
It was at times like this that Rito remembered that Momo’s dad was the most powerful man in the galaxy—that she and her sisters were far, FAR more than merely royalty. They were to other princesses what emperors were to city governors and tribal chiefs. To call them rich and powerful would be an understatement on par with calling the universe “kind of big, I guess.” This was what Momo considered a date. This was what she considered a quiet night out for just the two of them. 

Rito looked around the 5-star gourmet restaurant, completely empty but for him, his date, and the entertainment. Momo had booked this whole place as effortlessly as a normal person ordering a burger at a fast food joint, not even asking about the price. The sum was evidently a pittance to her, the kind of insignificant pocket change that wouldn’t even be noticed if chucked out with the lint, an amount too small to be worth so much as bending over to pick it up off the ground. It was a trifle, not even a perceptible dent in her allowance.

…At least as far as he could tell. It was certainly possible that she was just playing up the aloofness in some kind of attempt to impress him, but why would she need to do that in the first place? It was usually the guy who had to impress the girl anyway, right? No, though conceivable, it was unlikely that her indifference to the price or the easy confidence with which she had set it up were an act. She almost certainly could afford to rent out this restaurant without any problem. After all, her father ruled the entire galaxy, and to them Earth was little more than a backwater territory about as prestigious as a tiny barbarian fief in the wilderness. 

But reserving this 5-star restaurant wasn’t even the thing that truly struck him with this renewed comprehension of the wealth and power of the Devilukean princesses. No, it was the entertainment—and the food—that really hit this home for him. 
Run and Kyoko were famous, beloved pop stars. Idols. Run was no less than the princess of an entire alien race! Yet here they were, hired to perform for his and Momo’s date as easily if they had been no more than a local garage band desperate for money and exposure. And it wasn’t just an ordinary kind of performance, no… of course, Momo would not settle for simply hiring these two to sing and dance for him the same as they did for any millions of other people at venues throughout Japan and even across the globe.

Rito stared up at the duo, who had started out their performance in short, frilly skirts and pretty, colorful blouses, clothes already a little bit more revealing than standard for idols. By this point, the pair were down to their panties, bare breasts bouncing and swaying, squashing and deforming under an exhibitionistic fondling as Run and Kyoko danced all but naked, performing a private strip show for Rito and Momo—really, mostly just for Rito. The girls were looking very into it, after all, and Rito knew that both of them had expressed quite sincere willingness to sleep with him in the past. Deep down, he understood.
Hell, Run even considered herself one of Lala’s rivals for his affections, didn’t she? She was outright in love with him. Convincing the pair to dance for him and show him their naked bodies had probably not been the most onerous part of arranging this performance. Run was more than happy to show her naked body, and he could very dimly, very faintly remember that she had somehow almost convinced him to have sex with her, one time… Kyoko was less established, but thinking back, he could recall seeing hints of interest from her as well. Not nearly as deeply seated or as fiercely passionate as with Run, but Kyoko also struck him as a little more worldly and cosmopolitan, a little more “adult” in some indescribable way. 
Run was shivering as she swung her hips, turning in circles atop the table so that Rito could see her virtually naked body from every angle. In spite of himself, his gaze roved over her hills and valleys, following every dip and rise of Run’s curvy form. She had a good figure all around, somewhere between Lala and Momo, and there was no part of her that could be compared particularly unfavorably with the other girls he had seen and been with. Every inch of her was well-shaped, and from the tips of her toes to the crown of her head, Run was truly a beautiful girl. 
Despite this, she had never stood out to him the most. Initially, there had been the off-putting element of her and Ren being kind of the same person, as far as he could tell. Even if Run had been quite cute in her own way (very cute, yes, even if not exactly his type) and very eagerly affectionate from the start, he’d always been a little weirded out by the fact that should change into a guy the moment she sneezed. Even if he had, back then, been willing to engage a girl’s feelings in that way, the thought of doing it with her, even if no farther than first base, only for her to suddenly change back into Ren… No, that would have been too weird to consider even in the rarest moments of self-indulgent fantasy. 
Even if Ren did look convincingly good in girl’s clothes, Rito was straight. He had no interest in guys—not even in pretty, effeminate, crossdressing guys who could pass as girls. That was probably the most extreme limit for him, outside of fundamentally unthinkable things like rape and abduction. Even if he were pushed, with time, over every other line, nudged to compromise every other misgiving and restraint, he would not ever be interested in sleeping with a guy. He didn’t have any particular problem with other people doing it, but it had never interested him, and he was confident that it never would. So, of course, it had been a long time before he’d been able to really consider Run—not until she and Ren had split. And after that, she had also become an idol so she that wasn’t around as often as the others. 
But she was undeniably attractive, and unmistakably most passionately in love with him. She was pretty high up there in terms of willingness, one of the most forwardly affectionate of the girls around him from the very start. Probably only Lala had been as quickly and strongly interested in him, as amorous and intimate from the word go, and Run might have even been a little more serious than her at the start, being more properly aware of the birds and the bees and all the implications of her feelings. And those feelings had only strengthened over time, he could tell. The sway of her hips, the bob of her breasts, the slightest glistening of moisture visible as she nudged down the front of her panties, the flash of pink that met his eyes as Run began slipping down her last remaining garment, all seemed to echo with unspoken words of “I love you” and “Please fuck me”. Every inch of her was visibly aching to become one with him, and she presented herself in a masterful display, inviting, imploring, enticing him with this continuous erotic dance.

And then there was Kyoko. She was less familiar to Rito, more remote in many ways. He didn’t know her half as well as most of the other girls around him, and he could remember only one or two occasions where they had really gotten close, but those few occasions had been enough to make Kyoko willing to offer herself in that classroom, to tell him with her words and with the flush of her naked sex that she was willing to sleep with him. She had been very bold, and she had a little more of that perceptible glamor of an established, popular idol. She had been famous before Run ever even came to earth, and she had one of the biggest fan followings in Japan. She was talented, confident, charismatic, mature—mature in a way that was still approachable to him, confident in a way that still allowed for humility, talented in a way that had surely been earned by hard work, and charismatic in a way that was inviting and not intimidating.
She was glamorous, but not untouchable. No, not at all. There was something simply down-to-earth about her, something that made her seem less outlandish and eccentric than many others. There was a smallest trace of something in her looks and personality that spoke to Rito’s personal tastes, and even if he wasn’t a fan of her himself, per se, he had to admit that she was very attractive and quite likable. She was beautiful but approachable, for all her fame a nice and friendly person. And she had a touch of sensuality, again, that left Rito staring and stirring, aware of the adamantine rigidity of the erection barely contained by his trousers. She had her back to him, rocking her ass up and down, twerking so that her buttocks clapped and rippled hypnotically, and she was cupping her breasts, working them theatrically so that he could see their respectable size and heavenly softness. 

Dimly, he recalled the first time he met Momo and Nana, when they had swept him and the others up into that virtual reality RPG—he remembered that encounter with a simulated Kyoko, scandalously dressed in her role as the Demon Lord, welcoming him into her bath with a sly, seductive expression. He recalled that temptation, and he wondered how much of a role Momo had had in crafting that particular aspect of the scenario, just what her intentions had been with that seductive, frisky doppelganger of the world-famous idol. He suspected that Momo remembered that occasion, and from the look in her eye, he was certain that she was deliberately evoking those memories, smiling at him so warmly, so coyly, searching his eyes with that seductive look.
“Well, Rito?” she asked sweetly. “What do you think? Are you enjoying our date?”

He couldn’t lie.

“Yeah, I am.” 
She smiled dazzlingly, leaving him at a loss for words. 

Damn. This really was something else.

Kyoko giggled and brushed a hand over his cheek, causing Rito to shiver and look up for a moment, breaking his eyes away from Momo’s. The brunette was crouching, her knees pointing as far apart as east and west with everything between laid unabashedly bare. Nether lips drew wide apart like a mouth gaping open, her moist pink insides exposed to his eyes, a hungry sex eager to sample his manhood. 

Run, not to be outdone by her sempai, squatted with her back to Rito and struck her own ass with the flat of her hand, causing Rito’s eyes to flit over to her rippling, reddening buttocks. The verdette, watching him over her shoulder, shyly dug her fingers into her buttocks—grabbing herself now with both hands—and drew them apart before twerking, lifting her ass so that he could see both pussy and anus in an utterly obscene presentation. Her eyes glittered invitingly.

Rito’s face was ablaze, and his cock was standing as tall as a tower. A little embarrassed by this intense attention, this most erotic display being made for him and him alone by two such famous and beautiful idols, he looked back to his date, to his… to Momo. The youngest princess of Deviluke was smiling at him, an expression that was somehow both sly and beatific. She was happy. Plainly, honestly, unrepentantly happy. She was also aware of the effect this performance was having on him.

It didn’t hurt that she had been playing footsie under the table for the whole duration of the striptease and dance, slowly surmounting his knees to plant one foot affectionately in his lap, deftly rubbing his shaft with her sole and stimulating his tip with her wiggling toes. While one foot was still intertwined with his own feet, the cool member soaking in the warmth of his body, the other was put to work on his cock, masterfully masturbating him while he watched Run and Kyoko dance. 
“I love you,” Momo sighed. “God. You’re so perfect, Rito.”

“I… I’m not,” he said, a reflexive modesty feebly deflecting the praise. “You think too well of me, Momo. When you talk like that, I can’t help feeling a little guilty. I’m too selfish to deserve you.”

It was a revealing statement, and as soon as it left his mouth, he realized how much Momo would be able to infer from it. His blush deepened, and he averted his eyes. But as the only other thing to look at were the twisting, rippling, lewdly gyrating bodies of Kyoko and Run, he was soon sheepishly looking back at Momo, even though meeting her eyes left him feeling more infinitely naked than any literal bodily nudity. 

“It’s not about deserving it,” Momo said. “Or… if it is, then you have it backwards. You aren’t too selfish, Rito, but the opposite. Of course, that’s part of what has caused us all to fall in love with you, isn’t it? Even aside from… ah, your godly talents.”

She pinched his cockhead between her toes, rubbing it adoringly. 

“Princess Momo is right,” Kyoko chimed in. “If you were selfish, you wouldn’t just be sitting there and meekly watching us. Momo paid enough for you to use us like prostitutes, and we wouldn’t have any right to refuse if you told us to climb into your lap❤”
Kyoko winked and held up her index finger. A slender flame sprung from the tip of the digit, and she traced this wavering candlelight in a slow, seductive zigzag over her front, illuminating her body so that the shadows danced seductively, hypnotically framing her features with ephemeral, shifting waves of light and dark. Rito raptly followed the course of that humble spark all the way down to between Kyoko’s legs, and he watched her hold the flame to her pussy so that the moisture shone with the light’s reflection, vividly describing the wetness of her sex.
“We wouldn’t want to refuse either,” Run added. She was slightly sweaty from the continuous dancing, and the beads of perspiration trickled down her form. Her hands were above her head, and Rito could see the smooth indent of her underarms. The fragrance of her arousal was unmistakable. “Personally… I’d do this for you even if I was being paid in peanuts… and even better if it was penis~❤”

Run swung her hips so that a few stray beads of sweat were cast off from her skin, and Rito watched them fall sparkling in the light of Kyoko’s flame to land atop the table. He looked down for a moment at the two idols’ feet, watching how they gracefully wove around each other in the limited space of this table for two. Then he glanced up at Run’s body, seeing the flush of activity reddening her skin, a tasteful sheen of sweat adding to the glisten of her oiled body. For a moment, despite himself, Rito wondered how Run would taste. 
He gulped, and he shivered, feeling Momo’s big toe slide back and forth over his meatus, brushing the sensitive slit of his cock. His phallus clenched, swelling and tightening with the excruciating pressure of a ready ejaculation, and he felt himself teeter at the brink of orgasm. For just a moment, he allowed himself to indulge in satisfaction, to enjoy an unqualified pleasure in this marvelously erotic dinner date. Again, it impressed upon him the wealth and power of Deviluke, putting the reality of Momo’s status into much more comprehensible terms than any extensive list of all the worlds under her father’s command. 

To see Run and Kyoko so effortlessly rented like cheap escorts or exotic dancers (even taking into account a certain probable baseline willingness on their parts to do this for him) brought it home for Rito in a way that few other things had in a long while that Momo and Lala and Nana were royalty, and not just royalty, but the daughters of literally the single most powerful man in the galaxy. The Milky Way was at their feet, those three girls standing at the pinnacle of an interstellar hierarchy of power and privilege on a whole other plane from anything of its like on earth. It humbled him profoundly to think that girls like this were in love with him—no, far beyond merely in love.
A thrill went through him as he thought back on all the times he had ever tumbled into the sisters, thinking of all the times he had accidentally groped them and seen them naked. He thought of all the times, much more recently, that he had slept with them or eaten them. Run and Kyoko’s dancing grew almost imperceptibly faster, while Momo rubbed her foot more vigorously against his cock, feeling it throb and recognizing the tells of his impending eruption. Not for the first time, Rito marveled at his position, at his circumstances, at his unfathomable good fortune. It was almost more than he could wrap his head around.

He came with a soft groan, spattering both Momo’s foot and the underside of the table. He shivered, feeling the pleasant numbness of release, and for a few seconds he sat there dumbly, unthinking in the buzz of his ejaculation, and watched Run and Kyoko rub themselves together, knowingly touching and kissing each other for his entertainment. After a minute, the glow receding, he felt a new twinge of guilt.

“But I am selfish,” he said softly. “I’m enjoying this. I’m loving all of it.”

“That makes me glad, though,” Momo said with a titter. “After all, I set this up to MAKE you happy~”

He scratched his cheek, seeing the pinkette lean forward to rest her bosom on the table. Abashedly, he glanced over to the Cook-Cook Cannibal-kun Mark 2 that had been set up beside their table, near enough for convenience but far enough for comfort. It was in a grill configuration, currently empty but preheating, and as he attended to it, he became aware of the radiant warmth washing over them. 

He peered sidelong at Run and Kyoko, and he saw the clarity of a full and contented comprehension in their eyes. The two idols understood perfectly what the oven was for, and they knew exactly what his and Momo’s dinner was going to be. This date had been arranged with complete transparency. They had all known exactly what they were signing up for. 

Part of him was abashed to know that Run and Kyoko were willing to do all of this. The awareness pleased him in a way that made him feel vaguely ashamed of his pleasure, his private anticipation of the moment when these two famous, beloved pop stars would be pulled out of the oven and laid out on the table, reduced to meat—to food for him and Momo. 

His dick, which had begun to go flaccid, twitched and stood back up at this thought. For a second, he stared at the pair with an intensity that he could not disguise, an appetite that had been cultivated by incessant indulgence over the past few weeks shining nakedly in his eyes. A moment later he looked away, remembering himself and mumbling meaningless, milquetoast apologies.

He could tell that Run and Kyoko had noticed the look on his face and read the meaning behind that fixed stare, and he could see that they were not displeased by his desire. Hell, he could tell that it turned them on. They were both aliens, and it seemed their standards and mores and preferences were much closer to those of Devilukeans than of earthlings. Run was royalty, of course, and her people were close with Deviluke, so it wasn’t a surprise that she would share similar views on erotic gynophagy… but for Kyoko to show the same enthusiasm with no hint of trepidation or even the most fleeting look of judgement?  

This was normal. It was becoming increasingly obvious to Rito that Earth was the odd one out, galactically—that for most of the rest of the galaxy, this kind of fetishistic cannibalism was accepted. Doubtlessly it was a luxury, but not a dark and secret one. Momo and her sisters had hinted at as much in the past, and he had inferred hints of it from Yami and Mea too. Yes, this wasn’t just a peculiarity of Deviluke, but a universal norm.

It occurred to Rito that he was fine with that, that he was even a little GLAD to realize that this was the case. 
He was smiling, against his better judgement.

“I am happy,” he murmured. “It’s strange, but… I love you.”

Momo blushed brilliantly red, and her look and posture spoke both of elation and astonishment. He had caught her off guard with that remark, and he had delighted her with it. For his part, Rito was also caught off guard, and it took him a moment to process what he had just said. He fidgeted. 
It was a slip of the tongue; he had meant to say, ‘I love it.’ Yet it wasn’t an untruthful statement, was it? No… after a moment of reflection, Rito suspected that his old “condition” may have resurfaced in a new form for just this moment, causing him to metaphorically trip and fall face-first into Momo’s bosom with an accidental expression of his true, buried desires.  

Rito grew pleasantly warm, exhilaratingly giddy as he steered his eyes into Momo’s. He saw her beaming at him, blushing gorgeously, and he was astonished to realize just how splendid she looked. Was it the glow of her bliss enhancing her natural comeliness in the way of a maiden in love, or had he simply never really seen her before? She was beautiful, and his heart skipped a beat as he gazed at her. 

He realized that he really did love Momo. He loved all the girls in their own way, but…

Rito was aware of a slightest look of petulance on Run’s face, though it seemed that she also considered this a better outcome than might have happened, and that pout soon turned into an irrepressible smile. Rito was sure that Momo had sold the Harem Plan to the other princess with all her skill, and he suspected that Run would consider it a victory for herself as long as Lala “lost”. 
Kyoko, whose dancing slowed but didn’t stop, though she inched aside so as not to stand between Momo and Rito, gave both of them a knowing smirk. She wasn’t nearly as invested in it as Run, and if the verdette could even begrudgingly accept Rito falling in love with Momo (and she looked happier about it than not), the pyrokinetic was grinning from ear to ear, simply and earnestly congratulating them.

Rito’s blush grew warmer as he realized how much the girls were extrapolating from his words, how far they were carrying that verbal slip of ‘I love you.’ There was something almost expectant in their eyes, and this made him feel bold in spite of his embarrassment and his frantically racing heart.
He felt weak from giddiness, like he was about to faint, yet he also felt a core of something rising up firmly, powerfully. Something in him grew confident.

He had already said it. Compared to how long it had taken to say those same words to Haruna, how hard it had been and how many times he had tried and failed to spit it out, there was a touch of profound irony in saying this as he had. 

Maybe it was what they called a Freudian slip.

He looked into Momo’s eyes. He saw her waiting, and he realized what she wanted. On some level, he understood why she had arranged this date. He didn’t know if she’d expected it to come so soon or so easily, but…

She had been hoping for it, and she was waiting. 

He smiled sheepishly.

“I love you,” he said quietly. “I’m grateful for everything you’ve done, Momo. After all that you’ve done to make me happy… even if I haven’t always been ready to accept it all at the time, or even now… but you’ve done so much for me. I… I want to make you happy, too.”

Momo leaned over the tail with a smile. Slipping her head between the languidly swaying forms of Run and Kyoko, the princess delicately planted her lips on Rito’s mouth. He groaned and leaned automatically into the kiss, meeting her halfway and joining her tongue in a slow waltz. Their bodies were hot and aching, and the ambient warmth of Run and Kyoko and the preheating oven only served to make them feel even hotter. 

It was several long seconds before they managed to pull back from each other, panting and shivering, lips glossy with saliva.
“You already have,” she breathed. “I’m happy just as I am, just as things are… You don’t need to do anything more until you’re ready. Don’t push yourself for my sake.”

Framed more cynically, this was a strategic maneuver. After pressing and nudging and prodding all this time for Rito to go farther and farther, suddenly pulling back and reversing put him off balance. She pulled back at this last moment not out of trepidation or bashfulness, but in order to coax him into making the move himself. She wanted to leave him swaying, reeling, staggering forward and groping for balance.  

At the same time, Momo also sincerely wanted Rito to be happy, and she genuinely was content with what she had managed to get out of him. Eventually she hoped for more, but she could be satisfied with what they presently had. She could wait until he was ready to commit to something bigger and deeper, ready to embrace everything that he had once feared and mistrusted about himself. She didn’t want to pressure him.

These motives were equal and simultaneous, and though on paper they flatly contradicted, inside her own head and her own heart they seemed entirely congruous. 

She caressed Rito’s cheek, staring warmly into his eyes.

“I…” He opened his mouth, then closed it. Softly he frowned. “Momo…”

Rito didn’t know what to say. He knew what he wanted to say—in all his life, he had never known it more clearly—but he didn’t know how to express it, and he didn’t know if he would be able to shoulder it. This might indeed be more than he was ready for. 

Still…

He met Run and Kyoko’s eyes for an instant. The two nodded—Kyoko with a smile, Run with a small blush and a shrug.

They saw and knew.

“Go ahead,” their eyes told him. “We can wait.”
But Momo caught their nods, and she smiled slyly. With impeccable timing, Cook-Cook Cannibal-kun dinged.

Before Rito could figure out how to put his thoughts into words, Momo stood up with a swing of her hips, a swish of her tail, and gave him a wink.

“Let’s get the food cooking,” she said. “We can talk more after we’ve eaten❤”

“…Sure,” Rito said, partly grateful for the change of topic. He stood up and absentmindedly grabbed Run by the ass. “That sounds good to me.”

If the idols had any complaints as they were dragged off and shoved into the oven, it was only that Rito didn’t fuck them first. 

But there would be time for that later❤

… … … … …

Kyoko twisted and turned atop the grill, her front pressing down on the searing hot bars. Cook-Cook Cannibal-kun was in a grilling configuration, and Kyoko had been laid out lengthwise atop it. Her legs were raised up, draping over Rito’s shoulders, and her hands were gripping the slats, searing her fingers against the metal and roasting them in the rising heat as the guy’s cock pumped back and forth inside her. Kyoko’s ruddy bottom wiggled in the air, a golden-brown back spanned by regular marks of charring to show where she had been touching the metal previously. A mixture of sweat and grease shone on her skin. 

Rito was fucking her with protection, wearing a special temperature proof condom that kept him from burning his dick inside the girl while she grilled. It was a fabulous little piece of technology, and quite difficult to get one’s hands on. Apart from insulating Rito from the scorching heat of Kyoko’s cooking cunt, the condom’s interior and exterior also perfectly replicated the sensations of their naked flesh so that it felt just as good as if they had been fucking bareback. A brilliant innovation. Kyoko loved it, and she was very glad that she had decided to go along with this.

Apart from the condom, Rito was also wearing skintight gloves of the same material, which let him use the full extent of his abilities on her, to touch her anywhere and everywhere without any need to worry about burning himself. Presently, he was stroking her tits, reaching under her arms to rub her breasts as they pressed against the grill, massaging the mounds in a way that, even apart from showing Kyoko a very good time, would optimize the breakdown of complex proteins and tenderize her meat that little bit more, making her just a tad more appetizing than she would otherwise be. 
Kyoko moaned blissfully as Rito thrust in and out of her. She was panting heavily, sighing in the ecstatic indulgence of these debauched desires, feeling his manhood pump back and forth in a juicy, meaty cunt.  Looking forward, she could see the top of Run’s head, her junior weakly twisting and turning while a lecherously smiling Momo, wearing gloves the same as Rito’s and a special strap-on too, thrust in and out of the verdette, fucking her at the same time that Kyoko was getting fucked. 

Run lay on her back, her front having already been grilled, and her crisply wobbling tits were a sight to behold. It was no less delightful a spectacle to watch for how they pressed against Momo’s tits, the pinkette leaning over so that she was on top of Run as she fucked her, rubbing her own naked body against Run’s hot, grilled front, wetly kissing the chapped, browned lips and greedily fondling the soft, bouncy ass. Run and Momo looked looked splendidly indecent, and Kyoko didn’t miss how the princess was laying her tail over the grill, deliberately resting it alongside Run’s cooking body.

The brunette felt Rito thrust a little harder, and she was aware of his breathing becoming a bit heavier. She could tell that he was watching Momo closely, and she couldn’t complain that so much of his attention was being given over to the girl. Not when it produced results like this! Rito was groaning, plainly appreciating the view he had of Momo’s naked back, of her and Run’s tits—one pair brown and grilled, one pair raw and pink—lewdly mashing between their bodies as Momo swung her hips passionately up and down, plunging a hot, stainless steel strap-on in and out of Momo’s grilled cunt.
Run and Kyoko were close to finished. They were almost completely grilled by now, and they had been fucked by Rito and Momo for every second that they were cooked. The pair of cooks/diners had taken turns with each of the idols-turned-meatgirls, regularly swapping. They had each fucked both of the girls in every available hole, Momo coaxing Rito on by example, using the strap-on to ream the meat and entice her darling with a blushing, smiling face, with her plush, leaping tits and her flexing, jiggling ass, letting the movements of her thrusting do all sorts of marvelous things to her figure. 

Kyoko sighed, feeling wonderfully weak as she soaked up the heat rising from the grill. She could tell that she was indeed very close to completion, and she knew it wouldn’t be very much longer before she and Run were hauled off the grill and dragged onto the serving platter, where Momo and Rito would proceed to dig in. She smiled, looking forward to it. Both she and Run knew why Momo had set up this date, and they had agreed to go along with it. Their only request (first put forward by Run, then seconded by Kyoko) had been that they would get to be with Rito in some capacity too. 
Run had specifically insisted that she not lose to Lala: if she couldn’t beat the girl, she wanted to at least end it in a tie, with the two of them in the same place. Kyoko hadn’t been as picky, for her part, and she honestly would have been fine with whatever, but she was certainly glad for the deal to have resolved on the terms that it had. In exchange for helping Momo, they would get to be… well, they would get a very generous boost in social status, wouldn’t they? Even if Run was already a princess, there was a world of difference between the royalty of her world and…
…Well, did it even need to be said? It was what Momo had intended for them to begin with, and it was a brilliant job of framing the proposition on her part to get Kyoko and Run to name as their price what she had gone in looking for as the prize—she got them to ask her to make them what she had been planning on making them from the start, and all she’d had to do was open the discussions by asking them to help her with something tangentially related. If they could help her secure the proposal, she would graciously include them in the harem.

Kyoko knew how Momo had played them, but she didn’t see it as a con. The girl hadn’t exactly cheated them out of anything, had she? Both she and Run would have been happy to do this anyway. It was something they had both always been interested in doing, though they’d never gotten the opportunity to indulge in it. Getting fucked by Rito, getting cooked alive to be eaten by Rito, getting to become Rito’s lovers—officially, with all the approval that mattered—and all they had to do was help hurry along the development of his position, to assist Momo in nudging him to take the next big step to becoming what he deserved to be. 

A sigh flitted from between Kyoko’s delectable lips, and her eyes rolled dreamily skyward as Rito tensed up against her. With what strength there was left to her body, with those kinds of sensation that she could still experience, Kyoko moaned and came in unison with him. Her only regret was that the condom caught his ejaculation, preventing it from getting inside her. She would have liked so much better to have felt his semen gushing into her well-done womb as she finished up cooking, but she supposed this was only a very minor complaint.
Kyoko purred as Rito pulled out, and she saw Momo only belatedly lift herself off Run, pulling her strap-on out of the girl’s perfectly cooked cunt. Kyoko saw how red Momo’s front was, not cooked but raw, slightly burned from the heat of Run’s body, her tits a glossy scarlet that drew her beloved’s eye. Kyoko also saw a look of faint satisfaction on Run’s face, and she guessed that the girl could feel Rito’s eyes flitting over her nicely grilled body, that she was thinking of how it had felt to have him inside her while she was cooking alive.

“It looks like they’re done,” said Momo warmly.

“Yeah, it does,” Rito agreed, sounding distracted. “Smells good.”

He grabbed Kyoko, and Momo grabbed Run, and the two of them carried the pair back over to the table. Hot, meaty bodies clapped down on a great silver platter, slightly disturbing the vegetables and various side dishes that had been prepared in the kitchens while Rito and Momo had been working on the idols. Kyoko and Run lay on their sides, facing each other.

Rito stared at the girls pensively for a moment before returning to his seat. Gingerly, he peeled the condom off, and somewhat awkwardly placed it off to one side on the table, not sure what he wanted to do with it. A smiling Momo snatched the condom despite having already taken off her gloves, apparently unafraid of burning her fingers a little, and carefully set the condom down next to her empty plate. 
Then, she knelt down before Rito’s seat and grabbed his dick, which was smeared with his semen. He shivered at her touch, but he made no protest as Momo bowed her head to start licking and sucking, polishing his knob with an eagerness born of adoration, loving his cock with her kissable lips. 

Rito groaned as Momo sucked him off, and he leaned back in the chair. The blowjob felt even better than usual, his dick tender and his whole body alert in arousal from the events of this date. For a couple of minutes, there was silence but for the wet slurping and smacking of Momo laving her tongue over his dong, licking his dick clean with an admirable diligence. 

Absorbed in the fellatio as he was, Rito almost didn’t notice Momo’s tail. Not at first. Not until it nudged his hand and he felt the heat of it. The member was raised a little stiffly, moving with less flexibility than normal, upheld as if Momo was trying to get his attention, and Rito realized, after a few seconds of dumbly staring, that the appendage had been cooked.
Up on the table, Kyoko smirked, guessing what was going on between Rito’s legs.

With a wet pop, a moist sound of suction broken, Momo lifted her head and spoke.

“Do you want an appetizer, Rito? I made it special… just for you❤”

Rito didn’t miss the significance of this. He stared into Momo’s eyes for a long moment. He saw her intent, and he saw something also of her desire—of her hopes and ambitions. But he didn’t need to see that to guess why Momo had set up this date. He had expected her to come to this point sooner or later, and he had suspected her intentions from the start. It was only the logical conclusion of her whole Harem Plan, after all.

He smiled a little softly. It hit him all over again, with even more force and clarity than before. More certainly than ever, he knew, and absentmindedly, a little bit gingerly, he grabbed the tip of Momo’s tail with one hand while with another hand he grabbed a knife.  

“Momo…” he said, gently setting the edge of the blade against her tail. She reared up her hips so that he could reach as close as possible to the base, so he could sever the whole roasted length. It would be trivial to regenerate the appendage; it would just be a little more tender than normal for a while when it grew back, and in her eyes that wasn’t even a downside. “…You didn’t have to do this. Any of this.”

“Are you saying I shouldn’t have?” 

There was no doubt in her eyes as she said this, no fear that Rito would confirm it. By the sly twinkle in those glistering pools, it was plain that she knew exactly what he would say in response.

“I would have, at first.” He shook his head. “I still can’t believe I’ve come this far… You’re a terrible influence.” He laughed weakly. “But… no. I guess I’m glad you’ve done it all. I don’t hate it. I… like it, honestly. I like it so much that it scares me. I’m still a little afraid of how powerful these feelings are… I’m still afraid they’ll run away with me if I’m not careful. I’m afraid of crossing a line and hurting you or the others. But… I still like it. Maybe I’m a horrible person for enjoying all of this, but that’s the truth. I’m grateful for everything you’ve done, Momo. With every passing day, I realize how little I’ve done to deserve your love, how unbelievably lucky I am to have a girl like you willing to do so much just to make me happy.” 

He slid the knife over the skin of her tail, parting the black flesh and sinking the steel in by a fraction of an inch. Momo hissed and shivered, groaning at the feeling of him cutting into her hyper-sensitive member.
“But I’ve been doing it out of selfishness,” Momo sighed. “You know that better than anyone. This is all just my own dirty fantasy, and… ngh! Ohhh, if one of us doesn’t deserve the other, it’s me. I don’t care if I’m a princess—I’m still a twisted, scheming pervert. I’m a greedy, selfish woman who wants to put herself above everyone else. I want to be the one you love most, even if it means making every other girl around you into your submissive, adoring meatslave. I don’t have any right to get to live out my fantasy, and I haven’t done anything to deserve a guy like you. You’re too good for me… not just sexually, but just as a person. I’m terrible for corrupting you the way I have, and I’m sorry I’ve pushed it so far.”

“You aren’t sorry at all, are you?” Rito said wryly. The edge of the knife peeked out from the other side of Momo’s tail, and she moaned as he pulled it off and laid it on his plate. “This is everything you wanted. It’s everything you’ve been working toward.”
“Not everything,” Momo said. “Not yet.”

He scratched his cheek, looking away a little guiltily.

“No… Maybe not… Well, I don’t know if I’m ready for everything, even now. Like I said… I’m still afraid of what I might do if I’m not careful. I love you—I love all of you girls—and I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I hurt you. I still feel a little guilty about doing it even when you ask me to.”

“I can’t speak for anyone else,” Momo said softly. “Though maybe I’ve done that more than I should in the past. But with me, at least… I promise you, Rito: there is nothing you could do that I wouldn’t accept. There is no way you could use me, no way you could wreck me, no way you could hurt me, snuff me, and devour me that I wouldn’t be begging for you to do. I have no lines you need to worry about crossing, Rito. Not when it comes to you. Even if…” She blushed, looking more vulnerable than Rito could ever remember seeing her. “…Even if you decided to discard me and move onto someone else.”

“I would NEVER do that!” Rito said. The words came out too fast and too forcefully, betraying an intensity of emotion that embarrassed him. He fidgeted. “I mean… I love you, Momo. I love all of you girls, but…” He blushed deeper and stared into her eyes. “…I love you, Momo. I want to marry you.”

Kyoko squealed, gleeful on Momo’s behalf. Run wiggled weakly on the platter, looking a little jealous, but not to the point of resentment. Rito, remembering that the pair were present and realizing what he had just said, grew greatly abashed. 
But he didn’t try to take it back. He didn’t try to downplay it or equivocate. This was the plain, unvarnished truth, and he would do nothing to compromise it.

He simply looked at Momo, embarrassed but also…

Momo was silent for a moment. All her manipulating, all her seduction, all her slow and painstaking plotting… before those words, the whole labyrinthine edifice of her Harem Plan seemed like a thing of dust and cobwebs. This was what she had been aiming for, it was what she had been looking to get from him, and yet… hearing those words, hearing Rito say that… it blew everything away and left her dumbstruck. 
It was better than she had ever dreamed of, and it was more terrifying than she had ever feared. It was thrilling, it was humbling, it was…

She was happy. Happier than she had thought was possible, so happy that it almost scared her.

With a cry, a euphoric, premature ejaculation of, “I do!” Momo sprang up and threw her arms around Rito, embracing him tightly, lovingly. She kissed him passionately, pressing her naked body snugly to his, wagging the stump of her severed tail and grabbing the grilled member from Rito’s plate. Wetly, ravenously she kissed him for many lengthy seconds, and when she finally pulled away, it was only to present her tail to him, beautifully blushing and euphorically smiling.

“I love you, Rito,” she said. “I want you to be my husband… my king. I am yours. Yes! I will marry you! So… eat this, Darling.” She pressed the heart-shaped tip of her tail to his lips, and he took it in with an ease of familiarity, aware of his hardness nestling between Momo’s creamy thighs, rubbing against her moist pussy. “Have this as an appetizer, a preview of our honeymoon banquet… When the time comes, when I am your wife and you are the heir to the throne, I want the whole galaxy to see you eat me and understand that I belong to you, that my heart, my body, my soul are all yours to do with whatever you want. I want you to eat me when that time comes, Rito… I want that more than I have ever wanted anything else in my life.”

He shivered, taking a bite out of Momo’s severed tail as his dick slipped inside her. He felt the familiar torrid dampness of her sex, but there was something about it that struck him as newly amazing, more splendid than he could remember it ever being before. It was intoxicating, the feel of her cunt so intimately enveloping his manhood, the taste of her flesh rolling about on his tongue. With a groan, low and husky, he kissed her, grabbing her ass and idly teasing the stump of her tail, causing her to seize up and moan into his mouth. His hips started to rock, and the chair thunked and clattered beneath his jerking ass as he pumped himself fervently, frantically in and out of Momo. He shared the mouthful of her tail with the girl, and she smiled into his lips, accepting the morsel gladly.

When the kiss broke apart, he stared once more into her eyes.

“I want it too,” he said, emboldened by a rush of feelings that overpowered what there was that still lingered of his old shyness with girls. “I want to eat you, Momo. I… I want everybody to know that I love you. That I love all of you.”

She smiled dreamily, and even as she rocked her body in time with his impassioned thrusts, she leaned back and gestured to Run and Kyoko’s browned, steaming bodies.

“Even them~?” she asked slyly, nudging him a tiny bit further even at this point when she finally had everything she could have ever hoped for. 
Rito looked at Kyoko. He looked at Run. He saw the expectancy in their faces to match the cheeky look on Momo’s.

He almost had to laugh. She really was insatiable…

But maybe that was what had tipped the scales in her favor. Maybe that was what he had come to specially like about her. 

He kissed her again, more briefly and lightly.

“Yeah, I suppose,” he said. “Why not? I love them too.”

Momo beamed, and Run and Kyoko looked quite pleased as well. Now, they only waited for him to dig in… and Momo was considerate enough to suggest Rito to fuck her on top of the table so he could eat the girls at the same time.
Rito was too deep into it right then to refuse any request. He was drunk on Momo, riding high on his confession. He loved them almost too much not to give them all what they wanted.

And they loved him too much to want anything less than this.

… … … … …

A/N: Kyoko is one of the cuter To Love Ru girls, so it’s nice to include her. I’m comparatively less into Run, but she’s also a tasty morsel… 

Of course, this chapter was really about Rito and Momo’s relationship progressing into its final stages. She isn’t my most favorite To Love Ru girl, but I very much like the role Momo plays: I’m always a sucker for a when a girl WANTS to make a harem, hehe… and she’s definitely cute enough! 
But yeah, haha, this became a very sappy chapter by the end. Very lovey-dovey. 
I expect the next chapter to be the opposite, hehe…
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