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Chapter one






Chapter 0: Prologue


Nyle panned his gaze over the terrain awkwardly. Luara had left him in the dust. There was really no way for him to follow her if she wanted to get away, since she was a rogue. He sighed deeply, feeling a little hurt to be left behind. She always did this and even as he tried to be more assertive and grow more close to her, she only seemed to push him away. He had no idea what to do about her. It was almost to the point where he did not know what to do.

“Oh well.” He shrugged and opened his interface, then pulled some of the many guys he had already added to his friends list. Since she was no longer available he sent a message requesting their assistance leveling. Immediately he was bombarded by responses in the affirmative.

“Oh, fall party already!” He uttered cluelessly.

“I'd rather do this with real friends, but everyone's off doing their own thing, I guess.” Nyle gazed off at the distant mountain range. He knew there was no way she would be stupid enough to venture into the goblin hunting ground on her own. She did some research on the game and knew enough to not fall into the basic noob traps.

Among the many noob traps in the game, fighting goblins was one of them. Without a full party, goblins were extremely difficult. Individually they were quite easy to dispatch which meant that meeting one in the over-world could be deceptive. They were low leveled and even high-level goblins on their own had lower stats than far weaker characters. They were by all accounts monsters that seemed to have been set up to fail. For all intents and purposes they were, but like all of the NPC's in the game their coding went a little wild at some point. Their evolution was carefully tracked, as they were quite a prominent and famous mob within the game.

At first, goblins were very simple to beat all around. Then, slowly the goblin AI leaned to group together. It was not learning in the intellectual sense, but the evolutionary one. The only goblin AI entities that managed to survive were ones that grouped together. As grouped goblins were hunted and killed as well, the only goblins that survived after that purge were those that formed into larger armies and lived around defensive positions and fortifications. Players thought they were getting the better of them by forming raids to squash the holds but in reality they were simply testing and improving the AI. The holds were cleared, but the ones that were not were the ones with more complex structures and magic users. As players left the game to plan with the intent of coming back next week, as though it were a on old school raid, the AI multiplied and expanded back out. All of the holds were populated once more with more and more intricate and difficult targets. However, all it really meant was that goblins came to rule a small, highly defensible area that the AI was quite predisposed towards living in. A small stretch of mountains with plains beneath them where the AI could hunt. Players who wanted to fight goblins would often venture into the plains with groups, but avoid the mountains at all cost because a loss against the final form of the goblin AI was not just a death and a resurrection. It could often mean a loss of a character and the inability to play the game.

Magic in O2O ranged from very basic to extremely damaging. The most damaging form of magic was that which applied to a character and did not fall off until removed or reversed. Magic, in essence, was just a slight nod from the developers that certain acts could 'cheat' the otherwise realistic world's coding. Creating fire from nothing, freezing water or altering a character. The difference between the AI and the player base concerning magic was the player base's desire to regulate itself to make things more reasonable. The AI however had no qualms about taking magic to its limit within the games mechanics. In fact, the way the AI learned and evolved through skirting destruction encouraged it. As a result, goblins were one of many NPC's that developed spells that could permanently alter a player character.

Luara was not ignorant to any of that. She had included goblins in her elf's roleplaying backstory, after all. She did not do so flippantly or ignorantly, despite her attitude. No, she had intimate knowledge of goblins, down to even the magic they used on poor, unsuspecting adventurers. She was prepared and knew exactly what to expect as she entered the plains stealthily and made her way around goblin patrols. She was looking for something very specific and she was ready to spend hours. Luckily, she only had to walk around for around thirty minutes before she encountered a small party of players. After observing them before their engagement she knew that they were quite well-positioned to win against goblin patrols. They had a tank, a healer and two different ranges of damage dealer. All they were facing was a basic goblin patrol. But something was definitely wrong. There was a caster among the goblin group and she wondered if the party knew. A caster complicated the calculus of the encounter because if they went uninterrupted there was no contest. With that in mind she slowly started making her way towards them stealthily to help. As she did she heard from the leader, the female tank.


“Alright, they have a caster. Rogue, you know what to do!” 


Luara smiled. They were actually better prepared than she thought. It was skewed a little in their favor as they even had a party member that she could not see. She began making her way towards the goblin caster to help, regardless. The goblin caster was unaware, completely, as the party started the engagement. Their elven ranged damage began pelting the other goblins with arrows while the tank and second melee damage dealer held them off from the front line. As their rogue came out of stealth behind the caster Luara did as well. The tank and rogue both noticed her. She waved. 
“Don't worry! I'm here to help.”


“Huh?” The tank was distracted, but he was still able to show his gratitude. “Oh, thank-” 

Both his eyes and the eyes of the turning goblin caster widened as Luara's dagger plunged into the side of the rogue. It was a male so she did not have to worry about keeping him alive. As he was stunned she used the opportunity to ram her other dagger into his neck and kill him quickly. As he died she felt her level increase. Rogues were quite capable of surprising and killing higher level players and because of the death coding, the memory of her and much of what happened to them before their death would not stay with them once they resurrected. It was essentially a coded new-life rule.

The goblin caster was very confused until Luara gulped and shakily spoke the few words in goblin that she had learned in preparation for this moment. 
“Please use me!” She was extremely wet and excited to finally be where she wanted to be. 


Laura was a very successful individual in real life. She had quit a very good job on her own terms to take a break of indeterminate length, but had others lined up. She had a vibrant social life with many friends and connections through various channels. Above all of that however, the thing she was most proud of was her moderator status on the subKredit K/IFuckingLoveGoblins. The page was  fanatical in its support of the devious little creatures to a very overtly fetishistic degree. She loved the little green men so much that she would have even been satisfied if the caster's first act was to end her. She would absolutely just be back for more again and again until she achieved her goal. The true aim was permanence.


Luara had access to a peculiar set up outside of the game. It was a specialized chair called a Recycler. It allowed a person to sustain themselves in game with very little input from the outside. The chair was hooked up to water and the only thing that she needed to sustain herself beyond water were tiny capsules that costed less than a penny each. It was far more depraved and expensive than the machine that Zern had bought for Reyna. Since she bought a very cheap hopper add-on to keep delivering capsules into the machine Luara would not have to log out from the game for the next twenty years. 


The goblin caster finally just glanced down at the dead rogue, then up at her beautiful, bronze-skinned elven self to nod in acknowledgment. She let out a girly squeal at the approval and felt as though she could cum from just that nod. The player party stared on in revulsion. 


“What- what the hell are you doing you dumb bi-” The tank was a woman of quite a great stature. Six foot tall, human, adorned in shining armor with a kite shield on one hand and a longsword in the other. She had brilliant blue eyes and long, blonde hair. Her armor, since it was designed by perverts within the game, perfectly showed the outline of her curvy body within the interlocked plating. Her pretty head tilted to one side awkwardly and her mouth hung open. One of the goblins she had been holding off used the distraction to jump up and jam something very long and thin into her head around her temple. It was thinner than a sewing needle but about as long. There was no blood and very little trauma.

“Spiked!” Luara bounced up and down, obviously fan-girling over the encounter as she stood behind the caster. “I can't believe I got to see someone get spiked first hand!” The attractive human knight began wobbling on what originally looked to be two quite solid legs. Her beautiful blue eyes unfocused. The goblin spike was a magical item crafted by the tribe that, when pressed into a persons brain, effectively reduced their logic and applied full negative status to all of their skills while it was present.

The method to stop the effect was simple, it was to pull it out. The spike was long and obvious and could even just be knocked out if it brushed something the wrong way due to how it stuck out. Luara had prepared for this. She steeled her resolve and gulped, making her best attempt at broken goblin to relay something to the caster. He seemed surprised, but nodded and quickly relayed a more accurate version of what she said to the goblin on the tank. He looked at the spike, then shrugged. He held it in place with one hand then used his small dagger to cut it near the base. He then used his small finger to push it in while grinning evilly.

The caster nodded, enjoying what he was seeing. Unexpectedly, the healer helped unintentionally after seeing the very minor amount of damage the tank took. She healed, but effectively just healed over the pushed in spike, making it permanent. It was part of the plan, but not in that way. Luara felt so excited to see it actually work. Her subKredit had long theorized that if spiked the way she described, it could be made permanent. The way the game worked, the spike would be mechanically and practically invisible to all players since stuck projectiles did not show up as a debuff or magic effect, they simple had a static effect upon entering a character. So it was very likely that even if the woman died and resurrected, it would still be there and she would never recover unless someone was trying extremely hard to do so.

With the rest of the goblin patrol's front line no longer held back the non-tank frontline was forced to handle two goblins, which was too much. The woman was another human. A warrior with a focus more on damage than defense. Two of the small, persistent creatures that reached no higher than the woman's waist each grabbed a leg and pulled her up off her feet and onto her back, knocking the wind out of her. Luara marveled that the woman must've been the highest level and most experienced of the group. She had the nicest, most decorative armor and her makeup was done up immaculately. She was obviously quite confident in her party. They were not doing her any favors, though. The goblin that spiked the tank piloted his girl from on top of her until she was between the archer and the melee damage dealer. She could no longer take a shot. 


Once that was done the goblin hopped down while the two that grabbed the melee's legs were pulled back behind her shoulders, effectively restricting the movement of both her arms and her legs embarrassingly. As she struggled and wobbled in an attempt to get up, the spike goblin drew his disproportionately large member from his loincloth. Luara covered her mouth and gasped in excitement. 
“Ohmigosh, is this...” It was. The goblin plunged his cock into the defenseless melee's cunt and began mercilessly ramming into her like a complete animal. He threw his head back, groaned and salivated. It was the breeding press, a favorite on her forum. Her people knew very intimately that if you were a woman, or sometimes even a man and you were facing three goblins alone you were essentially lost no matter how much you out-leveled them. The maneuver effectively negated level, skill, strength, power, magic, everything once it was underway. The two goblins holing her down tore at her expensive armor to get at her tits. As the goblin fucking her leaked his foul seed into her womb, just that mere leaking before he even came started to change her body. Her tits swelled and throbbed, then as the goblins dug into them with their small hands she started leaking milk. 


“N-no!” She mustered. “C-can't believe this I'm actually cum-” her face twisted into a mask of pleasure as her body convulsed in orgasm. The goblin also unloaded fully into her womb. Instantly as her characters body was hijacked for breeding she lost so much of her hard-earned experience. Characters could have sex and have children within the game. They could do so with monsters, as well. The way it worked within the game, the children would steal experience from the mother and become stronger depending on how much they took. For that reason the first couple clutches of goblins birthed by a woman were disproportionately strong. Since goblins breeding process literally hijacked the woman's body, she was going to be made to carry at least ten of the goblins at once, each of them stealing at least a level from her. It was not all bad, however. Well, Luara knew it was for the ones that did not want it. For each level she granted to a goblin child inside of her she would be given a bracketed level in 'Goblin Incubator.' Luara wondered if her incubator level already outstripped her actual level. If it did...

“Cumming! Oh gods, fuck me! Please fuck me more!” her legs were released and allowed to curl around the back of the goblin male that was still ramming her despite having already cum inside. Goblins were incredibly virile.

“I love you! I love you so much!” She exclaimed, practically drooling as her belly swelled from the amount of seed she was taking into her womb. When the incubator level exceeded their normal level they were considered corrupted and their listed faction would change as a result.

The healer panicked. “W-what do I do? There's nothing to heal but we're still losing!” The woman was an elf like Luara, with long, straight silver hair. Instead of being statuesque and athletic, however, she was dainty and pale.

“Hold still and accept it.” Luara taunted. 


The healer glared back at her fellow elf. “Accept what!?”


“The end of your character.” Luara watched hopefully as the caster raised his staff. She had been uninterrupted for a few seconds which ultimately spelled disaster for at least one character. She began channeling into the healer, rendering her unable to move. Still, Luara knew it was an easy spell to interrupt so she stood between him and the angry little female elf archer with short green hair. The arrows were deflected off of her flowing cape due mostly to physics, but in large part as well to the material.


“The hell are you doing!?” The archer shouted in frustration. 


Luara ignored her. She wanted to watch what was going to happen to the healer. Her face lit up as she saw her body begin to warp and change. Her legs and arms started to bend and shift at odd, uncomfortable angles. Though the healer was confused Luara knew right away what was happening. It started with her player race being altered. Not an inconvenience for most players, but this was simply the starting point. Goblins had made unusual relationships with particular races within the game. Ones that were symbiotic, but obviously quite a bit more beneficial to them. The healer grew larger by a foot and more toned and athletic. Her thighs and hips thickened and most importantly her feet elongated and solidified into a pair of hooves that she stood on awkwardly before quickly just getting used to them. A pair of curved horns poked through her skull on either side of her head and her ears grew to resemble some type of bovine. While most shifts to the player characters race were kind, the goblin method was not. The healer dropped her staff and her clothes shredded as she lost proficiency with both. Once the changes reached her brain the girls eyes crossed and her body shuddered. 

“M-Moooo...” She unlearned both the common language known by all players and the elven language and would need to relearn them, even if she was changed back. Luara's heart beat quickly as the healer slumped in her new form, looking incredibly dumb and confused. 


“Now the tamer...” She said to herself hopefully. Just as she wished, one of the goblins stepped forward from the broken melee and performed a very simple action. The act of taming an animal was something that could be done by most players and AI that were built for it. The requirements were low but the restrictions were high. The creature had to have an extremely low logic and willpower. They had to be an animal, basically, but as her forum discussed, it would work on humans if their stats lowered enough do to changes. It was unable to be seen but Luara knew what was happening under the hood of the game, of course. As the goblin tamed the former healer her body and mind surrendered to him fully. In her character pane all of her fancy levels leaked out to be split among the goblin party. What was left was a level 1 pack animal. An NPC lower than even the lowest, easiest to beat NPC. They were still players, of course, and had to log out eventually but their status would never change upon logging in.

Luara's forum issued a 'cow fund' for these people. Her friends on Kredit genuinely wanted to see goblins succeed and for that they needed loyal soldiers and pack animals. For the reason they would love-bomb and encourage any players that came to complain, clueless to the Kredits actual bend. Their goal was to have them enter a recycler set up and log in, as functionally that would mean a literal end for anyone that logged in as a tamed animal. They would live permanently within the game as mindless goblin livestock. It was Luara's end goal, as well, of course. If she was taken with her setup it would basically happen automatically. There would be no escape, no logging out, just permanent servitude until the servers shut down or restarted. 


The archer was powerless as the caster performed the same long, channeled spell on her. When all was said and done the goblins took possession of two brainless level one Minotaur pack animals and the goblins themselves leveled up significantly. Thus was demonstrated first hand why goblins were dangerous. Luara knew for a fact that the players behind the archer and healer would probably either have to tolerate being passengers in a body that worshiped a goblin master, or simply log out forever. Best case scenario that metagame and find her to complain so that she can try to brainwash them into hopping into recycler units. They could not delete or create backup characters due to the games mechanics so they were stuck until rescued. The issue with that was that any rescue at this point would require a raid, as a party would simply offer more resources to the menace. The level one pack animals would gradually get stronger and could be trained to either be mounts or guards, or both. So, in essence, she had completely ruined the game for many people in favor of some NPCs and she was completely over the moon.

Luara was ready for her turn. As the goblins surrounded her she threw down her weapon and prostrated herself before them. She was ready to spend the rest of her life a slave to the glorious, evil little creatures. She just wondered how it would go down. Was she going to be spiked and used to breed until she ran out of experience or was she going to be transformed into a pack animal and given a new existence?


Chapter two






Chapter 1: Introduction


Laura racked her mind trying to figure out what exactly happened within the game. Goblins did not typically spare players they came across. They are malicious little things and that is primarily why her subculture liked them so much. She was ready and willing to get taken into sweet, permanent servitude by them as a mount, or possibly cattle. As it was, her setup was on standby until further notice. She figured she could go to the source, get captured, and that would be that. But she was curious so she began running a net through all of her usual sites and chat servers to figure out if the same thing happened to anyone else. She exhausted all of her goodwill on Kredit spamming different subs, she got called a fanfiction writer on enthusiast servers and even her usual circle of in game friends called her out for spinning a story to avoid being called a poser. In their mind, she was still talking to them so she either did not meet goblins in game or did not give herself to them as their purpose stated.

Just when Laura felt like she would have to forget all about it and do what she and them wanted, giver herself to them, she got an anonymous message on Kredit from 'GoblinLover'. She smirked, because his profile picture was a parody of a meme song cover where the photoshopped man smiling with an Afro and earrings on a vaporwave background was replaced with a  goblin of the same features. The message had a fairly weak lead in, but it was not outright dismissal.

[Got some theories.]

She jumped into a voice call. It was not a huge deal to jump into a voice call with someone as everyone had a powerful VPN at their disposal 24/7, and voice changers were practically built in to most servers. She did cringe however when the tinny, unpolished voice that came through sounded a bit too similar to a Vocaloid. It was a bit too retro, when perfection could easily be achieved. They were trying to sound fake, is what it meant.

“Okay, what's up? Got some theories?” Laura herself used a voice changer, but all it did was scramble her vocal patters not maker he sound like a new, random woman each session.

“Yeah. Your story was interesting. The first thing I'd need to know is if that actually happened.”


“It happened.” She confirmed. “Believe me.”

“Okay. Well, you get why most people wouldn't believe you, right?”


“Yeah... They don't normally do that. So what?”

“They aren't programmed to do that, so it's pretty hard to believe. That behavior should actually be a bit impossible based on everything I know.”


“No, that's stupid. The NPC AI in the game is supposed to be able to grow. Everyone knows that.” Laura argued.

“That's a surface level fact on the iceberg of O2O AI. Something that's interesting is, despite the fact that the NPC's can learn and grow, the environment actually just does not work to allow them to do so. It's completely against them.”


“What do you mean? They make forts to defend themselves. They're becoming smarter.” Laura was considering that the Goblin AI had advanced from living out in the open to holding out in defensible locations to make themselves relatively unassailable. It would not be strange to her for them to take an additional leap.


“If that were true they would've already taken over, right? But what we witness here is actually a death loop.”


“What?”


“Okay, so... NPCs in this game don't work the same way they do in other games. They learn and grow but they also require resources and food and they are 'trained' to seek all that out. They are also trained for self preservation and learning to make it a bit challenging... If they live long enough to learn. The two balance each other a bit. So, they exhibit survival behavior in that they want to get food and do so in a manner that preserves themselves.”


“Sounds like we have the same information.”


“We do, but you don't seem to know what any of it means. To someone like you it looks like they're learning to defend themselves and fight better but what's actually happening, like I said, is the AI looping. There aren't smart goblins or dumb goblins, they're all the same. The goblins out in the forest are the same ones from the Fortresses.”


“What? But that doesn't make sense.”


“It makes perfect sense when you consider the loop. A goblin group goes out to hunt and their learning AI tells them that they are vulnerable, so they move to defensible positions and survive and gain food and resources that make them appealing to kill for players but still somewhat vulnerable. The ones that live retreat to defensible positions. Repeat that cycle until they enter a state where they are not worth hunting. Players in this game aren't people. They aren't going to behave like people, not even roleplayers. They take info from the Net and use it and metagame.  No one goes to a goblin fortress because there's no point. Can you guess what happens next?”


Laura sighed. She felt like she could follow the loop. “Yeah... So, the goblins need resources so they go down into the open areas. The cycle repeats.”

“Yep yep!” GL complimented. “That's good. Basically, that's the loop that stops almost all NPC's from winning in this game and keeps killable enemies on the chopping block. A lot of people are calling you crazy or a fanfiction writer, but I think that's because they only understand the tip of the iceberg. What you're saying actually represents something revolutionary.”


“What's that? A break in the loop? Feeding players to goblins gives them resources beyond what they could otherwise get for themselves.”


“Not just that. That's still surface level thinking. The important factor that nobody has considered is that the event you described shows that an NPC learned to fish.”


Laura stared blankly at the screen. “Sorry?” 


The voice chuckled in it's fake, girly tone. “Sorry. An old saying. If you give a man a fish, they eat for a day, so on and so on.”


“I get it.”


“Of course. The AI in the game isn't supposed to 'learn to fish' even if it looks like that. What it is is the game giving them fish. Where the learning comes in is when the goblin recognized your abstract contribution beyond just being another slave. See what I'm saying?”


“Yeah!” Laura leaned forward excitedly. “That means they CAN be taught to fish. They can recognize that there are certain individuals that would bring more food and resources if they were left around or used.”

“If it isn't just a random quirk, yeah. That's exactly what that means.”

“What should I do?” Laura asked. 


“You should see if you can repeat the results. I'm guessing you don't have an issue attempting to do so?” The voice giggled again. 


“Not at all.” Laura grinned.

***

According to GoblinLover, the easiest and most surefire way to replicate the results of the first experience would be to make it clear to a Goblin group that she was on their side through easily identifiable actions like before. Basically, if she was seen unambiguously selling out her own kind and surrendering, it could work. If it did not work, she figured her second goal of being captured could at least be accomplished. The girl figured that if she was to succeed, and word got out, her character would be a bit of a fugitive within the game, so she purchased a mask that would had her name from the average user. She stared down at it with a wide smile. 


“Hey Luara!”

She jumped a full foot in the air, considering what she was holding and what she was thinking about. “Holy crap, Nyle!”

He smiled nervously and held up his hands as she turned around. “Sorry. I just hadn't seen or talked to you in a while. Also, the others have gone dark, too. Isn't that a bit weird?”


“Yeah, yeah... It's whatever.” She waved her hand dismissively, then glanced at him scrutinizingly. He was surrounded by higher-level players, mostly women. “Who are they?”


“Oh... Well, I met a lot of nice guys that wanted to join me and quest. We did that for a while, but then I got to know their girlfriends and one thing led to another.” The lithe Elf shrugged innocently. Luara stared at him blankly, triggering a sudden realization in Nyle.“It's not like that! They're friends.”


“Right.” Laura nodded. The three girls exchanged a knowing look. “So wait, you just have a roster of High Level players you can cycle through to join groups with you? What level are you?”


“Never mind that. Yeah, it turns out I'm really good at networking from my job so I've got all these different groups and guilds that I run with.”


There was a pause. Laura cocked her head to one side. “Do you think they'd be interested in helping me out?”

“What do you think, girls?” Nyle asked.

***

“What're we lookin' for out here, honey?” Maylene, a blonde paladin that sounded like a southern bell asked. Luara decided she would make a fantastic cow with that accent, whether it was real or not. 


“Sorry. Should've told you. My old party got ambushed by a goblin hunting group. We just got really unlucky. Seeing if I can find them again to get our stuff back.” She explained. It was a lie, but there was enough truth and logic to what she was saying that none of them questioned her on it. Not Maylene, the traditional Paladin. Not Arka, the dark-haired Eastern mage. Liddy, the Elven healer, was apparently alt tabbed through some third party program, and was only half paying attention. Luara did not blame any of them. They were far too high level for a Goblin hunt. 


With all of the factors considered, Luara had it all figured out for when the group got spotted by a familiar hunting party out in the woods. It was dark, but the Paladin's light lit them up, as well as the enemies making the threat very slight. 


“These are the ones, maybe?” Maylene asked, placing her shield in front of her.


“We'll see...” Luara had it figured out to the point that she was already acting. The mask was on and the  Paladin was facing forward. She was a rogue, the perfect build to pull off something like what she was attempting, even on higher level players. When the Goblins fully occupied the Paladin, that was her cue to slip up to the mage. 


She blinked. “I'm good, I don't need guard-d-d...” She began to say politely before losing control of her character mid cast. Luara had to risk it to make sure she was in full sight of the Goblins so that they would know. She had purchased a mind spike through some of her channels. They were popular, simple implements, but deceptively hard to find through legitimate means and especially hard to use correctly. The mage, Arka, buckled and fell backwards with her eyes wide at the ad-hoc lobotomization. Luara stared down in satisfaction, seeing that the character remained alive but all mental stats and all the derived coordination values had likely hit as close to 0 as they could. The Mage trailed off and began to drool as her folded over body splayed out on the ground.


The Goblins noticed her, but so had the healer. She calculated for this, however. The woman was above to offer her full attention, but Luara prayed that she would make a subtle miscalculation so she did not have to move to the next stage of her plan. 

“What the hell?” She cast a spell on Arka. Luara grinned and fist-pumped internally. It was not going to be common knowledge that the status effect was unable to be healed with the spike still lodged in the characters head. Arka twitched a little, but that was it. If Liddy had used the precious second to do anything other than that, Luara and the Goblins could be in trouble, but she managed to slip behind her as the goblins came around. She gasped as her arms were suddenly being held behind her back.

“H-help!” Liddy begged. “They got me!”


“What?” Maylene turned to see Arka down and being set upon. Goblins had mounted her body. One on her face began humping into her mouth until he was hard, then once he was the devious creature just fully started fucking it as the trapped girl could only watch and experience what was happening without moving. Mage was one of the strongest classes in the game, but not when one could not speak or move. Luara found it very satisfying to see. A second goblin moved between her thighs and lifted them to thrust into her waiting cunt. It was not part of her plan, but it was favorable that Maylene was extremely shaken by the sight. It was to the point that when she looked over, all she saw was Liddy being held by a nameless, masked character that was obscured. 


It was the Paladin's mistake to turn and allow a Goblin to jump up and thump her across the head, then another. Then more gripping her legs. The little creatures relentlessly attacked the powerful armored character until she was brought down and pacified. 


“H-hey, what is this?” Liddy struggled but there was no way for the girl to escape as Goblins took over for Luara in holding her down. A familiar Goblin sauntered  into the forefront and circled her as she stepped back. She dropped to her knees submissively and bowed her head. He lifted her mask, as if that would provide him any information at all. Luara did not flinch and freely allowed him. To her surprise he offered a grunt of recognition and began ignoring her as the group knocked the healer out and began dragging all of the girls back. He left as well.


“W-wait!” she begged. 


The shaman looked back and motioned for her to follow. Along the way the unconscious Paladin had a spell cast on her that moved her body like a marionette. It was the type of spell that could only really work on an unconscious character but Luara remarked that if they could keep them unconscious or unaware it was probably perfect. She got excited as the Shaman mounted his new pet and continued like that the rest of the way. Each new step of the way a new piece of armor or equipment was sheared away and added to the loot that would be taken back. It was a horrible fate in a game. Not only does the character die or get held over, but all of the items they worked for were going to an NPC's loot coffer. Luara could not get any more aroused. 


It was not perfect. Their players would probably have left the game at this point and were already complaining about the event on the forums. Hopefully they will not have seen her, and assume her fate to be the same. She smiled. Normally a players body would leave the game when they logged off, except in two. A restrained character can not leave the game and neither can one affected by an impairment. This was to prevent egregious combat logging. It was still possible but nothing was going to save someone sent to in game prison, or someone that was poisoned. 


Luara was happy to be allowed to walk freely beside the goblins, but she also felt a bit sad that she was not being restrained like the others. The bright side was of course that she was going to be treated first hand to what the goblins had in store for characters in the long term.


Chapter three






Chapter 2: Harder. Better. Stronger.


Luara was taken, surprisingly, to a camp and not a fortress. It was as defensible as camps could be with three sides flanked by cave and cliff walls and the only opening hidden within dense brush. She was worried, because the Goblins that made camps versus retreating to the much more defensible fortresses were prime targets for players. Ultimately, she was not disappointed by what she saw. It had been roughly a week since her first encounter and all the time in between then and now was spent figuring out what happened. In that time, the Goblin party had made full use of the first party they captured thanks to her help.

In the game, barring some circumstances, appearances often reflected roughly what a Player Character's stats would place them at. The Tank that was sold out from the first party had gone through some intriguing changes to reflect a change in stats and possibly even a change in class. The woman was heavily pregnant with what was probably a large litter of goblins. Luara was fooled by the fact that there were more goblins than before, but it was definitely the same group as before, since it was the same party as before. She was happy the Goblins survived the whole time, but it was no accident. Some of the newer Goblins looked a bit stronger than the rest and it became clear how that was possible when she inspected the former Tank.

She felt a sense of euphoria wash over her as she saw the woman's level had dropped from the double to single digits. She could not be positive, but Luara inferred that all of her power, all of the bonuses and boons she had accrued through playing the game, possibly over many years, had been leeched from her and given to her Goblin young many times over. Her mind swam with the possibilities and multiple other questions.

'Was it one for one? Less? Do they inherit buffs and other magic?' She jumped as she heard the Character gasp and looked closely to see the light in her eye was 'on' so to speak. 


“Wait...” A smile grew as it occurred to her. “Are you online right now?”

The former Tank blushed and attempted to look vacant, but under scrutiny and with Luara leaning closer and closer her lips quivered and she caved. 
“F-fine. Yes... I am logged in.”

“You... Don't have to be.” The Elf teased.

“The only reason you'd be online is-”


“Sh-shut it!” The former Tank whispered.

“Come on. I wont judge. Actually, I want to know the details.”


The girl relented and rubbed her swollen belly. “I tried to put in a ticket for an unstuck or something but the GM's said that they don't get players unstuck from situations that are not bug related and that I should wait until the NPC's kill this Character so I can respawn. I... Was curious if I'd respawn, or if they'd killed me or something so I logged in to...” She gulped. 


“To?” Luara was salivating. 


“Fucked, bred, used over and over again... At first I logged out right away, but then the feeling when I left the game, I went back in... It stayed. I- I-” She took a deep breath. 


“Let it out.”


The woman grinned madly and added. “I felt it. I stayed logged in and felt all my levels, my hard work slipping away. I've never had kids in real life but I actually kind of... Feel like a mother in this game now. My pain is turned down really low so it doesn't even feel all that bad. It... It feels amazing actually and they grow really fast. Mine are stronger than the normal ones...” She whimpered and added. 
“They have all my levels and all my stats already... I don't know what happens now.” 


Luara comforted her. “You wont get tossed. What's going to happen is, you're going to be kept forever, giving birth to low-level goblins.” She shuddered. “If you're interested in remaining in the game like this... We could be in touch.”


“That's disgusting.” The woman snapped back, but Luara could hear her holding back her criticism. She was so close to giving in. Her body had become a curvy masterpiece. No more muscle, no more power. She was purely built for being bred, giving birth and providing milk to nourish goblins young and old.

“The Goblins you created helped conquer another party.” Luara commented. There was a vague sense of pride that entered the woman's expression before she controlled her reaction. The other Players Characters were being brought in and set up as they spoke.

Once she was done conversing with the woman she glanced over to observe the other women she had doomed. Unlike the girl that was logged in, those were lifeless dolls. Their levels had been drained as well and they bolstered the camp, but Luara could not help but feel as though it would only go so far. The highest level that seemed to be stolen per goblin young was around two or three. They could produce a camp full of higher grade goblins but even if they drained hundreds of high level players that way it was still the case that no single Goblin could stand up to even a bellow average player. That was always the case. They relied on numbers. She was afraid the camp was doomed without help. In fact, it was becoming a tempting target purely because of their success. There was loot piled up in a corner. Some of the swords were being used by the Tanks stronger young, since the small creatures required strength to use normal weapons, but otherwise it was all just waiting to be looted by adventurers after a raid.

As she was inspecting the stockpile, the Shaman pulled her aside. In the background she heard the sounds of players cursing her as their spikes were removed. They had no gear and their restraints were strong. She ignored the cattle and acknowledged the Goblin respectfully. He seemed to actually have some recognition as she knelt down in front of him. Her heart beat quickly as he said something, and then reached back into his pouch. Luara lowered her head and waited.

'This is it... This is where I get spiked. Bred. Whatever they want out of me, I'm theirs forever. This is the end!' She thought excitedly. After a long pause she opened her eyes and saw a crude Goblin totem. It had no power or rarity or use, but it struck Luara because what it was was something similar to a badge or a flag. The others carried them, or at least the symbol. Her jaw dropped.

“M-me?” She pointed to herself. 


The gangly little pot-belly Shaman grinned and nodded, pushing the thing into her hands. She started to tear up. It wasn't what she wanted, but it was actually so much more. She nodded and lowered herself even further after receiving it. She felt a tap on the back of her head that she thought was a hand. When she looked up it was clearly not a hand. It was a veiny green cock that was far thicker and longer than she would've expected. It was close to being hard. She did not hesitate and immediately took the thing into her hands. She started stroking it, and then kissed and licked it and recoiled. The taste was bitter and sour and strange. Unpleasant. But then she did it again. It was like going in to lick a battery after being shocked the first time. The fact that it was so bad and that it also smelled so foul on top of it all is what made her head go completely numb. The fact that this thing would be forced on hapless adventurers that would not be able to stand it like her. The humiliation they would feel at having to service it. Even she was feeling it and only her extreme submissiveness to his Species drove her to force her lips over it willingly. She moaned, her eyes rolling back. Her free hand reached between her legs so that she could rub her own nethers while she serviced him. The taste and smell made her mouth produce mass amounts of saliva which then allowed her to polish more of the large misshapen member more efficiently. Just as she was about to feel sickly and lightheaded, the cleaned cock glided easily between her lips and became pleasant. The Goblin's saliva-polished green skin actually had a very pleasant flavor and the new musk and sweat he was producing was subtly intoxicating, to her at least. 


He eventually tore his cock away from her and stroked it himself. It was throbbing. Ready. She gulped. “You want to...” He could not understand her and she could not understand him, but she assumed he did not want to waste his seed on her face or stomach. 

“I'm ready.” She spread her legs. He smirked and turned, approaching one of the new captives. He pushed his cock into her writhing form as Luara looked on jealously. Her stomach distended somewhat from the sheer amount of seed his twitching balls were depositing. The fresh capture's level was going to be drained, probably over the course of  a few weeks since her level was so how. They would produce a good sized army but it was such a waste.

***

“And they let you go again?” GoblinLover questioned. 


“He did. It was the same group. They're getting stronger, but-”


They interjected. “But it's not enough. I hear you. It seems special but what they're doing is actually just part of the usual cycle. There's nothing new here. The only thing that's new or interesting is that they let you go, seemingly by recognizing your value and what it got them.”

“Okay, so what now?”


“This is a fertile testing ground, pun not intended. Usually all attempts to helps Goblins advance is not met with success.”


“There have been other attempts?”


“Some... They've mostly just lead to failure. Since you have an actual in and it seems like their leader is listening, we have a real opportunity to try and improve upon this Warren.”

“Improve how? Goblins seem to have a limit.” Laura had to recognize that, as fun as Goblins were, they were actually quite weak as far as mobs went. The young could not level past two or three and their ability to equip themselves was primitive and tribal. 


“Most do. I think the Shaman must have some rare Trait that allows him to learn beyond his limits. This isn't actually that unprecedented, by the way. It's a rare occurrence in mobs that allows for the creation of bosses. That's what I think it is, at least.”

“So we feed and empower the Shaman into becoming a Boss?”


“We've been there, done that. The bosses are a bigger target than anything and fall to the same cycles that we've been talking about. What they need is stronger fighters and equipment and logistics.”

Laura was getting tired of being shot down by GoblinLover. They sounded like they knew everything already, so why even have her there. She expected another smart answer when she said flippantly. 
“So if the Shaman can learn, we give him the tools to manipulate Players and other stronger NPCs.” There was a long pause that Laura did not expect.

'Was it that stupid?' She wondered.

“GL?”

“Yeah.” They responded.

“That's actually a really good idea.”


“Really?”

“We've never tried it because Goblin bosses typically don't show the characteristics of the one you encountered. Even giving them the skills to manipulate or use others would never work unless they had the drive and the knowledge to actually extract cumulative value, which this one has.” Laura heard actual excitement in GoblinLover's vocaloid voice.

“Actually...”


“What?” She thought she heard worry creeping into their tone. 


“I may need to think about this. This could have very far reaching effects if it gets out of control. We don't want to draw the attention of-”


Laura hung up. “That's all I needed to hear.” She smiled and ignored the subsequent calls she was getting. Instead, she called Nyle.

***

“Hey, I'm glad you wanted to meet in game but can I ask what happened to those girls you partied with? They dropped off the face of the earth.” He commented. 


“Yeah, I have no idea.” She said flatly. 


“Oh, okay.” He shrugged and smiled sweetly at her.

“What do you need? Want to play together?”

“Maybe later.” She began flippantly. Luara saw the look on his face and sighed. 
“Sorry, I've just got this... Thing. I really need someone who's versed in mind magic, a crafter and an enchanter.”

Nyle tapped his chin. “I know... and Artisan that can do both and a Master Mind Magic user.” 


“I'm sorry? I just wanted-” Luara closed her eyes and tried to stay calm. She was expecting him to know some low level Characters that had begun specializing. Artisans were devoted to crafted and played that aspect as if it was a separate game. Masters were high level players.
“That's actually great, but how do you know an Artisan and a Master?”


Nyle tilted his head to one side in thought. “The Artisan needed help with some market manipulation. I'm not super good at the game but I know a lot about econ and the game has a very robust economy so I actually had a lot of insights for her. The Master  and I are real life friends from another social circle I roll in and we connected shortly after I joined the game.”


“What's the other social circle?” She had to ask. 


“Oh...” Nyle blushed. “It's nothing, it's just another server I'm on. She's nice and we're just friends, I promise.”

“A server for...”


“Look, do you want me to connect you to them or not?” He uttered in frustration. 


“Y-yeah! Sorry for prying, jeeze.” She paused as Nyle stared at her in shock. “What?”


“That's the first time you've been really apologetic. This must be really important.” He beamed adorably. 


“Yes.” She responded simply.

***

“So what's the Server?” Luara asked as the three of them walked. Both of the girls were far higher than her in terms of level, but neither of them were specialized in physical. Still, the Mind Mage was rightfully very confident in being untouchable in such a low level zone. 


“If you are asking, Nyle did not tell you which means he did not want you to know.” The Mage responded in a very delicate tone. Her name was Uma in game and her player character was a tall Elven beauty that seemed to invoke thoughts of  Aphrodite. Blonde hair, soft skin and sparkling robes that were vaguely Hellenic. She wielded a large staff as more of a symbol than a weapon.

Luara grunted and looked over at the Artisan. Yenna was smiling and humming to herself as they walked to the location. She had told the two of them that she was trying to start a player town and needed both some wards against ill intent and advice on setting up a decent forge. Two believable, simple things that the girls could perform without requiring too much in return. If she had asked for more, there would be more questions and more required than just Nyle's word. 


She was nervous that the two girls would be enough to topple what she'd worked up to so far. Uma was what she needed, but she was also dangerous if not brought under control quickly and Yenna, despite her points being oriented towards crafting, was set up to be an excellent support.

'But... If there's nothing to support...' Luara thought as she drew the spike from her sleeve slowly.

'Then there is no problem? Doing what?' It was a voice in her head, but it was not her own.

“Leading more adventurers to a ghastly fate.” Luara said in a dreamy tone before quickly covering her mouth. She looked over at Uma who was sporting a cocky smile.

“I am a 'mind' mage. Your resistance thresholds aren't high enough to bypass me. You would need to completely hamper a character to build them that high, so no one ever does it. I know for a fact you have no items good enough to block me, either.” They continued walking forward as if nothing was happening. Luara looked over at the Artisan.

“She can not hear us. Be honest with me. All it is going to take for me to find out is effort and trust me, you do not want me to have to exert effort.

“We're almost there...” Luara relented. “The Goblin camp.”


“Interesting.” Uma observed.


Luara was fearful. None of the low level Goblins stood any chance of even sneaking up on Uma. The only thing that would have worked is if she was spiked at the right time, and that time had passed. They entered the clearing outside the shallow cave and were immediately set upon by Goblins. 

“You know an ambush wouldn't work on me so-” She stopped and watched as Luara held her hands up. For her it was the moment of truth to see if the Shaman could recognize use in Players other than her. If the Mind Mage was instantly just taken and made a mindless breeding slave then no progress could be made. The hope was that he would listen.

“Oh... Now this is interesting.” Uma commented as the Goblin leader seemed to Heed Luara and pulled back his fighters.

“A Goblin that does not attack on sight and-” Uma stared at Luara's blushing face very closely. “A girl that is obsessed with them. I think I understand what you are doing, now.” Being a Mind mage was not about using one's powers excessively. The sign of a good one was more in what they could manage in between use of their powers. Their judgment and their insight without aid. Uma had it.

“Do you think it will work?” The woman asked knowingly. 


Luara shrugged. “I hoped it would.”


Uma rubbed her chin. “Can a Goblin Shaman 'learn' mind magic. If he can... Can he utilize it for actual gain the way a player would? Interesting questions.” She smirked. 
“So you planned to do what? Keep me restrained forever?”


“The hope was that blindfolded you'd be able to impart enough while also hampering your abilities enough that you didn't prove dangerous.”

“That would not have worked. You did not prepare enough. You should have bought items the Artisan made and used those against me.” Uma offered in a very frank tone. She looked to still be in very deep contemplation. Luara's heart sank. Then the woman added.

“I will do it. However, I am not going to become a slave or allow myself to be captured or used. This is purely out of my own interest in the result.”


“Really!?”

Uma nodded. “Yes.” 


“So you'll control the Artisan, too?” Luara asked excitedly. 


Uma laughed. “No.” The woman began counting down on one hand from five. “You will need to figure that one out on your own. Most of this. I will instruct the leader in Magic and nothing more or less. I am curious to see how you manage.”


Luara rapidly pointed at the artisan as the countdown got down to one finger. Goblins jumped on the woman and restrained her and dragged her back to the cave screaming. 
“What is happening!?” Yenna cried out. “Help!”

***

The Artisan was blindfolded and breathing heavily. “Fuck... I can't believe we got captured. What's gonna happen to us?” She still had no idea what was going on, and had no clue that the two other women were standing comfortably, unrestrained a few feet away. With some creative hand gestures and no help from Uma, Luara convinced the Shaman to ward his men off of her. Uma watched in amusement as Luara pointed to the woman, then to the pile of equipment and to his shabby clothes. It took a while, but the Shaman gradually started to catch on. He pointed to the pan armor one of his men was wearing, then to the discarded chestpieces. Luara nodded. 


“It is kind of cute.” Uma chuckled. “That it is actually working. The NPC understands something as abstract as an item that could be.”

Luara glared at her. “I can't get them to understand more complicated things. I need them to build a forge on her direction that she can use to melt down equipment and make new items. Can you at least convey that 'idea' to him so he can start getting his guys to move?”

Uma nodded. “I can. I suppose you need the tools for success.” She looked to the Shaman for a moment. His eyes lit up with recognition. He immediately ordered his men to start working in the back of the Cave where Yenna was chained up.

Outside the game, as Luara watched the Goblins with satisfaction, messages lit up her messaging app outside the game from GoblinLover.

[Listen, I get that you're excited but we need to be careful who we bring into this. Goblins are SUPER popular for high level players to use as pawns since they're so weak. Let me use my in game connections to vet people and make sure they aren't going to do something that we can't manage.]

[Respond.]


Chapter four






Chapter 3: Endless Bliss


The forge was built quickly under the supervision of the nervous artisan. The woman was very eager to simply not lose her character, and the side of her that was her character was very eager to not be lost to goblins until her end. A humiliating end, to be bested by malicious little demons that topped out at around second level in general. For that reason, and with Luara as the prime example, Yenna was almost eager to prove that she was useful enough to keep around as more than a breeder or a mount.

“How is it coming along, Yenna dear?” The Mage questioned. She had taken a keen interest in the development of the goblin camp. It was an interest that Luara shared, so she did not think anything of Uma's growing influence. Luara was just glad that the mage was on board and not interested in shutting down the Shaman.

Yenna looked up and responded nervously. “G-good, Uma-” With a look from Uma, Yenna stammered to correct herself. “I-I mean, 'Miss.'”

“Good girl. Start showing them what they can do.” Uma returned to lounging near the forge, overseeing the breeding of slaves below. She looked to enjoy it, Luara thought, but she also found that Uma must enjoy it for far different reasons.


“How's instruction of the Shaman coming along?” Luara asked. “Why haven't we begun that yet?”


“In due time, dear. In due time.” As they spoke Yenna took a piece of gear and shoveled it into the crucible after stripping it of everything that was not metal. The Goblin observed carefully as it melted down, his eyes burning with possibilities as he watched the high-level piece melt down. 


Yenna was not sure that they understood, but she still explained. “Gear retains the power and rarity that it accrues when it is melted down, but it isn't one for one. That being said, it can be reforged and if we reforge it into something smaller...” She pulled the crucible out carefully and begins to pour the metal into molds that she had prepared.

“Then that satisfies a lot of the restrictions.” The Shaman watched, mostly ignoring her words and just stared at the result as the metal hardened. The Artisan pounded what she got and shaped it in front of him until it began to form into a rounded, curved plate that could easily protect a goblins whole torso. She let it cool and then handed it to him. Luara was watching at this point, as well. The Shaman took it and lifted it up. He placed it on the ground and shouted one of his warriors over. The little warrior began doing his best to dent the plate as Yenna prayed for her work to hold. With her anxiously waiting for something to give, a minute of solid pounding felt like an eternity until finally the Goblin warrior stopped, panting. The shaman's eyes were wide and a grin formed on his lips, showing jagged teeth. He pushed his staff through one of the crude pans that the goblins formed into a makeshift breastplate and whipped it off into the far cave before letting out a victorious yell.

“Excellent, Yenna!” Luara complimented. 


“Th-thanks!” The Artisan breathed. “Will it be enough to... You know?” She was very worried for her in-game life. 


“Oh, I think you have definitely proven your worth, Yenna dear.” Uma injected herself into the conversation. “However...”


“However?” Luara asked. 


“I'm afraid that with the Artisan and with Myself, we have a little rogue that does not really serve any purpose to this colony.” Uma smiled maliciously, though to Luara she still found it perplexingly intoxicating. Her mind was foggy and for some reason, the mages threatening words seeped into her ears like honey.

“O-oh.” Luara intoned passively. 


“But that is okay! This is what you wanted all along, is it not?” Though it was completely lost on the subject, Luara, Uma was weaving with her left hand as she spoke, spinning and gesturing in a particular motion. The exactness was important. Concentration was necessary. Once she began, though, it was not as if the subject would have a chance to interrupt.

“So true.” Luara smiled contentedly. It was what she wanted. There was no ambiguity allowed. There was no longer a caveat that she would have liked to help more or see things through. Her mind rested and gave way to sheer desire. Her gave out from under her and her head bowed deeply before the Goblin Shaman in her most desired and anticipated surrender. All the while the Goblin watched with his beady little eyes narrowed sharply. 


Once the spell was woven, Uma switched her gesturing while the Goblin looked on carefully. The hairs on the back of his neck bristled as the words 'take her' were translated to him. It was not necessarily a translation that allowed him to understand her. What it was was a feeling that he could not misunderstand, which then matched a compulsion of the same command. It was an unconscious order. He rubbed his chin and conceded, pointing to the salivating, almost frothing Luara. Warriors pulled her away to the pits.

“Bye bye, Luara.” Uma said sweetly while waving. “You will be missed.”

***

Luara was incredibly wet and ready. She stood shoulder to shoulder with the pregnant paladin and another woman. Their breasts swollen leaking while their bellies bulged similarly. 
“My turn...” She mumbled ecstatically. There was no longer any other thought in her mind. Her legs shook in anticipation as the Shaman himself approached her while his warriors stripped her of all her trappings and effects, tossing them to the pile. All except the totem he offered here before. He curled that in her dainty palm, urging her to hold on to it as he took a needle and dipped it in ink. It was difficult for her, incredibly difficult to have a Goblin between her legs working so close to her nethers without actually touching them. She was beginning to form a pool beneath her with how hopelessly aroused she was. It almost felt just as good when he began poking the needle into her skin to draw a tattoo above her cunt.

“T-take me...” She moaned.

“Please...” She begged him. She did not just want it with her body, but her mind and her soul demanded it. She did not notice in her arousal and in the sensation of the needle carefully tracing across her skin that his other hand was practicing a gesture over and over again. When the tattoo was finished, a drawing of the same totem that she was given, he took it from her and cursed himself that he could not complete the gesture just yet. He poked two piercings, one through each nipple and then wrapped a collar that had probably been poached from a pet around her neck. It still had the tag that said 'Spot' on a silver collar dangling from the front, though those words meant nothing to the Shaman. He stood up and stared down at the tattoo and piercings, admiring his work. Then, his own lust got the better of him. He squatted down between the begging woman's legs and lifted them over his shoulders, pulling her out from the walls so that she was on her beck.

He pushed his gnarly member inside and pumped over and over again. The Elf was tight, about as tight as any other Elf he had, but she was still different, somehow. Some arcane segment of tangled code that sat as one piece of his intelligence told him that rather vehemently. He had impregnated many women at this point, and wished many more but for some reason, to him he attached an importance to Luara as he buried his cock inside her with one last thrust and came. To him, she was not simply a sack to hold his children. She was that, but she was also attached to him with some abstract importance that he did not understand. He pulled free, his seed dripping from her gaped pussy; despite his small stature his cock was almost as thick as his arm when hard, in true Goblin form. She lay back, satisfied. Still mindless. Normally the women were free to anyone, and indeed the paladin was being used as a quick drink by a warrior next to him. Against his programming he uttered some choice words to keep his men off of Luara in particular, for she was his and no one else's. He leaned over her and sucked on her freshly pierced nipples, enjoying the taste of metal from both the pierce and the piercing. Luara moaned in response. It was not unpleasant to see her in such a state, but something told him it was not real. He glared back at the smug woman that carried herself like a goddess. He continued practicing gestures as he ravished Luara's body. A good cover and a lot of fun, as well.

***

A slender figure entered Laura's home silently. They did not need to, as they knew Laura was online, but they chose to regardless. They made their way to her room where her desk was set up in the corner. The curtains were drawn and everything was dark, save for everything lit up by the screen. They approached the setup with her sitting in the chair twitching and salivating. Her setup was full activated. Just as she desired, if left alone she would remain logged into the game, essentially forever, lulled into sweet, permanent servitude to the creatures she admired. The figure shook their head subtly and sighed, pulling one of the connectors to the nutrition compartment that would have sustained her for a long, long time. With that no longer connected she would remain in One2One for just a few more hours before the software kicked her out due to either fatigue or hunger or thirst, whichever triggered first. 


While they were there they leaned over the keyboard and mouse and took manual control of the other screen to look over the sent messages from GoblinLover. They deleted a few lines then observed the game state and understood immediately what happened. 

“Uma...” They muttered. They craned their head down to see the soaked chair that Laura was sitting in and shuddered lightly. They stopped themselves from doing anything they might regret and quickly withdrew from the apartment. 


An hour later Laura was kicked out of the game, much to her surprised. She was dizzy, thirsty and hungry. She could still see her character in game, naked and spent after being used by the Shaman. With an outside perspective she was pleased to an extent, but also cursed at what Uma had done. The woman had completely hijacked what she had worked for. 

“Fucking Nial.” She gritted her teeth and glanced over at the other screen. 


[Yeah. A little late for that.]

[Already got got?] GL responded quickly, as if they were expecting her and anticipating a response. 


[Yup.] She checked her setup and noticed one of the connectors was unplugged.

[Only reason I'm still around is my setup was unplugged. I thought it was all in place, I guess not. Made it out completely by chance.]

[Sure. Anyway, tell me about what happened.]

[Mind Mage named Uma, referred by my prick of a friend. She double crossed me and sent me to the pits. I guess I introduced her, and at that point I had no more use to her as anything other than another little gobo factory.] As angry as she was to be betrayed, she was not mad to have been bred. It was what she wanted. It was that there was still so much left for her to oversee in the camp. She wanted to help.

[Your friend referred her? That's rough. Maybe they thought that she was more trustworthy than she actually was?]

[No, that guy's always been an idiot.] There was a long pause.

[Sure. So... We don't have many options.]

[I need you to come to the camp in game and help. What level are you? What's your class?]

[That is not going to work.] GL responded quickly.

[Why?]

[I go and confront the Mage and then what? Odds are the same thing happens to me.]

[Got it... Well my character is having a great time and I might log in one last time with my setup active. Just kinda glad that it's working.]

[Wait wait...]

[What? We both wanted this, anyway. If Uma's completing the plan for us it's still fine.] Laura noticed another long pause.

[I want to see this through and so do you. So just hold off on 'ending' yourself in 'eternal Goblin bliss', alright? For a little while, at least. Need to see how this plays out. Maybe contact your friend and tell him what his friend did to you.]

[Good call! Thanks GL.]

[No problem. We... Will be able to meet in game at some point. Hopefully soon.] There was no answer as GL sent that last message, Laura was already trying to get a hold of Nial.
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Chapter 4: Cursed


Laura could not resist logging in one or two more times, even if it did not help. GoblinLover did not advise it, but what was the harm, so long as her setup was not plugged in. Oddly enough, no matter how many times she logged in and waited to enjoy the carnal pleasures of being a Goblin captive, she was not ravished like the others. She was given special treatment. She waited and her body begged. Her character begged without any input from her, as she was completely under Uma's suggestion. She logged out and watched and waited from there, still nothing except the occasional times when the Shaman would come out to fucker her personally, but those times were few and far between. He looked busy.

“Obsessing about it isn't really helping.” GL claimed. 


“That's kind of hypocritical, considering the obsessed group we're both a part of.” Laura rolled her eyes. There was a pause. “You are a part of the group, right? Fucks sake, you found me through them.”


“I'm not disinterested. I'm just not as fanatical as you.” GL explained. 


“Not fanatical?”


“I'd consider my interest to be somewhere between: Enjoying studying npc behaviors in game and hooking myself up to a glorified ego-death machine. Why would you WANT that so bad that you're willing to, to...”


“Look, the world isn't exactly bright. The game is an escape for a lot of people. Some wanna live out their fantasies of being an adventurer forever. I just want to get captured... Is that so strange?”


“Kind of.” GL admitted. “But I'm not judging you. I'm glad you didn't meet your end. We should use this opportunity to fight Uma. Have you contacted your friend?”


“No.”


“Why not?”


“I can't exactly tell my friend that I am obsessed with helping Goblins capture and terrorize players. He  would think I'm a freak and... I don't want that.” 


“So... Them finding out that you strapped yourself into that silly device of yours?”


“Ideally they wouldn't find out and if they did... Well, it wouldn't matter at that point.”


“Maybe they would just... Get it?” GL suggested. “Everyone has their own 'thing.'”

“Could I actually be that lucky? No, I think we have to figure out a way to do this on our own.”

GL sighed. “Okay. Well, it seems as if you are stuck. If we're talking in video game terms, you are literally stun locked.”

“Not so sure. The Shaman is planning something.”


“Doesn't matter. Uma's magic is very good. Goblins have no resistances. Why would they? Monsters are the perfect target for her.”


“Oh... Idea. What about Uma's resistances?”


“They're going to be high.”


“To magic items? The smith isn't technically aligned with either of us. She's completely self interested.”


“You can't exactly send a message.”


“But Nial can.”


“Weren't you worried-”


“Uma is a problem because she might actually blackmail me to him. The Smith is probably about as embarrassed as someone should be in this situation. I send Nial a coded message to send her that she will understand.”

“That...” GoblinLover pauses. “Sounds like a plan. Do it.”

***

Luara logged into the game to see the Artisan crouched in front of her. “Can you hear me? Even though you're the freak that tried to sell us out, you scare me less than Uma does. I'm with you. I just... I don't actually know what you're asking for. Instructions were unclear. Can you talk to me?”


Within the game Luara was mindbroken. Uma's suggestion weighed down her thoughts. She could barely hear a thing that the Artisan said, though her legs spread as the Shaman sauntered up to see what was going on. He eyed the two of them. He looked to Luara, ready for another lay, then he looked to the suspicious Yenna. She recoiled a bit and held her hands up. He lifted a brow and made a motion with his hand. It looked familiar.


Yenna shuddered. Uma's resistances were high, but Yenna's were not. She suddenly felt the intention within him form words that she could understand. 

“C-craft...” She strained, her eyes crossing as the hammer of a spell that the Goblin crudely wove bashed inside, in stark comparison to Uma's sharp, precise barbs.

“Craft... Curse?” She blinked, holding her head.

“Craft curse.” She whispered.

“I get it!” She looked to the Goblin seriously and tried to motion with her hands. “What kind? What. Kind?” 


He sighed and escorted her back to the forge. He began to subtly guide her with simple words and intentions. Meanwhile, in the corner by the cozy fire Uma cheerily counted the coin from the raids. She was quickly becoming as rich as a warlord off of the well-equipped goblins. She had no care for what Yenna was working on, as the girl working on anything meant money and power. Yenna noticed nervously that the more the Goblin did it, the more proficient he seemed to get. More than that, slowly she started to get the impression that it was more than intent and understanding creeping into her mind. It was desire and compulsion. After hours of hard work she presented her creations humbly to the Goblin Shaman. He looked them over, then smiled at her. She felt a shiver run down her spine as the understanding, desire and compulsion of 'Back to work.' Entered her mind. 


“Yes sir.” She turned around and went back to crafting armor.

The items that were presented to him were a pair of finely forged metal high heels with shining steel, minimalist design. No straps, simply a slip on, open toe design that seemed uncomfortably tall in the heel. Next was a belt that looked relatively normal. Thin, flexible metal with a latch at the front. Meant to be worn around a pair of wide hips. Two bracelets and finally no set of odd cursed gear would be complete without a locking metal collar. 


The Shaman slipped behind Uma and unceremoniously wrapped the collar around the woman's neck. It clicked into place. This worked quite well because not only did Uma have very little respect for his kind, she also did not have any consideration for their ability to utilize cursed items or any items. She could have defended an attack but a simple equipping of a necklace was an act that did not trigger combat. She reached up in confusion, almost not even knowing what happened at first. There was an order of things, however. First, the Necklace sunk into the skin of her neck and disappeared. It was not able to be removed but the curse of a cursed item was two-fold. The necklace she wore empowering her and her abilities fell to the ground, unable to be equipped to the same slot where an item was already present. 


She stood up. “What!?” She looked around for a player that would have done such a thing. Her first mistake. She checked her equipment and read the name so affectionately given through intent by the Artisan. 

“Collar of the... Drooling-” She gulped down saliva as it suddenly began to build in her mouth. It was too much and quickly began to flow out over her beautiful, plush lips and onto her chest.

“Cross-eyed-” Her vision was permanently blurred and confused as her eyes were directed inwards, crossing comically.

“Monument?” The last word made no immediate sense to her. 'Collar of the Drooling, Cross-eyed Monument.'

She felt something snap around her wrist from the Goblin she paid no mind in those crucial moments, and that was the last time she felt her arms move as they rose. Her hands curled up into a cute, open palm gesture, like a scale. She began to run, but felt one foot slip into a small 'slipper' as her foot raised. She could not see where she was going so she stepped down and found herself on shaky ground. Then the other was equipped. Her feet felt as if they were stuck in mud. She could barely budge. She bent over and tried her best to move.

“Wha- ish happeh!” She struggled to speak, with saliva affecting her ability to form words. Finally, a belt was placed around her waist and Uma stared at her equipment in horror to see the name of the full set. 


The Drooling, Cross-eyed Monument set. Heels that kept the wearers feet planted in place like a statue. Bracelets that raised the arms and hands into a divine pose and a Collar that shaped her face into the crude expression it had taken with her mouth open and drooling profusely in a wide 'O.' Finally with the belt her posture curved sensually and uncomfortably into an erotic and impractical pose. Her legs as well. She read out the Curse and it's bonuses. Her crossed-eyes widened with greed as she read the first portion. 


'Immortality and invulnerability? Is this a blessing in disguise?' Then she continued reading and found the catch. 


[The wearer is bound into the statue-like position as if she were an image of a goddess. Her skin remains smooth but becomes invulnerable and her divinity begins to take shape, making the wearer immortal and immune to the wear of age.]

[Wearer's name is permanently changed to 'Drooling, Cross-eyed Monument.', name may not be affected by name change and name change option is permanently locked. *Do not contact the Moderators about this effect*.]

[Wearer's type is permanently changed to 'Divine Statue.' This type is unaffected magic, alchemy and moderator intervention through the unstuck command. Type is unable to wear armor.] She breathed a sigh of relief.

'That should cancel all this out.'

[Wearer's armor is shed, save for the Drooling Monument set items which will have their effects added to the characters permanent traits.]

'What!?' All of her expensive armor and items fell from her body, completely shed.

[Wearer gains 'Divine Mentality.']

'What? What is Divine Mentality? These fucking Goblins, I swear I'll-'


[Opinion of favored follower 'Goblin' Increased to Maximum.]

'F-forgive them, maybe... Just this once.' She told herself, still getting used to the jarring shift.

[Opinion of favored follower 'Goblin Ally' Increased to Maximum.]

A thought popped into the Monument's Divine consciousness. 'I was harsh on the child... I will free her mind. She has shown herself to be an Ally to my faithful.'

[Opinion of favored enemy 'Non-Goblin' Decreased to Maximum.]

'What have I done... I- I don't deserve to be worshiped by these creatures. I don't deserve to be a goddess, but I will do what I must. To help these poor souls. For they are my-'

[Opinion of self downgraded. Opinion of Self set to 'Divine Slave.']

'Masters. I am blessed to be given an opportunity to serve them with Divine Blessings.'

[Trait gained 'Healing Saliva', 'Healing Juices.', Healing Tears.', 'Blessing Aura.']

'Good. I will automatically bless any Masters that come within my Aura for days. They will be granted strength and fervor.' Uma felt content and pleased. She enjoyed her position as a Divine Statue and felt an innate desire to be granted Goddess status, however she knew that she would never escape her fate as a Divine Slave, nor did she want to. All she wanted for was the success and conquest of her Favored Servants.

“Damn, that is good work.” Luara blinked at the sight. Uma had turned into a living, drooling statue. She felt a little damaged by being held for days so she cupped a hand under the fountain like stream and sniffed it first.

“Sweet...” She then drank and was surprised to find that it actually did provide healing. The Goblin stood back and admired the work. He was wondering where a good place to put her would be in the camp.


Chapter six
Afterword


Thanks for reading!

If you want to find out what happens next, you can skip ahead and find the rest of the chapters on my patreon, along with plenty of other stories for you to enjoy!
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