A few minutes later two cheetahs, one made of amethyst crystal with black obsidian spots and another that had a skin that looked mostly like wood were conversing with one another while they were waiting for their train to come in bring them to the next match.  “I’m starting to wonder if I should start going into the battle royale modes more,” the wooden feline said with a sigh.  “It’s a little harder to get placed but I hear the chance for legendary mod drops is far higher.”
“You don’t like the mahogany?”  the crystal cheetah replied as he ran his fingertips along the smooth chest of his feline counterpart.  “I thought that was what you were trying for.”
“I thought I liked it,” the wood cheetah stated with a sigh.  “But I heard that you can get new elemental skins and I would love to get like a lava skin or something like that.  Maybe ice, though that might be more in Athear’s realm then Kirdos.  Of course that means I’m probably going to need a better submachine gun... oh hey, what’s that going on?”
Inside the train station a number of players from one of the matches that had finished up just came in, but they looked different than usual.  There were these blue lines on them that caused the two cheetahs as well as several others that had been waiting there to go in and investigate.  Before they could get too close the creatures quickly began to let out snarls and roars before they began to run forward.  Those closest to the train were the first to be grabbed and as something that they had never seen before began to happen, corruption bars that normally only appeared in the battle zones appearing as those the terrifying creatures had captured began to transform and mutate before their very eyes.
The two cheetahs were able to escape the initial wave of the monsters and ran out of the lobby to the nearest store before taking a breath to attempt to log out.  “I... I can’t get out of the system...” the shaking wooden creature said as he attempted to get out.  “Why won’t it let us log out?!”
Before the other feline could tell his friend that he couldn’t get out either the wood cheetah suddenly let out a yelp and fell forward as the wall that they had thought was making them safe suddenly burst with a clawed hand reaching out at them.  The amethyst feline quickly picked up his mahogany friend and together they got out before the creature could burst through and get them.  They made a run through the store area and tried to make their way towards the other exit, only to hear the door shatter as the viral-ridden creatures poured in looking for survivors.  The two quickly turned and went towards the back and hid in the only place they could find, a large dressing room that they were able to lock behind him.
The wooden cheetah took a second to catch his breath as the two waited as quietly as they could while the monsters outside ransacked the place.  It appeared that their hiding spot would not be found though as the creatures seemed to find fresh prey, the two hearing glass break as they likely were chasing others they happened to catch the scent out.  “Thank goodness for that…” the crystalline cheetah said with a small sigh of relief.  “We’ll just sneak out when-“
The amethyst cheetah’s eyes suddenly widened when he began to feel something pushing between his butt cheeks, hearing a grunt behind him as his friend started to spread open his tailhole.  Before he could turn around and tell the wooden feline that now wasn’t the time for that sort of thing he felt those hands press against his shoulders… and they were far bigger than he had remembered.  The gemstone feline managed to crane his head back to try and find out what was happening and caught the reflection in the mirror, being able to see the back of the one penetrating him to see three glowing blue lines in a gash on his back.  The corruption had already started to spread through his friend as the mahogany cheetah’s muscles swelled in growth like a wave spreading outwards.
Even though the amethyst cheetah felt his anxiety rise he knew that it was likely too late for him, especially with nearly half of the stiff member pushed inside him as he was pressed against the wall.  A look down confirmed it as he saw the bright blue lines begin to spread over his cheeks and thighs, which also began to swell with muscle as a wave of lust began to overwhelm his senses.  It was much like when he was in the game only with a far different flavor to it as he let out a groan.  Glowing blue liquid dripped down his fur from the drool of the hulking out male behind him as he felt his chest begin to swell, the blue slicing through his gemstone body as his own cock thickened and grew while dripping an electric blue substance…
******************************
The scene that unfolded on the two monitors, one showing a realm of living statues while the other featured shadowy and smoky jackals, was that of pure chaos as huge beasts were brought down and contained by the Collectors of those particular realms.  When the screen faded to black Haleon turned back and looked at the nine that had gathered in the central control room, the ten nexus creatures looking at one another in concern.  “Well this is just a bit embarrassing,” Kirdos finally spoke up, the obsidian leopard and tiger hybrid holding his head in frustration.  “We’re the ones that are supposed to be doing the corrupting, not the other way around.”
“This is more than just someone corrupting our minions for their own gain,” Santer said as he stepped forward.  “Let’s say what this really is; someone out there has declared war on us and is using this game to wage it.  Already we’ve had a number of outbreaks of this and we’re no closer to finding the culprit!”
“Ease up there stallion,” Renzyl replied as he motioned for the black leather horse to step back.  “I’m sure Haleon has been hard at work devising a solution to net us the rather nasty individual, aren’t you?”
The metallic eagle nodded and moved over to another part of the control room, the viewscreen activating as he waved his hand over it to display a map divided into ten different sections.  “This time our little Trojan horse, no offense Santer, made a bit of an error when he corrupted people in the battle zone,” Haleon explained as he zoomed in on the sector of a map that represented a lunar module that was in the center of it all.  “Given the time that the corrupted creatures affected Kirdos and Tarien’s realm I was able to easily figure out which battle they came from.  Now normally in the manner of fairness to all we aren’t allowed to look at the matches until after they happen in order to prevent any intervention, however I thought with the recent attacks that it would be prudent to add them to my monitoring queue… and when I looked back at the footage this is what I found.”
All ten creatures watched as what appeared to be two of their players, one from each side, corrupting one another in typical fashion.  Then something caused them to stop and as they looked in closer the jackal suddenly began to show the signs of the blue corruption, followed quickly by the tiger before they moved out and began to infect the rest of the battle.  What caused all of them to whisper to one another was that there was nothing to be seen that caused the initial corruption.  One second the game was going as normal and the next the two players started to show the signs that they were being converted by the mysterious programming.
“I don’t get it,” Yavini said when the clip finished playing.  “Are you saying that someone is able to glitch the code to target our players?”
“That’s what it would appear to look like,” Haleon replied.  “Had we just had the footage to look back on we would all infer that there was a serious code error or something like that, however let me show you again what my archived footage of the match shows.”
Once more the scene played again for everyone, except this time all of their glowing eyes looked at one another with what they saw.  “So it is another player…” Athear pointed out as they saw a shadow of a player moving towards the two exactly when the corruption began to claim the others.  “But even now we have no idea who or what it is… what being is capable of such a thing?”
“Not one that’s in the game,” Haleon stated simply as he waved at the screen once more and the images faded and it reverted back to the map screen.  “That sort of power we would all be able to sense, which means that it is indeed a player that something is working through in order to wreak havoc across this game realm we have created.”
“So now what?” Famjin spoke up, the neoprene shark smashing his fists together.  “Are we going to organize a hunt?”
“A hunt of that magnitude would drain us of our resources… and since we’re not sure what this entity wants we can’t risk such a thing in order to just find one person,” Renzyl stated simply.  “Haleon, I presume since you’ve now gotten the scent of this creature you can track him?”  The black metal eagle nodded immediately and the rubber dragon looked out at the game world.  “Then at the risk of the game world we’re going to have to keep letting this creature or person think that they’re still in control for now, which means that it’ll give Haleon a chance to get a better read on what we’re up against.”
“Do you honestly think that he’ll continue?” Athear replied with a low hiss, the liquid naga slithering over to the rubber dragon.  “This was quite the show of force, how do we know that this wasn’t the message that they wanted to send us and will then go into hiding?”
Renzyl looked at the other brothers, then back at the screen that showed the map of their realm.  “Santer, Athear, Kirdos, and Tarien…” the rubber dragon listed.  “Four of the ten realms hit so far with each attack growing stronger, something tells me that they’re not going to leave this unfinished just like that.”
“So that’s it?” Modino snorted.  “We’re just going to let this thing run amok without any retribution?”
“I never said anything of the sort,” Renzyl replied as a grin curled up on his muzzle.  “In fact while we do need to keep our distance I think a little rattling of the cage is in order once our little mole decides to pop his head up once again…”
******************************
Julian panted heavily as he returned to his room, holding onto his head with his new smoke wolf paws as the scene that unfolded on the train station continued to play in his mind.  While he knew that the ones that had given him powers were likely doing things behind the scenes he didn’t realize how heavily they influenced those that he had stolen from.  When everything started to dissolve into chaos Julian, who had hid in the back until the group that he had teleported in with dispersed to find more victims.  The second that he was sure he could get away he logged off and got back to the real world, and the second that he did he immediately jumped onto his computer in an attempt to contact those that had made him this way.
“What do you want Julian?” the voice said after Julian repeatedly hit the call button.
“I want to know what the hell was that!” Julian shouted into the microphone.  “All I wanted were the mods from all ten realms and the powers that were included in it, not cause everyone to turn into a monster!  I didn’t sign up for this!”
“This is exactly what you signed up for,” the voice replied coldly.  “You wanted to cheat the system and get more power than anyone else in the game, which essentially means that you wanted to break the game.  That’s all we wanted to do too, we just want to break the game and show the brothers that they can’t just turn any space into their playground and toy with people’s lives like that.”
Even though their words hit home Julian remained resolute and gritted his teeth.  “You’re the ones that are turning people into those... creatures...” he accused.  “You’re messing with their lives, not me.  All I wanted to do was win...”
“And win you shall...” the voice responded.  “As will we.  The only ones that will lose will be the brothers that created this monstrosity in the first place... of course if you’re having second thoughts about our arrangement, I’m sure that you can plead your case to them and I’m sure they’ll be exceptionally forgiving.  But that would mean that you would actually be able to get to them first...”
Before Julian could ask what he meant by that he began to feel a powerful tingle radiating out of his chest, hearing the voice chuckle before he ripped off the headphones and fell backwards.  Unimaginable pleasure began to filter through his consciousness as all the mods that he had stolen reappeared on his body and began to extend past the areas that they had originally affected.  The leather horse legs formed his feet into hooves once more as well as his horsecock as the gooey scales from his serpentine face stretched out over his head.  Even with his thoughts being clouded from the lust being pumped through him he knew that the entity was showing him their power, feeling his body begin to grow more muscular while his hand paws grew even larger.
His shadowy fingers stretched out to his microphone as his crystalline striped arms swelled with muscle, the growing digits fumbling for a second before he managed to get back up onto his desk once more.  At this point his cock was so swollen that it threatened to go off right that moment as blue lines began to appear on his body that spread over the assimilated areas of his amalgamated form.  Despite the intense pleasure he was able to brace his growing frame on his chair and with a stretch grabbed his headset and told the entity no more, he would comply.  Just as he felt the goo venom drip from his fangs as his pleas grew more garbled he suddenly felt the power release from his body, causing him to quickly revert to his elf form before falling backwards onto the carpet.
It took more than a few seconds for Julian to recover from the intense sexual experience, even with the other mods disappearing his leather horsecock remained for a few more minutes as though a reminder of what might happen to him again.  Eventually that reverted too and when he had caught his breath he slowly got up and sat back down on his chair while sliding his headphones over his pointed ears.  “I trust that you bother us with such ideas in the future,” the voice said, Julian confirming it in a shaking voice.  “Very good, now that we have your cooperation once more I believe that it’s time to push the boundaries of our influence over this game.”
“What do you mean?” Julian asked nervously.  “You already showed that you can get me into and out of a battlefield without the brothers finding me, what more could you possibly want to test?”
“It involves the friend that you made, the one that is under the influence of Modino,” the voice explained.  “When you made him into your thrall it gave us an idea that we may be able to take over your realm without anyone even logging into the game.  If we could do that then we would have thousands of corrupted swarming every realm and it would be far more than the nexus creatures could handle.  We want you to go and strip a mod from your thrall in the real world and see if you can corrupt him completely, then return back here immediately.”
“I… understand,” Julian said as he tried to hold back a sigh.  That was apparently the end of the call as the line went dead and he tossed the headphones onto his desk.  “Now what have I gotten myself into…”
Even though he was unsure about the whole thing the last thing that Julian wanted to do was test the entity’s ability to affect him even without being on call and got his phone.  After their last encounter Tomas had texted him the ability to get in contact with him through every known possible social media outlet, though at that moment the drow opted for texting as he sent a message to the corrupted minotaur.  Before he got to the bed to flop down on it he already got a reply which just had the words Master Julian in it.  Though Julian slapped his hand against his head at such a formal title he couldn’t help but also feel a bit empowered by it as he told the bull to give him the address where he was at so he could come over and visit.
Without much delay he was given a place that he was at and though it was somewhat close by Julian decided not to take public transit in fear that he might meet more people that were fans of the game.  Instead he called a driving service instead and, after checking to make sure that the driver didn’t have any animal features on him, got in.  The entire trip Julian felt anxious of what he was about to do even though half the work was already done for him.  He surmised that he would just walk in, tell the bull to give him the mod he wanted, and that would trigger whatever bizarre transformation would happen to him.
Once he got to his destination Julian immediately went into the address, which was an apartment complex, and ran up the stairs to the proper floor.  Despite the pep talk he gave himself earlier there was still a lump in the pit of his stomach as he went to the door number and gave a knock.  There wasn’t much time waiting as the door swung open so fast it nearly sucked him in as the minotaur on the other side looked at him eagerly with glowing blue eyes.  “It’s so good to see you again Master Julian!”
“Right, right…” Julian replied as he carefully looked down the hallways to make sure that no one had heard such a bold declaration.  “Mind if I come in?  We need to discuss something really important.”
“Of course,” Tomas replied as he stepped aside and motioned for the other male to come in.  “Do you need anything to eat or drink?  I’m sure that I could find something in the fridge or cupboards that I could make you.”
Julian shook his head as he walked into the rather nice apartment, looking around the living room for a few seconds before sitting down at one of the seats.  “Tomas, I’m going to be really blunt here,” Julian said as the bull leaned against the wall.  “What I’m really hear for is to get one of your mods, it’s all I really need and I’m sure that I can make it up to you with another roll in the sheets so-“ a rather loud noise caused the drow to stop right in the middle of his sentence as he paused, then looked up at Tomas.  “Did you just… hear something?”
“Huh?” Tomas replied as he looked around before looking back at the hallway and then turning and waving his hand.  “That’s just Ajax, you don’t need to worry about him.  So you want one of my mods?”
“Wait wait wait, hold on,” Julian said suddenly as he felt his anxiety spike.  “Are you telling me that there’s someone else here in your apartment?”
The bull looked around in confusion for a second before chuckling and pointing at himself.  “Do you think that this is my apartment?” he said pointedly, which only caused Julian’s eyes to widen further.  “There’s no way I could afford a place like this on my wages… no, this is Ajax’s place, I was about to claim my reward for beating him when you called and said you wanted to meet.  He’s currently bound and gagged in the bedroom though if you want to meet him.”
The sudden declaration not only of another guy in the room but one that had been completely tied up before he arrived caused a shudder to go down his spine.  His only saving grace from completely losing it right then and there was that it sounded like this Ajax was a player of Nexus Wars and it sounded like Tomas was the dominant one at the moment, and since Julian was the dominant of Tomas it meant that he had control of the situation.  Still, the voice didn’t tell him anything about what to do if he suddenly found himself dealing with two players instead of one, especially one that he didn’t have any control of whatsoever.  When Tomas asked him if he was feeling alright Julian snapped out of his thoughts and said that he wanted to meet Ajax.
Julian knew that he should at least see what he was dealing with and nodded, following the minotaur out of the living room and back into the bedroom.  There he saw a neoprene shark morph, except that the coloration was more of that like a tiger just like the bull that towered over him.  What was most intriguing though was that the male was completely bound with various bondage equipment; a partial hood complete with cock gag shoved into his maw that also completely blocked his sight and hearing, which meant that he would be oblivious to Julian that caused him to breathe of sigh of relief.  Aside from that the shark was also clad in leg binders and his leg themselves were bent back and had ropes tied to the arm binders that kept them suspended in the air while those same ropes were looped through wrist and ankle cuffs.
“I was about to have a go at him but if you would like to go first you can certainly go ahead Master Julian,” Tomas said as he gestured to the restrained male.  Though the drow wasn’t sure how to respond to this offer an idea started to form in his mind.  The voice wanted him to speed up his assimilation of mods from the game… and since the minotaur was already under control why not take his prize as well?  It was two for the price of one and then he would be able to see for sure if he was able to corrupt people outside of the game.
Julian ended up telling Tomas that he wanted the shark first, the minotaur giving a nod and a slight bow before backing away to allow him to do his thing.  Once he had a little space the drow looked over his captured prey and wondered what he should take… the player had almost every slot filled with one of Famjin’s mods and with only four of his own taken he was spoiled for choice.  At first he thought about taking the tail or the back fin but then he looked down at the finned feet and knew that was the one to take to replace the hard leather hooves that usually appeared when he used the santer leg mod.
Though his original intention was just to grab the two mods and go as Julian placed his hands on the neoprene fins of the other male he watched the shark squirm slightly and he felt a familiar lust bubble up inside of him.  The voice did say to corrupt people in order to see if he couldn’t, his mind rationalized as he looked at those firm globes exposed by the finned tail being bound by a rope that attached to the back of a collar.  Another part of his brain warned him that this was exactly how the players in the game acted, thinking only of sex and competition… but already his cock was starting to get hard and his corrupted desires were making it hard to have rational thoughts.  All he could do was continue to stare at that rear beckoning him and swore that Ajax knew he was having conflicting thoughts because at that moment he wiggled that rear invitingly towards him.
As his resolve towards not impaling this sexy shark man on his cock continued to eat away at his resolve he realized that there was another potential problem, because if he was going to have sex with Ajax to corrupt him he would probably have to do the same with Tomas.  Even though the bull was already infected with whatever malicious code the entity made him a carrier of it was obvious that it wasn’t showing up in the game, otherwise the minotaur would have been caught already.  But if that was the case it would mean he would have to have to go at each of them and that would probably take a lot of time even if he didn’t have to rest.  It was then a thought came to him, whether it was from his own tainted thoughts or from whatever link he had to that voice, he came to a solution that would work.
The drow quickly beckoned his thrall to come over to him and informed him of the plan of action they were going to take, the minotaur’s eyes lighting up as he nodded excitedly.  While Julian was sure that he would have no problem getting the spandex bull on board the next thing he would have to do was get himself on board with the neoprene shark in a more physical sense.  With the help of the muscular male he was able to get himself around the various bindings and even used some of them to hold on as he positioned himself.  By this point Julian’s still humanoid cock was throbbing and as it pressed between those pert, smooth globes he could feel a tremor run through the other male.  Seeing such a powerful creature bound and completely helpless to his will affected Julian like never before as he took the head of his maleness and began to push inside.
Once more the rush of pleasure roared through Julian’s body like a flood as the neoprene hole easily gave way to allow him to enter, a muffled grunt coming from Ajax as the mods that he had been holding back once more manifested.  With Ajax completely bound and Tomas a thrall Julian didn’t have to worry about anyone seeing him and he relished in the feeling of his forked goo tongue tasting the arousal of the other male.  Tendrils of shadow curled up from his hands over his swollen crystalline arms as he used them to brace himself and sink his rod even deeper.  The fin on Ajax’s back nearly pressed into his chest as Julian sank deeper into him, the restrained shark man unable to do anything but wiggle and squirm in pleasure from his bindings as the mutated drow motioned for Tomas to come over.
With the minotaur’s superior strength it was easy for him to climb on top of the two males in a way that didn’t topple either of them over, Julian taking a deep breath as with practice ease that spandex bull cock slid down his back towards his rear.  Though he preferred to be the one on top he knew that this would be the only way to get both mods at the same time, and given what he was about to do he wanted to make sure he secured his prizes and did what he was told to do before anything interrupted him.  Even though he had told the bull to be gentle the wind was nearly knocked out of Julian’s lungs as his own leather anal walls were spread open and every inch of thick cock was slid into him in almost one thrust.
Julian was unable to complain though as the force of the bull pushing into him caused his own member to go deeper into Ajax, and when he felt those cheeks press against his groin something else began to go into the shark’s body.  Ajax’s squirming became more intense, partially from the sudden increase in pleasure and partially due to the corruption that had begun to get pumped into him.  The restraints that held the shark in place began to creak and stretch as unlike in the game world the blue lines spread over the male like wildfire.  With every thrust that Julian did, which quickly increased in frequency since every time he pulled out it shoved the minotaur’s member deeper into him, the muscles grew on the male underneath him as spikes began to grow out from the spine of the creature.
A loud snort above Julian indicated that Tomas wasn’t faring much different, the already corrupted creature panted and huffed as the drow felt something press against the back of his neck.  Soon after the stretching tongue of the creature wrapped around Julian’s neck as he could feel the corruption pulsing off of his body, feeling the already ripped chest slide against his back before something began to flow back into him.  It was the mods that he wanted, his body instinctively taking them even without him willing it as he felt his pectorals begin to thicken and his toes elongate.  Even in the throes of being sandwiched between two males he still was able to look at himself and watch as the neoprene and spandex covered his body until they merged with the mods he had already gotten.
At this point Julian though he started to look almost freakish as his newly taken physique continued by sculpting his abs into a proper eight-pack just like Tomas had before ending at his crystalline shoulders and leather waist.  Though his cock was completely buried in the male beneath him he knew that was the only thing about his lower body that remained unchanged as his feet continued to stretch and grow until he had a pair of fin-like appendages complete with webbed toes.  There were only a few spots of him that remained the original drow avatar he had been gifted from the start of this, mostly on his back as the rest of his head down towards where a tail of some sort would go was still unchanged.  While the nagging sensation of the danger of his predicament continued to nag him at the back of his mind at this point he couldn’t care less, as he hissed in delight he knew that soon he would have all ten mods and be a god of this game…
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