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Chapter one






Chapter 5: Trick and Trap


Luara looked over the assembly of Goblin troops. The downside of a Goblin Horde was that no matter how many could be created in such a short amount of time, their level and their equipment left too much to be desired. However, each Goblin warrior in the camp was born at the highest level the could due to their mothers being high-level adventurers. It was only a difference between around two levels, but that two levels per warrior was a significant departure from the average player experience versus the little devils. The equipment they wore was tailored to smaller creatures, providing the bonuses that players would typically see on their equipment. The difference was not apparent, but the statistical equivalent on top of their already high level was gaining around five additional levels on top. Luara admired that one Warrior could potentially overpower a new player on his own. It was exciting. It felt like progress. 


She passed her gaze up to the living statue that was Uma. The representation of a not-yet-established goddess provided significant positives to the goblins that remained close to it, and allowed them to replenish themselves easily. 
“Yenna, those items were a masterpiece, really.”


The Artisan kept her eye on her work. “I just kinda did what he told me to... It worked out, I guess.” 


“Why are the buffs so strong?” Luara was able to inspect her own character and see that the bonuses to Goblins and Goblin Followers granted an even higher power ceiling to the average warrior that was within range.

“This is about how strong a normal Divine Statue is, but I guess it is a lot since there's no actual established goddess that she's representing. Part of it has to do with the fact that a player's power is being suppressed and consumed and repurposed. If I were to craft one out of normal materials it would have a close to zero effect.” She explained. 


“I see.” Luara nodded, patting Yenna on the back. She looked over and saw the Shaman motion her over. He had become a higher level than even her after draining so many levels from the adventurers they already captured, but those girls were close to level one at this point and she could sense he was after more.

“What is it?” Luara watched the Goblin perform the simple motion to speak commands into her mind. Her body shuddered as her mind was invaded. She could potentially resist, if she tried. She was not trying. 
“S-settlement?” She deciphered his command. He nodded.
“You want to form a settlement?” He shook his head. He wove another word into her mind. Luara cringed. 
“Attack? You want to attack a settlement...” She saw him nod, then felt one last word that bared repeating. 
“Takeover...” She looked at him. It was ambitious and she loved the idea, but...”
“It just feels too soon.” She motioned to herself, then to him. 
“Worried.”


He nodded and brought her over to the statue. He pointed to the girl and grinned maliciously as the word 'Trick' was woven into her mind. He tugged on her Cursed Heels and added another. 'Trap.'

“Trick and trap...” She mused. Goblins were no stranger to traps and tricks. It was the basis of their danger as a monster. However, the Goblin idea of a trap was fairly rudimentary and obvious. If one had the perception, they would see through an ambush or a pit and even a sub-average player could. Luara smiled and dropped down to his level, nodding. 
“Plan!”

-

“Isn't it a bit soon?” GoblinLover commented. 
“You just build up strength for free. Pick up adventurers. Easy. Attacking a small settlement will just draw attention. It's kind of stupid.”


“I agree completely.” Laura stated. 
“That's why we're going for a city, instead.”


“I-I'm sorry? Were we just having a completely different conversation just now?”


“Nope. We're both on the same wavelength. It's just that, attacking a town draws attention while 'attacking' within a city draws rumors. Remember the Jack-the-Ripper poser incident a while back?”


“Sort of. Basically, a Player Killer would get hunted to the end of the world if they killed as much as he did, but because he was hiding in a place that no one would look, he was never caught.” The Cities of One2One were player run. Every shop, every guard and every single piece of construction and line of defense was fallible. In a normal game, attacking a guard would mean all others were hostile. In O2O, they could not even relay what killed them upon respawning. Attacking a city was suicide for any force, since they were built to be defended from outside threats. Picking away from within, however...


“Move the Warren to the deep sewers beneath Pridehale.”


“Ah... I get it. Pridehale, of course.” The City was known for being designed and founded by nerds. As a result, even if sewers were completely unnecessary for Players in game, they were built to be fully functional. A clean, underutilized network of well-constructed catacombs below a popular city.
“They're semi-populated by monsters, so it would not even draw that much attention. You aren't just going to move in right away, are you?”


“No, I've found some volunteers that are going to make it easier and safer ahead of time.”


“Oh? Color me intrigued. Not like Uma, I hope.”


“I made sure to only recruit people from the Goblin subKreddits. The Goddess statue fate that I posted about with a screenshot is stirring peoples  imagination.”


“You posted-” She could hear frustration leak into GL's vocaloid tone.


“Relax. I doctored it, so all they get is the fetish fuel. No actual info.”


“Alright...”

-

An innocent enough girl followed Luara down the manhole. A few feet away they found a nondescript alcove. Tina was a bright adventurer that had played the game for a long time. She had been captured by goblins on two different occasions and 'rescued' a while later. In short, she was a 'high-chaser' of the highest accord. She nervously regarded the alcove, and the items as Luara removed them from the pack. 
“I'm not the only one, right?” She asked. 


“You're not even the only one tonight. The idea is to have one of 'you' near all the entrances to the surface.” Luara explained. She was wearing her mask. The item that concealed her identity from other players. It was necessary if she got found out. She smiled as the girl's thighs tensed. She bit her lips. 
“Aroused?”


“Yeah...” The girl breathed. Unlike Uma, she did not have to be tricked into stepping into the fate-sealing heels. When they were on, Tina felt she could no longer move from the position she was placed in. It was like she was stuck in quick sand. Luara placed the collar around her neck and enjoyed seeing her face twist into a mask of pleasure. A permanent, dribbling, cross-eyed O-face. 


“Imagine it.” Luara coaxed. No chance of rescue this time. I'll make sure of it. You'll be a permanent fixture. A took to promote a new Goddess, and a resting point for them. You'll live to return their health and empower them. Bye-bye character. Bye-bye Tina.” Luara giggled. 


“Finally...” Tina gasped. The bangles and belt were placed on her, locking her into an elegant, statue-like position. If she were simply a frozen woman in an alcove there was a chance someone would find her. Instead, they had a plan for that, as well. Luara placed the final touch on Tina, as she had with so many others that night. Luara gave her vulnerable pussy a few licks before carefully pushing a primed gem inside. Slowly Tina's immortal, invincible body began to turn to stone. Luara watched with heavy arousal as it enveloped her quickly. Her nethers were still soft, so she could be fucked and the gem could be removed, however if anyone noticed such a thing she suspected they would be so enamored by the fuckable statue that they would not notice to try to extract something. They would be more concerned with what they could fit in. As it turned out, almost anything. 


Luara left the sewer, satisfied that she had placed interested individuals at most of the important entrances and exits. Her eyes rested on her magnum opus, however. A fountain that she found at an opportune time near the center of the city had become host to a rather peculiar statue overnight. Uma, who once fashioned herself a Queen, was set to be admired in stone for the entirety of the games lifespan. Not a soul knowing her true identity. Her Aura, Luara noticed, seemed to extend far further than the others.

She left that statue behind and returned to the sewer to find an entry point. Eventually, with quite a bit of guidance from other websites she found a grate that lead outside the city. She kicked it out and cursed how wet she had gotten. The tube was small for an Elf like her, but for Goblins they would be able to sneak in just fine. Everything was set.


Chapter two






Chapter 6: Investigation


“Take this down Dr. Wendie.” The woman cleared her throat and prepared to dictate. 


“Pridehale appears to be in the midst of another Player Killer event. As a renowned Investigator character, I Sherri, will attempt to unravel this mystery for the good of the community before any more characters are killed.”


“Changing that last part to 'missing', Miss.” Wendie explained. 


“Sorry?” Sherri turned on her posh, inch-thick heel and eyed her faithful assistant of many months in-game.


Wendie looked over her own notes. “It seems like characters don't resurface after they go missing, so it's more like they are being captured, not killed.”

“We can investigate that possibility, of course.” She smiled. 
“I was getting to that next.”


“I don't necessarily know if we need to. If there's no victims that can say they were killed-”


“That is always the case in a MURDER investigation, Dr. Wendie. The dead will not speak to us.” She claimed poetically. 


Wendie stared at the woman blankly. She had been a 'fan' of the 'semi-famous' Investigator for quite a while before joining the game to potentially play with her. She was always intrigued with the way someone could try and unravel mysteries within a game, or that there even were significant mysteries. Rapidly, however, Wendie found that the woman had strange priorities that did not involve actually getting to the bottom of a case quickly. 
“We actually can here. Because... The players come back if they die. There would be at least one or two like that if they were being killed.”


“Stop stop stop.” Sherri leaned forward, resting her hands on her hips. She stared Wendie. 


“W-what?” She leaned back.


“Dr. Wendie, we do NOT break character. This is NOT a game. Understand.”


Wendie sighed. “Yes, Miss.”

“Now. Take down the rest of my statement.” She took a deep breath. 
“There is also the possibility that the victims of this assailant are still alive.” She eyed Wendie.
“For that reason we must move quickly and leave no stone unturned.”


“I've looked at what we have so far and it seems we can probably just start in the sewe-”


“We will begin our investigation with the first disappearance.” Sherri stated. 


“Of course...”

-

“I see! VERY interesting. You are saying that your friend was walking just a short distance behind you before she disappeared.” Sherri asked. 
“Wendie, are you getting this?”

“Yes, of course.” Wendie said, earnestly scribbling notes.


Sherri began to look around. “A narrow alleyway. Long, with nary a chance that the girl could escape up, to the side or back. Unless the assailant had wings! Get that down!”


“Yes miss...” Wendie inspected the floor curiously. It only took a moment of turning over a bit of waste for her to find a metal manhole cover. 


“What were the two of you doing here, may I ask?” 


“W-well... A new restaurant opened up and we wanted to try the food. I admit, we probably got ourselves pretty drunk.” The girl explained. Wendie noted that she was a knight. Her armor was not on, but she was not helpless. Her body was muscular and trained.


“I see!” Sherri gasped. 
“We must go to question the restaurant owner immediately! The assailant may have been tailing the girls the whole night.” Sherri ran off quickly, leaving the girl and Wendie. 


She clicked her tongue and stared at the girl. “You're both fairly high level?”


“Yeah...” Wendie did write that down before pulling at the hidden manhole. She stared down a ladder into a dark hole. 
“I didn't notice that! She must've been taken down that hole without me noticing.”
“Wait, you're not going down there are you!?”


“Indeed.” She offered to both the question and the statement. Wendie slowly descended the ladder and pulled a small lighter out once she was wrapped in darkness near the bottom. She took a few tries and a few careful steps while striking it before it ignited and lit a small area around her. Wendie turned just slightly and screamed loudly. 


“Are you okay!?”


She breathed heavily, but did not move or run when she realized she was staring at a statue, not a person or a body. It was an odd thing. A naked woman in a conspicous alcove, as if it was meant to be there. Her face seemed obscene, lips bent into an 'O' and eyes crossed. She narrowed her eyes. 
“Is that...” She touched the lip and dragged across the smooth surface. 
“Drool?” It was clear like water and somewhat odorless. 
“No...” She wiped her hand on her outfit. Wendie wore pants and a tight jumper due to her class being one that was not devoted to combat. Her short brown hair fell loosely around her shoulders, just as it did in real life. 


“Hey!” The girl shouted again. 
“Should I get help.” 


“It's fine.” Wendie grabbed the ladder and stowed her little lighter, but she stopped when she thought she heard something other than the sound of running water. The noises stopped as she stopped moving. She waited a few more seconds before becoming creeped out enough to ascend. 
“Need more light.” She muttered to herself.


As she got back up to the top Sherri was standing there with a small roll in hand. “What were you doing poking around down there? I needed you to take down my thoughts at the restaurant. I have some promising leads.”


Wendie covered up the hole and submitted to her fate. “Yes, Miss. Sorry...” The adventures of Sherri seemed so much more interesting from the outside, but it had rapidly become clear that the famous investigator was more of a famous personality. Most people knew her, or at least knew of her. Even the girl was aware. 
“Thank you.” Wendie thanked the witness and resolved to follow through on whatever Sherri's leads were.

-

Wanda inhaled deeply as she left the game. Her eyes wandered to the detective lanyard hanging near the door. The woman rubbed her eyes wearily. The images were beamed into her mind not her eye, but it was still tiring. She considered the case. Normally she would not humor someone like Sherri when it came to a disappearance, however the stakes in the game were quite low in her opinion. It was all just for fun. Still, it bothered her. She hung up her headset and began to search info offline, a cardinal sin. She began to look over headlines. 


“Goblin Sightings in Prideholm. Noises in the Sewers. Strange Statues Appearing Overnight.” She clicked the last one and leaned forward with interest as she read. Her eyes glided across the page. 
“They're recent?” She remembered the one she saw first hand. She had assumed it was just a part of the  design. When she was done reading Wanda leaned back and closes her eyes to think.
“The sewers... Statues. They're using the Sewers. Are the statues a coincidence? The disappearances and sightings of them began popping up at the same time, but that may just be that nobody had a reason to notice them before. Goblin sightings? Possible, but not the driver of these incidents.” To every player in the game, Goblins were both too weak to overpower a normal player without great numbers, and not crafty enough to hide those numbers without being found. 
“So we're back to a player.” She decided. 
“The blonde Elf in the mask.” Wanda wrote that down. It was a dead end according to Sherri, but a witness saying they saw a blonde Elf go down into the sewers with someone and come out alone was quite suspicious. She began to form a profile in her head of a lithe woman with medium-length blonde hair. Elven Species.
“Should show signs of being in the sewer.” Wanda smirked. 
“Got it.”

-

“Uhm, can you let me go?” The Knight asked politely. She was being bent over some type of bar. Her hands were restrained and her eyes where masked, so capture rules applied in game. She would not be able to relay any information even if she logged off. It would show as being blank in her memory.

“This is really mean, even for a griefer.”


“You logged in again just to say that?” Luara chuckled. 
“Consider this character dead and just find another game to play. Or... You can stay logged in and enjoy. I don't really care either way.”


“Come on! I worked so hard on this character. You only get one... You can't do this.”


“You'll find that I can.” Luara commented, running her hand down the Knight's back, over her ass and then down her long, muscular legs. The girl shuddered. 
“You get to be a test case for one of my friends new item sets.”


“W-well that doesn't sound to bad.” She admitted. 


“It doesn't, does it?” Luara giggled. She lifted the Knight's back foot and slid it with some effort into a long tight sleeve ending in a solid, shoed hoof. She them pulled another over her other foot.

“Wait, are those CURSED!?”


“I dunno, what do they say? Maybe I gave you the wrong ones.”


She read out loud. “Wearer's bones...” She shifted uncomfortably as her feet bent painlessly. 
“Shape and her feet become a pair of cute hooves... Who writes this out?”
“But, Hah! Leg strength and speed increased! Kick! Kick!” She tried to kick back as if she was a horse, but it was to no avail. The sleeve meshed with her skin and the shoed hooves replaced her characters feet, like a minotaur's. 
“These ARE cursed. You're messed up!”


Luara slapped a joined bangle over both of her wrists that bound her forearms together behind her back. Once that was in place she cut the ropes. She wrapped a belt around her hips with two small hanging stirrups.
“Aaaaugh...” The girl complained. 


“What's wrong?”


“You know what's wrong!” She panted. 
“My back...” Luara watched with interest as her back curled forward uncomfortably and bent her forward just slightly.


“Hmm... Can you provide a bit more information?” Luara teased as she pulled a collar around the girls neck. It clicked into place permanently. The thing had a handle at the back which was sized for small hands. Her hair was carefully bound into two pony-tails that fell forward so that they would not get in the way of someone trying to grab it. The finishing touch for the set was a real blinder, not a blindfold. With that being placed permanently over the former Knight's eyes the set activated. 


[Arraignments of the Proud Mount: The wearer loses all levels in their former class and reserves them. These levels are reserved and added to their rider, along with any stat increases, bonuses or abilities applied or learned over the course of the wearer's training in their former life.]

“That's totally not fair!” The former Knight complained. But it was only beginning. She saw more notifications.

[Class Change: Mount. Related rules apply for mount entities.] 


She saw her level change to 1, with all of her former levels reserved in brackets. “No way... Mount rules? There's no way. This isn't something that can be done by a set of items, it's bullshit!”


“Oh, you know something about mount rules as a Knight, I guess? Tell me about it, hon.”


“Mounts don't gain levels.” She huffed. 
“They're always the same power and they stay at one, but they do gain loyalty levels. This is done through 'breaking' and 'training' the mount.”


“Oh, interesting. Why's that impossible?” Luara asked, subtly relaying the information to the Shaman who was relaying it to his most trusted Beastmaster.


“Because then anyone could make a basic skill check to make me submit to them, and then perform training actions to make me loyal and unable to disobey and that would not be FAIR to have happen to a player.” 


“Oh yeah?” Luara stepped back and watched the Beastmaster approach the 'Mount.'”


“Yeah, it would be totally against the spirit of the-” She gasped as the Goblin gave her ass a loud smack. 
“Game!” She wagged her rear, as it was the only thing that she could do. 
“What are you doing!? You-” he grinned and pushed three fingers into her cunt from behind and began thrusting and curling them inside. His other hand slapped her helpless clit until she came. Her head spun as she saw:


[Resistance Fail: Mount Level Increase.]

[Resistance Fail: Mount Level Increase.]

[Resistance Fail: Mount Level Increase.]

[Resistance Fail: Mount Level Increase.]

[Resistance Fail: Mount Level Increase.]

[Resistance Fail: Mount Level Increase.]


“N-not fair...” She whined, her body shaking in submission as the Goblin finally just hopped on her back, stuffed his feet into the stirrups and gripped the handle. He walked her around the room effortlessly.


Chapter three






Chapter 7: Lead


“There's an active suspect?” Wendie's eyes widened and her Police training kicked in. The location was a small tenement complex within Pridehale. These affordable player housing locations. The building in question was on the edge of the city where poorer characters would make their home. The woman pressed her back to the wall near the entry and peaked inside. As she was preparing an entry strategy in her head Sherri rushed right past through the front arch. 


“I'm coming to save you!” The famed Detective announced loudly before she even made it through the arch. 


Wendie's eyes almost bulged out of her head. “What!? Wait, no!” She slapped her forehead and muttered under her breath. 
“Idiot...” 


“Come, Dr. Wendie!” Sherri called out. 


Wendie entered cautiously. The Detective was already out of sight. She cocked her hand crossbow and drew her dagger with her non-dominant hand. Her larger weapon, a proper repeating crossbow, was slung across her back, but it seemed unwise to use if she was headed into close, quarters. She paused before moving from the long entry hall through the internal arch. As she entered she moved to one corner and looked left, then turned right to make sure it was clear. She entered to see the open area of the two-story tenement. There were some characters outside in their underwear seeing what exactly is going on. 
“Sherri?” She shouted.  Wendie tried to find her but failed initially. 


“Over here! I found the dwelling in question!” Sherri announced. The voice came from upstairs so she carefully made her way up the stairs and found to her surprise that Sherri was waiting outside the door.
“I have heard strange noises coming from this room in particular. I believe the assailants are STILL inside.” Wendie inspected the door. It was the number that the witness suggested. The report specified strange noises 'beyond the usual.' 


“Okay. We need to make a plan for how we're going to-” Wendie cringed again as Sherri simply opened the door and stood inside it. 


“Surrender yourselves!” 


Wendie cursed, pulled her back and pointed her Hand-Bow inside. It was dark, only lit by the light coming through the door, so she could not see anything. She did hear scampering however. 
“I need light.” She sheathed her dagger and then reached into her pocket for a scroll. She quickly broke the seal and and directed the location of the bound spell inside. The room suddenly lit up like a flare was thrown inside. Wendie gasped.

The room was a disaster area with items strewn about. The first and most important thing of note however was the body of a woman on the bed with her face down and her ass up. Her pussy and ass were both dripping with thick, gross semen and in the side of her head was a thin spike, almost like a knitting needle. There were visible small, wet tracks all over the floor. Wendie got down onto one knee, then lowered herself to the floor to see under the bed. She could not see anything. The only other place left to check was the closet. 
“Single female occupant, looks to be alive.” Wendie declared. 
“Need to finish clearing the room. It should be treated as a crime scene.”


“Nonsense, we help the poor girl out, first.” Sherri stated as she barged past, trouncing over several clear tracks unintentionally. She stood with her back to the closet and pulled the spike from the woman. She immediately sat up with a start, swinging her arms and knocking Sherry back into the closet. 


“Dammit.” Wendie groaned, delicately stepping into the room. 
“Calm down, miss. We're here to help. We're sanctioned by the city.” 


“Oh...” The woman seemed to calmed down, then notice the state she was in. She blushed deeply and sought to cover herself with a blanket. 


“Sherri?” She called out. 


“S-she's in the closet. They came from there.” The girl stated. 


“Shit!” She rushed to the closet and drew on it, only to see Sherri's flailing legs poking half out from the wall. She seemed like she should have been calling out for help but whatever she was trying to say came out garbled. 


Within the the dark wall Sherri found herself stuck and getting pulled deeper. As that happened she felt two warm orbs fall neatly over her eyes while a long, slippery thing was guided between her shouting lips. It was small at first but with a few thrusts it grew to prod her throat and pry her lips. It was salty and had other strange notes that the famed Detective could not place. It began grinding shallowly between her soft, stretched lips. Her arms were still being held and she was consistently being tugged down. The minor thing saving her was the angle. Her back was being bent, but it was awkward to get her through and down. The second thing that saved her was Wendie gripping her legs and pulling back. 


“Mmf...” Her mouth watered out of her control and her nose twitched. The thing that she was sucking and the sack that was sitting over her eyes both smelled foul and unwashed. After a few more thrusts the rod released and pulled free, depositing a thick substance into her mouth that stuck to her cheeks and her tongue and annoyed her throat. She swallowed a bit of it before she knew what was happening. Then the tugging stopped and Wendie pulled the wide-eyed detective out. Her face was covered in sweat that was not her own and she tried to spit what was in her mouth but it dribbled down her chin and onto her clothes. She blinked and gave Wendie a confused look as the assistant stared back in disgust. 


“Oh god...”


“W-what?” Wendie swallowed with some effort but she had the constant feeling that something was in her throat.


“You were just-” She did not get to finish what she was going to say before the Detective interjected. 


“The assailants injected some type of 'glue-like' substance into my mouth with a thick, salty syringe... It also appeared that they attempted to blind me with something warm, but it did not stick.” She assessed. 


Wendie stared in disbelief. Either Sherri was in denial out of shock, or she was actually clueless. Either way, she did not have the heart to tell her boss. 
“O-okay. Sure thing, Ms. Sherri...”


Sherri wiped her lips and looked at the substance. “Soapy in taste, thick in texture... Strange. There was quite a lot of it but it does not seem to have had an effect on me as of yet.”


“That's good.” Wendie sighed, looking past her to inspect the hole. 
“There's a hollow space within the wall. Felt you being pulled with some strength... So they were small enough to maneuver in the small space, but strong enough to pull you in.”


“Quite a conundrum indeed... It seems we may have a Gnome Killer on our hands.”


“Uhm...” Wendie glanced back at the witness. 


“Well, they were definitely Goblins.” She stated in a shaky tone. 


“They even used Goblin techniques.” Wendie added. 


Sherri tapped her chin. “Witness claims to have seen Goblins, despite no Goblins being capable of planning such a daring caper, nor being strong enough to carry it out. She may be in hysterics. The Gnome suspect must be utilizing Goblin tactics to throw us off. Frame their crimes on monsters.”


“There... Were a few of them before I got knocked out cold.” The girl clarified. 


Sherri blinked. “A cabal of Gnome assailants?” She muttered under her breath. 
“Not impossible.”


Wendie and the witness exchanged a look of disbelief. Wendie stood up. “Have to noticed anything strange in the building before this happened?”


“Hadn't seen my neighbors in a few days but never thought much about it. I'd see them often but if someone doesn't show up you just assume they're out adventuring or traveling.” She shrugged. 


“Seems as though we check the neighboring dwellings.” Sherri advised. 


“I agree.” It was one of the few sensible things she said in the past hour.

After a thorough search the two women stood outside the complex. Guards had replaced them after what they found. Several rooms were empty. Signs of struggles and holes in the wall in each. 
“Something's going on, Ms. Sherri.”


“I agree, Dr. Wendie.” Sherri lit and puffed on a signature pipe. 
“Whatever it is seems quite big. Truly a case worth my attention.”


“I'm glad we agree.

-

Mel opened her eyes to a grimy wall. She was staring through a loose veil that hung over most over her face. She was not bound and felt free to move about which felt like a definite mistake on her captors part as Mel was a skilled Battle-Mage with equal parts physical and mental skills and Attributes. The only thing her captors had on her originally was the element of surprise. She was about to make them regret it.

'Even thought I'm naked, it feels like, I can summon my armor and weapon to me easily. They probably did not consider that.' She thought proudly as she began concentrating on activating that ability. After a few seconds of nothing happened she stopped and fully took in what she was wearing. Sandals with straps crisscrossing up her leg tightly. Then there was nothing right up to her neck where she wore a lacy collar. Despite how flimsy it felt she could not pry it off of her. Starting at her wrists and covering up to her shoulders were two pink sleeves.

'Wait...' She cupped her breasts. They felt heavier and fuller than usual. She then rand her hands down her body. Softer and her ass and hips were bigger.

She finally just opened her character pain and gasped in horror to see her level had been dropped to 1 with all 34 of her other levels for Battle-Mage separated into brackets. Her stated class was 'Breeder.' She only had time to read the name of the set she was wearing 'Vestments of the Sublime Breeder' before she saw her first culprit responsible for bringing her here. A small goblin male with a wiry frame . Not at all intimidating to her. She readied herself and attempted an attack. There was a failure sound that played in her head followed by:

[The Attack option is not available to this class] “W-what!?” She instead prepared to defend as the goblin stepped confidently towards her. 


[The Defend option is not available to this class] “What IS this class!?” She took even steps back without looking where she was going as she opened the information tab.

[Breeder is a class devoted to creating and flourishing life. Upon changing class the Breeder reverts to level one and segments all levels of their former class. For each child born the Breeder loses a level of that class and transfers it to their young. An additional level is transferred for consistent Breastfeeding as decided by the life-cycle of the father species. Breeders lose all combat actions while gaining bonuses to Physical resistances, health and gain the trait 'Extreme Mommy Instinct' and the weakness trait 'Subsumption Instinct.'] “What the hell?”


[Subsumption Instinct: You are permanently submissive and your personality will gradually shift to revolve around bearing children and adoring men. This change is permanent and any personality developed over however long of a period will be wiped so far as it conflicts with Submission and Motherhood. (Caution: effects have been known to cause mental issues outside of game. Do not contact developers concerning this feature.)]

“I have to get out of here before-” With the veil over her face she barely recognized when the male moved quickly towards her. He mounted her with his arms resting on her wide hips.
“He-” She felt his long, hard, misshapen goblin poised to enter her. It's dripping, flared tip was sliding within her folds in an attempt to find an in to her cunt. Her whole body shuddered out of instinct and her back arched. She spread her legs and crossed her arms above her head. 
“H-Homigosh... I'm actually gonna be a M-mommy!” she squealed in pleasure as he finally found purchase and pushed his entire length inside by swinging his lower half under her legs. The Goblin warrior flexed his core muscled to rut up into her. Oddly, she felt no pleasure from his thick member stretching out her insides, but there was a shock of the type of feeling she was used to every time his head slammed into her cervix. 
“Ah... It's happening...” She grunted, feeling inside based on his throbbing that he was ready. Her pussy tensed and flexed and squeezed his cock in response. She weakened, falling to her knees as the new father unloaded into her womb. That feeling of being filled up with his warm, thick seed sent a wave of pleasure through her entire body. 
“Oh god... Yes! The daddy is so cute, too... Little Goblin babies!” She squee'd.

[Veil of the Sublime Breeder is now active.] She received.

[As the Host's mind weakens her identity permanently becomes her class. Her chosen name is lost.]


She smiled and bowed her head. “This Breeder thanks Daddy for his sperm!” The Goblin said something to her. She stared blankly for a moment until she was notified.

[Collar of the Sublime Breeder is now active. As the Host hears the Language of the father, her knowledge of former languages fade. Her sole language becomes the Father's language.]

“-to the warren, idiot! Back to the pits.” He stood gave her heavy tits a sharp smack, bouncing them together. 


She nodded in recognition. “Sorry daddy. This Breeder will return to the Warren!”


Chapter four






Chapter 8: Friendship


“The Warren beneath Pridehale is expanding like there's no tomorrow with the help from the artisan. That was a really good call! The statues give them a boost wherever they exit or enter the sewers so it's really hard to counter their hit-and-run tactics. Also... The Shaman seems to be getting smarter and more verbal by the day. I feel like we're making real headway.” Laura explained. 


“You're making headway.” GoblinLover retorted. 
“Congrats. Most of this is all down to you.”

“Well, your advice has been indispensable.”

“I suppose partially we have your friend to thank for introducing the Artisan, no?”


Laura scoffed. “He also introduced me to the former Mage that almost ruined everything for me.”


GL interjected. “Well... I don't know if he could've expected it to turn out that way. Seems he trusted her. I assume his heart was in the right place.”


“Why does it sound like you're defending him? What's it matter to you?” Nial was neither a help nor a hindrance so far as she was concerned. His hits and misses balanced out. On one hand Uma was a supreme blunder. On the other hand, the Artisan was a godsend. She softened, thinking that perhaps he did deserve more of a thanks. Not that she thought he would understand if she explained what she was doing.
“I have to keep him in the dark, anyway.”

“How're you going to do that? Seems like he would start to suspect something was going on.”


She laughed. “Nial? No, he's always been a bit of a dope. I doubt he even notices his contacts dropping off.” There is a long, notable pause where GoblinLover doesn't respond. 
“GL?”


“Well, I don't know him. So... You might be right.” As GL said that, Laura could swear she heard a tint of bitterness in the Vocaloid voice that GL had chosen.

“Keep me updated.”

-

“Hey!” A sharp male tone called out behind Luara as she was on her way to one of the many sewer entrances. She turned around with wide eyes to see it was Nyle. She was carrying some rare reagents for another project which she hid behind her back. 


“Oh, hi Nyle. Uh... What's up?”


“What's up with you?” He asked pointedly. 
“To be honest, I've been meaning to ask... A lot of my contacts have dropped off of O2O after I put them in contact with you so I'm wondering if you know anything?”


She gulped. “No...”


He stared at her flatly. “Just, no?” A brow lifted in disbelief after a second. 


“Y... eah. I don't know. I guess they must've stopped playing?”


Nyle was stunned. He looked at her closely, crossing his arms over his chest. “Right. So what was the last thing you all did together?”


“Adventuring. After, we parted ways.” She claimed. 


“You've been adventuring, too... Because it seems you have a lot of new equipment and you are stronger. Higher in level.” Nyle commented. She was indeed higher level. There was an ambient absorption from her proximity to the breeding pits as an ally to the Goblins. In addition, the leftover gear that was fitting for her role was able to be swiped up. It would help her perform better on behalf of her perceived Master.
“You would usually have to play for a long time to get all that, is why I'm asking.”


Luara shot the same question back at him. “What have you been doing, huh?”


He furrowed his brow. “I've been doing player quests and roleplaying in town. I also still technically have a job since I have stocks. I just don't work for a firm right now.” 


“Oh.” It was quite a bit better than her, a freeloader that had expected to be immersed in the bliss of being a permanent Goblin slave by now. 


“Listen... Luara we're friends. You can tell me anything and I wont get upset.”


“Are you alluding to something?” She asked suspiciously. 


“Haha... Well, let's just say you're not the best at keeping secrets. Remember?”


She narrowed her eyes on him and grew closer, her face next to his. “How much do you know?”


He lifted his hands in front of him defensively. “A-a bit? I know you've been going into the sewers lots. I know you have a lot of stolen equipment and that you probably know more than you're letting on about my missing contacts.” He looked at her pleadingly. 
“I'm not a 'dope' Luara.”

She relented. “You want to see what I'm up to?”


“Yes! I just want to be more involved in whatever it is you're doing.”


“Why?” She glanced back, beginning to lead him towards the entrance. 


“Be-because we're friends.” Nyle offered bashfully. 


“Alright. Come on, then.” The Elf sighed. Nyle bounced giddily and followed along. He seemed excited to just be included. She lead him towards the main entrance. It was a secret tunnel near the fountain 'statue' in the square that they had donated one night. He was surprisingly silent as they traveled down below even the sewers to a dripping catacomb. The final door was guarded against intrusion by a final naked 'statue'. To open the way Luara leaned up and kissed her her wide, wet lips. Her stone body slid aside. The sounds of moans already began to echo down the narrow hall towards them. The passage opened up into a wide, deep hall. Below a wooden walkway they could see down into the pit. A mass of lost adventures being fucked by Goblin warriors. Some were pregnant. Some were further along and some just had bumps but at no stage were any of the slaves spared from having to please their masters.


As they crossed over the pits, flanking a lit forge were two very toned women with heavy breasts. Their arms were bound behind their back and their mouth was gagged. They wore blindfolds and had reigns wrapping their bodies. They were supported by cute, wide hooves instead of feet and riding proudly on their back were abnormally strong Goblin; Knights. It was a class they usually would never have access to save for the special circumstance of riding the cursed mounts. 


Nyle cringed. “What is this place?”


“You were curious.” Luara shrugged. 
“This is what I've been doing.”


“Wow, Luara I-” Before he could say anything he felt a sting in his leg, then a weight on his back. He was gagged and taken to the ground by several goblins. It was simple, as Nyle was not particularly strong or skilled in combat. He was a market character that existed to enjoy the in game economy. He looked up at her with wide eyes as small hands tore at his armor and threw it away. He shook his head in a begging motion. 


“I'm sorry. You were too curious.” Luara knelt down. 
“I know you wouldn't understand or approve of what I'm doing here.” As she spoke he continued to shake his head. 
“The goblins typically kill males, but I'll have them make an exception for you.” 


He felt himself being dragged to the forge. The Artisan gasped. “Nyle!?” 


“That's right. We need something special for him.” 


She looked confused. “But... Aren't you guys friends? I thought he was in on it?” As the Artisan said that, with tears forming in his eyes he nodded emphatically. 


Luara eyed her. “What do you mean you thought he was in on it?” In the background Nyle was trying his best to speak through the gag, but it was in vain. 


“W-well... He connected me with you and never questioned at any point why I was no longer around. Same with Uma. I assumed he was working with you and had also sold me out...” 


“Wait...” She pulled at his gag. 


“I'm- I'm GoblinLover!” Nyle shouted the moment he had a chance. 


“You!?”


“Yes, you DOPE! I've been helping you this whole time. I'm not stupid! I obviously knew what you were doing...” He explained angrily. 


“You were a fan of Goblins, too?”


“No, Luara... I'm a fan of YOU.” He admitted. 
“I like YOU, that's why I wanted to do everything with you in this game and that's why I switched gears when I found out what you were doing. It's why I sent you two of the best people I could to help you out. Admittedly... Uma was a mistake, but when that mistake lead you to almost...” He cringed and didn't say it. 
“That's why I came into your apartment and unplugged you're stupid machine.” 


“It's not stupid...” Luara argued weakly. 


“It IS stupid. Why do you want to 'end' yourself in such an obscene way? I don't get it... Especially when I'm always here for you.” 


The artisan gasped and covered her mouth. Her cheeks flushed bright red. “Ohmigosh...”


Luara blinked at him. Stunned. “What are you saying?”


“I love you, Idiot.” The twinkish Elf male smiled.
“I'll share your interests if it'll make you happy. Fuck the characters in the game. They can all get taken out by Goblins for all I care but you... I want you to still be around in real life. I want you to be around me, specifically.” He confessed. 


“I- I thought- We all thought you were gay!” 


“I'm not!”


“But even in high-school you would only hang around with guys on the football team and they all loved you and you... You always were kind of androgynous and stuff and you never had a girlfriend...”


Nyle rolled his eyes. “Because I was funny. It's called making friends. And as for not having a girlfriend...” He blushed and averted his gaze awkwardly. 
“I was waiting for someone special.” He looked up at Luara directly. 
“Someone like yo- Oow!” As he said that an incredibly sharp pain ran up his spine. A brand had been rammed into the small of his back, creating a charred stamp. 


Luara cringed. “s-sorry! They're... even if you're an ally they have to do this part!” She explained. 


“I get it...” Nyle groaned as he was pulled back by his long hair. The Artisan reluctantly handed the attending Goblin a forged collar. The little green man fitted it around his slim neck and closed it. 


“I got one too.” Luara pointed out her own collar. 
“If you think about it, they're kinda like rings.” 


“That's a nice way of thinking about it.” Nyle smiled. He was released as the Shaman entered the forge area. He was staring at Nyle appraisingly. 


Luara knelt down, as did Nyle. She spoke quickly. “H-he's helped us a lot already! He was the one that gave us her.” She pointed to the artisan.


Nyle shook and closed his eyes in anticipation of the worst. The Shaman lifted his wrinkled brow and stared at the Elf boy, then towards the Artisan. He nodded in recognition and prodded Nyle in the forehead with his staff. Nyle opened his eyes and observed as the Goblin then tapped the floor with that same staff. He felt his mind begin to swim with thoughts of connected his forehead with the floor. It was mind magic. He dropped quickly, prostrating himself in obedience. The shaman smiled approvingly and nodded to Luara, turning to walk away. 


“You're accepted!” She said excitedly, hugging him. As she did the Goblin turned around and thrust his staff between them suddenly. He pried Luara and Nyle apart and gave them both a warning eye. 
“S-sorry Master!” She whispered over to Nyle.
“I think he is very possessive of me?”


“So it would seem.” Nyle cringed. He read the Curse on his collar.

[Collar of perfection: part of the 'Perfection' set of equipment. The Collar of perfection imparts feminine desires upon the wearer over time if they are male. If they are female they will see no change.]


“Thank god I only have the collar.”


“For now.” Luara glances over at a guilty Artisan.


Chapter five
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!

If you want to know more about the world of One to One, you can also check out the first book over here!
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