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Chapter one






Chapter 13: Exploit


Luara waited by the window and looked out in search for approaching players. 'I can die in this body. All it means is I return to my own. It's like cheating. That Shaman has become a crazy caster... It would take a really high level player to do something like this.' She opened and closed her hands. Luara had almost complete control over Gia's body and stats and abilities; which were a lot.

'Suddenly I'm among the higher level players and they have to expend resources just to stop me. It downright imbalanced.'  Luara grinned, seeing a carriage screech to a halt outside. She returned to the hall and descended the steps into the main entryway. There were no more boxes of supplies or Elven agents around. All of them had been cleared out and in place, Goblin soldiers were hiding in ambush. 


Maddie and Wendie called from outside. “Come out! We know you're in there!”


Luara scoffed. “Clever.” She stepped outside with her staff in hand to confront the Detective and the redhead agent. They sneered at her as she left the manor.
“Why the long face? It's only a game.”


“Is it?” Maddie called out. 
“What about your plans outside the game?”

Luara gritted her teeth, thinking back to her original plans. It also reminded her of the scolding she received from Nial. They were building upon the guilt she felt for trying something like that. 
“What's it to you?”


“It's one thing to be running around ruining a 'game' for others. It's an entirely other matter when your actions have a direct impact on players outside of it.” Wendie stated, leveling her crossbow against the dark haired Elf. Not Gai, but the one inhabiting her body. 


“The hell are you talking about?” Luara shrugged. She argued.
“Who's this hurting aside from myself, potentially. Also, that's literally none of your business.”

The two agents exchanged a glance. Maddie spoke up. She had her sword sheathed, but her hand was on it, ready. 
“There's no point denying it. We know about the Cult.”


“I got no idea what you're talking about.” Luara claimed genuinely. 
“I'm literally just doing this for fun.” She pointed her staff at the two women and sent a blast of energy towards them. It was like a bazooka. Both dove out of the way but not before Wendie shot at Luara. The bolt, surprisingly, stuck in her shoulder after slipping through the small slots connecting her armor's plates. Luara pulled it out. 
“That's got 'penetration?' So busted.” She joked.

“You're the LAST one who's allowed to claim that!” the Agent's voice came from behind her. 


“Shadow-Step.” Luara commented as her back was stabbed . She turned and swiped the woman away. Another bolt stuck into her. Luara gritted her teeth angrily. 
“Seriously? How is this body going to be so weak!?”


Maddie smirked. “All our characters are formed to take advantage of exploits. You have no idea what Gia even does. Even if you pick up a high-level character, if you don't know the combo's you're going to be worse than a newbie.” She teleported behind Gia once more and stepped between the notches of her armor. She continued to mock Luara. 
“I mean... Seriously? You thought 'Oh, staff blasting. That's pretty strong!' What an idiot!” She laughed. Every time Luara turned and tried to attack it was another bolt. They dodged her blasts easily, like they were nothing and every five or so seconds the Agent was teleporting behind her. 


“Wow... You really got me.” Luara rolled her eyes and stepped back into the manor. She walked back and kept herself aware of attacks until she felt a creaking of floor boards. She giggled internally and lifted her staff to aim through the door. She blasted at the Detective again. She dodged and like clockwork the Agent appeared behind her. One more stab was enough to disable Gia's body. 


“It's over. Give it b-” The floor broke out from beneath Maddie's feet. 


“Good luck!” Luara shouted as she fell through. 


Wendie cautiously stepped in with a few other players in armor. “Time for you to give up?”

“Not a chance. Might as well kill me. Maybe she'll respawn?” Luara teased. 


“Maybe... Maybe you're actually trapped in there until you die?”


She blinked. “W-what?”


Wendie winked. “Hit the nail on the head? Seems like we keep you, instead, huh?”


“Bitch! You're aren't going to get the opportunity!” Goblins poured from doors and through prepared holes and crevices to attack the players.

***

Maddie tumbled down, down, then slid and skidded to a stop on actual solid ground. “Sewer?” She felt the cold, damp stonework and heard the running of water.
“Ignis.” The area around her lit up. She jumped when she saw a statue in front of her. A smooth stone face with plump, parted lips dripping water. Meant to look like salive. The pupils were not visible but it had a dopey look about it. The feet were faintly pigeon toed. 
“Like some kind of... Bimbo statue? Ugh...” She felt her head. 
'I feel dizzy... From the fall?' She looked at the statue. 
'Or is it from simply being near this thing...' 


“Hello?” A voice rang in her ear. 


“Frita? We still have a connection? I'm in the sewer. I have a statue in front of me.”


“We believe the statues are a part of this thing. They buff the Goblins and debuff anyone else. We are currently investigating.”


Maddie continued walking and looking around. She felt like she heard scampering around her, but she did not even make out a shadow around her as she walked to find and exit. 
“The girl that took out Gia is playing dumb. That's out of character. Shouldn't they proudly take credit?”


“That is their MO, yes?” Frita agreed. 


“So... What if she really is just doing this for 'fun' like she claimed?”


There was a laugh. “She said that?”


“This isn't a laughing matter, Frita.”


“Sorry, I know I know. You should get away from the statues, get out of the sewer and come back to my camp. It feels like something is starting so we should all regroup.”


“Got it, I'll...” She closed her eyes. She could hear footsteps coming from both ends of the sewer.
“Have to call you back.”


From either side of the long walkway Maddie saw Goblins approaching on their 'mounts' “What?” She grunted. The things they were riding were women, bound and blinded and running on cursed feet. 
“Casualties... I'll have to be careful. They might be trapped outside the game as well. It's impossible to know.” She waited for one of the Knights to strike with his capturing device. The moment he did she exploited her dodging maneuver and her targeting maneuver to place herself behind him and attack in the same moment. The Knight was felled from his 'horse.'

“Still just a Goblin...” She made short work of the other. 
“They're high level... But level doesn't matter if you have a plan and an exploit.” She wiped her blade and used it to cut each of the two girls free. She removed their blindfold. 


“H-huh?” The two of them looked shocked as they stared at Maddie. 


“You're free. Do you have anything useful you could tell me?” Maddie asked. They offered a confused look. 
“Hello?” Before she knew what was going on the two mounts grabbed at her and hugged her tightly. She thought they were just being grateful, however they also started pulling on her armor and pawing at her weapons and biting. 
“Ow! Hey!” She waited for one of them to bite her again, then dodged and teleported. The only downside, she had to attack. She cringed as her sword stuck into the back of the mount. Luckily the leather saddle stopped it. 
“Dammit! Stop!” She continued to retreat from them as they closed in on her together. 
“Why!?”


“Riders will be- be angry!” The Elf said nervously. 


“Not the lash! I'm a good mount!” She lunged. Maddie had to just keep backing up.

'Dammit! They're brainwashed. Is it fine for me to kill them? What'll happen? I'm not sure on this one...' She could not teleoport without also launching an attack. Usually not an issue. 
'Just give me a Goblin to fight!' As she wished for that she felt an attack from behind. She teleported behind one of the felled riders and stabbed in in the back.

“Take that!” The other Goblin glared at her apprehensively. 
“Still alive?” She waved her sword at him. 
“Try me!” 


He spoke some words in a feral language to the mounts. With a nod from the two girls he lunged at her. She teleported behind him, only to feel herself restrained and bitten and tacked to the ground by the two Mounts. 
“No!” She screamed Before she could do anything else, a Blinder was placed over her eyes.

[Follower's Blinder: Your body follows instructions before your mind has a chance to process them. The instructor is considered to be the owner of the item, not the wearer. The wearer will understand all instructions, even ones spoken in a language not known to the wearer.]


“Sh-shit! Is it a curse? It unequipped my previous item, so it must be.” She got up and held her sword tightly, despite the fact that she could not see. 
'I don't need aim... If he's dumb enough to attack me I'll move automatically.' She gripped intensely and grinned as she felt an attack headed for her. Before she could even move automatically, she heard the order. 


“Hold still!” She stopped and felt the small hand smack her rear hard enough t o leave a mark. She yelped. 
“No more dodging.”


“It's that easy?” She grimaced, feeling reigns being unceremoniously pulled over her head and tightened. They involved a collar and straps that attached to the blinder, as well.

[Loyal Reins: The wearer loses decisiveness and becomes a born 'follower' of the Owner.] Maddie huffed. 'Followers are usually NPC's. They can't act against their Dominator, so what the hell does that mean for me?' She heard:


“I-I'm free?” As the Goblin opened the blinder over her eyes. She glared down at him, then turned her head to see the girl that he had quickly taken the reins and the blinder from.


“Is it a curse transfer? How's that work?” Maddie grunted, thinking out loud. 


The girl looked like she was about to run, but she was still standing on awkward hooves with a saddle stuck to her back. She was bent forward uncomfortably. As if it was no problem at all he jumped on her back and dug his heels into her side. 
“Ow! Okay okay...” She lowered her head submissively, returning her hands behind her back to be bound to the saddle. The Goblin to Maddie's Reins and pulled on them. 


“Get it together! You aren't cursed so fight back, idiot!” She criticized as the other goblin was pulled up and slung over the other mount. They began moving. 


“What can I do? All my levels are gone...” 


“Huh?” She inspected the girl and indead, there were many, many levels locked away in brackets. Coincidentally the Goblin was about as powerful as what was lost by the forlorn woman. 
“So you couldn't get away if you wanted to. You're bound to that guy?”


She nodded. “Yeah... At least I can think now. Well... Maybe that's not a good idea. This is pretty humiliating.” 


“You're telling me...” Maddie grunted.


Chapter two






Chapter 14: Goblin Tamer


Maddie was lead with the blinders on. She felt loyalty building within her as a result of the curse and it was jarring her for her body to move in response to the Goblin's desire's, rather than be fully in control. 'Should I log off? I am definitely under the restrained rules, right now so I can't even relay info. So I should just-'

“Oh! Is it another agent? This is great. This is really great. She'll be so happy.” An androgynous voice commented. There was a vague hint of a lack of excitement in their tone.
“They're dropping like flies.” The blinder was opened, treating her to the sight of a silver-haired beauty smiling down at her.
“Oh shit! You're still logged in?”


“W-what's it to you? You caught me just as I was about to log off.” She claimed. 


“You spent a lot of time just casually getting ridden like a mount before now...” She seemed in awe at that fact. 
“Maybe you're actually super into it?”


“You're the freak who's working with them.”


“I'm actually just doing this because of a girl I like...” The Elf claimed. 


“Well I'm leaving. Enjoy whatever this is.” Maddie stated as the Elf leaned over and whispered something in his ear. Before she could log off she heard the Goblin relay. 


“You not logging off!” Along with another firm snap to her rear from his riding crop. 


Maddie yelped. 'Wait.. Can they do that?'

The Elf patted her on the head and smiled. “You're asking yourself right now: 'Can they do that?' The answer is a resounding yes! So long as someone is dumb enough to stay logged in with a curse like this on them. You can log off but it's a willpower test each attempt and you can only actually make one per hour. In other words. “


“I'm fucked for another hour...” 


“Precisely.” The Elf tapped her chin. 
“Maybe a mount isn't right. Maybe she's better as a pet or something? Should we transfer ownership to the tamer and really mess with her?” As she asked that the Goblin on her back hopped off. According to Maddie's estimations he was some simulacra of a Knight and had relations directly to the mount, however when it came to pets and animals and other followers a tamer was key. She felt an odd shift as ownership of her cursed items were passed on. She stared down at the unimposing figure of the little green man. She sneered.

“This isn't...” She gulped, feeling herself slip into a prostrating position with her ass raised. 
“Going t-to...” Her ass wagged and her body shook. 
“Work?” She felt less unsure as she brought herself low to the ground to the point that she was staring up submissively at the Goblin tamer. 


“Do you know how pets work?” Nyle asked, squatting down next to her. 


“No...” Pets were notoriously unreliable. There was no such thing as a respawning pet for monsters. If a creature was trained, raised and died somehow it would simply be gone and all the effort wasted. No one would ever have a pet, or a class focused on them, so she would never know anything.


“First of all... I think your master is disappointed that you're a human so I'll reach into my coffers and produce a Beastfolk elixir for him. Mostly... I think Luara will enjoy this as well.” She commented. 


“W-what? How rich are you!?” The amount of money for one of those Elixirs was equivalent to five percent of their department budget in game. 


“I said it was worth it, alright?” Nyle poured the elixir over her head, then down her spine. The elf then massaged it carefully into her scalp and rubbed it into her spine down to the tailbone. Slowly her body began to shake and contrort. She felt a pain and tightness in her ears as her human ones disappeared. New perky, fuzzy ears popped up on top of her head, twitching. She could suddenly hear so much more from the tunnels. There were moans coming from somewhere. Her back arched as a tail sprouted from her and began moving back and forth. She opened her mouth, feeling quite dazed. She was drooling on the floor somewhat uncontrollably. 


“This is crazy...” She groaned. 
“Beastfolk are-” She panted. Her body felt hot and the only thing that helped was to keep her mouth open. Letting her tongue hang out felt extra nice. 
“Stronger... So why make your enemy stronger.”

“You're a pet, silly.”


Maddie grimaced. 'Shit, that's right.'

[Beastfolk: Dog. Effects that increase loyalty are now doubled. All physical stats improved.]

'There was that hidden effect, as well? All effects that increase loyalty...' To her knowledge, followers had a loyalty score that affected their ability to be made to follow orders. She wondered if it was the same for pets.

'But I'm not a pet, yet.'


[You have been registered as a pet by Grimbulb. The system will now engage PPP, Player Pet Protocol. If you do not approve of this designation avoid following any command or instruction over the next minute to deny the designation. Failure to deny designation will remove 'player' designation and replace it with 'pet' designation. This effect is Permanent. Do not contact the Admin concerning this change.]

“Wait wait wait! This is bullshit!” She screamed while being force to 'sit pretty.' She leaned up and lifted her hands into paw position while her legs spread in a squat. 


“What's wrong?” Nyle asked. 


“I- I can't deny commands so I can't avoid the designation! This isn't the intended way for this to happen!” Maddie argued. 


“Oh shit...” Nyle covered their mouth mischievously. 
“I guess it's an Exploit.”


Maddie's eyes widened. Her heart sunk as every small command was followed by her body. Her tail wagged, she lowered for pets, she walked with him and she even heeled.

'A minute left... I need to avoid following a single command and that's enough! All I have to do...' Her eyes lit up and chased a ball down a hall. She ran after it on all fours and picked it up with her mouth.

'Is not...' She moved independent of her thoughts.

'Bring it back!' She struggled and attempted to pool all her willpower. All of the effort she could muster culminated in her obediently dropping the ball soaked in her saliva in front of the tamer's feet while panting and wagging her tail excitedly.

“This is bullshit I-”


[Player designation permanently altered to 'Pet'.]
[Education & Knowledge is automatically set to zero and is replaced with Training. Intelligence is Dramatically reduced.]
[Problem Solving is automatically set to 0 and is replaced with Instinct.]
[Social Ability is removed. All social skills are moot and replaced with Likability & Cuteness]

[Internal Thought Process removed.]


Her eyes lit up innocently. “Hope he throws it again!” She stopped. 
“Wait, what?” Her eyes, whether she wanted them to be or not, were locked on the ball. He threw it, or at least pretended to before hiding it behind his back. 
“Who would fall for that... But wait... The ball isn't there anymore.” She panted as her body sweat. 
“What if he actually threw it!” She turned and rushed off to try and look for it. 
“Ball... Ball...” She felt slighted that there was no actual ball in sight. She turned around at a whistle and rushed back, sitting at attention with a wide, dopey grin. 
“Wait, why am I-”


[Play has increased Loyalty.]


“No no... This can't actually work. Loyalty can't make my mind work l-less.”


[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]

Her brain felt numb. “Master.” She mumbled while looking upon the cocky Goblin Tamer. She shook it off. 
“No! This is... It's not hopeless yet. I can-”

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]

“There's no way...” The boxes then multiplied in front of her eyes, making her head spin. 
“In...finite exploit.”

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]


Her lips curled up in an insane smile.

[Loyalty effects have reached maximum levels]


“I'm through.” She said giddily.

-

Sherrie rounded the corner and was surprised to find a Beastfolk girl gnawing in a rather stereotypical fashion on an old monster bone with meat hanging off of it. Despite the fact that she had hands that looked quite effective, even with the long claws, she held it up and awkwardly chewed at it while mostly using her mouth and sharp teeth. 
'Wait a minute... That Agent?'
“Grr... Nom...” The Beastfolk looked up and guarded her bone as Sherrie approached. 


“Aren't you that Agent? Maddie?” 


“I'm Fetcher...” The woman offered in a frank tone. 
“You here for Master?” 


“Uh, no?”


“Oh.” She went back to her bone. 


“Can I get through this passage? What's in there.”


“I dunno... No get through though. Guarding.” She stated proudly. 


“Okay. But then who's that behind you?” Sherrie asked. 


“Huh?” She turned, twisting her whole body to look like a dog circling their bed before circling back in time to see the bone being tossed down the way Sherrie came from. 
“My treat!” She bounded after it cluelessly, not even giving acknowledgment to the one who likely threw it. 


Sherrie sighed and slipped past. “We have... A Goblin Warren.” She observed, based on the things strewn about. There were also a few banners, hung. 
“Too bad I'm looking for Gnomes. Still strange for them to be down here. Could be working together. I'll investigate just in case.” She explored the Warren. Sherries ability to wander around unseen, guided by dumb luck and innate intuition meant that she was able to get a good idea of exactly where the Warren sat on a map of the sewer. She grabbed a piece of actual meat in her hands from a stockpile and left the way she came. 
“They're not Gnomes, but a Goblin warren still deserves to be dealt with. Better report it to the city authority.” She reached the entrance where 'Fetcher' was guarding. She turned and growled angrily at Sherrie. 


“Tricker! You bad!” She bared fangs. Her ears were stuck up and flared back with the fur standing up and her tail was on end as well. 


Sherrie smiled warmly and tossed her the steak. “Catch!”


“Oooh!” Fetcher pounced on it, letting Sherrie pass unhindered. 


Sherrie lifted a hand to her chin in thought. “Those girls are actually obsessed with Goblins, right? No wonder they got caught... I wonder if it's intentional. In any case, I can't also get side-tracked. I'll just make a quick note of it to the authorities and get back to me hunt for the Gnome culprits responsible for all these disappearances.” She climbed up and out of the nearest manhole.

-

Madison finally came to in her office sweating. The system finally kicked her out due to hunger and other vitals. Her eyes were wide and bloodshot and her clothes were soaked. She was glad she had her own space, away from the others. She stared at the screen and was surprised to see that nothing was obscured. 
“What?” She leaned in close and turned bright red as she watched a Beastfolk Simulacra of herself scratching her ears with her foot while wagging her tail. She had on a a cute spiked collar and nothing else. 
“Ohfuck! I'm not restrained!” She held her head in her hands. 
“H-how am I ever going to explain this.” She slammed her head into her desk, agonizing and cringing. She lifted it, peeking at the screen where Grimbulb was approaching to scratch her ears for her. Her expression softened in game and outside of it unconsciously. 
“Master...” She muttered without thinking. When she realized what she said she covered her mouth. She sat and watched in silence for a full minute before thinking.

'I can actually record the inside like this... Maybe I should go eat and get back to being logged in so that I can try to gather more info for the team.' A mad, guilt-warped smirk crossed her lips.


Chapter three






Chapter 15: Stooges


Maddie was lead with the blinders on. She felt loyalty building within her as a result of the curse and it was jarring her for her body to move in response to the Goblin's desire's, rather than be fully in control. 'Should I log off? I am definitely under the restrained rules, right now so I can't even relay info. So I should just-'

“Oh! Is it another agent? This is great. This is really great. She'll be so happy.” An androgynous voice commented. There was a vague hint of a lack of excitement in their tone.
“They're dropping like flies.” The blinder was opened, treating her to the sight of a silver-haired beauty smiling down at her.
“Oh shit! You're still logged in?”


“W-what's it to you? You caught me just as I was about to log off.” She claimed. 


“You spent a lot of time just casually getting ridden like a mount before now...” She seemed in awe at that fact. 
“Maybe you're actually super into it?”


“You're the freak who's working with them.”


“I'm actually just doing this because of a girl I like...” The Elf claimed. 


“Well I'm leaving. Enjoy whatever this is.” Maddie stated as the Elf leaned over and whispered something in his ear. Before she could log off she heard the Goblin relay. 


“You not logging off!” Along with another firm snap to her rear from his riding crop. 


Maddie yelped. 'Wait.. Can they do that?'

The Elf patted her on the head and smiled. “You're asking yourself right now: 'Can they do that?' The answer is a resounding yes! So long as someone is dumb enough to stay logged in with a curse like this on them. You can log off but it's a willpower test each attempt and you can only actually make one per hour. In other words. “


“I'm fucked for another hour...” 


“Precisely.” The Elf tapped her chin. 
“Maybe a mount isn't right. Maybe she's better as a pet or something? Should we transfer ownership to the tamer and really mess with her?” As she asked that the Goblin on her back hopped off. According to Maddie's estimations he was some simulacra of a Knight and had relations directly to the mount, however when it came to pets and animals and other followers a tamer was key. She felt an odd shift as ownership of her cursed items were passed on. She stared down at the unimposing figure of the little green man. She sneered.

“This isn't...” She gulped, feeling herself slip into a prostrating position with her ass raised. 
“Going t-to...” Her ass wagged and her body shook. 
“Work?” She felt less unsure as she brought herself low to the ground to the point that she was staring up submissively at the Goblin tamer. 


“Do you know how pets work?” Nyle asked, squatting down next to her. 


“No...” Pets were notoriously unreliable. There was no such thing as a respawning pet for monsters. If a creature was trained, raised and died somehow it would simply be gone and all the effort wasted. No one would ever have a pet, or a class focused on them, so she would never know anything.


“First of all... I think your master is disappointed that you're a human so I'll reach into my coffers and produce a Beastfolk elixir for him. Mostly... I think Luara will enjoy this as well.” She commented. 


“W-what? How rich are you!?” The amount of money for one of those Elixirs was equivalent to five percent of their department budget in game. 


“I said it was worth it, alright?” Nyle poured the elixir over her head, then down her spine. The elf then massaged it carefully into her scalp and rubbed it into her spine down to the tailbone. Slowly her body began to shake and contrort. She felt a pain and tightness in her ears as her human ones disappeared. New perky, fuzzy ears popped up on top of her head, twitching. She could suddenly hear so much more from the tunnels. There were moans coming from somewhere. Her back arched as a tail sprouted from her and began moving back and forth. She opened her mouth, feeling quite dazed. She was drooling on the floor somewhat uncontrollably. 


“This is crazy...” She groaned. 
“Beastfolk are-” She panted. Her body felt hot and the only thing that helped was to keep her mouth open. Letting her tongue hang out felt extra nice. 
“Stronger... So why make your enemy stronger.”

“You're a pet, silly.”


Maddie grimaced. 'Shit, that's right.'

[Beastfolk: Dog. Effects that increase loyalty are now doubled. All physical stats improved.]

'There was that hidden effect, as well? All effects that increase loyalty...' To her knowledge, followers had a loyalty score that affected their ability to be made to follow orders. She wondered if it was the same for pets.

'But I'm not a pet, yet.'


[You have been registered as a pet by Grimbulb. The system will now engage PPP, Player Pet Protocol. If you do not approve of this designation avoid following any command or instruction over the next minute to deny the designation. Failure to deny designation will remove 'player' designation and replace it with 'pet' designation. This effect is Permanent. Do not contact the Admin concerning this change.]

“Wait wait wait! This is bullshit!” She screamed while being force to 'sit pretty.' She leaned up and lifted her hands into paw position while her legs spread in a squat. 


“What's wrong?” Nyle asked. 


“I- I can't deny commands so I can't avoid the designation! This isn't the intended way for this to happen!” Maddie argued. 


“Oh shit...” Nyle covered their mouth mischievously. 
“I guess it's an Exploit.”


Maddie's eyes widened. Her heart sunk as every small command was followed by her body. Her tail wagged, she lowered for pets, she walked with him and she even heeled.

'A minute left... I need to avoid following a single command and that's enough! All I have to do...' Her eyes lit up and chased a ball down a hall. She ran after it on all fours and picked it up with her mouth.

'Is not...' She moved independent of her thoughts.

'Bring it back!' She struggled and attempted to pool all her willpower. All of the effort she could muster culminated in her obediently dropping the ball soaked in her saliva in front of the tamer's feet while panting and wagging her tail excitedly.

“This is bullshit I-”


[Player designation permanently altered to 'Pet'.]
[Education & Knowledge is automatically set to zero and is replaced with Training. Intelligence is Dramatically reduced.]
[Problem Solving is automatically set to 0 and is replaced with Instinct.]
[Social Ability is removed. All social skills are moot and replaced with Likability & Cuteness]

[Internal Thought Process removed.]


Her eyes lit up innocently. “Hope he throws it again!” She stopped. 
“Wait, what?” Her eyes, whether she wanted them to be or not, were locked on the ball. He threw it, or at least pretended to before hiding it behind his back. 
“Who would fall for that... But wait... The ball isn't there anymore.” She panted as her body sweat. 
“What if he actually threw it!” She turned and rushed off to try and look for it. 
“Ball... Ball...” She felt slighted that there was no actual ball in sight. She turned around at a whistle and rushed back, sitting at attention with a wide, dopey grin. 
“Wait, why am I-”


[Play has increased Loyalty.]


“No no... This can't actually work. Loyalty can't make my mind work l-less.”


[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]

Her brain felt numb. “Master.” She mumbled while looking upon the cocky Goblin Tamer. She shook it off. 
“No! This is... It's not hopeless yet. I can-”

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]

“There's no way...” The boxes then multiplied in front of her eyes, making her head spin. 
“In...finite exploit.”

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]
[Loyalty effects doubled due to Goblin Tamer.]

[Loyalty effects doubled due to Beastfolk: Dog.]


Her lips curled up in an insane smile.

[Loyalty effects have reached maximum levels]


“I'm through.” She said giddily.

-

Sherrie rounded the corner and was surprised to find a Beastfolk girl gnawing in a rather stereotypical fashion on an old monster bone with meat hanging off of it. Despite the fact that she had hands that looked quite effective, even with the long claws, she held it up and awkwardly chewed at it while mostly using her mouth and sharp teeth. 
'Wait a minute... That Agent?'
“Grr... Nom...” The Beastfolk looked up and guarded her bone as Sherrie approached. 


“Aren't you that Agent? Maddie?” 


“I'm Fetcher...” The woman offered in a frank tone. 
“You here for Master?” 


“Uh, no?”


“Oh.” She went back to her bone. 


“Can I get through this passage? What's in there.”


“I dunno... No get through though. Guarding.” She stated proudly. 


“Okay. But then who's that behind you?” Sherrie asked. 


“Huh?” She turned, twisting her whole body to look like a dog circling their bed before circling back in time to see the bone being tossed down the way Sherrie came from. 
“My treat!” She bounded after it cluelessly, not even giving acknowledgment to the one who likely threw it. 


Sherrie sighed and slipped past. “We have... A Goblin Warren.” She observed, based on the things strewn about. There were also a few banners, hung. 
“Too bad I'm looking for Gnomes. Still strange for them to be down here. Could be working together. I'll investigate just in case.” She explored the Warren. Sherries ability to wander around unseen, guided by dumb luck and innate intuition meant that she was able to get a good idea of exactly where the Warren sat on a map of the sewer. She grabbed a piece of actual meat in her hands from a stockpile and left the way she came. 
“They're not Gnomes, but a Goblin warren still deserves to be dealt with. Better report it to the city authority.” She reached the entrance where 'Fetcher' was guarding. She turned and growled angrily at Sherrie. 


“Tricker! You bad!” She bared fangs. Her ears were stuck up and flared back with the fur standing up and her tail was on end as well. 


Sherrie smiled warmly and tossed her the steak. “Catch!”


“Oooh!” Fetcher pounced on it, letting Sherrie pass unhindered. 


Sherrie lifted a hand to her chin in thought. “Those girls are actually obsessed with Goblins, right? No wonder they got caught... I wonder if it's intentional. In any case, I can't also get side-tracked. I'll just make a quick note of it to the authorities and get back to me hunt for the Gnome culprits responsible for all these disappearances.” She climbed up and out of the nearest manhole.

-

Madison finally came to in her office sweating. The system finally kicked her out due to hunger and other vitals. Her eyes were wide and bloodshot and her clothes were soaked. She was glad she had her own space, away from the others. She stared at the screen and was surprised to see that nothing was obscured. 
“What?” She leaned in close and turned bright red as she watched a Beastfolk Simulacra of herself scratching her ears with her foot while wagging her tail. She had on a a cute spiked collar and nothing else. 
“Ohfuck! I'm not restrained!” She held her head in her hands. 
“H-how am I ever going to explain this.” She slammed her head into her desk, agonizing and cringing. She lifted it, peeking at the screen where Grimbulb was approaching to scratch her ears for her. Her expression softened in game and outside of it unconsciously. 
“Master...” She muttered without thinking. When she realized what she said she covered her mouth. She sat and watched in silence for a full minute before thinking.

'I can actually record the inside like this... Maybe I should go eat and get back to being logged in so that I can try to gather more info for the team.' A mad, guilt-warped smirk crossed her lips.


Chapter four






Chapter 16: Flip the Script


The moment Nyle logged in the emotion he felt was an odd, foreign emotion. In his rational mind there was no basis for that feeling in reality. But, as the thoughts of his Avatar crept into those he himself held he figured that his rationality was not long for the world. “I -Give Up- …” His slender shoulders slumped. It was useless. 
“Clever Goblin...” 


The musings of Nial outside of One2One were that Goblins were weak because they were unable to effectively survive, or grow. If they were to survive, they would stagnate and to grow for the Species inherently meant death at the hands of stronger creatures. For the reason he thought Goblins to be weak. Only when he experienced the Shaman did he realize the truth. One2One was a game and Goblins were not weak because they could not survive, they were weak because they had to be weak. Otherwise the world would be completely... Unabashedly... Wholly unfair.


“Nyle, you're back!” Luara chimed. She stood on one side of the Shaman, her crescent-staff planted at her side. Yenna was behind them, her eyes focused, but with a vacant quality about them. The Smith seemed determined and proud. 


'Amazing -Mind Control Magic?- Master!' He thought to himself.

The fundamentals of crafting meant that one could level up and increase the skill and quality through performing many, many deconstructions and constructions of products. The bodies in the slave pits were numerous and all their levels had been high before, so their equipment was not the type of thing that a Crafter would have access to. Her level was allowed to increase exponentially. What Nyle was able to assess with his Merchant's Appraisal skill was something that did not exist in the world. His eyes widened.

'Yenna became a Legendary Crafter? Having someone like that on our side -It's bad...- is great!' He glanced over Luara's stats.

'Even her?' She too had advanced to a tier that was only commonly seen by the top players in the game. It seemed that the Shaman was not just gifting levels to the Goblin warriors. Nyle found his own stats as he stood on the other side of the Shaman. A tiny hand rested on his rear and on Luara's. It was clear he had taken ownership of them, which would be sufficient to keep them apart. It was his most likely intention with having them on either side.

'Me too?' His stats had increased. No longer just a merchant. An advisor with stats equaling that of what was required to become a statesman within the game. His body had degenerated further into a more feminine form and his body was decorated in fine robes. It seemed there was no more hiding. 


“You know what's happening, right?” Luara asked excitedly. 


“Yep!” Nyle responded. 
“Today's the day we -'Betray the world'- flip the script.” The plan entered his mind, or rather, it was always there. A new order where Goblins were not restrained by their programming. He looked down and saw the Tamer and his pet Fetcher. Looking back, the onahole of Gia was tied at the Shaman's side as a sort of totem and he smirked when he noticed she was still logged in. 
“Looks like everything is -'almost over'- prepared.”


“There's still one more. We can't forget our friend Uma and her new BEST friend.”


“Huh?” Nyle's eyes widened as a mountain of meat rose up from a sea of putrid liquid that existed within the cistern. 
“A hob!?” That was not the most interesting part. The 'Drooling Goddess' statue of Uma was tied embedded in a chest-piece. Her nethers were soft and in constant penetration from the Hob-Goblin's massive dong. Just as before she was dripping and drooling in constant pleasure and... Definitely on line. Everyone had logged in to experience being subjugated and he was no better. 


“Now we're ready.” Luara smiled. He did not like Gia's body. Luara, looked like herself in real life originally, but he figured it was a small blessing. With this, things could be separated from reality in his mind. At least he hoped.

-

'Being a statue... Is not so bad. I used to only log in to check on things but found quickly that it was fun seeing my little worshipers running around in my name. I could see and hear things through the other versions of me when my divinity increased through the presence of the other statues. Graven imaged being distributed and created added to my acclaim. I knew that in reality I was no goddess, but a slave to that Goblin, but what does it actually matter? In function, I am the most important piece and that is Just. So. Arousing!' If Uma had eyes that could roll back they would as the Hob Goblin fucked her endlessly with his huge cock. Her insides were not a normal orifice anymore, so it was not dangerous. It just felt good.

'I am happy to see the scenery finally shift. In truth, I always wanted to be a part of tyranny. Of course, I wished it to be my own but it can't be helped. If it's for them it feels just as good. I'm almost there.' She moaned internally. The Hob burst through the surface like a battering ram. The street rose up and ruptured out like a wave into surrounding buildings. The Drooling Goddess looked on in awe and basked in the fearful eyes, because they were not just on the Hob, they were on her and more eyes on her in fear or love added to her strength as a Goddess. If her lips could smile they would have, instead they remained open, drool gushing from within plush lips as if she was a fountain. Her juices and saliva healed the Hob instantly of any wound.

'Here it comes!' As she came one more she saw the words of the system pop up.

[Divinity Level +++: Drooling Goddess Joins the lesser pantheon.]

[Proximity to holy idols may now have a chance to corrupt.]

'It should say convert. Is it because I am actually an evil goddess of monsters? That is fine, too.' Her pale, lifeless eyes searched in front.

'A mark... A mark... Haha!' She laughed internally at the sight of marks appearing on those players stepping forward to fight the Hob-Goblin.

'A mark is a sign of corruption that remains even after death and resurrection. So that means that even if they go miles away my influence can still spread. That is so brilliant for my Master...' She stopped herself.

'Even I am getting caught up in this worshipful thought process. Seriously, why is a goddess worshiping the Shaman? He is magnificent, but... Well, no buts. I am starting to sound like that pathetic blonde Elf.'

As she was pondering, a spear shattered the sound Barrier. Uma screamed internally. 'Move you idiot!' The lumbering behemoth could not. The spear collided with her body and broke her into many small pieces. The stone head rolled off and shattered. It roared, less from losing her and more from losing a hole to constantly plung his cock into. Looking across the way in the direction the spear came from he saw a new one to replace it. He began bounding towards a woman with long red hair in a ponytail. She had light, eastern clothing and as he was charging his primitive mind told him that she was an unarmed woman. Easy target. He saw a line in his mind, his arms raise and smash her into the ground. If her body is weak enough he picks her up and chains her to his chest in place of the statue. As he decided on that plan his eyes widened, then were gouged as her spear rematerialized in her hand.

As the Hob was felled by her in another swing of her spear rather easily, the spear-woman, Patricia, flicked off the blood and shouted to the other players. 
“They're just Goblins! They can't respawn but we can, so fight to the death and don't let them capture anyone!” It was a good plan, probably the best plan as devised by a veteran player of the game. Dying was not as much of a threat as having a character that was captured. She clutched her chest.

'He didn't hit me so why...' She looked at her status. 
'A Mark? Corruption? I'll worry about it later.' She continued slaying.

-

“It's a full-on Horde. You have to listen to me!” Wendie demanded. She had traveled to the mayors office. She was being held back by guards. The Mayer, a stern human player with Black hair and green eyes smirked. She waved her hand flippantly at Wendie. 


“Yes yes. We were already alerted to the 'Gnome and Goblin' plot but Sherrie. Quite terrifying. But, Goblins can not do anything like what you describe and 'Gnomes' are also just Players.”


“Oh my god.” Wendie stopped fighting. She was so inconceivably upset that the last act of her 'mentor', the famed detective, was to poison the well against any future warning. 


“We are aware of the Detective's antics. It is tolerated because she is a popular and amusing feature of Pridehale. I understand you've been following her around quite a bit but since you are new I will tell you that most know that character is not to be taken seriously.”


“But-” It was over, she remembered the conversation with Frita minutes earlier.

- -

“We need more agents. I think most of your people already fell. It just ended up giving them more supplies to work with.”

“Actually-” Frita came through the communicator with her fake German accent sounding quite disappointed.

“It is quite unfortunate. We are handling that on our end but we have also discovered that this incident is not cult related at all. So that is why I am pulling my people out quickly to avoid any more Agency resources being lost. I would advise you to go, too.”

- -

“Bullshit...” Wendie cursed.

“Mayor, you should listen to the assistant. There's actually a big problem. The whole city is being overrun.”

“You!” Wendie froze as she heard the familiar voice of Gia, but she knew for a fact that the woman was no longer in control of her own body. Luara winked at her. 


“How did you get in here?” The Mayor asked. 


“The issue is there's a bunch of really strong people running around killing guards.” Luara stated causally. As she said that the heads of the two men holding Wendie burst, covering her in blood. She shook and stumbled to the side of the room, out of Luara's way. 


The Mayor stepped forward, a hand resting on her rapier. “So this is it? I am also a high-level Player. It seems like you're a Cleric. You can't fight with a dedicated duelist on even terms, missy. Cute magic, though.” She drew on Luara with one hand and turned her body while folding her other behind her back. The Mayor lunged forward and was stunned into silence when the blow was deflected. 


“Cute physical attributes!” Luara teased, grinning like a child. 
“But this character's a dedicated Fighter.” She turned her body while spinning the Crescent-staff like a baton and swiped it at the Mayor's feet. 


The woman jumped, avoiding  the attack by a hair. A thin slice was cut from the bottom of her shoes to the extent that when she landed one heel was shorter than the other. 
“But-” She closed the distance and lunged at the open form of Luara, but the Rapier collided with a strong barrier. The Mayor's face went red. 
“You can't have magic this strong as a dedicated fighter!” She snapped back. 
“It's unfair, you hacker!”


“Not a hack, an exploit, hehe.” Luara covered her mouth and laughed. 
“Speaking of unfair, though...”

Wendie watched in horror as the Mayor dropped her sword and went dead in the eyes. She was looking straight at something through the door behind Luara that she couldn't see due to the angle she was standing at. 
“So-” The Mayor began.
“Unfair...” The woman trailed off after the second word and straightened her posture, as if standing at attention before some higher authority. Even Wendie began to cover her mouth and nose as she felt a sickening presence. The Shaman, stepped through the door, walked past Luara and the Mayor and sat down behind the desk that was the center for all governance in the region. 


“Damn!” Wendie sprinted past Luara and dove out the door, only to feel herself being restrained. 'They caught me?' She looked back and began to sweat as she saw the only thing restraining her were her tensed muscles. She stood up and began walking back into the room. 
'I have no control over my body.' She moved forward steadily until she was beside the Mayor, then both woman moved in opposite directions around the desk to either side of the Shamen. Wendie knelt, as did the mayor. She watched him draw with his finger on her forehead. It left a trail behind and once the symbol was complete both it and the Mayor's eyes began to grow pink. Her formerly emerald orbs widened reverently up at the Goblin Shaman.

'Is she completely gone?' Wendie then felt the finger on her forehead. As soon as he started:


[Beginner Slave Seal Active.] A small dot placed on the forehead. It forced one to not do harm to the creator of the Seal. But that was simply active from the moment he touched her head, As his finger dragged down in a precise manner she felt different.

[Slave Seal +: Intermediate] The end of the ability to disobey commands and weakness of body in the face of disobedience. For whatever resistance Wendie had, a dizziness and a heaviness fell over her in response to any desire to get away. She looked over and saw the Mayor looking up with wide, pink eyes drooling.

'Is that me, soon? No!' She mustered every ounce of willpower she had. Wendy gritted her teeth and tasted blood.

'Consume levels if you have to!' A feature of most games as Luck, or at least some method to bypass the limits. An additional 'dice' in some sense. In One2One a player could permanently spend their experience to such an end. It was such a drastic measure for a game where dying simply meant a timely respawn in a safe place. She knew she would not respawn from this. Wendie used the power gained from consuming three levels worth of experience to whip her arm up and slap his hand away before he could upgrade the seal to it's final form. She mustered all the strength in her weakened body to run. She closed her eyes, since Luara stood confidently in the way. Where she expected to be held she was let by without issue. 


“So... You wanna go out there in this state?” Luara asked. 


“Yes!” She kept forcing herself to move. The door was close. 


“Down there you get captured by the rabble. Up here you can be in a waaaay better spot. Trust me.” It did not sound like Luara was lying, but at the same time, all she was promising was a 'better' form of servitude. She kept moving. 
“Besides. He's impressed by you.” Wendie stopped in the door and looked back. Nothing had moved. The goblin was sitting in the chair with the sun descending behind the walls to Pridhale behind him. He was clapping his small hands for her. 
“Inner circle, honey. Think about it...” Luara shrugged. 
“Or I guess you can lose your character to the breeding pits permanently.”


Wendie turned on her heel and began pitifully walking back. She did not think she could escape. She did not think she could win. There was only one shot. In one motion she gripped Luara's Crescent-staff and pulled her hand-crossbow free of it's holster. Status flooded in as she held the staff. 
“Just as I thought!”

[Crescent-staff of the Goddess: Physical and Mental Attributes mirrored. Health is Mirrored as Mana.]

'Such a Bullshit weapon.' Wendie laughed. She was a mental character. Her stats were balanced but she had no Mana, until now. She infused the bolt with all the Mana she gained and shot it. The numbers that mirrored her Mental increased her speed and accuracy. There was no chance she could miss. 


“No!” Luara swung to cut her down, and Wendie was indeed killed in an instant, but it was an instant after the bolt had already found it's mark in the Shaman's chest. He gasped and clutched the bolt, looking at Luara in shock. 
“No no!” She rushed to his side.

“So unfortunate. Was not expecting that at all!” A voice came through something on Wendie's person. With the Goblin still dying in her arms Luara ignored it and tried her best to stop his health from going down. 
“Mana Poison is the most simple ability one without training can use through a hand-crossbow. It seems like your Shaman will die if nothing is done.” Frita explained callously. 


“Shut up! What do you want? Are you just gloating?”

“Actually, I was thinking of helping but you are being very rude.”


“Why would you help?” Luara asked, pulling the device to her with levitation. 


“I do not actually care about wether or not you win, because you are not related to the Cult and therefore not related to any of my markers for success or failure. However, if I am able to return our Agency's property, then that will be a GREAT marker for MY success.”


Luara sighed. “Fine, just tell me what you want.” 


“Good gal!”

-

[Would've been better if he died.] Nial claimed.

[Oh shut up. You think this is fun, too, I know it.] 


[He completely BRAINWASHED my character into a femboy worshiper!]

[Oh come on, that's hot!] Laura argued.

[Is that what you want out of what we have in real life?] Behind the screen he was nervous. Nial always guessed that this obsession would take over her life. If it extended to her trying to spread it to him, that was the boundary he decided for himself.

[As cute as I think it is I'm satisfied.]

[Seriously?]

[Yeah. I feel like I got it out of my system and the fact that I can log in at any time to keep getting it out of my system means I feel pretty good about doing 'normal' boyfriend/girlfriend stuff with you outside.]

[Well] Nial blushed and hesitated to type.

[I guess it wouldn't hurt to indulge a bit in game since it means we can do more normal stuff out of game.] He relented.

'It seems like it'll be fine. We can make this work.'

[Exactly.] Laura snorted. 'He's so easy. I've seen his cute side and I really do like him. Something that chick said stuck with me though. I guess there's a cult? I didn't know about this. We can keep acting normal for the time being. The longer he plays that character the more willing he'll be to come over to my way of thinking.'

-

“Congratulations on getting your body back!” Frita congratulated, patting Gia on the shoulder. The girl jumped from simply being touched. Her entire being had been subsumed by sexual pleasure as a toy over an unreasonable span of time, much of which she was logged into. She could still remember the feeling of being stretched around a cock that was roughly the same size as her. Gia wiped a bit of drool from her lip and nodded. 


“Th-thanks... I didn't get my staff back, though.”


“Negotiations do not always go the way we want, right 'Fetcher?'”


'Maddie's cheeks flushed deeply. “Ruff-” She pinched herself and tried again.

“I mean right.” It was extremely difficult bringing herself out of her animal mindset. The Beastfolk Species in game was inherently erratic and weak-willed to the extent that their increased Strength and Speed were not worth it at all. Before she could say another word Frita scratched behind Maddie's floppy ears, causing the girl to almost melt back down onto all fours. 
“Ahh... Ahhh!” She snapped at her by trying to bite. 
“I said don't do that!” Despite her anger, the Plague Doctor noted her tail was wagging obediently. 


“Sorry! You are just so cute.” Frita laughed.

-

Sherrie fanned herself. “I can't believe they didn't believe me. It would've saved them an invasion. Still... It seemed to be mostly Goblins. I guess the Gnomes were controlling things from the shadows. 


“You!” 


Sherrie turned, smiling since she heard a familiar scream. It was Dr. Wendie, her faithful assistant. Sherrie had planted herself by the Graveyard outside of the city in case anyone inside was going to respawn. There were a surprising few. She watched proudly as Wendie came trouncing over, fists clenched. She had no intuition and no sense of danger. 
“You have some explaining to do concerning the loss of my Manor and those strange people, but I'm glad you're alright!” Sherrie opened her arms. 


Wendie closed the distance and decked Sherrie square on the jaw. She held her chest and breathed. “That... Felt so good.” 


Sherrie whined from the ground. “Doctor, why!?” She squinted at the other woman. 
“What's that on your forehead?”


“Oh- Oh no! It's still there!?” She rubbed her forehead, feeling the slightly raised skin of the mark. Wendie began running for her life away from Pridehale. If it was still on her, it meant the Goblin was still alive and if he was still alive it meant that he could control her if he ever got close enough. 


“Dr. Wendie, wait! Why are you like this?” Sherrie began giving chase.


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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