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Chapter One


As Mike Tyson once said, everyone has a plan until they get punched in the face.


Okay, I didn't get punched in the face. I got pushed into an empty mineshaft, fell hundreds of feet, and was left to wander an abandoned dungeon until I either went mad or quit the game out of frustration. Still, the basic premise was the same.


One thing was for damn sure - I didn't have anything like a plan.


I plunged into the darkness, wind whistling past my face as I picked up speed, and the impact when I hit dirt wasn't terribly unlike what I imagined a professional boxer practicing on my face might feel like. For a long time I lay in the darkness, the one point of light from the mineshaft overhead like a single star in a cloudless, black sky.


Whenever I find myself in a real bind, the video game junkie in me comes right out. My instinct is to break the problem down into manageable chunks, not unlike a quest in an MMO, and turn it into a bullet-point list of things I need to do to solve the issue. Make it simple.


Step One: Find some way to see.


Step Two: Either find an exit from the Mines, or a way to reliably die and warp back to Elysium Springs.


Step Three: Save Trixie, get the Soul Gem, and spend the night getting to know the girls of the Red Rose Gang in their private bedrooms as a reward.


When I put it like that, it almost seemed easy.


I crawled to the wall, moving slowly and tracing the floor beneath me with my fingers. I had to move slowly, because the fall had ripped away most of my hit points, leaving me with just a sliver of health left. Griffin's gang knew when they pushed me that the fall wouldn't be enough to kill me outright: if it had, I wouldn't be in this situation. Players who died inside of GunSlingers Online re-spawned in the last place they'd put their personal checkpoint - mine was back at my starting town, Elysium Springs, which was where Griffin's gang were headed with Trixie and the gem. If I'd died in the fall, I could have beaten them to town and readied the rest of the Red Rose Gang to ambush them.


Thinking about Trixie made my vision go red. That asshole Shatterhand, Griffin's right hand, was probably using his messed-up fist to grope Trixie right now. I said a silent prayer of thanks that the game's systems didn't let him take even more 'liberties' with a captured player.


I reached the wall of the passage and leaned against it, trying to get to my feet.


"Okay," I groaned into the silence. "The Marbury Mines are just a dungeon. That means there's an entrance and an exit. All I have to do is find it."


The problem was, the place was pitch-black. There was just enough light from the mineshaft above me to see my hands if I was in the center of the passage. Going forward or back even a few feet sent me into total darkness. I didn't relish the thought of getting lost in this place. What if I took a shot one of these passages, fell down to a lower level and couldn't find another shaft? The thought of being stuck down here with absolutely no light filled me with terror.


But I was never going to get out of here if I didn't start taking risks. So I sank to my knees and started to crawl, picking a direction at random. Every few feet, I kicked the wall, leaving a tiny dent I could use to find my way back.


The Marbury Mines were a relic of a previous era in GunSlinger Online: a dungeon in a game that no longer had them. Crawling through dungeons clashed with the game's image as a wide-open, Old West simulation game: the Mines were removed from the game's main storyline in the same patch that got rid of nonhuman races and magical items. The only holdover from that time in the game's life-cycle was the Soul Gem - a mystical orb of power that was the only way to open a trade route to the game's version of California. For some reason, I'd started the game with one, and Griffin's gang would stop at nothing to steal it off me.


I couldn't see, but I could rely on my MMO muscles to guide me along. I'd never been in the Mines before, but I could almost picture their floor-plan from countless hours of gaming: a series of long, winding corridors separated by open areas with mineshafts in the ceilings. Going up would probably lead to the entrance, and down to the boss monster - and the exit.


I stopped crawling and froze. God, I hoped the developers had patched out the boss monster.


It wasn't long before the passage opened up, the walls stretching out to either side. I picked a direction at random and started following the wall with my hands, and was rewarded when the darkness around me started to lighten ever so slightly.


I was in another chamber, almost identical to the one I'd landed in. The hole looked about as far as the other had been, but the sight of it filled me with hope.


I've mapped two rooms in this dungeon, I thought, staring up at the tiny dot of light. This place can't go on forever. Soon enough, Shatterhand, I'm going to get out of here and teach you a lesson...


I froze. Ice filled my stomach as a single sound reached my ears. Giggling.


What. The hell. Was that?


Every hair on the back of my neck stood up as I flattened myself against the floor, straining to hear. Was I hallucinating already? Or was there someone down here with me?


Maybe Shatterhand decided against turning back, I thought ruefully. He could have sent a couple goons down here to play around with me before putting a bullet between my eyes...


I heard the giggling again - closer this time. That was definitely not one of Shatterhand's men.


There was nothing I could do. I lay there, fingers digging into the dirt, listening to the sounds move closer and closer. Even if I could run, where could I go? There was no way out.


A faint glow filled the chamber, so gradually that for a second I thought I was imagining it. Then a short, red-haired girl stepped out from around the corner and froze in her tracks,


"Oh!" She jumped nearly a foot off the ground, her eyes widening. And when she did, I realized two things.


First, she was glowing.


And second - she had wings.


Chapter Two


"Oh my goodness - you're hurt!"


I stared at the newcomer in disbelief. She was flying. Actually flying. Her wings beat in the darkness as she fluttered over to me, an alarmed look on her face.


It's a monster, I realized. Something left over from when this was a dungeon. For a second, my heart pounded in my chest as I realized I was completely defenseless. Then I relaxed.


After all, wasn't this exactly what I wanted?


"Good," I groaned from the floor. My voice sounded rusty to my own ears. "You can help me out. Kill me!"


The faerie stopped mid-flutter, her mouth dropping open. She stood on tiptoe on the dirt floor.


"Kill you? Mister, you must not be thinking clearly! Oh, I haven't seen another person down here in years..."


I shook my head and tried to rise. It didn't really work.


"Listen, it would take too long to explain," I rasped. Just my luck - I'd run into the one monster in all of GunSlingers that wasn't bloodthirsty and hostile. "I need to get out of here - fast. Just get it over with quick, okay?"


I closed my eyes and lowered my face to the floor, waiting for the end. It didn't come.


When I looked up, tears were streaming down the faerie's face. Damn it.


"You...you want to leave me?" She looked like she couldn't believe how rude I was being. "Please, Mister, you can't do that! I've been in the dark here all alone for so long...just wandering by myself, with no one to talk to or blow kisses to or do anything with!"


For a moment, frustration filled me - then I started to see it from her point of view. Even more than getting killed, what utterly terrified me was the thought of being stuck alone down here in this dungeon in the dark - and who knew how long this poor faerie had been living my nightmare. I sure as hell wouldn't have been too proud to beg the first person I saw not to leave, especially if the first words out of their mouth were 'kill me'.


I sighed. "Alright - don't kill me, then."


She literally squeed with delight! "That's so great, Mister! Thank you - mwah!"


With a flourish, she blew me a kiss and winked. For a creature like her to exist here, this game must have once been even more different than I imagined.


"But where are my manners! I'm Faye - what's your name, Mister?"


"Weaver," I croaked. Talking was starting to get harder. Dimly, I wondered if the effects of being low on HP were cumulative. "Listen, you don't know if there's any potions or anything around here, do you? I'm really hurting."


Faye put a hand to her chin and thought about this theatrically. I was starting to get the impression she did everything theatrically.


"Well, if Mister Weaver needs healing, there's a Hot Spring not too far from here. It's at an old checkpoint in the dungeon! I could carry you there if you like."


I blanched at the thought of being carried by a girl - especially one as tiny as Faye. But there was no alternative - and it wasn't like there was anyone around to watch. As long as we agreed not to talk about it, I wouldn't be too embarrassed.


"Sure," I said with a grateful nod.


Giggling, she grabbed me around the waist and lifted me from the ground. I let out a gasp of surprise - how was she so strong? She flew down the corridor, diving left and right at intersections like she knew every curve of the dungeon intimately. Which, I realized after a few seconds, she probably did. After all, she'd been down here a very long time.


Eventually the darkness around me started to lighten. Faye flew out of a narrow corridor into an open area that could have been the twin of the one I'd fallen into - only this one had a pool in the middle. Steam poured from the gently bubbling water, and the therapeutic smell of mineral water filled the cave.


"Here you go, Mister Weaver!" Faye set me down without so much as a grunt. She hadn't even broken a sweat. "Just take those clothes off and climb right in!"


I crawled the short distance to the pool, unequipping my outfit along the way. Faye was right - the first touch of the healing waters felt like ambrosia. It warmed my muscles and soothed them like a good massage, filling my core with relaxation as I pulled my whole body in and sat down. It came up to my chest, and I sank in gratefully, sighing with relief as my HP started to refill.


"Does that feel good, Mister Weaver? It sure looks like it does! I haven't used the hot springs in forever..."


I lay back against the edge of the tub and groaned with pleasure, wiggling my toes and fingers in the hot steam. When I opened my eyes, Faye was naked.


When we'd first run into each other, I hadn't really taken stock of her assets as a woman: I was more concerned with the awful shape I was in. Now that I was really looking at her, she was an absolute knockout. Faye was a tiny little thing, her pale skin setting off her red hair and pointed ears. There was a thin little strip of matching pubic hair over her tight little slit. Her tits were perky and firm, big enough that I could picture putting my mouth around one of them and sucking my way to paradise. She turned to the side a bit as she fluttered through the room, and I noticed with a start how big and round her ass was - a perfect ghetto booty on a tiny little princess.


"What are you doing?" I asked, my voice thick.


Faye giggled and put her fingers against her bottom lip. "Getting in, silly. It's been so long since I had a good bath..."


Before I could say anything, Faye slid one leg over the edge of the pool and scooted in. The water lapped at her thighs as she slid beneath the surface of the water, sighing with pleasure.


"Oh, it's so warm," she purred. In a flash she was across the pool, right next to me. "This is so nice, don't you think, Mister Weaver?"


I nodded. "Hell yeah. This is definitely better than the fix I was in a few minutes ago..."


A wicked little smile spread across her face. I could feel the swell of her ass against my thigh, even warmer than the water. She giggled like she knew exactly the effect she was having on me - and she liked it.


"It's been so long since I had a human to play with," she whispered, putting one flawlessly-manicured finger against my chest. "I've been so lonely down here, all by myself, Mister Weaver. Do you want to feel how lonely I am?"


She took my hand beneath the water and pulled it to her. Then she...oh wow.


She slid it right between her thighs. Two of my fingers passed her folds, entering her while she gasped with pleasure. I couldn't believe how warm and wet she was - the fucking pool had nothing on her.


"That feels so good," she murmured, her cheeks flushing nearly as red as her hair. Her hips rocked back and forth on my fingers, grinding her pussy against them as she closed her eyes and just rode the sensation. I was so fucking hard I couldn't think straight. Griffin's gang, the soul gem, Trixie - it was like Faye's pussy had made them all fall right out of the back of my head.


I felt her hand come up and caress my cock, stroking it beneath the water.


"Ooh!" she giggled as she squeezed my balls, biting her lip. "Someone's a little lonely too! Oh wow, you are so big, Mister Weaver! I...I don't even know if you'd fit all the way inside me...!"


There was no way I could take anymore. With a grunt, I grabbed her hips and pulled her to me, lifting her half out of the water as I did so.


"I'll take that as a challenge," I growled, my voice hot against her ear.


It was like we both knew exactly what the other person needed without having to ask. Faye wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock and helped the swollen, purple head into her folds, straddling my thighs in the steaming water. I buried my face between her breasts as she slid me inside of her a half-inch at a time, groaning as my cock stretched her walls.


"Oh wow, oh wow you're so fucking big!" Faye looked like was already about to explode, and I was barely halfway inside of her.


"Harder," I commanded, grabbing a handful of that big ass. "I want to be balls-deep in you. I want to feel that pussy around every inch of my dick!"


"I'm trying," she whimpered, spreading her legs wider. "My tight little faerie pussy has never been stretched like this before...!"


I'd had enough. My hands tightened on her ass, and with a grunt I rammed myself home. Faye arched her back and screamed, an instant orgasm coursing through her magically-enhanced body as my cock hammered against the back walls of her cunt. I groaned in sheer relief as I felt her dripping, tight walls fit around me like a glove, finally allowing me to go all the way inside of her.


"Jesus you're tight," I grunted, trying desperately to hold my load. I'd never felt anything like Faye's pussy before - even the one time an ex-girlfriend had gotten drunk and let me try anal, it had never been tight like this. Faye was so snug that every tiny movement of my cock sent sparks shooting through both of us - and pushed me so close to the edge that it was a struggle to keep from just exploding deep into her faerie womb.


A look of pure awe appeared on Faye's face. "I...I'm gonna cum again!" she cried, her thighs tightening around me. "I'm gonna cum all over your cock, Master!"


Something deep inside of me rang like a fucking gong when she said that word. Master. As if on cue, I lost control and slammed her over and over again, holding her against me like a ragdoll as I used her tight little teen body to get off. I have no idea how many times Faye came, but it only took three or four strokes inside of her cunt before I was shooting like a geyser, spilling my seed into her womb like there was no tomorrow.


A spike of pain shocked me as Faye bit down on my shoulder. Her entire body vibrated like an electric toothbrush as she felt my load enter her. When I looked at her face, a little alarmed, only the whites of her eyes were showing.


"Yes, Master..." she moaned, her voice dropping an entire octave between one word and the next. "I...1 will obey. I will serve..."


It was the hottest fucking thing I'd ever seen. With a savage grin I pounded her pussy harder, fucking right through my first orgasm and into the second. The thick load splashed on her walls made it easier to drive all the way into the back of her cunt and punch her g-spot, and it didn't take long before a second amazing orgasm radiated from my core. I leaned back in the water and let go, holding Faye to me like a prized possession.


Our movements slowed for several minutes, my cock still inside of her and half-hard as she rode me. At some point she pressed her face against my chest and started babbling in a tongue that sounded like something out of the Lord of the Rings movies. I didn't care - I was riding high on the aftershocks, savoring every contact between my cock and her soft, dripping cunt.


When I finally came down from my peak, I slid out of her and tilted her chin to me. It wasn't until we were this close that I realized just how cute she was - she had a perfect little elfin face to go with that tight faerie body. Her cheeks were still flushed with afterglow, her pink little tongue licking at her lips like an open promise.


"Faye," I groaned, shaking my head gently. "What the hell was that?"


She giggled and pulled me into a hug. I felt a little strange - it was almost like she was thanking me for something. If anything, I should have been thanking her - not only had we just had some amazing sex, but she'd also saved my life.


"I'm so sorry, Master," Faye said with a laugh. "I'm such a silly little faerie girl! I didn't even think to warn you!"


Huh. Apparently 'Mister Weaver' was gone, just straight-up replaced with Master now. I couldn't deny that the word did incredible things to me in bed, but now that we'd just had sex I found her casual use of it just a little bit weird.


"Warn me about what?" I asked, stroking her hair.


She nibbled at her bottom lip, looking like a teenage girl worried her Daddy was about to punish her for doing something bad. "I did try to warn you," she purred. "How many times did I tell you it's been years since I saw a human?"


I didn't understand. "What - warn me that you were horny? It's not like I was going to tum you down, Faye. You're fucking gorgeous. I just... have friends who need my help."


She shook her head. "Not that, Master. I should have warned you about bonding."


Now I was really confused. I cocked an eyebrow. "Bonding?"


So, with her freshly-fucked body lying next to mine, she told me.


And although I had no idea of it at the time, the sex we'd just had was going to change GunSlingers Online forever.


Chapter Three


"What do you mean, I own you?"


I blinked condensation out of my eyes, trying to process this information. Faye looked at me guiltily, but with a secret little naughtiness in her eyes - like someone who was got caught doing something bad but was a little proud of it, too.


"We're bonded, Master." Faye rolled her shoulders backwards, stretching languidly after our red-hot fuck session. I still couldn't believe I'd just had sex with her. And physically, it was the most intense lovemaking I'd ever had. I was still trying to come to grips with it, and now she was throwing ownership on the table like it was nothing out of the ordinary!


"Yeah, I know," I snapped. "You told me that. You just didn't tell me what it meant."


Faye sighed, curling up against me like a contented cat. "Faeries aren't meant to be alone," she explained, resting her head against my shoulder. "When we are, it's bad. Really bad. And when a faerie like me spends years wandering in the dark all by herself, she goes a little stir-crazy."


"That sounds about right," I conceded, sliding a hand down her shapely back. "I don't think I've ever seen a girl cry and beg me not to leave her like that before..."


"Exactly," Faye said, blushing a bit. "So when I saw you, I just couldn't help myself. I knew I had to bond with you right away! It doesn't hurt that you're so handsome, and big down there...!"


A groan escaped my lips. Faye had just punctuated her point by grabbing hold of my manhood and stroking it. I was already half-hard just holding her in my arms, and she'd just taken me all the way there.


"I get that," I told her. "Humans can be the same way sometimes. But we don't call the person who breaks our dry spell 'Master'..."


"Faeries are meant to serve," she told me.


"We're built for it - mentally and physically. You felt it when you were inside of me - wasn't I the best sex you've ever had? Didn't it feel like my pussy was built custom-made to be just big enough to take your cock?"


I was starting to understand what she meant. My mind was more than a little horrified, but my cock just kept on throbbing against her thigh.


"So you're saying...you serve humans," I said. "In that way."


"One human," she corrected, holding up a finger. "Faeries bond to a human and become their servant. We'll only be loyal to them - unless, of course, the human commands us to serve another human. Or play with them."


I decided right then and there that no other guys were going to play with my personal faerie. "I don't share my toys," I growled, giving her ass a squeeze.


As if in response, the walls of the chamber started to shake. Faye's eyes got even bigger; her pretty face went pale for a minute as she clung to me in utter terror. Then the tremor passed and she relaxed.


"Oh geez," she whispered, like she'd just knocked over something expensive. "He's not happy."


I started. "He? He who?"


She shot me an apologetic smile. "I'm not the only one left in this dungeon," she confessed in a tiny voice. "That was the guy down below. The Guardian."


I knew instinctively what that was - the big boss. "I thought you said you were alone in here all these years?" I asked.


"Well, duh. I wasn't going down there. That guy is bad news."


Huh, That made sense.


"He's so gross," Faye added. "Every now and then he gets all rumbly like that, but usually nothing else happens. He's probably mad because he senses I've been bonded now, and I'll be leaving the dungeon with you."


My eyes widened. "He senses everything that happens in here?"


Faye nodded.


Now it was my tum to blush. "So he, uh, just felt the two of us...?"


In response, Faye giggled and gave my cock another stroke. "Uh huh."


I cleared my throat. "Well. I guess he doesn't like sharing his toys, either."


Faye scoffed and tossed her hair over her shoulder. "Fuck him. I'm so tired of this place - I can't wait to get back into society, Master! Meet some other faeries, show off my human..."


She trailed off when she saw the look on my face. "What?"


Aww hell. This was embarrassing.


"Faye," I said, trying to brace her, "the world isn't exactly the way you remember..."


Over the next few minutes, I tried to give Faye as complete a picture I could of the world above - of the game that GunSlingers Online had evolved into while she'd wandered in the darkness. At first she looked shocked, and tears beaded in the comers of her eyes. But by the end, she'd relaxed against me and was listening intently.


"So there's no faeries at all?" she asked when I was done. "I'm the only one?"


I nodded. "I'm afraid so. There's no magic in the game anymore - it's all Old West themed. Guns and bandits and trains."


To my surprise, a huge grin spread across her face. "So that means I'm pretty special, huh?"


It wasn't what I'd expected.


"There's nobody that can do the things I do!" she said, looking around the chamber like she was seeing the world for the first time. "Oh, I can make your life so much easier, Master! You and me together - we're going to just be the best!"


I settled into the water, grateful that I'd dodged a bullet. Faye actually seemed happy that the game had changed so drastically while she was gone. Maybe she was adaptable, or maybe that happy, bubbly personality that was part of her programming kept her from getting down in the dumps about anything.


"So what do you do?" I asked. "Besides blow my mind in the sack, that is."


She grinned, leaning over the surface of the water. "Magic," she whispered.


Now that sounded alright. More than alright. "What kind of magic?"


With a giggle, Faye flapped her wings in the water, splashing me with a wave of warmth. "All kinds, silly," she said with a secretive little smile. "Pyromancy, kinetic storage, teleportation-"


I sat straight up, cutting her off. "Teleportation?"


"Yes, of course," she said, a little taken aback. "It's not that special of a power..."


I took her by the hand. My heart hammered in my chest. "Can you do it right now?"


She paused for a moment, then shrugged. "Sure. First we just need to formally join a party..."


There was a brief pause, then a friendly ping informed me that something about my account had changed. Faye has joined your party!


"Now you just have to let me know where you want to go," she said, nuzzling my chest. "Any location where you've previously established a checkpoint should be available, as well as any of the game's old teleportation hubs-"


"Those don't exist anymore," I said in a rush, cutting her off. "But it doesn't matter. Take me to Elysium Springs!"


Faye closed her eyes, smiled, and made a cute little bow. "Of course, Master," she whispered. "Your wish is my command."


The air around us hummed with energy, and the world went white. In a flash of energy, we were gone.


Chapter Four


In an instant, Faye teleported the both of us from the Marbury Mines to Elysium Springs. In keeping with the longstanding RPG tradition of checkpoints being established at beds, we popped into existence in Trixie's room at La Belle Dame, a few inches over Trixie's bedspread.


It was then that I realized that in my haste to get back to town, neither of us had stopped to put our clothes on - or even get out of the water.


We slammed into the bed with a spring-creaking pop, shaking the floorboards. All the water surrounding us had tagged along for the ride, soaking the bed and splashing the floor in a huge wave. Faye let out a squeal and wrapped herself tighter around me, grimacing - the water had gone ice cold in the transition.


"Icy!" The tiny faerie giggled, rubbing herself against me. "You should have let us get out of the pool first, Master Weaver..."


I wasn't listening. Because just then I realized we weren't alone. Vara and Indigo were both here, and they were staring at the two of us like I'd just grown a second head.


Vara spoke first, rising to her feet. "What...the fuck!?"


I felt a blush rise from my cheeks down to my cock. "Um...hi, girls!"


Indigo shot the pair of us a wry smile. "The new guy's back," she murmured.


Faye continued to giggle as I grabbed the comforter and desperately tried to cover up our naked, dripping wet bodies. "Are these the friends you were talking about, Master?" Faye asked. "They're so much hotter than I expected..."


When I looked up from under the covers, Vara had cocked an eyebrow and was staring at me in disbelief.


"How did you get here?" she asked in a tiny little voice.


Indigo shot up so fast that her chair tipped backwards and hit the floor. In a flash her pistol was out, aimed straight at Faye.


"New guy's back," she said coolly, "and his new friend has wings."


Vara's mouth dropped open. "Holy shit!"


"I can explain," I muttered from behind the comforter,


Over the next few minutes, I gave Vara and Indigo the rundown on what had happened after the three of us separated just outside of town. Vara hissed with anger as I described Trixie and I being run down by Griffin's gang and tossed into the Marbury Mines. When I mentioned the Guardian at the bottom of the Mines, Indigo looked like she was about to say something but stopped herself.


"So that's how I got here," I finished, now somewhat drier. "Faye's magic sent us back to my checkpoint."


"Uh huh." Vara looked less than pleased. "And what's this about her calling you Master?"


I could feel the heat returning to my cheeks. "Oh, that. That's um, just a bit of faerie nonsense..."


"Nonsense!?" Faye sprang up from the covers, letting them fall from her lithe body. The three of us couldn't help but stare. "The bond between faerie and human is sacred, Weaver! How can you call it 'nonsense'!"


Vara and Indigo shared a look. "I see. And I'm guessing from the fact that you're both naked, she's not exactly talking about being your butler, is she, Weaver?"


"She showed me a healing spring in the Mines," I explained. "Faye got me back to full health after my fall."


"I bet she did," Indigo said with a smirk.


Before I could say anything else in my defense, Vara held up a hand to silence me. "Enough. If what you say is true, then Griffin's gang is going to be here soon with Trixie. I have no intention of letting them leave town with my boss or that gem. I'm going to go get some people together." She made her way to the door before I could stop her. "You and your servant better get some clothes on."


"Vara, wait, stop-"


It was too late. The door slammed behind her, hard enough that there was no doubt she was pissed.


"Fuck." I slid to the edge of the bed and looked around for any sign of a change of clothes. "Pretty sure I just fucked up any chance I ever had with her..."


I could hear giggling. To my surprise, it was coming from Indigo.


"That's what you're worried about?" The gorgeous Latina crossed her arms beneath her ample breasts, looking me up and down. "You already fucked my boss, you've got your own teeny-bopper sex slave, and you're upset because you want more?"


"It's not like that," I protested, my voice suddenly hard. "I'm not that kind of guy."


"Well, that's a shame," Indigo said, unbuttoning her top as she walked forward. "Because I was really hoping for a quick fuck."


It was my turn to be shocked. My mouth dropped open; Faye just giggled next to me as she nibbled on her bottom lip.


"I'm sorry," I said, still trying to process what she'd said. "What?"


"It sounds like we're about to get into a gunfight," Indigo said, with a smirk and a shrug. "I always like to get a good hard fuck in before a gunfight. If I'm going to go down, I'm going down with a smile on my face, no?"


I looked to Faye in amazement. To my surprise, she was busy sizing up Indigo as if already imagining the positions the two of them could get into.


"Sounds awesome," she purred, crawling across the bed on all fours. She came right up to Indigo, looking up into her eyes. From that position, she was close enough to kiss if Indigo leaned down a bit. "Three-way?"


"Bet," Indigo growled, grabbing Faye and kissing her hard. I watched, stunned, as the two gorgeous women made out in front of me. It was clear that Faye's submissiveness extended way beyond just serving me - she made the most of it as Indigo pawed at her hungrily. Her nimble fingers undid Indigo's top and tossed it into a comer, leaving the cowgirl with nothing but a lacy black bra.


As one, they stopped and looked over at me.


"Well?" Indigo arched one flawless eyebrow. "Are you going to join in, or are you just going to watch?"


There was no way I could turn down an invitation like that. My cock was hard enough to tent the covers, throbbing into the fabric. I tossed the comforter aside, still dripping a little, and slid the head of my cock into Faye's folds.


The faerie girl's mouth made a perfect little 'o' of surprise as she cried out in pleasure. The tip of my cock moved oh-so-slowly into her, stretching her walls around me as I guided myself inside her wetness an inch at a time.


"You," Indigo growled, tracing Faye's chin with a finger, "are very hot."


"Thank you," Faye said with a giggle, grinning at her. "I...oh fuck..."


"You look even hotter with his cock inside you," Indigo added with a smirk. "I think I want to feel that pert little mouth of yours between my legs, faerie. Then I want to see how your Master's cock feels inside of me. Think you can handle that?"


"Uh huh," she groaned, nodding eagerly. She patted the other side of the bed, motioning for her to climb up. "I would...oh fuck that's so good, Master...love to serve you both at the same time..."


With a wicked grin, Indigo mounted the bed and spread her legs. Her leather pants fit her smooth thighs like a second skin, and Faye practically had to peel them off of her. She wasn't wearing a stitch underneath, and her cunt was gloriously tight and dripping with juice.


Faye didn't hesitate a moment - as soon as she was able, she buried her cute little face in between her thighs and went to work.


I got to watch, fucking my faerie from behind as she pleased Indigo's pussy with her mouth. I couldn't lie - the sight of it was almost as good as the feeling. Faye's ass bounced up and down as I plunged into her tightness, her red hair bobbing like a cork between Indigo's thighs. Indigo knew I was watching her and put on a show, squeezing her breasts together and moaning like a pom star as her thighs tightened around Faye's head.


"Oh, yes," Indigo whimpered, tilting her head back. She rocked back and forth against Faye's face, her cheeks going as red as apples. "Oh yes, keep going...keep going...oh fuck...!"


A moment later I was treated to the glorious sight of Indigo's orgasm. Even in the throes of passion, she never lost her control. She knew she was on display, and made sure every inch of her body looked pornographically perfect as she climaxed all over Faye's face. I didn't know it yet, but Indigo brought the same philosophy to battle that she did to the bedroom: second-best is never enough.


"How's that faerie pussy feel?" Indigo asked, riding out the throes of her pleasure. She locked eyes with me, every muscle in her face calculated to tease me as much as possible. "You think you're going to cum inside her soft little cunt, Weaver?"


"Yeah," I gasped, rapidly losing control. My cock pumped in and out of Faye like a piston, hard enough that my balls slapped against her ass with every thrust. Every inch of contact between us was on fire with pleasure. I felt Faye cum again, her cunt clenching around me so tight that it was a struggle not to shoot.


"Do it!" Indigo licked her lips as she begged me with her eyes. "Pump that little slut full, Weaver. Close your eyes and imagine she's Vara - that it's Vara's soft, wet little cunt taking your load..."


Her suggestion was too hot to resist. Knowing it was wrong, I did just what she said - closed my eyes and pictured Vara's hot little body taking my cock. It only took a moment for me to sail over the edge, fireworks exploding behind my eyes as I came. Faye let out a low, throaty moan as she felt me paint her walls, spraying deep into her womb with hard, primal thrusts as I shot over and over again.


When I opened my eyes, Indigo was watching me with the biggest grin on her face. The shame I couldn't feel while I was inside of Faye flooded me.


"Relax," Indigo said, lifting one leg over Faye's head like a dancer. Before I knew what was happening she'd pushed the faerie aside and forced me down onto the bed with a hand at my chest. "I'm not going to tell anyone about that. You looked so fucking love-struck as you came inside that little faerie, though..."


I could smell how turned on Indigo was. She might have been in total control of herself, but I knew it took an insane force of will - she was a fucking wildcat on the inside, aroused to the point of delirium.


"It made me so hot watching you unload inside that slut," she purred, watching feverishly as my cock swelled back to full-mast. "I need you inside me right now, Weaver!"


I rose up to grab hold of her, but her hand forced me back down. "Nuh uh. You stay right there..."


This was a rarity for me. I was used to being the dominant one in bed - and even if I wasn't completely in control, it was typically me pinning the girl down instead of being pinned. But as Indigo held me down, chuckling as she grabbed the base of my rock-hard cock and helped me inside of her, I had to admit there was a certain appeal to having the woman in charge.


"There we go," Indigo cried, tossing her head back as my cock slid hilt-deep inside of her. "That's exactly what I wanted!'


She rode me skillfully, slamming her hips down on my cock with a hunger that made me want to grab her hair and drill her until she screamed. But even as I thought of it, Indigo seized my wrists and leaned on me, holding me to the bed as she used my cock hard and fast. She looked deep into my eyes, challenging me with her gaze.


Then her face slackened. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her cheeks flushed as a sudden wave of pleasure caused her to lose her rhythm. A glance down showed me what was happening: Faye had crawled behind her and had her face pressed into Indigo's ass, adding her tongue to the hard fucking she was giving me.


"Oh...oh...ohhhh!"


Indigo came apart as she exploded, shuddering and sobbing as a totally unexpected orgasm overtook her, ripping away her control. A flood of wetness dribbled down my cock as her cunt gripped me oh-so-tight, clenching around me in time with Indi's heartbeat. Seizing my moment, I thrust upward hard, hammering her g-spot and sitting up. My hands were in her hair, around her back, and now she was sitting in my lap instead of holding me down. She was mine.


I held her upright and pummeled her like a fuckdoll. She screamed with pleasure, tears streaming down her face as sweet relief coursed through her body. In an instant, what had been one person dominating another became a duet. We moved as one, her legs locking around my back as she welcomed me even deeper inside of her. It was too much. Even after Faye, I couldn't resist losing my load inside of Indigo's perfect body.


I reached the peak and sailed right over, burying my face in Indigo's tits as I came. Burst after burst of hot, sticky come shot from the swollen head of my cock as I painted her walls, filling her with my virile cream. Indi let out a low, satisfied moan as she felt me detonate inside of her, her demeanor going from dominant to submissive in an instant. She was all over me, rubbing my back and whispering sweet words as I came down from my peak, extending my pleasure until my orgasm felt like a warmth that would never end.


When it was finally over I collapsed onto the bed. Faye curled up next to me and giggled, while Indigo rolled to the end of the bed and began to get dressed.


I stared at her ass as she slid her silk panties up her creamy thighs. "I feel so used," I said with a smirk, watching her.


Indigo snorted. "Don't get conceited," she said. "It's not like you didn't want this just as badly as I did. We're keeping things casual, Weaver."


I did. I should have been a little put off by how she was treating me, but with Faye next to me it was hard to care.


"So you're like Trixie, then," I said, enjoying the show as she got dressed.


She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. "Oh honey," she said with a laugh, working the clasp on her skintight leather boots. "Oh no. Trixie will fuck you whenever you're horny. I fuck you when I want."


I was stunned, left open-mouthed.


"Now," she finished, grinning, "get dressed. We've got some bandits to kill, remember?"


Just like that, she was gone. I lay back on the bed, sighing. "That girl is something else."


"I like her a lot," Faye said, tittering. "She's fun."


I put my arms behind my head and chuckled. "Yeah. She really is."


Faye sat up, and in a flash of color she was suddenly clothed. If you could call a skintight bustier clothed.


"Ready to go beat up some bad guys, Master?" she asked.


I couldn't wait.
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