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About This Book

Juna Templar was humanity’s last hope, but her repeated efforts to distract the quiet, methodical Dr. Drake in a past timeline prove ineffective, until she offers the doctor a distraction that even his imminent advancement of nanorobotics can’t compete against: her virginal ass.

Juna must do what it takes to set back Dr. Drake’s calculations, letting the older man have his fill in this age gap anal sex romp.
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“Bring that thing here,” Juna said, turning away from the doctor.

She bent over a nearby table and gave him the same view as when she’d first undressed, only this time her asshole didn’t sit as tight.  It was open just that little bit more, inviting Dr. Drake inside.

“Think you can take it?” asked the doctor, stroking his hand over himself.

“We’ll find out my limits,” said Juna.

Dr. Drake opened a nearby drawer and pulled out a bottle.

“Is that ...?”

“As good as,” confirmed the doctor, and he squirted it liberally along his cock.

He stroked slowly as he approached.

“Not yet,” said Juna.  “I want to see you do that some more.”

She turned around and stared at the thick, hard cock of Dr. Drake.  Covered in lubricant it shone like a beacon of sin.  It looked so powerful and intimidating, and so potent.  Juna was surprised that the fifty-three-year-old could still summon up such a raging erection.

“Gosh, it looks ready to burst,” hushed Juna.

“Not yet,” the doctor said confidently, and he stroked his hand slowly along it, pinching towards the smooth crown.

Juna felt a fresh injection of sticky lust at her pussy.  She reached for it, fingering it along her sex before remembering that it was redundant there.

“I want to take it in my ass,” she said, glowing with excitement.

This time Juna plunged her fingers into her pussy and then sent them back to her virginal hole.  She smothered the hoop and pressed a little ways inside, getting herself ready.

“Fuck me,” she nodded, turning around.  “Fuck my ass, doctor.”

“This might be the greatest thing to ever happen in this lab,” the doctor said, holding the hilt of his cock and walking forwards slowly.”

He watched as the dull head met Juna’s tiny aperture.  Now it was just a question of physics, and whether the applied force was enough to make Juna’s ass surrender.

Juna could feel which of them was winning.  She hissed a breath as her sphincter spread wide enough for Dr. Drake’s cock to begin to enter.

“Yes!” she moaned, and in an act of defiance she pushed back against it.

All thoughts of nanorobotics left Dr. Drake’s mind, and that was the point.  Staring down on the sinful sight of his cock being swallowed up by this beautiful stranger’s forbidden hole was enough to make any man forget anything.

“Oh, that’s it,” the doctor nodded, sliding forwards slowly.

The pinch of Juna’s muscle was delicious.  So toned and athletic was the younger beauty that even this muscle was stronger than most peoples.

It slid down Dr. Drake’s thickness like a cock ring, pinching tight around him until it was strangling the hilt of his cock.

The blood rushed into his stiffness, but it didn’t leave so easily with Juna’s asshole clamping around the base.  It flared up bigger, swelling in Juna’s colon until the doctor was trapped inside.

“That’s my limit!” strained Juna.

Dr. Drake leaned over, putting his mouth close to Juna’s ear.  “Is it?”
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Juna Templar set the date on her watch and took a deep breath.  She’d lived this almost a thousand times before now, and each time she’d failed.

“Think outside the box, Juna,” urged Commander Roper, his face stern.  “We’re running out of fuel for repeated failures.”

“Why can’t I just execute him again?” asked Juna.

“Dr. Drake cured malaria,” Commander Roper said plainly.  “None of us would be here if it wasn’t for his work during the mutations.”

“So, I just have the simple task of making him forget about nanorobotics, while ensuring he doesn’t forget about the thing that saved the planet?”

“Easy,” Commander Roper said, and the corner of his mouth turned upwards in a rare attempt to smile.  “Remember: he only has to forget about it for a moment.  Our probability and timeline specialists believe that twenty, maybe even ten minutes are enough time for a flourish of brilliance to pass.”

“Think of all the things we could know if we could harness those ten minutes in everyone.”

“Trouble is, they’re only obvious looking back.  Sadly, we’re in the prevention business, not the creation business.”

“Maybe not ...” Juna whispered to herself, tightening her jaw.  She quickly removed her jumpsuit, leaving her in only her underwear.

“Ms. Templar?” asked Commander Roper, tilting his head in confusion.

“You said we needed to distract him, right?”

The Commander thought for a second and then lifted his chin slowly.  He gave a respectful nod.

“Send me back, Commander,” urged Juna.

Juna entered the bright circle on the laboratory floor.  The matter-mapping arms spun around her until their movement became a blur.  Juna felt the pull of dimensions across her body.  She stared up at the light as it filled the room.

“Good luck!” shouted Commander Roper.

The whirr stopped and Juna was thrust into the familiar blackness of that night, back in 2026.  She stared at the illuminated windows of Dr. Drake’s research department that shone like portals against the backdrop of a dark forest.

“This time,” she wished, clenching her fist.  The chill of the midnight air gripped her bare skin.

By now, Juna knew the exact route by heart.  She’d been dropped here to avoid detection from cameras and guardsmen so many times that the next ten minutes were by now a formality.  Stalk the fence for twenty paces, use the wire cutters and sneak past patrol, vault the wall and make the leap to the roof above reception, count to twenty behind the skylight, then squeeze through the open window.  After that, the only thing left to do was to change the course of history.

She stalked through the dimly lit corridors, easily bypassed a cleaner who always went upstairs, and found her way to the door of the research department.

A previous mission gave her the code to the door, and she used it to quietly enter the large laboratory, making sure to steer clear of the external windows.  She’d learned a lesson about that.

The sound of Dr. Drake, halfway through a rendition of Bohemian Rhapsody, signaled that Juna was on time to prevent the eureka moment.  He’d spoken about the song in interviews that Juna had studied extensively back in the future.

Juna approached, moving stealthily between research stations until she was close enough to startle.  She took a breath and waited for the moment the song transformed into a raucous celebration.  Dr. Drake had pinpointed that guitar solo as the exact moment that he had the revelation.

“Think outside the box,” Juna said to herself, and she closed her eyes.

Periods of brilliance, it seemed, were not solely reserved for the minds of geniuses.  Juna was amidst her own eureka moment, and suddenly the pieces of free-floating information that she’d garnered through her research about the fifty-three-year-old scientist, suddenly slotted together in the most perfect way imaginable.

In an instant, Juna didn’t see Dr. Drake as a person to be studied, but as a man, just like any other, with all the same dreams, fears, and fantasies.

“Doctor,” she called, standing up from her hiding place.  “Are you ready for me?”

Juna posed confidently.  She was toned and athletic—command wouldn’t have had it any other way—and she cut a center-fold figure that she’d never thought to utilize before.  She’d figured early that Dr. Drake would be above seductions of the flesh, believing him to be gay or asexual, but they’d never really put it to the test before.  Perhaps some old-fashioned, cold war honey-potting was exactly what this mission called for.

“How the hell did you get in here?” asked the doctor, making instantly for the alarm.

“You invited me,” Juna said, making eye-contact.

Dr. Drake paused.  Though Juna had seen him on a thousand different occasions, this was the first time the doctor had ever laid eyes on humanity’s young hope.  He hesitated and stared, gliding his eyes down Juna’s fresh, exposed body.

“I invited you?” the doctor asked.

“To celebrate,” Juna continued.

“Celebrate?  How?”

Juna sauntered forwards, twisting her sneakers against the shiny floor with each step.  Her tits shook in their bra as she approached Dr. Drake.

“You tell me ...” she suggested, smirking.

“I—you’re not supposed to be in here,” Dr. Drake said.

“There’s a lot of things I’m not supposed to do that I do anyway.”

Dr. Drake softened.  “Like what?”

Juna shrugged.  “What have you got in mind?”

“Caruthers sent you, didn’t he?” asked Dr. Drake.  “You’re a spy, aren’t you?”

“Do I look like a spy?” asked Juna, turning on the spot and lifting her arms.

“What’s that on your wrist?”

Juna unfastened it and dangled it in front of her.  “A watch,” she said.

Dr. Drake was suspicious.  Juna could feel that she was losing his interest.

“Lock it away if you like,” Juna said.  “You must have some spare safety bins around in a lab like this.”

Dr. Drake moved cautiously towards Juna and took her watch.  He looked down at the strange device.

“I’ve always had a soft spot for scientists,” said Juna, distracting the doctor.  “It’s a noble job.”

“And what do you do?” asked Dr. Drake, walking backwards towards one of his radiation shields.

“I make people happy,” Juna grinned.

Dr. Drake slid the watch behind the lead-lined shield and closed it shut.

“There,” Juna said, opening her arms.  “I’m all yours.”

“How do I know you don’t have anything on underneath?” Dr. Drake said, pointing at her black underwear.

Juna grinned.  “Doctor, if you wanted me to remove my clothes, you just had to ask.”

She reached behind and unfastened her bra slowly.  The rapt gaze of Dr. Drake was endearing.  She’d never done this for a man before, but having someone as powerful as Dr. Drake become putty in her hands was intoxicating.

“Are you ready to look closely?” asked Juna.

Dr. Drake’s nostrils flared.  He nodded.

“Come closer,” urged Juna.  “I want you to examine me properly.”

Dr. Drake took several cautious steps forward.

“Who sent you?” he asked.

“A mutual friend,” lied Juna, and she started to slide the straps down her arms.

Dr. Drake swallowed, and Juna could sense from his expression alone that something was stirring beneath his lab coat.

“Why?” added the doctor, still cautious.

Juna shrugged.  “He said you deserved
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