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  Extra 14: 10 Years After
Ten Years Later
Ten years after the epilogue of Parts 1 and 2. Andy is now forty.

When Elenia turned thirteen, she stopped calling me "Papa."

Why? Did I ruin things by making her a birthday gift—a staff with a glowing tip that spun around?
Irina told me, "If you'd made this for a younger kid, it would've been an absolute hit," but knowing that the day before doesn't exactly help when you're trying to figure out why she's mad.

Besides, isn't it your fault, you rich bastards, just barking orders at your subordinates and having them whip up the finest clothes and accessories? I have to compete on skill alone, and let's face it—I'm not some young genius anymore who can conjure anything up in a flash of inspiration.

...Well, no point complaining about Irina's reaction. The problem is Elenia.

"E-elia, please. Give Papa one more chance, okay?"

"Huh?"

I clasped my hands together and begged for a redo on the gift, only to be met with a chilling "Huh?" that made my blood run cold.
I'm gonna die.

Elenia keeps her mother's radiant blonde hair cut into a bob, though the left side hangs slightly longer as a stylistic touch. She gets it trimmed every two weeks by Selen. Since Elenia learned to stand, Selen has been handling all sorts of tasks with impressive ease, but honestly, calling anyone else in Polka a better barber than her would be an insult.

Elenia's attitude toward me lately is...微妙 (shaky), but she loves her mom without reservation. She often complains to Selen in a teasing tone, "My hair's grown too long again?" and just gets a weary chuckle in return.

As for my ears—they're clearly shorter than those of the elves like Selen or Anjou, who can move them at will. Back when Elenia was little, I'd playfully pinch her ears while she was in the bath, but Cristy caught me once and gave me hell for it. After being told that kissing lips is still "safe" elven etiquette, I swore to myself never to mention it to Elenia again.

I love my daughter dearly, but I know where the line lies as a father.

"What? A birthday present? The spinning thing?"

"Yeah. I was thinking of making something better than that..."

"Better? How do you even define 'better'?"

"Well... since we can't exactly walk around with that staff all day, and it was too impractical anyway, I thought maybe—something decorative but functional? Like an ornate piece you'd put in the room to admire whenever you feel like it..."

"I absolutely hate that kind of thinking, Andy."

"Guh—"

The female slaves' collective rejection hit me with such force I nearly choked on my own blood. Oh crap, I need to drink from the Spirit Spring later.

And just so everyone knows: after the transformation, people don't call me "Father" anymore—they just say "Andy." Yeah, they drop the honorifics straight up.

"True, that thing was basically a toy, and Peter loved it more, so I gave it to him right away..."

"Gave it away...?"

Kids can be cruel like that.

"That's exactly where you're supposed to say, 'Next year I'll make something even better.' So are you planning on churning out garbage until I'm satisfied? Are you bored? Trying to kill time?"

"N-no, stop! Papa's still trying his best!"

"Mom and the sisters always say that, but honestly, all Andy does is grope their breasts and asses like a perverted degenerate. What exactly are you 'trying your best' at?"

"Stop it! You don't see what I'm doing behind closed doors, okay? Things you wouldn't understand!"

Truthfully, Elenia doesn't get it—and honestly, even I'm not entirely sure myself.

The reason for my vague explanations is that Irina, Tetes, and Cosmos are now the brains behind my operations. Recently, they launched something fancy called the Simson & Forest Foundation, constantly dragging me to high-society parties and festivals where I get forced into speeches.

I never intended to be a blacksmith as a career, but honestly, my handiwork isn't making me any money. Jeanne has better sense and stamina; Jackie's still ahead of me too. In that situation, thinking "I'll earn my own keep and support the female slaves" was absurdly arrogant.

That's when Irina suggested I try some side hustle. Skeptical as hell, I gave it a shot—and ended up giving speeches while Irina (the clan leader), Tetes (Marquis of Renfanggas), and Cosmos (who wields immense influence across the Southern Deserts) chimed in with support. Thanks to them, we've attracted businesses from Karlwin, Grunz, and even centered operations around the Northern Forests, generating real profits.

I give a speech once a month whenever they ask me to, acting as a shield against obviously lust-driven suitors (and since all three women are stunningly beautiful, plenty show up), while mostly just watching them handle the negotiations. Sometimes we discuss topics completely unrelated to Karlwin, Grunz, or the Northern Forests, and I'm constantly worried we're going to crash and burn—but somehow, it's working.

Honestly, the politics are so complex I don't even understand half of it. So when someone asks, "What exactly are you doing?" all I can say is, "I dunno, but we're doing something."

As for the rest of my time... well, people call me a "garbage maker," but I'm still crafting things.

"...Maybe I should stop touching girls' breasts and asses in front of kids anyway."

"It's not like it's too late to change now?"

"There's no choice but to ban children from entering this area."

This conversation took place at the former secret hot spring, now massively expanded from its original open-air pool into what used to be Carlos's estate-sized complex—currently known as the "Vapor Palace."

...Calling it a "palace" might remind people of Dragon Palace, but since dozens of dragons are always present, it's not entirely wrong. The dragons themselves insist on calling it that, so we'll go with it.

The new city-center house can comfortably accommodate ten to fifteen people, but anyone coming to Polka can't all be lodged there. Plus, nude tribes like the Blue Dragons cause such a scandal just by appearing in public that if they're going to stir up trouble anyway, why not build a massive compound where women come specifically to see _me_, and dragons roam naked without anyone complaining? That grand plan was spearheaded by Lieda and Irina ten years ago.

Honestly, when I first saw the blueprints, I thought it was a joke. This wasn't a house—it looked more like a fortress or military base. Was Grunz just getting cocky after his success?

...But then came powerful backing from Breakcore and Diel.
"A structure interfacing with barriers would be ideal. Every time Breakcore goes outside, leaving the barrier open in the open is too risky. If we build an enclosed compound guarded by dragons, the risk drops significantly."

Thanks to that logic, the Clan Council approved it without hesitation.

Carving out a 200-meter-wide section from the entire forest might not seem like much on a big scale—but for humans doing it without permission? That's instant arrows flying everywhere.

So, openly and proudly, the dragons and Northern Forest masters cleared the land, built towering stone walls, and constructed magnificent arched roofs embedded with runic patterns that glow transparent when heat builds up inside.

Nowadays, during summer afternoons, you get a sense of total openness—as if there's no ceiling above you—while beneath lies a vast hot spring space resembling a Tark oasis.

...Originally planned to be deeper, but since kids might drown, it's now capped at 30cm deep. You can't submerge your whole body unless you lie down flat, which is inconvenient as hell.

Centered around this hot spring zone are several interconnected areas: the sleeping quarters (enough beds for ~300 people), dining hall (where cat children and elf kids get trained before heading out to work in the city), leisure zones (including a dance stage and my invention workshop), and even a dedicated dragon takeoff/landing pad. Literally, it's one giant palace-like complex.

And guess who occupies this massive space exclusively?
My people: female slaves, cat colony kids, Cosmos's employees, Onyx's maid squad (who came here as a spa retreat but stayed permanently after I said "feel free to come whenever," spontaneously organizing a rotating three-month leave system with about five members at a time), Misty and Crystal's ladies from both palaces, plus countless others—including girls who know I'm a perverted stud horse yet still feel completely comfortable being naked around me.

And then there are the kids. They were too young to send away, so since the place is huge, they're naturally kept far from any lewd scenes anyway.

Within these walls, going fully nude is entirely optional. Naturally, the Blue Dragons live naked here; the central hot spring was originally expanded for erotic purposes, so there's no gender separation. Guests who visit usually end up living a fully nude lifestyle too.

So my kids are already accustomed to seeing others' bare bodies. Whenever they come here, dozens of unfamiliar beauties rotate in and out completely naked—some soaking in the springs, others hugging me naked on my shoulders.

...Honestly, while the kids were little, I figured "meh, whatever."
With relationships openly aimed at group sex involving dozens of people, considering how we ended up in this situation, it would've been nearly impossible to hide everything from them.

The biggest educational problem was the closed environment distorting common sense (and causing rampant mating urges) among the cat-beasts—but once kids were born, I couldn't just say, "No more cats accepted in Polka."

Some even argued, "Just claim nudity is part of our culture." Mainly from Dark Elves and the Maias.

But let's test that theory with Elenia hitting me over it.

It's not as simple as "just act boldly and it'll be fine."
No matter how much you walk in and out of a hall of total nudity, girls don't want to see their fathers acting like degenerate degenerates. Even Minister Ashton is respected yet despised by his children despite being charmingly masculine to his wives. To his kids, he's just... nothing special. Of course, that applies to me too.

But—

"I understand why you can't stop yourself from finding your eldest daughter adorable. But we have many other daughters and sons too, so as the head of the family, you shouldn't sway solely based on one person's opinion."

In the middle of the hot spring area, Aurora leans against me, repeatedly guiding her hand toward my ass—of course, completely naked.

She hasn't changed much since we met. Still no kids of her own, so the children call her "Aurora-nee."
"Andrew's job is touching breasts. In fact, his main duty is fucking," she said.
Then there's Luna, who's been squeezing my dick and rubbing it fast and hard like a champ.

Look at that—even though she's already had six kids (twice in pairs, three times total), I was about to think her figure must've collapsed from all that childbirth. But nope, if anything, she looks even more attractive now than back in her youth.
It's not just a shift in my tastes, either. The effects of the Spirit Spring and Hilda's beauty treatments are benefiting all the female slaves equally.

Luna's breasts have grown about two sizes bigger since we first met—probably a side effect of giving birth—and they bounce with such incredible give that even the other elves can't help but envy her. Her face and skin still look like she's in her early twenties.

"Kids need education, sure. But raising them too properly? No way. If you're Andrew's kid, you gotta learn to accept what you can't change. Andrew's already too famous."

"That said—"

"If anything, mixed-breed elves get persecuted everywhere. Yet here he is: rooted in Polka for the sake of protecting all his children, bridging humans and elves, inviting people from Celesta and Carlwin… He made this place a sanctuary where anyone can be themselves no matter what. If a child like Andrew's gets caught up in Trotte standards' notion of 'normal,' that'd actually make them miserable."

"…But I still want Eleanor to like me. It's easy to say she doesn't fit in, but I really like the Eleanor she is right now."

"You're an overprotective dad."

"Yeah, you're totally an overprotective dad."

The two veteran female slaves nodded at each other.
Then came a _patter-patter_ of footsteps.
"In the first place…"

Even in her dazzling nudity, Apple waded toward us, splashing through the water of the white bathtub.

"Eleanor-chan loves Mamma Andrew, right?"

"She does."

"She really does."

"Ugh… but lately her eyes are so cold…"

"If she truly hated you, she wouldn't even bother coming to watch Andrew touching another woman's breasts. She could just live in town without ever setting foot here."

"Well, I mean—"

"And besides, in a normal Trotte household, once a girl hits ten, her father showing her his bare cock and getting off on her mom's tits all day? That'd be unthinkable! People back home always said that."

"W-well, maybe there's something wrong with how we raised her!"

Elenia still comes here often and never hides anything from me.

But that's only because our house runs like this; in other families, such behavior would rightly be called _shameful_.

"She notices me because she loves me. Kids can't help but speak up when they see something they're drawn to."

"No, if your own dad was surrounded by lustful women all day long, showing off his junk and drooling over tits, most people'd be horrified. I probably would too."

"That's because it feels like a betrayal from the mother. But nobody here is disillusioned with Andrew."

"Hey, isn't this style of yours just being overly accepting because you guys want to get laid?"

"Andrew's just taking it too seriously himself."

"Yeah."

"So if they decide to leave, letting them go is parental responsibility. Kids will eventually fly the nest."

"Ugh, don't say Eleanor's gonna leave or anything!"

No matter how much I'm called an overprotective dad, hearing my cute daughter turn her sweetest smile toward another man is a nightmare for any father.
Of course, I know deep down that if I never admit it someday, I'll be the worst kind of dad. And honestly? If someone told me I'm expecting Eleanor to develop normal sensibilities just because I'm planning for that future… well, yeah, that's exactly what I'm doing.

By the way, Luna and Apple are called "Mama Luna" and "Mama Apple." The kids and the female slaves alike seem resistant to calling everyone "Mom," so until they have children of their own, they're just "Aunty."
…Which means we've got this weird situation where anal-lover Blue Dragon Julie gets called "Mama," while her mother Michelle is referred to as "Aunty."

We stepped out of the Vaper Palace and walked through the evening streets.
The sunset faded behind the western ridge shaped like a coiled serpent, giving way to a fleeting blue twilight.
It was that gentle, nostalgic moment when I hurried back home for dinner with Mom and Dad, eagerly anticipating the meal.
And now, still brightly lit despite everything, the bustling town of Polka.
Not quite a metropolis by modern standards, but I think it's gotten quite lively since I returned fifteen years ago.
"Papa really did his best, you know."

I can't say for sure how much of Polka's revitalization truly counts as my doing.
But I definitely took the first step toward making this scene possible.
A little pervert kid who used to just jiggle Apple's tits when he was born… still managed to wish for a kind town where new lives could thrive, and thanks to everyone agreeing with him, that dream came true.
I guess I can be proud of that much.
"I'm not some useless old man who can only make stupid toys. If you knew what I've done, people would envy me—especially knowing you're my kid."

Speaking to no one in particular, I murmured while gazing at the city lights.
"I know," someone said suddenly from behind.

Startled, I stumbled and nearly tripped over my own feet.

"W-what are you doing…?"

"Didn't I tell you to stay away?"

"Eleanor! You're here!"

"Yes! I thought you'd notice I was sneaking up on you, so I replied! I figured Andrew would come on romantic like that!"

"…You didn't even notice? Or were you in the palace?"

"I saw your face looking super depressed when you went to the palace…"

She'd been tailing me.

And I bet she heard my complaints about Aurora and Luna too. Elves have great hearing, especially those with elfish ears.

"This makes me look so stupid."

"…Eh? No, I don't think that's true at all."

"I didn't say anything about disliking the birthday gift! And I certainly didn't want you to feel down!"

Elenia snapped sharply, sounding angry.

Stop it. When a dad hears his kid's voice like that, he takes it personally—no condition needed.

"Okay, giving Peter the present was probably wrong…"

"…But you never call me 'Dad' anymore."

"You're not old enough yet!"

"…No, being called 'Dad' doesn't stop no matter how many years pass. People don't suddenly switch to acting like strangers out of nowhere."

"They do!"

"Do what?"

I have no idea. Cultures differ.

Or maybe I got punished for trying too hard to indoctrinate everyone into our naked-culture mindset?

"This is… because I don't want Andrew's territory completely occupied by Mom and Aunty forever! Plus, my body's almost as developed as Aunty Irina's now! That's why—"

"No wait. I have a bad feeling you're about to say something really messed up."

"Since I'm Mama's kid, my breasts will probably grow into something Andrew finds pleasing too!"

"OK, chill out, Eleanor. Stop it."

Got it, I see where this is going.
Basically, if you keep calling me "Papa," they won't see me as a woman or anything like that.

"Doesn't matter how good your tits are, I don't intend to touch them."

"Why?"

"Because a daughter's tits aren't something like that."

"But guys like Andy go for both Mom Jureen and Big Sis Michela, and Big Sis Maia and Big Sis Asti whenever there's mom-and-daughter around. Plus Anis from the Cat Beast Colony and whoever else was it—"

"That's Tanya-san. Those people were breeding with someone else."

"So me and Mom are family," I said.

"There's a deeper divide between touching another person's kid and touching your own than there is between the ocean depths and hell itself."

"What do you mean by 'ocean'?"

"Next time, I'll drag you along. For now, don't even think about preparing yourself for it."

"No way! You're totally going to do it! Even if I have to get Tettes-Mom's help!"

"What are you talking about doing?! And never rely on Tettes, absolutely not!"

"But I want to be with Andy every single day! If that's the case, there's no choice but to—"

I was liked far more than I expected.
That was... fine. Kind of.
But my daughter had been contaminated by too many different values.
Look, Ele. Papa didn't make you with those kinds of intentions in mind. It makes a father worse than the worst scum if he looks at his own daughter like that.

And Tettes—stop appearing behind Elenia without warning.
Where did she even come from? Right now, I'm more terrified than by any horror movie.
Ten Years After 2
"New festival?"

"Hmm. I'd like your help with it."

It was late early summer when the Baron came to ask me, scratching his head, which had recently turned entirely white from giving up dyeing it.

"Another one?"

"As far as Polka is concerned, there aren't that many yet."

"...Yeah, no, that's right. Just the New Year Festival, the Spring Festival, and the Harvest Festival if we count only Polka's."

I counted them off on my fingers.
Add to that the Breakcore Holy Beast Festival, Celesta's twice-a-year Spirit Festivals, Rapal's Tide Festival, the Capital's Founding Day, and the Renfanggas Hero's Festival, plus Carlwin's "Dragon Bonding Day" in Karlwin, and Grangi's Liberation Festival... personally, I feel like there's always some festival preparation going on almost every single month.
And then there's the Elf Spirit Temple's unique calendar measured in 100,000-day cycles; occasionally they have festivals at weird times that suddenly call me out of nowhere. Thanks to that, my schedule gets messed up all the time and Tetes scolds me.

Anyway, things have been like this for so long—constantly surrounded by festivals—that my sense of reality has gotten distorted.

"I know you're busy, but as long as you give the word, the Elves will move forward, and going through Lady Diane to reach Celesta's people should be fine too."

"Yeah... well, I get that, but what kind of festival is it?"

"An Art Festival."

"...Eh? A-ART FESTIVAL?"

"Hmm. I really want this one to succeed."

Currently, in Polka, an artists' circle is gradually forming around Gloria and Lanz.
How many years ago was it that, after Goat got married and completely settled down as a housewife, Lanz became Gloria's disciple?
Blessed with such a great mentor, and aided by her natural concentration and deep understanding of the female form, she's now busily painting original erotic scrolls that rival professional works.
Seeing this kind of activity inspired young people from among the former Carlwin residents of Grangi to aspire to become painters themselves. Even further, figures like Julio—the circus sculptor, brother of Lady Diane—and various sculptors and creators from the Northern Forest naturally gathered together, causing artistic works to proliferate rapidly in certain districts.

The Baron, who had been supporting Lanz as a patron since he first started painting, has even begun constructing galleries one after another to house these artworks. Well, considering that both Gloria and Lanz specialize in them, most of the collected pieces are nude studies—not exactly something you'd enthusiastically recommend to the general public.
However, he seemed to be thinking: _Why not boldly promote these alongside other sculptures, spreading the word about how wonderful Lanz's works truly are?_ It felt like an era where diverse cultures were gently loosening their grip on rigid traditions.

Indeed, limiting such art to just a few enthusiasts feels like a waste. The districts with ateliers look like entirely different worlds, lined with sculptures and murals so impressive that you can't even believe they're being done by hobbyists in rural areas. The galleries are even more astonishing—currently unpriced, yet filled with works created by Gloria and her disciple, displayed somewhat casually, which is hard to comprehend given their quality.

Gloria has no financial worries now that she's become my female slave; she lacks any sense of vanity and keeps painting steadily, motivated solely by the fact that whenever she finishes a piece, I, Lanz, the Baron, Old Harry, and others are thrilled beyond measure.
Though somewhat slower than expected, she's been blessed with children, and disciples have gathered from Grangi and the Northern Forest, all looking happy. But the Baron apparently thought, _That won't do._

"Anyway," he said, "we're planning a new Art Festival for autumn. Since we're doing it anyway, I want to make sure ours is lively too."

Night fell.
Back at "Vapor Palace," I discussed this matter with the girls gathered in the dining hall.
Among those present were female slaves wearing collars, dragons, cat-beasts who had just come for fun, courtesans from "Cosmos Shop," and Elf women from the Northern Forest.

Inside the palace, nudity was allowed freely—a rule mainly intended for brood dragons and some female slaves whose exposure tendencies had awakened—but except for Elf women unaccustomed to taking clothes off and those frequently coming in and out of the outside world, more than half the girls were basically naked all day long.

"So what are we doing? Should I stand next to a painting saying 'I'm a model! ♪'?"

"No, well, that might have some effect too, but it's not quite what I mean."

Lady Cosmos spoke boldly and casually while feeding two young girls their meals. In reality, there were quite a few paintings by Lanz using Lady Cosmos, Hilda, or Lilira as models.
But while those might excite viewers, they're not really suitable for boosting the appeal of an Art Festival.

"There are plenty of girls here at the palace. I think we should hold something like an amateur competition among them."

"Isn't there already a recruitment drive going on in the city?"

"Yes, but it seems unlikely anyone will actually join."

Canvas, paints, brushes—all art supplies aren't easily available or shared just by whim. For truly inexperienced families, painting is quite a high barrier to entry.
However, within this palace, such tools are readily accessible and can be shared; plus, dragons can easily import them from urban centers. It doesn't even have to be paintings—sculptures would work too, and I or Jeanne could prepare the necessary carving tools.

"Gloria said she'd offer beginner instruction, so anyone interested should give it a try."

"Are there any rewards?"

Oregano raised his hand to ask. His parents, Laurel and her child, were sitting beside him—and of course, they were also naked.

"The reward... hmm, what should I do?"
I scratched my head and thought for a moment.
And then:
"...Everyone gets this as a participation prize: one Andicoin. Presented to all."
_Ping!_ I snapped my fingers.
It was a "reward coupon" modeled after the "Isabel Coin" from Cosmos Shop. Using it allows you to demand a handmade gift from me, or ask a dragon to take you somewhere of your choice.

...At first, no one used the dragon option, but Emma proposed it later to reduce my workload, and it was adopted. Usage isn't very high overall, though it happens occasionally. Naris uses it most often.
A "gift" could mean a few hours of dating too. Though dates tend to turn sexual quickly, when I spend time aimlessly, things often spiral into group play anyway. So being able to openly demand solo sex has become quite a rare privilege these days.

I'm not sure if the non-slave girls would really be happy with this coin, but right now, even the courtesans go absolutely wild when I focus my attention on them properly. After spending every night for over ten years practicing with Hilda, Cosmos, Gloria, and others, my skills have improved significantly. They've gotten better.

"And if someone wins... hmm, what could be good? Let's just say we'll make something truly special."
I made a vague declaration like that. When I wondered if it sounded too underwhelming to inspire enthusiasm, the girls suddenly erupted into excited chatter.
Am I really being valued this much? Even as an artisan?

...But then:
"...If you win... could we... try serious baby-making?"
Mya timidly asked. Of course, she was naked too.

"...Well, I'll consider that option, but don't we already do it regularly?"

"Not just a couple of times and stopping there—we go for dozens, aiming to impregnate!"

"...Okay, then."

I tried to add, "But since there are children around, maybe we shouldn't talk like this," only to have my words completely drowned out by the growing excitement.

...Is that what everyone wants?
Well, technically, this is Polka, so even if things get a bit rough, they heal quickly anyway.

The girls usually living in the palace are basically those under four or five years old, before their minds and bodies fully develop. Once they grow older, they move outside to establish their own living bases.
Some, like Jeanne and Selen who belong to the Smayson family, stay here—but most female slaves now have their own homes and live with their mothers' families.

As for those who aren't female slaves... well, they'll return to their hometowns to be raised. While it's okay for them to engage in sex without becoming slaves, most can't bring themselves to completely sever ties with their origins.

By the way, several children born from the courtesans of Cosmos Shop are actually mine—I accidentally handled one of them. Turns out some of them got pregnant carelessly and gave birth back in Tark without contacting anyone afterward. The oldest case was with Felicia-san's daughter (the white fox girl), whom I touched on by mistake after finishing a battle. She casually told me about it right after the fight ended.

From then on, whenever a young girl tries to seduce me, I make sure to confirm whether she might be carrying my child.

"I want motherhood to happen naturally with my daughter."

"If you don't force it, wouldn't that be fine?"

"This kind of situation makes me think Selen should be the most angry one!?"

"If you're forcibly violated by your dad, you'll absolutely hate sex—but if someone rejects your advances while you're obsessed with them, you'll start repelling your own instincts, which will distort things."

"...Hmm..."

"I believe the child's happiness is what matters most," Selen said.

While washing dishes, Selen smiled in her usual relaxed manner.

Hmm...
Is Selen thinking less about whether I should have sex with children at all, and more about _whether it causes harm_?
Ignoring the fact that having sex with others is normal for me... well, it's a bit late to bring that up now. As for social concerns like reputation—having grown up being ridiculed by society as a half-elf, I simply don't care about such things.

As for issues arising from increased bloodline concentration... Elina always says, "A little isn't a big deal; magic can handle it. But if you keep messing around for dozens of generations, that's a different story." So maybe she sees it that way too.

No, no, no. But still...

"I can't allow Peter to assault his mother or any of the other female slaves, no matter how much he might want it."

"Of course you're right. Children are one thing, but those women belong solely to Mr. Andy."

"And yet... why is it that when a daughter touches her father, we just brush it off?"

"I think Mr. Andy needs to remember that he's special—that he's someone who can bring happiness to dozens, even hundreds of women. Only the girls who accept that truth will approach him. But unfortunately for Peter, he doesn't fit that mold... Well, actually, if _you_ were in his place, Mr. Andy, I'd say you could make any woman happy—even your own daughter, as long as she's female."

"...Sometimes..."

"?"

"That just made me realize again how messed up my thinking really is."

"Really? You're just being realistic, that's all! ♪"

Hmm... What does "realistic" even mean? Maybe I should think about this a bit more philosophically.

Of course, Peter was the first among the children to be accepted as my son. But since he's half-dwarf, his growth has been slower. Though he should technically be slightly older than Elenia, who recently outgrew her toddler phase and became leaner, he still looks barely ten—or maybe even younger. Dwarves generally don't grow very tall; often, before they realize it, they've developed facial hair and excessive muscle mass while retaining their childlike frames. But Peter hasn't shown any of those traits yet. He just has a bit of a thick, grating voice for a ten-year-old—something like early puberty kicking in.

"Dad," Peter said one day, "can I enter the Vaper contest?"

"You can... but have you ever drawn anything?"

"I haven't done much drawing, but I can make small figurines."

Peter looked proud and brought out a handmade figure from his room—a knight crafted entirely of lead. Oh right, we made this together back when he was little.

"I've already made twenty of them! Grandpa Jackie says they're ready for sale!"

"Stop calling Jackie 'Grandpa.' It confuses me."

Usually, it's Jackie who interacts with Peter. She's in her fifties but still a solid blacksmith by trade. Since Sara married off, she's been doting on Peter especially lately, perhaps feeling lonely herself.

"But saying they're 'ready for sale' is a bit of an exaggeration. The details are sloppy. You need to finish them properly before calling them products, Peter."

"Tch! Dad always finds fault with everything!"

"Your talent isn't bad—I'm just telling you not to cut corners. If you try to pass off half-finished work at the contest, people will laugh at you."

"Oh, okay... So if I win, can you give me more allowance?"

"Why would you need more money? What are you gonna spend it on?"

"...Well, uh, whatever I want! Just give me some!"

He mumbled shyly, blushing slightly. Hah, he thinks he's gotten away with fooling his father again. With all the perks of this polka world, kids rarely have a real use for extra cash. Chances are, he'll buy some trinkets from traveling merchants and try to impress a girlfriend with them.

"If you win, keep in mind that even elves and dragons will be there. It's not going to be easy."

"Hmph! I don't think anyone except Mom can beat me!"

My overly confident son makes me uneasy. Has he been spoiled too much?

_By the way, later it turned out his reason for wanting more allowance was this: after showing off naked in the palace, Cosmos and one of her courtesans whispered to him, "If you want to get intimate with us, bring some money first! ♪"_

About a week passed.
The girls of the palace started going outside to sketch and engage in other artistic activities, suddenly giving the Polka a cultural flair.
"What a great opportunity. The Polka is a lovely town, but it lacked this kind of artistic enrichment."

Christie narrowed her eyes as she watched the townspeople and stationed crossbow teams join the sudden art boom. Upon reflection, she was right. Despite the people glowing with health and beauty thanks to the spirit spring, the streets themselves lacked decorative elegance.
...Though part of that was because Gloria, our top artist, had been drawing nothing but erotic scenes.

Amidst all that, there was also Elenia, seriously sketching forest landscapes.

"...Eh? Ele? You're asking for more allowance too, huh?"

"Allowance? There's nothing to spend it on here anyway. Besides, why did you bring that up, Peter? Claudio?"

Claudio is Hilda's son—about the same height as Peter now. While Peter is wild and energetic, Claudio is quite shy around strangers. He's more of a mama's boy, raised entirely under Hilda's maternal affection.

"...Do you expect some kind of reward for this?"

"...Well, I'll tell you if we win."

Elenia said that while maintaining a stern expression.
...Even with her serious profile, she's just so cute. Fatherly bias at work.

After watching Elenia like that for a while, I felt satisfied and realized my thoughtless concern shouldn't be voiced aloud. More than ever before, Elenia wandering around the palace naked or trying to let me touch her isn't due to any loss of shame regarding nudity caused by the environment. It's probably just because she wants to show more filial piety or indulge herself as my daughter.
Yeah, that must be it. Her mother Selen being oddly lenient on incest is just a coincidence.

Then came the Art Festival.
People gathered from Grangi, the North, Celesta, and Ranfangas, enjoying the paintings and sculptures displayed throughout the town.
...As for the much-anticipated works by master-and-apprentice Gloria & Lanz, only about twenty percent of them were exhibited outdoors. But thanks to their superior quality, they captivated viewers, drew them into galleries, and secured numerous buyers—effectively a success.

Then came the actual contest held at the Baron's residence.
The grand prize went to... Maya's "Scale Sculpture." She had collected broken dragon scales and crafted a miniature dragon statue from them.
Some argued that giving the top award for such an unfair material advantage was questionable, but since nothing prohibited it, excluding it would have been worse too. So she won anyway.

Besides gold and silver medals, Elenia's "Solitary Pine of the Forest" narrowly made it to the bronze category.

And so...

"Aaaah... Uh, Ele? If possible, as your father..."

"You won a prize, and you're not even going to grant my request?"

That night in the palace, in a corner of the bath area.

As expected, Elenia had pinned me down.

"...Look, Ele? I'd really love to fulfill your wish... but—"

"Not hearing me!"

"..."

"I hate you."

"Guhh... Ah, Ele, it's not that I _won't_ listen—it's just that I think you're too young for this yet."

"Then when will I be old enough!?"

"No, really, just a little longer, okay? Hmm?"

The palace girls were watching us with such serene smiles. It was heartwarming.

...After begging until she relented and spared me today, I felt relieved.
I don't want to be disliked. If Elenia hates me, I'll die.
...But it might not last long.
Ten Years After Three
Having too many children is a common problem in the countryside.
With nothing resembling entertainment around, sex with your wife becomes the sole joy of daily life. Since everyone else sees more workers and heirs as beneficial than not, they encourage you to keep trying as much as you like.
And so, before you know it, you end up with a large extended family.

Especially for beastkin, twins and triplets are normal, so after giving birth several times, your family can easily swell to dozens.
Isaac’s wife is a pair of beastkin sisters, and his children quickly numbered around twenty—it's quite a burden, they say. Well, I could have told him to hold back, but that wasn't really my place to say.

In fact, the cat-beastkin group has become a baby boom. Including those in the Cat Colony, I probably have over two hundred kids of my own—more than doubling from the original colony.
I asked Aelina if this was truly safe, and she gave me a rather blunt reply: "There won't be any trouble raising them. We've got dragons too."

As for food, bored-out Blue Dragons and Silver Dragons take turns stationed near the Cat Colony, helping with monster hunting, so that's not an issue.
Clothing and education are handled through direct trade agreements with the Elven territories, making everything manageable. Once children reach an age where they can understand things, they're welcomed into our private Polka Academy, taught by Lorrie and others as instructors.

Lorrie admits that cat-beastkin are fickle and demanding, but the teaching staff—elves and dragons with decades to centuries of experience in each field—are exceptionally talented. Some of the little ones have even shown magical aptitude comparable to Aelina's.
Of course, since they don't share her lifespan, they'll never quite reach her level in the end.

"This whole situation where almost everyone here is my child... it's a weird way to put it, but I feel disconnected from it."

"It means every single one of them knows you're their dad, right?"

"Yeah, but there are two hundred of them..."

"And besides, that's not all of them, is it?"

"...Yeah, actually, it isn't."

Sighing while standing behind the main hall of Polka Academy with Claudio.
Of course, children who haven't reached an age of reason aren't allowed in school yet. And although Claudio is only ten, thanks to his mother Hilda's genes, he's exceptionally bright—he's already mastered most core subjects on his own and's treated like a graduate.
What a contrast to Peter, who still spends all his time chasing after breasts.

By the way, the academy operates only during the six winter months when everyone has free time; during summer, students return to their hometowns. Besides cat-beastkin, there are children from elf-like families and even some born to courtesans, plus enrollees from Polka Town and Granchi.
But honestly, most of the ones showing up for the opening ceremony are my kids.

Especially the cats—they reliably gather because dragons transport them here. Since this started as an extension of the church temple's education program, they've inherited a laid-back attitude: even if you skip the opening or closing ceremonies, it's perfectly fine.
But attending all sessions doesn't earn you any medals or special recognition, does it?

There is one benefit though—while enrolled at the academy, lodging and meals are free. Since most of the students are my children anyway, the same arrangement naturally extended to external enrollees too.
Half of their accommodation involves helping out at an inn we operate, while the other half stays at Vaper Palace—which is strictly for my kids only.

For the boys, staying completely naked in paradise might be too stimulating, so I strongly recommend them stick to regular lodging. Some argue girls should be okay too, but since the female slaves said, "It's mostly women anyway, so it should be fine," I just nodded along. Of course, undressing isn't mandatory.
But cat-beastkin are so naturally laid-back that they end up completely naked without any hesitation.

Looking ahead, maintaining a policy of never doing anything inappropriate with my daughters seems very difficult in this situation. Should I try to negotiate with the Baron or Kristie to set up another inn run by family members?
...But expanding our inn business too much might complicate the question of "who exactly am I?"

I'm just a blacksmith—the owner of Smisson's Arms Shop. And despite that, crossbow teams are still the only ones bringing in work for us.

"Hmm..."

"I've always thought you have weird problems, Dad."

"Well, it's because I'm such a weird dad... sorry about that."

Since my parenting style differs so drastically from other fathers, explaining things to my growing children has become increasingly difficult. Recently, I've been relying on the excuse: "Well, I'm just a weird dad."
Because I'm a weird dad, having too many moms is unavoidable. Because I'm a weird dad, it's hard for anyone to understand how I make money.
And because I'm a weird dad, making a forty-year-old man sleep with a fifteen-year-old newbie female slave as his 'mom'... well, no, that part is really painful.

Outwardly, the older female slaves are now considered wives rather than slaves, though they still don't seem to care much about the distinction. Broadly speaking, anyone in the female slave status who gives birth or makes significant contributions earns the title of 'wife' externally.
Recently, more female slaves have been added—not intentionally, but somehow they keep increasing.

I really shouldn't be getting any new pregnant daughters at Aelina's age... Unfortunately, I can't hold firm against enthusiastic candidates forever—that's a bad habit—and ended up conceiving again, complete with a celebration party. Not many of my children seem to accept this with the phrase "Well, it's just because I'm such a weird dad."

"I want to be as boastful of a father as possible... but I'm so strange there's nothing to boast about."

"Hmm. To me, you're just an ordinary proud dad."

"Claudio is such a good kid..."

My heart softened slightly.

But how can a ten-year-old find anything admirable in a father who spends every single day soaking in the hot springs completely naked while dozens of 'moms' urinate white streams down his legs? Even thinking about it myself, I can't come up with any points to be proud of.

"Everyone says you're legendary among Dark Elves for having stronger sexual desires than grandfathers."

"Wait. No, um... first of all, who's 'everyone'?"

"Moms like Hilda, Cosmos, Mira, Noelle..."

"In Dark Elf culture, telling a ten-year-old something like that...!"

Sex education is way too early.

Actually, I think my past self was way too slow. At ten years old, I didn't understand real sex and ended up playing 'natural hand-holding' with Apple instead.
But how can mothers openly tell their ten-year-olds, "Your dad is really good at sex," explaining the exact meaning? And teaching them about your grandfather's sexual history too?

"At least in Tark, if you say 'Andy, the son-in-law of Onyx,' everyone knows who you're talking about."
Well, that probably means people will point behind your back.

"I don't mind the circumstances that led to this situation, but I wouldn't want you to brag about these things... First and foremost, I'd like you to find charm with just one person at a time."

Gently patting Claudio's head as I advised him.
Claudio, true to his elven heritage, has delicate features almost indistinguishable from a girl's. His hair is slightly longer than the average boy's, so if he dressed as a woman, few would spot him immediately.

Girls tend to like beautiful things regardless. If such a handsome boy grows into a handsome young man, he'll surely become extremely popular and enjoy a far more privileged youth than I did. But first and foremost, I want him to truly understand the importance of one-on-one relationships.
The thought of my own child getting crushed by trying to create a harem like mine immediately is just too much for me to bear.

"Hmm..."
Claudio looked troubled after hearing that.
You really thought having a harem was basic, huh...?

"Actually, I prefer boys more than girls..."

My son let out a shocking whisper.

"...Eh?"

"Eh, uh, no, I meant _somewhat_ more boys, you know?"

"...Oh, right."

The father flustered.
N-no, think carefully. Think about it properly.

Hilda is now the perfect wife and mother, but she's originally a dual-wielder. She has plenty of repertoire when it comes to mixing with girls too.
Such an open-minded mother wouldn't deny her son's preferences in any way.
Given how adorable Claudio is, finding a boyfriend shouldn't be difficult for him anyway. Plus, he said "somewhat"—he's not uninterested in women at all; his strike zone is just overly broad.

Since I've enslaved so many different races as female slaves, who am I to criticize Claudio's wide range of love?

"P-papa doesn't... uh, I don't think you'd do that kind of thing either. Yeah. Our directions are different, but cats go wild during the full moon and end up doing weird things with each other..."

That's right. Homosexuality isn't abnormal at all.
I've seen it around me too. It just happened to be mostly female examples in my vicinity, so I didn't notice much.

OK. Calm down.

"...Thanks."

Even while flustered, Claudio smiled at me like an angel for acknowledging my minority sexual preference.

"Ugh... I can just a little bit feel what Hilda's feeling. Even if Claudie has some preferences that might make you uncomfortable, you wouldn't say anything cruel to this smile of hers, would you?"

"When it comes to using the hole in her ass, Tettesama taught me plenty about it... and Hildamama said quite a few people in Tark are into it. I'm sure she'll get a boyfriend pretty soon."

"...Tettes..."

A complex mixture of emotions arises in the female slaves who have unnecessarily over-prepared the environment for Claudie.
Complaining would be awkward, but... ugh.

Among the children lately, the most active one is Frena, Naiya's daughter.
At first, she tried to learn swordsmanship from Naiya but lacked talent. However, after learning dance from Noelle-san and Lukino-san, she began improving rapidly.
Her athletic ability is truly inherited from her mother Naiya; she flawlessly traces the lively dark elf dance steps with her small body.
That's good, but...

While she looks like Naiya in appearance, she has grown into a troublesome child who loves pranks: throwing eggs at people, stealing food, and then quickly disappearing into the alleys of the town.
Grancy and Polka would be used to this, so there's still a chance to find her, but even in the capital or Tark, she vanishes in an instant, making it impossible to let one's guard down.
If we searched using the dragons' hearing, we'd find her immediately, but unfortunately, after being found out several times this way, she learned from the experience and, at just eleven years old, independently developed a magic spell to change her voice. She wasted no time running around the capital to display her pointless genius.
In the end, Naiya finally snapped, pursuing her with full seriousness using that continent's top-tier physical abilities, leaving a legend in the capital... but let's put that aside for now.

If only she didn't have that prankish habit, she'd be a good child... or is that just parental bias?
Lately, every time Frena leaves Grancy, Emma has become extremely vigilant. Even if you say "it doesn't need to be this extreme," one can't help but feel that way.

"Regardless of pranks, the dangerous places she chooses for escape routes are due to her clumsily learning acrobatic dances. Running around rooftops and water channels with a child's physical abilities... it could lead to irreversible consequences."

"...Yeah."

What's irreversible even after healing with Polka's spirit spring or Breakcore's regenerative treatment? Simply put: death. Humans can die just from falling down stairs if they land badly; children are even more vulnerable.

"We have to make her stop as soon as possible somehow."

"But, you know... how can I make her stop by telling her? 'Don't do it because it's dangerous,' is something Mother Naiya has said countless times already."

"For example, making her actually feel some light pain..."

"...If it can be kept light, that would be fine."

"...Since we've already made Naiya-san really angry once, doing something even worse than that won't have any effect... It's hard to keep it 'light.'"

Naiya getting angry means something very serious happened, you know. Even more so...

"Hmm... Maybe because Naiya is always around, she doesn't feel scary at all. So maybe someone else... like giving her a scolding from someone truly dangerous, like Laila..."

"Would a child who constantly provokes dragons understand the terror of Lady Laila?"

"...I see. So in the end, you think dragons will hold back? Then maybe give it to Tettes or Cosmos-san or Lady... someone else with a different kind of danger."

"That's still just the fear of the adult world..."

"Hmm..."

Finding an effective way to scold a child who's too used to scary people is quite difficult.
What should we do?

It turned out to be an unexpected, well, something like that—Elenia herself who solved this.

"Just stop making those annoying pranks towards Frena, right?"

"Well, yeah..."

"Things like that won't work even if adults try desperately."

Elenia said that and took on the task.

A few days later, when Frena came to Polka, she was caught boldly trying to trick a baron in the middle of the town.

"How long are you going to keep doing such boring things? You're eleven years old already; aren't you too childish?"

She looked down at Frena with cold eyes, giving her her full attention.

"U... w-what do you want, you're still..."

"You learned proper feminine dances from Mother Noelle, yet this country bumpkin can only do boyish games. Hah."

...So the strategy was to tease each other's pride between children?
Thinking about it now, I feel like around that age, we used to view "adults" as a monolithic group. At least back then.
When viewed as objects of teasing, no matter how great or impressive someone is, there's little difference.

But she's not one of those "objects." She's on the other side of the line; if we don't admonish her from the child's perspective, it won't work.
...As expected, Frena easily fell for Elenia's provocation.
Perhaps partly because they were half-sisters of relatively similar ages and always aware of each other.
"Polka is even more rural than Grancy! Even though you act like an adult, you're just a simple dad-dog yourself! You're even more childish!"

...Hey. She's talking to you, Elenia. Looking at your recent behavior, there's absolutely no counterargument you can make.

But I thought that, Elenia seemed completely unfazed.

"Kids' brains only go up to that level anyway."

"...Ugh, it makes me angry... just because you're a year or two older!"

"I wish both boys and girls would stop getting lost in these silly pranks by the time they're six or seven. Seriously, how long are you going to keep doing this? Are you being spoiled by your mother?"

"M-my mom is strict!"

Don't make mothers too much of a joke. Selen is quite spoiled herself. At least I've never seen her get angry. You definitely haven't either.
...Thinking about it now, while Polka's environment allows mothers to share responsibilities, Naiya seems to be struggling with her teenage daughter. Maybe she should visit Grancy more frequently?
Even though I sometimes come by, usually I have to play both father and mother roles simultaneously.

"Besides... since Papa doesn't really pay attention to me properly, that's why I can say these things, Frena."

"Wa..."

"Everyone's saying it, right? Papa is special... If you truly understand the meaning of that, you won't be able to act like a child anymore...♪"

Elenia instantly shifted her expression from the usual childish aura to something chillingly alluring and intoxicated, as if sensing the other children nearby.

Frena looked confused at Elenia's unreadable demeanor.

"W-what are you... talking about? But, Dad... I don't even know why he's so popular..."

"That's because she only sees that kind of Papa. Because she doesn't understand... she probably thinks he's just a carefree pervert."

Elenia leaned in close to Frena and whispered.

"The real Papa... makes Mother Naiya, Aurora-sis, Mother Diane, even the dragons... everyone falls head over heels for him. He's a man who can make even the strongest women want children. Haven't you ever really thought about what it means that such a man actually exists nearby...?"

"...h..."

"...Hah hah. After all, he's an o-ko-sa-ma♪"

"T-thinking of father like that... t-that's weird...!"

"...The opposite of 'weird' is 'normal.' Papa isn't normal at all. You know that, right?"

"But..."

No good. No good, Elenia.
You're acting very much like Selen now. Like when the atmosphere gets dangerous.
Even so, don't try to drag your half-sister down that twisted path.

Feeling a sense of crisis, I tried to step in and stop her, but we were intercepted by another mysterious group of half-elves: Selen, Apple, and Anzolos, who had also hidden behind the same wall.

"Let Elenia handle this here, okay? ♪"

"Andy-san, you haven't touched Elenia-chan yet, right?... So how can you have such an understanding level."

"Selen's daughter is truly impressive... I don't even have confidence in my own ability to articulate Andy's charm properly, yet she can speak of it so thoroughly."

"Our child really causes trouble... If Elenia-chan persuades her as she is now, she should calm down a bit."

Everyone's mesmerized by Elenia's snake-like tongue.

"If this keeps up, we're gonna end up making both Elenia and Flenna look like absolute father-failures, right? Isn't that the kind of mistake we should've made them feel the full weight of?"

"Andy's just a weird dad anyway♪"

"Well, there's nothing we can do about it."

"I think if we cast contraception magic, we'll be fine."

"If Flenna turns out to be properly girly... then maybe we could even treat her like a female slave."

"No, Neia! You're really dwelling on this?! That's something you absolutely shouldn't say as a parent!! And it's way over the line even as a husband!?"

"Because I thought Flashlight Sword would step in and act as a father figure for a bit... but it totally didn't work. It's nothing more than a story-telling machine."

I, I really need to try harder as a father. As a father.

...Why won't everyone stop touching my daughter like that?
Ten Years After Four
By the time Basson was still fumbling with sleeve lengths, Polka had already turned into a winter landscape.
The coniferous forests were draped in snow, and the grasslands had transformed into blinding white deserts.
I used to cry for no reason at that utterly desolate sight when I was a child, now looking back on it with nostalgia. A world stretching endlessly in every direction, stripped of all color... though perhaps that was just a misunderstanding, or maybe a daydream.
When you're young and life is so short, tomorrow feels impossibly far away; next spring seems like a distant future so remote you might even doubt if it'll truly come.
No matter how many times my parents told me, "Once spring arrives, the world will turn green again," that promise always felt like it belonged to some unreachable horizon.
...I once mentioned this to Anzeros, and he just said, "So that's what seeing the world from the countryside feels like." Being raised in the city, where he encounters so many different things every single day, he apparently couldn't understand why anyone would feel despair over a snowy scene.
Everyone else was either from places with little snow or from ancient barriers within forests where winter never comes, so only Neia and Johnny really empathized. Keir, being an idiot, just ended it with "What the hell is that?"

When I asked the children about it, they simply didn't understand the worldview I felt—that the whole world had turned completely white.
"If you ride a dragon, you can go to Celesta even in winter; things are always normal there."
"I'm looking forward to staying at Tark during the Spirit Festival!"
"Tark sounds great! Can't I get invited to Cosmo's mom's place sooner?"
Peter got hit with a stunned look from Elenia. Claudio remained, as always, an angel.
Still, it's amusing to think that thanks to dragons, we've been living on a completely different scale from the very beginning.
By the way, the Spirit Festival is a tradition where all the dragons gather the children of Polka and send them to Tark, so everyone can enjoy Onyx's party together. Once that's done, they return immediately for Polka's New Year's celebration.
Among the children, Tark's Spirit Festival seems to be seen as a recreational trip, while Polka's New Year's is more like a recital or presentation.
In reality, the main branch of House Onyx is incredibly indulgent toward our kids. They host grand parties where they let them eat their fill, and give out presents and pocket money too. There's no discrimination among them—not just for children with Ashton Minister's bloodline, but also for cat-beastfolk hybrids, white elf half-breeds, of course the prostitutes from Cosmo's household, or even Peter.
I started thinking that once we hit over a hundred kids, it might become troublesome, but the magnificent Nancy said, "If you're stingy when these children are so excited about it, can this really be called a banquet of the greatest Dark Elf merchant guild?" and Carlos had no choice but to agree.
But please stop saying things like, "If anyone lays a hand on my daughter, I'll absolutely cut them down regardless of how angry Nancy gets!" every time you see my face. The kids are imitating it too much! And besides, my daughter is only five; that's way too young.

###PARA

As for the children who rarely participate in such events, it's inevitably those from Tetes due to their place of residence.

There are twin siblings: the older sister is Sonia, and the younger brother is Tyrus. Especially Tyrus is expected as the next Marquis of Buster and is doted on by his grandfather, Grandpa Eagle.

"Long time no see, Father."

"Yeah, it's been two months."

I regularly visit the Marquis's mansion in Rennest to meet with the siblings.

Most other children live in Polka anyway, and if winter comes, they'll come to Polka Academy and see each other every day. But these two are different.

Grandpa Eagle took matters into his own hands regarding the naming rights, so while it wouldn't be impossible to forcibly bring them to Polka, living there wouldn't necessarily offer them a better life than what they have here. Besides, Tetes seems to display elegant social graces as the Marquis of Buster whenever he's around here, so I don't think it's right to force too much truth about their mother onto the children.

Still, I'm wondering lately if this kind of life is a bit correct for a father... or maybe not...

After all, isn't love what truly matters? Well, in my case... with over 200 children... and spending about half the day mating in the palace... it's complicated.

Despite the troubles, the siblings are growing up wisely, fitting both their noble status and their heritage as Tetes' offspring.

"Father, I have a question today."

"Hmm? Well, since you're my child, just ask normally without any preamble."

"Yes. Actually... the other day, Mother and I visited the headquarters of the Gauntlet Knights," Tyrus said, shaking his neatly trimmed hair in a boyish manner while making an odd expression.

"As soon as Grand Knight Commander Ferios saw me, he collapsed... and it seems somehow my fault. Mother and Knight Commander Berga isolated us in separate rooms. After some time, we were released."

"...Hmm."

"It appears to be related to Father... but when I asked Mother, she didn't give a clear answer."

"...Well, Tyrus, I think it's because you look like me."

"Huh? That's often said," he replied.

If I dressed up my childhood self as a noble lady, I'd become Tyrus. He looks so much like me that I can assert it with certainty.

In this regard, setting aside Peter who inherited the name, it seems the legitimate line of the Smaysion family has gone to Tyrus.

"Could it be that Father also reacts the same way when meeting Grand Knight Commander Ferios?"

"…I'll try a bit harder next time I meet you, but maybe it's because seeing your face caught me off guard."

I look away. When Ferris is forced to sit with me, he inevitably transforms into Black Ferris. He won't actually attack, of course, but he insists on wearing his mask and claiming to be someone else entirely.

As the head of Gold Arms, I really hope you'll stop these eccentricities soon. Or rather, Mr. Alex (the former Lord Buster) keeps asking me every time we meet, "Can't you do something about this?" It's genuinely awkward when he says it to me.

"It's no good… but honestly, the resemblance isn't your fault."

The head of Gold Arms is a national hero.

While the former Lord Buster, once known as the Demon Man, and the other three from my youth have all retired, new Gold Arms are emerging. Among them, I remain immensely popular in Renfanggas thanks to my combat prowess utilizing Earth Drive and my striking appearance.

Yet, I can't even have a proper conversation with someone like that. It's hardly pleasant for either of us.

"…But Mom and Sonia always say it's wonderful that I look like Dad."

"That's just… well,"

"…?"

"Hair… I think."

"…Y-yes, I suppose. That's reassuring."

The former Lord Buster once grew his hair back with magic, but the Queen told him, "It feels wrong," so he gave up on hair transplants. His receding hairline has now gone all the way to the back of his head.

Thinking about that bloodline sends even a twelve-year-old shuddering.

Of course, just because we share facial features doesn't mean my hair will behave the same way. There's still a chance I'm purely a member of the Buster family in that regard.

Don't get careless, son. I think things will probably work out if you come to Polka, but…

Sonia bears no resemblance to me at all.

Her delicate, bright golden hair curls tightly at the tips, her eyelashes are long, her jawline is slim, and her refined features scream "noble lady." She looks perfect in any of those overly ornate noble gowns.

It's strange that despite being twins with Tyrus, she doesn't resemble Tetes either. According to Tetes, she looks more like their mother.

In stories like this, it's a classic trope for someone to wonder, "Is he really my child?" But since my younger twin brother is so much like me, there's absolutely no room for doubt.

Still, Eagle's feelings are somewhat understandable given the age gap and how stunningly beautiful she is.

…Yet, despite that, she seems to have inherited Tetes' talent as a warrior; her physical abilities are extraordinarily high.

"Dad, you were here."

"Yeah, I said I'd come… but where did you go?"

"To the Gauntlet Knights' training facility!"

"…Didn't Grandpa Eagle forbid that? Said it could leave scars on your face."

"No worries, no worries. Mom even said, 'Go to Polka; any injury will heal there, so just give it a shot.'"

"…So you want to join the Gauntlet Knights?"

"Hmm, not really? I just find swordsmanship interesting. I might even beat Berga soon."

"…No, yeah. It's impressive, but if you get seriously hurt, I can see why Grandpa would be angry."

Berga, is he really going to let a twelve-year-old like me almost defeat him? He's probably just holding back and letting me get cocky.

…But on the other hand, there's that nagging thought: "Maybe…" No wait, if she's not seriously considering joining the Gauntlet despite her age, what does that mean? If she has high aspirations as a warrior, that's fine, but if not, I really hope she stops putting herself in danger with those beautiful combat drills.

Sure, injuries can be healed by going to Polka or relying on Break Cores, but that's only if the injury doesn't kill you. There's still a one-in-a-million chance of dying in a training accident. I don't want to imagine that.

"Anyway, why does getting stronger mean joining the Gauntlet Knights? Fighting monsters isn't fun at all. If anything, letting a dragon breathe on you would be faster."

"That kind of counting by 'dragon breathes' is something Dad shouldn't even think about."

Well, we do end up responding to Renfanggas's requests and aiding in major monster invasions every year.

But doing it too much affects international relations, so lately, we've been holding back from wiping them out completely. Still, the fact that I hold the command authority might be causing some distortion in my daughter's perception of things.

"Anyway, if you have the arms to become a Gauntlet Knight, you should definitely aim for Ace Knight. Foreigners can take the exam and get awarded one too, right?"

"…Why would Ace Knight be better?"

"Because they get songs written about them."

That's the reason?

...Well, sure, I haven't really heard many bards sing about Gauntlet Knights. Probably because if you're just kicking monsters' asses all day, there's not much story to make into a heroic epic.

"If we're going to do this, I'd rather be the star of some great hero poem like Siegfried Becker!"

"...Y-Yeah, that sounds good."

"Aww, but... if I become an Ace Knight, I'll have to work for the Celesta Army. Then my dream..."

"...No, you can still pursue other dreams through different channels."

"...Mm-hmm."

A twelve-year-old with a thousand dreams. Not bad.

The beautiful girl, who bears no resemblance to her parents, shifts her gaze slightly and blushes.

"...I want to work alongside Mom just like Dad does..."

"Ahh... well..."

As a child's dream, it's perfectly healthy. Seeing their parents' example, she admires them and wishes to follow in their footsteps.

Her parents might even be moved to tears by this.

But first off, Tetes is already putting on quite the air of a capable noble here—meaning there's a disconnect between her image and reality.

And that reality involves me and the other female slaves flying around the world while constantly engaging in sex in our "flying fuck room," occasionally handling negotiations for the S&F Foundation's operations.

Even though we've been using contraception since having two kids, Tetes—who looks barely twenty despite being in her thirties thanks to frequent visits to Polka—is well into her prime as a woman and her libido is only growing stronger.

Having my daughter aspire to become a mother like that... I'm not sure if I should encourage it or worry about it.

"Swordsmanship is fun, and I admire heroic poems too... but yeah, I still want to work with Mom."

"...Go for it. But I think Sonia has plenty of other talents as well, surely."

I offer encouragement while looking away.

She's only twelve. She can change her dreams many times over; maybe she'll find something else that suits her better.

It's just too awkward to reveal the truth about her father and mother from me.

"Oh... one more thing."

"Mm-hmm."

"...Once I've gained some confidence, I want to settle things with Frena of Grance."

"Settle it!?"

What's Frena even doing? You never could cut it with a sword in the end, could you?

"...The other day, when we met at Polka, she threw a spider toy at me... and I was so shocked I almost leaked..."

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

Frena. If you don't stop pranking everyone indiscriminately, you're going to die.

"I chased her seriously but she got away... oh well, I've finally figured out how to use Earth Drive properly too, so this time I'll make her apologize."

"...Let me or Tetes handle that. We'll set up a proper reconciliation meeting."

"That won't work! Something's wrong!"

The beautiful noble girl grits her teeth, frustration seeping through her words.

No, honestly, even if Polka is said to fix things, I don't want my daughters going at each other for real.

But... yeah, if the parents intervene and force a resolution while on business trips, resentment will only fester anyway.

"...So when I meet Sonia next time, I'll take the initiative and do a full-on sincere apology first."
The "flying fuck room" takes off from Lennest.
From the window, I wave goodbye to the children, then turn back inside and let out a sigh.
...Actually, Frena came along this time too. That was close.

Since I've been hanging out with Mia around town, there's always a chance we might run into each other by accident.

"Kneeling like that? That's ridiculous. Sonia gets all teary over such a tiny prank; she's just weird."

Frena turns her head sharply to the side... clad in a bra without cups and panties without crotch, in nothing but erotic lingerie.

She's still too young to carry any real allure, but being dressed like this in the "sex room" is clearly meant as a countermove against Elenia.

That's right—Elenia is here too, wearing almost the exact same outfit.

Of course, I didn't give any orders for this nonsense.

"Well, Sonia's pretty fickle anyway; she'll forget about it by spring♪ And now, Master, please pull out your little dick♪"

There's also Tetes, the current Count Buster acting as our leader, dressed in the same ridiculous getup.

"...No way, you're really going to make me do this? With a kid? This has to be totally out of bounds."

"Master, what we're about to do isn't breeding—it's just some skinship."

"Skinship that involves using your penis is never 'just' skinship."

"Both of you confirmed everything so thoroughly; stop whining. If you keep acting up, Elenia will get annoyed."

"W-wait a minute! But... where does this even start?"

On the way to Lennest, Tetes had proposed it and I'd enthusiastically shown him how serious I was about having real sex.

If he was so interested, instead of hesitating and hiding things, I should have just shown him the truth and shocked him... so I ejaculated roughly four times into each of Tetes' three holes.

Tetes prefaced it all by saying, "This is what lovers do; fathers don't usually do this. If I had to choose between doing this with that old eagle guy or dying, I'd rather be killed outright," and then he indulged himself thoroughly—but the two of us watching intently didn't feel afraid at all.

Elenia has always had abnormal desires directed toward me anyway, but Frena is probably just trying to compete with Elenia for half her actions. At least I thought I could make her drop out... but so far, that goal remains unfulfilled.

"It's okay, it's okay. Fellatio is safe, Papa-san♪"

"...Yeah, there's no way a girl touching her father's dick is normal."

I slowly and painfully erect my penis for Tetes and offer it to both daughters.

Elenia dives in immediately, while Frena squints her eyes but still leans closer.

Tetes places his hands behind my waist and gently moves my penis up and down with a swaying motion.

"It smells so erotic, doesn't it? The scent of fatherhood... the smell of all that fucking you did just now with me♪"

"...Y-yes..."

"...It stinks."

What kind of situation is this really? Sighing, I try to hide even a tiny bit of the arousal that's already started.

My eldest daughter Elenia, whom I've raised carefully. Frena, who bounces back but has a lonely heart at her core and loves getting attention.

My two adorable daughters are leaning their faces toward my penis, ready to give me fellatio.

This situation is truly wrong, yet I can't completely deny the strange surge of excitement I'm feeling.

"...Nnn..."

And then...

Elenia slowly closes her eyes with hesitation and kisses the side of my glans.

Seeing this, Frena wiggles her lips, unsure whether to say something or just keep competing, her small mouth twisting in confusion as she looks up at me.

She squeezes her eyes shut, shrugs it off with a "whatever," sticks out her tongue, and licks the opposite side of my glans like she's probing it.

"...Eh..."

"No, seriously, if you hate it just stop anytime, Frena. You don't have to force yourself."

"...It doesn't taste good... b-but really, why don't you put some sugar on it...?"

"...Putting sugar on a penis is a bit much."

She's still a kid, I realize, and calm down.

But Elenia watches Frena's reaction, smiles, and then takes my glans into her mouth as if claiming it all for herself.

"Aaaah..."
"♪"
Elenia kept her mouth wrapped around just the glans, teasing the underside of the corona with her tongue.
Normally, she could handle it. Fellatio was something both Tetes and Anzelo were good at; Apple and the other dragons, as well as the prostitutes, would often challenge him to prove their superiority over those mere daughters who only offered their bodies in hopes of pregnancy.
But now that his beloved daughter had finally accepted his cock into her mouth, knowing it was an act to make him cum... yet he'd let his mucous membranes meet it anyway... a shock that was neither excitement nor despair rippled through his body.
And then, slightly after realizing that this physical pleasure had compensated for everything else, he tried to hold back, but his body was heading straight for ejaculation.
With just the feel of his daughter's lips, tongue, and upper jaw, the father felt utterly shameless.

"Eh... E-leria...!!"

"Nn... uh...!?"

He ejaculated.
The sensation of super-concentrated seed rushing through the urethra went wild with a _drrrurururu_ sound, and a moment later he slammed the filth into his daughter's mouth without any mercy.
"Neh... n, ng... nyaah, buh... nnuu... ♪"
Elenia, however, swallowed that violent ejaculation right down her throat.
I don't taste it myself, but daughters who can suddenly drink semen are rare. Even among the prostitutes at Cosmo's place, there were girls who could only manage to hold it in and then spit it out.
But Elenia... she narrowed her eyes, occasionally gagging, letting some overflow from the corners of her mouth while moving her throat.
Was it a mental shock from the sudden ejaculation? A defensive reaction against the masculine scent that she'd never experienced in her life before? Or perhaps gratitude for having her wish fulfilled? While tears streamed down her face and her mouth was made sloppy by the semen, she didn't let go of his cock.
For a fleeting moment, my concern as a father vanished, and I thought, "What a lewd daughter."
After all, that's Selen's daughter.
Selen and my daughter.
Some part of me came to terms with the fact that she was supposed to be lewd, and in disgust at myself, I hastily pulled out my cock and tried to show care.
"Oh, hey... s-sorry, I got careless... Are you okay, Elenia?"
"Efu... efu, kefu... hehe, drank Andi's... semen."
"t... t..."
Elenia made a terrible face but laughed anyway.
A shiver-inducing sensuality.
The confidence and superiority of feeling "I know what men are like," along with the will that felt like an ultimatum—"I've tasted your semen"—made me tremble anew at the magnitude of my sin.
And then, another daughter was frantically devouring his lower half as a father's.
"Nn... n, it's really... delicious... something like this...!"
"Frena... hey, wait...!"
"You're eating this so happily... hmu, nn... slurp... I can't believe it... ♪"
Wait, why was she licking while saying that? So carefully.
But I couldn't utter a word. My instincts were tied up in rejection by her daughter's fervent tongue worship.
Tetes smiled.
"...Don't panic... there's plenty of time until Polka,♪"

That night, the daughters continued to suckle their father's penis repeatedly until their bellies swelled with semen.
In the end, I lay down without even the willpower to think.
...This is bad stuff.
Ten Years After Five
A few days before the Spirit Festival, a fleet of "Shacks"—private transport vessels from Polka Academy—will take to the skies, packed with dozens of children.

My personal "Bedroom," aside, these Shacks are three-tiered bunk-laden beasts dubbed "Flying Children's Rooms," designed for mass evacuations. The official capacity is eighteen per vessel—one kid per bed—but since they're kids, if you stretch a bit, two or three can squeeze into one bunk without breaking the back. That bumps the max load to around forty per ship.

In reality, we've got plenty of dragons on standby, so cramming isn't strictly necessary—it's just theoretical overkill. But this winter day? We're gonna run them at full tilt. Summer Spirit Festivals don't involve kids, and even for Polka's opening/closing ceremonies, we rarely mobilize the whole bunch at once.

"Everyone, lock down confirmed?"
Once the kids were aboard, I made sure every dragon handling a Shack double-checked their seals. A few years back, one kid tried to pee mid-flight, fell out of the hatch, and nearly got crushed. Thanks to another dragon catching him mid-plummet, he survived—but since then, we've sealed all windows and doors with anti-opening wards. No exceptions while airborne.

Kids are unpredictable. They do dumb stuff. Worrying too much? Nah.

"Confirmed."

"All set."

"I've checked mine."

"It's shut tight."

The dragons held up their end too. Even with all this, accidents happen, so it's standard practice to send a lone scout dragon at the rear of the formation carrying nothing—just in case. This time, I'm calling on Silver Dragon Solis-chan for that duty.

"Usually, we land every hour for bathroom breaks. Some kids still leak anyway, but hey, they're kids. Can't help it."
With adults only, we space out breaks every two or three hours. With kids? We go easy on 'em. A few always lag behind during those stops, wandering off like drunkards—but each dragon keeps a sharp eye, so total disappearances are rare. Sometimes, though, you get outliers like Frena—full-on reckless idiots (and right now, she's the only one). So we let her go, move to the next waypoint, then come back… and sure enough, she'd been abandoned, sobbing her heart out thinking no one cares. Kids. Yeah.

Since then, whenever Frena rides in a "Children's Room" transport, Nea insists on sharing the same Shack to keep an eye on her.

"Alright, let's lift off. Basson, you're good till tonight. Tark by tomorrow evening. Don't worry about timing—we'll adjust as needed."
As usual, I laid out the route for the dragons. Since transport crews rotate via lottery each time, I gotta give detailed orders every single run.

Half my subordinates' dragons are handling this haul; the rest are on loan from both Crystal and Mist Palaces—well, more like "business trips." Those left behind? Naturally, they're sticking around in my "Bedroom" to cater to me.

"My turn lying back and getting carried hasn't happened in ages," one muttered.

"I could ride with Solis-chan if you want."

"Hmm. I don't mind a little luxury."

Inside the "Bedroom," Leila lay blissfully on her bed, smiling like a kid who just got what she wanted. A dozen or so others filled the cramped cabin: female slaves, courtesans from Tark's return trip to Cosmos Boutique, maids from the Maid Corps—all fully nude or barely clothed, as always. Too tight for everyone to stretch out flat, so some sat on bed edges or wardrobe benches. Still, total nudity was non-negotiable.

And mixed in among them? Elenia.

"...What now?"

"I was hoping Elen would ride in the Children's Room."

"No way! It's fine! I-I mean, if Andy's having sex... it doesn't bother me or anything!"

"...Awkward."

My bright-gold-haired daughter, with her asymmetrical bob slightly longer on one side. A lanky teen figure, still growing—but even so, those full breasts already hint at the mature curves of her mother. Cute... no wait, not in that way. As a father, I shouldn't look like that. But damn, yeah. If she keeps developing like this, guys'll be stuck on her instantly.

Watching her try to hold her own against the glamorous dragons, dark elves, and her own mother's naked form around her? Adorable.

"But... having Papa go full-blown with Mom right in front of my daughter feels kinda embarrassing, doesn't it?"

"Selen, 'embarrassed' covers it all too neatly..."

"But don't you want to make a little sister for Elenia?"

"No way. Why assume it's gotta be a sister? Wouldn't a brother work just as well?"

"Still, somehow I get the feeling it'll end up being another girl."

Selen flushed, yet she pressed herself against me without hesitation, boldly leaning in to plant a kiss on my cheek.
Naturally, completely naked. In front of her daughter, she was living out her雌性 instincts with zero shame.

Just like Selen, most of the female slaves weren't satisfied with having given birth once and deciding that's enough for child-making. They were far from done; their minds were brimming with a desire to keep procreating.
A gap of ten years or so wouldn't even be an unusual interval if they were breeding with elves or dragons. Even though that kind of age difference would make human siblings look like brothers and sisters, among elves it felt more like twins born within months of each other.

That's why, despite Neia struggling to keep up with Frena, and Luna—who already had six children—still continuing their efforts, they were all fully active sexual partners...
"Just so Elenia doesn't get taken by Papa as a dad too, I'll have to try my best too♪"
She boldly declared herself his rival right in front of her daughter.

...Yeah, but seriously, Selen, what exactly are you doing?

"That's wonderful! I really hope we can all grow up this harmoniously."
Cosmos placed a hand on her cheek, gazing at Selen and Elenia with evident envy.

"...Is there some sign that things won't stay so harmonious?"

"Papa says he prefers Uncle Carlos over me," Anemone blurted out. "Kids get easily tricked into liking whoever gives them presents..."

"No, that's pretty normal, isn't it?"

"But Primula clearly understands the charm of Papa's little something down there."

"Wait. What are you teaching Primula, Cosmos? She's only four!"

Not good. I thought she was at least reasonably balanced in her outlook, though maybe a few screws had come loose.

"Isn't it natural for my own daughter to realize that 'the appeal of men lies not in their face, but in their little something'?"

"I think there's a problem with that."

And honestly, toddlers falling head over heels for their father's penis is truly problematic. She hasn't even fully developed her reasoning yet—that's why we're keeping her here at the Vaper Palace.

"Hmph. If you waste time on such strange back-and-forth chatter, we'll miss our next rest stop and land before anyone can even finish releasing. So just get moving!"
Lyra interjected, goading them.

Still, when it came to raising children—especially regarding this abnormal approach to sex education—we really needed to have a serious, honest discussion about it.

"...And yet," Elenia spoke up quietly as I turned back toward Cosmos, "Andy, stop dragging out all these awkward things now that we've gotten this far. It's kinda gross."

"Tch..."

I collapsed under the weight of her words.

When your daughter calls you 'gross' without any conditions... it feels like an unavoidable curse for a father.

No, I understand. Yeah. The fact that a man has gathered dozens of women completely naked besides his spouse and actually brought his daughter into a room where they're seriously making babies means that no amount of moralizing will make him sound credible. That much is clear.
I could just accept everything with open arms—whether it's my daughter or anyone else, if she wants to be held, then I'll take them all! Or even worse, I could act like some domineering tyrant saying exactly that. Those kinds of thoughts might actually make things easier to handle.

But still... as humans, I believe there are certain lines we must not cross. No matter how twisted the situation becomes, we shouldn't turn a blind eye to problems like this. There will always be issues we absolutely cannot ignore.

"Sure, sure. We get it, Andy. Both Selen and I know you're thinking carefully about your kids' futures."
Selen helped me stand up again.

"That said, since we've already made our resolve and came here..." She grinned playfully. "♪ Let's just go with it!"

I have a feeling she doesn't really understand...

"Come on, Elenia. You've done oral already, right? Show Mommy the rest of the way too?"

"...I-I mean, is that okay?"

"Don't worry, don't worry. Papa's little something won't get soft after just one or two times, ♪"

As the hut lifted off, my father thrust his cock right before my daughter's eyes while we engaged in an exchange so questionable even for mother and daughter. My mother watched with a cheerful smile as her daughter took hold of it.

All the fellow passengers—Cosmos-san, Lyla, the other courtesans, maids, and everyone else on board—watched intently as Elenia, trembling slightly, dropped to all fours and began sucking his glans, caressing it inside her mouth.

"Come on, Ele-chan!"

"That's it, that's it. Don't lose your rhythm. If you push too hard and mess up the pace, you'll only delay the finish even more."

Their cheers came with subtly precise advice—probably because they were Cosmos-san's courtesans after all.

Listening to them, Elenia swayed her slender naked body back and forth, occasionally letting out a strained whine, yet she continued serving him bravely.

...And honestly, I want you to forgive my utterly pathetic father, whose endurance drops by half just from being sucked by Elenia. Let me tell you how much love is in that. The truth is, he's got no particularly amazing technique, but an overwhelming storm of guilt, taboo, and gratitude merges into one, amplifying the sensation with every stroke until it feels like the pleasure is coming to kill him. Not half—more than half. Maybe even more than that.

As a result, before I could even properly suck my own cock, I let out an undignified cry and my body tensed up weirdly, forcing myself to hold on.

"Aaah... Ele... this is bad... it's coming... I can't hold it anymore... AHHH!"

I hadn't grown a bit at all. I think this happened the last time too.

Elenia briefly pulled her mouth away, lapped her lips with her tongue, and then—
"Come on out, premature-dad... ♪"

Only in moments like this did she emphasize "daddy," before taking hold of it again.

"Eeeehh...!"

I couldn't hold it for a second and came. I aimed the stream of semen toward my daughter's throat and shot it out forcefully and generously.

"...Ugh... Really, when Ele-chan licks me, I always go premature..."

Selen grimaced wryly, then used two fingers to scoop up the semen overflowing from the edge of her daughter's lips and licked it off without any hesitation or embarrassment.

"Well then, may I let mommy get pregnant next?"

"Eh... um... so you're planning to use your daughter's blowjob as foreplay...?"

A twisted mother-daughter battle over the cock. Meanwhile, the fellow passengers watched this scene with gentle smiles but subtly glanced at me, signaling it was my turn next.

Toilets breaks once an hour. A slow pace with a large group.

There's still a long way to go until Tark.
