
  Contents

  


  Title

  Copyright and Books in Series

  Chapter 1

  Chapter 2

  Chapter 3

  Chapter 4

  Chapter 5

  Chapter 6

  Chapter 7

  Chapter 8

  Chapter 9

  Chapter 10

  Chapter 11

  Chapter 12

  Chapter 13

  Chapter 14

  Chapter 15

  Chapter 16

  More Sexy Books to Check Out

  About the Author


























SEXY TIME COP: VICTORIAN AND EGYPTIAN SLUTS




RILEY ROSE







BOOK TWO IN THE SEXY TIME COP SERIES







A STORY IN THE DECADENT FANTASY UNIVERSE


Copyright and Books in Series

Copyright © 2023 Riley Rose

Cover Design by Kingofdesigner on Fiverr

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations for review purposes.

This is a work of fiction and any resemblance to real people, places, or situations is coincidental.


Sexy Time Cop Series

Book 1 - Sexy Time Cop: Cowgirl and Pirate Sluts




Sign-Up for my E-Mail List to Stay Up-To-Date on New Releases!

Visit RileyRoseErotica.com for more sexy stories!


Chapter 1

I woke in a tangle of limbs, my nude, tanned skin intermingled with darker flesh. Brown strands covered my face. And a soft, curvy form was pressed against me.

It was a great way to wake up.

“Hi,” I greeted my sleeping buddy.

“Mm,” she replied, blinking out her slumber and brushing her hair out of her face.

Emily opened her beautiful brown eyes fully. “Oh, hi Riles.” She gazed down our pretzeled forms. “Um, we’re totally naked.”

“Yup,” I cheerfully agreed. “You got into bed with me like that last night, remember?”

“Oh right. You’re… really nice to sleep with.”

“Aw thanks Em! If you ever need a naked pillow, I’m your girl.”

She giggled and rolled her eyes. She was very used to my goofiness.

Neither of us were in a hurry to get up. Em felt wonderfully warm, her curves fitting into mine perfectly. It wasn’t necessarily a feeling of sexual desire. It was more like a cozy cocoon that I never wanted to leave.

A holo-clock blipped on over our heads.

“Oh shit!” Em blurted. She leapt up, tossing me off the bed.

I yelped and then hit the floor. So much for the cozy cocoon.

“We’re so late! Chief Lawson is going to kill us.”

She scampered around, trying to locate her clothing. I lounged on the floor, enjoying her cute, naked butt jiggling.

“What’s the big deal?” I replied with a much-needed stretch. “I’m always late.”

“Yeah, that’s why you’re always in trouble.”

“Exactly. You should totally be more like me.”

“Riles! Get dressed and move your hot ass right now!”

She hurled my clothes into my face. I pulled my panties off my nose. “You know you’re really sexy when you get bossy?”

“Okay that’s it!” she replied in exasperation. She threw me over the bed and proceeded to spank me several times.

“Ow! Em!”

“No more shenanigans, Riles. We have to go now.”

I rubbed my sore tush. “Okay, okay. But now I’m crazy turned on.” I had no idea Em was that good at dishing out booty discipline. I totally needed to get a lot more spankings from her.

“We can test out my sex toy on you again later and you can cum all you want. But right now it’s time for awesome time travel work!”

I smiled. Both at how into her job she was. And at the thought of Em’s magnificent holo-controlled toy dominating my pussy and making me cum like an unstoppable waterfall. The only problem was she couldn’t get it to turn off last night. Well, that wasn’t totally a problem. It just meant I had to be a completely dominated slut for a long time. Pretty much a win all the way around.

I hopped into my clothes before I got too wet and scurried out after Em. I liked this take-charge version of my best friend. Maybe she’d take charge of me in the bedroom tonight and spank my ass a lot more. I knew that would be taking things beyond our friendship, but c’mon, it was hard not to fantasize about it with how cute and commanding she was.

When we rushed into Ops, we were greeted by a super-frowny face.

“You’re late,” David Lawson bellowed, his immaculately trimmed eyebrows narrowing.

“There was an alien invasion Chief, but it only happened in my quarters. Em and I fought off the ferocious invaders and saved the day as usual. Anyway, that’s why we’re late.”

I gave him a big smile, nudging Em to do the same. She nodded along enthusiastically.

His frown got even deeper, which I didn’t think was possible. He probably wished I just apologized for my tardiness and moved on rather than concocting an outlandish story every time. But c’mon, my way was so much more fun.

“Eep!” Em cutely yelped in response to his glare before rushing to her work station. She was very big on following the rules and making the Chief happy.

I hopped up on the counter Em waved into existence, swinging my legs, not at all concerned about following the rules. Hey, if the Chief wanted to be happy, he could take me up on my offer to go to the holo-brothels. He needed to get laid something fierce.

“So got a new mission for your best agent?” I asked with my most charming smile.

He harumphed at that assessment. But don’t listen to him: I’m totally the best.

“Oo,” Em interrupted, bringing up a plethora of data on her transparent screens. “Sherlock Holmes!”

“I’m meeting Sherlock Holmes?” That definitely piqued my interest. I was totally a Holmes girl, reading all the original works and even the new holo-novels.

“You can’t meet a fictional character,” Lawson helpfully informed us.

“Oh right. Thank goodness you’re here to remind us of important information like that, Chief.”

I got another of his patented glares. See, there’s no way my cute butt wouldn’t get fired if I wasn’t the best at time cop stuff.

“Riles, you’re going back in time to meet Arthur Conan Doyle,” Em chirped.

“No way!” I hopped off the counter and peered over her shoulder at the overload of information, getting a whiff of lilac from her hair. Wow, she smelled good even without showering.

I turned my attention from my sweet-smelling friend to the information on the screens.

“Oh fuck this is going to be one awesome mission!”

“Uh huh,” Em agreed with a smile.

“Time to get into costume!” I bolted for the door.

“Wait!” Lawson bellowed. “We haven’t finished the briefing.”

“I memorized it all already,” I called over my shoulder. Having a photographic memory was very handy. “Don’t worry Chief, I’ve got this.”

I was out the door before he could protest further. Okay, so sciencey people will tell you a photographic memory doesn’t really exist. But they never studied the one and only Riley Shu. Maybe I didn’t have a truly photographic memory. But I could memorize and recall things amazingly well, especially if it was something I was really interested in. In this case, I’m sure being a huge Sherlock Holmes fan helped me gulp down the info I needed, much of which I was already familiar with.

I was in the costume department and out of my clothes before our historical clothier could blink. Jade Cassidy was an expert at weaving spot-on period pieces, in which I got to flaunt my naughty assets. She had short red hair, amazing cheek bones, and a gorgeous petite body. She had probably seen me naked more than anyone. Except maybe Em.

“I heard the Chief yelling all the way down here,” she greeted me. “What’d you do this time Miss Mischief?”

That was her nickname for me. I don’t know where she came up with it. I hardly ever caused any trouble.

“Nothing! I was perfectly well-behaved.”

“Right,” she replied with a smirk. “Okay, in you go!” She slapped my ass, propelling me forward into her nifty machine.

“Hey! I’m getting spanked an awful lot today.”

“I’m sure you deserved every one,” she teased.

“Well, yeah okay I did. And they felt great!”

She shook her head with a laugh. “Okay, well you and your spankable butt keep still.”

“Yes ma’am.”

She activated the holo-controls, and several beams of light rotated around me, creating clothes out of nothingness. In less than a minute, I was outfitted in an elaborate Victorian dress. It was a pretty lavender with an exposed neckline and sleeves that went to my elbows. The skirt almost touched the floor and a bustle made me look like a fancy-dressed camel. Oh, those wacky Victorians.

I was grateful one traditional piece of the outfit was missing.

“Thanks for not making me wear a corset,” I told Jade.

“Oh I wouldn’t do that to you. And they actually weren’t quite as prevalent as everyone believes. Besides, you don’t need anything to enhance your figure.”

“Aw, Jade. You’re such a sweetheart.” I gave her a hug, which was a little unwieldy in my outfit.

She waved her hand, brining up a holo-mirror. I turned left and right, admiring the dress.

“Oo, I look all proper.”

“Well, there’s a first time for everything.”

I stuck my tongue out at her. Hey, I could be proper every once in a while.

She circled around me, adjusting and smoothing out my dress, as I checked out the tight chignon my hair had been styled into.

Jade came back to face me, nodding in approval. “You look beautiful.”

“You’re very astute,” I replied with a smile. "So I’m all set?”

“Almost.” She produced a purple reticule embroidered with flowers. It was the type of tiny handbag women used in the late 19th century.

“It’s gorgeous,” I commented, feeling the soft fabric.

“Thanks! I actually sewed it by hand. No fancy 3D printing.”

“You are one master seamstress Miss Jade. Can I keep it after the mission?”

“Riley, you know that’s against the rules. The Chief would go berserk.”

I nudged her with a twinkle in my eye. “I won’t tell him if you won’t.”

She sighed. “Emily is right. You’re a terrible influence.”

“What?” I said in mock outrage. “How dare Em spread such terrible lies about me. I’m only going to let her spank me a dozen times per day from now on.”

“Oo, so Emily has been spanking you, huh? You two have something going on?”

“Spankings? What? Who said that? That’s ridiculous. Em has definitely not been slapping my naked ass.”

She rolled her eyes. “You’re incorrigible.”

“I’ve been hearing that a lot lately.” I gave her another of my infectious grins.

“Okay, you can keep it. But do not let anyone else know.”

“Promise!” I threw my arms around her in a slightly less awkward hug.

“Here’s your time jumper.” She handed me the device, which this time looked like a small container of face powder. Those techies were so good at blending future tech into historical items.

I gave it a quick once-over, then plopped it into my nifty new reticule.

“Okay, let me attach that in a good spot.” She took the tiny bag, lifted my skirt, and then disappeared under my huge dress.

I wiggled around as her fingers tickled my legs. “That’s a good spot?”

“I think it’s great.” Her muffled voice came from beneath my folds of clothing. Her soft hands ran up my leg to my inner thigh, dangerously close to my frilly underwear.

“Um, Jade, not that I’m complaining, but what are you doing down there?”

“It should be worn out of view, so I’m tying it to your super-sexy thigh.”

“Geez, you’re such a flatterer today.” I gasped as her fingers pressed into my flesh. Jade had spent many a time feeling me up. As part of her job, she always had to have her hands all over me. They were nice hands. Strong and soft and massaging my skin just right.

As she tied the small pouch around me, I felt her warm breath through the sheer fabric of my panties. My pussy spasmed, making my hips jerk.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Uh huh, just… maybe hurry up or I’m going to soak these pretty panties you just put on me.”

She finished tying the reticule securely, then kissed me on my inner thigh, making me shudder again.

She extricated herself from my massive dress and stood up, smirking. “Well, we can’t have you ruining your clothing before the mission. Of course, afterwards…”

I giggled. “And you think I’m a troublemaker. You’re just as bad as me.”

She bit her lip. “Sorry. I’m a little horny today.”

“Oh that’s okay, I’m super-horny all the time!”

She laughed. “You certainly are. Okay, get out of here. I’d spank you but your bustle’s in the way.”

“Rain check!” I replied as I scurried out the door as fast as I could in my cumbersome outfit. Hmm, looked like I had plenty of booty disciplining to look forward to when I got back.

When I sauntered back into Ops, Emily swooned. Wow, this dress was a real knock out.

I steadied her, and she gushed awkwardly about how pretty I looked. I would have given her a big smooch right there except the Chief was watching. Though even he harumphed less powerfully than usual. Thanks to my amazing Grumpy Chief Interpretation power, I took his grunting to mean, “Riley you are the most beautiful and amazing Time Cop I’ve ever worked with.” Or I’m sure something very close to that.

I hopped into the time jumper and the familiar blue-white light encircled me. The present faded from view and the past materialized before my eyes.

I smelled the sea as the wind ruffled the hem of my dress. Mm, there was something wonderful about ocean air. I was in Portsmouth on the southern coast of England, the Isle of Wight visible across the water.

The sounds of shipbuilding echoed across the city. It was 1884 and at this point in history, Portsmouth was known as the world’s greatest naval port.

Something it wasn’t known for at this time was the residence of Arthur Conan Doyle. It was three years before A Study in Scarlet, his first Sherlock Holmes novel, would be published. Doyle had set up a rather unsuccessful medical practice in town. But the good news was he had so few patients it gave him plenty of time to work on his writing. So really, if he wasn’t such a failure at being a doctor, the world would never have been introduced to the greatest detective of all time.

I made my way to 1 Bush Villas in Elm Grove, Southsea, a residential suburb within Portsmouth. A charming one-story brick building stood, squeezed in by other houses.

I approached the door, walking like a proper gentlewoman. Doyle’s name was on a wooden placard. A thrill shot through me. Yes! I was actually going to meet the author of one of my favorite literary characters of all time. I loved this job! Even when I wasn’t having kinky sex.

I raised my hand to knock, but before my knuckles could land, the door was flung open. Before me stood a tall man in his mid-20s, fairly fit and attractive in a nerdy kind of way. Fortunately, I loved nerds. He wore a tweed suit under a long gray traveling cloak and an ear-flapped cloth cap upon his head.

He looked exactly like Sherlock Holmes.

“Ah Watson, good you’re here. Come, the game’s afoot!”

“Um, what?” I eloquently replied. Glad to see my amazing time cop training was really kicking in.

He snatched my hand and pulled me down the walkway. “Don’t worry Watson, there’s no criminal that can elude the mind of Sherlock Holmes!”

Um, double-what? I had no idea what was going on but apparently I was off on an adventure with an imaginary detective.


Chapter 2

“Where are we going?” I asked my energetic companion who was yanking me down the street. I was nailing the southern English accent. I had loved doing different accents ever since I was a kid and had trained to be a master of virtually any dialect. Which was pretty much a prerequisite to becoming a time cop.

“London of course. To stop a most heinous criminal.”

“Oh. Smashing. Um, did you say you were Sherlock Holmes?”

“Indeed.”

“So you’re not Arthur Conan Doyle?”

“Not today.”

Uh, what in crazy town was going on? This had to be Doyle. Granted, we really only had historical images of an older Doyle, but the resemblance was clear. Was this part of his writing process, pretending to be his character? Or was he a few strings short of a complete violin?

“Come Watson, stop dawdling.”

“Actually my name’s…” I trailed off. I had this whole fake identity all planned out. But how many chances was I going to get to be Holmes’s famous friend?

“Nevermind. Watson it is! Lead on Holmes.”

“Capital! That’s the spirit my good man, er, woman.”

He brought me to the train station, where he purchased two tickets and we scurried out to the wooden platform.

I marveled at the old steam locomotive, bellowing its dark plumes into the sky. Well, it wasn’t old for the 1880s. But old from my perspective. I had always wanted to ride one of these classic rails, like The Orient Express. This wasn’t going to be as fancy as that, but I’d take it.

Doyle/Holmes offered me his hand as I stepped on-board. What a gentlemen. I obviously could take of myself, but I definitely didn’t mind a little gallantry.

We made our way down the tight corridor and found two padded seats. I scooted into the one by the window so I’d have a great view of the English countryside. Well, I didn’t exactly scoot. It was more like I gingerly tried to find a way to sit with my ridiculously large dress. I finally managed to halfway put my butt diagonally on the seat. Ugh, this dress might be beautiful but it was a real pain to move around in. I kind of wanted to just tear it off. Though it probably would cause a bit of a scandal if I decided to ride the train naked.

Holmes sat next to me and removed his cap, revealing tousled brown hair. I ran my fingers through it, smoothing it into shape.

“Thank you, Watson. You’re an excellent companion.”

I wanted to tell him I’d also be an excellent fuck buddy, but I kept that to myself. Yup, I had already decided I totally wanted to fuck his brains out. C’mon, it was Sherlock Holmes. Okay, so it was Doyle masquerading as Holmes. But this was the closest I was ever going to come to banging the greatest detective in literature. How could I pass that up?

The train whistle blared, sending shivers through me. This was so fucking cool, riding the rails, about to solve some amazing mystery. Have I said how much I love my job?

The powerful locomotive lurched forward. The station moved slowly out of view as the train chugged along the tracks.

We were on the London and South Western Railway, heading northeast to Waterloo Station, about 70 miles away. So not a very long trip. Which was going to make it challenging to get some kinky fucking in. Too bad it wasn’t an overnight train and we could have had some fun in a sleeper car. Then the train really would have been rocking!

“So Holmes, what’s this exciting case?” I figured I’d play along with the whole Doyle-as-Holmes persona. He seemed full method, so I didn’t want to throw him off. And it was fun! Ooh, maybe a cute Asian character who was the most kick-ass and enchanting woman Holmes had ever met would appear in one of the Sherlock books. That would be amazing! Except when the Chief found out and bounced my sexy butt out of the agency.

“In due time Watson. I must analyze the case in my mind. There’s nothing I like better than an abstruse puzzle.”

I grabbed his arm and shook him violently. “Holmesss! C’mon, tell me. Please please please. Tell me tell me tell me!” You might think I sounded like a petulant little kid. You’d be right. But c’mon, he couldn’t just drag me along on some mysterious case and not give me at least a nugget.

“Your persistence is commendable, Watson. But causing vibrations throughout my body is not helping me solve this intriguing enigma.”

“Oh, I have the perfect thing to help you achieve maximum mental capacity.”

“Really? Do tell, my dear lady.”

“Sex!”

“Capital. Wait, what?”

I yanked him out of his seat before he could fully protest. I dragged him down the aisle and shoved him into the lavatory. I tried to squeeze in after him, which was easier said than done with this stupid dress. I gathered up the hem and fumbled with the door, finally getting it to shut.

I was plastered against Holmes in the tiny toilet. It looked to have a primitive flushing system and was joined by an incredibly tiny sink. Well, it wasn’t the smallest place I had ever had sex. I prided myself on being able to fuck in any location. That kind of talent looks great on a resume and is probably why I got the time cop job.

“Watson, while I appreciate your zeal, we should…”

“Oh shush Holmes and kiss me.” I bet the real (well, the real fictional) Watson never said that to his partner.

I slid my fingers behind his neck and drew his lips into mine. They were softer than I expected and instantly conformed to my mouth. Any hesitation he may have had evaporated as our lips locked in a passionate smooch.

“Watson!” he exclaimed after we came up for air. “You’re a woman of many talents.”

“I sure am! Let me show you a bunch more.” I slipped my tongue into his mouth and did some massive French kissing, wrapping my arms fully around his neck as his hands slid around my waist.

The train’s movement jostled us in the small space. We managed to stay on our feet, obsessed with eating each others’ faces.

I fumbled with his belt buckle, finally getting it unlatched and his pants open. I slipped my hand down and got a nice hold of his Sherlock salami. It grew to full attention within my grasp. I slowly massaged it, making him rock hard, and played with his tip, making him gasp into my mouth.

“Good Lord Watson you have nimble fingers!”

“Oh Holmes,” I purred into his ear as my fingers stroked his manhood. “I have the most intricate mystery for you to solve.”

“Wh… what is it?” he croaked, his dick throbbing in my palm.

“My pussy. It’s so tight and wet. Only your cock can penetrate its depths.”

His eyes lit up and the bulge in his pants grew even more. “I accept your case, madam.”

He rifled through the folds of my skirt, trying to find the end. I eagerly helped him, hiking it up until he had access.

I yanked my panties down and leapt onto him, his tip piercing my tightness.

“Ohhh fuck!” I screamed.

I was so wet from all the foreplay I easily slid down his shaft. It filled my core and made me gasp in pleasure and cling to him like I needed his cock more than anything in the world.

“Oh God, my pussy is yours Holmes. Fuck it. Fuck it hard!”

He was happy to oblige. He seized my hips and went to work solving my wet mystery. He was an expert at pussy puzzles. He worked into me deep and at different speeds and rhythms. I gyrated my hips in time with him, moaning every time he thrust into me.

We ping-ponged off the sides of the bathroom, the rumbling of the train sending wonderful vibrations through my pussy that combined even more wonderfully with the cock earthquake happening inside it.

We grunted, groaned, and gasped together, going faster and harder, trying to make our bodies one.

“My God Watson, your mysteries are divine!”

I smiled through my moaning. Yes! Holmes thought my pussy was the most amazing thing on Earth. Well, at least that was my interpretation.

“Fuck me harder Holmes! Make me spill all my secrets for you.”

He lived up to his fictional namesake’s determination to solve a case. Because he pummeled me until I was leaking my juices all over my panties and making a pool of cum on the rumbling floor.

I squealed as my hips shook uncontrollably and my climax


























































