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Book 1 - Sexy Time Cop: Cowgirl and Pirate Sluts


Chapter 1

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 into 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 a wide-brimmed hat on my head. A six shooter rested in a holster on my right hip, its 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, stopping 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 gentleman 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, slammed his head on 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 gentlemen 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 was completely accurate to the time period, so no one would question its authenticity. Though physical money was so weird. Who wanted to carry around wads of paper and heavy coins with them everywhere?

Fortunately, Doc had won pretty much all of my money. And plenty from the other grumbling players.

He scooted his chair back from the table and stood. “Gentleman, darlin’, I think I’ll retire. Thank you for the lovely game.”

The others muttered not-so-nice epithets under their breath. I, on the other hand, gave Doc a cute smile.

“Hope to see you around, sugar. I’m sure you have lots you can teach me.”

He slung his long coat on and fixed his hat on his head, tipping it toward me. “There is no doubt of that darlin’.”

I grinned, pretty sure I had convinced him to teach me how to be a good little slut. And I was going to teach him how good I could ride his cowboy cock and drain every last ounce of cum out of him.

At this point, you may be wondering, “But Riley, how can you have sex with all these people in history? Wouldn’t you mess up the timeline?” Excellent question. Don’t you know my orgasming needs far outweigh any pesky time paradoxes? Okay, I’m kidding. Mostly. Remember what I said about small changes not affecting the timeline enough to be a problem. Generally, me bonking dudes and girls from throughout history didn’t cause a problem. Unless I interfered with a power couple getting together, like Caesar and Cleopatra. Or I got pregnant. Fortunately, that couldn’t happen. I was inoculated with so many vaccines and contraceptives that it was impossible for me to get knocked up or get any nasty diseases from the past. Like literally impossible. Medicine had advanced enough that it wasn’t even a chance. As long as I got all my fun shots, which the agency made sure happened. They were crazy anal about that. I was crazy about getting anal. Which I would hopefully be doing soon with Doc.

So let me have my sexy fun, okay? Just, um, don’t tell my boss. Because even though it’s unlikely to change the timeline, I’m totally not supposed to be doing this. It’s one hundred percent against the time cop rules. But some of those rules are stupid. I prefer using Riley’s Super-Cool Time Travel Rules to Having Kinky Sex. They’ve served me well so far.

I kept my eyes on Doc as he sauntered toward the saloon doors, watching to see if anyone followed him. Sure enough, as the creaky doors were still swinging from his exit, a man in a dark hat moved quickly toward them. I could tell from the way he walked he wasn’t from this time period. There was a certain gait people in the Old West walked with. It had to do with the boots they wore but also the slower pace of life. It was like an amble. Rather than the speed walking we all seemed to do in the future. The gentleman in question was trying to emulate it, but I could tell it wasn’t perfect. I was really good at picking up on that stuff. Which is why I could mimic people and cultures so well. It served me well as a time cop. It also helped me know who wanted to fuck my tight pussy and make me squeal like a whorey cowgirl.

I put my hat on and nodded to the other players, taking my leave. I ambled after the little cowboy faker. I needed to intercept him before he did anything to my future fuck buddy.

I burst through the swiveling doors and scanned the street. The criminal was to my right, several paces behind Doc.

I immediately followed, trying to close the gap.

A man stepped out of a store and greeted Doc warmly. It was Wyatt Earp.

I stopped, as did the time bandit in front of me. Both of us were apparently a little starstruck.

Earp was slightly taller than Doc and had an even longer and bushier mustache. It was like a muskrat was living under his nose. I personally found Doc more attractive, but there was no denying Earp held himself with an air of authority. This was a man who would never back down from a fight and who you’d think more than twice about messing with.

Doc had saved Wyatt’s life three years earlier in Dodge City and they became fast friends after that. Which was obvious from the easy camaraderie they shared as they commiserated on the street.

I returned my attention to the would-be assailant just ahead of me. He was fidgeting, as if trying to decide if he should wait to take out Doc another time or go for a double score, eliminating both of them and ensuring the O.K. Corral gunfight would turn out very differently.

He made his decision. He reached inside his long coat, pulling out a very not period piece automatic weapon.

My eyes went wide. He was about to kill Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday.

Fuck.


Chapter 2

I rushed forward as the time bandit was drawing his automatic pistol from beneath his coat. I needed to reach him before he blew Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday into the unknown annals of history.

I bumped into him and fell against him, clutching his arms for support and preventing him from drawing his weapon.

“Aw gosh mista,” I slurred my speech like I was drunk. “I’m awful sorry.”

I threw in some hiccups for good measure and entangled myself with him, so he had no chance to skin his smokewagon. Hey, I was trying to get into the Western lingo.

“Get off me!” he yell-whispered. Apparently, he didn’t like drunk people falling all over him. Well, maybe he’d like this better.

I planted my lips on his and gave him a serious smooch. His eyes widened in surprise, but then he relaxed into the kiss. Yes! Defeating bad guys by making out was my specialty.

He wasn’t too bad of a kisser. And he smelled better than most of the residents of Tombstone. Probably because he took a bath more than once a week. Or month. Or whatever they did back in these days.

I slipped him the tongue for good measure and pulled him into the alley between two buildings. He let my swirling tongue guide him wherever it wanted.

I shoved him against the side of the store and made out with him longer than I probably should have. Hey, he was kind of cute. So even though he was a big dummy trying to mess up the timeline, it didn’t mean we couldn’t have a little fun.

I finally pulled away, some of my saliva dribbling onto his lower lip.

“You enjoy that?” I asked, no longer drunk.

“I sure did,” he replied, seeming to have forgotten that he was about to shoot two of the most famous gunslingers in history.

“Great! You’re under arrest for violation of the Temporal Code. By order of the Time Enforcement Agency, I hereby am taking you into custody and sending you back to 2052.”

“Fuck!” he exclaimed.

That’s what they usually said.

“Maybe later,” I told him. “Right now, it’s time to go to jail.”

It would be nice if these criminals went along quietly. Of course that never happened.

He went for his modern gun. I caught his hand, twisted his wrist, and made him drop it with a painful yelp.

I kneed him in the stomach, then flipped him forward onto his back, the dirt kicking up as he plopped onto the ground.

I had trained in various forms of martial arts: kung fu, karate, taekwondo, Muay Thai, and juijitsu. So I was always up for a good scrap.

I was about to twist his arm behind him when he threw dirt into my eye. I stumbled backward and fell onto my perky posterior.

He scrambled up and took off.

I cursed and sprinted after him, snatching his gun and trying to get the gravel out of my eye. Stupid, dirty tricks. Why couldn’t any of these shitheads fight fair?

He emerged from the other end of an alley and blew by a woman in a lovely old-fashioned dress. Well, not old-fashioned for now. So a current-fashioned dress? He spun her around as he passed, almost knocking her to the dirt.

I flew past her on the other side, spinning her the other way and nearly dropping her on her very alluring backside. With the way dresses were in this period, I couldn’t really tell how alluring it was. But her face was stunning, so I was filling in the gaps at how the rest of her looked. And fantasizing about all the kinky things I’d like to do with her out of her dress.

“Sorry miss,” I called back in my Southern accent. “That dress is awfully pretty. Almost as pretty as the woman in it.”

Hey, I could flirt and chase bad guys at the same time. I was multi-talented.

She blushed as I scampered off, my compliment obviously glossing over any irritation from us knocking her around.

I chased the capable kisser criminal into a barn. As I entered, a shovel came flying at my head. I skidded onto my butt, barely dodging it.

I rolled out of the way of a downward shovel strike, then sprang to my feet.

As he reeled back for another blow, I let loose with a powerful high roundhouse kick. It smashed through the handle of the shovel, the wood splintering as it split in two.

The time bandit stared at it in shock. I had to admit even I was a little surprised. Damn, I was a martial arts master!

“Ready to give up?” I asked.

He bolted farther into the barn.

I sighed. Guess he wasn’t ready.

I chased him, leaping over hay bales, as the horses whinnied and neighed.

He grabbed a pitchfork and leveled the pointy end at me. Okay, now I was getting mad. First, he tried to bean me with a shovel after I gave him a bunch of amazing kisses. Now he wanted to spear me with a pitchfork. I was totally not having sex with this guy.

He stabbed his makeshift weapon forward. I jumped, springing off the handle and flipping over his head.

He spun around, mouth agape at my circus-like maneuver. And that’s when I kicked him in the balls.

He groaned loudly, dropped the pitchfork, and collapsed to his knees. I kicked him in the ass and sent his face plunging into a horse trough. Okay, that made me feel better.

I giggled as I watched his arms flail and his mouth sputter water.

I marched over, twisted his arms behind his back, and clapped handcuffs on his wrists. I had access to fancier restraints back at headquarters, but we were supposed to use items of the time period so as not to arouse any suspicion. If anyone saw me restrain him, I would just tell them I was a bounty hunter. I even had the fake documentation to prove it.

He lifted his head out, water spurting out his nose. I shoved his head back into the trough and left it there for a few seconds just for fun. That’s what he got for trying to poke holes in my sexy ass.

I hauled him out and sat him on his butt, while he hacked up water. I searched him and found the stolen time jump device, a D3 (Digital Data Device) and a couple other innocuous items from the future. I placed them and the automatic pistol in an airtight bag and sealed it.

I hogtied my brief kissing buddy and placed the bag on his back, making sure he wouldn’t get up to any mischief.

I took out my Time Jumper, which in this case looked like an old pocket watch. I always marveled at how the techies could disguise the instrument as a normal period piece. They were so clever!

I was getting ready to send the sneaky scumbag back to the future when I heard a voice behind me.

“Well aren’t you a daisy.”

I spun around and saw the man that made my pussy quiver: Doc Holliday. And he was staring at me and the time bandit.

Oh shit.


Chapter 3

I stared down Doc Holliday, his hand resting easy near the nickel-plated six-shooter in the holster above his hip. The horses in the barn snorted and whinnied softly. The time criminal I had tied up groaned not so softly.

I was just about to send my quarry back to 2052 when Doc showed up. If he had arrived a second later, he might have seen me activate the time jump device. That would have been very bad. Now I just had to convince him nothing weird was going on. And convince him that he needed to stick his cock in my pussy. And maybe up my ass. I was feeling particularly naughty.

“I see you caught our mutual friend,” he drawled in that genteel way of his.

“You know him?” I asked, surprised. I thought I had captured the time bandit before he had any direct interaction with Doc.

“I know he was following me. I thought I was gonna have to draw on him. Until you intervened in a most interesting fashion.”

Oh. He meant how I swapped spit with this idiot. Hey, it was to save Doc and Wyatt Earp’s life. And I might have enjoyed it a little bit.

“Oh yeah,” the time jerk interjected. “This little filly couldn’t get enough of me. She’s one hot piece of… oomph!”

I kicked him in the gut before he could finish. Both for being a big, stupid liar and for not being in character. I don’t think guys called women “hot pieces of ass” back in the Old West. I’m sure they had even more ridiculous slang for a spicy gal.

“There ain’t no truth to that Mr. Holliday,” I told him in the Southern accent I had greeted him with.

“Call me Doc darlin’” he replied as he strolled toward me.

I tried not to shiver. I’d call him anything he wanted as long as he tore my clothes off and ravished me in the hay.

“Anyway,” I continued. “I’m a bounty hunter and tracked down this varmint here in Tombstone. I couldn’t let him shoot someone so talented as yourself.”

“You’re a right flatterer my dear. And I’m much obliged for your help. I feel honor bound to repay you.”

I fidgeted. “Well… there is one way.”

“Name it darlin’. I’m your huckleberry.”

Ooo shit. More panty soaking was going on underneath my pants and chaps. He could probably make me cum buckets just by repeating that phrase in that sexy baritone of his.

“Um, can you tear my clothes off and fuck me right here in the hay?” Okay, maybe not the most eloquent way to propose a romp in said hay, but I felt like Doc liked women who were direct about what they wanted.

“What?!” the time bandit exclaimed, obviously shocked by my historical promiscuity.

I bopped him on the head with my six shooter, sending him into dreamland. That took care of that problem.

I gazed at Doc hopefully.

He smiled underneath his mustache. “I’d be no daisy if I refused.”

Great! Wait, was it? Damn all this Western slang.

“Um, that means you want to fuck, right?”

“I surely do darlin’. Who would turn down a creature so lovely?”

I blushed and tucked my hair behind my ear. Wow, Doc was quite the sweetheart. Now I was going to fuck him so hard, I’d have him shooting every load that was in his cock pistol.

I posed seductively with my hand on my hip. “Well come and tame this filly, cowboy.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He had me down on the hay and stripped faster than he could draw his six shooter.

He knelt near my feet, taking in my nude form. I posed my hands over my head and rubbed my legs together sensually for him.

“Darlin’ you are the most beautiful sight I have ever beheld.”

Aw shucks. He was making me blush again.

I massaged between my legs, making myself wetter. “Oh Doc, I need my trough plowed.” I cringed as soon as I said it. Not sure if comparing my pussy to a horse trough was really the sexiest analogy I could have made.

Doc didn’t seem to mind. “Happy to oblige you, darlin’.”

He had his clothes off in two shakes of a lamb’s tail and plunged his fully erect cock into me.

“Ohhhh God!” I moaned in delight. Fuck, that felt good.

I wrapped my legs around his ass as he began his gentle fucking. I squeezed his manhood with my pussy every time he entered me, letting him know I loved his sweet cock.

Holy shit, I was having sex with Doc Holliday. This was so fucking cool. Um, but totally keep this between us, okay? I’d be in so much trouble if my boss found out.

I flung my arms around his neck and kissed him. His mustache tickled my nose but besides for that, he was a really good kisser.

I slipped my tongue between his lips, letting him know I wanted him to go harder. He had no problem with that. He plowed me like a good little slut. And I moaned for him like an even bigger one.

“Oh Doc, that… that feels so good!”

“Darlin’, you’re tighter than the barrel of my six shooter.”

Okay, that was a nice compliment, but did Doc fuck his gun? That seemed like an awfully dangerous way to masturbate. Well, regardless, he thought I had a super-tight pussy, so I’d take it.

I felt the hay poke my butt and back as we fucked. I think a straw of it might have gone up my ass. Oh well, I was too busy screaming in erotic joy to care.

I rolled Doc over and straddled him. And then rode him like the sluttiest cowgirl in the West.

He grunted and groaned in pleasure. “God, darlin’, you’re a right peach at fucking.”

“Fuck, I love your cock!” I replied as I flung my hair around me. Doc didn’t have the biggest penis I had ever seen, but man did he know how to use it.

I slammed my hips down harder on his slick shaft, making my tits bounce. He grabbed my ass with both hands, digging his fingers into my cheeks and helping ram me onto his cowboy cock.

I knew I was approaching climax. And from the sounds Doc was making, he was too.

We became one in a sensual rodeo, me riding his bucking bronco dick for all it was worth.

“I’m your slutty huckleberry!” I screamed just before my orgasm overwhelmed me.

Doc came a split second after me. He penis bulged and then unloaded his salty seed up into me.

Meanwhile, I was spilling my sweet milk down onto him. I felt it spurt out around his shaft and cover both our thighs. While he pumped round after round of cum into my gorged pussy. Fuck, it felt like he was unloading all six rounds from his semen shooter into me.

I clutched him around the neck as he continued spurting, seizing my ass like he wanted to brand it as his own.

When he was finally done, he lifted me off his shaft and I expelled both his and my cum onto him.

He brushed my hair out of my face and kissed me. We both had some mini post-cum expulsions that made us tremble as we kissed lovingly.

I rested my head on his chest and he ran his fingers along my smooth back. Oh yeah, that was nice.

His body shook as he went into a coughing fit.

I held him gingerly. “Doc, are you okay?”

“I… I’m fine darlin’. It will pass in a moment.”

I looked at him worriedly. It must be the tuberculosis. This was the sad part of Doc’s history. He contracted the disease when he was 21 and it would kill him a few years from now when he was only 36. What a bummer. Well, I was going to do everything I could to give him the best fucking of his life.

He settled down after some more hacking. I grabbed my shirt and used it to mop up the sweat on his forehead.

“Are you feelin’ up to another round?”

“Darlin’, with a body like yours, I’ll go until I pass out from exhaustion.”

I smiled. Yes! Doc Holliday thought I had the sexiest body in history. Okay, he didn’t exactly say that, but that’s totally what I was telling people. Well, just my best friend at TEA. I really couldn’t tell anyone else I was fucking people throughout history.

At my request, he tied my hands above me to a wall of the barn, and then rammed my tight little pussy standing up. My ass bounced off the wooden structure as he plunged in and out of me. I hoped I wouldn’t get any splinters in my cute butt. But I soon stopped worrying about that when Doc began licking one of my nipples with his tongue and playing with the other with his fingers. My nipples became as hard as the bullets in his holster. Every time he touched them, it sent wonderful shivers through my body.

As did the pussy pounding he was giving me. I tugged against my restraints, feeling his body press against mine. Doc really wasn’t very muscular. But I found him very attractive. Especially with how sweet and a proper gentleman he was. That wasn’t something I really experienced in my time.

I think he might have filled me even more than our romp in the hay. And I definitely expelled more of my sweet cum. When he pulled out of me, I deposited a large puddle of both our sauces onto the ground between my legs.

“Fuck, Doc, how much cum do you have in that thing?”

“Plenty to satisfy you, darlin’. But you’re a proper daisy yourself when it comes to shooting your lady juices.” He tweaked my clit with his fingers, and I unleashed another stream of cum.

“Oh God!!” I moaned and then collapsed into him as he undid my bindings.

He held me tightly, and I surrendered myself to him.

And then we did a lot more fucking.

He took me from behind on my hands and knees.

I hopped up on him, wrapping my arms and legs around him, letting him raise me up and down on his salty spear.

He tied my arms and legs together, entering me as we lay on our sides, his cock barely able to pierce my lips because of how tightly my thighs were bound.

And for the grand finale, I let him fuck me up my super-tight ass. His cock filled it to perfection. And he played with my clit masterfully as he did so, making me squirt as he made a cum deposit in my ass.

He collapsed on top of me. I felt his cock going flaccid as it rubbed between my ass cheeks.

I sighed contentedly as he kissed the back of my neck. And I knew one important thing that needed to be added to the history books: Doc Holliday was an amazing lover.

We eventually got dressed and said our goodbyes with sweet kisses. I told him I couldn’t stay. I had to turn my bounty in.

“Look me up if you’re ever in these parts again darlin’.”

“I’m your huckleberry,” I replied with a smile.

He gave me that classic Doc Holliday grin, tipped his hat to me, and sauntered out.

When I was satisfied he was far enough away, I returned my attention to the time bandit, who had been snoozing during all our epic fucking.

He was coming to as I crouched beside him.

“Ugh,” he moaned, rubbing his head where I had conked him. “What happened? Hey, did you and Doc fu-”

I bonked him again, sending him back into unconsciousness. Geez, how many times did I need to hit this guy before he forgot about me and Doc fucking.

I took out my pocket watch time jumper and checked the coordinates again.

I made sure I was right next to the bandit, then activated the device. A brilliant blue-white light engulfed us. Then we were gone.

It was time to go back to the future.


Chapter 4

I rematerialized in a blinding flash on a platform in the Time Enforcement Agency. Two large spinning metal circles slowed from a breakneck pace until they came to a rest with a loud click.

Two agents came forward to grab the time bandit I had apprehended. They were dressed in the standard uniform: form-fitting pants and shirts, mostly blue with white highlights.

They dragged away the criminal, who was groggily coming to. He muttered something about Doc Holliday and sex, but the agents merely read him his rights as they marched him out of the room.

I sauntered over to my best friend.

“Hey, Em! Another successful mission,” I greeted her as I hopped my cute butt onto one of the holo emitters.

Emily Tiwari was a super-cute Latina/Indian Time Tech. We joined the organization around the same time and had hit it off immediately. She handled all the technical aspects of my missions and also made sure I was up to speed on all the info I needed to know about the time period I was traveling to. She liked to say the TECH part of her job stood for Teach Everything Cool about History. Yeah, she was dorky like that. But that’s why I loved her.

She also checked how much of a deviation to the timeline occurred after each of my missions, making sure they fell within acceptable limits.

That’s what she was doing right now. She swiped her hand and pulled up a bevy of holographic info that only someone with a super-brain like her could analyze and interpret in a few seconds.

“There’s a point four two deviation,” she informed me. “That’s cutting it a little close Riley.”

“Oh c’mon. There’s plenty of room to spare.” The agency had set point six three as the threshold. Anything above that and things would get out of whack. So c’mon, I had a whole point two one percentage points to spare.

She frowned, which somehow always came across as cute. It was very hard for her to stay mad at me. What could I say, I was very charming.

“Fine,” she harrumphed. “But get your sexy ass off my console.” She pinched my butt and I hopped off with a yelp.

“Oo, sexy, huh? Because of that nice compliment, I’m going to tell you about all the kinky sex I had.”

“What?!” she replied way too loudly.

I shushed her and pulled her down. Two holo chairs appeared just in time and our butts plopped into them.

She yanked me in close, whispering conspiratorially. “Riley! You said you were going to stop having sex on missions.”

“No I didn’t. I said I was going to have more sex on missions.”

“You’re incorrigible, you know that?”

“Yup. So you don’t want to hear about me fucking Doc Holliday?”

“Doc Holliday! Oh my God, tell me everything.”

I told her everything. She kept gripping my hands more tightly the more sordid details I told her. I thought she might have soaked her panties by the end of my tale.

“Oh my God,” she said breathlessly. “That’s… so fucking hot.”

“Uh huh,” I agreed. “But now I’m all sticky, so I need a serious shower. You know, because of all the cum Doc shot all over my tits and ass and into my tight pussy.”

“Okay I get it you little cum-covered slut,” she said partially exasperated, partially turned on. Probably more turned on because her eyes roamed my body like she was picturing all the sticky substance on my naughty bits.

“Oo, I almost forgot,” I added. “I have a present for you.”

“You do?” she replied, very intrigued.

“Here.” I presented her with one of the holy grails of comic geekdom: a near-mint condition of Amazing Fantasy #15, the first appearance of Spider-Man.

Her eyes lit up like cute E.T.-like aliens had just visited Earth and had asked her to be their official ambassador.

“Oh my God oh my God oh my God oh my God!!”

I put a hand on her shoulder. “Em, it’s okay. Breathe.”

She stopped hyperventilating. Well, mostly. And gingerly took the comic.

“Wh… where did you get this?”

“I swung by 1962 on my way here and bought it hot off the presses.”

“Oh my God! This is the most incredible fucking thing ever!”

I smiled, loving how happy she was.

“But Riley, I can’t keep this. We’re depriving some original fan of having it.”

I ruffled her hair. Oh Em, she was so noble and honest. That’s another thing I loved about her.

“Okay, I’ll bring it back right at the moment I took it. So no one will be the wiser.”

I scooted closer and put my arm around her. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t read it first.” I gave her a couple of eyebrow raises to indicate she should totally follow my awesome advice.

She looked like she was having some big internal geek code debate.

“Okay, I’ll read it. But I’m going to be super-careful and you have to promise to return it in the same condition.”

I held up my hand. “I promise.”

She stood and carefully placed the comic on a holo-table like it was the Mona Lisa.

Then flung her arms around me, squeezing me tightly. “Thanks Riles. You’re the best.”

“I know,” I joked, returning the hug and feeling her perky tits against mine.

“Agent Shu!” a not-too-happy voice barked from across the room.

“Uh oh,” Emily said, looking over my shoulder and swiping a holographic image over the comic to conceal it.

I turned and gave a big smile to my seemingly always grumpy boss: David Lawson. He was the Chief of the Time Enforcement Agency. A biracial guy just shy of 40, he was in good shape and kinda handsome. I might do him except he’d probably tell me all the ways I was having sex wrong while we were fucking. He was a bit of a control freak.

“Hey, Chief! I was just coming to look for you.”

“Hmph,” he grunted. “It looks like you’re commiserating with Agent Tiwari when you should be filling out your mission report.”

“But, Chief, those reports are super-boring. And Em is super-fun to hang out with.”

“I am?” She seemed genuinely surprised.

I whacked her on the shoulder. “Of course you are!”

“Aw, Riles.”

Lawson gave her his Super-Grumpy Look. Well, one of his Super-Grumpy Looks. He had perfected many different ones over the years. This particular one meant “Stop wasting time with idiotic friendship rituals and get back to work. Oh, and Riley, you’re the sexiest time cop in history.” Okay, I may have embellished that last part a bit.

Emily’s eyes got big. She was always worried about pleasing the chief.

“No one was having sex!” she blurted.

I almost face palmed. Ugh, are you freaking kidding me? Em was the absolute worst at almost awkwardly giving away my sexy secrets.

“Excuse me?” Lawson replied with Grumpy Look #8.

“Haha,” I interjected. “What she meant is we never have time for sex because we’re always so focused on capturing dastardly criminals. Nothing’s more important than that.”

He stared at me. Yeah, he wasn’t buying it.

“Chief, Riley did an exceptional job on her mission. The temporal criminal is in custody and time deviations were well within acceptable parameters. She’s a fantastic asset to the agency.”

I gazed at Em. What a sweetheart. I would have smooched her on the cheek except Grumpy Pants was there.

“Yes, well…” he began, not quite as hard. “I expect that report as soon as you’re back in uniform.

I saluted him. Which isn’t something we did. I was just weird.

“Aye aye, Chief.”

He rolled his eyes and marched off.

When he left the room and was safely out of earshot, I wrapped my arms around Em’s neck and gave her the big smooch I was saving for her.

“Emmers! You’re the best! That was so sweet of you.”

She blushed. “Well, it’s true. You’re an amazing agent. Even though you’re a little troublemaker.”

“Well, this little troublemaker is going to give you a nice reward for being such an awesome friend.”

“You are?”

“Uh huh.” I snatched her D3 and synched it up with mine.

“I’m going to go take a shower,” I told her with a mischievous grin. “And you’re going to get to watch.”

Her eyes got even bigger than when she saw the Spidey comic. Which I took as a huge compliment to my shapely curves.

“Oh my God, are you serious?!”

“Yup! I’ll patch the feed to you. Just, um, don’t let Grumpy Pants see. Or anyone else for that matter.”

She nodded rapidly. “I think you need to hit the showers immediately.”

I giggled. She was very eager to see me naked.

“Oh and… you should probably spend plenty of time making sure you’re really clean. The Old West is a pretty dusty place."

I smirked. “You little nympho peeper.

“What?” she replied innocently. “I just want to make sure you’re nice and healthy.”

“Uh huh. Okay, I’ll spend lots of time scrubbing. Especially certain areas that got really sticky."

I gave her a sexy smile, then scampered out.

I hit the showers, a group co-ed area where several agents could wash off the grime from their missions at once. Or have a big orgy. Okay, that didn’t happen. At least not that I knew about. If it was, I was going to be so mad no one included me in those sexy hijinks.

I stored my Western attire in a locker and sashayed into the shower area. Luckily, no one else was here. Which meant I could put on a sexy show for Em.

I propped my data device up on a small ledge, angling it just right, and then connected the video feed to Em.

Her cute face appeared on the screen. She pointed to her ears, indicating she had her device set up so only she could hear the audio. That was good. This sexy shower show was just for her.

I swiped my hand, bringing up the holo shower controls and adjusted it to the perfect temperature. The warm water cascaded over me, and I instantly felt wonderful. Em was right. I had gotten kind of dirty on my mission. Especially rolling around with the time bandit and rolling around in a very different way with Doc.

I thought of him as I let the droplets roll down my sexy curves. Damn, he had given me a good fucking. Several good fuckings for that matter.

I turned to the camera, stretching my arms over my head and thrusting my tits out to give Em a nice view. I could see her eyes bulge as she took in the water running over my erect nipples. I was thinking of Doc, which made me horny. And being an exhibitionist for Em was arousing me too.

Em loved my tits. We hadn’t ever fucked. So she didn’t have first hand knowledge of them. But she loved staring at them. She said they were the perfect size. Not too big, not too small. I guess I had the Goldilocks of tits.

I also knew she was obsessed with my perky butt. So I turned around and wiggled it for her. I knew she couldn’t really say anything because there were too many other techs near her. But when I peeked over my shoulder, I could tell from her slack-jawed expression she was in heaven.

I spanked my ass, sending droplets of water flying off it as it jiggled provocatively. I heard Em audibly gasp in that way I knew meant she likely just wet her panties.

I smiled. I really liked this flirty thing we had going on. We had never fucked. I think we both were concerned it might mess up our friendship. But that didn’t mean we couldn’t do some sexy teasing.

I ran shampoo through my long dark brown hair, posing my body sexily as I rinsed it off. I tossed my wet locks around, water spraying off them like I was in some sexy holo-commercial.

“Oh that feels better,” I said for Em’s benefit. “But gosh my body is so dirty. I better make sure I clean it all over.”

“Oh yes! Clean that dirty slutty body!” Em proclaimed. Then quickly covered her mouth and glanced around, hoping no one heard her.

I giggled. Oh Em. She always made me laugh. She returned her gaze to me, apparently satisfied no one had heard her outburst ode to my naked nymphness.

I soaped myself up, starting with my face and neck, then moving down to my lovely twin assets. I rubbed my hands all over them, squeezing them together and moving them all around. I did little soapy circles on my nipples and shivered at the warm chills it sent through me.

“Oh Em, my nipples are so hard for you,” I gushed with exaggerated sexiness. “Should I clean other parts of my slutty body?”

She nodded so rapidly it was like she was one of those old bobblehead dolls that were popular earlier in the century.

I smiled. Em really knew how to make a girl feel good about her body.

I ran my hands down my taut stomach, letting soap dribble into my cute belly button. Then I moved over my curvy hips and down my thighs, almost touching my most delicate womanhood but not quite.

I heard Em gasp again. I loved teasing her. I knew she wanted me to touch my pussy, but the little peeper would just have to wait a little longer.

I bent over to clean my legs and made sure to turn around so Em had a fantastic view of my ass and lips.

“Ohhh my Goddd!” I heard her exclaim.

I giggled again. I liked seeing how many times I could get her to audibly express her excitement over my naughty body.

I turned my front to her again and gave her what she was waiting for. I ran my fingers up and down my pussy lips, moaning softly.

“Oh God, my pussy is so filthy. I’m going to have to spend so much time cleaning it.”

Even though I was saying that for Em’s benefit, it was probably a good idea. I had a ton of Holliday cum in me, so a thorough pussy cleaning was probably needed.

I massaged my lips, getting wet from my own juices and the warm water. I gasped and moaned, exciting both myself and Em.

I was about to enter myself when I saw her look frantically off screen.

“Shit! Gotta go. Thanks for the peep show Riles!”

She blinked off my device. The chief probably had come back in. I didn’t need him to see my sexy showering. Although honestly it would probably do him good. That guy needed to masturbate or get laid something fierce.

Well, I had worked myself up into a sexual tizzy so I was going to keep going. I plunged two fingers into my soaked folds.

“Ohhhh yes!”

I leaned back against the wall and spread my legs as I worked my fingers in and out, hitting the spots that made me shake uncontrollably.

I imagined the sexy redhead kneeling in front of me, burrowing her tongue inside me, while Doc rammed my tight ass from behind.

I went harder, grabbing my tit with my other hand and pinching my nipple.

“Oh God!” I screamed to my imaginary lovers. “Fuck my slut holes! Fuck them hard!”

I pounded my needy pussy with my fingers and moved from my tits to my clit, rubbing it hard. My legs trembled. I was barely able to stay on my feet. My moans echoed off the shower walls. The water bathed me in a wonderful warmth as my fingers created a different kind of wonderful warmth inside my pussy.

My legs collapsed from underneath me and I plopped onto my butt, setting off a chain reaction of orgasms. I squirted super-far, my cum shot spraying through the water coming from the shower head.

A stream of squirts followed. I writhed on the floor, limbs flailing as my juices poured out of me.

“Oh God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming so fucking hard!”

Okay, there was no one there for me to really say that to. But I liked to practice my slutty screams. And when I got cumming like this, I couldn’t help but do a play by play of my juicy squirting.

My milk ran from between my legs onto the floor, mixing with the water and running down the drain. I became mesmerized with my leaking fluids as they swirled with the flowing water. I felt like I needed to keep spilling my sauce so I could keep watching it. So I did. In gallons. Or at least it seemed that way.

When I was finally finished, I lay back against the wall, legs akimbo, panting hard. Em was going to be bummed she missed that. I’d have to give her a very detailed rundown of everything. That would really make her have to change her sexy panties. I wasn’t sure if she wore sexy panties, but I liked to imagine a skimpy thong on her cute little ass. I totally bet that sneaky little slut wore one to work.

I whimpered as mini post-orgasms leaked out of me, making my body tremble. This shower was going to make me have to take another shower.

I closed my eyes, bathing in the after-orgasm glow and feeling the water run over me.

And then I realized I wasn’t alone. Another time cop sashayed into the shower area. Her hip shaking stopped as she noticed me sprawled on the floor, my worn out pussy very much on display.

“Oh, hi, Ash,” I greeted her with a wave, like it was totally normal to be sitting in the shower post-masturbation. “I’m just taking a little break.”

Ugh. That was a terrible lie. A break from what? Showering? Because that was such a strenuous activity. Well, it was when you slammed your pussy so hard you came as much fluid as the shower was spitting out.

She took in my nude wet, exhausted form. “Fucking yourself in the shower again, huh?”

Damn, why was Ashley so smart? And so hot. Her caramel skin was so smooth and she had some of the sexiest curves I had seen.

“What? No, of course not. That’s probably against some important TEA rule, which I would never break.”

She smirked. So I may have had a reputation for being a troublemaker. But also a reputation for being a kick-ass, amazing agent. So I figured it all balanced out.

“There are rules against masturbating in the showers?” she asked.

“Um, I don’t know. Probably, knowing the chief. You know he hates it when anyone has sex. Or any kind of fun.”

She laughed. “That’s very true.”

She eye fucked me again. “So… need any help with your showering?”

I gazed up at her. That little minx. I was glad I wasn’t the only nympho around here.

“Um, actually that would be great. I got so dirty on my last mission. Especially here.” I rubbed my fingers along my slit.

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, I can definitely help you with that. That area’s my specialty.”

She dove between my legs. I arched my head back and sighed. It was good to be a time cop.


Chapter 5

I materialized in mid-air.

Then flung my arms and legs wildly as I plummeted.

Right into the ocean.

I sputtered as I came up for air, water spurting out of my nose.

Fucking Emily. I hated it when she did that. Purposely time jumping me into a lake or wagon of manure. She thought it was so funny.

She was probably mad at me for not letting her watch me masturbate in the shower. Like it was my fault the chief walked in and she had to turn off the stream. What did she expect me to do, hang around in the shower all day fucking myself? Actually, that’s probably exactly what she expected.

Well, I’d get her back. I wouldn’t tell her about any of the kinky sex I’d have on this mission. Unless it was super-kinky. There’s no way I’d be able to keep that to myself.

I swam to shore and waded out of the water, my wet clothes feeling like a million pounds.

I turned around and looked at the brilliant sun heading westward over the Caribbean Sea. Wow. This was paradise.

I was on the island of New Providence in The Bahamas just outside of Nassau. And I was dressed like a pirate.

Yup, that’s right. It was 1720. The Golden Age of Piracy. And I was looking badass and sexy as hell. Well, I would have if I wasn’t drenched. I guess maybe I still looked sexy.
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