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CHAPTER ONE



I threw my head back and let out a scream that shook the rafters of the rustic hotel. I looked down at the shock of red hair that was between my toned, naked thighs. The pretty face the hair belonged to glanced up at me with her brilliant jade eyes as her tongue did wonders inside my tight folds.

My wrists were lashed to the bedpost above my head and my legs were tied spreadeagle. What can I say? I like it kinky.

The creaky bed moaned and groaned from my non-stop thrashing. I moaned and groaned much more from my wonderful partner’s tasty tongue lashings.

“Mmm darlin’” the sexy redhead drawled as she came up for air. “Your pussy is sure a pure delight. All nice and tight like.”

“Ohhh,” I cooed as she flicked at my clit. “Th… thank you miss. That’s… uhhhhhh… right nice of you to say.” Hey, I really liked it when people complimented my super-tight cunt.

“Are you havin’ fun sugar?”

“Oh God yes! Please keep working your tongue magic!”

She smiled at me. God, she was so pretty. Her creamy skin was nice and smooth. Her impressive tits nice and bouncy. Her supple butt nice and jiggly.

She dove back in to my drenched folds. My back arched off the bed, my limbs involuntarily tugging at the leather straps restraining me.

“Fuck I’m such a slut!” I screamed.

“Oh darlin’ you sure are a peach. Keep tellin’ me how naughty you are and I promise I’ll make you squirt like a calico queen.”

I think she just compared me to a prostitute. Which some people might take as an insult, but if anything I think it was a compliment. And either way, the way she was licking and nibbling my clit, she could call me anything she wanted.

So I kept moaning, shrieking, and uttering the dirtiest and sluttiest stuff imaginable. It made her attack my inflamed clit even harder and made an unstoppable orgasm burst out of me.

I cried out in pure sexual bliss. So loud I’m sure they heard me in every other room in the hotel. My juices sprayed out of my submissive pussy all over my cute partner’s face. She had no problem lapping them up, which just turned me on more. And made me leak even more of my tasty fluids into her mouth.

When she downed what seemed like a liter of my cum, she finally released my pussy, and my body collapsed onto the thin mattress. My long, dark brown hair was in my face as I panted, trying to recover from the creative cunnilingus I just received.

My talented partner crawled up my body, brushed my hair out of my face, gazed into my brown eyes, and kissed me. I tasted my cum on her lips and tongue as they merged with mine. Oh God, that turned me on. I eagerly kissed her and let her hands explore my firm tits, shapely hips, and perky ass.

She smiled at me after we made out for what seemed like an eternity. “Your turn darlin’.”

She undid my wrist restraints, so she could straddle my face. She plastered my mouth onto her lovely mound, and I immediately dove in, exploring its wonderful depths as my hands squeezed her luscious ass.

I spent a long time on that pussy. And spent a long time getting soaked in her natural essence: down my throat, all over my face, splattering my tits and stomach.

She collapsed next to me, leaning her head against mine, as we gently caressed our nude and wet bodies.

I would have been content to have stayed that way. Until I noticed the time on the old analog clock on the wall.

I bolted up and undid my ankle restraints. “Gee miss, I’m real sorry but I gotta skedaddle.”

You might be wondering why I was talking like I was in the Old West. Well, that’s because I was. More on that in a minute. Let me clean this cum off my face first.

I rushed to the sink and splashed cold water on me. Jesus! That certainly would wake you up.

My bed buddy lounged seductively on her side on the creaky bed. “Don’t tell me you’re going sparrow catching. Wasn’t I enough woman for you?”

She moved her arms so her wonderful breasts squeezed together, making them look even bigger than the already impressive size they were. Her curly red locks spilled past her tits and just enhanced her allure.

She was definitely enough woman for me. But why the hell did she think I wanted to catch birds? Oh right. It was one of those Western slang terms the tech geeks gave me before I left. I really did try to memorize them, but there were a lot. I think sparrow catching meant I was going out looking for girls. I wouldn’t have minded that. Then me and my seductive companion could have a three-way.

I got her juices off my face. I splashed my tits a little bit but was content to leave her cum on them. I was in a bit of a rush. And anyway, her juicy gift was a wonderful souvenir.

I scooted over to her and kissed her sweetly. “You’re more than enough woman for anyone sugar. I’m just late for an appointment. Thanks for the awesome fucking!”

She smiled. “Anytime darlin’. You’re a regular firecracker in bed.”

Hell yeah I was! This lady was so smart. And really sweet. It was a shame we couldn’t shake the sheets more.

I hopped into my clothes, kissed her one more time, and hurried out the door.

I had something very important to do.


***


I pushed the saloon doors open and stepped into the quaint watering hole. The wooden doors creaked as they swung back and forth behind me.

All eyes turned toward me. I wanted to say the patrons couldn’t take their eyes off my sexy curves and my flawless Asian-American features. And from how some of the denizens of this establishment were drooling, that was probably the case. But they were probably more shocked by how I was dressed.

I wore a white cotton shirt, brown leather chaps, a red and white bandana around my neck, and wide-brimmed hat on my head. A six shooter rested in a holster on my right hip, it’s pearl white handle glinting from a fresh polish.

None of this would have been strange. Except that I was a woman. In Tombstone, Arizona. In the year 1881.

Oh, I guess this would be a good time to explain some things.

Hi, I’m Riley Shu. I’m a Time Cop. Nope, I don’t arrest people for being late to appointments. God, that would be boring. I travel through time, apprehending time bandits from messing up the timeline. It was a pretty amazing gig. I got to see some of the most fascinating events in history and got to have tons of amazing sex! As you might have already noticed. Lots more of that later!

Anyway, I arrived in Tombstone on October 24, 1881. Two days before the infamous Gunfight at the O.K. Corral. The Time Enforcement Agency was worried the criminal who had escaped back in time was going to interfere in the shootout, so the notorious gang of outlaws known as the Cowboys would defeat the Earp brothers and Doc Holliday. That would really mess things up. At least that’s what the geeky techs back at base told me before I time jumped. There were estimated time deviations that they calculated for every possible change in the timeline. Some changes were so small, it was acceptable, and the river of time would wind up correcting itself. Others were too big and would vastly change the course of human history. That was a big no no.

I didn’t know exactly what would happen if the Earps and Holliday lost the gunfight. Maybe the Old West would never have ended and everyone in the future would be hanging out in saloons and riding horses. Maybe John Wayne or Clint Eastwood would have become President. Or maybe pancakes would become the only food people were allowed to eat. Which didn’t really sound that bad. I could go for some nice, fluffy pancakes right now. And a tasty naked body to eat them off of. Oops, getting sidetracked. Sorry.

My job was to find the culprit who had fled back through time, stop the troublemaker from mucking things up, and kick his ass back to the mid-21st century. And look super-sexy doing it! Why did I need to look super-sexy? I really didn’t. I just wanted to, okay? Geez, can’t a girl kick butt and look hot?

I strutted through the Oriental Saloon with an easy gait, trying to look like I belonged there. My tan canvas jacket billowed behind me, making me look like a badass cowgirl. One of my favorite things about time traveling was getting to dress in amazing period clothing. The costume division of TEA (I know not the coolest acronym for a time bureau, but they did serve lots of varieties of yummy tea in the cafeteria) was obsessed with getting the clothing spot-on accurate for their agents. I appreciated their attention to detail and how they altered the clothes to fit me just right. And make me look sexy.

I tried not to cough as I walked through the haze. There was way too much smoke in this place. I reached the table in the corner and my breath caught.

Sitting in a chair by the wall was Doc Holliday. I had always been fascinated by the Old West and in particular the legendary exploits of Wyatt Earp and his good friend Doc. While the legends were almost certainly overblown, historians agreed Holliday was a skilled gambler and gunslinger. His buddy Wyatt even wrote he was the “nerviest, speediest, deadliest man with a six-gun I ever knew.” Pretty high praise.

The real Holliday wasn’t as attractive as Val Kilmer, who played him in that old movie, but he carried himself with a certain confidence that was very attractive. He had an impressive mustache that twisted around his mouth, and he twirled his chips like someone who gambled for a living. Which is pretty much what he did. Guess it was more profitable than his previous dentist gig.

He was sitting with a few other players. I did a quick survey of them as I reached the table, then put my hand on my hip and stuck it out, brushing my jacket back so Doc could appreciate my curves.

“Got room for one more?” I asked in a Southern drawl. I was an expert at languages and accents. It was very handy when you traveled to all different places and time periods. I chose this accent because Holliday was originally from Georgia. I figured a fellow Southerner might help ingratiate me to him.

“Women don’t have no place at a faro table,” a charming gentlemen missing several teeth spat out.

So I did what any self-respecting woman would do in that situation. I jabbed my fingers into his throat, rammed his head off the table, and kicked him out of his chair.

He writhed in agony on the floor, gasping for air. I deposited my cute butt on the chair, daring the other players to tell me I didn’t belong. None of them took me up on my offer.

My gaze fell on Holliday, who was eying me with curiosity.

“I’m your huckleberry miss,” he said in a charming drawl.

I think I might have soaked my panties. I couldn’t believe he actually said the famous line from the movie. That line always made me masturbate. Hey, don’t judge. Weird things turn me on, okay?

I wanted to tear my clothes off and fuck him right on the table. But I suppose I should do official time travel business first.

“Much obliged Mr. Holliday,” I replied, taking my hat off and letting my long locks spill free past my shoulders.

His eyes glinted. Just for a moment. He was good at keeping a poker face, or faro face in this case. But I could tell he was having the same naughty, table-shaking thoughts as me.

“It seems my reputation precedes me,” Doc said with a small smile.

“A reputation for being a no-good degenerate,” a cowpolk with slightly more teeth than the one groaning on the floor guffawed.

“Now Bill,” Holliday replied, looking completely unperturbed. “Is that any way to speak to the man who’s going to take all your money?”

“I’m gonna git you this time Doc,” partially toothless Bill cracked.

“You’ll have to forgive my compatriots darlin’,” Doc drawled. “They lack the genteel manners of a proper gentleman.”

“That’s alright. I like a man who likes being a little naughty.” I gave him a smile that told him he could tie me up and make me his slutty little cowgirl. How did I get all that across in one look? Trust me, I had perfected my slut stares through my adventures in time.

He grinned. Which I interpreted to mean, “Why yes darlin’, I would love to bind you like a runaway cow and pump you with more shots of my seed than my six shooter can hold.” Or something pretty close to that.

If any of the gentleman were put off by my Asian roots, they didn’t remark on it. Of course, with my mixed heritage, some people didn’t even realize I was half Chinese. Though I thought it was pretty clear and was proud of my heritage.

We played cards, Doc and I doing some more verbal and non-verbal flirting. I was feeling exhilarated. How many people could say they traded sexy innuendos with one of the most famous characters in the West?

But I wasn’t just doing this for kicks. I was putting my money on the time bandit trying to take out Doc. He was responsible for killing the first Cowboy in the O.K. Corral shootout and possibly another one later in the fight. So get rid of Doc, and the gunfight could potentially turn out very differently.

So if I hung around Doc, hopefully I’d discover and stop the sneaky illegal time traveler. And hopefully I’d get to bang Doc’s brains out.

I learned something playing faro. I sucked at it. I had done a crash course on the game before leaving headquarters. I knew the rules and how it worked. But that was a lot different from playing with people who did this for a living.

I was soon out of the money the agency had fabricated for me. It




















