?”

"Mom says it all the time, doesn't she? 'Dad's special…' If you really understood what that meant, you wouldn't be able to stay a kid anymore…" ♪

Elenia’s expression instantly shifted, her face taking on a chilling allure and intoxicating charm as if sensing the presence of children.

Frena looked bewildered at Elenia’s inexplicable behavior.

"W-What are you talking about…? Dad’s just… he doesn’t even know why he’s so popular himself…"

"Because _that’s_ the only kind of dad you see. Because you don’t understand. You probably think he’s just some lecherous, good-for-nothing old man, right?"

Elenia leaned in close to Frena and whispered.
"But the real Dad… he’s the kind of guy who makes Neia Mom, Aurora Sis, Diane Mom, even the dragons—_everyone_—fall head over heels for him. The kind of guy who makes even the strongest women want kids. You’ve never really thought about how weird it is that someone like _that_ exists so close to you, have you…?"

"……"

"...Hehe. Still an _o-ko-sa-ma_, though." ♪

"T-That’s not how you talk about your father… that’s weird!"

"...Weird’s the opposite of normal. And Dad’s nothing like normal. You know that, right?"

"B-B-but—"

No. No, Elen.
You’re looking _way_ too much like Selen right now. That dangerous vibe.
There’s no way you should be dragging your stepsister down that path.
Just as I was about to intervene with a sense of urgency, the mysterious half-elf group—Selen, Apple, Anzalos, and Neia—who’d also taken cover nearby stopped me.

"Let’s leave this to Elenie. Okay?" ♪

"And you haven’t laid a hand on her yet, Andy, right? …Yet she understands him _that_ well."

"You really are your mother’s daughter, aren’t you? …Even I wouldn’t be able to put it into words so well, but you managed to describe Andy’s charm like that."

"My child is truly causing trouble… If we let Elenia talk some sense into her, she might calm down a little."

Everyone was impressed by Elenia’s serpentine eloquence.

"But if this keeps up, won’t it just lead to Elen and Frena making Dad look like a total failure? Won’t it turn into that kind of situation where they make him realize something he shouldn’t?"

"Because Andy’s a weird dad." ♪

"What can you do?"

"If we cast contraception magic, there shouldn’t be any problems."

"If Frena becomes a proper girl… I’d even consider making her my female slave."

"Wait, Neia! You were _that_ serious?! That’s something a parent should _never_ say! It’s also pretty much out of bounds as a wife!?"

"But the Flashblade was supposed to be like a father figure, and it turned out to be completely useless… just a machine that plays old stories."

I need to try harder as a father. As a father.
…Why won’t anyone stop me from messing with my daughter?
Ten Years After 4
Around Basson, they were still debating sleeve lengths, but in Polka, winter had already arrived. The coniferous forests clung to snow, and the grasslands transformed into pure white deserts.

I remember crying as a child at how lonely the sight was—though now I realize it was just a childish misunderstanding, a fantasy that the world had become colorless, endlessly so. Back then, even tomorrow felt far away. The idea of next spring seemed so distant that I doubted it would ever come.

Even after my parents told me that spring would return and the world would be green again, it always felt like an eternity away.

…When I mentioned this to Anzeros, he just said, "So that's how the world looks from the countryside." Being raised in the city, he saw so many different things every day that he couldn’t understand why I was so despondent about the snow. Everyone else came from places with little snow or even ancient forest barriers where winter never came, so only Neia and Johnny could relate. Kiel just said, "Huh?" because he’s an idiot.

When I asked the kids, they didn’t even understand my worldview of "the world turning completely white."

"If you ride a dragon, you can go to Celesta even in winter—it’s always the same there."

"I’m looking forward to staying at Taruk for the Spirit Festival!"

"Nice, Taruk. I wish I could get into Cosmos Mom’s place soon."

Peter got a blank stare from Elenia. Claudius was, as always, an angel. But still, it’s interesting how different the scale of life is when you have dragons from the start.

By the way, it’s customary during the Spirit Festival for all the dragons to gather the kids in Polka and take them to Taruk, where everyone enjoys a party with Onyx. After that, they immediately return to Polka for the New Year’s festival.

For the kids, Taruk’s Spirit Festival is like a vacation, while Polka’s New Year’s festival is like a showcase… or something like that.

Onix’s family is ridiculously indulgent toward our children. They throw lavish parties where they eat all the food they want and give them presents and allowance. It doesn’t matter if they’re descendants of Minister Ashton, catfolk, white elf half-breeds, or even Cosmos’s… well, let’s just say they don’t discriminate against Peter either.

I was starting to think it would become a nuisance when we had over a hundred kids, but Great Nancy said, "If we skimp when the children are so excited, can we really call it a feast worthy of the Dark Elf Merchant Guild?" Carlos wouldn’t dare object after that.

But please, every time you see me, don’t say, "If you lay a hand on my daughter, I’ll chop off your balls even if Nancy gets mad!" The kids are mimicking you because you say it so often. And your daughter’s only five—way too early for that.

As for kids who don’t participate much in these events, it’s mostly due to where they live, like Tetes’ children.

The twins are Sonia, the older sister, and Tyrus, the younger brother. The younger one is especially expected to be the next Buster Marquis, and his grandfather, Eagle the Elder, dotes on him.

"Long time no see, Father."

"Yeah, two months."

I regularly visit the Buster Marquis’s estate in Rennest to see the siblings. Most of the other kids live in Polka, and even if it’s winter, they come to Polka Academy every day. But these twins are different.

Eagle the Elder struck a deal for naming rights, so I could force them to come to Polka if I wanted, but even then, I can’t give them a better life than the noble one they have here. And Tetes seems to be showing off his splendid social graces as Buster Marquis whenever he’s here, so I don’t want to force my wife’s truth on the children too much.

But… is this kind of life right for a father? I wonder…

Maybe what matters most is affection. Well, in my case… I have over two hundred kids. Plus, I spend half the day breeding in the palace.

Despite my worries, the siblings are growing up smartly, like nobles, and like Tetes’ children.

"Father. I have a question."

"What is it? And since you’re my child, just ask without the preamble."

"Yes, Father. Actually… the other day, Mother and I visited the Gantlet Knights’ barracks, and…"

Tyrus shook his neatly trimmed hair, making a strange face.

"Sir Felios, the Grand Knight Commander, collapsed as soon as he saw me… and it seems it was my fault, so Mother and Sir Belga, the Knight Commander, isolated me in another room. After a while, I was released."

"…Yeah."

"It seems to be related to you, Father… but when I asked Mother, she wasn’t very helpful."

"…That’s, Tyrus. I think it’s because you look like me."

"Yeah. People say that a lot."

If you dressed a kid from my childhood in nobleman drag, he’d be Tyrus. I can say with absolute certainty that Tyrus has my face.

In this regard, even putting aside Peter who inherited the name, the legitimate heir of the Smythson family might just be Tyrus.

"Could it be that Father also acts like that when meeting Grand Knight Felios?"

"…When _I_ meet him, I try a little harder… but maybe it’s because you caught me off guard."

I avert my eyes. When Felios has to sit with me, he goes full Black Felios. He doesn’t actually attack, but he puts on a mask and insists he’s a completely different person.

He’s the Grand Arm now, so I wish he’d stop acting out. Or rather, Sir Alex (former Grand Knight) keeps asking if something can’t be done about it every time they meet. It’s not like I can help him, really.

"Sorry… it’s not your fault you look like me."

Being the Grand Arm is being a national hero.

The former Grand Knight who was called a demon, and the other three from my younger days, have all retired, but with new Grand Arms constantly emerging, his unchanging Earth Drive-powered combat ability and handsome looks still make him wildly popular in Renfanga.

And I barely talk to him. He can’t be happy about that.

"…But Mother and Sonia always say they’re glad my face resembles Father’s."

"Well, that’s…"

"…?"

"The hair… I think."

"…Y-yes, that’s true. That’s a relief."

The former Grand Knight once tried growing it back with magic, but the Queen said it "didn’t look right," so he gave up on the transplant. His hairline has finally receded all the way to the back of his head.

Considering that bloodline, even a 12-year-old would be terrified.

Of course, just because our faces are similar doesn’t mean my hair texture is the same. That part could still be from the Buster family.

Don’t let your guard down, son. If you come to Polka, I’m sure something can be done.

Sonia doesn’t look like me at all.

Her delicate, light blonde hair curls at the ends, her eyelashes are long, her jaw is slender, and her features are perfectly sculpted – she looks exactly like a noble lady. She’d look good in any of those overly ornate noble outfits.

It’s strange, but even though Tyrus and she are twins, she doesn’t resemble Tetes either. According to Tetes, she looks like their mother, though.

In stories, this is usually the moment when someone doubts whether they’re really your child, but since my twin brother looks exactly like me, there’s no doubt.

Still, even with the age difference, I can kind of understand why Eagle went after Tetes’ mother – she’s a real beauty.

…And yet, she inherited Tetes’ talent for martial arts, because her physical abilities are ridiculously high.

"Dad, you were here."

"Yeah, I said I’d come… but where were you?"

"At the Gauntlet Knights’ training grounds!"

"…Isn’t that forbidden by Grandpa Eagle? Because of the risk of facial injuries?"

"It’s fine, it’s fine. Mom says, ‘If you go to Polka, any injury can be healed, so just do it.’"

"…Do you want to join the Gauntlet Knights?"

"Well, not really? I just think swordsmanship is interesting. And I’m almost at a point where I can take a hit from Belga-san."

"…Yeah, well. It’s amazing, but if you get seriously injured, Grandpa will be furious."

"Belga, are you seriously saying my twelve-year-old is about to take one from you? You're just holding back and letting her get cocky, right?"

…But then, maybe… No, wait, if she's not that strong, what's the point of going to Gantlet anyway? Unless she has some high-minded warrior ideals, I don't want my pretty daughter risking her life in dangerous combat training.

Sure, if she gets injured, we can just send her to Polka or rely on Break Core to heal her. But that's only if it _is_ an injury. There's always a chance of a fatal accident during training. I really don't want to imagine that.

"Besides, why does getting stronger mean joining the Gantlet Knights? Fighting monsters isn't that interesting. If you want to get somewhere fast, just ask a dragon to breathe fire on them."

"I think you're counting dragon breaths a little too literally, honey."

Well, yeah, we still end up responding to Renfangas's requests and helping with the monster incursions every year.

But if we overdo it, it messes with international relations. So lately, we've been holding back. Still, the fact that _I_ have the authority to call off the whole thing has probably warped her perception of things quite a bit.

"If you're going to be good enough for Gantlet, you should definitely go for Ace Knight. Foreigners can take the exam and get it too, right?"

"…Why is Ace Knight so much better?"

"You get a song written about you!"

…Is that really the reason?

…Well, yeah, I guess you don't hear many bards singing about Gantlet Knights. Probably because just mowing down monsters doesn't make for very interesting heroic tales.

"If you're going to do it, you should aim to be the main character in a beautiful hero's song, like Sieg Becker!"

"…O-okay."

"Auuu, but… If you become an Ace Knight, you have to work for the Celesta military, right? And then my dream…"

"…Wait, you have other dreams too?"

"…Yeah."

A twelve-year-old full of dreams. That's a good thing.

The beautiful girl, who doesn't look like either of her parents at all, blushes slightly and looks away.

"…I want to work with Dad like Mom does… but…"

"Ah… well…"

It's a very healthy dream for a child. Seeing their parents, admiring them, wanting to do the same job.

As parents, we might be moved to tears.

But first, Tetes is playing the role of a capable nobleman pretty convincingly here… which means her reality is different.

And that reality is that she's out and about with me and the other female slaves, having sex like crazy in our "flying fuck palace," while occasionally negotiating business for the "S&F Foundation."

We're using protection now that we've had two kids, but Tetes, who looks like she's barely twenty thanks to all the Polka, is in her prime as a woman and her libido is stronger than ever.

The thought of my daughter wanting to be like _that_ mother in the future… I don't know if I should encourage it or not.

"Jujutsu is interesting, and I admire hero's songs too… but yeah. I still want to work with Mom."

"…G-good luck. But Sonia, you have so many other talents, I'm sure."

I encourage her while looking away.

She's only twelve. She can change her dreams as much as she wants from now on. I hope she does.

I can't bring myself to expose the truth about her parents to her.

"Ah… and also…"

"Yeah?"

"…Once you're really confident, I want to settle things with Frana in Granji."

"Settled?"

Frena, what are you even doing? You still can’t handle a sword, right?

"...The other day, when I met you at Polka, you threw that spider toy at me... and I was so surprised I wet myself."

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

Frena. If you don’t stop trying to prank everyone, you’re going to die.

"I seriously chased after her, but she escaped... Oh, and I’ve finally gotten the Earth Drive under control, so next time, I’m making her apologize!"

"...If you want to make up, talk to me or Teteus first. We’ll set up a proper reconciliation."

"That’s not good enough! Something has to happen!"

The beautiful noble girl gritted her teeth with frustration.

Seriously, even if Polka can fix it, I hate full-on battles between girls.

But yeah... if the parents just show up and force them to make up, there’ll always be lingering resentment.

"...So, next time you see Sonia, do a preemptive, full-blow apology on your knees."

The "Flying Brothel" that was the Rennesto took off.

Waving to the kids from the window, then turning back inside with a sigh...

Actually, Frena came along this time. That was close.

Apparently, she was wandering around town with Myia, so there was a chance we’d run into each other.

"Kneeling and begging? Sonia’s the one who’s weird for crying over some stupid prank."

Frena turned away with a huff... clad in a bra-less top and panties without any crotch.

She’s still flat-chested, so no real sex appeal, but being in that getup in a "brothel" is all about challenging Elenia.

Yeah. Elenia’s here too, dressed almost exactly the same.

Of course, I didn’t order them to do that.

"Well, Sonia’s pretty fickle anyway, so she’ll have forgotten by spring♪ More importantly, Master, please whip it out♪"

The current Buster Marquis, Teteus, was there as well, in the same outfit, acting as the ringleader.

"...Seriously, are you really going to let them do this? With kids? This is totally illegal."

"Master. What we’re about to do isn’t procreation, but simple skinship."

"You don’t usually call using a dick for 'skinship' 'simple.'"

"They both confirmed their willingness that many times, so please don’t back out now. Elen will hate you."

"N-no, wait a minute. First of all?"

On the way to Rennesto, Teteus suggested it, and I showed them plenty of hardcore sex.

If they were this interested, I figured it was better to show them the real thing than to tiptoe around it... so I shot about four loads into each of Teteus’s three holes.

Teteus had prefaced it by saying, "This is what sex between people who love each other looks like. Normally, you’d do this with your father, right? If I had to do that with that old Eagle geezer, I’d fake a death by illness and kill myself," but the two of them watched her writhing in pleasure without flinching.

Elenia’s always had abnormal desires aimed at me anyway, but Frena’s probably just trying to one-up Elenia. At least if I could make _her_ back down... but that plan still hasn’t worked.

"It’s okay, it’s okay. Blowing a guy is safe, Daddy♪"

"...Seriously, the moment a girl touches her father’s dick, it’s impossible."

I very slowly offered my dick—which Teteus had gotten hard—to my two daughters.

Elenia dove in, while Frena brought her face closer, eyes darting around.

Tetes placed a hand on my hip and began jacking me off.

"That's a horny smell, isn't it? The scent of Papa's baby-making from just now…♪"

"...Y-yeah…"

"...Stinky."

What the hell is this situation? I sighed, trying to mask the excitement that had somehow sparked within me.

Elenia, my eldest daughter whom I’d raised with such care. A rebellious child, but at heart lonely and fond of attention.
And Frena, who loved being noticed.

My two precious daughters were bringing their faces close to my cock, about to attempt fellatio.
This situation was undeniably wrong, yet I couldn’t completely deny the strange exhilaration it brought.

"...Mmm."

Then—

Elenia slowly closed her eyes, hesitating for a moment before kissing the side of my glans.

Seeing this, Frena’s lips trembled. She opened and closed her small mouth, torn between saying something or trying to one-up her sister, then looked up at me.

She squeezed her eyes shut and, as if daring me, thrust out her tongue, lapping at the opposite side of my glans.

"...Ew."

"Hey, Frena, you can stop anytime if it really grosses you out. No need to force yourself."

"...It's not tasty… Seriously, why didn’t you put some sugar on it…?"

"...Sugar on a cock is a bit much."

They’re just kids, I thought, regaining my composure.

But Elenia smiled at Frena’s reaction and then engulfed my glans in her mouth as if claiming it all for herself.

"Ah…!"

"♪"

Elenia kept my glans in her mouth while her tongue teased the underside of my head.
Normally, I could handle it. Tesets was good at fellatio, Anzeros and Apple too, not to mention the dragon girls and prostitutes—they all challenged me constantly to flaunt their superiority over the girls who just offered their bodies for a chance at pregnancy.

But now, my own daughter had finally taken my cock into her mouth, knowing full well it was an act meant to make me ejaculate… The shock, a mix of excitement and despair, rippled through me.
And then, belatedly realizing that this emotional thrill had compensated for the physical pleasure, I tried to hold back—but my body was already on its way to climax.

The father, embarrassingly, was brought to release by nothing more than the feel of his daughter’s lips, tongue, and upper jaw.

"…Eh, Elen…!!"

"Mmm…, mmm…!?"

I came.
The sensation of thick semen racing through my urethra roared wildly before mercilessly splattering its filth into my daughter’s mouth a moment later.
"Mngh…, ng, ngh…, buh…, mmm…♪"

But Elenia swallowed the violent ejaculation whole.
I don’t taste it myself, but there aren’t many daughters who could suddenly drink semen like that. Even among the prostitutes at Cosmos-san’s place, some could barely manage to swallow and then spit it out.

But Elenia… narrowed her eyes, occasionally gagging, letting a little overflow from the corners of her mouth, yet she kept swallowing.

Was it the mental shock of the sudden ejaculation, a defensive reaction to the virility he’d never experienced in his life before, or the exhilaration of having his wish granted? Even as tears streamed down her face and her mouth was caked with semen, she wouldn’t let go of his cock.

For a fleeting moment, all paternal concern vanished, replaced by the thought: _What an obscene daughter._

Because she was Selen’s daughter.

His and Selen’s daughter.

_She should be like this,_ he convinced himself somewhere deep down, disgusted with that thought, and hurriedly pulled out his cock, concern washing back over him.

"O-oh… sorry, I spaced out for a sec… Are you alright, Ele?"

"Eheh… eheh… kehu… Ehehe, Andy’s… sperm… I drank it all."

"…"

Ele made a terrible face but still laughed.

A shiver-inducing radiance.

From his beloved daughter, he felt the confidence and superiority of _knowing a man,_ along with the threatening sensation of _knowing the taste of your semen._ He shuddered anew at the enormity of his transgression.

And while that was happening to her father’s lower half, the other daughter was greedily devouring him as well.

"Ugh… ugh, this is… so nasty…!"

"Frena… hey, wait—"

"How can you look so happy eating something like this… _huum, nng… churr…_ I can’t believe it…♪"

Wait, why is she saying that while she’s licking him? So meticulously.

But he couldn’t even form the words. His instincts bound his rejection in place against his daughter’s fervent tongue worship.

Tetes smiled.

"...There's no need to rush… You have all the time you want until Polka♪"

That night, the daughters kept sucking their father’s cock until they were stuffed with semen.

In the end, he lost the will to think and just lay there.

…This is bad news.
10 Years After 5
A few days before the Spirit Festival, a "cabin" loaded with kids from Private Polka Academy will take off.

Besides my "fuck room," it’s basically a flying children’s room—officially called the "Airborne Kid Pod"—equipped with six bunk beds. It’s mainly used for mass transport of kids.

The basic calculation is one kid per bed, making the official capacity 18 per cabin, but since they’re kids, you can squeeze two or three into a bed if you push it a bit. So, realistically, it can hold up to 40 people max.

In practice, we have plenty of dragons available, so we don’t usually need to pack them in that tightly. Those are just design specs.

The only time we fully utilize these cabins is around this time of year—winter. We don’t take kids to the summer Spirit Festival, and even during Polka Academy’s opening and closing ceremonies, we don’t move that many kids at once.

"Everyone, checked the locks?"

After confirming all the kids are aboard, I make each dragon check their cabin doors too.

A few years back, one kid tried to pee out of a flying cabin and fell. Another dragon managed to catch him in time, so he didn’t die, but ever since then, we’ve put a magic lock on all the windows and doors to prevent them from opening mid-flight. Kids are too flexible and do unpredictable things sometimes. Better safe than sorry.

"Checked."

"Confirmed."

"Mine’s locked too."

"All secure."

The dragons take their jobs seriously. Even with all this, you can’t rule out a one-in-a-million chance, so it’s standard practice to have a spare dragon—no cargo, just scouting—fly at the rear of the formation. This time, I’ve asked Silver Dragon Solis to handle that.

"We’ll make a descent every hour for bathroom breaks. Still, some kids will wet themselves anyway—that’s kids for you. Can’t be helped."

When it’s just adults, we take bathroom breaks every two or three hours. With kids, you have to be extra careful.

Every time we land for a break, a few kids wander off and don’t come back right away, but each dragon is responsible for keeping an eye on their charges, so they rarely get completely lost. Sometimes you get real hellions like Frena who genuinely try to run off (and yeah, Frena’s the only one so far), but it can’t be helped. Once, after leaving her behind at a stop and coming back later, she was crying, thinking we’d abandoned her. She’s still a kid, though. Yeah.

Ever since then, whenever Frena travels in the "kid cabin," Neia has to ride along to make sure she doesn’t escape.

"Alright, let’s take off. Basso by tonight, Tark by tomorrow evening. Don’t worry about being a little late—be flexible."

I run through the itinerary with the dragons as usual.

Since we draw lots to assign duties, the lineup of transport dragons changes slightly every time, so I have to give detailed orders each trip.

This time, half the transport team is my personal dragons, and the rest are from Crystal and Misty’s palaces… or rather, on temporary assignment.

The dragons not assigned to transport naturally spend the trip entertaining me in my "fuck room."

"Being carried around while I lounge hasn’t happened in a while."

"I could fly with Solis if you wanted."

"Hoh. I don’t dislike being comfortable."

Inside my "fuck room," Laila is happily sprawled out on one of the beds.

Besides her, there are other female slaves, plus some who aren’t slaves but are courtesans from "Cosmos Bookstore" and maids from the maid group returning to Tark—about ten people in the cramped cabin. It’s a little tight for everyone to stretch out, so some are perched on the edges of beds or sitting on luggage benches, but as always, everyone is either naked or half-naked.

And Elenia’s mixed in with them.

"…What?"

"I was hoping you’d ride in the kid cabin, Elen."

"No way. It’s fine here… I mean, it’s not like I care if Andy’s having sex."

"...Awkward."

My bright-haired, golden-bobbed darling daughter, with one side a little longer than the other.
A willowy frame for her age, but even now, the budding swell of her chest hints at the voluptuous proportions of her mother… No, no, as a father I shouldn’t be looking at her like that, but still, yeah. If she grows up like this, men will be lining up to get a piece of her.

And seeing her bravely holding her own against all the gorgeous dragons and dark elves around her—not to mention my own naked mother—despite being completely overwhelmed by their presence… it’s just… adorable.

"But seriously, doing hardcore sex in front of my daughter is kinda embarrassing, you know?"

"Is that really how you want to put it, Selen…"

"But you do want to make a little sister for Ele, right?"

"Why are you so set on 'sister'? A brother would be fine too."

"I just feel like she’ll end up being another girl."

Selen says she’s embarrassed, but then leans in without hesitation and plants a kiss on my cheek, practically daring Ele to say something.
Of course, completely naked. Full-on female mode in front of my daughter.

And it’s not just Selen—most of the female thralls have no intention of stopping at "one kid is enough." They’re still fully committed to breeding.

A decade or so is a pretty standard interval for making kids with elves and dragons. To humans, that’d be a huge age gap between siblings, but for elves, it’s more like having kids every year.

So naturally, Neia, who’s already struggling with Frena, and Luna, who already has six kids, are still going strong. They’re all active sex partners…

"I gotta keep up so Ele doesn’t steal you away from me!"
She declares her rivalry to my daughter with such confidence.

…Seriously, Selen? Is that really okay?

"That’s great. I wish mine could grow up this harmoniously," Cosmos says, resting a hand on her cheek and looking at Selen and Elenia with envy.

"…Is there some sign of disharmony?"

"Anemone started saying she likes Carlos more than you! Kids are so easily swayed by anyone who gives them presents…"

"No, that’s perfectly healthy."

"Primula understands the allure of Daddy’s… well, you know," Cosmos trails off.

"Wait. What are you teaching Primula? She’s only four!"

Crap. I thought she was a little eccentric but generally balanced.

"What can I say? When it’s my own daughter saying 'a man’s appeal is in his… equipment,' there’s not much I can do, right?"

"I think there’s a problem."

And honestly, a toddler who falls for their father’s… equipment is just wrong. She’s still too young to understand, which is why she lives inside the Vapor Palace.

"Ho. If you waste time on weird debates like that, we’ll reach the next rest stop before you even finish! We’ll land before you can cum!"

Lila chides us.

But seriously, we need to have a proper discussion about our parenting style—especially when it comes to the abnormal direction of her sex education.

…Just as I turn back to Cosmos, Elenia says in a low voice, "Andy. After all this, you’re still being gross for nitpicking like that."

"Guh…"

I collapse.

To be told by my daughter that the unconditional curse word that instantly defeats a father is "gross"…!

"Yeah, I get it. I know full well that a guy who gathers dozens of naked women besides his wife and then, unbelievably, makes babies with them as a hobby while having his daughter in attendance has zero credibility when he starts talking about morals or whatever."

"Maybe I should just gracefully accept everything and say, 'Whatever, it's all good! If you want me to fuck whoever, even my own daughter, then I'm taking it all!' That'd be easier to deal with than if you were being some kind of overbearing tyrant."

"But, you know... there are still lines a human being has to draw. Even if things get weird, there are things you just can't ignore. There _are_ absolute limits, I think."

"Okay, okay. I get it, Andy. We both know you're thinking about your kid's life, Ele-chan and I," Selen said as she helped me up.

"That being said, since you've already worked up the courage to come along... heh heh♪"

"I don't think you really get it..."

"Come on, Ele-chan. You've already done the blowjob thing, right? Show your mom how good you are at it?"

"...Is that okay?"

"It's fine, it's fine! Your old man can't get soft after one or two goes, hehe♪"

And so, in the middle of the hut as it was taking off, the father thrusts his dick in front of his daughter’s face. The mother watches with a smile as her daughter takes it into her mouth.

And not just the mother, but Cosmos-san, Lila, the other prostitutes, and the maids—all the passengers—are watching intently as Eleonora hesitantly lowers herself onto all fours, taking the head of the cock into her mouth and beginning to caress it with her tongue.

"Good job, Ele-chan."

"That's the spirit! Don't rush it. If you push yourself too hard and mess up your rhythm, you'll only make it harder to finish."

Slightly accurate advice mixed in with encouragement. Probably because she’s a prostitute from Cosmos-san’s place.

Listening to that, Eleonora sways her slender naked body back and forth, occasionally letting out a strained, nasal sound as she continues to valiantly service the meat stick.

...Or rather, please forgive this pathetic father whose endurance is halved just by having Eleonora suck him off.

Please understand that it’s because there’s so much love. It’s not like I have any amazing technique or anything, but a raging sense of guilt and depravity mixed with something like gratitude combine into an emotional storm that amplifies the stimulation of my dick with every stroke, threatening to kill me. Not just half, but half again. No, maybe even half of that again.

As a result, before she could even really get going, I let out a pathetic moan and instantly tensed up, trying to hold back.

"Ah... Ele, I'm gonna... I'm gonna come... ah..."

I haven't improved at all. I think it was like this last time too.

And then Eleonora pulled away from the dick for a moment, licked her lips with her tongue, and said,

"Come on, you premature poppa...♪"

Only at times like these does she emphasize "poppa," and then she took it back into her mouth again.

"Ugh...!"

I couldn't hold it in and came. I shot a generous amount of cum directly into my daughter’s throat with force.

"...Wow... Seriously, you really do get me to come fast when Ele-chan licks me..."

Selen gave a wry smile as she picked up the semen overflowing from her daughter’s lips with two fingers and licked it off without any hesitation.

"Well then, can Mommy have a turn at baby-making now?"

"Eh...? You're planning on using your daughter's blowjob as foreplay...?"

A perverted struggle between mother and daughter over the dick. And while they watch it all with amusement, the other passengers subtly flash me knowing looks, hinting that it’s my turn next.

One bathroom break every hour. A slow pace in a large group.

To Taruk... it's still a long way to go.
Ten Years After Six
Tark is hot enough in winter to feel like summer, at least by Polka standards.
Polka’s summers are cool enough that long sleeves aren’t much of a hindrance, so basically spring or fall if you’re talking about normal places.
Since they’re flying out from the middle of a snowstorm in the dead of winter, the kids have to change clothes along the way. That kind of management falls to Neia, who doubles as Frena’s chaperone, along with a few other adults accompanying them.
As for me? I’m pretty much going non-stop from Polka naked, so it’s less about changing clothes and more like, “Finally, I can put some on when we get close to Tark.”
I mean, come on, the ‘house’ has ten people in it. Of course, things are gonna stay busy.
No matter how wild I get, if I take them one after another, five or six of them will be back to normal by the time I’m done. They’re getting sex every two or three hours, while I’m on a near-infinite loop.
Of course, we’re not just fucking like maniacs without eating, drinking, or sleeping, but yeah, the atmosphere helps, and pretty much whenever I’m awake, I’m shoving it in someone. It’s faster than walking, but the girls are bored out of their minds since there’s nothing else to do. And thanks to all the doping and training, I’ve got enough juice that I don’t have to worry about running dry anymore.
…Sometimes I get legitimately freaked out wondering where this stuff is even coming from, but yeah, that’s how it is. The inside of the house is constantly filled with a heavy, lusty stench.

…And then.

“Hey, welcome, Human! Glad to see the kids are doing well, but wait—wasn’t Elenia just coming out of your cabin? Yeah, I’m not misremembering, is that her? She’s shot up even taller than last year, but that’s Elenia, right? If I recall correctly, you’re riding in one of those massive multi-person beds, so…”

“Please calm down, Carlos.”

“Calm down? You little bastard! Finally, your own daughter! From this year on, Rebecca is forbidden from contacting you! If you breathe the same air as Rebecca, I swear I’ll cut you open and feed you to desert lizards so you can never breed again!”

“But Rebecca’s only five…”

“She turned six last month! Celebrate! No, wait—that’s right, how can a man not get it up for his six-year-old niece when he’s got his dick pointed at his own thirteen-year-old daughter? I don’t trust you!”

Carlos was about to lose it completely, so Nancy appeared silently and pinned him down like always, silencing him.

“Gweh…”

“Oh, hey, Andy! It’s been half a year. Well, you were here once after the summer Spirit Festival at Cosmos Honpo, so Tark itself has been four months.”

“…Ah, yes. Long time no see.”

Nancy grabbed Carlos by the collar, threw him onto a bench, and then shrugged, watching the kids enter the dorms.

“Getting cramped soon, aren’t we? How many more this year?”

“…Uh, let’s see… twenty-four more than last year… I think?”

“…That’s short of what we had two years ago. We’ll have to expand by next year.”

My kids keep multiplying every year. Well, I’m not bringing any infants with me on this trip because they’d be too much of a risk, but especially the cat- and beastfolk colonies are booming.

We even have our own dedicated dormitory built on Onyx’s land for them to stay in, but even then, some of them are still crashing in part of Dianne’s siblings’ private rooms.

“Should I rent an outside inn…?”

“That would be a blow to our reputation. Don’t worry, we have plenty of land, and I don’t want to make the kids feel left out. More than anything, I want Rebecca to enjoy the Spirit Festival night with her cousins without any hassle.”

“…O-oh, is that so?”

Carlos’s daughter, Rebecca, is his only child, so he overprotects her like crazy, and she doesn’t get much freedom normally. Plus, truthfully, she doesn’t have any cousins close to her age.

Out of Dianne’s nearly hundred siblings, only my sisters have had kids in the last ten years. Dark elves don’t usually have children that often.

But kids want someone who understands their kid sensibilities. That’s why my kids are Rebecca’s only real playmates.

“However… hmm. Andy, I’m not impressed either, you know? Kids will use the fact that they’re being raised as leverage against their parents. Especially the eldest daughter—she’s precious to a father. I can’t say I don’t understand the feeling of love, but that doesn’t mean…”

“No, well… if anything, _I’m_ the one desperately trying to stop things…”

“…?”

Elenia. That’s just how normal adults think. Dad’s always the bad guy.

…But he’ll never understand.

Right. As planned, we arrived in the evening. The kids were having a lavish viking-style dinner at the party tables lined up in the garden, then they'd jump into the family-sized wading pool before heading to bed. Carlos would subtly interact with them all, giving out presents on the actual Spirit Festival day.

Surprisingly, Carlos remembered every single one of those two hundred kids—even me, who he sometimes forgets my own name—despite only seeing them once a year. Their faces, their names, even their preferences. It’s only natural that Cosmos would be drawn to someone so considerate.

And yeah, I couldn’t exactly _watch over_ the kids…

"Alrighty-ho, everyone look alive! The Owner's here!"

Cosmos said as she led me down the street in front of "Cosmos Headquarters," practically dragging my arm. Suddenly, women from nearby shops and restaurants rushed out, looking flustered, and began closing up shop.

"Yep, we're closed for today, closed for today!"

"Huh… what’s going on?"

"It's a special occasion—Spirit Festival! We'll see you next time!"

"Hey, wait, I’m still drinking here!"

The drunken customers were being shooed out one by one, glancing suspiciously at me and Cosmos as the source of the commotion.

"Why close up shop just for this…?"

"Well, all our affiliated shops are side hustles for courtesans, so it wouldn’t be fair if only the main branch got to participate!"

We were about to enter "Cosmos Headquarters," which was a brothel, after all. So, I guess even the customers in the middle of a session would get kicked out depending on the situation. I wondered how that affected their reputation, but apparently, my presence turned it into some kind of "festival."

That’s right. Now I’m the "Owner"—the ruler of this pleasure district centered around this brothel… or so Cosmos claims.

Though, to be fair, I haven’t contributed anything to the business, nor have I taken any profits.

Apparently, the moment I got Cosmos pregnant, I became her de facto husband (at least according to Tark’s laws), meaning the brothel was now legally mine, and I could take whatever courtesans I wanted.

I vaguely remember Cosmos saying something like that when she barged into my life, but I never thought it meant _that_ literally.

And even though I don’t need to "sample" them—I’ve got plenty of female slaves and dragons to keep me company—Cosmos and her right-hand woman, Isabelle, have apparently issued a memo: _"If you want to go on a spa trip with Polka, make sure you impress the Owner properly!"_ So now, whenever I come to Tark, I’m expected to entertain the courtesans here.

I always argue that if they wanted to go to Polka, they could just let me transport them without sucking up to me… but whatever. Most of the courtesans seem to get it, but regardless, there were apparently tons of them eager to challenge me—_"the guy with Ogre-level ejaculation volume, endless stamina, and the skill to make Cosmos and Isabelle ride a tricycle while still getting off without breaking a sweat."_

No wonder they’re all genuine sluts who _love_ their jobs.

"Welcome back, Owner!"

"Hey, Isabelle, I was here just four months ago."

"If you leave that much time in between visits, it’s fair to say 'welcome back,' yes? Here’s your Isabelle Coin for this visit."

She handed me a heavy pouch full of coins with a _clink_.

I wonder if it even means anything anymore… Well, for the courtesans, they can probably exchange it for a decent amount of cash later.

"I don’t have time to use all this… and besides, I’m here with my kids to enjoy the Spirit Festival, so you know I can’t just hole up in the brothel the whole time, right?"

"We’re hoping you’ll change your mind!"

"The Isabelle I knew was stricter about running the brothel…"

My presence meant, as I’d seen earlier, that the brothel would be sacrificing potential income.

I thought Isabelle’s role was to try and prevent things like this from happening too often… but oh well.

"Hmm… well, even if we left things as they are, the business isn’t exactly struggling. The owner’s been bringing in the dough, after all."

"I haven't earned anything, though?"

"You're earning, alright? You and Cosmos are keeping the economy pretty booming."

"…The S&F Foundation thing?"

"That's right."

Eh. I was wondering where that money came from and where it went, and apparently some of it trickled down here.

Well, since I've been made 'owner' without even realizing it, maybe I've also become an investor without noticing… or something?

I'm torn. Honestly, the flow of money in that operation is completely beyond me, so I just leave the management to Cosmos, Irene, and Tete from the start.

Then, the whores, impatient as ever, butted in.

"Ow-Owner! If you wanna have fun with the kids, you should get hammered quick-like! How about a round with me? Huh? Come on, come on!"

"Domina, save it for later. It's a pain to clear everyone out after you go wild."

"What's that? Ogre-discrimination is no good, I think."

"Owner, owner. Four newbies wanna go to Polka, so give 'em the legit penetration exam, yeah?"

As always, they're dressed in see-through outfits that barely qualify as clothes, but their bright energy makes them irresistible when they invite you for sex. It's a welcome change for me, since I don't really like gloomy atmospheres.

But anyway, today…

"...Ugh. Fine… here."

I took out the Isabelle coin from my bag and tossed it back to the Isabelle in front of me. Ten coins.

"?"

"Isabelle, you're not coming to Polka. I kinda wanna go all-out with you for once."

Isabelle's always stuck behind the scenes, doing paperwork and whatnot, no matter what she says.

But after being around her this long, you start to see the cute side of things, and besides…

"...You planning on cumming inside Isabelle ten times?"

"Hmm, well, a solid ten is fine."

I leaned in close.

"I kinda wanna get Isabelle pregnant… How about a contraception override fee?"

Kids, please forgive your shameless father.

But I don't know any other way to show special affection in this perverted space.

…And then, Isabelle's baby face broke into a suddenly mature, sultry smile.

"Let me tell you something good. …I've been going at it bareback with the owner for five years now!"

"Then ten shots, straight up."

"♪"

Even though it was a whisper, I wasn't really trying to hide it that much.

The whores around us heard our exchange and started whistling and cheering.

The night at Cosmos Hombu passed in a spectacular fashion.
Or rather, we kept raging until pretty late the next morning.

Even in Polka, there are always a few courtesans taking a break, and they’d be willing to service me anytime if I wanted, but the situation of being able to screw around as much as I want at a brothel… it’s like mindlessly nibbling on merchandise in a store – strangely exhilarating.

Other places have been suggested too, like living here for a while and indulging in a life of sampling everything my heart desires… which might actually be appealing.

Well, yeah, but even I can’t exactly pretend that wouldn’t be a total descent into depravity.

Life at the Vapor Palace is practically the same, but since they’re at least making an effort to attend various festivals and such, I like to think I’m maintaining a slightly better facade here.

…So, I wandered through town and headed back to Carlos’s place, only to find the kids running around in the garden where the spirit festival setup was underway, with the dragons helping out and keeping an eye on the kids so they didn’t get caught in any construction accidents. It was a chaotic scene.

The kids were freely running between the stage and the cooking stoves being built, which made me nervous just watching, but before they could do anything truly dangerous, the dragons would instantly teleport over with incredible agility to stop them.

“Maybe I should lock them all up in the dorms so I don’t get in the way…”

“For the kids, seeing things like this is a valuable experience, Andy.”

“Nancy…?”

“It’s not always about being strict. Look, even Peter’s helping out.”

“That’s only because he was flattered by the maid.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being motivated by praise. And sometimes, you can discover your own talents and what you enjoy from it… Maybe Peter has a talent for architecture.”

“Talent for architecture from making stoves…?”

“It’s not something anyone can just slap together without thinking. The way he chooses the stones and stacks them shows real skill. I bet Diane taught him some tricks.”

“…Maybe.”

Setup, huh?

…Come to think of it, the Polka festival setup _always_ involves kids too.

Partly because they need the manpower, but maybe there’s also a purpose in passing down know-how and discovering talents like that.

…More than anything, I guess the point is that festivals are more fun when everyone—adults and kids alike—works together to make them happen.

“Well, speaking of which, the maids have been looking for you.”

“…Ah.”

“You probably know why. Good.”

Nancy’s words made me give a slightly awkward smile before I left… and headed toward the maids.

In Taruk at year’s end, the kids enjoy Onyx’s spirit festival party.

And I… well, I have Cosmo’s Headquarters.

“We’ve been waiting for you, Master.”

“…I still can’t help but wonder every time—why do they call me ‘Master’?”

“It’s a matter of the heart… please consider us your masters of the spirit.”

“That just makes it feel even more sinful.”

Inside the grounds, away from the setup commotion, is the Onyx maids’ exclusive dormitory.

When I was led inside, the roughly twenty maids inside were all in a shamelessly provocative state—bare aprons and headresses—and bowed in unison.

…Cosmo’s Headquarters, and this place, are my main destinations during Taruk’s spirit festival.

Or rather, I’m forced to spend hours here at both locations every year.

The Onyx Maid Brigade—the group most burdened with the difficult desire of “wanting their master to force them into sexual servitude.” Or rather, the troubling thing is that the majority (or minority, depending on how you look at it) of them are counting on me to put in a particularly depraved performance here.

“Sure, screwing around with maids has its appeal… but it’s also true that it’s not quite the same as forcing female slaves into maid outfits.”

I approached the line of dark elf maids and gestured with my fingers to keep them still, then circled behind them, stroking each one’s ass in turn.

_"To think that most Onyx Maids are perverts who get off on this… Carlos must be having a rough time."_

I slapped the ass of the maid I’d been petting, and she let out a sultry scream.

"_S-sorry… Master is just too idealistic…"_

_I don’t recall becoming your master._

"_But… to have you indulge our desires like this… and yet still—"_

The slapped ass… The head maid glared back at me with feverish eyes.

"_A libido that never wanes even after repeatedly violating so many shameless maids… and the power to take us from Onyx if need be… someone with all that is rarely seen… ♪"_

_"…Theoretically, it might be possible, but I don’t want to fight with Carlos."_

Even as I said that, I knew I’d probably find a way to keep any resulting offspring under my control.

But I have to watch out for those two in particular. They’re practically "nieces"… So, first, I had the maids take turns giving me oral service while I sized them up. Carlos has several cousins—Rebecca’s aunts, actually.

_…Both of them have already been screwed multiple times._

If I got them pregnant and ended up putting collars on them, Carlos wouldn’t be able to argue.

_"By the way, you’re using contraception, right?"_

"_Of course, we’ve disabled it for everyone._"

_"How did you know that was the right answer!?"_

The head maid averted her eyes, and the other maids murmured among themselves.

"_Eh, well… getting pregnant by Master after serving him is what being a maid’s all about, isn’t it…?_"

"_Yeah._"

"_I heard the ones who go to Porca are just making babies normally…_"

_Why do you guys live so strongly in that direction? And I thought you were using contraception, so I was screwing around with the maids from Porca!_

"_They usually leave after three months when they come to Porca… but there aren’t any who are already pregnant, right?_"

"…………"

_Are there?_

_It seems there might be._

_Well, she’s not Onyx-blooded, so it’s safe enough._

_…No, it’s not safe. Why would you try to get pregnant in secret?_

We’re almost always having sex, but the night of the Spirit Festival is the only time we’re free. The S&F Foundation’s work also takes place during the party, and there’s also the feeling of a father wanting to see his children happy.

_…And._

_"Now for tonight’s main event! Please enjoy the magnificent dance of the 'Desert Jewel Butterfly'—Noor! Oh, Paula’s performing too? Ah, um… please enjoy their mother-daughter stage!"_

Before Carlos could finish his flustered introduction, Noor and her only daughter, Paula, burst onto the stage.

_"A Jewel Butterfly with a daughter!?"_

"_She had one!?"_

The audience was stunned. And Paula, holding hands with Noor, wore a sexy outfit just like her mother despite being only eight years old, but unlike Noor’s sultry grace, she showed off cheerful steps while occasionally waving both hands at me with childlike innocence.

"Pa-pa!"

"...Wait, is that _him_?"

"The Obsidian Stallion Husband!"

...Yeah. That's me.

I braced myself for the murderous glares of the men… but instead, the air shifted to something like, "Oh, it’s just him. Guess we can’t do much."

Huh? Seriously? Is that okay with _you guys_?

"Well now, the fact that the master’s been seen gallivanting around with a dragon is common knowledge, after all."

"...I was still trying to keep it a secret, though."

"There’s plenty of indirect evidence, isn’t there? Besides, rumors of your achievements are starting to spread. They’re even singing about them in the taverns."

"Seriously?"

I kinda wanna hear that.

…No. Given that his nickname is "Stallion Husband," I doubt his achievements are being sung about in a _particularly_ flattering way. Maybe it’s better not knowing.

And Paula, sharp as ever, noticed my distracted state.

"Pa-pa! Look at me properly! I’m gonna take my clothes off!"

"No, you’re not!"

An eight-year-old shouldn’t be drawing attention with striptease.

And Mom? Don’t _you_ start doing that either. This is supposed to be a wholesome festival, okay?
Ten Years After Seven
As spring approaches, Grandpa Dan and his friends from the desert dwarf colony come to visit.

The desert dwarves have their own kind of work—blacksmithing jobs taken on from nearby colonies. So Grandpa Dan’s never really settled in Pokka for long. But he still seems concerned about Jeanne and Peter, so this back-and-forth trip has become a twice-yearly routine.

And as for his friends? Just a comfort trip.

"Hey there, son-in-law!"

"Hmm… Dave, was it?"

"Dave’s my brother! I’m the big brother, Guy!"

"Oh, right. Welcome. Which inn did you stay at last year?"

"The cellar last time. Trying the upstairs room this go-around."

Old dwarves all look alike—white, curled beards and sunburned, wrinkled faces. Grandpa Dan knows who’s who from years of dealing with them, but the occasional visitors have no clue.

The "cellar" and "upstairs" are dwarf-only inns. Taking Jeanne and Grandpa Dan’s advice, they built both underground-style rooms near the colony and regular surface ones.

Some dwarves get used to other races’ ways, but others can’t sleep without the familiar feel of a cellar-like room—having lived their whole lives barely leaving the colony.

So they made these "cellar" rooms (though you only go down a meter or so), and it was a huge hit. Now all the dwarves want to stay there. Peter even jokes about staying in one during the off-season.

Still, sticking to dwarf life when you’re on vacation gets boring. It’s not dangerous, but trying new things is more fun… so lately, more dwarves are deliberately choosing the upstairs rooms.

By the way, "son-in-law" doesn’t mean he’s been hitting on Jeanne’s daughters or grandkids. Just that he’s Jeanne’s husband. No more dwarf wives after her. Nope.

"How many this time… six?"

Grandpa Dan confirms with a grunt.

"Yeah, I was gonna bring Dorris too, but she got all stubborn at the last minute and said she hated flying."

"Ah…"

Who Dorris is, I don’t know, but some dwarves just can’t stand being flung through the air on dragon wings.

If they were seriously ill, he’d drag them to Pokka without asking, but it’s not worth that much trouble for a comfort trip.

"If it was Lord Black Dragon, she might’ve grudgingly gone."

"Ah, so Airri wouldn’t do?"

"…Dragon whims aren’t something you argue with."

"Yeah… I thought this time was pushing it…"

Airri, in her dragon form, parks the carriage and shifts back to human.

…Naked as usual, and with a noticeably pregnant belly.

Of course, she’s mine. But because she won the lottery, she just flies people around like it’s nothing.

"I told you it wasn’t a problem. Unless we’re fighting, flying’s good exercise."

"No, you don’t normally send out women that far along… and put some clothes on."

"…There aren’t many clothes that fit this body."

"Liar! How many pregnant women do you think are in the Palace?"

Grandpa Dan sighs at my perfectly reasonable retort.

"You’re such an idiot for getting them pregnant so much, counting them would be pointless."

"…Ah, well, it’s also partly their wives’ choice, you know?"

Catfolk and beastmen get pregnant easily, which is a pain. If I don’t save up, I’ll have ten kids at once, and the whole neighborhood will need to help. Then if I do that with multiple wives at once… no amount of funding or supplies can keep up.

…Let’s just forget about that for now.

"Deep down, you were probably worried about that Dris guy carrying a pregnant woman, so I told you to leave it to Lila."

"A dragon's birth requires no assistance and is over in an instant. You must understand the resilience and regenerative abilities of our kind."

"Yeah, well, other races don’t get dragon-specific circumstances… Wait, did she just break water?"

"Oh crap… would giving birth here be a problem?"

"Of course it’s a problem! Hey, someone get a dragon over here! Aira’s going to give birth! A kid’s gonna pop out!"

Immediately, about ten dragon girls gathered at the landing pad and carried Aira to an appropriate room, and the birth was over as quickly as she said.
…Well, it’s not the first time I’ve had a dragon give birth, but seriously, I wish you’d stop doing this.

Not just the cats, but lately there’s been this vibe that if they don’t get pregnant soon, they’ll be at a disadvantage. So there’s been a surge in pregnancies among the older, experienced slave women who gave birth early on.
Since their first kids are getting easier to handle, they’re thinking about making more.
For short-lived species, taking too long like that could lead to risky late-in-life pregnancies. But since most of the female slaves are elves, there’s no need to worry—siblings born within a decade or so seem pretty common.
Come to think of it, Aurora and Lucas have about that age gap, yeah.

"Okay, Neia-chan, three months too! How nice—once you start aiming, you get pregnant with almost zero margin of error."

At the monthly group examination for the female slaves in the Palace’s shallow bathhouse, Neia, after being examined by Hilda while naked, smiled shyly.

"I was just lucky… Recently, Frena finally grew up too."

"Meaning normally? Or erotically?"

"Either one’s fine, really."

No, it’s not. Seriously, what’s reassuring about your daughter joining the competition for Daddy’s dick?

My retort is drowned out by the alternating riding positions of Ange and Aurora on me.

"How nice. I’m starting to want one myself… But you’re sure Andy’s impregnation powers haven’t diminished?"

"Because, as it stands, I am currently, impregnating, Neia-san… There should be no, sperm, deficiencies…♪"

"I guess it’s a frequency thing. But it’s been like three years since we stopped using protection, and I’m still getting her pregnant with the same intensity."

"If you’re gonna say that… Since, well, ever since this place, was, created… It’s been, breeding, mating, all the time… Ah… Nngh…♪"

"Ah, it’s coming out… Next is me, got it?"

Pushing Aurora aside after she took a massive load in her slender waist, Ange straddled me, clasped her hands together, and murmured, "Please let us have a child," before leaning forward to demand a kiss from me, then pulling back and forcing her own pussy onto my dick.

"Being prayed to makes it feel like some kind of fertility spirit."

"Fufu. Isn’t it nice, Andy the Fertility Spirit?"

"…A spirit that impregnates itself with its own blessings is kinda messed up."

"Stop giving all the blessings to Neia and give me a kid too…♪"

The oldest female slave, with her long hair in pigtails, still looks like she’s barely in her teens.
She should be aging faster than Aurora, but she still looks younger than her. At this rate, even when I’m an old man, I probably won’t feel older than Aurora.

"Unless you impregnate me sooner than Ele, it’ll affect the female slaves’ reputation…♪"

"Seriously, stop saying things like that…"

"…Even though you’re getting hard anyway."

Like it was fifteen years ago during my first time, there she was—a collar-clad, lewdly grinning beauty.

I sighed in self-loathing.

* * *

For months, I’d been engaged in a strange negotiation with Elenia, who would seize any opportunity to offer her virginity. Fortunately, Frena doesn’t push things when Elenia isn’t around, so I could still breathe easy… but Elenia even resorts to illusion magic to sneakily get me inside her, making it absolutely essential for the dragon to act as a chaperone during sex.

Finally, unable to take it anymore, we sat down for a serious talk.

"Elen. This is really not okay, but I’ll compromise… I’ll allow you to let me put my dick in you. But first, you must cast proper contraception magic."

"Ehh…"

"Ehh, no. If you get pregnant at your age, childbirth will be a death sentence."

"Even with the Sacred Spring?"

"Even then. No, that’s not the point. The idea of you giving birth to my child is absurd."

"Then, Andy, can I get pregnant from someone other than you?"

"That’s a guaranteed death sentence."

I muttered it, and Nalis slapped the back of my head in exasperation.
By the way, I had Nalis present because she was one of the few who opposed incest.
…The female slaves, on the other hand, were strangely supportive. The dragon and catfolk were understandable, but even the elves from the Northern Forest started saying, "With Violet magic, the risk is almost nonexistent," making it incredibly difficult to secure allies.

What’s with Violet? She only gets mentioned in situations like this.

_Cough._

"A father doesn’t want to see his daughter taken by another man. That kind of question is cheap."

"Then Andy has to be the one to get me pregnant."

"That’s out of bounds, ethically. Out. No, wait—don’t mix the two issues. Even if it’s not your father, pregnancy at your age is generally a no-go. And before pregnancy, even sex itself is usually off-limits between parent and child."

"No way. I don’t want babyish sex. I want Andy to have real sex with me."

"Contraception is actually responsible adult behavior!"

I couldn’t help but be happy at my beloved daughter’s passion. There aren’t many daughters in the world who love their fathers this much.
But seriously, no. If I allow it, we’ll end up with a messed-up family tree like some kind of tribal marking.
Even Minister Ashton hasn’t gone so far as to lay hands on his own child. Though he does apparently ogle her chest and butt with a lecherous glint in his eye…
But no matter how many dragons I ride, that’s not something that gets unlocked.

"Anyway, that’s point one. Also, you’re forbidden from dragging the other sisters into sex with me."

"Why?"

"Well, there’s nothing to it. If parent-child sex is off-limits, then naturally…"

"But if you don’t want your daughter getting pregnant by some random guy, then no one can have sex at all! Andy’s saying that, but there’s no way any man could rape our sisters when we have so many dragons protecting us!"

"Why does it have to be rape?! I’d stop anyone from raping my daughter!"

Elenia’s thought process has these leaps that are truly frustrating. She looks so cool, though—not like her mother—but maybe it’s just a phase.
…A phase where you want to have sex with your father while rebelling? What kind of phase is that?
"Look, if you’re going to reject other guys, Andy just has to be firm about it. Don’t put all the pressure on me. Frena aside, the others only bragged about having sex with Andy."

"Why are you gloating about it…? About licking your dad’s cum and rubbing your dick against me in a _soma_…?"
That’s usually trauma territory. Or rather, she was way too enthusiastic for her own good.

Naris, who was sitting next to me, sighed and looked resigned.

"Maybe it’s time we took Eleni out of the 'daughter' category."

"What’s the point of that suggestion?"

"Well… if we just set it up like she wasn’t actually blood-related and added her as one of the female slaves, I think things would settle down. I mean, there’s no other kid who’s this obsessed with their real dad, right? And if it’s just Eleni, we could probably handle it with the 'Northern Forest Treatment' or something."

"And what exactly are you supposed to do with that setup?"

"If we announce it to everyone, she won’t be able to run wild in the daughter community anymore. Isn’t that good enough?"

Isn’t that a little too dismissive just because she’s not your own kid?

By the way, Naris’s daughter is named Flora and is currently seven years old. Even though she’s Naris’s daughter, she’s quiet and has girly tastes, and right now she’s into embroidery.

At Naris’s insistence, she was taken out of Vapor Palace early, so there’s no current worry about her being corrupted with incestuous tendencies like Elenia.

"Good thinking, Naris-mama! Brilliant idea."

"Hehe. Though honestly, it just looks like this person has no chance!"

Naris blushed, flattered by Elenia’s praise.
"You’re so useless. I called you here hoping to avoid that conclusion."

"Rejected."

"Eeeh?"

"Eeeh?"

"Anyway! Since I’ve already conceded to the penetration part, Eleni should learn what compromise is! And besides, sex isn’t _that_ big of a deal! Once you try it, you’ll think, 'Is that it?' So tonight, make sure Hilda puts a contraceptive spell on you! Don’t try anything sneaky—I’ve got Malorne here, so I know everything!"

Malorne, after wandering aimlessly about what role she’d take in Polka, grew into a multi-talented female slave who even challenged Selen. Starting with maid duties and basic self-defense, she mastered Hilda-san’s medical arts, the elves’ gathering knowledge, Diaane-san’s map-making and architecture, and even haircuts and dressing. She’s also been designated as Belladonna Granny’s successor as a midwife.

While she doesn’t quite reach her mentors’ level, in Trott, she possesses skills that can be called expertise.

"Still learning," she says, yet while raising seven children, her unwavering dedication serves as a powerful example that anyone can become anything if they learn with purpose.

More than anything, she never lies to me. I’d never let it slide.

And so, Elenia reluctantly agreed.

That night…
When I asked where she wanted to do it (since the Sacred Spring lessens pain), she said she wanted the usual bathhouse, so we decided to do it quietly in the middle of the night—but more naked female slaves, prostitutes, maids, dragons, and cat girls than ever gathered.

The number was approaching a hundred.

"...Isn’t that a little too crowded?"

"Well, I heard Eleni’s finally losing her virginity!"

Why did you tell Cosmos, Elenia?

She’s the de facto leader of Vapor Palace (even above the dragons). And when it comes to an erotic event—which she’s particularly good at—this is the person who’d happily tell everyone without any guilt.

…But with this many spectators, it’s definitely overwhelming.

"Doing your first time like this… are you sure, Eleni?"

"...W-well, this is normal for me."

"Seriously, I haven't done a hundred-person gangbang in… well, ever."

Not even close.

Even though I’ve been switching between girls at the Palace, most gatherings are just a few to ten people. If more than that show up, I usually disband them unless there’s a really good reason. Just having them wait naked for two or three hours would be too much.

"Ellie, do your best. Mom's cheering you on."

"...You're letting her cheer me on, Andy?"

"Selen got the first understanding of your daddy issues, so it's pointless to complain now…"

We’ve already done mom-daughter simultaneous blowjobs and all that, so there’s no point in nitpicking Selen’s support now.

I mean, normally you’d freak out if your mom offered to join in, right? But Elenia just adapted.

Truly, the mother is in the daughter.

And Selen, like Neia before her, has also been confirmed pregnant a while back. No visible swelling yet, though.

"Let's make more of Andy’s kids with Mom!"

"...Yeah."

"Wait, you're using contraception magic, right? Malorne, confirm."

"You should tell Mom that first."

"Dad only has one mouth, so let him take turns with his comebacks. Seriously, I don’t like that kind of thing, Selen."

"Eh? So you’re thinking of condemning Ellie to a childless life?"

"I’m not thinking that! But if I’m going to touch her, I basically don’t share her with anyone else!"

Maybe Elenia will meet someone good someday. I don’t want to imagine it, though.

"It’s my job as a dad to teach Ellie the joy of childbirth."

"Since you’re gonna be my personal fuckhole from now on, you better do it responsibly."

"What is this mother-daughter duo…"

I want to cover my face, but Elenia’s already draped over me, so I can’t really move.

But dawdling like this is pointless. I’ve already promised Elenia this as a concession. Malorne confirmed the contraception magic, so it’s safe.

There’s no turning back now. I have to do it.

I take several deep breaths. More than Elenia herself, who’s about to feel pain, I hesitate and resolve again.

"Haa… here I go, Ellie."

"Please…"

Urged on by the gathered women’s gazes.

My cock splits her little labia, burrowing inside.

"Ugh…"

"Eh, Ellie… does it hurt?"

"N-no, you haven’t even gone in yet… don’t get scared for no reason…"

"I don’t want to make Ellie cry."

"If we stop here after coming this far, _you’re_ the one who’s gonna cry… Come on, Dad… all the way in… ♪"

"Guh."

"Ah… my insides are swelling, right now…♪ Am I about to come even though you haven’t gone inside me yet…?"

She whispered "Daddy," as if suddenly remembering something.
That same overwhelming sense of depravity, as always.
Come to think of it, I used to make Beatrice and Irina say that too, back in the day.
But a real daughter whispering "Daddy" with desire—it’s far more devastating than I imagined.

I’m being controlled by my daughter.
My soul is being sucked out by my daughter.
By my daughter… I’m being ravaged.

No, _I’m_ the one doing the ravaging. Elenia is just enduring beneath me.

But before I knew it, my body tensed on its own, and then—without conscious thought—I felt my cock suddenly plunge deep into her womb.

I couldn’t believe what I’d done, and I got scared because I hadn’t even _tried_… Somehow, I was already latched onto her cervix.

It was all thanks to Elenia’s whispers driving me forward.

"…Hah, it’s in…?"

"Eh, Elen? Sorry, just…"

"Are you asking if it’s in…? Is this… everything…?"

"…Uh, yeah. Probably no more than that."

I could feel myself conquering the depths of her womb. Cat, elf, dragon, human—and even a harlot, so maybe an ogre too—my tally of lovers had become absurdly high, but in terms of actual penetration, this was undoubtedly the deepest.

"…I did it…♪"

"Elen…?"

"I’m with Daddy… I’m taking Daddy’s biggest, toughest thing inside my most womanly place…♪"

Elenia said it while tears welled up in her eyes.
As if she’d longed for nothing more than this, craved it above all else—as if she’d just achieved the purpose of her life.
Maybe that really was the case.
She rejoiced in the fulfillment of a female’s instincts and the raw realization of a male’s.
…And then applause erupted from the naked women who had been watching from the shadows.
"M-More… stop it… I’m happy, but…♪"
"…Ah, ah…"

I couldn’t help but sit up, but Elenia dug her nails in and forced herself back down on me.

"It hurts!"

"Daddy too. Don’t get distracted… The only thing you should be scattering is _semen_… Right inside my daughter’s pussy…♪"

"Ugh…"

The father was once again under the control of his daughter’s whispering, lewd words.

Without realizing it, he pulled back to savor Elenia’s vaginal folds, felt her labia, and then slammed into her depths again.

"Ngh…♪"

"Eh, Elen… No, you can’t say things like that… It’s pathetic, but if you keep going, Daddy gets weirdly excited and can’t hold back…"

"Are you really going to hold back…? This daughter's pussy was made for Daddy's dick…♪ Ugh, Daddy's semen created this girl's, her little slutty hole that no one else has ever touched before she becomes a baby… No, you can't just… You have to really fuck me… Teach me, Daddy's hardcore sex…♪ Hardcore mating, hardcore insemination… A hole that only Daddy gets to use!♪"

"............!!"

This is bad.
This is really bad.
This girl’s dangerous.
She’s definitely casting a spell that only works on me, but it’s still turning me into a beast…
While thinking in the back of my mind what she’s thinking about her own daughter, I’m actually doing hardcore mating just like Elenia said.
Before I know it, I’m slamming my hips against her small waist with such force that it makes a sound.
The primal urge to impregnate my writhing, moaning little darling is running wild.
"Oh my, Daddy's so rough…♪"
Selen gives a wry smile, and Cosmos nods, "Can't blame him, after hearing all those dirty things she said♪"
But I don’t have the energy to say anything.
Pounding away at my daughter’s body selfishly… no, being controlled by the daughter who wants it…
I’m fulfilling my desires. I’m satisfying that dark desire to flood her womb with my seed without any brakes.
"A, augh… come out… a, you're coming… hiiii…──♪"
No, even after satisfying it, it’s not over. It never is.
Who do you think I am? I’m a ball of lust that can keep fucking dozens of people if I want to.
And you’re the one who lit the fire in a virgin.
How foolish.
I mentally curse my daughter, love her, devour her, inseminate her, and still fuck her.
Over and over again.
Even though I’ve seen dozens of girls. Even though my daughter is exposing herself shamelessly. I turn even that into pleasure and keep fucking her.

…It continued until I ejaculated eight times in that virgin hole.
I’d seen a hundred girls, but no one could move during the awe-inspiring daughter rape, and Elenia… well, thanks to the fact that it was part of the Sacred Spring, she didn’t completely break down, but she still couldn’t stand for three days.

* * *

That’s right.

That too is now a little funny story… no, should I laugh? Who would?

"You probably won't forget that first time, Elen… I might be a little jealous."

"What are you talking about? Did Ange also have a desire to be violated by her father?"

"Y-Yeah, I wish my dad was Andy. And I wanted Andy to destroy me like that and take my virginity."

"That’s a pretty specific fantasy…"

"Anzeros-san sometimes shows off his incredible perversion, doesn’t he?"

"I-it’s fine. Besides, I don’t want Aurora to say anything."

"And I have enough sense not to compete with a daughter-specific situation."

I look up at Ange and Aurora as they bicker gently.

I noticed Frena watching me intently from the corner of my eye, hidden behind a pillar, but I figured she probably wasn’t envious after all.

…But if that was the case, then what exactly had Neia been so relieved about? I couldn’t quite place it, so I decided not to dwell on it too much.
Ten Years After Eight
"AnDyCoin."

It’s an in-house currency I made, modeled after Isabel-san from Cosmos Honpo’s "Isabel Coin."
Well, more like a service voucher than actual currency.
If someone presents this to me, I have to either craft something for them or use a dragon to support their travels.
Lately, people have been using it as a cheat code to say, "Let’s make a ton of kids!" but unless you’re Cosmos-san or Hildegard-san-level sex fiends—or even a dragon—it won’t last that long, so I wish more people would realize that kind of use is a waste.
I’ll still give them a satisfying romp if they ask nicely in the first place.
Besides, Hildegard-san says my sperm volume doesn’t really increase pregnancy odds much after a few shots anyway.

Anyway, this "AnDyCoin" can also be transferred to others.
Well, some female slaves probably don’t find my homemade items that appealing, and some outsiders might think it’s better to cash them in.
The Vapor Palace isn’t just for female slaves and dragons; the Northern Elves, Onyx Maidens, Cat Colony girls, and even Cosmos Honpo’s whores come and go, so there are cases where I give coins to those kinds of people too. So, a rich female slave buying up that right is definitely an option.
That’s what I was expecting, anyway.

"Pa! This!"

"...Why do you have this, Lia?"

"Mama gave it to me for my birthday!"

"...?"

Floria. Naris’s daughter. Seven years old.
Naris is one of the few female slaves who’s a heavy user of these coins (mostly for tourist and adventure travel), so she’d probably use it herself rather than give it to her kid.
If she’s prone to using them herself, how did she manage to save some up for Floria? I remember trying to buy some from other kids, and they cost quite a bit.
And why would she give it to her daughter in the first place?
Especially since most submissions lately are for erotic purposes, I’m bracing myself for the possibility that Naris has finally succumbed to the madness of teaching her kid about daddy’s dirty secrets.

"If I use this, I can go anywhere with you, right?"

"...Uh, yeah... well, sure."

"Pa, I want to go into the Northern Forest! Kris-Mama says it’s so pretty!"

"...Ah, I see..."

Naris is from the Southern Great Plains elves, so her daughter Floria is considered an "outsider" to the forest.
Lately, Anzeros and the forest elves have become more lenient, letting half-breeds pass through without much trouble, but since Floria was raised outside the Palace, she still doesn’t have any connections there. Even if someone were to take her, she’d have few people to rely on.

Come to think of it, Naris really doesn’t have many friends in that regard… I’m suddenly feeling a bit guilty.

"You’ve been there before, right, Pa?"

"Well, a few times..."

"Take me! I’ll give you a kiss!"

"Alright, consider it done."

Now, let me be clear—I don’t exactly feel any romantic attraction to Floria.
But if your daughter asks you to give her a kiss in exchange for taking her somewhere, wouldn’t you try your best?
Besides, the Sakura Clan’s territory is pretty laid-back, even among the Nine Clans—only slightly stricter than Red, Blue, and White. I’d be more worried about walking through Silver Territory.

…The reason why the blue is more lax than white is because I accidentally made Voice Grandpa’s great-grandson here.

Originally, the clan wasn’t one to fuss over details, but now I’m practically considered family by Voice Grandpa. Apparently, in recent clan meetings, Voice Grandpa is acting as a full guardian for Irina.

I appreciate it, but am I really just wrecking the forest all by myself?

But that’s beside the point.

* * *

I make an appointment with Kristi.

Kristi gave birth to her child around the same time as Nalis, and the child was named Wedge. A boy.

As is common with those in positions of power, his family didn’t approve of raising him mixed in with other commoner children at the Palace, so despite being a half-elf, he’s been raised at the clan manor since infancy, only visiting occasionally.

Every time he comes, he gets flustered by the Palace’s full-nudity paradise, so the cats and whores find it amusing and get overly affectionate with him, but I worry about him becoming a warped kid.

Kristi says, "I think it's better not to hide the fact that he's the child of _that_ kind of person," and she’s passively observing Wedge’s experiences.

Anyway, back to the topic at hand.

"So, I want to take Rea on a two-night trip to Sakura’s territory."

"Why not just take her normally?"

"Since I was given a coin, I have to treat it like a proper plan. I decided that coin is worth moving a dragon, so I can’t get away with a half-assed outing. …I want to fly directly to Sakura without using a teleportation circle."

"That… if you don’t inform the other clans, they’ll wonder what’s going on, certainly."

Kristi agrees.

The barrier within the Northern Forest is vast. If we try to move without a teleportation circle, it’ll be like a grand journey to Celesta or the shores of Valerie Lake.

Floria wants to see beautiful scenery, so I plan to take her up in the air for a scenic tour of the forest before heading to Sakura’s place.

"Even so, that’s quite extravagant…"

"Rea is the child of a dragon rider, after all. It can’t be bad to let her experience that."

"No, using a dragon with just one coin and monopolizing your master like that—"

"…That way?"

"If I recall correctly, Emma proposed using coins to move dragons as a way to reduce your burden, Master."

"…Now that you mention it…"

The burden the dragon was supposed to shoulder isn’t being shouldered at all.

Rather, I’m getting double-taken advantage of.

"N-no, but hey, I want to be proactive about fulfilling requests like this. Because Rea is a fine daughter of mine. Sure, she might just be one of hundreds, but that doesn’t mean I can treat her lightly."

"I’m not saying you shouldn’t do it. I’m just saying it’s extravagant."

Kristi raises a finger.

"We female slaves understand, but if the children complain… it’ll be hard to quell them."

"…Y-yeah."

The female slaves stand behind me, maintaining the pretense that this is all my own doing, my own free will. If their demands endlessly exceed my intentions and overwhelm me, then my own motivation will be sapped, which would be pointless.

Putting aside the restrained female slaves, what if the children start demanding things from me?

They’re children, so of course they have the right to speak up. And while I should reject requests that are just too much, that’s also part of being a parent. It should be manageable… but there are hundreds of them.

Tasks that could be carefully examined in a close parent-child relationship become impossible to manage with this many people.

And so, a sense of favoritism and exclusion arose among the children, creating friction that could easily escalate into factions—a veritable hell. That's why I think Christie is subtly implying that while it's good to be kind to cute girls, you should also maintain a certain distance…

But.

"…But, I want to have a normal parent-child event… I want to have memories as a regular father more than anything!"

"…Y-yes, that’s true."

Christie averts her eyes. She knows it too. In the Palace, Helena is now aggressively pushing boundaries. Using birth control as an excuse, she's demanding sex in every conceivable position, wearing hand-me-down collars, even requesting anal sex—so proactive in her pursuit of sexual experiences that some girls are starting to get restless, wondering if they should follow Helena’s lead…?

Living in the Palace has made it impossible to just play pretend as a normal father. They expect nothing but "Are you going to turn this into an erotic scene? Like some lewd manga!" So a pure request like Floria’s is actually a rare and precious thing.

* * *

I had Lira carry Floria on the dragon. Because Floria is closest to her.

Lira herself has a strange fondness for Naris, often acting as his guardian even during their Porca life.

Perhaps that's why Floria thinks of Lira like an aunt. Probably considers her closer family than me.

Well, everyone’s family in a way, but it’s unavoidable that the kids living in the Palace and the Colony have a slightly different sensibility.

"Lira flies fast. Make sure you hold on tight to your clothes, or the wind will blow you away."

"Hohoho. To ride upon my back is now a special honor. Be mindful, Floria."

I helped Floria climb onto the black dragon’s back, where she lay belly-down against its scales.

To make it comfortable for both of them to ride, I had a seat crafted from forest wood and dragon materials, fitting between Lira’s spines.

If it were a smaller creature, you might call it a saddle, but it’s too much like an ordinary seat to warrant that name.

I thought the dragon would dislike having such equipment strapped to its back, but Lira just laughed, saying, "What are you holding back for now?"

Well… yeah. For a dragon who says she’d endure having her limbs cut off if a rider demanded it, that might sound like a petty complaint. But there’s also a chance it could be deeply humiliating.

Turns out I was overthinking it. So here we are, inside the forest barrier, ready for takeoff.

"Lira, buckle up properly. It might be tight, but if you fall, you’ll die."

"Ugh. This is so annoying."

"It’s not annoying. I’ve warned Myia to watch out, but even in a normal 'house,' people have fallen to their deaths before."

Myia is also on board as an accident prevention officer.

Myia has incredible physical abilities and wouldn’t be harmed if she fell, so she’s just standing casually on the dragon’s back. But Floria, who finds the belt annoying, might find her presence a bit much.

"Since 'houses' are usually sealed shut, Lira might not have seen the scenery from a flying dragon before… Don’t wet yourself, okay? Mom used to pee her pants all the time because she was scared of Lira."

"Hohoho. Reminds me of old times."

"Ehhh? Mom was already a knight when she met Dad, right?"

"Even knights are usually scared of dragons."

As they babbled on, Lira rose up, flapped her wings, and slowly lifted off the ground.

Of course, Floria shows no signs of Naris’s phobia. Good.

…Naris himself is out on a trip using his coins today, though.

I considered having the whole family go out together when he returned, but since it seems like a two-week tour of the Quieca region (which has plenty of tourist attractions and labyrinths nearby), I decided to postpone it for another time.

"Whoa... that's fast!"

Floria was thrilled by Lila's increasing speed.

I'd heard she was the type to just embroider at home, but it seems she doesn't mind thrilling experiences either.

As I stroked her bright red hair, which fluttered in the wind as she cheered, I basked in the long-missed satisfaction of being a "father."

That's right, this is what family service is all about. Making your kids happy.

"Don't just get carried away with the speed. The ground's beautiful too, you know. Look, that's the Spirit Peak. It looks like an illusion from here, though."

"...?"

The space is warped, so just because you can see it doesn't mean it's actually close.

Normally, you'd only be able to see a mountain like that if it was maybe a hundred or two hundred kilometers away, but in reality, the Spirit Peak is over a thousand kilometers from the edge of the Silver Territory, or something like that.

...There's no point in explaining all that to Floria. It's just some trivia I barely understand myself.

"How long will it take?"

"Lila, how long?"

"Uh, about four hours, maybe. We can have Cristy prepare dinner when we get there."

"Eeeh, but if it's that far, isn't Christma already over there?!"

"There's a shortcut."

"I want to go that way too!"

Ugh... my carefully planned scheme is being rejected.

"W-well, don't say that. I couldn't fly over the Wind of the Forest like this at any other time."

Lila was covering for me and even doing some aerial stunts. A barrel roll!

Floria was screaming with delight, but I was a little tense. I didn't exactly design the seat with backflips in mind.

Luckily, there were no malfunctions.

I thought Mai'a would fall, but she just stood there, hands-free. How is she doing that? Is she using magic or something?

"When we get there, we'll set up a tent and make a campfire, and you can sleep with Papa."

"Yay!"

The two-night, three-day trip is also a camping practice.

I'm going to use the Celesta Army's camping gear for the first time in ages and teach Floria the joys of the outdoors.

I thought Floria was an indoor type, but she's really looking forward to it. Maybe her girly hobbies are just a result of how she was raised, and deep down, she actually longs for an adventurous life like Naris's...

Well, if your kid grows up listening to Naris's bedtime stories, there's no way they won't be inspired.

Teaching the actual joys and hardships of this kind of thing is what being a father is all about, isn't it?

Yeah, yeah. This is going to be a really good memory.

* * *

Later.

"Dad hates me!"

"That's not true."

"But... you only dote on Lila and Elenia!"

"I think you’re cute too."

"Then…?"

"But I can’t put it in. Elenia is enough for me."

"That’s so unfair…!"

"No, seriously? I’ve explained countless times that a father shouldn’t do that sort of thing, right?"

"But you did it to Elenia!"

The one who caused the biggest explosion of resentment was, surprisingly, Frena.

"Elenia’s a pervert, so I just gave up on her!"

"She’s my daughter, after all~♪"

"As a mother, you’re allowed to protest, Selen."

"That’s what you say, but right now, we’re in the middle of a pregnant coupling, aren’t we?"

It’s fine that she’s strong-willed like that, but Neia is also waiting her turn for coupling while pregnant.

"So, Frena is also a mother, making the conditions equal."

"Mom, say something too!"

"...Um, Master? What should I say?"

"For now, just try to be somewhat normal."

"Don’t ask so much in this situation…"

The Vapor Palace is filled with steam, skin tones, and semen as always.
Ten Years After Nine
Poruka now boasts both the old town, with its many shoddily built, traditional structures, and the new town, which utilizes timber and technology from the forest, and even occasionally the land-clearing abilities of dragons. Even the old town is gradually undergoing reconstruction.

Of course, even the original residents wouldn’t want to keep living in dilapidated houses while beautiful ones were being built all around them. The example of Cat Mansion, which Baron bought and had splendidly rebuilt with the help of an Elven architect and Celesta’s Ogre carpenter, certainly helped push things along.

Since Granzi Construction came on the scene, many Ogre construction workers have been drawn to Poruka by its charm and decided to relocate here, finding good work in the process. In winter, their strength and height are invaluable for snow removal, and before long, Ogres had become indispensable to Poruka.

That’s why, just fifteen years after first contact with the Elves, Poruka’s residential areas have multiplied several times over. And one particular district has gained a reputation for being a gathering place for especially alluring women.

And it’s no wonder—former prostitutes from Cosmos’ establishment are moving here one after another.

The prostitutes at Cosmos’ haven’t been sunk by debt or anything like that; most of them genuinely enjoy making a living off sex. So when they quit, there aren’t many strings attached, and quite a few end up settling in Poruka on a whim.

Occasionally, even some of Onyx’s Maid Brigade members retire and settle down here, but that’s pretty rare. Maid Captain had something to do with it, saying that maids don’t exactly get rich in their line of work. But I also think it’s partly because they’re a troublesome bunch with a fetish for being served and violated by someone.

Anyway, the former prostitutes from Cosmos’ who’ve settled here often have skills beyond sex—cooking, business acumen, things like that—thanks to their previous profession. And since they’re used to dealing with men and other races, they can hold their own against even the biggest of them.

That’s why they’ve become such a natural fit as a new commercial force catering to Poruka’s expanding needs.

"Master! Is anyone here?"

"Cosmos? This way, back here."

Cosmos comes to my workshop in the Vapor Palace’s invention lab, where I’m tinkering with a prototype suit of armor. She’s properly dressed, even inside the Palace, which surprises me a little—though I am wearing clothes myself today.

Working on blacksmithing naked is just stupid, after all.

"I was doing a welfare check on the former prostitutes from East District who used to work for you, and it’s all wrapped up today… Yeah, they’re all doing well in business, which makes me proud…"

"Well, I figured anyone from Cosmos’ wouldn’t be struggling, but it’s good to hear they’re all doing fine."

Even though the "S&F Foundation," the female slaves’ families back home, and the various boons brought by dragons have made us incredibly wealthy… my wealth isn’t infinite.

It’s one thing to take care of the girls who became my "family" as female slaves, but it’s a bit much to single-handedly look after the prostitutes who chose to support themselves. Or rather, if I start taking responsibility for people I’ve already let go, the scope of those I need to nurture becomes endless.

But if they’re in trouble, I’ll lend a hand.

That’s why I have Cosmos check on them regularly, but as you’d expect from women from a nation of merchants, none of them have ever been so desperate that they needed our help.

"Rin seems to be fighting with her husband and is on the verge of divorce, but that’s their problem. Shasta apparently squeezed a customer’s dick while giving him a massage out of habit, so I gave her a little scolding."

"Ah… well, if you’re going to offer those kinds of services, you should at least register them."

Cosmos manages the business licenses for prostitutes in Poruka with Baron’s approval.

She can keep an eye on small-time hustling, but when livelihoods are at stake, territorial disputes and pricing issues inevitably arise, so it can’t be left unchecked from a security standpoint.

And offering sexual services at a massage parlor is pretty much in the gray area of illegality.

If customers know which places offer what, they’ll act accordingly.

It’s one thing if someone’s as tough as old Hilda, willing to take on anyone for free, but it’s easy for trouble to arise if someone just happens to get frisky on a whim. You can’t rule out unreasonable complaints like, "I heard you did this, so I came here expecting it, and then you didn’t let me!"

"So, nothing this time that requires us to step in?"

"Nope. Oh, some of them asked if they could come to the Palace and bang Master, but is that okay?"

"Well… sure, but you made sure none of them were already taken, right?"

Some of them didn’t join my harem, so a few are still married. I don’t want to mess with those relationships.

Everyone forgets this, but I’m generally cautious about getting involved with girls. I can be reckless with girls who clearly aren’t attached to other men, but fundamentally, I hate getting into fights over women.

"I’ve always told them about your preferences… but you know, some of them only realized how great you are after trying other guys…"

"Seriously, no way I'm doing that! If they hate me for it, I’m totally the bad guy!"
That was the _de facto_ owner of the brothel—a legendary womanizer surrounded by a harem of a hundred beauties.

If he kept trying to hit on a reformed courtesan even now, there’s no way that wouldn’t make him look like an utter scumbag.

"Even if they get mad at you, Emma and the others will stop them, so it's fine~"

"That just makes your villainy _accelerate_!"

Honestly, I want everyone to find a path where they don’t end up miserable. Even if it only spares one or two people from crying.

So, right now, I’m cutting into time with the kids and my female slaves just to work on this new armor.

"Almost done?"

"I think I want to simmer it down a little more. It’s good as is, but I feel like I can add one more thing."

As the name suggests, this is completely different from any armor I’ve made before.
What I mean is, I’m using every high-end material without holding back or compromising.
Every metal I could get my hands on, plus dragon tanned leather for the lining (the tanning process required special chemicals, and I had to extract the technique directly from the Silver Dragons themselves), specialized elfwood spacers to shape the silhouette, dragon scales for key defensive points, and even a silk chainmail net under the armor for extra protection.

The materials are so special that the paint doesn’t adhere well, making it look a bit flashy… but if you wear this, you’ll avoid serious damage unless something _really_ bad happens.
Ideally, I’d want a helm too, but… well, hardly anyone wears one these days, not even back when I was younger.

"Looks like there’s no price that could cover the materials… The bigwigs over there should know all about it, so you probably won’t get caught."

"Yeah, well. That kind of difficulty is what made this a completely one-off piece possible."

I threw away any pride as a blacksmith and relentlessly pursued only the best performance—this is the ultimate work of art.
Never before have I made armor like this, even when facing the strongest enemies. Well, there’s never been time to prepare armor tailored to each opponent anyway.

And who’s going to wear it?

"Long time no see, Papa!"

"Father, I trust you are well?"

His radiant older sister and his younger brother, graceful even as a child.
Tetes’ children have arrived at the Vapor Palace.

"Well met, Sonia, Tyrus."

The kids are nobles.
I can’t exactly show them an uncouth sight. A completely naked "standard form" in the palace is out of the question.
So, just for today, I’ll greet them in brand-new, high-end clothes tailored by Oregano.
Every time they come to Polka, I put on this kind of show, but I can’t exactly give proper clothes to every female slave, dragon, prostitute, or maid staying at the palace, so the area behind me is still a pretty naked paradise—makes things a little awkward.

I want to think I’m used to it by now… but sorry, Tyrus. Still can’t bring myself to be completely calm.
No, wait—that’s not right. Everyone here is civilized, so maybe I _should_ just order them to wear clothes today. But then Sonia, my sister who doesn’t care about any of this, dashes into the palace anyway, so I’ll just give up for now.

"Father, this place is still… well, unrestrained as ever."

"Well, yeah… there are all sorts of races here."

While giving a dismissively vague answer about the "race issue," I lead my innocent son to my chambers. He’ll be staying for a few days.

"Tetes, take care of Sonia. She’s used to this place by now, but keep an eye out so nothing weird happens."

"Y-yes~!"

"Since I'm going all out with the fancy clothes, you should at least maintain some semblance of dignity for a while."

Even though we're surrounded by high walls, I had to firmly tell Tete, who was already starting to strip down in the open-air dragon landing zone, that he couldn't just go around showing off his freedom like that.

It's important to preserve the illusion the kids have of you. Showing them too much freedom isn't a good idea.

"This is how things are done here, and you should follow those rules, okay? _mwa ha ha!_"

"...Tyrus. I know, I know, it's not like we _have_ to get naked here, right? It's completely optional. The girls who are stripping off are just a little perverted, so you don't have to join in."

"Y-yes..."

Tyrus followed me, blushing furiously and practically hiding behind my back. Priceless.

My sons back in Polka wouldn't react like this to a woman's naked body anymore. Kraw would be completely unfazed even if the biggest breasts he'd ever seen were shaking right in front of him, and Peter would just chase after her with a lecherous grin and a hard-on.

...Right.

"Sonia! Calm down and come to the workshop! I have a present for you!"

"Eh? Really?"

Sonia had already spotted some familiar faces and was happily greeting them when she lit up at the mention of a present.

Yeah, yeah. It really is nice to see kids happy.

"Is it just for Sonia?"

"Ah, I'll make one for Tyrus next time. Honestly, I rushed this one for Sonia."

"You promise?"

"Yeah. Consider your share on hold for today, okay?"

I smiled at Tyrus and asked for his forgiveness.

The reason I prepared this for Sonia was because she was recognized as having combat power comparable to the Gantlet Knights much sooner than expected.

After watching her spar with Belga, the other knights invited her to join them in actual combat, and apparently, she got hooked. It wasn't a full-time position, but they wanted her to at least try it out.

Given the political situation in Renfangus, it wouldn't be good to laugh it off as "not my hobby." Especially since Alex Buster, the king consort, is her relative, I couldn't exactly tell her what to do.

I heard that Tete was about the same age as Sonia when he first fought a monster.

But even though she's shown some skill against Black Arms, sending her, who's still practically a child, into the thick of battle with monsters makes me uneasy.

To prevent any mishaps, I wrote serious letters to Alex and Felios, but I was still worried, so I went all out on this armor.

As for weapons, the Buster family might have something better than what I could make, but when it comes to armor, if I put my heart and soul into it like this, there's no doubt it'll be tougher than anything any craftsman could make.

So, with confidence, I dramatically pulled back the cloth to reveal my creation in front of Sonia. What was her reaction?

"...It's so lame..."

My father is dead.

"S-Sir! Father! Father!!"

Tyrus shook me vigorously as I collapsed. Thank you, my son.

And you too, my daughter. It really is an amazing piece. If you tried to buy something like it with gold, you'd probably be able to buy a whole castle.

"More importantly, Papa, make me a bikini armor! Like Sharon-san's!"

"Bikini armor...!?"

You... want your parent to make you a... bikini armor...?

"You want me to make a half-naked suit of armor for my _daughter_?!"

"Are you kidding me?"

"But why?! In Gantlet, you’re legendary as the best bikini armor craftsman! Why is the present for _me_ such a total dorky piece of junk?!"

"My comeback skills are failing me!!"

Why am I the legendary bikini armor craftsman in the first place? The Buster family practically treats me like their adopted son.

Why does she even _long_ for bikini armor so much?

And is it really that lame?

Oh, and let’s not forget—making these bikini armors means I get to grope a lot of boobs. This brat…

…Hey, was it _that_ bad? People used to praise my design sense, but your one shot just shattered my pride.

Seriously, is it _that_ terrible…?

"Father, I think this armor of yours is wonderful. If you don’t mind, may I have it?"

"Tyrus doesn’t even fight with a sword in the first place…"

"Well, yeah, that’s true…"

Also, I did make it in a girl’s body type, so Tyrus… well, he’s still a kid and they’re twins, so maybe he could wear it?

"Then give me Tyrus, and you make me a bikini armor instead!? Can you have it done by tomorrow!?"

"I can’t possibly finish that fast! Besides, I won’t allow you to fight in such a half-naked outfit in public! That’s for when you’re _grown up_!"

"Maybe being grown up is even _worse_…"

Tyrus. The strategy of "postponing it until adulthood" exists for a reason.

…No, actually, you shouldn’t tell kids that kind of thing.

…What’s with this Renfangus? Why are bikini armors so popular with girls?

※Apparently, it’s because there’s Sharon, the confident beauty knight who wears them like a pro.
Ten Years After Ten
Frena, Neia's daughter, is a bit of a handful, but she’s not exactly a nymphomaniac… or so I like to think.

Neia herself has no qualms about sex anymore, but she’s not the type to initiate it. She’d never go around preaching "sex education" to her kids. Well, most people wouldn’t, but in our household, it happens often. After all, the mother-slaves live happily naked in the Naked Palace, and if the kids grow up there, they’re bound to develop an interest in the opposite sex and sex itself.

Well, blindfolding them at this point would be weird, and examples like the Beastfolk Colony or Misty Palace prove that a culture with open attitudes toward sex and nudity isn’t unheard of in the world.

Taking advice from the long-lived species—give kids proper knowledge and let them choose for themselves—we’ve decided to tell our children early on that "we’re a special family" and be completely upfront about sex.

Whether that fosters average ethics, I’m not so sure, but the diverse slave-women say that such things vary by social class and country anyway, so I just accept it as such.

But maybe I shouldn’t talk to my daughter _too_ much about the pleasures of sex. Like… why does she shamelessly wait naked for me to stuff her with my dick? It’s important to have a good answer ready for that.

And even when teaching, I should probably emphasize "when you’re an adult." Maru from Cosmos Shop and Elenia are special cases.

…Huh? The south desert used to let girls marry at 12, so it’s okay? Is that still the law in some elven territories?

N-No, this is our house. That’s our rules.

…Elenia’s existence makes "this is our house" sound like a contradiction?

Ugh, fine.

Anyway, lately, Frena’s been acting like she wants attention… in a sexual way.

"Elenia’s hopeless, but I want to make Frena give up on that. She’s so cute; if she just matured a little, she’d be _so_ popular… _popular_… damn it."

"Why are you sounding frustrated?"

"Imagining some guy hitting on such a cute girl… and imagining my daughter not being completely against it is such a trial for a father…!!"

"…Haha."

Neia just gave a polite, forced laugh because she didn’t know how to respond.

Right now, I’m back from delivering blacksmithing work in town.

With the population boom, several smithies have opened up in Polka, but I still get few normal jobs. More like I only get requests when other, more accessible shops are busy, and they come to me saying, "We can’t handle it, try us!"

I’ve even put up a sign near the inn’s counter that says, "Smayson Weaponry – We Take All Kinds of Blacksmithing Jobs," but apparently, people only bother asking if they really need something.

Jeanne still helps out, and the quality is solid, but maybe saying "all kinds" isn’t helping.

…Or are the slave-women subtly sabotaging my work because they get less sex when I’m busy?

"If you’re so worried, why not just sleep with Frena yourself?"

"Don’t give up so easily, Neia. Kids need a safe place to sleep. If the parent who’s supposed to protect that turns their desires on them, where can they hide?"

"I… I feel safest when I’m being used, so I don’t really understand."

"…You’re another special case, aren’t you?"

Neia never had a normal childhood or parents, so she couldn’t relate.

Or rather, calmly speaking, sleeping with me while I’m still inside her and cumming like crazy might be considered a _very_ specific kink.

"But Frena’s not stupid… she’s the kind of girl who’d never do something she really hated, so I don’t think it’s just jealousy over Elenia."

"Maybe she just doesn’t know anything about romance."

"If I said that, I’d probably offend a decent number of people… and whether _I_ properly dated before having sex is also debatable."

"…Yeah. Sorry."

I went in strong because if I left it alone, she’d probably die in some dramatic fashion. Yeah.

Besides, there are definitely quite a few female slaves where sex comes before romance. The cat- and beastkin types, for example, are clearly driven by lust and reproduction first.

If that’s what’s missing, I’ll just end up being stuck again. This is troublesome.
_"If you just wanted to be spoiled, I wish you’d say so. But since you can’t, I guess you’re trying to get attention by pretending to act like Ele… or something,"_ he thought.
_"Who knows? You’re definitely lonely, though."_

Neia smiled softly.
So cute. Like most elf-types, she hasn’t aged much since they first met.
The only difference is that she’s pregnant now.
_"As for me, I’d really appreciate it if you could be completely absorbed in your father for a while—until the next kid weans, at least."_
_"Leaving him to the father isn’t a bad idea, but are you sure you’re okay with crossing that line!?"_
_"…Well, it’s like this. Not Selen, but… she’s my daughter."_

She averted her gaze.
_"…The reason you like me and the reason you like sex… well… I guess it’s in the blood."_
_"That’s a dangerous theory that could lead to incest for most love-married couples!?"_

* * *

Well, yeah.
It all stems from the harem ethic of _"not monopolizing one man"_ being accepted as the norm.
Once you swallow that and then someone crosses the family line, it becomes incredibly hard to reject the idea that _"if they do it, I should too."_
Because, of course, he loves all his beautiful daughters—sexually neutral love, that is.
If one of them came at him headfirst, he couldn’t push her away.
A proper couple would have a solid defense like _"I’m all about Mom,"_ but he has none of that. So when his beloved daughter throws herself at him, he’s missing the one move to shake her off. Especially after letting Eleenia in.
_"B-but even so… touching a girl this old…"_
_"You’re bigger than me now."_
_"Jeanne, are you sitting down?"_

Whenever Jeanne, Airena, or Solis come up, the little kids are also within range, making his defenses weak in that regard too.
_"Cosmos Mom said it’s not so bad as long as you’re careful about pregnancy when they get this tall… ♪"_
_"That woman—!"_

Vapor Palace, hot spring area.
In the end, he can’t shake off Frena, who straddles him on his back, spreads her slender legs, and parts her own small labia.
_"Even you’d want to claim your daughter’s first time for yourself, right…? I know about that stuff… ♪"_
_"T-that’s not okay in normal circumstances."_
_"…Then is it okay if I just stick some random stick up there?"_
_"Of course not!?"_
_"What about letting some random boy from Granze do it?"_
_"Just imagining it makes me want to die."_

That’s a dirty trick, that leading question. No father would ever say yes to that. He wouldn’t say yes.

I think Elenia was told something similar, but did someone put her up to this? …There are way too many people I can suspect.

"Then Dad’s the only one who can do it…♪"

"Normally, you wouldn’t be so considerate of your dad’s desires!"

No, it’s not that I want to be the one to take her virginity or anything. It’s just that I absolutely hate the thought of her losing it with some cheap trick or some random guy she doesn’t even know—hell, even if it’s someone she knows, I still hate it. That hopeless feeling is just hopeless, so there’s nothing to do about it.

"This isn’t Dad’s wish—it’s _my_ wish… We’re both into each other♪"

"Ugh…"

Frena slowly lowers herself onto me.

Her face, still bearing a strong resemblance to Neia when she was younger, is etched with a mix of tension and excitement—she’s at the absolute edge of her emotional capacity.

Just listening to her words, it sounds like pure lust, but she must have agonized over this decision countless times, resolved herself, and pushed herself to a point where there’s no turning back.

And the female thralls and other women in the hot spring area are watching her reckless act with amused smiles.

Wait, shouldn’t we stop this? A father and daughter are about to have sex! Isn’t that normally impossible?

"D-Don’t imitate Elenia so much…!"

"…Let me imitate her."

Frena murmurs softly.

Her tone is a little different than expected, and I flinch in fear.

I feel like I’ve touched something.

I’ve been with plenty of girls and had various experiences. I’ve learned to recognize the signs when things are about to get out of hand.

And Frena…

"Let me imitate her…!! Like how Mom or Elenia would hug me, love me with all their might, cherish me… Why can’t _I_ do that!? Why is it wrong for me!?"

"But, that kind of thing… a father shouldn’t—"

"I want Dad to do it! I want Dad to make me feel good, and I want to make him feel good… If Elenia’s okay with it, why isn’t _me_? I want to hug each other until we’re exhausted, make each other feel good… I want to be happy—why is that wrong!? I don’t want anyone else making you feel good!"

"Ah, uh…"

This is bad. I really can’t argue with her.

My daughter is thinking of me this much. She understands and wants to give her entire body only to me.

Just that alone fills me with emotion, and again, I can’t say anything specific.

Calling it an act of procreation… well, if we’re using proper contraception, then it’s just a waste of words. I’ve already allowed Elenia to do it under those circumstances anyway.

"Is it okay…?"

"…Uuu…"

"Is it okay?"

"…Y-Yes."

I lose.

Overwhelmed by my daughter’s intensity, I agree to let my cock invade her vagina as she lowers herself onto me.

She’s really cute. She’s a handful, and she causes more trouble than anyone else, but she’s still my treasure, Neia’s treasure.

And now, this daughter of mine is directing her feelings toward her father, wanting to feel him with her body, and make him feel her—just like Mom or my stepsister did.

This debauchery is the second time since Elenia, but I’ll never get used to that moment of… that feeling of ruin, of ecstasy intertwined with despair, as I break through.
Ah.
Crap, it’s the same as before.
Feeling this much love and debauchery makes me terribly weak.

"Daddy…♪ Come on, go deeper… we’ve come this far… Daddy, help me… all the way in… kyaa!?"

"Ugh… Frena… ah!"

My clumsy daughter lowers herself onto me little by little… I’m still not fully inside, and yet, I’m already coming.

The explosive force of my release tries to tear through her hymen before my cock even touches it.

Her too-strong vaginal pressure traps the semen, swelling the depths like a squirrel’s cheek pouch.

"Ah, ah… Daddy, don’t… not so suddenly…♪"

Did Cosmos use some magic to dull the pain along with the birth control? She doesn’t seem to be hurting as much as I expected.

But I’m drowning in a turbulent sea of emotions, overwhelmed by pleasure, as I come again inside another daughter’s womb.

…I can’t let this become a habit. I mustn’t engrave any more reasons for myself to take advantage of my daughters… but even as I think that, I drive deeper into the spread-out hymen, as if delivering the final blow, and immediately begin again.

It feels so good. Unbearable.

I’m being made to feel so good by my beloved daughter.

"Amazing… Daddy, you’re so good… me too…♪"

Frena collapses onto me, clinging tightly, her chest pressing against mine.

"Do it like Elenia did…♪"

Not rivalry, but envy has reached out.

The daughter breathes heavily in bliss.

* * *

"Daughters really do take after us, don’t they?"

"They sure do. Can’t be helped when we’re half-elves, can it?♪"

As Frena, thoroughly filled and passed out from multiple ejaculations inside her, and Elenia, who came later to continue the fun, lay in their debauched state, the two proud half-elf mothers with their ample bellies and breasts chatted happily while soaking in a hot bath.

…Is it okay to laugh at this? Can I just brush it off because they’re half-elves?

But I, having lost, could only satisfy Elenia.
Ten Years After Eleven
Poruka runs a dragon shuttle service to Taruk about once a month.

They could increase the frequency, but apparently, too much would be seen as an excessive display of power, so once a month is the limit—mostly decided by Tethys and Airena.

Even though they’re hiding behind illusions to avoid startling strangers too much, if they came and went too casually, the surrounding cities might think they were plotting something. Celestra isn’t exactly a united front, so even small things can become kindling for trouble.

Well, there are plenty of other cities I visit regularly, and it’s not like Taruk is the only place that needs connecting. Once a month feels about right for a vacation, so things seem to be working out for now.

Besides regular tourists, of course, there’s also a considerable number of Onyx’s maidens and staff from _Cosmos Honpo_.

The maidens are always around fifty or so in Poruka, which makes me worry—isn’t that interfering with their main duties? Apparently, over the past few years, taking vacations in Poruka (two months a year) has been officially incorporated as a benefit, and they’re hired based on that.

“A vacation in a snowy country… is that really so appealing to desert dark elves?”

“Isn’t that none of our business if we stay within the Palace?”

The head maid answers nonchalantly as I look up at the sky from the Palace’s landing dock, waiting for the dragon’s arrival.

The temperature is below freezing, but she’s wearing nothing but a bare apron—just the kind that barely covers her hips.

“…Shouldn’t you put something on?”

“It’s to show my subordinates proper maid conduct.”

“Like there’s _anything_ about you that needs showing!”

The maidens are “maidens serving Onyx,” not mine.

There’s absolutely no reason for me to engage in a near-naked shame play here.

If I were their master, I could come up with some excuse about demonstrating absolute obedience or something, but I’m not their master.

Of course, it’s true that the head maid and I have a very intimate relationship, but that has nothing to do with maiden conduct.

…While I was saying all this, a formation of several dragons led by Leila arrived, and guests began disembarking from the “cabins” and carriages.

For business purposes, the “cabins”—where you’re transported in a three-tiered bed—are treated as first class. The carriages are second class.

The number of “cabins” has steadily increased to a sufficient amount, so they could make them all cabins, but to avoid devaluing the dragon service too much and to provide options for those who want to travel cheaply, they’ve kept the carriage plan as well.

And mostly, it’s regular customers getting off those carriages, stepping into snowy Poruka, shrinking from the cold… when they see the head maid standing next to me in almost nothing, they can’t believe their eyes.

“…Look, before anything else, you’re making people question your sanity as a person.”

“With all due respect, Master. A maid is one who swallows every unreasonable command for her master. Nay, rather, it is the very essence of a maid to quietly accept commands that trample upon a woman’s dignity…♪”

“That’s not your essence, that’s just your fetish!”

Stop enjoying exhibitionism under the guise of having your dignity stolen by a man.

Well, I know you’re a weird group who aspires to that kind of thing, but still.

Somehow, I guide all the regular customers from the Palace toward the city and take a breath.

Then, separating from the experienced visitors who head straight to their usual lodgings in the Palace, the maidens who are visiting Poruka for the first time line up.

New recruits responding to Onyx’s job postings, or relatives of Carlos… I’ve heard that there are a few cases where someone’s child joins the same workplace as their parent in the maidens, but mostly, they’re all meeting me for the first time.

These girls are required to properly learn how to spend their time in this Palace, so they must first receive greetings, speeches, and training.

Well, I didn’t require it, but before I knew it, attending these things had become my obligation as well.

“These are our new recruits for the year. Fourteen out of twenty are here this time, and the rest are scheduled to arrive next month or later.”

“I see… There are some who aren’t dark elves mixed in.”

“We don’t impose any racial restrictions on recruitment. That said, dark elf culture is difficult for other races to understand. Unless they’re exceptionally capable, we wouldn’t deliberately hire non-dark elves at Onyx…”

“Which means they’re excellent.”

"Okay. Then, Middy, you start with your introduction."

"Yeah! Middy Rendis. Fifteen years old, human… but actually one-eighth Ogre. A little strong for my size."

As she said this, the maid stepped forward and began to undress her maid uniform smoothly while continuing her introduction.

"Got a 82-54-81 figure. Never been with a guy… but I popped my cherry during masturbation. Heh."

"Declare your erogenous zones as well."

"Honestly, not really sure… maybe my clitoris?"

"Very well."

Having finished, she stripped down to her underwear and then completely naked, finally putting on an apron and maid headband before returning to her original position.

Right in front of this old geezer, and yet she was so nonchalant.

Well, she probably knew what kind of place this was from the start, and since the head maid was standing right there in that state, she must have been prepared long ago.

And with that as the starting point, the young maids—eighty percent Dark Elf, twenty percent other races—began introducing themselves one after another, stripping down to nearly naked while changing into just aprons right before my eyes.

"Hazel. Thirteen years old. As you can see, a Dark Elf. My measurements… I haven’t measured them, so you’ll have to look directly."

"Ellie here! Came in thanks to my mom, who’s been working at Onyx for ages. Eighty-seven years old Dark Elf. Not too confident about my boobs, though!"

"Annie Sanderson. Half-catfolk on my mother’s side. As for the tail… I’ll take it off and show you now. …It’s like this, short and puffy… oh, and I’m fourteen."

"I’m Kay. Twelve years old. Um, I’ve been asking Mom to let me be a maid since forever, and she finally agreed this year… Oh, is that okay? Um, my measurements are seventy forty-eight seventy-four…"

"I always wonder—why do they all strip when you only said 'introductions'?"

"?!"

"Hey, I didn’t ask anything weird, did I? That’s not a question you look at me like that for, right?"

"Well, Master has always held the principle of 'keeping women as naked as possible,' hasn't he?"

"I’m not denying I have those desires! But my female slaves are more than happy to show me their naked bodies whenever I want, and I never forced the maids to do it! Besides, isn’t it weird to make new recruits give a greeting based on perverted fetishes?!"

"No, regarding that, we explain it as a priority over job duties during the interview process, and only hire girls who agree… so…"

"Priority over job duties."

Seriously, is that even okay? Is Onyx’s reputation not going to suffer?

"If they’re hoping for a vacation at Polka when they apply, sooner or later they’ll encounter this kind of environment…"

"...So it’s part of the benefits package..."

"In any case, all the new recruits this time around are only here because they intend to get Master to fill them up during their vacation."

The head maid glanced at her subordinates, and all the nearly naked young maids nodded in agreement.

…It’s become a group of perverts who just want to be messed with under the guise of maid duties.

_Sigh._

"Just two things I need to know."

"Yes?"

"Are there any of Carlos’s direct siblings or nieces here?"

The mess that happens after impregnating them.

Well, the whole "impregnate them" thing is what I’m trying to avoid in the first place, but since they all naturally intend to serve me sexually, things could get out of hand if I’m not careful. And Dark Elves can nullify magic-based contraception on their own anyway.

"There are none this time."

"Good. ……And you don’t have a daughter, do you?"

"…………"

"You do!?"

She did. (It was Kei-chan.)
I told her I couldn't have sex with her, and she fought me tooth and nail—it was a struggle.
…Is this the era where my daughter joins the maid group too…?

"Sneaking up on Andy and casually trying to establish a _fait accompli_ is such a cheap move."

"If you tell Tark’s guys you came here to screw, I think there’s also a problem with me as a dad who’ll end up screwing them anyway."

Elenia and Frena nodded in agreement.
You two have been agreeing on things a lot lately.
Is it… that since we used to be rivals, our bond has grown stronger now that we acknowledge each other?

"It’d definitely feel way better if you just straight-up talked to Dad and made him give in."

"Dad gets way more turned on by sex with his daughter than anything else, doesn’t he~♪"

"Hey, stop it, Frena. I don’t mean to say anything about her being my daughter, and I have no plans to put it in any other girl. It’s just… I cherish both Elenia and Frena, so it’s a little sad and a little happy that I’ve… tainted them like this… and all these emotions just went wild."

Too honest, as always.
But there’s no point in pretending now.
This is the Smithson family bed. No one’s listening.
Back in the day, this bedroom was fair game for anyone to barge into, but lately it’s become off-limits. Now, only the girls I bring in are allowed to enter.

Well, we can have all the rule-free orgies we want at the Palace, so everyone’s conscious of keeping this place separate.

"And what do you mean by 'make him give in'? Are you enjoying doing horrible things to Dad’s mind, Elen?"

"Even Andy probably felt better screwing someone after knowing they were his daughter than after finding out later, right? I came at you both like crazy."

"You’re such a bad influence!"

"People are most turned on when they forgive themselves for something they shouldn’t do."

Said with an air of knowing it all.

"…That’s what Neia Mom said."

"…A hard line to cross, huh?"

Neia crossed that line when she decided to give her body to me, or when she decided to become a female slave.
She was exhausted emotionally, couldn’t tell right from wrong anymore, and then drowned in massive pleasure and relief, so yeah, that must have been the greatest pleasure of her life.

"That’s why Andy should resist as much as possible. You’ll lose anyway since you can’t say horrible things to your daughter~♪"

"Ugh… how evil."

"Eep, Dad’s mad~♪ I’m gonna get spanked with his dick~♪"

Elenia grinned devilishly while carelessly slipping her pajama top off.
Not to be outdone, Frena threw off her pajamas and started stroking my dick while licking her nipples.

"If you let me finish… I won’t put it in any girl who says things that make Dad feel bad."

"Impossible~. There’s no way Andy can resist screwing me~♪"

"I'm totally getting carried away…!"

"Like you could satisfy Frena all by yourself. You slutty, insatiable daddy’s girl~♪"

What a wanton and confident little thing.

And Frena raised her head to retort.

"I can satisfy you! I’m tougher than you are!"

"No way. You were a virgin until recently—there’s no way you could handle Andy’s rapid-fire sex."

"Dad, show him. Show him how many times _I_ can do it."

She kicked off her soft, childish pajamas and climbed on top of me. Still growing into her womanhood, my daughter straddled me.
"Even if I pass out… even if my pussy breaks… I want you to keep pounding away…♪ Keep filling me with cum and sperm until morning…♪ I was born… Dad’s personal meat hole, so use me up…♪"

She sank down onto me.
My daughter pressed her womb against my seed-filled rod.

"…Guh."

A groan escaped my lips, laced with frustration.
Overwhelmed by the feel of Frena’s insides—how they’d grown and adapted to my cock day after day, becoming more and more like a willing little slut—I couldn’t deny the truth in Elenia’s words.

Frena, her fluffy hair inherited from Mom bouncing as she rode me, and Elenia, her recently trimmed left-bobbed haircut swaying near my ear, grinning with confidence as she toyed with me.

Their vaginas. Their lips. Their buttholes.
I’d come here knowing I wanted to use all of their holes, savoring the thought of it… and I’d been trying to distract myself from the sight of my own daughters’ bodies, which had suddenly become so fascinating.

…But one pussy wasn’t going to be enough.

"…Ah, the first shot… Dad, you’re still coming too fast~♪"

I gently hugged my precious daughter after she finished riding me for the first load.

"…At this rate… we’ll get pregnant right away~♪"

"…You’re using protection, right?"

"…Hehe~♪"

"Hey!"

"It’s a secret… Once you’ve come once, it doesn’t matter how many times you do it today, does it~♪"

"ARE YOU REALLY USING PROTECTION!? It’d be no joke if I had to raise _your_ kids!"

"Why don’t you ask Mrs. Hilda about that tomorrow? For now… let’s just go for a creampie, okay?"

Two little devils.
Daughters who used their own holes to tempt me into depravity from opposite directions.

"Daddy~… P-Please~"

Elenia turned her ass toward me, slowly lowering her pajamas and exposing her butt.
Sexual scent, lust, the heat of her skin.
The filthy sounds my daughters made—sounds I’d never heard even a few months ago.

"Or maybe you like it in the ass? If you're my daughter, I'll let you do anything…♪"
That kind of thing gets to you.
Not just me. My daughters get drunk on it too.
"If you want it up the ass, just say so…♪ I'm okay too, Daddy…♪"
Sweet, hot.
Daughters who crave their father’s lust, dancing in bed.
…I lose to them again today.

"Kei-chan."

"Yes?"

"…I am your father. You understand that, right?"

"Yes."

"Generally, fathers don’t show their daughters their dicks, let them touch them, or fuck them."

"Claudio-bocchan said, 'My dad’s a weirdo, so you can forget what’s normal.'"

"Claud…!!"

"Cosmos-san said, 'There’s an opinion that licking is okay.'"

"Cosmos-san…!!"

"…And the head maid said that maids shouldn’t hesitate to lick their master’s dick."

"Shouldn’t we realize that’s not a good reference point?!"

Besides, I’m not the one who hired you. No, not about licking Carlos-san’s dick.

"First, just a blowjob."

"…………"

"Please, Master."

"No, stop with the groveling to your father! And you’re not my master!?"

…Even though it was a naked palace, I’m a weak dad for losing to my daughter’s naked grovel and getting talked into a blowjob.
Ten Years After Twelve
Vapor Palace.

Back in the day, it was called "Secret Hot Springs," but gradually it stopped being all that secret, and too many dragons wanted to serve me, plus the whole complex had become quite impressive, so I had no choice but to rename it.

Even from the perspective of dragons like Lila and Bows, who’ve visited several dragon palaces, this one apparently ranks as pretty respectable.

For dragons who don’t prioritize creation, a place to settle down is enough—dragon palaces are generally just "hideouts" in reality. Only when a Dragon Rider demands a grand structure or they seize an existing castle under some circumstances do they bother calling it a palace.

The words and the reality are kind of mismatched, but since other races were the ones who originally called it a palace, well, that’s probably just how it is.

…So, I guess this one was built because *I* wanted it? Though I only directly instructed them to make something small—a modest resort, really.

Anyway.

The palace consists of several large buildings: dormitories for female slaves and guests (though only those who can ignore or accommodate the naked folk inside), a dining hall, my invention workshop, a small indoor stage for entertainment—over ten structures connected by roofs.

I worried it might collapse under heavy snow once, but they used a Northern Forest secret technique that withstands five meters of snow without flinching. I don’t know how it works myself, but it survived every winter without issue since then, so I stopped worrying.

Since completion, all dragon arrivals and departures have been restricted to the palace landing pad (we had a close call once when monsters swarmed us while taking off from a snowfield). It gets hectic then, but otherwise… well, basically, this palace is filled with over a hundred beautiful women wandering around naked or nearly so.

So yeah, for me, it’s honestly the best world ever.

Female slaves, dragons, the girls from the cat colony, the whores from Cosmos-san’s place, and the maid squad—every last one of them has no intention of hiding their nudity from me, let alone mind being touched or even violated on a whim.

What used to be secret affairs in the magic prison are now completely normal, and as the female slaves wished, I spend more time with my dick wrapped in someone’s mucous membranes than not.

I can’t exactly brag about it in front of the kids, but I’m perfectly happy with this life.

Beautiful women who’ll let me get as much action as I want—what’s better than that?

Dragons, elves, dark elves all flaunt their nakedness, letting me gawk at their tits and cunts as much as I please. No one stops me, no matter how depraved I get, and the holy spring helps me recover from even the wildest nights.

It’s completely my paradise.

…Well, I still restrain myself a bit because of the kids, but since they expect it, I have to deliver.

…So.

"Good morning."

"Good morning, Master."

"Good mornin’!"

As I woke up in one of the dormitory rooms after spending the night with the female slaves, two Onyx dark elf maids—perfect in their manners despite the contrast in tone—greeted me while swinging their dicks. The only indication they were maids was a headpiece; otherwise, they were completely naked. Both had plump, jiggly tits.

By the way, I haven’t memorized their names yet.

The maids don’t seem to mind my lack of personal identification—calling them "Maids over there" doesn’t bother them at all.

Maybe it’s part of their kink—"to be toyed with by Master as maids"—I thought, before grabbing both of their tits without warning.

"Uhn…"

"Aww, you want a titjob?"

"Nah, just felt like mashing them. Nice titties. Wash me in these before I hit the hot springs."

"Y-yes!"

"It shall be our pleasure!"

The bright-haired ponytail maid and the dark-haired short-cut maid—both didn’t even try to shake off my hands on their tits, instead gently cupping them as they eagerly agreed to my depraved requests.

"While I’m at it, can I request a vaginal alarm clock?"

"Yesss!"

"Understood."

Both of them showed no resistance to the morning’s naked greeting or the sex service that followed. All the maids in this group are like this. Even virgins, so sometimes I end up realizing *after* penetration that they’re still virgins and get a shock.

"You two are really well-trained… more like, your kinks are perfectly aligned."

"I love my master who doesn’t flinch even when dozens of horny maid fantasies descend upon him, and screws them all before sending them home!"

"Same here, I deeply respect that."

"So you understand how troublesome your own perversion is… but there must be plenty of people who’d hire these girls left and right."

"Well, yeah, there are some nouveau riche types like that. But they’re fine at first—until they find out about our libido and other… details, then they dump us. Some guys just want to play harmless pranks on their maids, but when it comes to actual sex, they freak out."

"If you want sex, buy a prostitute—that’s what some people say. Married men especially shouldn’t waste shots on their maids, or it’ll cause discord."

…A dreamless existence. Or maybe the opposite?

But yeah, that’s probably how it is. You can’t exactly bang them *that* many times.

I mean, leaving aside guys like me who don’t even know if we’re working or what, normal working men can’t just be screwing horny maids all day.

"So, we love our masters who’ll keep banging us even knowing we’re super perverted!"

"We’ll serve you with all our heart…♪"

The lustful maids, their voluptuous chests and asses practically overflowing with depravity, flushed at the anticipation of debauchery.

I gave their hands another shake to ensure they were properly restrained, smiled at the contrasting feel of their breasts, and led them toward the bathhouse.

After washing away sweat and grime in the bathhouse, things got even more fun—maid festival day!

The Onyx maids work voluntarily throughout the palace: cleaning, helping with cooking, running errands for other guests.

I like to think it’s a kind of training disguised as a vacation, but there’s also the suspicion that their kinks are the real reason—they want us to grope them while they’re working.

Anyway.

"Hey."

I approached one of the dark elf maids who was cleaning in the hallway and gave her bare ass a pat—nothing hidden there.

No, not just a pat—I immediately started groping… my fingers were about to slip into that valley.

"My master…♪"

"Sorry for bothering you while you’re cleaning, but… could you come here for a sec?"

"Y-yes…♪"

The naked maid blushed and followed me.

She didn’t seem surprised by the sudden butt grab… or rather, how could a dark elf with such sharp hearing not notice my footsteps?

Then I spotted another dark elf maid nearby and offered her the same deal.

"You too. I need you."

"U-um… is it now…?"

"If you’re busy, we can do it later."

"…I’ll be right there♪"

I repeated this a few times, gathering about ten maids in total, then had them line up against the wall with their hands pressed to it.

"Perfect. Time for maid punishment festival!"

I smirked, reveling in the sight of their asses from end to end. Of course, I was doing it while my hard-on bounced around, so I looked like a complete idiot.

The maids were eight dark elves, with the remaining two being human and elf. The human was that new girl from before—the half-orc.

The elf… she’s from the Sakura clan, but after working as a maid at the Baron’s estate and living here, she’d gotten way too chummy with the Onyx Maidens, acting like one of them now.

They love it when I play pranks on them, so I end up mixing her in too.

"Alright, time to start doling out punishment from the first one."

"W-what’s the justification for this punishment?"

"Huh…?"

I figured anything would do, but they seemed pretty particular about it.

"You gotta be strict about these things."

"Getting bred while begging for forgiveness is the classic way, y’know—"

"And if you get knocked up, you can tell the kid why!"

Wait. Is she serious?
Is she gonna tell her kids, "Your mom worked as a slutty maid in a naked palace and got impregnated as punishment"?

"I’m overthinking this."

"But it’s important."

The maids stared at me intently.
*Yeah, they’re definitely a pervy bunch,* I thought, feeling a little shiver.
"H-How about… punishment for wagging your slutty ass at the Master…"

Well, I’ve confirmed this a million times, but I’m not *officially* their master.
Their master is Carlos or the Baron. And showing off their slutty asses while working isn’t exactly standard protocol.

But…

"O-okay, fine then…♪"

"If the Master sees us, we’ll get rejected… so, wet and ready butts for him!♪"

They seemed satisfied.
"Alright… then, punishment time! You wicked maids!"

I grabbed the first tanned ass and plunged my cock inside while spouting nonsense.
Her voice dripped with pleasure as she apologized, squirming.
"A-ah…♪ S-sorry…♪ P-please forgive me…♪ I’m a maid who wiggles her plump butt to get fucked by the Master, so please forgive meee!♪"

Did she want forgiveness? Or something else? Did she want me to stop, or did she *want* to be ravaged?
Her apology sex was utterly unreadable—her voice, her words, the way she thrust her hips—all of it.

Enjoying the rhythm, I shoved a finger into the next ass over.
Next up was the white Sakura elf’s ass. Not even a female slave, but completely under my spell, enjoying being my fleshpot.
"I’m gonna give you two rounds of punishment… so get your apology cunts nice and wet while you wait, you useless maids!"

"Y-yes…♪"

The line of naked maids, asses out, replied in unison.

…And then, I double-take.
Something about that weirdly low butt mixed in feels off.
Did I *really* invite such a small kid?

"I apologize for entering without being invited."

"Come on, you know better, right? I don’t just mix with twelve-year-olds like that… or rather, didn’t you say you weren’t gonna go all the way with Kei-chan?"

"I’ll work something out."

"No, stop groveling! Why would you want to get screwed by your dad in a mess like this?!"

"…Is it punishment for showing my daughter a perverted dick?"

"Punishment!?"

The mysterious maid, Kei-chan, presses her forehead to the ground while throwing me off with her evasive answers.

…After some back-and-forth, the other maids stepped in, and this time I only participated in the cleanup blowjob.

"…Daddy’s cum tastes good."

"You only say ‘daddy’ when it’s convenient…"

This girl’s gonna be a tough one to deal with.
Ten Years After 13
A small colony in the middle of the desert.

Until about twenty years ago, it was nothing special—a run-of-the-mill feline-human settlement. But after a few years, the gender balance shifted drastically, leaving its future in peril.

And now…

"Looking back, things have changed quite a bit, huh?"

From the top of a small rocky hill, I overlook the colony. Several large structures have been added to the little village.

Among the simple adobe houses, these stone buildings stand out—constructions I had the dragons build in short order.

Their purposes vary: community halls, water reservoirs for droughts, even daycare facilities…

…And then there was that one building I initially intended for _erotic_ use.

No, wait—that’s not fair. Don’t jump to conclusions. I have a little sense of responsibility, you know?

Seriously, after so many visits, I realized we couldn’t keep holding "Village-Wide Orgy Day" as a matter of course.

It might be fine at first, but eventually, the kids I’ve fathered will grow up.

Since the whole village is like this anyway, wouldn’t it be better to normalize it from the start? Well, that’s not exactly right. Throwing them into it without any boundaries would be terrible.

Even in the Vapor Palace, we keep the toddlers there for childcare reasons, but once they reach a certain age, we take them out and let them live normal lives. Leaving them to grow up constantly witnessing sex in a naked paradise would lead to serious psychological damage.

So, even in this feline colony, I wanted them to have at least some semblance of a proper life.

If they’re going to live their whole lives within the colony, maybe it’s fine if they’re warped. But dragon transport runs frequently between here and Polka, and we can send them out to become independent in places like the Polka Autonomous Zone, Basson, or Tark. Now, their futures hold great possibilities.

Considering that, I thought it was a good idea to have a facility as a boundary—_this building is for erotic activities only_. That’s what I thought back then…

…It didn’t work out so well, did it?

"H-how long are you going to wallow in those strange feelings?"

"…Strange? Well, whatever."

I chuckle wryly and glance at the rock where Grandma Donna always seems to appear out of nowhere.

We slowly descend the mountain.

There’s no grand welcome.

The cats have gotten used to our presence enough that, upon sensing our arrival, they’d rather prepare a proper greeting than just swarm us haphazardly.

Compared to back then, things are really lively now.

"Welcome back, Master."
_"Welcome back!!"_

In the center of the colony, in front of the oasis, Anis, now a composed beauty, greets us as the representative.

Once, she and her mother, Tanya, would entertain me sexually together. Since then, she’s been pregnant countless times and is now the mother of seven.

Tanya has had four more kids since then too.

And Anis’s daughters? The eldest is almost starting to develop a more feminine figure.

The girls, along with the other little feline girls, are all shouting in unison around us.

The colony children gathered there number nearly three hundred, I’d guess.

Most of them are my kids. There are plenty in Polka too, but here is where my offspring are strongest in sheer numbers.

"Everyone, thank you for the welcome."

With a face as soft as possible—_as much as I can manage_—I raise my hands to greet the children, their mothers, and the young feline girls hoping to join their ranks.

…Even so, considering what’s to come, I’m still not sure what kind of face I should make every time.

“Are you staying overnight this time?”

“Ah… well, my schedule’s pretty open right now, so I was thinking I’d take you guys up on your offer for about a month.”

“A whole month… is that really alright?”

“Selen and the others have already agreed. A few of the other female slaves will be joining us in a bit, but we’ll provide the food and caretakers for them…”

Before he could finish, the gathered cats erupted into cheers.
My stay here is a festival for them.
The peaceful, boring life of the colony—and the sexual urges that plague them—are instantly transformed into something exciting by my presence.
For them, it’s purely… that.
“Whoa, hold on, you’re getting undressed way too fast! Way too fast! You guys planning on not wearing clothes for a whole month!? And don’t even think about getting me pregnant! Condoms are useless! No sex with your own father!”

Before I could stop them, both adults and children threw off their clothes and tossed them aside. Worse yet, they started burning the discarded clothes in a bonfire right there and began dancing gleefully.
“Clothes are precious around here…”

I was dumbfounded by the sight of the naked women dancing cheerfully when a half-elf woman nearby gave a troubled smile.
“They don’t really mind not having clothes… though it’s probably bad for the boys.”

With that, she stripped off her own clothes and tossed them into the fire.

“Hey, you’re burning yourself too!”

“When in Rome, do as the Romans do!”

…She was Kasha, a wandering half-elf who had once been taken in by Duke Gardner’s territory and briefly relocated to Granze. Initially, she had been helping the incoming Carwin people settle in, but after bonding with the feline-humanoids at a festival in Polka, she’d fallen in love with their easygoing desert life and moved here permanently some time ago.

Actually, quite a few people have declared they want to relocate to this cat colony like her. Including her, there are about a dozen or so outsiders settled within the colony.

The feline-humanoids visit Polka often for medical treatment, injuries, or even attending Polka Academy, so they’re used to welcoming such newcomers with open arms.

…Men occasionally ask to move in too, but I flat-out refuse them.
Because things inevitably end up like this. Even if some burly guy could satisfy a few of them, once this orgiastic festival starts, it’s obvious everyone would be super awkward around each other.

If these cats want to marry outsiders, they can do it outside the colony. Inside, they’re all my wives. Except for the kids.
That’s still my policy.

“Besides, since we’re in the colony, we’re fair game for insemination, right…?”

Kasha, who had tossed even her underwear into the bonfire and bared everything from her nipples to her genitals to the sunlight, asked with a sidelong glance.

…Ugh.

“…Yes.”

“♪”

Even though they don’t wear collars, every woman who’s moved here has agreed to join in the orgiastic festival.
And it’s perfectly fine if they get pregnant. Having children is an unconditionally joyous occasion, and everyone raises them without a care when they’re born.

Apparently, everyone who wants to relocate is drawn to this cat colony’s carefree, pleasure-seeking nature.

…Besides Kasha, other female migrants who’ve chosen this feline colony life include another half-elf who came through the Almeida Hidden Village project, several former maids, and a few ex-prostitutes. There’s also one former Carwin girl and one elf maiden from the Northern Forest.

If they’re getting treated like this, I wouldn’t mind them joining my harem directly… but well, choosing a place to live is important too. Some of them are here just because they hate the cold.

"Even so, I just got here, so the sexy stuff can wait!"

Leaving that to the dancing cats and Kashar, I headed toward the edge of the village with Laila.

Opposite the labyrinth entrance, across from the oasis, stood a lone rock jutting out from the dunes. Atop it, a single staff pierced the sky. Laila splashed the liquor she’d brought all over the rock.

"…Hoh. Drink and savor it. It’s the finest elven forest brew."

She took another sip, her eyes distant.

…Donna passed away a few years ago.

No one noticed her health declining. Until the day before she died, she was still her usual energetic, sarcastic self… then, come morning, she was cold.

Her body was buried in the sand, as per colony custom—just outside the settlement.

…Desert insects or sandworms would return her to the natural cycle. Burying her inside or near the labyrinth could turn her into carrion—that’s the hardest part for loved ones.

So, in this desert labyrinth colony, burying people in the sand is the most natural way to say goodbye.

"…It’s not the first time I’ve seen a close friend go. But you… you were special."

Laila said, took another sip, then splashed the rest on the rock. She tossed the ceramic bottle into the dunes.

The usual ritual.

Eventually, Donna’s staff will break, the rock will erode, and no one will remember what it meant.

"If you ask if magic should protect it," Laila said, "then no, that’s fine."

Clinging to gravestones or belongings only weakens our memories of them.

The connection with those we can’t see anymore should live in our hearts.

That’s how her era, what she protected, lives on.

"…She was probably pretty happy, seeing the colony thrive like this before she went."

"…How’d you figure? All I did was screw my way through it."

"Hoh. Even so, Donna must’ve figured you could handle even the wildest consequences."

"At this rate, the colony’s thriving on incest, isn’t it?"

"There are mountains of colonies that started like that… Donna said as much herself. Besides, elves know how to deal with close bloodlines. Don’t hesitate—sleep with your daughters and granddaughters as you please!"

"If possible, I’d prefer my kids have a future where they’re happy…"

"Trying that on Ele or Frena won’t work, though. Oh well, cats go wild at the full moon anyway. Nothing to worry about."

"Yeah, but still—"

…Ah.

Seeing me struggle with such a stubborn grief, Laila’s slight shadow vanished. She shrugged off her clothes as she walked, then cheerfully strode toward the dancing cats’ plaza.

"Wait, those are _ultra_-expensive elven fabrics! Don’t burn them!"

"Hoh. Well, all things break eventually. If you need them, just make new ones then!"

Without waiting for a fire, Laila burned her clothes with her own body heat.

"That’s _super_ annoying for the craftspeople, you know!"

…Even so.

Leila, stripped bare except for the collar, remained as gorgeously alluring as she was when we first met.

As for me, my groin was throbbing with anticipation—Leila’s naked body under the bright sky, and the promise of a full-frontal dance party from those cat girls in the distance.

"Damn it."

I steeled myself and stripped right there on the spot. Everyone’s already naked anyway, so no need to be embarrassed. No one’s going to laugh.

A hard-on-exposing old man and an absolute beauty, blue sky, and desert.

…Seriously, what am I even doing?

"Hohoho. Shall we get this party started here, then? _I_ am your sex slave, after all—you can use me anytime, anywhere!"

"...W-well, let’s head over there first!"

For a moment, I almost gave in. After all, we’re going to be playing for a month—maybe Leila deserves the first go.

But I came here for the cats. I should scold everyone and step away, then sneak off for a quick one with Leila… no, forget that.

So there I was, walking beside naked Leila, my erection painfully obvious as I hopped along like a crab, when I suddenly noticed the gravestone behind us.

…Donna _Auntie_ probably didn’t die happy watching this scene… though that’s probably being too pessimistic.
Ten Years After 14
"Alright, I'm gonna fill you all up with babies this time too!!"
"Nyaa!!"
Don't wanna get all sentimental about Old Woman Dona. Gotta keep the energy up.
It's not like yesterday and today are still relevant. The old hag would want her granddaughters and great-grandkids to be happy, no doubt.
That much is certain.
So, I dive into the circle of cats dancing around the bonfire where they burned their clothes.
I grab the nearest girl, wrap my arms around her naked body without hesitation, shove my nose into her cat ears, and press my palms against her tits. I dig my fingers in good and proper, even if she winces a bit, yeah.
Being completely shirtless only makes it look like some drunk pervert's work, but you gotta play the game to survive here.
Because this place is full of hundreds of horny cats celebrating a month of being covered in cum, naked outside in broad daylight for no reason, and dancing.
And they're all young and overflowing with libido. If I'm timid, I'll just get gangbanged.
That won't do. I'm the one who gets to screw them as much as I want.
It's partly about keeping my own motivation up, but it's also important to make sure the cats don't hold back either.
The intensity of that urge varies from cat to cat, and personality plays a role too.
Catfolk are generally optimistic, but some are quiet and timid.
If I act like "I've had enough," those types will take me seriously, miss their chance, stew in their own frustration, and end up losing out.
For them to enjoy themselves without feeling bad, I have to be a greedy prick with a rock-hard dick all the time. It's just proper etiquette when you're taking on a horde alone, like at the Palace.
So, I grab a random girl, hold her close, pinch her tits, rub her ass, shove my fingers in and out of her snatch while dancing.
Since there's no music or coordination, just random flailing around watching the bonfire, even when some pervert pops in, flashes his hard-on, and does whatever he wants in a clumsy way, the cats just laugh it off and often try to get involved.
A spontaneous opening ceremony with everyone expecting sex.
There's a certain kind of fun that only exists in moments like these.
"Nyaa♪"
"Papa♪"
"Ooh! Ooh!"
I told my own daughters I wouldn't do anything, but if they come near in this situation, I can't help but touch them. If things go the way they're going, I can't help but kiss them either. It'd be dangerous to reject and push them away while everyone's dancing naked.
…K, kissing is safe. Safe.
While desperately trying to reset my personal boundaries, I end up appraising my daughters like, "Wow, her boobs are developing nicely… her snatch is pretty low-hanging…" and desperately trying to suppress the drop in my testosterone levels.
A, as long as I don't shove my dick in, it's safe.
I can't go around worrying about my daughters and ruining the mood.
…And then, Karsa comes around the corner.
Maybe because she's a half-elf, but her boobs and ass are definitely noticeable. Not to mention her proportions are just as good as Lila's.
Her slightly dark honey-colored hair sways as she catches my eye and gives me a faint smile. As if on cue, she throws herself into my arms when I reach out.
As if it's the most natural thing in the world, she presses her full, real boobs against my hands.
"Fufu… do you need a body like mine…♪"
"That's some way to put it."
I wonder if it's okay that she's the first one I'm taking in this cat colony, but it's better than constantly trying to maintain my composure every time I get complicated feelings about my daughters.
I move so that I'm holding her from behind as we dance, and whisper into her long ears.

"Looks like she's ready and waiting, so I think I'll take full advantage," I said.

"…Yes, please… Baby!"

I'd heard she’d struggled too, just like the half-elves—apparently, she’d been badly deceived by men before. But here she was, mixing with the cats, dancing wildly naked under the blue sky, her ass swaying to a man’s cock, and not a trace of that past sorrow showed.

She was one of the cats now.
A creature honest about her lust, spreading seed from just one man in a little village where everyone got pregnant.
If she abandoned any hope of ordinary human or elf happiness, maybe this _was_ happiness.

Still riding the strange high, I thrust my hard cock into her first.

"Ngh… fuh… ah…"

"Aaaah, Daddy’s already inside me!"

"Who’s that?"

My daughters spotted the insertion and started chanting as I stood Kashar up to fuck her.
Against the blue sky, sandy cliffs, and naked cats, I gripped the half-elf’s white ass, enjoying my first vaginal pleasure in this colony.

Before I knew it, drums joined the dance. Tracking the sound with my eyes alone, I spotted a naked dark elf banging on them with her hands—sure enough, it was Cosmos’s ex-prostitute.

And since the cats had gathered around me and slowed down, the bonfire became easier to approach. So, belatedly, the maidens from the Maid Brigade started stripping off their uniforms and underwear in turn, throwing them into the flames.
…Oh, no, this isn’t some village-wide clothing-burning festival or anything, okay?

A little flustered, I realized Kashar’s cunt was greedily demanding more cum, her hips moving so fiercely she was overwhelming me. So I grabbed her tits and sped up my thrusts to keep up.
"Haa… haa, haa…♪ More, more… I want to enjoy it… ahh…♪"

Kashar was pretty good, but I was a fighter who could hold my own against Tark’s whores.
Finding the sweet spots in her cunt, timing my thrusts with variation, and leading her to climax under the midday sun with everyone watching? No problem.

…And as a first reward, I shot my load inside her, pulled out immediately, and splattered her ass and back with cum for all the cats to see.
"Ahh… a, haa…♪ I’m gonna get pregnant…♪"

Kashar clung to some random girl, presenting her ass to receive it. Sweat, cum, glistening in the sunlight as it dripped down.

The cats watching this with "Ooh…"s of appreciation then stopped hiding their lust—_me next, me next!_

And so began a month where the colony reeked of semen.

A few days after I arrived, the second group from the Colony Tour arrived.
Luna, Malorne, Cute and the rest of the Polka residents. Then Anzalos, Aurora, Naris, Almeida… and Elenia, Frena, too.
Plus a few active members of the Maid Brigade as caretakers. And Hildegard was there as well.

The reason they were joining later… well, it wasn’t just scheduling and coordination. Luna was worried that if too many female slaves surrounded me at first, the cats would get intimidated.

Since they were coming here, the cats should be the priority. The Palace girls who spent all year with me should give way a little.
If everyone came at once, the female slaves would end up drinking _way_ too much cum.

Besides, since I’d gotten so involved in this colony, the female slaves had gained quite a bit of influence. It’d be hard to force the cats to claim their right to sex by pushing them aside.

"You’re really going at it, aren’t you…"
Naris gave me an exasperated look as I was covered in cum, rolling around with several young cat girls and relentlessly fucking the warrior cat Nelly in what used to be a pleasure house.

"Nah, we knew that from the start… What’s with that face?"

"Seriously, I’ve been all around this colony, and it smells like rotten fish everywhere. And every girl is completely naked. Even the ones who aren’t cats."

"Well, everyone burned their clothes on the first day…"

"Why would they do that?"

"Don’t ask me. They were so thrilled about staying a month that they spontaneously set them all on fire."

"…Hilda-san. Shouldn’t we ask Onyx to arrange some clothes?"

"Hmm. Well, if it’s for everyone in this colony, Big Bro could probably get them ready in three days. Counting the trip to Talc and back, you should go ask him about five days before we pack up." ☆

Hilda-san and Malorne were also planning to do health checks on the cats.
Even if it was "fate" that couldn’t be helped at the Holy Spring, it was still frustrating when residents just dropped dead like Donna-Oba-san. That’s why they’d been doing regular check-ups ever since her death.
For these kinds of diagnoses, solid medical skills and knowledge were definitely important.
Looks like Malorne’s experience as Hilda-san’s assistant wasn’t wasted after all.

"Well, if that’s the situation, there’s no helping it."

So, back to the clothes issue.

…When I thought Luna and Cute were just crouching there, fussing with something, they suddenly lit a fire right there.

And then, without hesitation, they started throwing their clothes onto it.

"Luna!?"

"Since everyone else burned theirs, it’d be weird if we were the only ones still wearing them while walking around."

"I don’t think it’s a big deal!"

My protests were in vain; Luna and Cute had fully conformed to the "naked dress code."

"That’s true, too!" ☆

Hilda-san even took off all her doctor-like clothes and joined the bonfire. Malorne hesitated for a moment, closed her eyes in conflict, but eventually followed Hilda-san.

"You two—!"

Naris’s voice echoed.

…That said, we knew this would probably turn into some kind of free-for-all party anyway.

In the end, everyone, including Elenia and Frena, joined in.

"…What about when we go to Onyx?"

"Ah! ☆"

No one had thought that far ahead.
10 Years After 15
Well, a few boys are born in the colony, though not many. For some reason, it’s a small number—about two boys for every five girls. Maybe there’s still an imbalance in _ki_ left over. The kids born through Polka aren’t quite so extreme.

And, truthfully, some of the boys I got pregnant in the colony were born before Peter, so the eldest is almost old enough to breed himself now… but.

"How about the boys?"

The naked Androcles, who’d ended up burning his clothes along with everyone else, asked as he drifted over. Since the sex session was winding down anyway, I figured it wouldn’t hurt 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 for orgies, it’s spacious enough to hold dozens without a problem. I usually crash on the first floor; the second is currently unused.

Why the third floor? Because even with their feline agility, the second floor wouldn’t be secure enough.

…Yeah. Secure.

More like preventing them from getting attacked by the female cats. Catfolk females are far more intense during heat. Like the old tragedy showed, if an orgy started without proper control—given the huge disparity in numbers—the boys would get drained dry in no time.

Even though they’re horny, their stamina is limited. After a few rounds, they’d be too exhausted to face a horde of women. And that would just repeat history—creating trauma around sex for them.

So, as the full moon approaches, we gather them here in this isolation facility and have a few former courtesans from Cosmos Honpo handle their lust. This way, they don’t get overstimulated or exhausted while still learning how to bring women to climax.

The ex-courtesans are naturally skilled—after all, they used to work at Cosmos Honpo—and they’re pros at group sex with the boys. They even know how to pull out.

"…Oh, Owner. So you’ve come up here? Does that mean you’re interested in boys now?"

And today’s assigned to handle our lust is Dark Elf Media-san.

When we decided we needed "this kind of role," Cosmos-san immediately recommended her—apparently, she has a strong preference for young boys and a reputation for deflowering them.

And every time I see her, she raves about how great boys are.

So, despite having an incredibly sexy body—and even though she’s still completely naked and covered in semen right now—she’s one of the few people from Cosmos Honpo I’ve _never_ slept with.

…Not that she’s ever outright refused me… just a little standoffish, you know? Which is fine, really.

"I’m not finished."

"You came over here all hard, so I figured that was it."

"I was just down there with the girls! And Ange’s dressed like this too!"

"We’re pretty much naked at the Palace anyway, so you should get used to my body… even if it’s flat-chested."

"Polka isn’t exactly known for being well-behaved."

Yeah, but I used to prefer big boobs. You and Jeanne and Aireena are to blame for me getting turned on by small ones now.

…While this back-and-forth went on, Media-san chuckled, smoking a cigarette with a kiseru holder.

"You’re something else. After working at brothels, some guys get so desensitized that they don’t even react to naked women anymore."

Behind her stood the half-naked catboys, passed out after being drained dry.

"So, a status check? You're probably tired of seeing this around the full moon, right? The most impressive part is always the first night they all gather. It's seriously something else."

"...Seriously, your performance is incredibly reliable. But remember, this is just for satisfying their urges and sex education, so keep that in mind."

"I know, I know! _wink_"

There are several other former courtesans who take on this role... but whenever Media-san is on duty, there's a shared understanding that "maybe she can handle it alone." Everyone else comes in groups of two or more, but she always goes solo and dominates.

...I'm really grateful. I am, but still, it's a little much.

"Speaking of which, Angelina-chan coming in naked too... is that some kind of taste test?"

"N-no, that's not it! Besides, I'm a female slave, so I'm more like a mother figure, you know?"

"...?"

Media-san tilts her head and gives me a "What's this kid saying?" look.

The Anzeros theory—that my kids are practically my own children—isn't really gaining much traction. Not even with me, to be honest.

I mean, when we first started, it was one thing, but now that I have so many kids, it's just not possible to shower them all with motherly affection... is it?

Plus, coming to this orgy scene naked is a little concerning. If the kids get too attached, I'd probably end up being an overly indulgent Anzeros.

"You're mine, you know? At least don't let anyone else get close while I'm watching."

"Education-wise, I wonder if this is really good for the colony's future..."

Anzeros says, looking at the cat boys with a hint of worry.

I'm not sure either, but it's the conclusion reached by people who know way more about feline and beastfolk biology than I do. It was also decided by consensus with Donna-oba-san involved.

Originally, when a male and female cat are in heat together one-on-one, there's no problem if they just follow their instincts.

Even if the full moon's influence is so strong that it turns into a multi-person orgy, as long as they can accept not knowing whose kid it is, it's fine. Apparently, there's quite a bit of "what can you do?" culture in the cat colony when it comes to that.

But realistically, there are few boys. Even if we try to cherish them, if they only sleep with one girl, it'll be unfair... and that'll cause discord.

Suddenly importing a large number of males from outside could also lead to another group taking over the colony, which I definitely don't want.

So, the only option is to turn these young boys into men who can "sleep with many women in one night."

Fortunately, the "lust" that feline-beastfolk experience during the full moon is mainly a desire for pleasure, not reproduction. In theory, even if they can't ejaculate that many times, high technique should be enough.

And so, using those skills to sleep with people who are mostly half-siblings... or even real sisters and brothers, well, let's ignore that for now. It was normal for the sisters to engage in lesbian play when I wasn't around.

"Irina says that as long as we don't introduce completely new blood every few generations, it shouldn't have too many negative effects," which is mainly something I hear when I'm about to sleep with one of my daughters, but well, let's believe that here too.

If things go well, these dozens of boys will each take three or four wives and create a balanced future. That's the ultimate goal.

Until then, I'll satisfy the older generation and help them prosper, while my daughters... well, they can manage with lesbian play...

...That's the future plan for the cat colony.

"It's about time we started thinking about letting some of them find wives and become independent... but I'm getting serious marriage proposals and it's making me waver _wink_."

"...If you're going to get married, you'll have to step down from this... uh, sex education role."

"Ah, that would be a shame. Yeah."

Media-san seemed to be enjoying herself the whole time, rubbing the leftover, fishy semen into her skin.

...If she's enjoying her duty, then that's all that matters.

When the urge gets too strong, I get high and start doing things like lighting fires for no reason, dancing, or jumping into the oasis. If you try to stop me, I get frustrated and end up starting pointless fights. So during these times, those kinds of actions are kind of tacitly allowed. In fact, to amp things up, we might add a simple backing track like last time, or have the older cats sing some ancient colony folk songs.

And as for me? I’m still busy with my seed-spreading bonanza.

Standing doggy-style on the eaves of a house with a young girl, or sneaking behind the cooking mothercat during lunch to unload my load into her daughters one after another, then hitting the streets to pleasure some masochistic cat like Yuna with a good spanking-fucking…

If I did this in a normal town, I’d be considered a total freak. The kind you’d hang and burn.

But in this little colony? No one dares defy my dick.

Just give me a shout—or even better, just sneak up and fuck them without a word—and they’ll happily offer up their wet cunts.

"Every time I think it… I really don’t want Floria coming here," Naris said as we returned to the former pleasure facility, idly gazing at the naked girls scattered around, resting her cheek on her hand with a sigh.

She’d set out a mini table and chair made of palm wood (by yours truly) on the eaves, trying to be fancy, but she couldn’t resist the flow either and ended up burning her clothes anyway, so like the seed-spreading catgirls, she’s still naked in broad daylight.

"It’s way too much for a normal kid, even if it’s not just for Lia," Naris said.

I fully agreed with Naris. Though, my dick was still dripping as usual after just finishing up.

Naris glared at it for a while before sighing again.

"...But Lia’s been saying lately that she wants to go wherever I go…"

"Just tell her it’s because it’s a dirty place."

"You’re making me sound like some kinky mom!"

"I kinda like you for wearing a collar and volunteering for this, then denying it."

"Kinda?! Well, I’m happy about it, though."

Before I knew it, I was really digging Naris’s teasing nature.

"Lia’s Andy’s daughter, so she has the right to know why he’s so popular with the cats," Elenia said, hugging me from behind as she defended… defended?

"Are you trying to turn her into a perverted girl who’ll screw with her dad whenever she gets the chance?"

"Not really. I don’t think Lia would want to screw with her dad after seeing this."

"...Oh, wait—are you secretly trying to keep Lia away from her dad!?"

Floria is such a rare daughter who honestly asks for "father" attention.

"If she’s going to be turned off by the truth, isn’t that a natural thing? It’s gross to hide weird stuff from kids."

"Gah!"

She used the curse word "gross" without hesitation, knowing it’d hurt my feelings. If I wasn’t naked and clinging to her, I would’ve collapsed. And stop grabbing my dick.

…And then Aurora gracefully appeared.

"I don’t think there’s such a thing as a parent without secrets… but well, she’ll understand eventually. Waiting for the right time isn’t a bad idea."

Even naked, with modest breasts, she exuded an air of goddess-like elegance.

I almost got lost in admiration, but Naris and I exchanged glances and dramatically slumped our shoulders.

"But Lia’s only seven…"

"Even if I said she knows the usual state of the palace…"

"...Wait, when did you show her that?! You terrible parent! We’ve been keeping her away since before she could even think!"

"Hey, Tete just got herself into one of those!"

"...I'm screwed..."

Actually, everyone wasn’t shocked by the nudity… more like they’d subtly picked up on it when playing with other siblings outside the Palace and had a pretty good idea. They were actually finding the whole naked wonderland amusing.

Well, the main thing is the hot springs, right? You gotta go in naked for that. That’s how I brushed it off.

…While we were talking, we could hear cheers coming from the labyrinth exit.
"What's that?"

Elenia tilted her head, so I stroked her head.
"Ah, probably took down a monster."

Usually, when you hear happy voices over there, that’s what it means.

But…

"...They’re all completely naked right now?"

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

…Uh…
Naked… going monster hunting naked?

Isn’t that a bit much?

Thinking that, I cautiously went to check it out and found Lila in the center.

"M-my Master! It’s a grand hunt today~!"

"No, you went in naked!?"

"Fear not. I only helped carry things."

"That’s even more shocking!"

Who did this whole naked thing?

Then, Nelly—the warrior cat we’d been messing with non-stop the other day—proudly stepped forward with a double _kukuri_.

"The full moon is near, so my spirit was high. The monsters are strong this time of year, but they couldn’t match me, who’s stored your seed."

"...At least wear clothes and armor, or you’ll get hurt!"

She’s definitely past Luna in age—should be in her thirties—but thanks to regularly soaking in the sacred spring, Nelly’s naked body still looks surprisingly youthful.

Looks like she hasn’t been injured, but I hope she doesn’t push herself too hard.

"If that were the case, we’d have gone as retainers."

"...Wait, Anzerus, you didn’t invite me!? I don’t want to do a full-nude hardcore fight!"

Naris was trembling, but out of everyone here, Naris is the next best fit for Lila’s role—probably because she’s always running into battle in something like a bikini armor.

The full moon night is even more intense.
The relatively calm older cats prepare a wild feast of monster meat, and with its delicious aroma and primal _thump-thump_ rhythm as background, the cats seek pleasure even more fiercely, devouring semen, and boasting about what they’ve received.

A village-wide sex competition where all sense of shame is paralyzed.
In the middle of the plaza, I take one young kitten after another. In front of the whole village, in front of their mothers, grandmothers, and sisters, I pour my seed into their wombs.

And once they’ve been taken, the girls move to the edge of the circle, catching their breath while showing off their soiled lower halves, happily discussing their potential pregnancies.

Among those girls, half-elf Kasha and other female outsiders who’ve settled in this colony come to demand seed… and of course, I give them all my seed without discrimination.

"That stamina of mine, being fine even after a month of this… I’m kinda freaked out by myself…"

"Yeah, right?"

"Well, about sixty percent of it’s probably Hilda’s fault, though."

"It’s not a bad thing, is it?"

She was close by, so I took Hilda too. Everyone’s naked, ready to be taken at any moment.

The shimmering bodies of women stretch as far as the eye can see around the bonfire. Every inch of skin, every sex organ, every lip, beckons me.

"By the way, Andy, you’ve noticed, haven’t you?"

"Noticed what?"

"...Some of you have been… taking advantage of my daughters."

"!?"

I-I was careful to check while I was with them!
I was supposed to be subtly avoiding the suspiciously fertile ones…

"No way, it’s a mirage… M-Malone?!"

"…………"

Malone, who was supposedly watching from the perimeter… just glanced away from my gaze.

"You betrayed me!?"

"There were desperate pleas from the girls—'A daddy’s kid is better than a brother’s!' So, forgive them, okay?"

"Ugh…"

It was us, the brothers and sisters, who factored in incest as part of our future plans. After all, it’s better than their father, right?

Sure, some might not agree with that.

But even so…

"At least… use protection—"

"A little bit of thicker blood is fine! Trust my harem’s medical team!"

"Ugh."

Even so.

The fact that I’m impregnating my own daughters still makes my instincts go wild.

"Hehe, even if they say no on their faces, their dicks are honest, aren’t they?"

"...At least… no sneak attacks when it comes to that…"

"Give up and accept it?"

"...R-Really only for the ones who genuinely hate that kind of thing."

"♪"

In effect, I’m accepting father-daughter incest—just for tonight.

With a sense of duty to properly impregnate them if I’m going to do it, I declared this aloud. The heat from the surrounding crowd surged up instantly. The vast majority of the swollen population, and almost all the girls in their fertile years, are my daughters. If this means pregnancy is okay, then excitement knows no bounds.

"N-Not fair!!"

"We want to join in too, okay?!"

"Nah, Elenia and Frena can't get pregnant! Or do you guys _want_ to get knocked up?"

"Of course we do! What else would we want?!"

"Not necessarily!"

The rooftop orgies under the moonlight continued endlessly as the girls mobbed him.
…But I made sure Hilda and Malone double-checked the contraception spells on Elenia and Frena, just to be safe.

Once the full moon passed, the excitement gradually died down, and after a few days, he even had time to enjoy himself with the female slaves.

"This kind of… public coupling… is pretty great…"

"Armeida, haven't you been poisoned by Sharon too much?"

"...N-no, not as much as her… Besides, she'd probably _love_ being ogled by men in places where nudity isn’t allowed…"

"...Well, maybe."

Thinking this as he boldly ravished Armeida in the center of the colony. There are all sorts of exhibitionists, after all.
By the way, Armeida’s now a knight commander, equal to Sharon, so no more honorifics.
Apparently, there are even voices suggesting she and Sharon be promoted to Grand Knight Commanders, but they’re usually off in Polka, leaving Renfangus empty except during major invasions, so they’ve politely declined.
…Which means Alex keeps nagging me about it every time.

"...P-please, take me too! I'm already showing you my ass!"

"Alright, alright."

Naris, next to him, got taken advantage of as well.

It always takes her a while to get over her embarrassment, but she’s still an honest slut when it comes to enjoying herself.

"Mmm… Seriously, I have no idea how many people I've been with today… That's some impressive dick…"

"Seriously…♪ If you get tired of Naris, you can just go right back in, Master♪"

Armeida wriggled her ass, clearly enjoying it.
She’s still as weak to pleasure as ever… well, maybe a little better? But her willingness to embrace her role as a sex slave and enjoy it is definitely stronger than before.
Looks-wise, she hasn’t changed at all since they first met… but the elf female slaves have certainly become more honest. He ravished them in this mad sexual paradise, boasting about how much he enjoyed them, and inseminated them.

"Ugh… mmm…♪♪"

"Aah… haa, aah…♪ I might be pregnant…♪"

"Hurry up and get knocked up! Marie won’t wait around forever…♪"

"That’s just how it is after giving birth… That’s Naris for you…♪"

He liked how Naris subtly took the upper hand while eagerly accepting his jizz unprotected into her womb.
…As soon as he finished inseminating them, he could see the cat girls peeking over, begging for their turn.
His own daughters had tasted the fruit and wanted more.
…Hah, getting knocked up was just a one-night thing. At least make sure they get proper contraception.
Well, it’s supposed to be easiest to get pregnant during a full moon, so what’s the point? But then he’d have to explain that.
…Ah, his OK line was steadily dropping.

By the way, the active maids in charge of their care had already prepared spare clothes for when they went to Onyx for new outfits.

"Seriously, how are you supposed to be caretakers when you don’t even bother with a change of clothes?"

"…So, what about your own outfits?"

"? We burned them all in the colony, remember?"

I had to struggle to keep them inside the "playroom" instead of following me into Onyx Manor completely naked.

Well, yeah, I do that kind of stuff behind closed doors and all, but still…

…You guys are just enjoying watching me get in trouble with Carlos, aren’t you?
Ten Years After Sixteen
Dragons have a slow growth rate in their youth, taking about five years to grow a year’s worth. Unlike elves, who mature almost exactly like humans, it takes them a considerable amount of time to reach adulthood. If I had a dragon as a child, there’s a good chance I wouldn’t live long enough to see them become an adult.

Looking at old man Harry still kicking around, I figure I could probably manage until about 100 if I stayed in Polka, but beyond that… who knows? Though, if you ask me if it’s enough just to reach adulthood or if I should aim for more, the possibilities are endless.

That said, even if I could become something immortal like a Holy Beast, I’m not so sure about that either.

Well, I’d like to live as long as reasonably possible. Thanks to the Spirit Spring, my body feels surprisingly youthful—definitely not like someone in their 40s (unlike some of my old Crossbow Corps buddies who’ve aged considerably since leaving Polka). As long as I steer clear of danger, I’d like to think I can hit triple digits.

Anyway.

Sorris, the silver dragon girl, looks to be around 10 years old at most. We’ve known each other for over a decade now, so she’s probably grown a couple of years since we met. Though she doesn’t seem much different because we see each other so often.

Dragons naturally grow slowly physically, but their mental maturity is on par with, or even faster than, other races. Mentally, they’re already quite composed. That’s why Sorris acts more mature than she looks, which is a bit strange in itself.

But that’s beside the point.

Lately—or rather, ever since I messed around with Frena—Sorris has been putting on serious pressure.

“Master… I hear you’ve been… creating offspring with Frena-sama.”

“W-wait, it’s not like that! We’re being careful to avoid pregnancy.”

“I think you may be mistaken, but more importantly…”

“Are you just brushing that off?”

This is a very important issue.

No, the whole point is _don’t have sex with your own daughter_, and even if you’re careful about contraception, what’s that supposed to excuse? Well… sorry.

“If that’s the case, shouldn’t I be allowed to be used for… creating offspring soon?”

“…………”

The way you put it.

“No, it’s not like I’ve been opposed to it from the start. If you can create offspring with Frena-sama, then I think my body is well within the range of being useful.”

“I feel like there’s some misunderstanding here. I’m not living by the principle of wanting to increase the population at all costs, you know?”

“？ Does that mean you only want to indulge in pleasure without creating children?”

“Hey, can’t you phrase it differently?”

“From what I’ve observed, almost no one in Veyper avoids creating offspring… If Master prefers enjoying women without creating children, does that mean they’re misunderstanding something?”

“Well, there _are_ people I wouldn’t mind having kids with. It’s not like I think creating offspring is inherently bad.”

“…Why am I the one who’s ‘no’ then? Dragons can still get pregnant at this age, you know?”

“I’m not saying ‘no’… it’s just that I’d prefer you didn’t phrase it as ‘using me for creating offspring.’ It gives the impression that I’m saying, ‘Anyone, just increase my descendants by one more!’”

“？”

Why are you looking so suspicious, Sorris?

Looking up at me, tilting her head, pursing her lips.

“Um…”

“……”

“About that…”

"…?"

"…If I say my sex organs can be used for sex and I can obviously have children, does that make it less weird?"

"So close. Or rather, why do you assume we’re just tools from the get-go?"

"Dragons are their rider’s tools, aren’t they?"

Ah.

I see… Come to think of it, Crystal Palace has a bigger difference in values than Myia and the others, or even Lila.

"Whether as a fighting force or as a female, a dragon’s joy lies in being useful. Of course, that includes bearing children."

"…Right, I guess…"

Lately, I haven’t been having much trouble with those gaps with my dragon kids, so I thought I understood them pretty well, but I realize now they’ve been adjusting to me.

Crystal Palace always shows up when I call for backup, so we see each other often, but Solis still seems a bit clueless about that stuff.

"Or… could it be that there’s something about my face or body shape you don’t particularly like, so the idea of using me hasn’t crossed your mind? Oh, or maybe my hairstyle?"

Solis currently has two pigtails, but she’s trying to undo them and put her hair up in a ponytail, which is relatively common for female slaves.

It’s not something I particularly enjoy, though I don’t dislike it.

"No, it’s not that. It’s fine."

For now, let’s just leave it at that with Solis.

Even in Vapor Palace, I don’t know who to consult about this.

No matter who I talk to, they’d all just say, "Don’t be so hesitant and just use her whenever you want, right?"

Well, yeah, I’ve even touched my own daughter, so there’s nothing left to fear, but still…

I want at least some kind of excuse.

So, with a grim expression, I walk around my usual home where naked girls are happily playing without any self-consciousness, and then, out of desperation, I consult Corti.

"‘Don’t be so hesitant and just use her whenever you want, right?’"

"You said exactly what I expected!"

"Everyone would say that… Just look around your own erotic paradise you built. What’s wrong with being a little young?"

"I know, but still… Why isn’t anyone trying to stop me? It looks completely backwards to me. Shouldn’t I be told to have some common sense?"

"Why would someone living in this all-out, everyone-is-naked erotic paradise want to be lectured about common sense? And you’re not the one who needs it, are you? If anything, we’d be happy to put a black collar on you like us, especially since you’re a silver dragon from Crystal Palace."

"Just so you know, black collars aren’t really for that kind of thing. It’s a setting we have because of our special circumstances, okay?"

"I haven’t forgotten. Even with that, they envy you guys. If they were told they couldn’t serve as dragons, they’d still be jealous just because of your collar."

"…Hey, Crystal girls, aren’t you getting a little too forward about this?"

"And are you even fully aware that you’re human? You only have like another hundred years, right? I want to serve you for as long as possible, so let’s do it sooner rather than later. The whole ‘too young’ thing is just your problem."

"If I live another hundred years, I’ll probably set a world record for humans… I think I’m at 60 or 70 years now…"

"If you realize you’re running out of time, then stop dawdling. And it’s not just Sister, but Corti and Sharlio too. Just impregnate us already. Just looking at our naked bodies without actually getting us pregnant is a blasphemy against females."

"So even with 70 years left, you still think you’re running out of time… Well, considering you live for a thousand years, I guess that’s how it is."

"By the way, only Lila in the black collar group gave birth to my child a while back. And recently, she’s been enjoying riding me while breastfeeding. Corti and Sharlio want to do that too… I think it’d be bad for their education, so I don’t think they should."

"Thanks to the ten years you spent working on it, your boobs are finally as big as Sister’s. If you just get pregnant, you’ll be perfect, right?"

"What's so perfect about it…?"

"Rape play♪"

"You _actually_ loyal to Liner, right? You're living here assuming that's the case?"

"As a dragon, yeah. As a female, I kinda resent how she never even glanced my way♪"

I think that kind of roundabout revenge is a bit much. I'll just knock her up instead.

After agonizing over it for a while and subtly consulting my surrounding slave girls (consulting outsiders was something even _I_ couldn't bring myself to do), I eventually gave up because no good excuses came to mind.

Then, I went to Crystal Palace and declared to Solis:

"Since no one objected, I shall defile you."

"Yes♪"

The naked dragon women gathered around me clapped. It was a full-blown celebratory mood.
Well, it’s not like I asked them to, but lately, whenever _I_ visit, everyone strips before even saying hello—it’s become the custom.
The men, of course, don’t strip, so the atmosphere is… unusual. But Garam-Oldie, our de facto leader, says it’s fine, so no one dares to object. Apparently, it’s their way of countering Vapor Palace and Misty Palace.
It’s a shame, because their fashion culture is amazing.
But sorry, I always want to see those beautiful breasts. I’m grateful.

"Now then, let us feast."

"I shall prepare the bed, so please wait a moment."

Even though it’s a declaration of defiling a young girl, Garam-Oldie and the women are about to start a banquet around her.

"...You're all planning to watch?"

"O-Of course not, Master♪"

"Well, I did it with Emma alone in my room at first…"

"P-Please forget that."

Emma, who came with me as an escort to Crystal Palace today, blushes and looks awkward.
...So, she’s embarrassed because she cried before we even got to the main event, making her first time a failure?
Also, Solis is already calling me "Master," but we haven’t even signed a contract yet.
...Well, I’ll probably do it soon. But I’m not really into just banging someone and then signing a contract afterward.
Ah, I feel like I’ve been swept away too much since the Elenia incident.

"Um…"

While I was wondering what to do in this situation, the naked women dragged out a fairly large bed from the village storage and set it up right there.

"Huff. Here you go."

"Thank you."

"You’re welcome… _mnh♪_"

I groped their breasts and kissed the women who carried it over, then later realized that was just Vapor Palace’s custom.
The Onyx Maids who work tirelessly there and the Dragon Girls who hang around all the time want to receive my gratitude in this form.
It’s not good to apply the etiquette of a morality-busting harem where impregnating sex is a standard greeting to women from other places, right?
But no one seems to mind.

"Should we give the missus a little something to cheer her up before Solis?"

Old Garam's trying too hard to be considerate.

No, no, this is just normal consoling physical affection.

…Saying it out loud makes it even worse.

"N-no, that won't do! Since you've graciously decided to bless me, we must follow proper order!"

Solis-chan hurriedly pushes them back.

Yeah. It's the same with the other dragon girls, but when it comes to family, even the more mature ones act their age.

It's endearing.

…Well, I'm about to gang-bang her in front of her family and relatives and fill her up.

"You're a greedy little thing."

I whisper, grabbing Solis-chan's ass tightly. Of course, like the other women, Solis-chan isn't wearing any clothes when she welcomes me.

Emma's the only one still clothed in this palace right now.

"…Y-yes…"

"Lie on the bed and spread your legs."

"…P-please…"

The movements of my fingers massaging her bare ass send waves of lust through her, and before I know it, the dragon beauty is wearing an expression of bliss and obediently following my lead.

Back when I messed up my first time with Emma, I didn't even have these finger skills, let alone any other techniques. Sorry about that.

"…Good girl."

"…F-finally… finally now… It's been since the very beginning, ever since you formed a bond with this palace, that I've been determined to be taken by you…♪"

"I'm sorry for keeping you waiting."

"Use me… use me as much as you want, every day, as many times as you like…♪ Even if I get pregnant, even on the day I give birth…♪"

"No need to rush, no need to rush."

"I-I'm sure you can't enjoy the same thing with anyone else… Using a young dragon's swollen belly for milking, that must be fun…♪"

"Alright, alright."

That's some intense pleading.

Yeah, I guess it's true that you couldn't safely enjoy something like that with other races on purpose.

But I'm not _that_ depraved, and even though I'm busy breeding the other dragons, only a few of them get pregnant, so don't get all worked up over nothing.

Kids are a blessing. Sex is something to enjoy without rushing. Don't get fixated on some weird goal like wanting to get knocked up young.

As preparations for the feast continue, the girl is surrendering her body to a man's hands in a place where everyone in the village can see her, opening herself completely to his touch.

Among those watching are her parents, siblings, and perhaps childhood friends.

But that's no longer something that would shame her or make her run away.

In the dozen years I've been coming here, being welcomed time and again, and in the same years Solis-chan has continued to desire my service, it's no longer a shameful secret but a source of pride for everyone in the palace.

…Okay, maybe I'm messing things up in too many places. I reflect on that for a moment before resuming my caresses, making the innocent girl scream her lungs out outdoors.

After a good session of lovemaking, Solis-chan's flawless, unblemished naked body is flushed and sweaty.
Dragon girls are incredibly resistant to pain, so even if I just plunged in right away, she'd probably be able to endure it.

I don’t really have a taste for that kind of painful intensity.

“Well then, Solis… I’ll use you as you wish.”

“…Yes… I’ve been waiting… ♪”

Like in a dream.
The girl awaits the man who will use her as a tool for his carnal desires.
It’s something the human race could never understand, but for them, it’s only natural.

For the next few decades—maybe even a century if she works hard enough. No, probably not.
I swear with my cock to continue fulfilling that humble yet insatiable longing.

Like forcing the full weight of male lust into a small, unaccustomed vagina that has been yearning for penetration.

“…Hnn, ugh… ♪”

“Hang in there… You’re so cute, Solis.”

“Solis… ♪”

“Hm?”

“Please, call me by my first name… ♪ From today onward… I am a tool to serve _this_ cock, to give you pleasure alone… ♪”

“…………”

This is definitely a fetish. That thing where she gets turned on by being treated like an object.

I could lecture her right now while still thrusting inside her, but that’d be too much of a buzzkill and wouldn’t have any impact. I pondered for a while…
…Then I just ignored it.

“Fine. Solis.”

“♪”

“Serve _my_ cock from today onward.”

“…Yes… I swear it! ♪”

Solis clutches my cock tightly within her freshly opened vagina, pledging her loyalty.
A girl as young as—or even younger than—my daughter.

She declares before the entire clan that she will love my cock for the rest of her life.
And honestly? I’m getting off on that fact just as much as she is.

That’s where my self-control snapped.
I began thrusting with a wild, unrestrained energy.

Hugging the girl—who’s more than two sizes smaller than me—from above, I slam into her slender, fragile hips with an intensity that feels like a different person entirely.

The bed creaks. Groaning under the weight.

Our genitals slap together with vulgar wetness, and the girl—virgin to this experience—lets out moans that are neither pain nor confusion nor pleasure, just pure, unfiltered sensation as she’s tossed about at will. The small village’s residents glance sideways at her while they set up their banquet.

The women envy her, being violated and impregnated, and their own vaginas moisten with lust, hoping for the same.

What are the men thinking as they watch my blatant infidelity? I don’t have the courage to ask.

…Casting a glance around while holding Solis, I notice Ray, Emma’s brother, watching me with satisfaction. He catches my gaze and nods back.

He must sense my inner uncertainty—_Is this really okay?_—and seems to be saying, _“You’re fine with it.”_

A Rider’s honor is a Dragon’s pride. Exceptional power, a beautiful body—everything that serves a Rider brings joy to a Dragon.

Their values seem complex yet are simple at their core.
I thought I understood, but seeing it again…
…Values too simple can be surprisingly difficult.

“Soris… I’m going to impregnate you…!”

“Ah, ungh, ugh… Ah, ha-ha-ha… Give it to me… Give it to me all, _mm!_”

Using Soris’s womb as he pleased—her body no longer resisting—he ravaged her, emptied himself within her.

_Drubulllllrrr, Dhuurrrrr, Dukk, Dukk, Dukk… Tok, Tok, Tok…_

He spewed his impossibly abundant seed into her virginal depths, the vulgar squelching sounds overflowing as he sealed her first experience.

They clung to each other tightly, exchanging breaths… soon their lips met in soft, lingering kisses, their eyes locked.

“Now then, enjoy the feast, Great Rider!”

“Wait, just a little longer for the afterglow?”

“No, no, it’s not just Soris—every woman here yearns to bear your children! The finest collection of female bodies this Dragon Village has to offer is yet to come!”

“Galam, calm down. Stop trying to one-up Vape and Misty, okay?”

“I am not alone in my ambition. Even that desert city you speak of seems determined to capture the Great Rider’s heart. But if we at the Palace are serious, we shall not be outdone.”

“Are you trying to become the world’s top erotic hub!?”

Someone stop this old man.

A month later, with the approval of the other female thralls, Soris was officially fitted with her collar.

She looked so happy that I decided to forget about Crystal Palace and its complete derailment for a while.
Ten Years After Seventeen
Diane also has a daughter. Her name is Janet. Of course, she’s as beautiful as Diane, inheriting her mother’s looks. For some reason, she’s made it her style to have only the tips of her long hair braided.

She looks like such a proper young lady… but she’s become a bit of a handful.

"Father."

"What is it, Janet? Are you going to play with Papa today?"

"No, I’d rather leave that to someone else. I just want to clear up a simple question."

"…………"

Does a seven-year-old ever talk to their father like that?

"According to various historical texts, Father seems to have been a battle-hardened veteran who fought quite frequently. Why isn’t he utilizing that experience now?"

"Honestly, those texts are probably exaggerating… they’re just saying you defeated dragons and demon lords or something, right?"

"She also eradicated holy beasts, pirates, and the Ogre Mafia."

"Didn’t you think it sounded a little fishy when it got to that point?"

"A lie?"

Janet looks up at him with innocent eyes.

It pains him to shatter the image of his daughter who thinks of him as a great hero, but there’s no point in pretending. The truth is, even if she asked him to fight something, he’d just have to rely on others. He hasn’t touched a crossbow in years.

"It’s not completely false, but there are quite a few cases where it was actually a draw or I was just present at the scene."

"Hmm… why would such descriptions arise?"

"…Well, everyone just accepts it if they say it was Papa’s doing."

"I don’t understand. Why? Was Father some kind of ogre-like brute in his youth?"

"Well, there were a few times when he accidentally won against opponents who seemed impossible to beat… mostly thanks to luck. And yeah, the dragons and Mom helped out too, but everyone insisted it was all Papa’s doing. That’s how he became secretly famous for being that kind of guy."

"So that’s how the story of Father being a hero began?"

"Something like that. And Mom’s even more amazing, you can see that yourself, Janet."

"I don’t dispute that Mother is a monster."

"Don’t talk about Mom like that…"

Still, Janet herself has quite the talent for combat. At her age, she can freely manipulate shockwaves with her bare hands, and her physical abilities are beyond those of an adult. She clearly demonstrates her lineage through her talent alone.

That’s probably why she also realizes just how infinitely strong Diane is.

But she’s not a brute by any means—in fact, she’s such a bookworm that she spends all her free time holed up in the Baron’s study or the Polka Academy library.

The fact that she can read so much at this age must be thanks to Diane’s inherited intelligence. I was just a foolish kid who could get away with mischief and snooping even at ten.

…Where did my blood go?

"If you had such military achievements, wouldn’t you be in a position to command an army like Grandfather? And that Sieg Becker too."

"Becker-san is a true hero…"

After retiring from the field, Becker-san apparently still trains successors and works behind the scenes as a staff officer for the Intelligence Brigade.

_"I’ve been living in the world of rough-and-tumble since I was a kid. Laziness just doesn’t suit me,"_ he used to say.

"Sometimes, through Onyx's connections, I come to Polka and either service the wives or join the peeping squad and get chased around."

"I should be well past fifty, but whether it's because I still come to Polka sometimes, or just his own nature, he hasn't changed much since we first met."

"But the dragons all say your father was a great hero worthy of history. Yet, as his daughter, I find it hard to accept that he was just a country blacksmith."

"Dad wanted to be a blacksmith here more than any general or noble. Just like his own father before him."

"Why? Was he such an impressive grandfather?"

"…Yeah. He was easygoing and cheerful… a good dad."

He nodded, thinking wistfully of his father, whose face he could barely remember anymore.

"But the grandmother and neighbors only ever told me stories about how careless and pathetic he was…"

"…Well, yeah, there _were_ those things about him too, I guess."

"He's the opposite of your father. The reality and reputation are worlds apart."

"Nah, Dad was a great worker too. All the craftsmen in the royal capital and even Jackie always said so."

"It's hard to know people, isn't it?"

Janet twisted her head and turned away with a sigh.

Looking at her back, she still looks like a seven-year-old. But when she talks, you wouldn’t think so.

Even so, the way her sharpness in conversation contrasts with her occasional cluelessness or how her desires sometimes outweigh her judgment—there’s something endearing about it.

"She's not a bad kid."

As I muttered that and watched her go, Diane appeared out of nowhere and walked beside me with a wry smile.

"This is an exciting time for her to learn things. Let her do as she pleases. She might find it lacking when she’s just with Elenia and Frena, but they don’t dislike you for it."

"No, I’m not complaining or anything."

"Maybe you’re sad because she doesn’t dote on you?"

"Well… a little… no, I don’t want her to be like Elenia and the others, never!"

"Hehe. Well, try not to be surprised if she suddenly develops an interest in your lower half."

"No way, Diane! I’ll guard against that!"

"I want to be a fair mother. If Elenia and Frena are allowed it, then I can’t say no if Janet feels like it."

"I have to make sure she _doesn’t_ feel like it…"

"But would you get angry if Janet brought home a boyfriend?"

"Don’t ask that question—it’s unfair!"

How many fathers could laugh off their daughter bringing home a stranger and saying, "I’m going to have sex with this man"?

W-well, that was crude.

But yeah, that’s the reality of it.

I’ll have to face that pain honestly someday. But it’s only natural not to acknowledge my own feelings now.

"I… I’m just a father who dotes on his daughter… it’s not like I’m so twisted that I’d rather be her sex partner than give it to her boyfriend…"

"Alright, alright. It’s still too early for her anyway."

"Ugh, I wish she could just stay this way forever…"

"Don't worry, she's got a long lifespan."

"It's not that… well, it is that…"

Ideally, I want her to find a boyfriend after I'm gone and be happy… It’d be less painful that way.

No, even that’s a pretty awful wish. Young people should be in love when they're young.

…By the way, Janet basically lives outside the Palace these days. Diane isn’t particularly strict with her education, but Janet lives with the Smisson family outside the Palace, doesn’t want to play with the other kids, and unless Diane’s entertaining her, she’s always buried in books at the Baron’s mansion or the academy, so there’s really no need for her to be in the Palace right now.

I’m a little worried she’ll just become someone who struggles to make friends… but I guess we can worry about that when she’s older.

As for my daughter, things haven’t been looking great lately, but it’s a bit easier since I only have one son.

"Hearing you talk like that makes me laugh, though," Beatrice said.

"Beatrice, you’d hate it if your daughter was getting all worked up over her father, right?!"

"I don't have any daughters yet, so I can't say."

"You can probably imagine it, though."

Beatrice leaned on the counter with a smirk.

Her shop was located along Polka’s main street, with a sign that read "Treasure Trove."

It started as a store selling handicrafts like stuffed animals and tote bags, but Beatrice kept finding things she was interested in and adding them to the inventory—foreign spices, soaps, art supplies, books, perfume, weapons, furniture… it became a hodgepodge of items, turning it into a "treasure trove."

She also has her own exclusive supply route for erotic picture scrolls, which is great because she occasionally gets stuff I’ve never even heard of.

I mean, I could get them from Onyx all day long, but it’s hard to check in with them regularly. Plus, if I go to contact them, I usually end up in some wild orgy with the maidens or the brothel whores.

"We've had three boys in a row, you know. Well, I’m not exactly unhappy about being a man, but I’d like to try having a girl sometime."

"I wouldn’t mind getting pregnant, but it might just be another boy."

"Then we’ll just have to look forward to the next one."

Beatrice smiled, wearing something that showed off her shoulders.

She’s got a gutsy business sense—using her looks to attract customers.

Since she stopped wielding swords and started working with her hands in business, Beatrice has grown into a woman in more ways than one.

Not just physically (though she was so scrawny when I first met her), but mentally too—she’s become much more stable. Now, she can hold her own against Cosmos and Lady Swallow with complete confidence as the shop owner.

"Speaking of kids, where are they?"

"They’re probably at the hot springs by now? Sharon takes a bath around this time, so all the brats go with her."

"…Sharon’s going to the men’s bath again, huh…"

"The kids are happy to take baths, so she’s semi-officially allowed. Not just the kids, though."

"Well, there aren’t many people she can actually attack, but still…"

Sharon often helps out at the church.

She fights monsters in Renfanger during the high season, but otherwise, she sticks around Polka. Surprisingly, some of the kids here hate baths and will skip them for days if left to their own devices, so Sharon or Lauree takes them after church classes.

Of course, she doesn’t give the boys any special treatment—she just takes them to the bath and washes them. But Sharon is the type of woman who doesn’t hide anything, so a bunch of young boys and a few older guys end up stuck in traffic outside the bathhouse, trying to memorize every detail.

That’s another one of her troublesome fetishes—she’ll taunt them by saying, "This body everyone's obsessed with? Only _your_ dicks can make me feel it…♪" So even showing off her vulnerable side is just part of her game.

Lauree doesn’t really share that interest, so she wraps herself in a cloth when she goes to the bath. But even then, she complained about how disappointed people look at her.

"Just being in the bath in Polka is amazing—wounds heal and everything. The middle kid broke her arm playing Annette Hammer from the roof the other day, but she’s already back to normal."

“…Does the current generation even know about Annette Hammer?”

“They somehow do. I guess someone copied her and it’s been passed down through the ages. I wish it would just disappear—it’s dangerous.”

Annette, the Great Knight Commander, retired a long time ago… I wonder if she’s already considered some kind of fictional hero now.

I return to the palace, take off my shoes at the entrance, and hand them over to the naked, aproned Onyx maids who greet me.

As I walk, I shed my upper clothes, then my lower, entrusting those too to the maids. By the time I reach the bathhouse, I’m completely nude.

“Tired again today…” I think, wanting a rest and a soak, but…

The density of bathing girls is so high that there’s nowhere to lie down in the fetal position.

“Why are so many people taking baths right now…?”

“Master hasn’t been getting any action since this morning, so everyone thinks it’s gonna be a group sex party when he gets back!”

A nearby maid says this, and the naked beauties surrounding me cheerfully raise their fists in agreement.

“…Alright, let’s do it then. You first.”

“Kyaa! I’m gonna get pregnant!”

I tear off the reporting maid’s apron and toss it aside before grabbing her hips and going to work on her.

…Then I notice Elenia and Frena watching from close by, which makes me hesitate for a second.

“…What are you two looking at?”

“We’re getting screwed too, right?”

“They’re so used to this…”

They murmur, then lean their naked shoulders together and smile at each other.

“Just need the collars now, yeah?”

“I want the black ones!”

Ugh, I haven’t issued any new black ones.
No, not just black’s a problem. Putting collars on kids and shoving dicks in their mouths is seriously the worst.
Ten Years After Eighteen
Kei-chan, the girl who's apparently my daughter and somehow infiltrated the maid squad, is a real handful.
She’s always trying to sneak in some lewdness whenever she gets the chance. Truly, no letup, no opening.

"Did I get caught again today? I was so close."

"Lately, I've gotten pretty good at telling it's your snatch just from the feel of it against my dick."

Kei-chan, having failed at her early-morning lewdness attempt, sits in seiza.
But she doesn’t seem too apologetic.

My nightly bedtime horror is usually being tangled up with multiple girls when I go to sleep, but it’s rare for someone to be shoving their face down my throat so early in the morning. It’s thanks to the old-timers’ rule of "no unwanted lewdness," but even so, "rare" doesn’t mean "never."

Usually, it’s either when a catbeast girl is near her full moon and can’t control herself, or when I’m in the mood and ask someone to "wake me up with a blowjob tomorrow," but today there was no blowjob—just my dick suddenly making contact with her snatch—and I instantly woke up thinking, _“Oh, it’s you.”_

Sure enough, the dark elf girl was straddling me.

"Why do you want to be lewd with Papa so much, Kei-chan? Tell me."

"That's like asking me, 'Why do you need to breathe oxygen so much?' It’s a tough question, but should I try to come up with an answer?"

"So _much_?"

"Oops, that was too strong. More like, 'Why do you need to get so much protein in your diet?'"

"You’re not even moving past basic biological instincts."

"By the way, it’s considered ideal for us Onyx Maids to get our protein from Master’s semen."

"I think I should file a complaint this time?"

_What are you teaching that apprentice maid at 12 years old?!_

"So, Master, may I request today’s consolation prize of oral rape?"

"I don’t remember setting up any consolation prizes. And 'requesting rape' is just… wrong."

"That’s a minor issue in our industry."

"Are you not planning on leaving the maid squad? That industry sounds insane."

"I’ll consider it if Master gives me his virginity… Ah, no, I mean, I’ll consider quitting if he makes me pregnant."

"You should think more about your age and position."

"But isn’t retirement at a ripe old age a dream for a maid?"

"You’re my flesh and blood first, before you’re a maid. And you’re generally too young to be getting pregnant. Got it?"

"I intend to be a maid before I’m family… Looks like we disagree…"

"What are you saying with that serious face?"

"Well, I’ll consider it, so in the meantime, could you shove your dick in my mouth? _Aah_."

"…………"

"Why are you hesitating? You’ve let me swallow it so many times before."

At this point, knowing we’re both naked and having this conversation, I feel like there’s nothing left to do.

"Maid Captain. What exactly is that girl?"

"Oh, Master."

In the end, Kei-chan ended up sucking my semen. And on top of that, she made Frena and Neia, her mother-daughter duo who just woke up, drink it too.

I felt a strange sense of satisfaction watching the naked mother and daughter licking each other’s spilled semen off their faces, but that’s why I can’t complain to Kei-chan.

So, I'm going to negotiate with the Head Maid. Don't tell me it's just me taking it out on someone. It’s definitely the moral hazard of the maid squad that’s the problem.

"Which girl are you referring to?"

"It's Kei-chan! She's trying to lose her virginity to her father’s dick again!"

"Well, she _might_ try…"

"I don’t get your 'that’s just how it is' attitude."

"As lewd maids, it’s the ultimate scenario for us."

"What is?"

"The blood of lust inherited from her mother, awakened by the hands of her father—the master who took that mother captive… An endless chain of pleasure and carnal desire. A bloodline of lust painted by a male who endlessly subjugates females, driven purely by instinct…♪"

"That’s morally questionable as an erotic manga premise, but you can’t actually do it, right?"

"If you are the master, I believe it would be easily achievable."

"And that’s mostly just male desire, isn’t it!? It’s just guys who get off on fulfilling some weird conquest fantasy!"

"Master, with all due respect, that’s a prejudice. While it is true that it appeals to men, there are S and M types in the world, and the desire to be conquered certainly exists."

"I think desires that don’t end between individuals aren’t good."

"Since her mother permits it, there’s no issue. More than anything—"

The Head Maid stabbed a finger in the air and declared.

"The fact that she wants to surrender herself to such a fate is solely because she loves you, Master. No matter how skewed the values we maids share might be, we can’t make someone offer their virginity or bear a child for someone they despise. Not just Kei, but when females desire you, realize that it’s because you’ve shown yourself to possess such virtue."

"U-uh…"

…The problem is I don’t see any of that in myself.

These kinds of conversations are unavoidable even with the dragons. They have absolutely no grasp of such nuances.
Rather, they’re actively on the side of destroying morals, saying things like, "What would be forbidden to a great rider?"
But even relying on the elves is somewhat questionable.
Because of their long lifespans, generations that would be impossible for other races to coexist with can still reproduce together. Some clans are quite lax about incest.
It’s not uncommon for someone who’s 20 and someone who’s several hundred years old to both remain youthful, so there’s no aversion to attraction between child, grandchild, or even great-grandchild generations. Which means it’s not unlikely that the person you fall for could be a descendant of a child their younger self had, and apparently, calling that "wrong" leads to too many restrictions.
Well, I guess that can’t be helped, but hearing that some go overboard and screw their siblings… still, I’m not sure about that.
That’s why I can’t complain to them either.
And the cats… they don’t care at all about parent-child incest.
…If you take out the cats, elves, and dragons, there aren’t many people left to talk to.
But humans… humans are like Tethys or Beatrice…

The last one left was Lanz.

And after listening intently, Lanz suddenly yelled:

"Whoa—!"

He kicked me with a flying kick.

"Ouch!? And don’t try to intimidate an old man like you’re still in your youth!"

"I’m regretting it _right now_… I haven’t done such energetic action in ages, so I couldn’t land properly…!!"

He’d landed with incredible force on my tailbone.

It’s a worrying kind of moan, but well, it’s just Polka, so whatever.

"Damn… I’m jealous…!! Every time I hear about it, I think, ‘Is it even okay for someone to live like they’re in some erotic picture scroll?’ But now you’re saying your own daughter is practically offering her virginity to you every day and you’re struggling with it… Is that even something a human would do…?!?"

"That’s the truth."

Even I think it’s way too much. If another guy said the same thing, I’d just mutter, "Take care…" and quietly back away. He’s definitely on some sketchy drugs or messing with his mind.

"But as a consolation prize, you can use the deepthroat gag."

"You’re still able to say that after kicking me? You’re something else."

"Heh heh… I’m not the same as the younger me who could only jerk off…! Now, I can jerk off _and_ turn it into a story!"

"…As a parent, I’d die if my daughter’s words made me get a boner."

"Hey—!!"

He kicked me again. I get where you’re coming from, but stop it.

Oh, he’s hitting his hips again.

"Guh…!! But you know what? If your daughter’s _that_ persistent… well… isn’t making her understand part of taking responsibility…?"

"Lanz…"

"Leaving her like that for years on end would be a real letdown as an erotic picture scroll development…!!"

"Don’t talk about things from that perspective."

Even so, Lanz’s argument has some merit.

It wasn’t something I worried about with Elenia, but being too dismissive and traumatizing her is also pitiful.

If you make her think offering her virginity is a bad or dirty thing, and she ends up forbidding it for the rest of her life, that’s just as much a violation of her life.

If that’s the case, I don’t blame her for wanting to do it so badly, and maybe it’s okay to just have sex with her once.

I can’t make her pregnant, but I _can_ control things so she doesn’t get pregnant.

Thanks to Hilda-san and Cosmos-san, the experts, we can have sex with virtually no risk besides losing her hymen.

"…Kei-chan."

"Yes?"

"If you want to have sex, you can. But make sure you use contraception properly."

"You’ve finally made a decision!"

"That’s great, Kei."

"Congratulations! Now it’s all up to you♪"

………….

Why are Elenia and Frena clapping on either side of me?

"Papa’s Hardcore Sex Alliance♪"

"Weren’t you guys in the ‘Make Papa Into a Grandpa’ club or something?"

"How about a 'Daughter Fleshlight Collection'?"

"You guys stop messing with my mind!"

Seriously, stop playing around—I’m starting to feel like I’m losing my right to be called a parent.

"Stop acting like parents, Selen, Neia."

"I still think it's too early for anyone but Ele-chan to get pregnant."

"If you keep at it three times a day, everyone’s gonna resent you, so take it easy."

Both half-elf mothers with their big bellies were giving some seriously off-base advice.
Well, in the end, what’s the point of trying to give a fancy lecture when everyone’s already naked in the Vapor Palace?

"…Maybe I rushed things?"

"You did pretty good, I think."

"It was pretty easy going from Ele-chan to Frena, so I thought you’d lose it even sooner."

The mothers were praising my effort. No, wait—that’s not it. They’re just saying it was pointless resistance from the start, right?

"Then, uh… can I make a suggestion?"

Kei-chan hugged me and looked up at me with those puppy-dog eyes.

"How about we tie you up with rough rope and take your daughter’s virginity? Sounds hot, doesn’t it?"

"It doesn’t."

How far do you want to push how awful of a father I can be?

As usual, right in the middle of the bright public bath.
My half-dark-elf daughter… the virgin whose labia I’ve touched over and over again.
I’ll defile her with my fatherly cock.
Ah, someone stop me—my conscience is still screaming deep down inside.
But no one will stop me. Not even her; no one thinks it’s wrong for a father to defile his own daughter.

"Kei-chan."

"…Yes?"

"You really sure about this?"

"…Hehe."

To her hesitant father, the daughter wiggles her hips and whispers,
"Hurry up, Daddy Master…♪"
Her whisper voice is violating my brain.
I grab her slender brown body and mount her from behind.
Her lustfully wet maiden flesh, unacquainted with men, forcefully receives me.
"Ugh… ahh…!!"
_Thwack…_ The sensation of something tearing.
A familiar feeling for someone who’s defiled dozens, hundreds of virgins.
The irreversible sensation keeps occurring intermittently deep within her still-delicate body, and each time the girl stiffens.

"Andy-san, push her down harder. If you lift your hips, the holy spring water won’t work to numb the pain."

Selen quietly advises, but Kei-chan shakes her head.

"N-no… it’s okay…♪ Don’t… don’t make me lose… the feeling of… Daddy’s… dick…♪"

"Ah, you're the type who likes it rough, huh?"
♪

Some girls are like that. The kind who feel more real when it hurts.
Often, they’re the ones hesitant to give up their virginity or those who believe losing their purity will drastically change their lives—but in this case… I wonder.
Maybe she’s just a masochist.

"Kei-chan… try a little harder…"

"Yes… ah… Daddy’s dick is amazing…♪"

Even though it should hurt. Even though she shouldn’t be feeling pleasure yet.
The fact is, the sensation of her bloodied vagina is so overwhelming that she can barely react to the pain.
But Kei-chan is enjoying it.
Enjoying how her father is turning her into a "woman." How he’s transforming her into the perfect flesh hole for his cock.
She’s getting worked up by that feeling, writhing in ecstasy.
…What a hopeless pervert. I knew it.

But still.

"…Kei-chan. You’ll listen to my other request later, right?"

"Y-yes…?"

"…I’ve only seen you naked since you came here, so after this, show me you dressed up too."

"…………♪"

The Vapor Palace is a land of the naked.
That’s just how it is.
She was always a girl who wanted her father’s dick, and with looks like that—half dark elf—she’s undeniably hot.
I like her naked, but being naked all the time is a waste.

"You prefer playtime in clothes…♪"

"Well… let’s just say that’s how it’ll be."

A father-daughter relationship twisted beyond recognition.
And yet, sweetly passionate.
With that resolve, I once again filled my own daughter’s womb with semen.
Ten Years After 19
I particularly love the moment a girl pulls down her panties, but I also dig watching her put on stockings.

Seeing white stockings gracefully pull up the bare legs of a dark-skinned dark elf gets me going every time.

No, seriously. A naked girl getting all over me is the best kind of happiness, you know?

But girls dressing up—that’s meaningful too, and it makes guys happy, I think.

“…Master is looking at my feet with _very_ interested eyes.”

“Interested eyes? You should’ve been more wary when you were naked all the time!?”

“No. It’s perfectly healthy for you to look at me and think, ‘Damn, I wanna stick my cock in her.’ Any other fetishistic gaze is bad news. It’s unproductive.”

Saying that, Kei squirmed her stocking-covered feet.

She’s one of the Onyx Maidens, and also my daughter—the troublesome kind.

What’s so problematic? Well, she shares the Onyx Maidens’ difficult wish: “I want to be raped as a sex slave for Master.”

And she keeps forcing me to take her virginity over and over again. I caved and let her have sex with me.

I’ve got contraception magic on, so it’s fine. I haven’t crossed that worst line of “impregnating my own daughter,” at least not yet.

…Like Elenia and Frena, she seems to want to get pregnant herself, but I won’t allow it. No way.

Since arriving at the Vapor Palace, she’d been practically naked all the time, but necessity has forced her to wear clothes now.

The reason? She’s being sent back to Baron’s mansion for further maid training.

“From now on, I’m fine with just being your personal sex toy, Papa.”

“That won’t do, Kei,” the Onyx Maidens’ leader said, adjusting her large glasses in a calm tone. “It is our Onyx pride that we work as maids properly before casually becoming Master’s sex toy. A useless sex toy is no different from a common whore. Wouldn’t you rather be far below even Cosmos Shop’s professionals, given your inferior skills?”

“That’s…”

“Word has it that Master’s daughters are already employed at Cosmos Shop. If she were to work alongside them, there’d be no reason to prioritize your merely lewd vagina. Is that acceptable?”

“Ugh.”

I cut in then.

Grabbing the Maid Leader’s exposed breasts without a second thought.

“Aaaah…”

“I want to clear up a misunderstanding. Sending Kei to the Baron isn’t about adding value as a sex toy maid or anything like that. It’s just to broaden her social circle and give her proper job training. Kei’s going to live much longer than me, after all.”

Kei seems relatively well-liked within the Onyx Maidens, but she doesn’t really interact with my other kids or Polka’s general populace.

Well, she does share some weird solidarity with Elenia and Frena, who also offered their virginity to me.

Elen and Frena have mothers who are veteran female slaves (Neia is practically treated as one now), so they’ve been showered with love and education in this Polka, free to do whatever job—or no job—they want. But Kei still hasn’t told me whose child she is within the maid group (though it’s certain that she isn’t officially a female slave), and she doesn’t seem interested in being treated like Elen and the others, so I figured at least she should get proper maid training.

Being an ero-maid as part of the Onyx Maidens isn’t exactly a great future for a kid.

Yeah, yeah, I know—what does a scumbag pervert like me have to say about a child’s future? But still, not giving my daughter—who might live for a thousand years—any life skills is just wrong.

Being raised by the Onyx Maidens isn’t necessarily an unhappy upbringing. In Celesta, various customs are… well, tolerated, which means education is often neglected, and some are forced into poverty from birth.

But if she makes friends with Trott people, her narrow worldview might broaden, and those extreme values could mellow out a bit.

And a skilled maid can find work anywhere. Not only cooking, laundry, and cleaning skills, but also the proper etiquette to work in a Trott noble’s mansion without issue—she’ll never be jobless. Plus, Kei’s half-dark elf, so her looks are guaranteed.

By the way, considering I was sent off to blacksmith training at age ten, it’s not too early for her.

"Is it okay if the Baron does naughty things to me?"

"Nah, first off, being hired as a maid isn’t exactly a 'naughty thing,' right? The Baron’s got a dirty mind, but he’s not _that_ much of a pervert that he’d go straight for the foster kid. Though I can’t deny there’s a chance she’ll get peeped while changing or bathing somehow, well, that’s pretty much par for the course for any girl living in Poruka, and besides, the fact that you’re showing your momoko to him full-time and letting him fuck you is way more out of line."

"I think I’ve given her plenty of maid training… Ah, ungh!♪"

"Then she should put all that training on full display at the Baron’s mansion. If everyone knows Kei-chan’s a capable girl, I’ll be proud as hell."

I give the head maid a squeeze from behind while pinching her tits, rattling off my excuses.

"Just go out and make some friends, okay?"

"Uh, friends are fine, but no boyfriends yet."

"Well, if she suddenly came back with a boyfriend, I’d be torn between wanting to strangle her and barely letting it slide… I don’t know if I could really allow it. Maybe not."

As a father, I want my daughter to walk the straight and narrow path to happiness, but the idea of another man taking her is hard to swallow. Plus, there’s that simple male thing where I don’t want someone else to steal the girl I’ve already had.

Since she only recently existed, it’s harder for me to act like a father, so my possessiveness just manifests in that way instead.

I’m the worst. But that’s just human nature, right?

While imagining all sorts of things and worrying, I slip my dick into her without even asking.

Kei-chan puffs out her cheeks a little.

"Doesn’t Papa have enough parental love to celebrate his daughter’s first day at work with a creampie?"

"That’s _exactly_ the kind of blessing a parent should never give!"

I waggle the head maid’s ample body while calling out Kei-chan’s twisted values.
…Later, when I subtly suggested to Lanz that "a dad giving his daughter a pre-work creampie for luck" would make a great erotic manga, he kicked me and lectured, "Your punches are too strong—readers will lose interest before the second half. Listen, erotica isn’t just about piling on the hard stuff. You gotta warm up the scene slowly, or all you’ll leave is a sense of madness."

Looks like my creator skills are coming along nicely. As an erotic manga enthusiast, I’m happy.

A few days later.
I visit the Baron’s mansion to see how things are going.
There are quite a few elves and cat-people girls coming and going from the place. I’ve heard through them that she’s "handling it well," but as her dad who sent her off, I can’t help but worry if she’s really doing okay.
After all, she’s only twelve. Even by general standards, she’s still young enough to be given apprentice-level jobs where it’s okay to fail.
Is she really managing? Is she worn out from the unfamiliar social interactions…? I fidget as I search for her.
…Maybe because I’m not used to seeing her in clothes, I can’t find her easily.

I run into Fennel and beckon her over to whisper.

"Remember, I’m here secretly, so keep it down. Elf ears can hear you through a couple of doors."

"What is it, Master?"

"Well, during work hours, she’s the Baron, right? No, that’s not what I meant—how’s Kei-chan doing?"

"Yes. She was a bit stiff on her first day, but she’s honest, so she’s being well-liked. Besides, there aren’t any other dark elf maids."

"Eh, really?"

"There are plenty at the Palace, but almost all of them are 'Master’s personal hole maids.'"

"Cut out the crude talk, okay? The head maid Onyx has weird tastes, and now Kei-chan’s calling herself a daughter-fuck-toy—what a terrible thing to say!"

"Using plain words can be more exciting for the listener than strange euphemisms."

"I don’t deny it when that kind of mood hits, but still…"

"Seriously, the baron's mansion at high noon?"

"...While we were having that conversation, I didn’t notice someone behind me."

"Long time no see, Mr. Smimson."

"!"

Who was it? I turned around to see a black-haired woman with a serene presence.

Hard to guess her age—she looked young but also carried the air of someone mature.

_Huh? Who was that again?_ I almost asked Fennel for an introduction, but managed to hold back and desperately racked my brain before—_Ah! Right._

It had been about three years since we last met.

"Milly."

"Hehe. The healing spring here is truly marvelous. Even past thirty, my skin’s still so smooth!"

Every time I saw her, she was in a maid outfit.

And her hairstyle—she’d had a short bob three years ago, but now her hair reached her back.

On top of that, the spring’s rejuvenating effects made it hard to recognize her.

She’d once been the head maid at my family’s estate, the Neumann Manor… and then, after several secret rendezvous with me (_Apple used divination magic to confirm paternity_), she ended up pregnant and divorced her husband.

I still haven’t met the child she had back then.

After leaving her position as head maid, she was entrusted with part of Linda’s business and debuted as a female merchant poised to lead Sylphide’s next generation. She’d been away from Neumann Manor in the royal capital for a while.

"I thought I’d take a spa trip while handling some Granzi-related work. I brought my daughter along."

"Huh? A girl?"

"Yes. She’s adorable. Since I used to be a maid until a few years ago, she says she wants to become one when she grows up."

"So that’s how it becomes a family tradition…?"

"If she wants to, why not?"

_No, if anything, I’d rather have her inherit the merchant business._

Linda even said, _"She’ll be a capable one,"_ so she seems highly regarded.

"...Milly leaned in close, whispering near my ear."

"And she says she’ll give her first time to Daddy… ♪"

"Wait. What are you telling me?"

"It’s because you’ve satisfied so many women at the Neumann Manor that you’re in trouble. Lady Linda is strict with thieves and rioters, but she happily lets servant children play in the big gardens♪"

"...Did she see me having those occasional orgies at the mansion?"

_No, Milly knew about it and let it slide? What are you doing as a parent?_

_Well, as for being a parent… I can’t really say anything._

"Look, that’s her… ♪"

Milly pointed to a girl with hair the same color as mine, playfully laughing with Kei-chan while helping with the laundry.

In a maid outfit.

And when she noticed me and my mother, she ran over waving excitedly.

"Mom!! …Um… Mr. Smimson!"

"…No, Papa’s fine?"

Even though it was our first meeting (from _my_ side), being called "Papa-san" by my own daughter felt awkward, so I quickly asked her to call me "Papa."

Kei-chan next to me seemed a little brighter than usual. Meeting a friend… no, a sister who gets along with you—has it already had a good influence?

But then.

"Papa makes me more excited," she said.

"Huh? Really? Then Papa!"

"Wait, Kei-chan. That earshot was inappropriate."

What else is "then"?

"I’m Monet! Please make me your sex doll!"

"Rejected!!!"

"Eh!?"

There’s no way I could just go "Whoa!" when my own daughter, whom I just met, says that—especially in broad daylight, in a house full of people.

But Monet-chan looks genuinely shocked.

"What kind of education have you been giving her, Mireille?!"

"Whatever do you mean."

Mireille shrugs.

Fennel bends down to the two little maids, smiling gently.

"That sort of talk is bad manners before dark."

"Okay~"

"I see."

Wait, no—that’s not the point. Even after dark, some things are still no-go.

"More importantly, what kind of education teaches a kid to say 'Please make me your sex doll' in the first place?!"

"Oh, that’s something I’ve been working on," Kei-chan says, raising her hand smoothly.

_You._

"Apparently, the concept of a sex doll isn’t common in Trott. But in Onyx, they’re secretly popular."

"This isn’t about _that_! How many times do I have to say it? It’s not okay to ask your father for that sort of thing!"

"Monet-san’s mother and stepfather broke up due to sexual incompatibility… or rather, a lack of stamina. So perhaps only Papa’s dick will satisfy a nymphomaniac like Monet."

"You’ve made many maids collapse at your knees before, haven’t you!? Only Papa can do _that_!"

"…Well, I don’t know if there are others besides me who could… probably not…"

I don’t know anything about other sex fiends, so my gaze drifts into the distant future.

Desperate, I try to signal Mireille and Fennel for help, but they just smile seductively.
"I’m sadly unaware of anyone besides Master," Fennel purrs.

"Since you’re so generous… may we invite both your daughter and yourself to the rumored 'Sex Palace'…?"

"The Vapor Palace…"

Once their morals completely evaporated, common sense just doesn’t work on these women anymore. I was supposed to get Kei-chan back into the real world… but nope.

_"Daddy’s dick is seriously amazing. It’s gonna explode!"_
_"It’s gonna burst…♪"_
_I thought it was a heartwarming scene, but you two were just making dirty jokes…_
_"Because it’s me."_
_"I love that kind of talk too! ♪"_

Another self-proclaimed "daddy’s hole" just joined the ranks.
10 Years After 20
As I’ve confirmed before, I’m pretty much in a constant state of festival prep year-round.
The main reason is that I have so many obligations to different territories.
Basson is probably irrelevant now (though I still visit because I have friends there, it’s just not my community anymore). Then there’s Polka, Grunge, the Elven Territory, Rennest, the Cat Colony, the Royal Capital, Tark, and the port town of Citarl.
Even if each place only has a festival once or twice a year, that still means I’m guaranteed something every month, just by simple math.
Well, the Royal Capital’s festivals are too crowded to comfortably mingle (it’s one thing if I go alone, but taking my female slaves and kids along feels risky), and more than anything, I just back up the Sylphid Trading Company’s efforts there. Strictly speaking, I’m usually holed up in the Neumann estate on those days, doing pretty much nothing. If Lila and Anzeros are in charge, there’s nothing to worry about.
For the other communities’ festivals, I have to be involved somehow as a guest of honor or organizer, which makes scheduling a nightmare. Of course, my real job is erotic stuff and blacksmithing, so my organizational skills are still terrible. I rely heavily on managerial types like Diane, Kristy, and Cosmos-san to pull things together.

Lately, some of the kids have started helping out with the festivals too.

“Are these materials enough for the founding festival in Grunge next month? If not, we’ll have to scramble and get the dragon squad to gather more on short notice.”

“It’s enough, right? Look at these numbers…”

“You can’t touch that pile! Half of it’s going to the art festival.”

“The art festival… Oh, oh! They’re doing it again this year?”

“Then we need to have some extra prepared. If we have to rely on the dragons, Papa’ll have to go schmoozing with Crystal again.”

Hilda-san’s son, Claudio, has shown a knack for number management early on and helps the maid squad check material quantities and keep the ledgers.

If push comes to shove, we can always lean on the Elven Territory, the dragons, Onyx, or Sylphid for some favors, so I haven’t been too strict with inventory in the past. But of course, it’s best to avoid any last-minute scrambles.

“Claudio wants to play during festivals.”

“I only enjoy myself when I’m not worried. Once we realize we’re at odds like this, it’s hard not to feel that way.”

Claudio scribbles on a new sheet with his rune-engraved pen, recording the projected inventory changes.

It’s not actually engraved, but he really took to the pen after I lent it to him before, so I officially gave it to him recently. The material composition—the Breakcore horn and magic-frozen alloy nib—is the same as what I made when I was younger, but after making a few, the design and weight distribution have improved, making it much easier to write with.

Still, the materials are a bit overkill for just writing, so I’m thinking of making him something more practical out of wood from the Elven Territory. Once he knows how valuable it is, he’ll be robbed blind.

“Claudio’s too sensitive. You gotta live a little more freely, or you’ll wear yourself out. Hilda-mama said that too.”

And Peter, who’s grown up so boisterous and carefree, grins smugly.

He gets away with all sorts of mischief because he still looks young for his age as a half-dwarf, and people let him slide.

It’s not good to grow up withdrawn, but… he’s not exactly a bad kid either. He’s clever enough to avoid doing anything that would warrant a beating from the female slaves in charge of discipline, which makes him, in a way, a really great son of mine.

If I hadn’t left Polka and grown up in the Royal Capital, I probably would’ve turned out just as mischievous.

Those tough apprenticeships and military service were definitely necessary for developing my social skills, I remember now.

“Peter’s too easygoing. Maybe I should send him off to train somewhere…”

“T-Training!? What are you suddenly talking about, Dad!”

“I left Polka at ten to train in the Royal Capital. Back then, we couldn’t use dragons, so it took three weeks each way. I couldn’t just turn back when things got tough, so I learned patience and cooperation…”

“But half-dwarves like me get shunned in the Royal Capital! There’s no training for me!”

“That’s not true. Dwarves are pretty respected in blacksmithing circles, so you might be popular there.”

“R-really? Heh heh.”

He’s cunning but simple at heart, so he falls for convenient offers easily. You could say that’s childlike and cute.

But the Royal Capital… I don’t know about sending him back to the Three Rod Workshop… The master’s over 80 now. He still comes to bathe in the healing spring every six months, though, so he’s still got it in him.

The baronial family feels like it’s already passed on to the next generation.
The Baron Juniors, who were just kids when I came back, are now respectable young men, and Prince Daniel often handles the greetings that the Baron used to do.

"My daughter and my son-in-law each married nobles they met through the Royal Capital University. When I brought them celebratory gifts, they argued with me, saying, 'No, that's something the noble family should provide.' It took Irene stepping in and saying, 'Well, well, well, under the name of our White Clan,' before they finally accepted them."

"So, Daniel is also at an age where he needs to find a wife, but apparently it's proving difficult. Apparently, if you're honest about the fact that there's a Dragon Palace less than two kilometers from the mansion in your marriage proposals, they usually fall through."

"Sorry, sorry."

The Vapor Palace is a genuine, dragon-certified Dragon Palace. And apparently, one of the criteria for noble grooms is, "Don't marry into a house near a Dragon Palace."

Well, considering the Hundred-Year Fire Drake War, that's understandable, I guess. The general consensus is that you never know when you'll get roasted alive if a dragon's lair is nearby.

"I can't exactly say, 'Don't worry, it's not a scary Dragon Palace…'"

"That might be a bit difficult."

"...Yeah. I asked for too much."

A "not scary" Dragon Palace is about as contradictory as a benevolent murderer. Generally speaking.

"So, we're also considering marriage to a commoner woman."

"Is that an option?"

"It's not off the table. It used to be difficult, but Prolka is now an autonomous region. Polygamy is perfectly fine here."

"Oh, right... since there's no restriction on having only one wife, there's no need to force myself into choosing a woman of high status."

"Besides, the internal hierarchy of the Trott nobility doesn't hold much authority anyway."

As Daniel said, Trott still hasn't fully shed its vassal state status. On top of that, autonomous regions have extraterritoriality, and many foreigners live there, so a Trott noble isn't necessarily strong in terms of social standing.

"So, I wanted to ask for your advice."

"Sure."

I was wondering why Daniel had summoned me, so I started with small talk: "You're at an age where you should be thinking about getting married soon, or you'll end up like Lanz..." But it seems we got straight to the point.

"Do you know any half-elf women who are... well, suitable?"

"He specified a half-elf."

"I'm slightly uneasy about whether I can pass on my bloodline with a pure-blooded woman, so having human blood is preferable..."

...It makes sense in theory, but it feels like a whole different world. A noble wanting a half-elf… they were usually treated as nothing more than outlets for a night's desire, never accepted by anyone.

"But half-elves are often treated as 'illegitimate children' even by their own parents, right? Wouldn't that be a pain to deal with during marriage?"

"That kind of thing can be handled if you're willing."

Daniel stroked the goatee he'd grown in imitation of his father, the baron, and grinned.

Nobles are scary.

"Honestly, after growing up here in Prolka, I don't find humans from other lands very attractive. Elves are just too beautiful."

"I get it."

I've been cursed with a face-blindness hex by Apple, after all.

Finding a woman of that caliber in the royal capital or Basson is difficult. More than that, compared to the clean, healthy beauties of Polka, the women in the royal capital are too made-up and cloying.

Besides, half-elves tend to have big boobs, which is one of the few shortcomings of full elves.

"Alright… but why did you come to _me_ with this?"

"? My father told me that if it’s about elves or half-elves, Smayson-san is the person to talk to…"

"Yeah, but we’re talking about a wife here, right? I don’t want it to turn into some situation where I’m just being handed a woman like some kind of dowry. …Not that I’m bragging, but I have this image of myself as someone who can’t keep his hands off women and ends up dragging them to bed."

"Well…"

"…Yeah, that came out wrong. Never mind."

So who the hell do you ask for "a half-elf girl introduction? Preferably a virgin"?

The pure-blooded elves he’s kept at arm’s length, of course, and the half-elves themselves don’t exactly have strong connections with each other.

Plus, the people who could actually _tell_ them what to do are even fewer. Unless you’re in a position of power, you can’t just bring up a marriage proposal that’ll change someone’s life.

"I’ll try my best. Might not find anyone right away, though. I’ve been helped out by the baronial family a lot, after all."

"Thank you very much."

Daniel-kun thanking me so politely makes me feel weird.

I’m just a commoner who happens to be on friendly terms with the Baron, so I should probably be more humble. Though it’s a bit late for that now.

So…

"I want to find the next baroness in Granje or the Hidden Village."

"Are there any virgins in Granje?"

Selen deadpanned the question at me.

…I glanced at Neia, looking troubled.

Neia, feeding her newborn second daughter, chuckled with a troubled expression, just like Selen.

"The girls who are old enough to be _that_ way have either made boyfriends in Granje or they’re already under your thumb, right?"

"…N-no, I wasn’t planning on shoving it in everyone’s face, and sure, some of them _have_ ended up that way…"

"If there are over fifteen, I think you can say that. Or rather, the girls know if Smayson-san takes them, they won’t get passed around, so unless they have a really strong will, they end up that way… Plus, half-elves tend to get more and more hooked once they start getting attached."

"…There were fifteen or more…"

"That’s just the number I’m aware of. There might be others. I haven’t counted the two or three who are neither black nor white."

"Andy-san always builds a harem wherever he goes, doesn’t he?"

"U-ugh…"

Did I really get that many…? Well, there were a few who’d try to sneak into my room every time I stayed over… Let’s see, two groups of three, one group of four, and then some singles… Huh? That’s quite a lot.

"…Crap. I ended up sleeping around too much."

"Why not? It must be hard keeping it all in."

"No, I’m not some pathetic monster who needs to have sex or they’ll get sick!"

"Actually, I _want_ you to be that kind of monster when it comes to sex. Or rather, I want you to make 'who to sleep with today' your top priority when you’re bored."

"That feels wrong on a human level."

"There are plenty of women you can hit on, so there’s no time for anything else. I want you to keep burying yourself in girls and ejaculating like always! Considering what you’ve been through, you shouldn’t even be alive!"

"Don’t keep applying those reckless memories from over ten years ago to me! I can’t do that kind of stuff anymore at 40!"

"Bonaparte and that baldy from Renfangas, they were both kicking butt like it was nothing even after they turned old. If you want to do something, you can do it at any age."

"Don't think of me as someone who's acting beyond my years."

"There’s no basis for that. I just think if you take your eyes off them for a second, they’ll do something. So please, busy yourself with… intimate activities during your free time. The dragons will handle most of the rough stuff in the meantime."

"I’ve been thinking lately that nothing’s happening no matter where I go… and then I see you giving orders like that?"

"See? You’re definitely expecting something to happen!"

"Well, it’s just a precaution. I mean, we’re moving major forces around here, so if something _does_ happen, I can’t exactly say ‘Oops!’"

"Andy, please, busy yourself with… intimate activities whenever you have free time. Please, make babies. That’s what’ll make everyone happiest."

"It’s the line every guy wants to hear at least once in his life, but actually hearing it is complicated…"

"I’ve had my share of heart-stopping moments! There are hundreds of girls who want kids, so I’m honestly never really free!"

"Speaking of which… without the Spirit Spring, I’d be staring down a belly death any day now."

"But we have the Spirit Spring, so it’s all good!"

_Besides, with that method, there’s a very high risk of misfiring (sexually) even if Daniel finds a bride._

"Pa! I kinda want kids too… We’ve lined up parent-child butts plenty of times, so how about we try a parent-child breastfeeding taste test soon?"

"Ele. Are you making sure she plays outside properly? Has her vocabulary been corrupted by Kei-chan lately? Or rather, that perverted maid group."

"Only Andy would want to let this perverted slut out in public. Oh—wait, do you mean in a training sense? Like forcing her to wear something more embarrassing than naked?"

"Hey, Selen, your daughter’s got way too much semen running through her brain. That’s not good."

"She’s mine! By the way, I haven’t had any recently, but I’m totally okay with you doing stuff to me in a training sense too! Like a full-naked collar walk with Ele-chan…"

"I think we’d need to make you a collar first."

_No matter how much of a naked paradise Vapor Palace is, these perverted mother-daughter are just spouting crazy stuff._
_Naias is even starting to recoil. Well, if told to do it, she’d probably do it, though._

_After some deliberation, I suddenly asked Nalis’s daughter, Flora, “Would you marry Daniel when you grow up?”_

_She’s a half-elf, and her head isn’t Vaporized yet. She’s super cute and has a bright personality. She’s still young, but in ten years… for now, an engagement would be fine._

_That’s a great idea, right?_

_But then…_

"Huh? Don’t you marry Dad here?"

"What do you mean ‘here’?"

"All the older sisters said, ‘It’s a rule here.’"

"Wait, seriously? Isn’t that weird? Dad’s married to Mom."

"When I asked Mom, she said, ‘Okay, but no,’ in a strange way."

"…I think there was a deathly long pause before that answer."

_Nalis’s face is visibly twisting with worry._

_A few days later, when I went to see Daniel again, he’d suddenly announced an electric engagement with the fox beast girl who’d been coming for hot spring treatments from Celesta._
"She was cute…"
_Is that good enough for you?_
Ten Years After Twenty-One
The camping trip I did with Florea in the northern forest before. That went pretty well, so I got a taste for it myself and have been making all sorts of things at the invention workshop for the next one.

I’ve improved the tent’s portability and livability by engraving patterns into elf cloth. The weather rarely breaks down that badly in the forest, but I finished a tent that can withstand even torrential thunderstorms with barely any trouble.

By applying soundproofing engravings between the double-layered roof and ceiling, even large raindrops hitting the roof don’t echo inside. And by placing our uniquely developed ultra-lightweight carpets on the floor, you can sprawl out to sleep without worrying about rocky terrain.

And I’ve also been developing a campfire set for ages. Lila told me, "You don’t need to make that; just let me handle it—I can provide fire without fuel whenever you want." But that’s not the point. Playing with a fire under the stars is a man’s romance.

That said, I’ve engraved patterns on the fire-resistant fabric to gently guide air across its surface so the fire doesn’t go out easily. And I’ve managed to create a lazy campfire setup that doesn’t need any fancy stove structure—just a constant breeze blowing in.

I’ve also repeatedly prototyped a simple-to-assemble cooking stand using the wood from the "Yari Room’s" structural materials, redesigning it meticulously so even kids can put it together from the raw logs in five minutes.

And of course, I’ve forged several hatchets for splitting firewood, drawing on all my blacksmithing knowledge and experience to pursue both durability and sharpness—producing some truly amazing pieces.

Lanz tried to convince me, "Selling these would make way more money than forging combat swords!" But these are for me and the kids’ camping trips. No plans to put them on the market.

…Plus, I’m using that rare metal the Silver Dragon presented as a gift, so mass production would be difficult anyway.

Besides that, I’ve invented and piled up all sorts of things—like a beast-repelling net made from "Silk Chains" and a portable shovel for digging holes.

Don’t tell me I don’t need any of this with the "Yari Room" mobile house and a dragon.

I want to enjoy camping as a leisure activity with the kids. And I’m sure there are other kids besides Florea who’d find it fun.

Since I hadn’t really had a chance to use all this stuff, I decided to organize a camping competition myself.

Only relatively older kids will be allowed to participate. I’m worried about them handling fire and sharp objects if they’re too young. Even if the Sacred Spring heals them right away, I don’t want them to have painful memories.

…And I can’t help but notice how lukewarm Diane and Hilda are watching my enthusiasm.

"Is there something wrong with the camping competition?"

"I thought men sometimes get fixated on things like this. My brothers and old subordinates used to get it from time to time—camping, treehouses, fishing…"

"That’s so…boyish!"

From their long-lived perspective, I guess they see me as a kid no matter how old I get.

But it still stings a little.

No, that’s not it. It’s not just because _I_ want to do it.

You know, when you’re camping in a mobile house, there’s so little to do that it usually ends up being about figuring out how to gangbang the female slaves, right?

I think having leisure activities with a proper purpose and experience is important. That’s what I’m trying to propose.

So, here we are.

The venue this time is Red Clan territory. I chose an area where the trees are relatively sparse, visibility is good, and there’s little risk of monsters. Plus, if the kids wander off from camp—which hopefully won’t happen with a few dragons around—the road to the Sacred Beast Labyrinth is nearby, so there’ll be decent foot traffic and a high chance of finding them.

…Well, even with multiple dragons, it’s good to be safe.

"Welcome," I said.

And Break Core came to visit after getting my message.

It’s close enough to the labyrinth (but not _that_ close that the kids could accidentally wander in), so it doesn’t feel too exhausting to get here.

"I heard you’re enjoying camping. Should I tell Diel to bring something delicious?"

"No, I want the kids to enjoy everything, including preparing the food. Delicious stuff can wait for another time."

"Hmm. So camping is a game for city dwellers, huh?"

"Surprising?"

"For elves, camping is more rooted in daily life… it’s a slightly different feeling. Deliberately enjoying it as a hobby is rare."

Come to think of it, some of the Northern Elves live outdoors all the time, right? So maybe they don’t see camping—or rather, roughing it—as anything special.

"Here’s our castle! Got it, Huey! Lyle! Crow! Don’t let the girls in here!"

Peter, standing behind the tent he’d immediately set up, was acting like a leader to Beatrice’s sons and Claudio.

Elenia watched him with cold eyes.

"I’m not going in there even if you tell me to… and don’t go in _that_ tent either." She muttered.

Peter tilted his head, "?".

"Whatever, it’s fine."

"Why? What’s with your standards?"

"You’re bored at night anyway, right? Why don’t you play over there?"

"Isn’t that what you’d say if you wanted us to come to _your_ tent?"

"This is our 'castle,' okay? You don’t get it? A castle isn’t something you just barge into."

"I couldn’t care less about your made-up rules… If you go in the girls’ tent, I’ll kill you. With poison."

"Why poison?! Isn’t that what you’d do with punches or knives?!"

"If I punch or stab someone, it’ll probably get erased by the Spirit Spring."

"Aiming for guaranteed lethal damage is scary…"

"That’s why I’m saying don’t go in if you don’t want to die. If you just wanna play, stay outside."

Elenia, the girls’ leader, and Peter, the boys’ leader. Looks-wise, Elenia was obviously the older sister, but in reality, half-dwarf Peter was the big brother.

Maybe considering that ambiguity, Elenia no longer called Peter "Oniichan" (older brother). Though she used to when they were kids…

…Not like that time she suddenly stopped calling me "Papa," though.

I’m with Maya, Emma, and the Leedas in the adults’ tent.

Lila’s not here today. She’s on a southern trip with Naris.

Since the kids are nearby, I can’t exactly start getting frisky. Today, I’ll stick to chaperoning.

Tending the fire, setting up support poles at dusk, hanging the beast-repelling net…

The net stretches about 30 meters across. I thought that’d be enough, but it’s just barely enough to encircle three tents.

Should I make it longer? Or add a second one?

But using up "Silken Chains" like that… It’s a super useful material with tons of other uses, and besides, what good is a beast-repelling net if there are three dragons around? It’s not like I’m doing it for any reason _other_ than "I figured I’d try it."

My camping gear accounts for all sorts of scenarios—including ones without dragons.

The truth is, the chances of me not having a dragon nearby for the rest of my life… well, let’s just say it’s unlikely. But what if someone else uses it? In what situation?

"Whatever, I’m glad they’re having fun."

I muttered while arranging the firewood. Until recently, Peter and his three younger brothers had been goofing off, teasing each other, but as midnight approached, they’d quieted down.

I thought they were getting bigger, but they’re still kids at heart. The way they go from full-throttle noise to suddenly dropping asleep is something only kids do.

…And then—

"…Papa~!"

Kei-chan, the dark elf, poked her head out of the girls' tent and waved.

"Hey? What's up?"

"Just come on in♪"

"...Why?"

A bad feeling washed over me, making me tense up. No way… right?

"Peter and the others will wake up if you don't be quiet♪"

"...You got some secret to share? And can I even come in? Don’t poison me or something?"

"It's fine, it's fine♪"

I couldn’t ignore her, so I stuck my head into the girls' tent.

Then, the girls inside yanked me in all at once.

"Whoa!?"

"Welcome to Pa-Pa-land♪"

Elenia and Kei-chan were piling on top of me as I landed. Naked.

"Even if it's a tent where Peter can’t come in, isn’t this _way_ too open?"

"It's okay, it's okay♪ We just locked the entrance with a cover spell, and we know soundproofing magic too♪"

They were way too eager.
Wait, hold on. Let’s say Elen and Kei-chan are fine. And Frena, who’s starting to strip while looking a little worried, asking, "Are you _really_ gonna…?"—let’s give her the benefit of the doubt too.

Floria was also in the tent. She’d bought into Elenia and Kei’s lie about "marrying Papa being the family rule," but she was still mostly on the wholesome side.

"Even if it’s them, doing the real thing in front of Lia is a no-go, right!?"

"Ehh? We do it while other little kids watch at the Palace."

"But showing Lia _that_ stuff is too soon! Naris would get mad!"

"She won’t say anything if you don’t. Right, Lia♪"

"U-um… I won’t say anything."

"Let’s try to protect your little sister a bit more, sis!"

"It's fine."

While Elenia and the other girl were pulling my pants down, Kei-chan grinned.

"Someday, you’ll all be Papa’s personal sex toys♪"

"I’ve always thought Kei-chan’s hardcore erotic thoughts are messed up!"

"But Lia wants to see it too, right? Us being used as sex dolls…♪"

"P-Papa and Mama hid it from me."

"...S-sorry. I don’t want you to be left out. But it’s not like Lia’s a bad kid or anything. It’s more that _these three_ are the ones who are…"

"Ehh? Papa thinks we’re bad kids?"

"Maybe it’s because your pussy skills aren’t up to par?"

Elen and Kei-chan gave me a blank stare.
Frena reached for her last pair of underwear…

"Well, it's fine even if it's bad, you know?♪ If I can be Daddy's sex toy!♪"

"S-so is that really… okay?"

"It was so good the first time I had sex, I wanted to thank my mom for giving birth to me♪"

Floria’s older sister, a truly wicked temptress, pushes her with all her might.

"Daddy ejaculates like crazy every single time, so from now on, all of us will be turned into holes dripping with semen and covered in cum… but I bet you’ll look amazing. Watch closely… this is what it means to feel a woman’s happiness♪"

With that, she strips off her last piece of clothing while eloquently describing the bliss of being ravaged by her father in the dimly lit tent—his own flesh and blood daughter, shamelessly seductive.

The three females spread their legs, inviting him to mate with them.

Even with their brother and younger siblings sleeping mere meters away, they couldn’t resist the warped instincts of their female bodies.

"Daddy… give me your cock?"

"Please let me serve Daddy’s cock deep inside my pussy again today♪"

"You can make me pregnant too…♪"

"...Lia. I’m truly sorry for being such a father…"

He says this in front of his innocent daughter, who hides her face while clearly intrigued.

He plunges into the flesh holes of his sisters, unleashing his raging lust.

He begins to flaunt their passionate coupling atop him.

"…♪"

In Floria’s eyes flicker a touch of fear, intense curiosity, and drunkenness from the bizarre situation.
"...Sorry. I’m really sorry."
And to the three dragons too. Please help me cover this up.

The next morning.

"Hey! Get up, Elenia, Frena! …It won’t open."

Even after sunrise, I was still relentlessly taking turns with the three of them, and I was getting absolutely terrified when Peter called out from outside the tent while I was fucking Elenia from behind.

Before I could even think of what to do, Mya grabbed Peter by the scruff of his neck and dragged him away somewhere.

"U-uh!? What’s going on? Shut up! Mya! Mya, listen to me!?"

"…………"

Whether she was too lazy to explain or thought I’d slip up if she tried to lie, Mya said nothing and left the tent.

"...Eh, Elen? Um… did you actually use your voice illusion properly?"

"...I forgot…"

"What?!"

It’s hard to scold her when we’ve just filled our daughters with so much cum that they can’t even get up.

"...More importantly, it smells _awful_..."

"S-sorry. I’m really sorry, Lia."

There was nothing for Lia to do but apologize as she couldn’t escape.

Even with the dragons’ help, we somehow managed to clean up the mess.
"...I think that was a bit too bold, even for you guys. Doing _that_ while we were right there…"

Claudio said with a really complicated expression. Peter didn’t seem to get it, but Claudio apparently understood everything.

_"Believe me. Dad just wanted you guys to have fun at the camp."_

_"…It’s not that I don’t believe you, but I should’ve predicted how much of a slut Ele-chan and the others would be."_

_"…You’re absolutely right."_

_I’m so sorry for being such a terrible father. I’m really sorry._

_And Floria…_

_"…That was an amazing smell. …But it’s a smell I recognize somehow."_

_She left me with a very troubling comment._

_…Was there ever a morning where Nalis smelled like that?_

_"…I’ll probably end up like that too someday."_

_Please don’t give up on your fate like that. Please, really._
Ten Years After Twenty-Two
I’m here in Taruk today. It’s not exactly the Spirit Festival season, but Dianne and Cosmos have a backlog of things to take care of, so I’m handling that and also taking the opportunity to interact with Cosmos Headquarters and the Onyx Maidens. During the festival, we’re both too busy to really focus on each other. It’s easier to get things done in peacetime.

Plus, this time I’m also trying to find Kei-chan’s mother. The head maid won’t tell me anything, so I have no choice but to go around and ask directly myself. Honestly, it’s probably not _that_ hard to find out in Taruk.

I want to at least convey my intention to acknowledge Kei-chan as my daughter, and discuss her upbringing. Might be pointless, though.

But if I completely ignore the situation, I might end up with another daughter indoctrinated with some weird ideology. I need to strongly show that I want a proper education for her, for the future’s sake.

So, with that resolve in mind, I was walking through Carlos-san’s garden when Janet, Dianne’s daughter, called out to me.

"Father. I have something I want to ask you."

"W-what is it?"

I don’t have anything to hide—I’m actually here to correct some shady dealings into something more wholesome—but being caught by my daughter while looking for a maid throws me off balance.

Janet stared up at me with an unreadable expression, then pointed sideways without a word.

At the end of her finger was a sand-colored tower about fifty meters tall.

"I thought that tower had been there forever, but I heard you built it."

"N-no, I’m not a stonemason. I just gave the orders."

"Why did you build it? The Tower Emblem is supposed to be a one-horned organization. It doesn’t make sense for Father, who sides with Onyx, to build something like that."

That tower’s called the "Horn of Taruk," and it’s become a new landmark in Taruk—effectively a new symbol for the Tower Emblem. Their office is even inside it.

And the reason it happened…? Ashton Minister just told me to do it.

"Why?" I asked. "I don’t really know myself. Something must have been negotiated with Onyx."

"…Is that really how you’d build something like that?"

"Probably as a show of force, too. For Lila and the others, it wasn’t even that long of a job."

That’s right. We built it using dragons. Specifically, Lila and the lizardmen from the surrounding area who worship her.

Lila did the heavy lifting with her dragon body, while the lizardmen handled the finer details under Dianne’s direction. And with the Elven and Dark Elven architectural skills brought in, we built something as sturdy as the Tower Emblem tower that used to be here in Taruk—something that wouldn’t crumble even in an unprecedented earthquake.

Dianne said if an earthquake _did_ happen, the sun-dried brick buildings throughout the city would probably collapse before the tower did.

Since buildings like that are rare around here, it’d practically mean Taruk’s destruction.

…But more than anything, having dragons build it sent a powerful message.

Namely: Onyx could easily surpass the Tower Emblem in construction if they wanted to—basically, a power play. And by generously "giving" it to the Tower Emblem, we were outwardly showing full support while simultaneously emphasizing our absolute superiority—"This is all you’re worth to us." Plus, showing off the dragons was like saying, "We could destroy this anytime if you cross us."

…Probably Ashton Minister was even angrier than Carlos-san because he knew what the Tower Emblem guys had done before.

Carlos-san just showed his subtle dominance as a hidden ruler, while Ashton Minister chose to instill more brutal fear.

He’s the one who originally showed that family motto—"Protect allies, give to friends, entertain guests, kill enemies"—to the clan. He’s entrusted Carlos-san with supporting the nation now, but he’s probably even more extreme by nature.

…And I’m explaining all this vaguely to Janet.

The reason it’s vague is because my sources are a little shaky.

Ashton Minister still gets weirdly angry when he sees me and storms off after yelling at his family. And I got the request to build that tower through Dianne. Carlos-san is basically the same way, so it’s hard for me to gauge how serious they are about anything.

"So, Dianne designed it, and I didn’t lift a finger during construction. I just kept telling her to drink sake instead of going outside in the heat, and before I knew it, it was built… I’m not even sure if I can really say _I_ built it."

"…As always, Father is truly remarkable."

"Isn’t he?"

"He’s talking about being the linchpin of a grand plan that overwhelms all of Tark like it’s some side job. Normally, you’d brag about something like that for the rest of your life."

"I was just drinking sake at the time… barely even considered it a side job. Besides, no matter how much a dragon does in construction, Carlos and Minister Ashton are the ones who give it meaning. Only then can great power truly bring happiness to people. I’m just not good at that kind of thing."

Even now, I occasionally borrow Dragon’s power, but I often realize it doesn’t always have the full effect one would expect.

Of course, if it’s just slaughtering monsters, a simple "Go get 'em" gets the expected results. But in the human world, it’s not that simple.

You need meticulous planning for things like _who_ needs this, _whether parts of the problem can be solved by other means_, or _how to turn the fear of a dragon into something productive_… Without knowledge and experience, unexpected drawbacks tend to pop up.

Thankfully, Dianne and Irene usually handle the brainwork, so I don’t make too many fatal mistakes.

I’m always impressed by how those who can weave such details together do it, while all I say to the dragons is, "Thanks."

It doesn’t really feel like my accomplishment at all.

"I often hear about Father’s grand projects wherever we go. My mother and sisters are always bragging, 'Our father did it!' but Father never tells me anything."

"Huh? Well, if you ask nicely, I’ll explain—just like I am now."

"Maybe he really can’t remember who he told what achievement to unless he’s asked?"

"U-ah, well—"

Well, with a hundred people or so, there are bound to be things I forget.

Janet looked away with a faint sigh.

"…Sorry. That was a mean question. It must seem like I only talk to Father that way, making you feel unwanted."

"Huh?"

Wait, wait. Janet, that’s a huge misunderstanding.

"I’ve never thought of you as unwanted!"

"…It just looks like you’re trying to keep our interactions to the bare minimum. You didn’t even invite me to the camping trip last time."

"Ah, well, I figured you might not be interested… Besides, it involved fire and knives, so we weren’t inviting the little kids…"

"Florea and Ryle are the same age as me…"

"…Look, if you wanted to go, I’m sorry."

"…To be honest, I’m just annoyed that you didn’t invite me. It’s not like I _wanted_ to go camping or anything."

"W-why say it like that? Just… sorry, okay?"

Janet, who is as dignified as Dianne despite her young age and excels in both academics and sports, was sulking in a way that was oddly childish—both frustrating and endearingly precious.

…If I took her along, it would have been a disaster, I thought.

Florea has been a bit distant since witnessing my parents’ live sex session, and if I suddenly showed something like that to Janet, who normally avoids such things, she might never speak to me again until she’s fully grown.

When I told Dianne about it, she laughed.

"I don’t think you need to worry so much. She’s not the type to be easily shocked. She already knows Elenia and Frena are head-over-heels for their father."

"And that’s completely different from them having actual sex."

"I’ve never told her to stay away from the Palace. She’s a curious child. I think she’s seen you doing everything there at least once."

"…!?"

"I can tell you one thing. Don’t treat her poorly. She may be just one of hundreds to you, but she’s my only daughter. I don’t want to see her suffer from a lack of love."

"Are you really saying that when there are already several girls who’ve crossed the line into… ‘love’?"

"If _she_ wants it, then I’m on her side."

Even Diane-sama seems to have been influenced by Selen and the others.

Minister Ashton clearly hates seeing his daughters naked, but here he is giving permission like it’s nothing—makes no sense.

After that, I was sneaking around the estate trying to gather information about Kei-chan’s mother when I stumbled upon her talking with Janet.

"…So, you want to get closer to your master?"

"To me, you’re still my father. Why don’t you call me that?"

"No, before I’m a daughter, I’m a maid and… well, a sex toy."

I wanted to jump in at this point, but I was being sneaky, so I couldn’t.

"By asking me for an answer, I’ll assume you wish to join our ‘Daughter Fleshlight Collection.’"

"Fleshlight…? What’s that?"

"It’s a tool for stimulating your master’s genitals until he ejaculates."

This is definitely going too far.

I stopped sneaking and started walking briskly toward them, but halfway there, several maids restrained me and dragged me into the servants’ quarters.

"W-what are you doing?! As her father, I have a duty to protect Janet from ideological corruption!"

"Lady Janet is intelligent. She can distinguish between knowledge and ideology without worry."

"Besides, we’re on Kei’s side."

"I wish you’d be on my side sometimes!"

"Your wish is my command, Master… But given that Polka and Tark already have roots in this situation, isn’t it impossible to completely block her from sexual knowledge?"

"No, it’s not that I want to block it—I just… I want her to grow up cherishing herself… if possible."

I know, deep down, that my words lack conviction because Ele and the others are steamrolling me.

But still, I want you to hear me out. I just want to be a normal father. That’s all.
