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Chapter one






Chapter 9: Competence


Cherie leaned and, gripped her dull brown hair firmly, opened her mouth and stopped short of screaming. She had just logged off and was close to hyperventilating because of how embarrassed and degraded she was personally. 
“Oh my god why is my character so dumb!” She leaned forward, her stomach muscles tensing as she cringed visibly. 
“I don't even wanna look at the screen. What have I done. I like this game, but...” She had made a mistake that was not uncommon. She was unhappy with her character. It began as a joke and a roleplaying concept. A woman that calls herself a 'famous detective' where all of her stats for actually performing that role were completely abysmal. But, while she expected maybe a few chuckles something unexpected happened as she first started playing the game. She became popular. Then she somehow became successful. She had never so much as solved a case but her character's Rapport was so high that she simply lucked into being appreciated everywhere she went. Problems were not actually problems within the game. They would typically sort themselves out in a manner of days because unlike in the real world the victims were not actually dead and often came back. When the dust inevitably settled the credit inevitably fell on the charismatic 'Expert Detective.' People simply assumed she was actually doing the work because her character was deluded into believing such and was just Charismatic enough to make those she spoke to believe it effortlessly. 


Cherie frowned deeply. “My character got sucked into a hole and fucked in the mouth by Goblins. They came on her face and she didn't even know AND she thinks they're hunting a gang of Gnomes. What the hell...” She leaned back and began to calm herself 
“That Wendie girl is on the right track.” Cherie, at least outside the game was aware that the girl had probably made a character to compliment hers. Thankfully she was actually quite capable. She did not go along with the joke. It was annoying at first until it became valuable. 
“Sherri and Dr. Wendie... Hm.” She mused. 
“I mean, I'll probably get credit without trying for this one as well. Having Wendie around just means something is actually gonna get done.” She chuckled to herself.

“Good deal.”


She squirmed in her seat, feeling a little hot. “Still... You shitting me? Horny Goblins?” Her hand idly fell between her thighs as her other hand manipulated the mouse to her second screen. Her browser lit up. She clicked her tongue as images popped up, drawn and generated. 
“Hm.” She intoned, closing her eyes after taking a few of them in. She inhaled deeply and smiled as she imagined herself. Cherie was not bad looking. In fact, it was quite difficult to be bad looking in the 'wonderful' future they lived in with drive-through boob jobs and creams that effectively ceased aging in exchange for a very slight silicone or plastic-y feeling to one's skin. Nothing she had done, yet. The girl sunk down in her chair and got comfortable. Her shoulder length brown hair, her slender waist and the reasonable curve to her hips and ass; her breasts, which she could take or leave, were modest C-cups but a small Goblin hand could dig into them easily as if they were D's. She imagined one like the images she just took in balancing on her hips, pulling her hair and digging their hands into her tits while holding her nipples like bars. 
“Oh god...” She opened her mouth, salivating as her free fingers poked into her sex for lubrication before drawing back up and rolling around her sensitive, hooded weak-spot. She closed her mouth, bit her lips and wiggled her hips. She clenched them and pushed three fingers deep when she imagined the cock that entered her character's mouth entering her cunt instead. After a few seconds she opened her eyes and looked around. Charri got up. 
“Where's my vibrator!?” She hopped around her apartment looking for it while she was still horny.

***

Wendie watched Sherrie's 'Detective-work' very closely. She followed her dutifully through the business district as they questioned various Gnome and even Dwarf owned shops. Luckily all of their alibi's seemed to check out. If one of them accidentally ended up looking suspicious Wendie knew that Sherrie might follow that lead for days, past when the actual mystery was solved by circumstance. Their last stop, by some coincidence, was a Gnome-owned tavern. Sherri was of course inspecting each individual menu item while Wendie waited and looked over her notes.

Nyle stared at the duo from afar, Luara was at his side. The two Elves would not stand out in what they were wearing. A blond female elf in regular clothing and a Silver-haired Elf that seems as if they could swing either way. The only thing that stood out was the fact that Nyle was very obviously wearing a collar around his neck. He tried to avoid touching it or pulling at it to draw attention, but it was uncomfortably tight.

“Those are the ones we're supposed to be wary of?” He asked. 


“Apparently the Detective and her assistant stumbled upon two of our major locations. Scouts saw the assistant down in the sewers but they were smart. One of them stayed up so if we tried to go after her the Detective would've been able to get help. She has a lead, to boot...”


“So we're actually dealing with someone who's pretty competent. Usually people in this game just role play competence.”


“Well, yeah. You're an actual Professional.”


“And you're a professional degenerate.” Nyle smirked.


“Wow.”


“Just saying. It's not role play with you.” He added innocently. 


“Yeah yeah.” Luara leaned back and stared up as the perky waitress approached their table. 
“We're fine, thanks. Just the free refills on bread and water.”


She seemed a bit annoyed. “Well... Luckily those gentlemen at the bar purchased you both a drink!” She dropped the cocktails on the table. Despite the fact that it was a fantasy world, it was inevitable that someone would recreate modern drinks. 


“There's really no benefit in game to the 'drunk' debuff...” Nyle complained, glancing over at the bar. As the two burly men waved he smiled politely and waved back, mouthing 'Hello.' At them. 


“There isn't one in real life, either, but people still drink.” With that Luara sipped from the straw. 
“You know they're coming on to us, right? BOTH of us.”


“Yeah, I guess.” He blushed. 
“Maybe it's the collar but I kinda enjoy the attention. Do you?”


Luara shrugs. “I'm used to it.”


“Of course you are. You're pretty.” Nyle complimented somewhat forwardly. 
“In real life, too.”


Luara's face went red. “Look at you... Coming out of your shell.” 


“It's all out in the open now.”


“I still don't get you. You never did anything gay?”


“No? Maybe you're just tricked yourself into thinking it was the case? Just because I looked good and took care of my appearance and my hygiene hanging out with the boys seemed like I was fucking them?” He laughed. 
“You wouldn't think about that with any other guy.”


“You are ALSO pretty, though, idiot.” Luara claimed. 
“In real life, too. Did none of them ever come on to you?”


Nyle scratched his chin lightly. “Maybe a few times but I always just knew how to establish boundaries and I was friends with the boys and the girls so if anyone tried anything it'd get around quickly.” He leaned back. 
“Have you thought about... Outside the game? Us?”


“Yeah... But I haven't made any decisions so stop pushing me, ass.” She rolled her eyes. 


“At your own pace.” He raised his hands defensively. 
“But... Just so you know I make enough to support you on my own so if money is the issue-”


“Stop.” She ordered. 


“S-sorry.” Nyle blushed. “At you're own pace. I'll stop bothering you about-”


“Not that, stupid! They're moving.” Luara tried to not look as the two women left the bar and began to leave. The Detective was double-fisting a pint and a turkey leg. Luara grinned. 
“If we can take them together that would end the threat right here and now.”


“Alternately... It could end things for us if it backfires. Aren't these people super good at what they do?” 
“True.” As they walked out the door Luara got up and began to leave as well. Nyle followed after her. She glanced back and whispered. 
“So we just follow them for now and see what happens.”

The Detective and her assistant left the Bar and immediately started winding her way through streets and alleyways in a seemingly aimless direction. Nyle and Luara followed with their hoods up and their masks on to avoid being identified. 
“Isn't this actually perfect?” Nyle offered. 


“No...” Luara shook her head and bit down hard on her lips. 
“It's bait. They're running through all the best areas for us to take them and pull them away without being seen. You know what that means, right?”


“It means... They might not be as smart as we thought.”


“No! It means they're obviously setting a trap. They're waiting to get ambushed.” Luara claimed. 


“Oooh.” Nyle nodded. “Of course.” 


“There, they went round that corner. We'll have to speed up!”


Nyle whispered after her. “But if you think it's a trap-” They both stopped, running face first into Sherri and Dr. Wendie.

***

Minutes earlier Wendie was trying to talk some sense into Sherrie. “M-miss you're very drunk... We shouldn't be walking through these dark streets and alleyways. We're sitting ducks. Please...” She implored. 


“Nonsense...” Sherri sniffed. 
“I feel like we on to something going in this direction.”


“We're literally going in circles.” The Doctor complained. She glanced back and saw cloaked figures following them. 
“Damn!” 


“What is it, dear assistant?” Sherri slurred. 


Wendie pulled Sherrie around the corner onto the list street just outside of the alleyway and drew her hand-crossbow. In her other hand she held the drunk detective close to keep her from wandering off as she confronted the people following them. As they waited, the two elves barreled around the corner and looked shocked to be confronted with Wendie's finely-crafted crossbow bolt pointing squarely at their faces. They both raised their hands. 


“S-sorry!” One of the stammered out. Another one, a blonde seemed uncomfortable and did not speak. 


“Why are you following us?” Wendie inspected them, but their masks blocked identification. It was suspicious. All she could tell was that they were elves and maybe a bit more that was poking out from their hoods and cloaks. 
“Also, keep those hands where I can see them!”


“Oh don't be sho sh-shy, Doctor!” Sherri stumbled past, dropped her half-eaten turkey leg and reached into her coat pocket, causing each of the elves to flinch. She wobbled on her legs as she pulled free a fancy-looking ink-well pen. 
“Alright... Autographs... Where'sh your pads, ladies? You-” She hiccuped. 
“You have to be ready at times like these.”


Wendie was stunned. “G-get out of the way!” Sherrie was standing in front of her hand-crossbow. 


“Oh lighten up. They're FANSH!” 


The two elves traded a confused glance, then nodded vehemently. “Yeah!” They both said at once in a similar voice and tone. Wendie could at least deduce that they were both women. One of them reached into their cloak and pulled out a spare bit of parchment, handing it to Sherri. 
“Please mark it down on this. Thank you...” She asked timidly. 


“No need to be shhhhy dear shitizens!” Sherri giggled, jotting down her autograph in big wavy letters across the page. 
“Now go! There'sh dangerous individualsh on the loose...” She shooed them away. 


“But-” Wendie was stunned. She watched the two elves waste no time running back around the corner. They disappeared by the time Wendie was able to make it around the drunk detective. 
“Dammit!” She began to seethe. 


“What nice girlsh...” Sherri hiccuped again. As she turned around Wendie punched her and knocked her lights out.


Chapter two






Chapter 10: Attack


Sherri awoke in quite a state. She was tied to a chair in a barren room somewhere in Pridehale. At least, she assumed it was still Pridehale. Since she was under 'restrained' rules within the game, much of the data was blacked out from the the interface on her computer. Normally, a player could watch their character and gather information without even logging in, but there were circumstances such as being restrained or captured that blacked out information to account for the fact that they would not be capable of giving away information in that state in a real life situation, either. This was a confusing move on the Developers part for many players, but it resonated with the hardcore and the role-playing crowd who did not appreciate meta-gaming. As such it remained as a popular, exclusive feature of O2O that no other MMO had the ability to recreate. 


As a result of these rules, the moment Sherri logged off she could remember some things about the game such as her immediate experience and the emotions surrounding that, but all other information was blocked out making it exceedingly difficult to ask for help in being rescued outside the game. A player that was bound and captured could coordinate with people, but that was the extent of what they could do,a s very little helpful information to the location of her character would be able to be given. She had just logged back on after a few hours after logging off in frustration. To her dismay she was still locked in. Finally, though, the door opened and a figure appeared. 
“Wendy!” Sherri gasped. 
“Doctor... Don't tell me you're working with the Gnomes!”

“Oh my god.” Wendy hid her face in her hands. She was embarrassed to have followed this person for so long. They were fun times, but thing had gotten serious. 
“No. I'm still working with you. I just need you to not be on the loose for this case. It's for your own safety.”


“That doesn't make any sense, Doctor.” Sherri struggled in her binds. 
“My safety is ensured with everyone else in this city. By solving this case.”


“I agree wholeheartedly.” Wendy reasoned. 
“That's why... I need you here and not out there.” Sherri gave the assistant a confused looked. Wendy sighed deeply. She uncovered her face and moved to simply pinching the bridge of her nose in frustration. 
“You let two very suspicious subjects go. That could've been it. Other than that, you've already gotten yourself into trouble on a few different occasion with the GOBLINs we're looking for.” 


“Goblins? No, those aren't in towns. We're looking for-”


“No.” Wendy waved her notes.
“I've already done interviews and asked questions what we are looking at is a definite Goblin infestation like nothing we've seen before in game. I believe it's player supported, and those were the two individuals that you generously helped escape.” She explained harshly. Her expression softened. 
“I was fine going around with you when it was all just a funny joke but we have reason to believe this incident involves a cult that exists not just in the game, but outside it as well.”


“What do you mean 'game?'” Sherri inquired, still the committed role-player.

Wendy shook her head drearily. She turned as the door opened. A few more players entered. “Ladies...” 


“Good job, 'Wendy.'” One of the players spoke. The first figure was a red-head wit freckles. She was tall and wore tight leather armor that covered her whole body from neck to foot. It had a black chain inner-lacing that seemed to cover her like a body suit. 
“Internpol. Has had an interest in this cult for quite a while. You were right to bring this to our attention.”

“Wait... International police?” Sherri broke character for just a moment. 


“No. Internpol.” Wendy corrected. 
“Internet Police. They're a different agency. Mine and hers collaborate when it comes to online crimes bleeding out into the real world and vice versa.”


“How odd.” Sherri uttered in amazement. 
“What is this internet that you speak of?” The four women in the room collectively stared at the detective in awe for a moment before moving on to just ignoring her.

“Good to see you, Maddie. Anything yet?” Wendy asked.

“Bringing together all the characters we control to stop characters from getting 'destroyed' essentially.” Maddie, the red-head, claimed. 


“Why's it an issue if they get destroyed or captured? I understand it as a nice thing to do, but-” The third woman with pitch black hair spoke up. She wore plate armor and held a massive glaive on the end of a staff in one of her gauntleted hands. She was an Elf with light pink skin and green eyes. A forest variant.


“Because, Gia, we have no way of knowing if those characters being captured and 'destroyed' are planned 'pods' by the Cult.” The last woman, was only able to be inferred to be a woman through the sound of her voice as it carried through a long plague mask. Green robes covered her body from hood to hem, where on her feet she seemed to have on a pair of thick rubber galoshes. 


“Pods?” Wendy inquired curiously. 


The Plague Doctor continued. “The cult began as a movement that had players set up to functionally separate themselves from life permanently by being captured in virtual reality within the game through the set up of 'pods' that trick the game's safety measures.”


Maddie added. “We've tried contacting the company, but they don't seem to see it as a problem. We've got a number of cases going with them so far...” She realized she interrupted her associate. 
“I'm sorry, Frita, continue.”


Frita nodded her big beaked mask up and down cordially. “Their behavior expanded to taking over buildings slowly and installing such overrides on other peoples systems while they were in the game. They then coordinate to capture those individuals and give them to monsters as permanent inhabitants of the world.”


“Monstrous.” Wendy commented. The other woman seemed in agreement of that fact. 
“What's the plan? Can I trust some of your people to guard this girl?”


“Gia is going to stay behind with a few Knights.” Maddie offered. 
“I think this building would make a good home base.”


“Wait a minute...” The Master Detective began to look around and realize the place she was being held was one of the many rooms in her own manor.

“I do NOT give you gentlewomen permission to intrude onto my abode.”

They all made a point of ignoring her. “For the rest of us?” Wendy inquired. 


The red-head smiled. “Foot to cobble, Investigator. On your lead.” She waved her arm to the group. 
“Let's move out!” Wendy and Maddie left together.

Gia looked to Frita. “That's those two, what about you.” 


“I have to see about unraveling these curses. Often times players focus is on complaining to the administration. They overlook the fact that there are mechanical solutions to most issues. I have set up a temporary lab. I have many researchers investigating the methods being used by Monster and Player alike.” 


“Alright. Don't have too much fun.” Gia winked. Frita waved her gloved hand and left. 


Gia walked with her Staff back out into the hall, locking the door to the Sherri behind her. Kept the key on a string around her wrist beneath her gauntlet. It was accessible, but not easily seen. Force of habit. Her staff tapped the floorboards idly. It was that sound and the sound of her armor adjusting as she moved that filled her ears. She walked past a few amusing paintings. One that stood out was a Knight riding a large chicken. She walked past the standing suit of decorative armor, smirking at it as she went. When she reached the end of the main hall she thought she heard adjusting of armor that was not hers. She stopped and turned around, eyes resting on the armor. She approached it cautiously, still tapping her staff on the floor as she went. Soon as she reached it she swiftly knocked off the helm out of caution. She relaxed when it showed no head, but she was not completely sold. Gia prodded the rest of the suit to fall over and crumble. She felt a bit embarrassed. 
“I'll tell them I bumped it...” She muttered to herself, turning around. As she left the main hall a goblin scurried out from the molded cuirass and into one of the adjoining rooms. 


She descended the steps and found some of her people slacking off. The fellow pinkish-hued elves with hair colors ranging from purple to pale silver wore similarly complex armor with very few openings. They carried circular moon-glaives, instead of her staff-mounted instrument. 
“Taking a break? I don't remember asking you lot to stop moving crates from the carts. I need this place functional by clock-out, understand?”

There was an echo of 'understood!' being shouted before all the women went back to work. Gia smiled and ascended the stairs to return to the second floor. The boxes the women carried in were supplies put together on short notice. They were meant to aid them in deputizing some players to help them solve anything that could not be handled by their agency alone, along with other in-game diagnostic equipment. 
“Fuoh...” One of the women grunted. 
“I think... This is a team lift box.” 


“Think so?” Another moved to help her. They carried it through the door and dropped it inside. As they did the lid shook. The two women stared at each-other. 
“Is it loose?” 


“Fuck. Maybe someone tried opening it and got some of our gear.” The other assumed. 


“Better check.” She reached down, only to have a shout from another agent outside. 


“Hey! Quit wasting time! There are SO many of these!” 


The girl reaching drew back her hand. The two relented. “Probably just wasn't nailed down correctly.” They left to go load more wooden crates as the one the left began to subtly move.

Upstairs Gia was wandering through the various rooms tapping her staff on the floor. As she passed one particular section she suddenly heard a hollow knock instead of the solid thud of the baseboard she had stood on so far. Curiously, she took a step forward and heard a familiar 'thud.' She stepped back. Tapped around. Solid except in the direction of a nearby room. She continued tapping. Hollow knock, hollow knock all the way inside the small little reading room. She approached the window, hollow knocks the whole way to it. Gia smiled, able to watch her people bringing in the supplies from the carts. That was at the back of her mind however as she tried to get to the bottom of the hollow floor. There was no seeing down inside of it as there were no cracks. Gradually she panned her gaze over to a closed closet door and narrowed her eyes. 
“What you expect to happen...” She explained playfully. She still wasn't sure if there was anything in the house at all. So far it had just been a little strange. She had however heard of the past reports.
“Is for me to walk up and allow myself to be surprised when I open the door. Instead, I'm gonna count to three.” She pointed her weapon at the closet door. 
“When I finish counting I blow that whole door in off it's little hinges.”
“One...” She eyed it carefully. 
“Two...” There was a long, trailing pause between each count, making it more like a total of ten seconds as she finally rounded to.
“Three!” 


She smirked and closed one eye. “Bang! Bang Bang.” The woman chuckled, shooting her staff like it were a fake gun. Nothing happened, because she did not intend for anything to. She winked, more or less to herself, then raised the staff. As soon as she did that the door swung open and her eyes widened with shock. A ray left the darkness of the door to envelope her in purple light. She tried to move her body, turning her head and moving her hand to the window, but before she could knock or do anything her hands raised and folded over her head while her body lowered into a spread-legged squat position. 
“Eh... huh?”Gia intoned. 


A gangly old Goblin man no taller than two-foot stepped out of the darkness with his own crude staff raised and his other arm curled casually behind his bent-over spine. Gia could move her eyes around the room but that was it. He seemed unimpressed by the fact that her lips had curled into a sneer before she was frozen so he twisted his staff ever so subtly, turning up the corners of her lips into an awkward smile.

'God dammit. This is so Embarrassing!' She thought. 
'Still... As much as this doesn't make sense, this Goblin can't do shit to me. My armor is tight and enchanted.' He shuffled up to her, sniffed her, then looked over her armored form.

'That's right. Drink in the fact that you can't do shit.' He tapped her breastplate with his staff. 
'What's that gonna-' 


If she could drop her jaw she would have. Slowly the metal warped and drooped, then melted off of her body like putty. It was glowing orange but it was not hot, interestingly enough.

'M-melt!? How's a Goblin got access to a high-level spell like MELT?' She asked. The Metal gathered into a pool below her, then reformed into the plate she was familiar with and proud of. Bit by bit each piece she had was disassembled like that, leaving her pink, nude body completely bare. 


The woman had some mild scarring but most importantly she was quite muscular. She had a solid six pack and biceps and strong thighs. Though she still had a matronly pair of soft tits and some toned hips. Her rear bubbled out behind her. She cringed as he prodded her form

'I'm so fucked...' Her vision blurred as the purple light around her intensified. It was not enough that she did not notice the blonde elf emerge from the closet and dust herself off. 


“God...” She muttered, coughing up dust. 
“Just the worst.” She lifted her gaze to Gia and smirked. 


'Cultist... Maybe a leader?' Gia guessed. The Elf just stood by as the Goblin continued weaving some type of spell. 
'What's next...' She wondered.

The Goblin tapped her womb with his staff, drawing a mark that glowed as bright as the light surrounding her. She wondered why no one was coming up to check. There must have been flashing in t he window. She hoped they would come.

'They will...' She told herself as her vision and consciousness faded further and further. Suddenly there was an odd feeling in her stomach, a bloating that rose out of nothing. Following that, whatever was inside began to come up. Gia shuddered and tilted her head back involuntarily. It felt less like throwing up and more like something soft and pliable, but still liquid was being pulled from her. Her pupils dilated and rapidly moved as she saw a tube of pink goo being drawn up from her mouth. The more it left, the less she felt like herself in her body.

'I'm... Fading. Is this... De-' Then nothing. Not for the old Gia at least. Her awareness existed without sight or sound. She could feel. What she felt was the thing that was 'herself' filling the entirety of a bucket and being sloshed around. 


Her body fell limp. The Goblin nodded to Luara. She quickly knelt down and closed her eyes. When she opened them, she was inside of Gia's body, staring down at her Master. The bucket of pink personality that had been the knight sloshed around in front of him. Also in sight was her own body. She was not actually Gia, she was just controlling the empty vessel like a puppet. She replaced the armor and enjoyed how strong she felt, though none of the levels really carried over, just the physical attributes. Still, those were very high. She inspected herself.

[Impostor: You appear as the individual. For those that it is relevant to, your stats, skills, abilities and Level all appear as the chosen figure.]


“Gooood.” She grinned, picking up the weapon Gia used. Luara left the room closed it, locking it behind her. She found the locked room with Sherri in it and tried to open it. 
“Dammit... I have to find the key? Are they actually gonna have to tunnel in here, too?” The Key had dropped Gia's Gauntlet and slid back under a chair, in another twist of fate that benefited the detective. 
“Oh well. It's not like she matters. We'll take over this whole Manor before anyone notices.”


Within the room, Sherri picked up what was said just outside her door. She began trying to rock her chair back and forth to escape.


Chapter three






Chapter 11: Seasoned Agents


Luara opened the back door of the manor. The grounds were designed very charmingly with a side garden. The back opened up directly into an alleyway, which was convenient for their purposes while the front door sat had stairs leading down to the sidewalk. The side opposite the garden was connected to a row of other fancy buildings, which was a good in for the Goblins towards the second floor. Nyle was a bit surprised to see her, as she appeared as a dark-haired Knight with a different face. He was worried they had been had but quickly she winked at him and pulled him inside. 
“What's the situation?” He asked.


“We're on a bit of a timer. We've got Goblins in the building and all around. Tunnel entry points and the boxes are trapped and loaded. Their supplies? Ours. So basically, we've already accomplished everything we needed to. Anything else is just a bonus.” 


“They're an outside group, so the detainment rules aren't as useful here.” He observed. 


“Yep... Even if someone has no idea what happened to their character or where they are, the knowledge that they don't know is enough. If you have a solid organization outside the game you can essentially treat those rules like they don't exist.” She began walking back in. 
“That's why we're on a timer. Can you pick locks?”


“Not my skillset. But... You can.”


“Not in this body. I should've thought about that before I swapped. We have the 'Detective' upstairs locked in a room. Goblins are trying to break in from below but it's slow going.”


“Break the door?” 


“Think that wont cause a stir with the soldiers downstairs here? We can't just start a fight with people that can fight back outside. It'll draw too much attention.”


Nyle shrugged. “Fuck it. Tell them you suspect someone's in there and you can't get in. They'll do it themselves.”


Luara, through Gia, smiled maliciously. It was a an expression that really fit the Knight. “Good idea. Also gives me a way to get them off the ground floor. You direct the Goblins in taking the supplies away quickly.”


“Yes ma'am.” He offered a loose salute.

“Where's the actual Knight?”


“Gooped. Her character is now a pile of pink sludge.”


“Perma'd? That's rough.”

“They're feds, or something... I wouldn't feel too bad. Our tax dollars go towards making it so these people can play video games all day.” She uttered bitterly. 


Nyle lifted a finger. “Well, it probably doesn't have that big of an impact on the national-” She glared at him to stop. 
“Sorry, sorry. I'll keep watch and coordinate.”


Luara walked into the main hall and motioned for the two elves to follow. “What is it miss?” A girl asked, placing down her box. Luara had no knowledge of Gia's soldiers, but they seemed close and well disciplined. Loyal. She could use that loyalty to her in the meantime. 


Luara pointed up the stairs. “Movement behind the door. Key does not work. I think the lock and door were jammed from the inside. We need to make sure she isn't trying to escape.”


“Got it!” 


Luara smirked as the two Elves ran up the stairs towards the upstairs hall while drawing their weapons. She stopped as a third came in. 
“Need me?” The Elf asked. 


“Take a break and guard the remaining supplies outside.” Luara ordered. 


“Yes Ma'am!” The Elf left, much to Luara's satisfaction.

“I could get used to this.” She said to herself, cresting the stairs to see the two girls banging on the door. 


Behind it they heard. “S-stop! The gnomes have taken over the Manor and your commander! It's a trap.”


The two Elves exchanged an amused look. One waggled her purple brow at the other and kept bashing at the door. 


Behind it Sherri was rocking her chair back and forth. The banging was beginning to get through. The wooden door was being pushed in and the hinges were weakening as well. It was like a horror movie. She finally tipped the chair enough that it fully tipped and crashed to the ground, cracking. She struggled and with the new loosening she was actually able to slip out of the binds. Sherri felt like waiting for her captors was a bad idea for multiple reasons. First, they had no intention of listening to her. Second, they were compromised, in general. She looked to the window, opening it as and arm broke through and pawed around for the handle. Sherri opened the window and slid out. She let herself fall all the way out before finally falling the rest of the way to the floor of her side garden. Luckily she landed on a shrubbery.

She rounded the building to the back and almost walked right out into the open before stopping herself. She ducked back around the corner and saw an Elf with silver hair watching over a line of Goblins as the group-carried crates out the back and towards an open manhole in the alley. She pulled her head back as the Elf turned to inspect the corner.


Nyle approached to check. He thought he saw movement. A flash of brown hair. He rounded it and searched the area, looking up to see Gia peeking out. She waved at him. He waved back only to see her motioned around the garden aggressively. Nyle looked back and called a couple Goblins over. 
“Guys! Someone's out here.” They began searching the grounds but within the shrubbery sitting against the wall Sherri covered her mouth and remained perfectly still. 


Upstairs Luara stepped back from the window. From behind her one of the girls asked. “Should we go looking for her?”


Luara turned around and smiled sweetly. “Oh, don't worry, my people are on it.” They looked at her, confused. In that instant the door behind them swung open and a pair of Goblins jumped out. Each of them were spiked by the improved Goblin warriors, much to Luara's enjoyment. 
“Love these buffs.” She giggled, looking down at the soldiers as they stared back up, only their eyes able to move but within their pupils she read a delicious mix of confusion and betrayal.. The Goblins wasted no time acting like Goblins as Luara stepped around them and exited into the hall. The two warriors pulled the the Martial Elves tight armor down below their asses. Their toned bodies and muscles were useless as they could not be moved at all. The Goblin's sizeably, slimy cocks flopped down wetly between their cheeks, which practically sucked them in and trapped them like two soft buns. The Goblins rubbed their cocks within the plump, available asses voraciously and mindlessly at first, overcome with the simple desire of seeing them on display. After a minute of that each the more seasoned of the Goblin warriors hugged her back from behind, poised himself at her entrance and started riding her, plunging his member into her available ass rather cruelly. The size comparison was like a man on a horse but the situation was more akin to a hog tied on the ground with it's back being straddled. 


The whole while the girls were lucid, just unable to move. The spikes effectively 'CC'd them out of taking any action. Lucy, a  newer Agent felt as the small green man plunged his cock into her relentlessly. Her character lost it to pleasure quickly and she began drooling onto the floor. For the other, the Goblin lifted her ass, then gripped her hips and swung himself into her pussy acrobatically. As strong and complex as the Goblins now were they could not help but behave like savages. Wet noises filled the upstairs and much to the innocent Elves dismay, more goblins filed in to both take their turn and fill additional holes. Lucy's drooling mouth was occupied by a surprisingly savory cock that was mashed between her lips and grew as he thrust. The other, Clara, had her face smeared with the sweat from a Goblin cock. It was dizzying and faintly intoxicating.

'No way I  like this...' She thought to herself.


The spikes were pulled after a few more minutes. “Big mistake!” The girls got up, only to be felled to their knees once more by goblins slapping at their cunts and rubbing their clits relentlessly. Lucy was pushed onto her back. 
“They're... Just... Goblins!” She tried to move her arms but was surprisingly overpowered quite easily by two warriors. 
“Impossib-” Was all she could get out before the Warrior straddled her face and 'spiked' her effectively again by pushing his cock down her throat. Her hand curled and clenched, but the final 'spike' that did her in was the second Goblin pressing down into her in an attempt to breed. She relaxed, giving in. 


“Lucy!” Clara got up and ran for the door instead of trying to fight. Her ankle was grabbed with an unheard of amount of strength from a Goblin. 
“No... No!” She was dragged back, leaving scratch marks on the floor from her nails all the way from one room to the other, past Lucy, towards the room with Luara's body, and the Shaman. Without looking back the Elven Agent felt something cold poke into her butt, followed by a great amount of pleasure. The Goblin was injecting was remained of Gai's personality into the captured Elf. Clara twitched and lost strength as the overwhelming, cool sludge entered her with a distinct sentience about the way it moved. 
“Ooo- ooze?” She groaned, wiggling her butt in the air helplessly as she was filled to the brim with her former commander. She was worried about being eaten from the inside out by a carnivorous slime, but she realized soon that she was worried about the wrong thing. 
“I can't move...” She gasp... 
“I'm gonna burst.” As she said that the Shaman hooked her nose with two fingers and dragged her into an upright kneeling position. He inspected her, then pushed his hand into her stomach. Instead of coming up, it seemed to go deeper and deeper. It was a jarring feeling. Clara felt dizzy and very faintly submissive in front of the Goblin. Her eyes were focused very intently on the end of his staff. As the slime continued moving up inside of her she finally felt it like a log in her stomach. 


The Shaman grinned and jumped onto her shoulders and jammed his cock into her throat mercilessly. She just took it obediently. There was nothing else she felt she could do. The Shaman would slide his cock deep into her throat, practically kissing her stomach. Each time she felt it prod something else. Finally, as he pushed in one last time she felt the thing move as his cock somehow entered it within her. Her pulled free quickly and forcefully. Her eyes rolled back as something big, but still rather squishy was pulled out. She drooled an unhealthy amount of bile onto the floor as she fell forward, panting. Looking up, she saw what it was. Stuck on the end of his cock was a pinkish-figuring with a hole going all the way through from it's cunt to it's hole of a mouth. It was in the shape of a woman with obscene tits, wide hips and a face that looked like... 
“G-Gia? Oh f-” She was bonked on the head and pulled down the hole in the closet. The Shaman enjoyed sliding the onahole over his cock to completion. When he finally came it filled a reservoir in her stomach and bloated out her belly as if she was pregnant. He pulled his cock out. Her elastic pussy rapidly tightened back into shape. He tossed her up and down like a ball jovial. 


'W-what is happening...' Gia groaned dizzily.

'I feel so full. I can't move my body... It's- It's sloshing inside.' Finally the Shaman held her with both hands and squeezed. The pleasure of all the fluid rushing out to splash on the floor sent a rush of unreal pleasure through Gia's somehow intact mind. She lost it as she was squeezed to the point of being empty. All she could think was.

'Fill me again... Fill me again.. Oh god, it feels so good!' She fought those thoughts. 
'No, that's wrong. I can't give in.'


Chapter four






Chapter 12: Perspective


Gina tore her headset off. She was sweating and soaking through her seat, which was particularly awkward for her as she was in an office setting. Only her four short, thin walls separated her from her superior and her other coworkers at InternPol. She was shaking from the experience of not having her limbs. For her in those moments she was a squishy little thing with two holes for fucking, and a reservoir that was filled nearly to the point of bursting. It was an impossible scenario and she felt all of it, down to the last detail. 


She stood up and stumbled to the restroom, hiding herself from passing glances as well as she could. Once she was within the office bathroom and she was sure it was empty she looked in the mirror, felt all her limbs and her stomach and leaned close to look at her skin. It was simple paranoia, but she almost thought that she still felt it. Like the reverse of a phantom limb. Gina splashed water on her face and took another look as she had begun to calm down. Middle aged, average height and build, black hair. She was decidedly not as interesting as her character. Not was she a small purple onahole.

'That's it. That's my account gone and fucked.' She grimaced. The One2One company did not make exceptions to the one account policy, even for the governments of the world.

'ridiculous... If at any point I log in I'll be treated to more of that. No control, just a- a virtual life of being used like a toy by monsters over and over again.' She exhaled, the glass of the mirror fogging. She stared at herself and saw she was flushed. Embarrassed, or something else.

'That's all. I hit a bad end and now I'm gone.' She gulped, feeling definite arousal. As Gina heard a sound outside she withdrew to one of the stalls and pulled her phone out.

'But, that doesn't just happen in the game, does it?' She closed her eyes and remembered the feeling of helplessness and loss. Her free hand slid between her thighs. She relaxed and let go, imagining being changed again, being reduced to an object by a monster over and over again as her fingers plunged into her sex. 
“Mnnnh...” She bit her lip, struggling in the small stall of the work bathroom. 


She did a full stop out of shock as the bathroom swung open. Mercifully her boss shouted before entering and finding out. 
“Gina! You in here?” 


“Y-yeah.”


“Bathroom, or...”

“I was throwing up.” She lied. 


“What's up? You got blacked out, right?”


“I was able to get back in and I dunno why but I could remember details outside.”


“That's big!”


Gina collected herself as her Boss walked up to the stall. She wiped herself down with bathroom tissue.  In preparation to come out. Her little black pencil skirt would hide most of what was going on between her legs, and with her soaked underwear. 
“Yeah, I know. Sorry..”


“Alright, what made you sick?” She asked, right outside the stall. Gina heard the woman sniff a little, but seemed ultimately none the wiser. 


“Well...” Gina thought about telling her everything, but then she thought about what she was feeling. The embarrassment and the shame of losing. How it was all affecting her. She choked and decided to leave most of it out.
“Yeah! My character's body got taken over using some unknown power. Only thing I know is that... I lost my body and my girls are also out.”


“Yeah... They logged soon after they went dark. We're thinking it looks like a Boss but the players are pulling the strings. Seems likely that we're dealing with the Cult. Before they went out, they said they saw you, but not in your body so we need to do a deeper debriefing later since it's unclear what you could see after you were blacked out without your body. Like... Where was your perspective, even?” 


Gina began to sweat. She covered her face with her hands. “Give me a minute, okay, Boss? I'll be out to tell you what I know.”

“Sure thing, Gina.” The woman left the bathroom. Gina immediately set about cleaning herself up more. She stared down at her phone and found a peculiar result to her search.

'Bad End Club? For successful and well-put-together women. Experience what it feels like to lose... Crazy.' Despite thinking that, she bookmarked the link.

Once outside, Madison, Gina's boss met her for the debrief. The two women sat down. “Is there anything else you can tell me?”


“I'm not sure. My perspective felt... Disembodied.”


“We have control of your system and account but we still can't see anything through the interface. That means you are the only one that can tell us what you saw. IS this really everything?”


“It is.” Gina lied, not wanting to implicate herself. There was no way to figure out what she was saying was wrong and to be frank, she was still tell the most important details that she could remember. 


“How do you think you can pull back info from the game through the Blackout rules?”


“You said that the girls saw my Character? If my perspective was separated from my character then the game might've gotten confused, so it's mixing up rules to allow some info through but not enough. A bug, basically.” Gina smirked at her boss.
“You wanna send a bug report?”


“No shot.” Maddison laughed.

“Bugs and glitches are the only edge we got over that crazy corp. They dug themselves into a hole with their hands-off attitude. We can exploit everything we know about the game's glitches and exploits to our hearts content... Until they fix it.” She crossed her arms and bobbed her head up and down to think quickly. 
“Okay. I'm gonna have you log in periodically to share info.”


Gina gulped. “P-pardon?”


Maddison looked at her strangely. “Something wrong?”


“No no... Nothing's wrong. Yeah, no problem, boss.”

***

From the Onahole perspective she could see through what looked like a pink filter within the game. Her angle and how she was positioned seemed odd until she realized that she was tied around her neck to a Goblin's belt, bouncing around. As she bounced and turned she saw glimpses of things. Horrifying things. For one, surrounding the Shaman that held her there were mounted Goblins that carried themselves like knights, complete with armor and mounts. Their mounts were modified players, their eyes blinded on the sides. Their bodies tied up like a butchers roast. Their arms were bound behind their back and only their legs moved with hooves replacing their feet. The girls were bent forward slightly, the Goblin Knights feet slotting through their arms like stirrups. It looked ridiculous, but also quite foreboding. They were in a sewer. A big sewer with running water. As she bounced another way she looked back and saw the pale, androgynous face of one of the Elves that was mentions. Silver hair and a collar clasped around his or her neck. They carried a neutral expression, neither happy nor sad. As she kept looking back she saw something incredible. A small feminine face poking around a dark corner behind the convoy of Goblins. It was Sherri, hiding herself and tailing them rather effectively. 
'You gotta be fucking kidding me... Of ALL people-' 


Gia had to stop mid thought because she felt a thin old hand wrap around her onahole waist and squeeze. Her mind shuddered. The feeling of being compressed made her 'body' gush and lubricate. Her exterior was not sensitive, but anything that squished her or made her insides move felt amazing. The Goblin picked her up and stuffed her down over his cock idly as he moved. He casually used her and nutted in her like it was nothing. For that small act that was inconsequential to him, Gia felt her mind sundering from the pleasure and the sensation of being fucked like a toy. Every single ridge of his cock could be felt within her tight orifice, because her small body was stretched to wrap around him perfectly with no input from her. She was surprised to be pulled off after he came and tossed around to the Knights. She logged off before she was caught.


Outside she was panting and sweating again. Eyes wide. Still no response from the exterior interface, but she could remember most of the details. She glanced over and spoke into the receiver to Maddison's line. 
“Th-the 'detective' got out and is tailing the group. I think she's free. I see Goblins are actually severely leveled. All of them. Not just the Boss. They have a significant amount of resources now. I also have a rough description of one of the Elves.”


“Good job, Gina! I'm gonna need you to keep logging in and out periodically to give us updates since this is the best we got at the moment.” A shiver ran down Gina's spine and through her cunt as Maddison gave that order. A little smile involuntarily invaded her lips, curling up shakily at the corners. “Will that be an issue?”


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!

And if you want to check out some of my other books, you can find my Amazon page right over here!
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