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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 burst out of me.

“Oh fuck I’m cumming! I’m cummming!! I’m cummmmmming!!!”

“Elementary!!” he cried as he unloaded his sweet jizz into my tight hole.

Oh my God, the fact that he used one of Holmes’s classic lines just made me even hotter. And made me spurt out even larger amounts of my Holmes honey.

Damn, he was filling me good with his sticky gift. He definitely had plenty in the reservoir. And while he was filling my well, I was creating a lake in the tiny restroom. Hope the other riders didn’t mind peeing while standing in Riley juice.

He squirted the rest of his manhood into me, and I finally finished unleashing my floodgates. We clutched each other, panting and trying to stay upright.

“Madam, that was the most enjoyable mystery I have ever dived into.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck and rested my head against his chest. Oh he definitely dived in. He dived in soooo deep.

“Oh Holmes, hold me.” I didn’t usually swoon quite this much, but his Scottish brogue was deep and romantic as hell.

He encircled me with his strong arms and held me close. I listened to his heartbeat, just audible amid the rumbling of the train.

I ran my fingers through his hair, sighing contentedly. Well, mission accomplished. I fucked Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Oh wait, I guess I was supposed to do official time cop business too. Like find out what Doyle’s case was. And make sure nothing happened to him so he would go on to write all those amazing Sherlock stories.

I disposed of my drenched panties and we composed ourselves before returning to our seats. We got a few smiles and frowns from other passengers. Guess the sound of the train wasn’t quite enough to mask our lovemaking. Well, I was a really loud moaner. But c’mon, all these Victorians were secretly kinky little freaks. I bet the ones giving us the most disapproving glares were the biggest BDSM lovers.

I took Holmes’s hand. He smiled and then got lost in thought, likely going over the pending case.

I plastered myself to the window, content to stare at the pretty English countryside as we made our way to London.

We reached Waterloo Station, and I dashed out of the train, yanking Holmes with me. We stepped outside, and I marveled at Victorian London in all its glory: hansom cabs click-clacking along the cobblestone streets, gas lamps ready to illuminate the air when the sun set, and ornate houses with pitched roofs mixed with plainer brick buildings. Yeah it was kind of dirty and smoggy, but it was still awesome.

We found a hotel that wasn’t a total dive (Doyle wasn’t exactly rolling in the money at this point in his life) and got out of our cum-stained clothes.

Holmes helped me out of my dress and took in my fully nude form. He gaped at me like the greatest case ever was just dropped in his lap.

I leaned against the door frame that led to the loo, posing provocatively.

“Like what you see?”

“Indeed madam. You are a testament to the beauty of the human form.”

“Oh Holmes, you sweet-talker. C’mere!” I yanked him into the tub and we washed the stickiness off each other. Well, first we got even more sticky and practiced how long we could hold our breath as we went down on each other. He was very thorough in scrubbing me, especially between my legs. My pussy was super-clean after he got done.

I lounged on the bed as he pulled a new pair of pants out of his traveling bag and got dressed.

“Watson, you’re still free of your garments.”

“Uh huh. I like being naked.”

“You are an excellent companion.”

I smiled. “You’re a very astute judge of character.”

“Elementary.”

My pussy twitched. Oh man, I loved it when he said Homlesy stuff. He could probably make me cum just by making amazing deductions.

“Watson, while I would love to gaze at your lovely assets, we have a case to solve.”

“Oh very well, Holmes. You’re always so logical.”

“But of course, Watson. What else is there?”

“Kinky sex!”

That gained me a smirk from my companion. I hopped off the bed, shook my booty for him, and then somehow got back into the contraption that passed for a dress. Fortunately, when we were having fun on the train, most of my fluids spilled down my legs and only a little had gotten on the inside of the dress. So no one would know I was walking around in a fancy outfit with my girl juice coating the inside. Though I bet lots of Victorian ladies liked to masturbate and soak their expensive panties. So I was totally just fitting in with the times. I wonder if the Chief would buy that logic. Probably not. That’s why Em was the only one who knew about all my scandalous time trysts.

We headed downstairs and out onto the noisy street, managing to hail a hansom cab. We clambered inside, and the driver shook the whip, urging the horse into a trot.

The cab was small, my thigh touching Holmes’s. I thought about trying to sneak in another sex session but decided against it. I was too enamored with gazing out the open-air cab at all the sights of London: the clothes, the architecture, the accents. It was so freakin’ awesome!

My intelligent traveling companion took my hand and held it gently. I smiled and pecked him on the cheek before returning to my sightseeing. He was totally smitten with me. Hey, it wasn’t just any girl who could romance Sherlock Holmes. Even the infamous Irene Adler, a character who outwitted Holmes and whom he held in the highest esteem, never stirred amorous feelings in him. Even though writers after Doyle would put the two together. She was particularly popular in holo-porn, where she and Holmes fucked like dreamy detectives.

After a short, jaunty ride, Holmes told the driver to stop and handed over some coins. He offered me his hand as I dismounted. Oh chivalry!

I hooked my arm in his as he led me to a cute, colorful shop: Cassandra’s Chocolates. I stuck my face against the glass. Ooo, so many delicious desserts.

“Come Watson. This isn’t the time to eat. It’s the time to solve a case.”

“But it’s always the time to eat sweets!” I complained as he dragged me into the shop.

We entered the cozy confectionery, and I was hit with the most wonderful smells.

A woman in her mid-30s beamed from behind the counter. She wore a practical work shirt and skirt with an apron tied around her waist and a bandanna holding up her long blond hair. She was definitely cute enough that I would eat chocolate out of her belly button. Or pussy. Or anywhere else she wanted to put it.

“Cousin!” she exclaimed, rushing around the counter to embrace Doyle. “Thank you for coming.”

“Of course. It is my duty to help.” He turned to me. “May I present my assistant, Watson. Cassandra is the proprietress of this fine establishment.”

I held my hand out, but she smothered me in a hug. I already really liked this lady.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss,” I greeted her.

“Oh dear, please. Just call me Cass. You’re quite the lovely one. How’d you get roped into this?”

“Well, I knocked on your cousin’s door. He called me Watson and yanked me along, saying he had an important case. And here I am! Um, can I have some of your delicious-looking chocolate?”

“Watson! Use your mind, not your stomach.”

“Oh pish posh. You hijacked the poor girl to help you. The least I can do is feed her. You can have all the chocolate you want dear.”

Now I was the one who gave her a huge hug. “Oh thank you thank you thank you!”

She laughed and pointed me in the direction of a especially decadent display of fudge and bonbons.

“Now, Cassandra,” Holmes said, getting things back on track. “Tell me all the particulars of the case.”

“The particulars are someone stole my chocolate-covered marzipan recipe and I need you to find it!”

I stood up, my face covered in chocolate. “Um, what? The huge case is a stolen recipe?”

“Elementary, Watson.”

Oh boy. Not exactly the crime of the century I was expecting. But at least it would be yummy. And hopefully filled with lots more Sherlock sex!

Okay, it was time to find a chocolaty criminal!




Chapter 3

Holmes prowled the quaint shop, head down, scouring for clues.

I helped by shoving more chocolaty goodness in my face.

“Watson, I’ve found a clue!”

I scurried over and squatted next to him, reaching for where he was pointing.

“Watson! You’re covered in chocolate. You’ll contaminate the crime scene.”

I glanced at my brown-stained hands. Oops. “Sorry Holmes, I just couldn’t resist Cass’s delicious treats.”

“What a lovely and intelligent young woman,” the cute proprietress beamed. “Cousin, you should marry this girl.”

“Really Cassandra, this is not the time for…”

He trailed off, staring at me. I was sucking the chocolate off my fingers, one digit at a time. I wasn’t trying to be erotic, but the way Holmes was drooling, it was apparently turning him on.

I went slower, making exaggerated sucking sounds, imagining it was his big, mystery-solving cock. “Oh Holmes, I’m so dirty. Will you help clean me off later?” Okay, okay, I know it was cheesy. But c’mon, how many times would I get a chance to flirt with Sherlock Holmes?

“Oo, I see she’s also quite naughty,” Cass commented. “Even more of a reason you should snatch her up immediately, cousin.”

I smiled at her. Yes! It was about time people recognized my penchant for kinky sex as an incredible asset. I don’t know why the Chief couldn’t realize how helpful that was on time travel missions.

I glanced down. There was a growing bulge in Sherlock’s trousers. Oh yeah, I was totally riding that bad boy a lot more later.

He cleared his throat and gestured at the floor. “Look Watson, footprints.”

A shoe’s tread was clearly embedded into the dirt and mud on the floor.

“Our culprit did not account for the recent rainfall. It will certainly be her undoing.”

I had noticed the wet ground on the way here, having to hike my skirt up so as not to ruin Jade’s beautiful dress. Okay, so yes, I already had cum on it, but that was totally different. Because, well, I was really fucking horny, okay? And I could at least try to keep the outside of the garment clean, even if I did get a bunch of juicy cum on the inside.

“How do you know it’s a woman?” I asked in my best Watson voice, giving my companion the perfect opportunity to bestow some Holmesy wisdom upon my cute butt. I hoped later he would bestow some Holmesy spankings upon it.

“Elementary, my dear Watson. Notice the tread. This was obviously made by a boot. And see where the back has a deeper impression. The boot was heeled, indicating a female felon. And from the size of the shoe and length of stride, a quite tall one. At least five feet and nine inches.”

I whistled. That was tall, especially for Victorian times, when the average woman was only about five-two.

“That’s really impressive Holmes, but how do you know she’s the criminal? There are a lot of different footprints throughout the shop.”

“Very true Watson, but these are the only ones that lead into the back besides Cassandra’s.”

Now that he had pointed it out, I could see there were two distinct tracks leading into the back of the shop. I thought Cass might have an assistant. But I wasn’t going to doubt the amazing mind of Sherlock Holmes!

“Cassandra, where did you keep the recipe?”

“In a desk drawer in the back office.”

“That’s not very secure.”

“Arthur, it’s a recipe, not the Crown Jewels. Where do you expect me to keep it?”

“Please call me Holmes while I’m on the case.”

“Pshh,” Cass replied, telling him what she thought of his kooky request.

I was more than happy to keep playing along. “Holmes, quick, to the office to discover more clues!”

“Indeed, Watson. That’s the spirit!”

I snatched his hand and yanked him along, squeezing it as we ran. His palm was warm and soft. The kind of hand that would be great for feeling up hot tits and a juicy pussy!

We zipped through a spacious kitchen area into a much smaller office, performing a rather awkward dance as we tried to navigate the tiny space. Holmes’s crotch rubbed against mine, and I instantly felt his bulge grow.

His face turned red, and he moved away quickly, bumping into the desk. “Pardon me, Watson, I…”

I grabbed the front of his pants, eliciting a yelp and a lot more growth from little Sherlock. “Holmes, you can rub this bad boy against me anytime you want. In fact, why don’t you bend me over this desk and punish me for almost contaminating the crime scene?”

His eyes went wide and his breathing got ragged as I massaged his stiff cock.

“My dear lady, you are quite voracious.”

“Uh huh,” I replied with a grin. “Now are you going to pump some Sherlock seed into me or what?”

His dick was about to burst out of his trousers. He wasn’t the only one getting excited. My pussy was nice and moist and twitching for some big meat to fill it.

“How are you two getting along back here?” Cassandra asked as she whisked into the room.

We jumped apart, doing an even more awkward dance, Holmes trying to conceal his huge erection.

Dammit. Cunt blocked by a chocolate-making goddess. Oh well, there’d be plenty of time for sexy shenanigans later. And with the sweet goodies this lady made, there’s no way I could ever stay mad at her.

“Great!” I replied. “Just looking for important clues. Definitely not doing anything weird or sexy.”

She smirked. “Of course, dear.”

“Y… yes,” Sherlock stammered. “Clues! We must scour this office for them. No time for dillydallying, Watson.”

I scanned the floors and shelves, thinking how I wanted him to dilly my dally. What did that mean? I don’t know. I come up with weird stuff sometimes.

I managed to focus on something other than my throbbing pussy, spotting something hanging from the edge of a bookcase. It was a piece of red fabric that looked like it had been torn from a dress. I was considering wiping my chocolate-stained hands on it but figured it might be an important clue.

“Holmes, look!”

He snatched he fragment out of my hand. “Watson, you’ve done it!”

“I have? Oh cool. I mean, smashing!”

“This obviously came from our felonious fiend’s dress in her haste to abscond with the recipe.”

“Of course!” I agreed. “But how does that help us find her?”

“Elementary, my dear Watson. There are only three dress makers in London that use this quality of fabric.”

My eyes lit up. “Holmes, that’s amazing! How do you know that?”

“I make it my business to know anything that could help in a potential case,” he replied matter-of-factly.

“And I make it my business to shag amazing detectives in every position imaginable.”

He blushed at my frank admission of what I planned to do with him. Hey, if he was going to be all impressive with Sherlock knowledge, how did he expect me to not jump his bones?

“Yes, well, er… let us off, Watson. The game’s afoot!”

He rushed past his cousin, who was grinning at his embarrassment.

“It was wonderful meeting you,” I told Cass, hurrying after him.”

“You too, dear. Help yourself to some chocolate on the way out.”

“You’re a saint!” Yum! More chocolaty goodness.




***




We struck out at the first dress shop but hit paydirt at the second. Holmes questioned the shop owner and discovered a tall woman had visited the shop recently. A strikingly beautiful and elegant woman with long, dark hair according to the proprietress. Those were my favorite kind of ladies!

I asked to try on a dress, so we could get access to the changing area and snoop around for more clues. Holmes got flustered when the shop owner mistook me for his wife. He was so cute when his cheeks turned rosy.

The owner led us to the back where there were private dressing rooms. This was a pretty swanky shop!

Holmes sat in one of the chairs outside the dressing room. Being all gentlemenly was swoon-worthy, but we had a mission to complete.

I yanked him up. “Holmes, get in here.”

“Egad Watson, that’s most improper.”

“Holmes, I’m not really trying on a dress. We’re looking for clues about the hot lady.”

“What does the young woman’s temperature have to do with this case?”

Whoops. There I went again, using modern slang.

“Sorry. I meant the beautiful recipe bandit that we must apprehend.”

“I like your spirit, Watson!”

“You’ll like what I’m going to do to you in here even more.”

I shoved him into the dressing room, closed the door behind us, and leapt on top of him.

I had our clothes off in seconds (which was quite a feat with my dress) and was riding him like one of those old bull machines at bars. I groaned as I sank down to the base of his hilt, my pussy welcoming his warmth like a long lost lover.

“Ohh fuck Holmes, you’re so deep!”

“Madam, your vagina is the most wondrous thing on earth.”

Okay, so his sex banter was a little stilted, but it was sweet as hell. Who didn’t want to be told they had the best pussy on the planet? This girl right here sure did! I would have to tell Em about my new title as Pussy Champion when I got back. And maybe she’d have to do some personal tests of her own to back up my claim.

But right now I had a master detective’s cock to ride. And boy did I! I bucked my hips on top of him, putting my hands on his chest for support.

He groaned as my ass slapped against his thighs and I took every inch of his impressive cock.

“Holmes, grab my tits!” I commanded. My girls were bouncing all over and needed some delicious attention.

His nimble fingers seized them and immediately found my protruding nipples, twisting and rubbing them in circles.

“Oooo yes! That’s soooo good!” Not only was fake Holmes a master detective, he was a master at tweaking horny tits!

After my nips got so hard they almost hurt, he turned his attention to my bouncing butt, grabbing both cheeks and squeezing.

“Uhhh!” I gasped, fucking him even harder. Anytime a lover played with my ass, it was pretty much guaranteed I was going to become super-slutty.

I smashed my drenched pussy on top of him, going as fast as I could. Our moans got louder, and I’m sure the wooden door wasn’t masking them. Well, maybe we would turn the shop owner on, and she’d get some nice self-loving in.

I didn’t care how vocal we were. I just needed to cum so badly. I needed to spill my time traveling juices all over Holmes and have him shoot his salty seed up into my tight cunt.

“Oh God Watson, I… I cannot contain myself!”

“Ohhhh fuuuuck! Don’t hold back Holmes. Fill me up good with your crafty cum! Empty every ounce into my slutty hole!”

If he was shocked by a woman being that vulgar, he didn’t have time to show it. His face contorted in orgasmic bliss, and his penis pulsed, before unloading a torrent of cum up into me.

I came a split second later, hanging onto him for dear life as my body shook uncontrollably. My fluids spurt out of me as his shot into me, our juices creating a sexy medley.

I put my arms and head on his chest and rode the waves of orgasmic ecstasy. Fuck, he was cumming a lot. He literally was trying to fill my pussy to capacity.

When he eventually stopped and pulled out of me, glops of his cum seeped out of my tight hole, joined by a few last spurts of my own nectar. Damn, that was one good fucking. Solving mysteries was totally the best!

He wrapped his arms around me and held me gently. I closed my eyes and rode his rhythmic breathing as I got my own under control.

“You are a wonderful assistant,” he told me, rubbing my back.

“You are a wonderful pussy detective,” I replied, snuggling into him more closely.

“It is very rewarding work!”

I giggled and ticked his sides. I knew we had to track down the marzipan meanie, but I was very content to use Holmes as a pillow for a while longer.

My naked companion sniffed the air. “What is that odor?”

“Hey!” I complained. That’s not what you said to a lady after a romp in the hay.

“Not you, Watson. You smell lovely.”

“Oh. Thanks Holmes!” I put my nostrils to work, seeing if I could detect the mystery smell. “Is it… fish?”

“Yes! You have a beautiful nose, Watson.”

I grinned. I usually got complimented on other assets, but I’d take having a nifty nose.

“Why does it smell like fish?”

“Our culprit must have been around jousters.”

“She was around medieval knights?”

“Not jousters. Jousters, Watson!”

I blinked. Um, what? I quickly scanned through the mission briefing in my mind. Oh right.

"Fish mongers!”

“Right Watson!”

I smiled, happy to have pleased him. Jousters were women who traveled to different towns selling fish.

“Do you know where they usually sell their wares in London?”

“Of course. The game’s afoot, Watson!”

He dragged me to my feet, his growing cock brushing against my leg.

My eyes bulged. “Wow Holmes, already?” That was some quick recovery time.

“Er, yes, being in your presence is quite arousing.”

I threw my arms around his neck. “Aw, you say the sweetest things.” I gave him a big smooch. “Take me, Holmes!”

He seized upon my breathless request, grabbing my hips and propelling me forward onto his shaft.

“Oh God!” I shrieked as I was penetrated. He kissed me passionately and felt up my ass like it was his property.

Oh yeah, I loved being a Sherlock slut!

After letting him fuck the shit out of me, we got back into our clothes and hurried out. I left some money with the shop owner, telling her it was for the mess. I didn’t elaborate after she gave me a quizzical look. I didn’t exactly want to blurt out we had fucked in the dressing room and jizzed all over the place.

We took another hansom cab to Billingsgate on the north shore of the Thames near London Bridge.  At this point in history, Billingsgate was the largest fish market in the world, filled with booths, Italianate style buildings, and colorful language. In fact, the fishmongers of Billingsgate were infamous for their vulgarity. So I was hoping I’d learn some new-old curse words I could bust out when I was surrendering my pussy to my favorite detective.

What wasn’t as nice was the overpowering smell of fish. I was given regular injections at HQ that helped my nose filter out the most obnoxious historical smells, but even with that, the fishy odor was unmistakable.

I buried my face in Holmes’s collar and breathed deeply.

“Watson, what on earth are you doing?”

“You smell better than the fish.”

“Oh. Er, many thanks.” He seemed unsure whether to take it as a compliment. Okay, so being told you smell better than fish wasn’t the greatest accolade. I’d make it up to him later by heaping praise on his wonderful cock as it penetrated my tight and needy pussy.

We had changed to plainer clothes, looking like dock workers. Holmes rightly surmised we would draw less attention that way and give us a better opportunity to find our prey. I was happy to get out of the cumbersome dress. It was beautiful and lovely, but I felt much more ready for action in my current clothes. Though I could check “Get Fucked in an Elegant Victorian Gown” off my list of ways to have sex. Yup, I really did keep a sex list. Hey, it was important to be diverse when fucking.

We negotiated the crowd of shoppers and hawkers, getting jostled. This was probably a great place for pickpockets. I still had the time jumper tied to my inner thigh, so there was no risk of it getting stolen.

I caught a glimpse of a brilliant red dress ahead of us.

I clasped my companion’s arm. “Holmes, look!”

He followed my finger. “Good show, Watson.”

Before we could take another step, the woman turned. And looked right at us.

And totally took my breath away. Piercing green eyes stared at me from quite possibly the most gorgeous face I had ever seen. It was framed by long, dark brown hair and capped by a mischievous smile.

My pussy twitched, aching for this beautiful criminal to explore its depths.

She winked at me, then disappeared into the crowd.

Shit! I barreled through the crush of people.

“Watson, wait!”

“C’mon Holmes, the game’s afoot!” I cried over my shoulder, loving that I got to use one of his favorite catchphrases.

I received a bunch of those famous Billingsgate curses as I shoved my way through the blockade of fish patrons. I caught glimpses of red as I hurtled forward and heard Holmes’s cries behind me. But I wasn’t about to slow down. Nothing stopped me from catching criminals. Especially super-hot ones that would hopefully lick my pussy!

The lady in red ducked into an alley. I entered several seconds after and found it deserted. Dammit.

An iron door groaned shut on the left side of the narrow corridor. I sprinted for it, reaching it just as Holmes rounded the alley, chest heaving.

“Holmes, hurry up,” I chastised. “She went in here!”

I burst through the door before he could reply. The wooden stairs creaked above me.

I barreled up them, determined to capture the hot ass trying to escape.

At the top, I crashed through another door. Where my face met something hard. Stars clouded my vision, soon followed by blackness, as I felt myself falling.




Chapter 4

Consciousness returned slowly. My head throbbed as things came into focus.

My hands were tied above me to a low-hanging beam. My legs bound tightly together and fastened to a metal ring on the floor. Oh, and I was totally naked.

And I wasn’t alone.

The woman in red stood before me, smiling.

“I’m glad you’re awake,” she said in the sultriest voice I had ever heard. “I have such naughty plans for you.”

I shivered. “Oh, um, that’s nice. Who… who are you?”

She moved closer, her brilliant green eyes inches from mine. “My name is Moriarty.”

I gulped. Uhh, what?

I struggled uselessly against my bonds. She had really tied me tight, my naked body totally on display, arms stretched above me, legs bound together.

The beautiful woman before me moved closer, swishing her lovely dark brown hair over her shoulder. She was Latin American, tall, and had the most mesmerizing eyes I had ever seen. Her cleavage showed off quite possibly the most perfect pair of tits in all of history. And that was saying something because I’ve seen a lot of amazing tits during my trips through time.

My breath caught as her sensually curved body almost touched mine. My nipples grew and hardened, begging for her to put her lovely lips on them.

“My my, already excited I see.” Her accent was an exotic mix: Brazilian, English, and French.

I glanced down. Yup, my stupid nips were quivering and telling her exactly how turned on I was. Why did all these criminals have to be so hot? Wait, nevermind, that was awesome!

“I’m always excited,” I replied. “It has nothing to do with your huge tits, beautiful eyes, and sexy lips I want to kiss so bad!” Oops, I really had to work on not giving everything away to bad guys, er, girls.

She traced her long fingers up my thigh, making me shiver. “Why thank you. You’re a very complimentary captive.”

I trembled as her hands moved across my hips to the small of my back. “Well it never hurts to be polite. But, um, why am I tied up without any clothes?”

“So I can turn you into my willing slut.”

I inhaled sharply. Fuck, I really wanted to be this woman’s slut. But I also needed to find out what she was up to.

“Hey I like being a slut as much as the next girl. Okay, probably a lot more than the next girl, but I want some questions answered first.”

“You do realize you’re in no position to be making demands.”

Oh sure, she had to use stupid logic. “This is the perfect time to make demands. It gives you plenty of time to stare at my super-nudeness. Including these bad girls.” I shook my perky tits. Well, as much as I could within my bonds.

She licked her lips, and her fingers pressed into my back. “You make an excellent point. Very well I will answer your questions, but for every one, you will receive five spankings, doubling for each question.”

“Hey that’s not fair.”

Her hands traveled south and seized my feisty ass. I gasped, loving how her fingers were kneading into my flesh.

“Now we will start with ten spankings.”

“Wait, what happened to five?”

She gave me another look that told me she was about to increase the number.

“Okay, okay! I agree to all the spankings.”

I was going to agree to whatever she wanted. Her hands were doing things to my ass that were turning me into putty.

“What’s your first question, my lovely slut?”

I sighed loudly. It was so nice being called a lovely slut. But it was hard to concentrate when an evil temptress was in control of my butt. “W… what happened to my companion?” I was hoping this sexy sneak hadn’t hurt him.

She squeezed my ass particularly hard, forcing an erotic moan out of my breathless mouth. “Oh, you mean Sherlock Holmes? Don’t worry, he’s safe. He’s merely taking a nap.”

Sherlock? How the heck did she know he was going by that moniker? It’d be a few years before Doyle would publish the first Holmes story, so the name should be an unknown quantity.

“Yes my dear I know all about Doyle’s alter ego. But the one I want to learn more about is you.” She dug her fingers into my supple flesh, bringing me up on my toes.

“Holy shit, you’re an ass-controlling goddess!”

She smiled and patted my butt before moving her hands upward, sifting through my long locks and brushing my cheek. “You’re a beautiful creature.”

I sighed. I really had a weakness for romantic, take charge women. “Oh, th… thanks. You’re pretty sweet for a criminal.”

Her smile grew more radiant, and I got completely lost in her beauty.

Her full lips pressed against mine. I tasted jasmine and apricot and melted into her kiss, my mouth soon parting and letting her agile tongue inside. It twisted and twirled around mine. While her hands roamed my body, touching me in places that made me surrender to her even more.

I nearly forgot where I was, when I was. There was just her lips and her body against mine. It was heaven.

Unfortunately, I realized I should probably do stupid time cop stuff. I didn’t really know if this lady was a bad guy or not, but she knew way too much about Doyle/Holmes. And she did tie me up. Of course, I would have totally let her do that anyway. How else was I supposed to be an awesome time travel slut?

When she finally pulled back from the kiss, I stood with my eyes closed and mouth open, feeling lightheaded. I would have probably swooned if I wasn’t so securely bound.

“That was nice,” she said in her low, sultry voice.

“Ohhh, y… yeah… nice.” Way to be eloquent Riles.

“W… why did you steal the marzipan recipe?” I asked, trying to get back on track with the mission.

“So I could spread the chocolate all over your gorgeous body and lick it up.”

Ohh fuck, this woman had game. My pussy got super-moist as I envisioned my naughty bits covered in gooey chocolate and her warm, supple tongue probing every sensitive part of me.

“That’s the best motive I’ve ever heard,” I gushed. “Make me your chocolate slut!”

She laughed. Deep and all sexy like. Yup, I was totally going to let her do whatever she wanted to me. And then I’d find out her sneaky plan.

“You are delightfully charming.”

“Yup, I’m pretty irresistible,” I replied with my most irresistible smile.

She touched my pussy lips, just barely piercing them with the tip of her finger.

“Ohhh!” I moaned, surprised by her sneaky probing.

She placed her finger in her mouth and slowly sucked my juices off it. Fuuuuuck, that was so hot. And fuck I was getting so much wetter.

“I can see why,” she told me, licking her lips like she had just tasted the most amazing substance on earth. Damn, was my naughty sauce that delicious? I mean, of course it was. I was one tasty squirter!

Her hands found my hips again, her mouth a millimeter away from mine. “You know you’re much naughtier than I ever expected a Time Cop to be.”

Uh oh. “Um, what’s a time cop? Someone who arrests people for being late. I’d be in jail all the time then because I have a real tardiness problem.”

She smiled at me with those lovely jade eyes of hers. They were making it really hard to lie.

She walked to a chair, where my clothes were neatly arranged and plucked a device from them.

She held it up in front of me: my time jumper, disguised as a container of face powder.

“Oh that’s okay, I don’t need any right now. I mean I’m just going to get all sweaty when you dominate me like a good sexy slut, right?” I was hoping I could distract her by getting her to fantasize about fucking my nubile body.

“That is definitely going to happen. But when would you like to do it? Ancient Egypt? The Renaissance? The Roaring 20s?”

I would do it with her in all those time periods and any other ones she wanted to visit. But I had a big problem: she knew I was a Time Cop, which meant she was also from the future and was up to some sneaky time bandit mischief.

To prove my assumption, she flicked open my time jumper, the circular device lighting up in soft blues and greens.

“Okay, okay, I’m a Time Cop. But can’t we just be friends and fuck each other’s brains out?”

She pressed her ridiculously curvy body against mine. “We can absolutely fuck. A lot. Friends?” She draped her arms around my neck. “That depends on what you intend to do after all the fucking.”

“I intend to spray all my juicy cum all over you!” I announced way too loudly. “Oh, um, see I’m a really huge squirter.”

She gyrated slowly against my hips. “Now you’re really turning me on. But you realize I expect you to drink up all my cum first?”

“Yes please! You can cum on my tits, my ass, well pretty much everywhere you want. You’re so fucking hot!” I had dropped the English accent and the Victorian-speak. There was no need since she was from my time.

She smiled. “Maybe we can be friends after all.”

She kissed me, and it made my whole body quiver. I knew I needed to capture her and send her back to the future. She obviously had some larger plan than stealing a food recipe. And even if that was her only plan, she wasn’t allowed to go back in time to do that. Yes I know, I wasn’t supposed to go back in time and fuck a bunch of famous historical figures. But it was totally okay when I did it. Why? Duh, because I’m super-horny and I need my tight pussy fucked all the time.

Speaking of which, that needed to happen right now. My motto was “Fuck first, arrest later.” Time bandits might as well have some kinky sex before they go to jail. And I had a feeling this lady was really kinky. My kind of gal!

Her fingers ran along my slit. “I’ve changed my mind. I can’t resist this perfect pussy so you, lucky girl, will get to be fucked first.”

“Yes yes yes! Please finger me deep and hard.”

She immediately satisfied my request, easily penetrating me with two digits and sliding all the way in.

“Ohhhh fuuuccck!” Her fingers felt so good within my warmth, curling and massaging just the right spot.

“Do you like that, my beautiful slut?”

“Ohhh fuck yes!” The sultry way she spoke, being called a beautiful slut sounded like the most amazing compliment in the universe.

She slid in and out of me as her other hand seized my right boob, caressing it and flicking my nipple between her fingers. Fuck, this woman knew what she was doing.

I twisted left and right, barely able to move from how I was bound. Her pussy plunging got more intense, and my nipple was soon in her mouth, her playful lips teasing it wonderfully.

“You love being a Time Cop whore, don’t you?”

“Ohhhh hell yeah! It’s my favorite fucking thing!” That was very true. There was nothing better than having sex with hot people from the past. Or the future in this case.

“You realize you’re completely helpless and I can do whatever I want to you.” She twirled her fingers and made me moan loudly.

“Oh fuck yes I love it! Ravage my slutty body. Show me what a good sex toy I can be!”

She smiled and completely showed me what a good sex toy I could be. I uttered every slutty confession I could think of as my body vibrated from her sinful fingering. She was slamming my pussy so hard, the waves of pleasure were almost too much to bear.

She pressed her lips to mine, and I tasted her sexy sweetness again.

Then those lovely lips moved to my ear. “Cum for me, my gorgeous slut.”

I came for her. Long and hard. Shrieking and moaning. Spurting out glops of my juicy liquid, coating my thighs and legs and her dress. Damn, I was ruining so many nice clothes today with my naughty squirting. I’d have to apologize to Jade when I got back to headquarters. Maybe if I ate out her tight pussy, she’d forgive me. If not, she could always tie me up and punish me with sexy spankings for being such a cheeky time cop.

Speaking of cheeks, my two bare ones behind my hips were getting grabbed by my new mistress. And then a cum-coated finger entered my tiny hole.

“Oh God, I love anal!” I confessed. Why the heck was I telling her all this? I was revealing my kinky weaknesses. That wasn’t going to help me capture this comely crook. But it was going to help me be the biggest Victorian whore in England!

“I knew you would,” she replied, like she knew everything about my naughty kinks. “Let’s get nice and deep in there.”

“Uhhhhhh,” I groaned as her index finger worked its way in my super-tiny hole. She rapidly rubbed my clit at the same time, making me continue splattering her and myself with my nectar.

My ass squeezed her finger tightly, and my pussy opened its floodgates like she had complete control over my dam.

I was exhausted when she finally let me stop squirting and gave my ass a rest. My head drooped, my sweaty hair dangling in my face.

She brushed my wet strands back and took my cheeks, lifting my face and kissing me gently. The cum from her fingers stuck to my face. I tasted it on my lips as she placed her cute fingers in my mouth, making me clean her.

“You’re an excellent Time Cop,” she told me.

“Thank you! It’s about time someone recognized how helpful my penchant for kinky sex is.”

She laughed. It was lovely, cute, and sensual. “I’m glad you were the one who got assigned to pursue me.”

“I always request the hottest time criminals to go after.” It was true I always requested that, but I just got a grumpy harrumph from the Chief when I did. But this time it totally worked out!

“That’s a very good policy.”

“Yup, I’m really smart. Can I lick your cute pussy now?”

She laughed again. “My my, aren’t we eager?”

“When it comes to super-sexy women’s cunts, you bet!”

“Well then, how can I say no? And I should slip out of this since you covered it in your delectable cum.”

“Oops, sorry. But you know that was totally your fault.”

“I am good at making beautiful women into submissive sex toys.”

“Oh God, you’re the best!” I readily agreed.

She smiled and stepped back. In one motion, her dress fell off, landing in a heap on the ground. And revealing the most perfect female form I had ever seen. Her tits were large and firm. Her hips curved around her waist in ways that made my pussy tremble. Her ass, which she nicely showed me by spinning around, was the kind of booty that sent my knees shaking. Juicy enough to have a sexy jiggle but also tight enough to bounce quarters off it. Why would I be bouncing change off her butt? Um, I probably wouldn’t. We didn’t even use physical currency in the future. I just wanted to grab that perky posterior and never let go!

“Like what you see?” she asked as she turned back to me.

My mouth was hanging open like a total dork. I was really good at that. Just ask Em.

“You are the sexiest fucking thing I have ever seen. In any time period.”

I thought I caught the faintest hint of a blush across her lovely cheeks. Oo, was I actually getting to this criminal hottie? Yes! I was so good at flirting. I would have to give Emily tons of lessons so she could get her cute pussy fucked night and day like me.

“Such a flatterer. Just for that, I’m going to let you drink every ounce of my cum and bathe your beautiful face in it.”

“I love drinking sexy cum!” I announced unnecessarily. But hey, it was true. If there was a hot woman involved, odds are I’d be lapping up boatloads of her cum. Just ask Anne Bonny.

I sighed, thinking of my lost love. The fiery redhead had really done a number on me. Both on my body and heart. But you know what they say, the way to get over heartbreak is to travel back in time and have super-kinky sex with a crazy hot dominatrix. What, they don’t say that? Well, Riley Shu does, so don’t worry, everyone will be soon. I’m totally a trendsetter!

I was on the floor before I knew what happened, my arms tied above my head to a rickety radiator, my thighs still bound tightly.

Moriarty deposited her sexy ass on me reverse cowgirl style, and the most perfect pair of pussy lips were planted on my mouth.

I immediately got to work, licking along my captor’s slit, tasting her instantly. She had one delicious pussy!

“Ohhhh yes, that’s it,” she purred, gyrating her hips.

I stuck my tongue inside her. Her pussy clamped around it, pulling it in as deep as possible.

I tongue fucked her good, twirling and twisting inside her until I found the spots that made her tremble and moan the most.

Hey gooey goodness seeped out, running down my throat. I had no choice but to drink up everything she gave. I was completely at her mercy. And I fucking loved it!

I was getting pretty wet myself, since Moriarty had decided to play with my clit while I did my tongue tango within her sweet folds. I moaned into her lips as she tweaked my nubile nub just enough to make my body go rigid but not enough to make me cum.

“Ohhhh yes! Fuck me harder you time slut!”

I obeyed, probing her with even more intensity before switching to her lovely clit. It was poking profusely out of its hood and gave me plenty to work with. I flicked it with my tongue, then drew circles around it. Her hips bucked wildly, her nectar dripping onto my mouth and face.

“Ohhh God! Yes! Yes!! Make me cum all over your filthy whore face.”

Filthy whore face? Geez, this lady didn’t hold back with the slutty commands. C’mon, I took a shower every day. Though I guess you could say I was filthy with all the cum that was on me. Oh, who was I kidding? I was going to let her squirt all over me no matter what she called me.

And that’s exactly what she did. Her body tensed briefly, before loosing a boatload of sweet Brazilian sauce, flooding my mouth and face. It was like one of those old soda fountain machines was spraying right into my mouth. Damn, and I thought I was a crazy squirter. This woman was a champion.

I took it like a good little slut as she rubbed her pussy all over my face and tits.

I stared at her back and ass. She was like a sensual snake, her body writhing and squirting and looking like the hottest thing ever.

After spraying a few more tasty glops on me, she turned and collapsed, nestling up beside me and licking my face. Oh shit, she was lapping up her cum. That was so fucking hot! I loved this bad girl.

“You are very talented at pleasuring pussies,” she told me between licks.

“Thanks! You provided excellent motivation.”

“Yes, you enjoy being tied up, don’t you?”

“I fucking love it! Um, I mean, yeah it’s not bad.” I really had to stop blurting out all my secrets to criminals.

“Then you won’t mind staying that way a while longer.”

I shivered. Oh man, what other debauchery did she have planned?

“Okay sure, but I need to inform you that you’re totally under arrest. And after all the kinky fucking, I need to take you back to the future.” Not exactly the way I was supposed to read a criminal their rights, but it was way more fun.

“I’m sorry my dear, but I don’t have time to be arrested right now. And while I would love nothing better than to explore every ounce of your delicious body, I have to make sure nothing gets in the way of my plan.”

She kissed me deeply. I tasted both her and myself on her lips. It was an intoxicating mixture. I kissed her back with equal fervor, letting my tongue play along hers.

Her lips parted from mine much too quickly. In a blur, she was up and dressed, heading for the door.

“Hey wait! You can’t leave me like this.”

“Sorry, my beautiful time cop. I can’t have you getting in my way. Besides, you look too perfect: tied up, covered in cum, completely helpless.”

“I am totally going to kick your ass!” I struggled uselessly against my bonds. “Um, that is when I get out of here and clean all your tasty cum off me.”

“I look forward to it.” She gave me a sexy smirk, then disappeared out the door.

I sighed. This wasn’t the first time I had been tied up naked and covered in sexy sauce by a criminal. I really had to stop falling for sexy crooks.

I wiggled around, trying to figure out how I was going to escape when Holmes burst in, looking disheveled and rubbing his head.

“Holmes!” I cried, very relieved to see him.

“Watson, thank goodness I’ve found you. Good lord dear lady, you’re covered in cum.”

Nothing got by Sherlock. “Um, yes, Moriarty tied me up and made me spill all my sweet juices.”

“The fiend! She rendered me unconscious. When I woke, I heard screaming and thought you were being tortured. I was quite worried.”

I smiled. What an old softie. “Oh Holmes, that’s very gallant of you. But don’t worry, it was extremely sexy torture, the kind I love.”

He took in my nude, wet body, the bulge in his pants growing quickly. “Indeed Watson, I have seen how talented you are at leaking your womanly virtue.”

Womanly virtue? Okay, when he said stuff like that in his sexy Scottish accent, I had no choice but to fuck him.

“Holmes, I need to expel so much more of my womanly virtue and you’re the only one who can help me.” Moriarty had worked me into a tizzy without giving me the sweet release I needed. So I desperately needed Sherlock’s wonderful cock deep inside me.

“Watson, this isn’t the time for naked frolicking. We have a criminal to catch.”

“Holmes! It’s always the time for naked frolicking. And besides, she’s long gone. We can look for clues after you dominate my desperate pussy. Can’t you see how much it needs you?”

I shook my hips. The sunlight streaming through the skylight gleamed off the moisture on my lower lips.

Sherlock had his clothes off faster than you could say “Elementary” and brought his full weight to bear, spearing me with his sexy shaft.

“Ohh fuck, that’s the spot!” I squealed, loving his magnificent meat between my thighs.

“Watson, your pussy is the most divine mystery I’ve ever discovered.”

Fuck it, I loved it when he said stuff like that. “Take me Holmes! My body is yours!”

He thrust into me deeply, my submissive requests spurring him on. It also probably didn’t hurt that I was tied up and completely helpless. Even the great Sherlock Holmes couldn’t resist a nubile young woman, naked and bound and pleading to be ravaged.

And boy did he ravage me. He smashed my needy pussy, my moans echoing off the walls of the small room.

I encouraged him to go harder, faster. My limbs pulled against my tight bonds, wanting to thrash around so badly. It just drove me more wild that I could barely move.

“Watson, your womanhood is so tight!”

Fuck yeah it was. My pussy squeezed Sherlock’s shaft every time it entered me, like I was trying to milk every last ounce of semen out of him.

I think I was very successful. His body tightened just before he unleashed a torrent of cum inside me. I felt his slick seed shoot up into me, filling my cavern, making me his Sherlock slut.

I followed with my own orgasms just after his. My nectar flowed outward as his shot inward. A sexy medley of illicit juices. Man, I loved being a historical slut!

“Holmes, cum on my tits!” I ordered, wanting to feel even sluttier.

He pulled out and sprayed the rest of his seed on my breasts and stomach. And even managed to get some up onto my mouth and face. Okay, this was ridiculous. I was now covered in three different varieties of cum: Moriarty’s, Sherlock’s, and my own. And by ridiculous, I meant amazing.

He collapsed on top of me, post-cum dribbling onto my stomach and pooling into my belly button. I leaked out a little more of my gift, panting along with my mystery-solving lover.

“Watson, you are the most remarkable woman I’ve ever met.”

“Thanks Holmes. You’re pretty swell yourself.”

I closed my eyes and melted into the wonderful warm weight of his body pressed against me. Yes! I had totally captivated Holmes. I was so talented!

He untied me and we found a washroom, where we managed to get most of the cum off us.

I retrieved my clothes and slipped them on but then realized something was missing. I frantically searched the room.

“Watson, what’s wrong my good woman?”

My eyes went wide. Moriarty had taken my time jumper.

I was stuck in Victorian England.




Chapter 5

I paced back and forth inside 221B Baker Street, the sweet sounds of a violin juxtaposed with my anxiousness.

“My dear woman,” Holmes commented, interrupting his playing. “You’re going to wear a hole in the carpet. And I haven’t even rented the apartment yet.”

Doyle/Holmes was considering renting a place in London, so he could get to know the city better and be inspired to write his Sherlock character he was currently portraying. The fact that he was considering the address the fictional Holmes would take up residence in during all his amazing literary exploits was pretty fucking cool.

What was not cool was super-sexy Moriarty had stolen my time jumper and left me stranded in Victorian England. Hence my pacing and fretting. I had to find her and get it back. Assuming she hadn’t already time jumped. Fuck, then I was really screwed.

“Holmes, you don’t understand. It’s… a family heirloom. It’s really important.” The time jumper was disguised as face powder, but I carried it in a stylish-looking reticule, which Moriarty also took. I figured Holmes would buy the family heirloom story more easily than tales of time travel.

“Watson, I promise we’ll retrieve it. And apprehend the fiendish Moriarty. She won’t escape our clutches. But I must think through the case and mull the clues over in my mind.”

“Okay, okay,” I pouted, plopping on the couch. “I’ll be quiet.”

I threw my feet up on one end and lay back, intertwining my fingers behind my head. I closed my eyes and tried to relax into the violin’s sweet yet mournful melody. Doyle was a skilled musician. It made sense why he had his Sherlock character also play the violin. Witnessing the birth of the greatest literary character in history was fascinating. And if I wasn’t stuck back here in time, I could fully enjoy it.

Stupid Moriarty. And her stupid sexy curves, gorgeous eyes, and full lips. Okay, mostly stupid me. For letting her get the jump on me and ravage my body like it was her personal plaything. But fuck, it was so awesome! She controlled my pussy like she had been studying it her whole life. Which was a very worthwhile academic pursuit. Riley Pussy Licking 101 was one of the most popular courses at the Time Academy.

My fingers roamed southward, rubbing my crotch over the fabric of my pants. Dammit, thinking about what Moriarty did to me was making me horny. Well, actually anytime I was just sitting around doing nothing made me horny. As you might have figured out, I was horny almost all the time.

Well, time to do something about it. I sprang off the couch and marched up to Holmes, who had his eyes closed like he was making love to his violin.

“Play me,” I announced.

His eyes popped open. “Pardon?”

“Play my pussy like your violin. You know fucking me helps you think through a case.”

“B… but Watson,” he sputtered. “This is most unusual. A bow is not meant to be used in that manner.”

“So you’re saying my pussy is too intricate and mysterious for you to master?” I leaned against him, letting my breath fall hot and heavy on his ear.

The bow in his pants sprang to life, its wonderful girth pressing against me. “My dear lady, Sherlock Holmes does not turn down a challenge.”

“That’s the spirit Holmes! Now play my pussy like it’s the sweetest-sounding violin in the world.”

He had my clothes off in seconds. I could really motivate people to strip me fast.

He spun me around, my bare ass bouncing against his rod, his strong arms encircling my waist, one resting on my hip, the other holding the bow poised above my waiting lips.

I trembled, anticipating the violin instrument’s touch. I also loved being naked while my partner was clothed. It made me feel like I had to do whatever they commanded. 

“Oh wait, tie me up first.”

“Watson, you are a very scandalous woman.”

“Elementary, Holmes. Use Moriarty’s rope.” I had snatched the bonds the sexy fiend had used to tie me up before we left the docks. I never missed an opportunity to be bound and fucked like a Victorian whore.

I instructed him to loop the rope around a beam in the ceiling and tie my hands above me, talking him through the best way to tie knots that would make sure I couldn’t get free.

“Watson, your knowledge of knots is most impressive. Have you spent much time at sea?”

“Nope. I’ve spent a lot of time being tied up and fucked!”

Holmes blushed at my frank admission. “Madam, you are truly a marvel.”

“My pussy is a marvel too. Get to it Holmes!”

He snatched his violin bow off the desk. And promptly smacked me in the ass with it.

“Ah! Holmes!”

“Watson, since you are the bound, naked one, I feel I should be the one giving the orders.”

Oh shit, Holmes was taking charge of my nude, nubile body. I loved it!

“You’re right Holmes. I’m sorry I was so naughty. Please give me more spankings to show me how to behave.”

He whapped my jiggling butt several more times, making me yelp and whimper cutely.

“Watson, your posterior moves in the most sensual ways.”

“Ohh, thanks Holmes. That’s really sweet.” I worked hard to make my ass a temple of sexual perfection, making sure it was tone but not too firm where it didn’t bounce and shake and make guys and gals cum in their pants.

“I… I think I’ve learned my lesson. Could you please play my pussy?”

“Do not fret Watson. I will attend to your needy womanhood.”

Okay, so his foreplay needed a little work. But I didn’t care. I was getting fucked by Sherlock Holmes. And it was taking my mind off my stolen time jumper.

He seized my hips from behind again, his body pressed tightly against mine. The bow ran along my stomach, angling downward until it found my lips. I gasped and shook, not prepared for what it would feel like. The horsehair ribbon tickled my pussy while the rosin on the hair made it slightly sticky, giving some friction as it moved across my lips.

“Oh fuck, Holmes! That… that feels amazing.”

He ran the bow back and forth, lubricating my perky pussy. The ribbon parted my lips, slipping every so slightly inside me and sending an intoxicating shudder through me. He played my slit like a master violinist, making me utter a symphony of sultry moans.

He commanded me to change decibels and pitch as he played, changing speeds and intensity. I had no choice but to obey. He had just as much control over my pussy as he did his violin strings. I was putty in his capable hands, begging him to let me cum.

“Not yet Watson. I’m still working through the case. Moan louder, good woman!”

“Ohhhh fuck! Yes! Yes Holmes! I’ll do whatever you want.”

I gave him my sexiest groans and cutest cries, my body vibrating from the bow’s ministrations.

The ribbon hit my clit, intensifying my delirium. “Fuck, fuucck, fuuuuuucccck! I need to cum! I need to cum so bad! Holmes, have you figured it out yet?”

I loved being teased as much as the next girl, but I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out. I had no idea when I suggested the violin sex exactly how effective it would be. I was totally going to have to tell Em all about this. Or even better, demonstrate it!

“Eureka! That’s it!” He hit my clit just right, and I exploded, screaming long and loud and gushing my gift all over my legs and the floor.

My cum coated the bow, letting it slide more easily across my saturated lips. Holmes kept playing, making sure I squirted out everything that was inside me.

A fountain poured out from between my legs. I had no control over my body. An orgasmic earthquake was going off inside me, and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

When my leaking slowed to a dribble, he finally removed the bow, inspecting it.

“Watson, this is completely covered in your natural gift.”

I sighed. Okay, sometimes he really did have serious game. “I… I’ll clean it off for you, Holmes.”

I stuck my tongue out, indicating my willingness to continue being slutty. He raised the bow to it, and I licked my juices off it. It took a while to clean the entire thing. I had swallowed a lot of myself by the time I was done. And was feeling like a total Sherlock slut.

Holmes untied me, and I collapsed into his arms, my legs too shaky to stand.

“Please don’t let go, Holmes.”

“Never madam.”

He carried me into the bedroom, laying me gently on the bed. He climbed in behind me, wrapping me up in a warm cocoon.

He held my trembling body, kissing me sweetly along the nape of my neck.

I closed my eyes, entirely content to fall asleep within his protective embrace.




***




I woke and stretched, working the kinks out of my limbs. My pussy felt a little raw. Guess it wasn’t meant to be a musical instrument. But it was totally worth it! I bet I’m the only woman who could say she was Sherlock Holmes’s slutty violin. I was building up quite the sexual resume. Em would be so proud! Okay, actually she’d scold me for being ridiculous but would secretly be proud. A raging nympho was totally waiting to burst out of her good girl facade.

Holmes was sitting in a chair next to the bed, gazing at me.

“Hi,” I greeted him sleepily. “Watching me sleep?”

“Er, yes. I hope you don’t mind Watson. It’s very soothing gazing upon your resting form.”

Damn, Doyle should have totally written romance novels in addition to his Sherlock stuff.

“You mean this form?” I pushed the sheet off me and continued stretching, posing my body seductively.

“Egad Watson, there has never been a more beautiful creature on this earth.”

Okay, that did it. “Holmes, take me!”

He leapt on top of me. I quickly undid his trousers and felt his warm girth enter me. I wrapped my legs around his hips and matched his motions.

We made love for a long time. Until his sweet seed filled me and I lay panting, leaking out both his fluids and mine.

“Okay Holmes,” I said, patting his chest. “What have you figured out about Moriarty? We have to find her.”

“Do not fret, Watson. We will. I believe I have figured out her plan.”

“Really? That’s… oh fuck… amazing!” In my excitement, I wound up clenching my pussy muscles, eking out more of his milky gift while causing a mini-orgasm within my folds.

“As are you, my dear woman. Now, what do a marzipan recipe, a dress shop, and a fish market all have in common?”

“Um, they’re all places you fucked my tight, little pussy?”

“No. Well, yes, that is true. And your womanhood is indeed delightfully snug.”

I smiled and kissed him. Ah yeah, Sherlock Holmes just said I had a super-tight cunt. Total score!

“Okay, let’s see,” I continued, pondering his question more seriously. “We have fancy dresses, fish, and desert.”

I snapped my fingers. “Some kind of party or gala.”

“Well done, Watson.”

I beamed. His praise gave me a lovely warm feeling inside. The other warm feeling was from all the jizz he pumped into me.

“Is there a gala tonight?”

“There is, my good woman. Hosted by Lady Dawson, famous for her love of chocolate covered marzipan.”

“That has to be it! We’re totally crashing that party.”

“Watson, how will smashing things at the soirée help us?”

“Oh, sorry, I mean we need to sneak in to that gala.”

“Capital idea. How are you at dancing, Watson?”

I smiled and rolled him over, straddling him before smooching him again. “As good as I am at fucking!”

I hopped up, snatching my clothes.

It was time to get my groove on!




Chapter 6

Lady Dawson’s gala was as posh as you could imagine. I marveled at the glittering chandeliers and fancy food, my right arm hooked in Holmes’s, my left hand resting on his forearm. I felt very ladylike, which is how absolutely no one described me.

“Let’s dance!” I told my nattily dressed companion before yanking him onto the open space in the center of the luxurious ballroom.

“Watson, how will partaking in frivolity help us solve the case?”

“Duh, I mean, elementary. We can scope out the entire room from the dance floor while remaining inconspicuous.”

“Capital idea, Watson. You are a most clever assistant.”

“Thanks, Holmes. Also, it will give you an excuse to rub your big cock against me.”

He sputtered something nonsensical, still not used to my forthright sexual commentary. But a nice bulge formed in his pants, so I got the desired effect.

We found a spot among the dancers and launched into a Viennese Waltz. My parents said I was dancing as soon as I came out of the womb, so I loved getting a chance to strut my stuff. It was also required Time Cop training to learn dances of various centuries so we could blend in effectively.

I put my left hand on my partner’s upper bicep and my other hand in his, stretched out to the right. We spun into a natural turn and began the quick movements. The Viennese Waltz was twice as fast as a normal Waltz and way more fun.

I floated across the dance floor, gazing into my partner’s eyes. “You’re pretty light on your feet, Holmes.”

“My talent pales in comparison to you, milady. You are like a goddess.”

I nearly swooned. And almost soaked my fresh pair of panties. “You’re getting laid like a hundred times later.”

“Laid? Why would I need to lay down while we’re on a case.  Are there clues on the floor?”

Oops. “I mean I’m going to fuck you until you spill every last drop of your Sherlock seed in my super-tight pussy.”

His cock almost burst out of his trousers. “Watson, we must finish this case posthaste.”

I smiled. Yup, my pussy was an excellent motivator.

We twirled around the room, the vibrant colors of the billowing dresses creating a rainbow.

And then I spotted her. Wearing a stunning red gown that took my breath away.

She gave me that same smile when she had left me tied up and covered in cum. Okay, that was it. This beautiful crook was going down. Though if she wanted to make me cum a whole bunch more, that would be totally acceptable.

“Holmes, I’m going after Moriarty. Stay here and keep an eye on Lady Dawson and the others.”

“Waston, wait! I…”

The rest of his sentence got swallowed by the crowd. I was already making a beeline for my quarry. Sherlock was supposed to be the hero, but in this tale, the super-sexy sidekick was going to apprehend the feisty criminal and cum all over her face. That last part wasn’t really necessary, but, fuck, I wanted her tongue in me so bad. Teasing every sensitive nook and cranny of my needy center.

I lifted my dress and hurried up the stairs, nearly knocking drinks out of uber-rich hands.

Moriarty strolled along the balcony surrounding the ballroom, swishing those sinful hips of hers.

She opened a door and disappeared inside.

I followed several seconds later, crouching into a fighting stance as soon as I entered. I wasn’t going to fall for her little trick twice.

But no trick this time. In fact, no Moriarty at all. The small study was empty.

A door on the other side was cracked, voices carrying from the next room.

I crept over and placed my ear to the door.

“Oh my, those chocolate marzipan truffles you brought were scrumptious,” a snooty-sounding, nasally voice cried. I recognized it as Lady Dawson.

“It was my pleasure,” Moriarty replied in her fake English accent that was totally spot-on. “I’m honored to be in a dwelling so luxurious and to be hosted by a woman as refined as yourself.”

I rolled my eyes. What a suck-up. The only sucking I wanted her to do was on my sensitive nipples and clit.

“And the fish you had delivered to my chef was an absolute delight,” Lady Snooty Pants continued. “Please, there must be some way I can repay you.”

“Well, there is one thing.”

“Name it, my dear.”

“It’s rumored you possess a wondrous Ancient Egyptian artifact.”

“Oh, I don’t know how these rumors start,” Dawson tittered. Yeah, right. She probably started the rumor herself, so everyone would talk about her. These Victorians needed to stop worrying about their social status and start having more kinky sex!

“But it’s true I do have something very special. Would you like to see?”

“Very much,” Moriarty responded with breathless enthusiasm.

I edged the door ever so slightly open, trying to get a peek at Dawson’s treasure. It had to be what Moriarty was here to steal. Too bad for her the only thing she’d be stealing would be my tasty cum. Well, not really stealing. I was going to very willingly give it to her.

Dawson slid a painting on the wall to the side, revealing a hidden safe. She dialed the combination, popped the safe, and gingerly brought out a black box.

She placed it on a desk and opened it. I couldn’t see what was inside, but Moriarty’s gasp told me it was exactly what she was looking for.

“May I?” she asked her host.

“Of course. Just please handle them delicately.”

Moriarty nodded reverently.

I craned my neck, beyond curious to find out why this minxy minx had traveled back in time.

She lifted a beautiful bracelet, coated in muted blues, reds, and golds. There was something attached to the center, but I was too far away to make it out. Probably one of the Ancient Egyptian gods or goddesses.

Dawson beamed, obviously delighted her guest was so taken with her prize possession. “Supposedly, these belonged to Cleopatra herself.”

Moriarty nodded, entranced by the bracelet. As she was marveling at it, the door burst open and one of the kitchen staff stumbled in.

“Beggin’ your pardon, ma’am. There’s a bit of a crisis with the desserts.”

“Oh no!” Dawson wailed. “I’m sorry, I must attend to this at once.”

Moriarty smiled. “Of course. May I study this more while you’re gone. I promise it won’t leave my sight.”

Dawson paused, mulling it over.

“Ma’am, the guests are startin’ to murmur that this isn’t the best gala of the season.”

“Take me to the kitchen at once!” She soared out of the room, the kitchen boy hot on her heels.

I had to hand it to my rival. She knew the perfect way to get Lady Dawson out of her hair, so she could nick the Egyptian goodies. Well, not on this Time Cop’s watch.

I flung the door open, pointing dramatically at the beautiful criminal as she placed the bracelet box in a small satchel. “Put the bag down and prepare to be fucked!”

She glanced over her shoulder, her lovely locks spilling across her tanned skin. “Is that the new way Time Cops apprehend criminals?”

“Yup! Well, not really, but it’s my way.”

“You’re an excellent agent of justice.”

“Thank you! I’m glad someone recognizes it. Actually, would you mind writing a letter to my Chief, saying how awesome I am? After I take you back and put you in jail, that is.”

“I’d be happy to. As long as I can include how talented you are at being tied up and treated like a total Victorian slut.”

My mouth dropped. Yikes. That’s definitely what I didn’t need the Chief hearing.

“Okay, that’s one hundred percent accurate, but keep that to yourself, you sneaky sexpot.”

She sighed and tied the satchel shut.

She faced me again, a twinkle in her eye. “I suppose this is the part where we have to resort to fisticuffs.”

“Or we could get naked and eat out each other’s tight cunts!”

She laughed. “Now that is a delightful idea. But I’m afraid I can’t let you stop me from absconding with these bracelets.”

“I’m going to abscond with your clothes after I kick your perky butt.”

“Excellent idea. A sex battle.”

“Yeah!” My eyes widened. “Um, wait. What?”

She tackled me to the floor and, before I knew what had happened, my skirt was covering my face and Moriarty’s agile tongue was deep inside me.

“Ohh fuck!!” I thrashed on the floor, trying to extricate myself from my unwieldy dress and trying to not completely succumb to her sexual prowess.

I squeezed my thighs around her neck, cutting off the flow of blood to her brain. But she flicked her tongue to my special spot, and I instantly loosened my grip, my legs flailing out of control.

“Oh my God, why do you have to be so amazing at this, you super-sexy nympho?!”

She responded by hitting my spot again and again, making me scream and moan and beg her to never stop.

I had to do something before I was reduced to an orgasming mess: a mere fuck toy for her to do with as she wished. Listen, normally, that sounded like an amazing way to spend an evening. But if I let her get away again, I might be stuck in this time period forever.

So it was time for some epic squirting!

I pinched my clit. “Eat my cum, Moriarty!” A fountain erupted from my pussy, splattering my opponent’s face and getting in her eyes.

“Ack!!” she sputtered, unprepared for my spurting sneak attack.

I kicked her into the desk. She ricocheted off it and slumped on the floor.

I leapt on top of her and we wrestled, tearing each other’s clothes off. Which was helpful in two ways: it was much easier to fight without the cumbersome dress and I got to see her super-hot tits and ass!

She got me in a headlock and stuck her fingers in my mouth. “Suck your cum off them, you time cop slut.”

I obeyed her command, sucking her digits dry of my juices. She was very good at exploiting my kinks. I never could refuse an order to taste myself on a lover’s body.

But she wasn’t the only one who could be sneaky. I delivered a kung fu clit attack, my blow vibrating her nubile nub just enough to create an orgasmic explosion within her.

“Ohhhhhh shiiiiittttt!” She loosened her grip on my head and shot her stuff all over the desk, carpets, and books on the shelves. Lady Dawson might want to redecorate her library after this.

Our limbs entangled on the floor, and we tribbed, smashing our pussies against each other and spilling our sweet nectar across our already soaked bodies.

As we were screaming and squirting, the door crashed inward.

“Watson, there you are. I… oh my goodness! What are you doing?”

“Cumming all over Moriarty! Fuck, she’s so evil!”

“You love evil women, you little slut,” my beautiful enemy replied.

“Now see here, madam,” Holmes harrumphed. “That is no way to talk to my esteemed partner.”

Aw, he called me his partner. And he was sticking up for me. I really could get used to this Victorian gallantry. “Yeah, Holmes is the only one who gets to call me a dirty slut.”

I sucked on her pronounced nipple, eliciting even more sensual moans. Fuck, this lady’s sex noises were hot as hell. I should record them and go to sleep to them every night. Talk about your wet dreams.

She got me back for my sneaky tit attack by sticking a finger right up my unprotected ass.

“Uhhhhhhnnnnn!” I yelled, unprepared to have my tiny back door probed.

“I knew you were an ass slut.” She wormed her finger in deep, making my whole body go rigid.

“Oh God, I’m a total ass slut!” I confessed. She had really found my kryptonite. Moriarty was one devious criminal. And one good anal prober!

“I’ll save your pulchritudinous posterior from this pernicious pilferer!” Holmes cried. Wow, that was some serious alliteration. And it was making me even wetter. What? Fancy vocab turned me on.

Moriarty flipped me over her head, her finger releasing my submissive ass with a loud pop. I rolled into Holmes’s legs, and he tumbled on top of me.

Our naked prey opened the window and leapt out.

“Holmes! She’s getting away.”

“Don’t worry, Watson. She won’t escape our combined efforts.” He helped me up, his firm hands tugging on my supple bottom. I fell into him, kissing him and letting out one last squirt.

“Ohhhh! Sorry, Holmes. I just came all over you.”

“Quite all right, Watson. I’ve become accustomed to your lovely, womanly fountains.”

Oh damn, his flirting had gotten so much better. “After we catch Moriarty, I’m going to fuck you until I’ve drained every last drop of your sticky seed.”

He sputtered an unintelligible answer. He was so cute when I embarrassed him about our fuck fests.

“C’mon, Holmes. The game’s afoot!”

I hopped onto the ledge and swung onto the trellis.

Moriarty was negotiating it expertly and was nearly to the ground.

I descended rapidly, almost losing my grip a few times. I jumped off when I was close enough, landing in a roll and glancing behind me.

Holmes was climbing down more gingerly. “Watson, you seem to move faster when you’re without garments.”

“I do everything better when I’m naked. Now move it!”

I sprinted across the immaculately sculpted back lawn, passing intricately groomed hedge sculptures.

I had a fantastic target to focus on: Moriarty’s perfect ass rippled hypnotically. I hoped Holmes was having as much fun ogling my rear end.

My quarry darted into the woods behind the estate. I crashed in after her, branches stinging my exposed flesh and sensitive nipples. Stupid Moriarty. She better suck on my nips for like an hour straight to make up for all this.

Rushing water roared in the distance. But I was too focused on the jiggling butt in front of me. One which I could almost touch.

I tackled her just as we emerged from the forest.

And promptly toppled over a waterfall!

“Ahhhhh!” we screamed in unison.

My flailing arms hit a branch growing out of the side of the waterfall. I snatched it with my right hand, my arm almost being torn out of its socket.

Moriarty grasped at my waist, hands slipping until she finally got a hold of my ankle.

We dangled over the waterfall, a tiny branch the only thing keeping us from our doom.

And then my hand started to slip.




Chapter 7

I clung to the branch, my fingers slipping. The waterfall roared below, the mist obscuring how far down it was to its depths.

Moriarty clambered up my body, encircling my hips.

“Ack!” I cried. “You’re going to pull me off.”

“Well, at least I get a wonderful view before we die.” Her face was plastered against my ass, her warm breath tickling my pussy.

I flung my other arm up and grabbed the branch, barely clasping it before my grip gave out. And that’s when Moriarty began licking my moist lips.

“Holy shit! Stop doing that you sneaky sexpot.”

“Sorry, love. You have an irresistible pussy.”

Yes! I loved having an irresistible pussy. But not when I was hanging on for dear life.

Holmes’s head popped over the ledge above us. “Oh my word, Watson. Are you all right?”

“Ohhhh!” I moaned from Moriarty’s tongue lashings. “N… not really. Mor… Moriarty is tongue fucking me, and I can barely hang on.”

“The fiend! Listen here, madam. Cease your probing of my assistant’s delicious womanhood this instant.”

I smiled. Wow, everyone was a big fan of my tight channel today. The smile slipped off my face as the sexpot clinging to me attacked my clit, making my body vibrate out of control. “Ohhhhh fuuuuccccckk!” I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. Moriarty had become an expert at making me her slut.

“Watson!” Holmes cried in alarm. “What can I do to help?”

“D… did you find my reticule?”

“Yes!” His shout was barely audible over the rushing water. “It was discarded among you and that villain’s garments.” He held up the tiny handbag, which hopefully still housed my time jumper.

Moriarty was going all out on my captive pussy. I shrieked in pleasure, my naked body a thrashing inferno.

“Throw it!” I commanded.

Holmes hurled the reticule. I reached for it, but Moriarty had the same idea, trying to propel herself off my body.

Her momentum knocked us both off the branch. We screamed as we tumbled end over end, trying to locate the tiny bag.

I spotted it. It seemed to rotate in slow motion.

Moriarty and I flailed at it, our naked bodies entangled.

I snatched the bag, fishing inside for the thing that would save our lives.

Yes! My hand clasped the face powder container that was secretly my time travel device.

We entered the mist from the roaring water. Fuck, we were almost out of time.

Moriarty slipped out of my grasp. I frantically tried to relocate her, but I couldn’t see anything.

I activated the time jumper, hoping she was close enough to be included in its transportation bubble.

And then I disappeared, hearing Holmes’s faint cries echo off the stone walls.

I crashed onto the circular platform back in the Time Enforcement Agency, spitting hair out of my mouth and groaning.

“Riles!” Em bolted over to me, dropped to her knees, and yanked me into a fierce embrace. Her hair smelled wonderful, especially compared to the not-so-pleasant smells of Victorian England. I relaxed into her, feeling completely safe in my best friend’s arms.

She beamed at me. “I’m so glad you’re back.”

“Me too, Em. I missed your face.”

“I missed your lips.” She pulled me into one of the most passionate kisses I had ever experienced. I lost all sense of where I was. All I knew were her supple, gentle lips, perfectly merging with mine.

When she finally pulled back, I gasped. “Wow! I wish you greeted me like that after all my missions.”

“I do!” she protested. “But okay, I know what you want.”

She yanked me to my feet and out the door.

“What about the official mission debrief?”

“Ah, we can do that later.”

I gaped at her. Em never violated the rules. Like ever. She was the complete opposite of me in that regard. What the heck was going on with her?

Though I had another problem. “Um, you know I’m totally naked,” I pointed out as we scurried down the corridor, getting eager glances from fellow time agents.

“Thank goodness!” she replied eagerly. “And don’t worry, everyone’s seen you in the buff. And you won’t need clothes for what we’re doing.”

“Oh, right. Wait, I won’t?” What the heck were we about to do? And since when was she totally fine with me prancing around all nudey nude? Okay, so maybe a decent number of time personnel had seen me in all my glory, but it wasn’t like I had fucked everyone in the base or put on weekly strip shows. Though that might not be a bad way to earn some extra money.

I waved awkwardly at the huge smiles I was getting from guys and girls ogling my naked bits. “Um, hi, did you get the memo it’s clothes optional day?” Most didn’t believe me, but two hot agents ripped their tops off and shook their tits with a gleeful squeal. Yes! I wasn’t the only naked one anymore. And, fuck, those were awesome boobs! Maybe Em was on to something with prancing me around like this.

We reached her quarters, and the door whooshed open. She slapped my ass, propelling me inside.

I yelped. That was way harder than her previous spankings. And man did it feel good.

Before I could turn around, she tackled me onto her bed, had her tongue down my throat and her fingers rubbing my slit.

“Holy fuck!! Em, what are you… ohhhhhhh!” She entered me and confidently explored my depths like she had done it all her life.

I moaned and bucked my hips. I couldn’t believe we were actually doing this. I had fantasized about it but hadn’t fully acted on it.

“E… Em, that… ohhhh… feels amazing. But, sh… should we really be doing this? I… I don’t want to mess up our relationship.”

She stopped, looking at my quizzically. “Riles, how will having sex mess up our relationship? We’ve been doing it for months.”

“We have?”

“Um, yeah. Ever since you asked me to be your girlfriend.”

Ohhhh shit.

She removed her fingers from my tight center and peered into my eyes. “Maybe you hit your head harder than I thought on your return jump.”

“No, I’m fi… I mean, ouch, yes it hurts.” I rubbed my head, pretending I was in pain. I needed to do something to put a kibosh on the sexy shenanigans. Which is a sentence I never thought I would utter. But there were some things even more important than sex. Like the fact that I apparently had just totally fucked up the timeline. And I was now in one where Em and I were knocking boots every night.

None of that sounded bad. I bet Em was the sweetest girlfriend in the world. But this much of a change meant there was some serious divergence in the past. Either from something I or Moriarty did. Shit, Moriarty. What happened to her? I was afraid she was a goner, but it’s possible she survived the fall. And more than possible she got up to more mischief back in time. Which meant this was all her fault. Stupid Moriarty and her sexy hips! What did her hips have to do with it? Um, nothing. I just liked the way she shook them.

Em touched my face gently, biting her lip. “Sweetie, we need to get you checked out right away.” Her fingers were coated in my cum, which stuck to my cheek. “Oops, sorry, I’m getting you all sticky.”

“Oh that’s okay. I’m used to having my cum all over me.”

“You sure are! Wanna clean them off?” She proffered her drenched digits.

“Uh huh.” I eagerly took them in my mouth and sucked. What? It’s not like I’m ever going to say no to tasting myself like a little slut.

I cleaned every last drop off, smacking my lips when I was done.

Em smiled. “You’re very thorough.”

“I aim to please.”

She kissed me again. I tasted myself and her saliva, her tongue dancing with mine in intricate patterns. I almost forgot we weren’t really girlfriends. At least not in the correct timeline.

When her lips parted, mine followed hers, not wanting to lose contact with their full lusciousness. Damn, I had no idea Em was such an amazing kisser.

She patted my shoulder. “Okay, time to see the Doc.”

“I’d rather play doctor with you.” What? Did I just say that out loud? What the heck was wrong with me? I needed to figure out why things were all wonky and fix them. Not have incredibly hot, kinky sex with Em.

“Oo, I love it when you’re the super-submissive patient. We haven’t done that roleplay in a while.”

Oh crap. So apparently not only were we fucking. We were also acting out sexy scenarios. Ugh, this sounded like the best relationship ever! Did I really have to fix the timeline?

“Um, what are some of your other favorite roleplays we’ve done?” This was obviously vital information for when, I mean if, my Em and I ever hooked up. Okay, this was my Em. Sort of. Just a more confidant, horny version.

“Oh my goodness, all of them! Alien and captive. Sex android and client. Sorceress and magical student. Oo, I wonder where I put my wand?”

My mouth dropped. Holy crap, Em was so fucking kinky. Like as kinky as me. I didn’t think that was possible. And where exactly was she sticking her wand? I shuddered thinking of it going in my tightest places.

“But no more stalling, Riles. We need to get you checked out.”

“No, I’m fine, really. I’m just a little out of sorts. I bet a good night’s sleep will make me good as new.”

She studied me. “Hmm, okay, but you better promise to let me know immediately if you start feeling worse.”

I gave her my most charming smile. “Promise.”

She took in my naked body. “I guess we better not have sex just in case you’re not a hundred percent. How about we just snuggle and make out?”

“Oh my God, that sounds amazing!” Crap. I was doing a very poor job of not being romantic with Em. But c’mon, the way her sensual body was pressed against me, her lips inviting me in, how could I resist? Plus, I loved snuggling! And Em and I had just done that before my most recent mission. I wondered if my Em was thinking about going beyond just friendship.

Horny Em whipped off her clothes, showing me two perky breasts and a cute, smooth stomach. Those breasts pressed against mine and she kissed me. Soft and sweet. Tugging on my lower lip before slipping her flexible tongue inside my mouth.

I sighed and wrapped my arms around her, melting into her body and lips. Her fingers sifted through my long hair and caressed my face. God, this was heaven. Maybe the stupid timeline didn’t really need to be fixed. I wouldn’t mind spending an eternity smooching this girl.

I fell asleep in her lips and slept more soundly than I had in a long time.

When I woke, I was wrapped in her body like a cocoon: warm, safe, and utterly content. Her gentle breathing tickled the back of my neck. Her soft, brunette locks spilled across my shoulder.

I brought up a holo-screen. It was time to do some research.

My first deep dive was into Arthur Conan Doyle and his Sherlock stories. The only significant change I could find was the Irene Adler character was now half Asian/half English. And was the most beautiful creature Holmes had ever seen. Holy crap, I had totally made it into one of Doyle’s stories. I was so fucking cool! Though not so cool if it screwed up history.

I had the computers run a causal probability scan on alterations to the timeline based on changing Irene Adler’s ethnicity. It came back with point one two percent, well below the point six three threshold. Okay, so my many romps in the hay with Sherlock wasn’t the culprit. That was awesome. Cause it meant I could return and bonk him a bunch more times if I wanted.

If it wasn’t me who messed things up, it must have been Moriarty. And it probably had to do with the Egyptian artifacts she had stolen. Though who knew if they had survived our tumble over the waterfall.

Lady Dawson had said the bracelets supposedly belonged to Cleopatra. I brought her history up on the holo-screen. I had studied her extensively. She was a badass, and I bet she loved kinky sex. My kind of woman!

I scrolled through the info. Her early life all seemed to line up with what I remembered. Until I got to 50 B.C., when Cleopatra was assassinated. 20 years before she actually died. Holy shit! That was a huge change. Moriarty must have gone back to Ptolemaic Egypt and mucked things up. Why did the super-sexy ones have to be such troublemakers?

Em stirred. She kissed the back of my neck and moved her hand between my legs. I got wet for her instantly, moaning softly.

She pierced my lips and was deep inside me before I knew what happened. I gasped and my body tightened against her firm grip. Fuck, this version of Em apparently knew my pussy inside and out. Because I was already on the verge of completely giving myself over to her.

So I now had two problems. I had to go back in time two thousands years and stop Cleopatra from being assassinated. And I needed to figure out if I was going to let my best friend do whatever she wanted to my tight little pussy. And every other part of my body.

Ohhh boy.




Chapter 8

“Ohh fuck!” I moaned. Two flexible fingers dove deep into my pussy, pleasuring my squishy goodness.

Those fingers belonged to my best friend, Emily, who in this altered timeline was also my girlfriend and favorite fuck buddy.

“You like that?” the cutie fingering me asked. She spooned me in the bed, her perky breasts pressed into my back.

“Oh God yes! It’s amazing!” She knew all the best spots within me to turn me into a naughty ho. “B… but we shouldn’t be doing this.”

“Why not?”

Great question. I was never one to turn down sex. And a huge part of me wanted to let Em plunder my wetness to her heart’s content. But another part of me was winning out: the part that loved my friendship with Em more than anything.

“Y… you’re going to be late to work. You know how grumpy the Chief gets if you’re even a second tardy.”

She glanced at the holo-clock on the ceiling. “Oh shit! I didn’t realize we slept that late.”

She leapt off the bed and tore through her clothes. Guess the Chief’s ire was just as strong a motivator in this reality. It was nice to see some things never changed.

I watched her naked bits bounce around, seriously questioning my decision to cut short our sex session.

She finished getting dressed and quickly washed her hands and face in the tiny sink. Then zoomed over and kissed me. Her lips were soft, warm, and loving.

“I’ll deal with your naughty pussy later.”

“Yes please!” I replied automatically. “I’ve been such a bad girl and need to be punished.” What?! Did I just say that? Dammit, I had a real problem refusing cute girls who wanted me to be submissive.

“Oh man. I’m not going to be able to concentrate at work now. I’ll just be fantasizing about all the kinky things I want to do to you.”

I shivered, wishing I’d let her do all those kinky things. “You should totally send me a list of every idea you come up with.” Hey, even if I wasn’t going to get to fuck this version of Em, I never turned down naughty ideas I could use for future fuck sessions. I was very diligent in my research when it came to naked fun.

“You got it!” She kissed me again, then scampered out the door, shaking her adorable butt.

I plopped back onto the pillow with a long sigh. Ugh, why did the noble part of me always have to win out? I could have just fucked this version of Em and made both of us happy. But I was afraid it would make things weird when I put things right. There was no way I could hide this from my Em. I told her everything. She might complain that I sometimes shared too much, but that’s what made our friendship so strong. And I knew she really loved hearing all my naughty confessions. I bet she masturbated every night after hearing about my historical sexcapades.

Speaking of which, I needed to masturbate right now. Em had left my pussy aching for attention. I slipped two fingers into its wetness, arching my back and letting out a pleasurable moan.

“Ohh yeah, Em. That feels sooo good.” Just because I couldn’t fuck my bestie, didn’t mean I couldn’t fantasize about it. I was really good at coming up with hot scenarios while I gave my horny pussy a good fucking.

I plunged in deeper, rocking my hips and panting. “Fuucck! Oh yes, I’ll be your little slut. My pussy belongs to you!” You’re not hearing the Em side of my imaginary conversation, but she’s totally demanding that I confess what a huge whore I am. And it’s only right as her submissive sex toy that I comply with such a lovely request.

I pretended Em was now pounding me, ordering me to moan louder. I let loose huge erotic cries as I hammered my tender pussy, my juices eking out with each plunge.

“Holy shiiiit! Em, I’ll be your naughty sex slave for eternity if you let me cum. Please let me cum like a good little whore!”

I rubbed my clit with my other hand, knowing the real Em would obviously take this opportunity to seize my ultra-sensitive nub and reduce me to a blubbering mess of erotic sounds. Which is exactly what happened. I screamed, shrieked, and moaned my way to an epic orgasm, squirting like a good slut for my lover.

“Ohhhh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming so fucking hard!” My fluids shot past my fingers and soaked my thighs as well as Em’s sheets. Hope she didn’t mind doing laundry later. Based on her amorous actions earlier, I had a feeling I was constantly dousing her bed with my natural goodness.

I kept cumming and confessing to Imaginary Em how much I wanted to be her sex toy.

When my waterworks slowed to sexy dribbles, I lay panting, tangled in the sheets, covered in both sweat and cum. Damn, my fantasy friend was awesome at fucking.

I bolted upright. Shit, I had to sneak back in time and fix things, not lay around all day fucking myself. Though normally that would be an amazing way to spend a day off.

I borrowed some of Em’s clothes and scurried down to the group showers, where I cleaned all the sexy cum off. Okay, first I worked my pussy over again, competing with the shower head to see how much fluid could go down the drain. Then I washed all the extra cum off and got dressed.

I padded down the corridors to the costume department, scooting inside the doors just before they whooshed shut on my tush.

It was deserted. Excellent. My sneaky plan was going great.

I scooted over to the fabricator and scanned options for female outfits in Cleopatra’s time. I bent over, peering closely at the options.

“Mmm,” a sultry voice purred behind me. “Wish I was greeted with the sight of that ass every time I came in here.”

I spun around, blocking the screen with my booty. Jade Cassidy leaned against the doorway, looking hot as hell. I mean, she always looked hot, but in this timeline her crimson locks were much longer and her clothing was skimpier. She wore a short black skirt over skintight leggings and a low-cut shirt that showed off her perky breasts. Based on the versions of Em and Jade I’d seen, I had obviously been thrust into the Super-Kinky Timeline. Definitely my kind of place!

“Oh, hi Jade. I’m not doing anything sneaky. Just waiting in here, shaking my ass for you.”

She smiled and sauntered toward me, her hips swishing back and forth hypnotically. I adjusted my position, making sure she couldn’t see my sneaky screen search.

She stopped inches from my face, gazing at me with gorgeous eyes that matched her name. For a minute, I thought she might kiss me. But instead, she bopped me lightly on the nose. “You, sexy ass, are a big fibber.”

“What? C’mon, Jade, you know I never lie. But tell me more about how hot my ass is.”

She smirked. And then grabbed my ass so powerfully I went up on my toes. “You have the hottest ass in all of time.”

“Ohhh,” I gasped as she squeezed my cheeks sinfully. “Th… thanks. That’s really sweet.” I loved getting compliments on my booty. And especially loved the way Jade was feeling it up.

After a wonderful ass massage, she swiveled me around, revealing the screen. “Hmm, I don’t recall any upcoming Egyptian missions.”

“Oh, um, it’s not exactly for a mission,” I lied.

“More sexy roleplay with Em, huh?”

“Yup! She’s playing Cleopatra and I’m going to be her submissive sex slave.” The best fibs always had a little truth to them. Because while I was back in Ptolemaic Egypt, I was totally hoping Cleo would slut me up good.

“You guys always come up with the best fantasies,” Jade gushed. “I bet Cleopatra especially loves butt sluts.”

“I love being a butt slut!” I confessed, momentarily forgetting my mission and kind of really wanting to play out this fantasy with Em.

“Oh, I know. Em tells me all the kinky things she does to you.”

“What?! That little sneak.”

“You love it when people know how naughty you are.”

“Oh, right. Okay, it’s totally fine then.” I was getting turned on from Jade knowing all the sexy things I had done with Em, even though I hadn’t actually done them. Well, I had, but this alternate version of me had done them. Hey, why was Alternate Riley having more fun than me? I had to up my sex game. “So, want to help me out?”

“Riley, you know I’m only allowed to use the fabricator for mission-related items.”

“But this is an emergency!”

“You being an Egyptian slut for Em is an emergency?”

“Yes!” Okay, the real emergency was fixing the timeline. But I also considered me wearing a sexy costume and submitting to an even sexier woman a very real emergency.

She laughed. “Damn, I need to find a woman who’s as committed to sexy roleplay with her girlfriend as you are.”

“Thank you for realizing how amazing I am. You’re a very intelligent woman.” I nodded at the fabricator. “So you’ll help me, right?”

“Nope.”

“Jade!!” I whined like a petulant child.

“Do you have any idea how much trouble we’d be in if the Chief finds out?”

“Duh, that’s why I don’t tell the Chief half the things I do.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“That’s what Em says.” At least my Em did. I’m sure this timeline’s one thought I was just as kooky.

I grabbed Jade’s shoulders and shook her. “C’mon, pleeeeease!”

She stared at my super-charming face and finally sighed. “Okay, fine.”

“Yes!” I pulled her into a tight embrace. “You’re the best!”

“Naturally. But I want something in return.”

“You got it! What do you want?"

“Your ass.”

“Um, my what?”

“Your super-hot, ultra-spankable booty.”

“You want to fuck me up my ass?!”

“Nooo. Well, okay, yes. But I know that honor is reserved for Em. I just want to slap it.”

“You want to give me spankings?”

“Don’t tell me you don’t deserve them.”

“Oh, I totally deserve them. I’m a super-naughty girl.”

She smiled. “It’s one of your best qualities.” Then I smiled. I thought so too.

“So I let you spank me and you’ll make the clothes I need?”

“You got it, ass slut.”

“Deal!” This was turning out to be a win-win. I’d get the Egyptian costume and would get my perky butt disciplined. And by super-hottie Jade, who I totally had fantasized about ravaging me during one of our fitting sessions. She had playfully given me an ass slap here or there but nothing really beyond that. This Jade was obviously ready to more fully dominate me. See, told you she was a smart lady. “Where do you want my sexy butt?”

“Over here.” She took my hand and led me to a bench. Where she proceeded to strip me and toss me over her lap.

“Hey, you didn’t say I had to be naked.”

“C’mon, Riley. You know that’s the best way to deliver sexy spankings.”

“Oh, right. Spank away!”

“Oops, I almost forgot one thing.” She leapt up, dumping me on the floor.

“Oof. Jade!”

“Sorry. I’m just so excited to whack your scrumptious booty.”

“Well, it is pretty scrumptious,” I replied, wiggling said booty and wondering what she was up to over at the fabricator.

She quickly materialized silk strands colored crimson. Then scooted back to me and threw me face down over her legs. She bound my arms behind my back and fastened my thighs together. The silk was soft and tickled my skin.

“So I have to be naked and tied up?”

“Of course. Em told me you make the cutest noises when you’re helpless and being disciplined.”

“Geez, she’s spilling all my sexy secrets.”

“Yup. Isn’t it great?”

“Actually, yes. Spank away!”

She whacked my butt, sending sensual ripples through it and making me yelp. “Oo, you do make cute noises. I want to hear more!”

She delivered more booty blows, increasing the intensity with each one.

“Ow, ow, ow! Jade, those are some serious spankings.”

“What’s that? You want me to do it harder? You got it!”

Ack! I had a spanking sorceress on my hands. And she was making me really horny. “Fuck, yes, please spank me harder! I’ve been a naughty time cop.”

I suffered my ass punishment with groans, moans, and gasps. Jade was really into it, encouraging me to be as vocal as possible.

“Ouch! J… Jade, aren’t we going to get in as much trouble if the Chief finds out you’re spanking me in here?”

“Your ass is worth it.”

I smiled. Yes! My ass was legendary.

Jade proved to be an excellent spanker, knowing just the right force to use to make me feel submissive without causing too much pain.

“Fuck, you’re a spanking goddess!” I proclaimed.

“Thank you. I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“Oo, you little minx. Ack! That was a good one."

The spankfest continued until it looked like I had been sunbathing in the nude and had gotten a terrible sunburn.

The booty slapping sounds were finally interrupted by the soft tones of the communication device in the room.

“Oh, the Chief’s calling. Don’t move.”

“Jade, wait, I’m still na-” Too late. The Chief blipped onto the holo-screen. Fortunately, Jade’s holo was only showing her bust up to him. So he couldn’t see my very red and very naked ass laying on her lap.

“I’m looking for Agent Shu,” he said without a greeting. Yup, still the same grumpy Chief.

“Sorry, Chief, haven’t seen her,” Jade replied while giving my butt a sinful squeeze. I stifled a moan, lying helplessly on her lap. “But you know her, I’m sure she’s up to some mischief.” She squeezed harder. Fuck, she was so devious. I couldn’t stop a small yelp escape my lips.

“What was that?” grumpy pants asked.

“Oh, just some historical holo-vids I was watching. Always trying to be prepared.”

“Excellent. I like hearing that. I hope your diligence will rub off on Agent Shu.”

I wrinkled my nose. Guess I was a troublemaker in every timeline.

“Contact me immediately if you hear from her.” He ended the call without waiting for a reply.

“You’re suck a suck-up,” I teased.

Whap! I received a particularly punishing ass slap.

“Oww! Jade!”

“That’s what you get for talking back to your Spanking Queen.”

I giggled. “Wait? Is that what I have to call you from now on?”

“Of course.”

“Okay, Your Majesty, am I done receiving my punishment?”

“Absolutely not.” She proceeded to whack the hell out of my booty. I think this girl was a little obsessed with my posterior. Once again proving how smart she was.

“Okay, all done,” she proclaimed twenty minutes later like she just had the time of her life. “Wasn’t that fun?”

“Uhhh,” I groaned. “Yes, but my poor booty is so sore.”

“Get Em to massage it. A nice, long, sensual massage.”

“Great idea!” My smile turned to a frown as I realized I wasn’t gong to have the chance for a rear end rubdown. But maybe I could convince my Em to give me a massage after I fixed everything. I gave up sex with this version of her, so the least she could do is feel up my cute cheeks. “Um, could you untie me now?”

“I don’t know. This is a pretty good view.”

“Jaddde, c’mon! I was a good little ass slut.”

“That’s true. Okay, let’s get you that costume.”

She undid the smooth silk and helped me stand. I gingerly approached the fabricator, my ass cheeks burning. I had received some epic spankings in my day, but this one might have taken the cake. I wondered if my Jade was secretly an anal dominatrix. That was an excellent mystery to figure out once things went back to normal.

“You said you’re going to be Cleopatra’s sex slave, right?”

“Oh yeah!” I was getting wet just thinking about the possibility. We only had evidence of the Egyptian Queen sleeping with men, but I bet she also had plenty of naked time with the sexy women in her retinue.

“Got it. Okay, in you go.” She slapped my ass, propelling me into the machine.

Her fingers flew across the holo-controls, activating beams of light that encircled my body.

Forty seconds later, I stood in an ankle-length linen dress. It was white with tinges of blue and green in a checkered pattern. It was also made of so fine material that it was transparent. Even my pussy and tits could easily be seen through it.

“Jade! This is completely see-through.”

“Of course. You want to convince Cleopatra what a good slut you are, right?”

I bit my lip. I guess that was the story I gave her. And I was absolutely wishing that would happen when I went back in time.

“Hey, if you were playing someone from the Old Kingdom, you’d be completely topless. That’s how women wore their dresses then.”

“Those Egyptians really had a lot of awesome ideas.”

She laughed. “You know it. Okay, off you go to see your Mistress Queen.” She pushed me toward the door.

“Wait, you want me to go out like this?”

“I heard Em paraded you naked down the corridors, so you’re wearing a lot compared to that.”

“Did everybody hear about that?”

“Riley, you do have a reputation for losing your clothes.”

I shrugged. Apparently my naked tendencies carried over to this timeline.

“Okay, guess I’ll go flaunt my stuff.”

“That’s what you’re best at. Now go be the best Egyptian slut you can be.”

I saluted her. “Aye aye, Sir Spanks-A-Lot.”

She lived up to her name and gave me a perfect whack to send me flying out the door and send my juices running down my thighs. Dammit, now I really needed to be fucked.

I scurried down the corridors, receiving lots of smiles and licked lips. I kept moving, afraid if I stopped I’d wind up having sex with everyone in the base. Which would be awesome but would totally delay my very important mission to be a submissive sex toy to Cleopatra. Oh, and restore the timeline. That was important too.

I slunk down to the jump room. Emily was the only one on duty. She was working the night shift: not as many jumps were planned for overnight. And that worked to my advantage. Sneaking into the time machine with a room full of techs would have definitely been a challenge.

Em turned as the door whooshed close behind me, the air tickling my booty through the sheer fabric of my dress. She took one look at me and then promptly fell off her chair.

I rushed over and helped her up. “Guess this dress is having the desired effect.”

“That dress is the most amazing thing in the universe!” she gushed. “Actually, you in that dress is the most amazing thing in the universe.”

“Aw, Em.” She was a sweetheart in any timeline.

“I need to fuck you like a hundred times in a row while you wear that.”

“Just a hundred? I thought this would garner at least a thousand.” I turned and shook my ass, my flesh jiggling through the transparent linen.

She dropped to her knees and planted both hands on my cheeks. “I worship this booty!”

I gasped and smiled. I loved it when people prayed to my bouncing butt.

I presented my front to her, running my fingers through her lush hair. “I’ve got something else I want you to worship first.”

Her warm breath massaged my pussy through the barely-there fabric. I gasped louder, my hips shaking.

“Wh… where’s the Chief?”

She kept her gaze between my legs. “Looking for you. He went down to your quarters to pound on your door. He figured you were sleeping and turned your communicator off again.”

“I would never do such a naughty thing,” I replied in mock indignation. In reality, I did that all the time. How was I supposed to get any sleep with a cranky Chief wanting me to do important time cop stuff all the time?

“I want to do naughty things to you right now.” Em clasped my thighs, breathing more heavily on my lips.

I shuddered. My Em would never dream of having sex in the Jump Room, where someone could walk in at any time. I, on the other hand, may have had sex in here on multiple occasions. C’mon, naughty public sex was the best!

Her tongue flicked against the fabric, touching my wet womanhood. I spasmed, fighting to keep my footing. Oh fuck, that felt good.

She slowly lifted my dress. I shivered in anticipation as it passed my hips and revealed my wet mound.

“Soo beautiful,” she cooed, salivating at the sight of my bare pussy. Damn, I loved this girl. She made me feel like I had the most amazing vagina in the universe. Which I obviously did.

She kissed my lips with hers. And that’s when I sprang into action! I leapt up, wrapped my thighs around her face, and flipped her to the floor. I squeezed, cutting off the blood flow to her brain.

She flailed around but still kept licking my pussy. Fuck, nothing was stopping this girl from eating me out.

“Fuck, Em, that feels so good!” So good that I almost relinquished my thigh-grip of death on her cute face. I managed to hold on and came all over her face just as she passed out.

I lay panting with her head still between my legs. “Fuck Em, you’re good at pussy licking.” Even though she couldn’t hear me, I wanted to compliment her amazing abilities. Of course, my plan to avoid having sex with her didn’t totally pan out. But how was I supposed to know she would get me off so quickly? My best friend had serious game.

I snatched her sweatshirt from her chair and gently laid her head on it, brushing her hair out of her face. She looked so cute sleeping peacefully. Okay, maybe not totally peacefully. I did just knock her out.

I scanned the room for something to wipe my juicy cum off her face. Nothing was handy so it was the old fashioned way.

I licked myself off her, thoroughly cleaning her adorable face. Hey, I couldn’t leave my best friend covered in my climax. Plus, I felt really naughty doing it.

I pulled my dress down and kissed her on the forehead. “Sorry for the sneaky thigh attack, sweetie. But I have to fix things so we’re not fucking every day like crazy holo-whores.” Wait, did I just say that? I never thought I’d go on a mission to stop myself from having sex.

Footsteps reverberated down the corridor. Oh fuck.

I zipped to the control panel next to the jump device and entered my destination.

The door whooshed open and the Chief gaped at me. “Agent Shu, what the hell do you think you’re-”

I activated the device and jumped in, the brilliant lights and swirling sounds obscuring his face and words.

The image of the time jump room distorted around me and coalesced into a new image. I stood before a luxurious bed. With the most sensual creature I had ever seen lounging on it.

Cleopatra. The Queen of Egypt.




Chapter 9

She lay on the ornate bed, fully nude, limbs posed provocatively. Firm breasts, tan skin, and supple thighs called out to me.

If pure sexiness was the main requisite for royalty, Cleopatra was the Queenliest Queen who ever lived. At 20 years of age, her body was in its prime. And I couldn’t stop staring at it like a horny teenager. Actually, I was probably much hornier than most teenagers.

I managed to pull my eyes upward to gaze into her eyes. They were hypnotic, commanding me to be her sex slave. And they only enhanced her appeal. Believe it or not, she wasn’t the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She had more of a cute girl-next-door look. But the confidence in her eyes made her appear super-sultry. And, again, there was that body. Yum!

She melted off the bed like a sensual snake and approached me, hips swishing in ways more hypnotic than even her gleaming eyes. Her pussy was completely bare, the light from the oil lamps in the room reflecting off her glistening lips.

For once in my life, I was speechless. Completely entranced by the goddess before me. And, according to Egyptian belief, Cleopatra actually was a deity. She even called herself “the new Isis” to cement her connection to one of the most important goddesses in Egyptian religion.

She circled me, her finger tracing along the curves of my translucent dress. I shivered. She held sensual electricity in just one digit.

She completed her revolution and faced me, her brown eyes inches from mine. She was maybe a half inch taller than me. Her dark hair hung loose past her shoulders. She probably usually wore it up, coiffed in a elaborate way befitting a queen. But apparently she liked to be more natural when she was bedding innocent nymphs. Of course, I wasn’t innocent at all. But I was one hundred percent ready to partake in whatever kinky Egyptian erotica she had planned. Even though she technically wasn’t Egyptian. Cleo was of Macedonian Greek blood, descended from Ptolemy I, who was one of Alexander the Great’s main generals. She also had some Persian ancestry. She likely was not Egyptian at all even though it’s possible one of her ancestors took an Egyptian mistress.

Whatever she was, it was totally working. Her breasts were the perfect size: not too big, not too small. And they possessed the firmness and bounce that was the domain of a 20 year-old sex pot. Her hips curved perfectly to long, shapely legs. I couldn’t see her ass, but I already knew it was beyond hot. I possessed Booty-Sense, the ability to tell when there was a super-sexy butt anywhere in my vicinity. I should totally be a superhero. And I didn’t even have to get bitten by a radioactive ass to gain these amazing powers.

“You are a very exotic present,” she said after a thorough scan of my body. She spoke in Koine Greek, the dialect of the Hellenistic period, but then effortlessly switched to Egyptian. “Or do you prefer we converse in the native tongue?” She was the first Ptolemaic ruler to learn the language of her people. She was reported to know at least nine languages, so she was one smart cookie.

Luckily, my time cop training meant I had to be just as linguistically skilled. I chose Greek, since it was her main language. “I’ll speak in any language you want, your Royal Sexiness.”

She arched her exquisitely groomed eyebrow, apparently not used to servants addressing her like that. “Now I know why your delicious ass is so red.”

I glanced behind me. Oh shit, I forgot Jade’s spank attack had left my booty a blotchy mess. Damn her and her sinful slaps. Which hopefully the normal version of Jade would do a lot more of when I got back.

“Yes! I am very naughty. Please punish me, my Queen.”

She smiled like she had just been given the greatest gift in the universe. Ha! I knew she was going to be an expert at dominating slutty bad girls.

She took a step back. “Disrobe.”

My whole body shuddered. The way she said it, so sexy and commanding, made me wet.

I slipped the straps off my shoulders and let my light garment fall to the floor, pooling around my ankles.

She licked her lips, savoring my nude form. Okay, this was easily one of the biggest highlights of my time travel adventures: quite possibly the sexiest woman in history was totally enamored with my nudie nudeness. I couldn’t wait to tell Em. Though first I had to get my Em back. But, obviously, being a sex slave to Cleopatra was a very important step in my plan.

She moved close, rubbing her palm across my cheek. “Where are you from, my sweet nymph? I have been to many lands but do not recognize your features.” That made sense. Cleo had probably never dealt with Chinese people before.

“I’m from the Far East.”

Her thumb brushed my lips, parting them. “And do all women look like you there?”

“Um, not exactly. I’m rather unique. I’m also unique in my ability to pleasure royal pussies!”

She gave me that seductive grin again. “My my, aren’t we eager?”

“Oh fuck yes! You’re the most beautiful goddess who’s ever lived.”

She smiled. And kissed me. Softer and sweeter than I expected. This was a young Cleopatra, only a little more than a year into her reign. Maybe she wasn’t quite the dominatrix she put forth.

Her hands roamed down my back until they found my ass. She squeezed it powerfully, making me gasp into her mouth. Okay, maybe she was an awesome dominatrix after all.

“Oh, my Queen!” I yelped.

“This belongs to me.” She tightened her grip on my bottom.

“Y… yes,” I replied breathlessly. Her lips were millimeters from mine, teasing me with more sexy kisses.

“Your entire body belongs to me.” She brought me onto my tiptoes. I clung to her, completely under her spell.

“Yes, my Queen. I’m yours to do with as you wish.”

She smooched me again. “That is a much better behaved sex slave.”

“So can I taste your god-like pussy now?”

She dug her fingers into my poor booty, making me yelp again. “There will be plenty of time for that later, my naughty nymph. First, you must be punished for your earlier insolence.”

“But you said I was well-behaved.”

“You are learning. But you must learn the price of speaking out of line to your Queen. And I feel there is still plenty of misbehavior just waiting to burst out of you.”

I bit my lip. Cleopatra was very astute. There probably wasn’t a timeline that existed where I wasn’t a little imp.

“And didn’t you beg me to punish you mere minutes ago?”

“Oh yes, I did! Okay, your Queen Cumliness, please give me the discipline I deserve.”

She raised her other eyebrow. “I see you are going to be a handful. Fortunately, I have had much practice in taming naughty sluts.”

My eyes widened. Wow, at just 20 years of age, she already had a ton of slut-taming experience. This woman was even more impressive than I thought.

“I’m the naughtiest slut in the kingdom!” I proclaimed.

“Then you will get the most sinful punishment of anyone.”

I tingled all over. Fuck, I so wanted this woman’s sexy punishment. At least, I thought I did. Was ancient BDSM that different than modern times? Would I be able to take what Cleo dished out? Heck yeah! I was confident in my ability to become the best time traveling slut in history!

“Bend over my bed,” she commanded.

I eyed my favorite piece of furniture. It was made of wood and inlaid with gold and multi-colored jewels. The mattress was likely stuffed with feathers or wool. Certainly not up to my time’s standards, but it still looked pretty comfy.

“But my ass is already so sore,” I complained, knowing what she had in store for me.

Both eyebrows went up this time. “You dare defy your Queen?”

Yikes! I scurried to the bed and bent over, presenting my ass to her. “I’m sorry! Please spank me and show me how to be a good sex slave.”

She placed her hands on my hips. “I think you enjoy misbehaving because you know you will get even more delicious punishment.”

I bit my lip again. Damn, she was figuring out all my tricks. “Um, is it working?”

“Yes. I am going to whack your bottom more than I have any of my previous sex slaves.”

That sounded like an awful lot of spankings. “H… how much will that be?”

“Why don’t you keep count? I’ll consider stopping at a thousand.”

“A thousand?!” Okay, I’ve been spanked a lot in my life. Easily over a thousand times. But not all at once. Even a booty as submissive as mine could only take so much. “Please Queen Cleo, not so many.”

“Cleo?” I couldn’t see her, but she was definitely raising both eyebrows. Me and my big mouth. Why did I always have to egg people on?

“It’s a term of affection,” I hurriedly said. “Queen Cleo, the most beautiful, intelligent, and benevolent pharaoh who ever lived.”

She pinched both ass cheeks. “You are lucky you are so charming.” Oh yeah! My charisma saved me again. I should teach a class on how to be a magnetic miscreant.

“I promise to take as many spankings as you wish to dish out,” I told her, trying to be a better queenly slut.

“Much better. Now, loose your hair behind you.”

I flicked my head, tossing my long locks onto my back. She arranged them so they covered my shoulder blades and upper back. She apparently had a very particular way she wanted women to appear when she meted out her sexy punishment. I always respected woman who knew what they wanted.

“Prop yourself up on your elbows and look straight ahead.”

I followed her commands, my body tingling at the upcoming booty blasting.

“You will stay like that until I give you permission to move.”

“Y… yes, my Queen.” God, she was so commanding. I fucking loved it! This was a woman who knew how to bend people to her will, especially horny sluts like me.

“Are you ready, my sweet nymph?”

Before I could reply, the first blow rocked my ass, sending tremors through it and my entire body.

“Ahh! That was so hard!”

“You wish for a firmer spanking? Very well.” She blasted my booty again, eliciting a submissive groan. Apparently in Cleo-speak, “That was so hard!” translated to “Please punish me more!” My poor bottom was really in for it.

She continued whapping me, making my ass dance and jiggle. I yelped and made cute cries that only spurred her on to further dominate my perky posterior.

“You make the most erotic noises I have ever heard.”

“Th… thanks. You… oww… are really skilled at bringing them out.”

“It is a talent I’ve taken great pride in developing.” To prove her point, she smacked me so hard my cry got lost in my throat.

My forearms trembled from having to prop myself up for so long. But I held on, determined to follow my mistress’s instructions. If I survived all her kinky discipline, I could hopefully become a regular in her bed chamber, which would let me keep an eye on her and stop any nasty assassin. And, hey, even if it meant spending several months as Cleopatra’s sex slave, I was willing to do it to restore the timeline. See how dedicated I was to my job?

The Queen stopped her amorous assault, giving my throbbing butt a break.

“How many was that?” she asked.

“Um, I lost count.”

She ran her fingers through my hair. “You do not follow instructions very well, my sweet nymph.”

“How can I be expected to focus when your spankings make me feel like the dirtiest whore in Egypt?”

I could sense her smile from the way her fingers pressed into my hips. “Dirtiest whore in Egypt? That is a fine title. I will have to make sure you live up to it.”

I sighed. Great, I had to go and give her ideas. But, frankly, I would gladly become Cleo’s favorite whore.

I glanced back at her. “So, time to move on to naughty sex?”

She rocked my ass again. Fuck, she was a strong spanker. “No. We must start from scratch since you did not do your job. I also did not give you permission to turn around. So I will have to use a stronger implement.” She pointed at the wall, and I dutifully looked straight ahead. A stronger implement? Shit, what kind of naughty spanking tools did this lady have?

Her hands left me for a few seconds, soon replaced by a cylindrical object rolling along my skin, starting with my calf, working up to my thigh, and ending at my booty.

“Wh… what is that?” I asked nervously.

“Something to put you in your proper place.” She rubbed it up and down my ass cheeks before dipping it down to touch my pussy.

My hips involuntarily shook. “Ohhh, is… is my proper place as your personal sex toy?”

She rolled her tool along my clit, making me spasm even more. “You are a very intelligent nymph.”

I shuddered from her clit manipulations. But then she abruptly stopped, leaving me craving more.

“Cleo! I mean, my Queen, please don’t stop.”

She placed the tip of her finger at the entrance to my back door. “You just cannot help being naughty, can you?”

My ass convulsed as she pressed ever so slightly at its opening. “I… I’m sorry, I can’t help it when I’m around beautiful, commanding woman. You make me want to be so bad!”

Her fingertip entered my ass, making me gasp loudly. “How bad?”

“So bad I’ll be your anal slut for eternity!” I confessed.

She removed her finger and rubbed my booty affectionately. “You are quickly becoming my favorite plaything.”

Yes! I was so good at being a sex toy to historical hotties. “Your plaything needs to be fucked really bad!”

“In due time, my sweet. We must return to your spankings.” Damn, she really had a hard on for smacking my ass. Well, I couldn’t blame her. I had a very spankable butt. Just ask Jade and Em and pretty much everyone I had fucked throughout my time travels.

“But your limbs are much too free. We must remedy that immediately.”

Her hands had barely left my nudeness when she was back in a flash, tying my arms behind my back with soft silk. Even though she apparently had not seen many people of my heritage, the silk trade had made its way to Egypt by this time period. Which was great, because it was one of my favorite ways to be bound.

She secured my snugly, then swiveled me to the foot of the bed, tying one ankle to either end, so my legs were splayed in a full split, displaying my ass and pussy in all their glory.

“You are very flexible,” she commented. “How do you feel?”

“Completely helpless,” I confessed. “And completely at your mercy.”

“Good. That is how it should be between Queen and servant.”

My whole body shuddered. I wasn’t kidding when I said I was helpless. I could barely move besides lifting my head, and the way my legs were spread made me feel especially susceptible to all sorts of debauchery. Cleopatra really knew how to slut women up. She was totally my hero.

She brushed my hair to one side of my face, so I could look at her. “I want you to watch this time.” She brandished a bamboo stick. I had surmised that’s what she was rolling over my body. One end was solid, the other frayed into many tiny strands. And that’s the end she was preparing to spank me with.

My eyes went wide. Oh fuck, I had never been disciplined by something like that before.

If I wanted to complete my mission, I had to completely surrender my ass to an Egyptian goddess.




Chapter 10

Smack! My whole body spasmed. The multi-strands tickled my entire booty while sending tingles to my extremities.

“Ohhh, that feels so good!”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Because you’ll be receiving this discipline every night you spend with me.”

“I… oh fuck!” My reply was cut off by another whack. “I’m spending multiple nights with you?”

“Yes. I’ve decided you will become my main courtesan. I find your naughtiness very enticing.”

I shuddered again. Holy crap, somehow I had become Cleopatra’s royal whore. Yes! This was totally my greatest achievement in all my time travel missions. I needed to ask Em to make me some “Riley Shu - Cleopatra’s Slutty Whore” holo-cards when I got back. “Yes, I’ll do whatever you say, your Royal Sexiness.”

That got me a particularly booty-shaking spank. My irreverence really got me into a lot of situations where I was tied up and disciplined. So, of course, I was going to keep it up!

I whimpered helplessly on the bed as Cleopatra took control of my ass.

She didn’t get to a thousand, but man she spanked the shit out of me. Which had me totally ready to do whatever she wanted.

She lay on top of me, her ultra-firm breasts pressing into my back. She tucked my hair behind my ear and whispered into it. “Are you ready to become my slut?”

“I am so ready!”

“Your vernacular is quite strange, but it just makes you even more intriguing.”

“Oh, yes, that’s how we speak in my land. But I promise I’m very skilled in being super-submissive to beautiful, domineering women.”

She turned my lips to hers and kissed me. “I can see that. Those skills will serve you well tonight.”

She slid off me, her flawless skin touching every inch of me on the way down, her breath hot on my exposed pussy. My hips twitched and my lips moistened.

“I see your tender womanhood is anxious to be explored.”

“It is very anxious, my Queen!”

“I have something that will fill it nicely. Close your eyes.”

I did as I was told, trembling on the bed, awaiting my Queenly fucking.

Her hands were on my hips a minute later. Her touch was both gentle and commanding, telling me she was in charge but that she was a benevolent mistress. My favorite kind of woman!

A cool object pressed against my slit. Oh fuck, what was… “Uhhh!” I cried as it pierced me. It was an ancient dildo made of a smooth, polished stone. And it was big. It filled my cavern as Cleopatra expertly worked it into me.

“I did not realize nymphs could have such tight pussies,” she said with glee.

“Ohh goddess! Y… yes, I can barely take it.”

“Good. It will be a challenge to get it all the way inside you. And I love a challenge.”

I moaned loudly, trying to adjust to the stone behemoth taking up more and more space within me. “I… I’ll take it all for you, my Queen.”

She patted my butt, approving of my desire to please her.

I buried my face in the sheets, panting and groaning as the huge cock slid farther and farther into my center. It brushed my cervix and came to a stop, my pussy walls hugging it tightly.

Cleopatra rubbed my back. “I’m impressed you were able to take it all.”

“Th… thank you. I told you I’m an epic slut.”

“You certainly are. And now you will spill all your slutty juices for me.” She slid almost all the way out of me and rammed her cock back in. Her thrust was so powerful, my moan came out breathless and my eyes watered.

She continued to pound me, keeping a steady rhythm. Her thighs slapped loudly against my ass, her fingers grasped my hips tightly, and her breathing came out in sultry, ragged breaths.

My face contorted into erotic bliss, cries and moans escaping my lips upon every sinful thrust.

The Egyptian Queen grabbed my bound arms with one hand and yanked my hair with the other, raising my head from the bed. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your naughty nymph, your sex slave, the Queen’s cum slut!”

My submissive confessions invigorated her. She slammed her hips against me, destroying my pussy with her fake cock. I was in sheer euphoria: completely bound, my hair pulled, and my pussy pounded like it never had been before.

My juices leaked out of me, soaking the silk sheets. A huge orgasm built within me.

Cleo must have known I was close. She released my hair and snatched my clit, rubbing it vigorously.

“Ohhhhhhh fuuccccckkkk!” I thrashed within my bonds, my whole body vibrating.

She continued to hammer me while mastering my nubile nub.

“Ohhhh God, I… I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum so fucking hard!!”

“Not without your Queen’s permission.” She twisted my clit, instantly shutting off the release valve to my climax. My entire body seized up, my orgasm on the precipice of overflowing but stopped by an invisible dam. Holy shit! Cleopatra had magic clit powers. I had never seen anyone be able to manipulate orgasms so effortlessly before. It was hot as hell. But also was making me more submissive than I had been in my entire life. And that’s saying something.

“Ohhhhh fuck, p… please,” I begged. “Please let me cum. I have to let it out so bad.” My body was frozen in ecstasy, my muscles all tightened, waiting to let loose the climax that was struggling to burst out of me.

She maintained a stranglehold on my clit, letting me know my orgasms where up to her whims. “Are you going to be a good sex slave?”

“Ohh God, yes! I’ll be the best sex slave in history!” For most people that would be hyperbolic. But since I had been such an epic slut in so many time periods, I feel I had totally earned that title.

“And you will always be naked in my presence?”

“Uhhhh,” I moaned from the almost-there orgasm. “Of course. Sex slaves should always be nude around their Queen.”

“You are learning your place well.”

“So well! Can I please cum now? Please, please, please my beautiful and sexy Queen.”

“Yes. Cum like the Nile overflowing its banks.”

I came like that and more. She pinched my clit and released my floodgates. I screamed to every Egyptian god and goddess as my secret sauce came pouring out of me.

She continued to hammer me with the polished dildo, making squishing noises as my juices squirted past it.

I came and came and came some more. By the end, I was a sweaty mess, panting on the bed, barely able to stay conscious.

She eased the sex toy out of me, undid her harness, and lay beside me, brushing my damp hair out of my face and kissing me sweetly.

“I have never seen someone let loose so much of their inner gift before.”

I smiled, tasting honey and lavender on her lips. She was so yummy. I couldn’t wait to taste more of her. “Yup, just one of my many talents.”

“I cannot wait to see the others.”

We kissed some more and then she glanced down at her sticky body. “This is the most I have ever been coated in another’s fluids.”

“Oh, um, sorry. I can’t really control it. Especially when a clit-controlling goddess is dominating me.”

“Clit-controlling goddess?” She smirked. “I may have to get that engraved on a statue.”

I giggled. “You totally should. It’s a very impressive power.”

“You are a very astute woman. I am glad you are sharing my bed.”

“Me too! Though more like I’m being completely dominated in your bed.”

“Yes. That is much better.”

I smiled. This Queen really got off on having fun with submissive sluts. Luckily, I really got off on letting sexy royals treat me like their personal whore. Total win-win.

“Should I clean my naughty cum off you, oh sexy monarch?”

She wiggled her nose, which looked adorable. “You delight in being insolent, don’t you?”

“Yup. Especially if it gets me more sexy punishment.”

“It most certainly will. And you will clean me throughly. But first, you will pleasure me until I am satisfied.” She plopped her hot butt in front of me, spreading her tanned legs and opening her succulent pussy to me.

“Am I staying tied up?” I asked, my eyes never leaving her glistening lips. Cleopatra was supposed to have charmed the most powerful men in the world. I could now see how: she just showed them her magical pussy and they must have all dived in and did whatever she wanted.

“Of course,” she replied. “You are still my sex slave.”

“Right. Just checking, your worshipfulness.”

“Less talking back and more exploration of your goddess’s pussy.” She grabbed my hair and deposited my mouth on her lips. They were slick and sweet, and I immediately licked around them, needing her taste and scent.

Her fingers roamed through my long hair, her hips swiveling as I teased her slit.

She let out a sultry moan and scooted down, giving me better access to her tight hole. I pierced her and was instantly mesmerized. It was like entering the most snug and inviting cavern, my tongue bathed in warmth, being pulled in farther and farther. I pleasured her, loving being within her pleasantly tight folds.

Her body spasmed, her breath became ragged, her moans increasing in intensity. “Ohhh, by the goddess, yes!!”

She yanked me more tightly into her, hips moving in sensual rhythms. I probed my tongue into every nook and cranny, determined to find the spots that made her squeal the most.

“Ohh, yes! Yes!! Just like that, my perfect whore. Make me cum all over your slutty face.” Geez, Cleo was really into dirty talk when she was being eaten out. She was so cool!

She tugged my hair, indicating I should move to her clit. I happily complied, nibbling on her nifty nub and making her buck like a horny hippo. I didn’t actually know what horny hippos did, but I associated the huge mammals with Egypt. Even though no wild hippos existed in the country today. If not for extensive efforts by several wildlife groups, the water warriors would be extinct. Thankfully, their population had stabilized by 2042.

I stopped thinking about hippos and focused on the throbbing clit before me. I licked and sucked it like it was the tastiest dessert in the world.

Cleopatra squeezed her thighs around my face, ensuring I couldn’t move from my task. “Ohhhhhh! Yes! Yes!! Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop!!” Woohoo! I had the most famous Queen in history in the throes of passion, about to spill her royal cum into my mouth. I was so proud of myself! I bet Em would be too once I fixed the timeline and told her about all my sexy shenanigans. Though I still didn’t know if I should tell her about how she and I were dating in this timeline. Or that she was tasting my naughty pussy. Well, there was plenty of time to figure that out. Right now, I had an Egyptian goddess I needed to make squirt like a fire hose filled with cum.

I went all out on her clit. Her legs shook violently. She screamed loudly. And then she erupted. A volcano of cum rushed out of her, coating my face and spilling across my tits.

She pushed my face down so I could drink it all up. I gulped it eagerly. Hey, it wasn’t every day you got a chance to sample royal nectar.

She kept a firm grip on my hair, swiveling her hips and making sure my face was completely covered in her essence.

There was so much cum. And it was shooting everywhere. By the time she had finished, it was all over my face, tits, and stomach. As well as her supple legs and thighs.

She collapsed, her lovely chest heaving from exhaustion. She released my hair, letting my head rest on her spent pussy. I flicked my tongue out, lapping up the dribbles that continued to leak out of her.

She untied me and took me into her arms, giving me one of the most epic kisses in history. Well, at least my history. Fuck, it was amazing. I lost myself in her lips, her soft body pressed against mine, her smooth hands caressing my skin.

“You were wonderful, my sweet nymph,” she told me, brushing my cheek.

“You are the most amazing squirter I have ever seen.”

“Of course. How do you think I became Queen?”

I gaped at her. Then she smiled, and we both giggled. It was nice to see the more fun side of her.

“Does that mean I qualify to be royalty too?” I asked, nestling into her arms.

“Yes. But I am too enamored with you to let you go. So you must remain my lover.”

“Well, I can’t disobey my Queen.” I grinned, and she kissed me again.

After an intense make out session, I took in her wet, sticky body. “Wow, you have a lot of cum on you.”

“Not as much as you have on you. I made sure of that.”

I surveyed my own stickiness. Yup, I definitely had won the “Who Got the Best Cum Bath” award. I hoped the prize would be more kinky bondage!

“But you’re right,” she continued. “My body needs to be cleaned.”

“Would you like me to bathe you?”

“Yes. With your tongue.”

My eyes widened. With the extreme amount of naughty sauce covering her, I thought she might want a nice, hot bath. “B… but there’s so much cum on you.”

“Then you better get started.”

I sighed. Cleopatra really knew what she was doing. I admired her ability to slut up naughty nymphs like me. I admired her hot body even more. So I dove in, getting to work. I had a tasty job ahead of me.

It took a long time to get all the cum off Cleo’s sensual body. I had one tired tongue afterward, but it was totally worth it. My sauce combined with Cleopatra’s royal cum was a tasty combination. And spending so long licking her clean made me feel especially slutty.

She inspected her body as I knelt obediently in front of her. “You did very well, my lovely nymph.”

“Thank you! You’re delicious.”

She brought my mouth to hers and tasted our dual juices on my tongue. I got lightheaded again. There was something about the way she kissed that made me feel like I was floating. No wonder everyone had fallen for her so easily.

“You are right. Our combination of fluids is delightful.” She surveyed my nudeness. “But your body is very sticky.”

“Yup. Isn’t is great?”

“It is. You look beautiful and submissive. But it will be proper to have you cleansed before you share my bed.”

“Oh, of course. Is there a bath I could use?”

“Come.” She took my hand and led me into an adjacent chamber.

It was a small room, a stone tub in its center already filled with water. Steam lightly filled the room, and water droplets ran down the outside of the basin.

I was surprised the tub already contained water. I hadn’t seen any servants enter during our lovemaking. Oo, maybe there were secret passages, so they could prepare the Queen’s bath without disturbing her kinky sex sessions.

I would have investigated for the sneaky corridors, but Cleopatra guided me into the water. It was pleasantly warm and smelled great. The Egyptians commonly scented their baths with oils and perfumes. Cleopatra was also rumored to have bathed in donkey’s milk to keep her skin so radiant. There was no milk in this bath, so that was either a fabrication or something she began doing later in life.

The soft-skinned Queen eased in behind me, wrapping her arms and legs around me. “I don’t want you to move your body or limbs. I will move them when needed.”

“Yes, my Queen,” I replied breathlessly. I couldn’t believe the hottest Queen of Egypt was going to bathe me. What a fucking amazing honor! And even better that she was making me give my body over to her commanding care.

“You are amazing at dominating sexy sluts,” I remarked as she raised my arm over my head and washed it with natron. That was what the Egyptians used to clean themselves. It was a mixture of sodium carbonate and bicarbonate, otherwise known as soda ash and baking soda. When mixed with oils, it became a kind of soap. It was rougher than our gentle body washes of the future but didn’t feel bad. Especially the lovely way Cleo ran it along my body.

“Thank you. Now be a good sex slave and hush while I clean your naughty body.”

I surrendered to her, letting her move my limbs as she desired, loving her soft caresses and sweet kisses.

I buried my face in her neck, breathing in her natural scent and that of the bath oils. I couldn’t believe how quickly I had become intoxicated with her. I needed to obey every command she gave me. Well, I probably should have easily believed it. She was Cleopatra, Goddess of Sex, after all.

“Your body is a delight to explore,” she told me, running her fingers along my inner thighs.

“It’s yours to do with as you wish,” I cooed. I was having trouble thinking of my usual fun, irreverent replies. Being in the warm water, snuggled against her inviting skin, just felt too fucking amazing.

“I love how you are becoming more submissive the longer we spend together.” Her hands moved between my legs, and I gasped into her neck, my body twitching involuntarily.

“Ohhh my Queen!”

“You’re not supposed to move of your own accord, my sweet.”

“I… I’m sorry. I can’t help it when you touch me like that.”

“Are you saying you can’t control yourself when I do this?” She probed inside me, immediately finding my most sensitive spot.

I thrashed in her arms, water splashing out of the tub. “Ohhhh yes! I have no control when you do that.”

“Good. I like having your womanhood under my power.”

“It’s completely subservient to you, my Queen! And it needs to be cleaned very thoroughly.”

She tilted my head up and gave me a smiling kiss. And then cleaned me very throughly in all my most intimate areas.

She paid special attention to my pussy, working the soap in nice and deep, making sure she got every corner of my sensitive folds.

“Ohhhhh goddess!” I cried. “My Queen, you’re going to make me cum!”

“I will allow you to spill your natural essence in my royal tub. Though that means I will have to clean you again. You are a most troublesome servant.”

“I’m sorry!” I wailed, convulsing in the throes of ecstasy. “Can I make it up to you by being extra slutty?”

“I’m sure I’ll think of something especially decadent.” She pounded me under the water, making my legs flail uncontrollably.

My pussy was hers, and she had me squirting in no time. My juices shot out like the jets of a hot tub, mixing with the perfume and oils to give the bath a special Riley-scented flavor.

I lay in her arms, moaning and eking out the last of my nectar.

“Are you done, my beautiful nymph?”

“I… I think so.”

“Good. Much more and I think you would have overflowed the basin.”

I giggled. “Yes, my squirting ability is legendary where I come from.” That was true. Everyone in the time base knew how talented I was at spilling my sauce. Many from personal experience.

“I will put that to the test over the coming weeks.” She raised her cum-stained fingers to my lips, and I eagerly took them in my mouth, cleaning myself off her. Weeks? Wow, she really must be enchanted with me if she intended to dominate me for that long. I really needed to find the sneaky assassin, but hey, it could take weeks to do that. And if I had to spend that long as Cleopatra’s sex slave, I guess I would just have to suck it up and do it. As well as suck up all her tasty cum!

She stepped out of the tub, and I gazed at her gorgeous body, droplets of water running down her perfect curves.

She offered her hand. I took it and let her guide me out.

I stood shivering until she wrapped me in a linen cloth and dried me. I didn’t think Egyptian Queens dried anyone. They were the ones others served. But maybe in private, Cleopatra was willing to show her feelings more. The fact that she could be both commanding and kind was an even bigger turn on.

I returned the favor, making sure I had every inch of her nice and dry.

Then she led me to her bed, where she turned me on my side and wrapped me up in a warm pretzel.

“What is your name, my sweet nymph?”

“Jia,” I replied, choosing a traditional Chinese name that I always thought sounded pretty.

“As lovely as the woman it belongs to.” She sifted her fingers through my hair, and I sighed like a lovesick schoolgirl. Cleopatra had serious game.

“Thank you, my Queen.” I squeezed her other arm and snuggled into her even more.

“Do you give yourself to me, Jia, now and forever?” She whispered it into my ear, making my heart flutter.

“Yes,” I replied instantly. “Now and forever.” I surprised myself by my non-hesitation. Shit, was I falling for Cleopatra? Like beyond just a sexy dom-sub scenario? That could definitely complicate things.

As I was pondering that, something else complicated things. The door burst open and three masked assailants rushed in, all wielding pointy weapons.

Fuck. It was time to save the Queen!




Chapter 11

I sprang into action, leaping off the foot of the bed and performing a nifty split kick, knocking two of the assailants to the floor.

The third swiped at my chest with his knife. Okay, now I was really mad. My boobs were one of my best assets. How dare he try to damage them? I needed them in perfect shape so Cleo could fondle and suck on them to her heart’s content.

I parried his blow, backfisted him in the face, and then twisted his wrist, making him drop his weapon.

I slammed his head into my rising knee. His head snapped back, and he slumped to the floor. He’d definitely have a headache when he woke up.

The other two meanies were back on their feet. Their blades glistened in the flickering light of the oil lamps. I felt rather exposed being all naked. Though it definitely wasn’t the first time I had fought in the buff. Actually, I seemed to have a proclivity for it. Probably because I was always fucking like a proper time slut.

I weaved between them, dodging their strikes while flashing out with my hands and feet. These guys were okay but were no match for my kinky kung fu! What was kinky about it? Well, I was doing it while totally naked. That’s pretty kinky, right? Oo, I should totally start teaching Kinky Kung Fu classes back at the base. Everyone could learn how to defend themselves and have amazing orgasms. Maybe I’d practice on Em first. Ah crap, I kept fantasizing about being all sexy with her. Ever since the altered timeline Em had touched me so intimately, I couldn’t stop thinking about what it’d be like to be in a relationship with her. She was total girlfriend material. But she probably wouldn’t be too keen on me fucking every hottie in history if we started dating. And it might totally fuck up our friendship. I couldn’t imagine not having Em in my life. Oh, I better get back to dealing with these annoying assassins and figure romance stuff out later.

I rammed my elbow into the bottom of one jerk’s chin. His eyes rolled back in his head, and he toppled to the floor.

I immediately dashed forward and springboarded off the wall.

“Booty Blasts Face!” I yelled as I smashed my buns of steel into the nose of the final enemy. Just like those classic kung fu movies, where they have cool moves named after animals, I liked to do moves named after the naughty parts of my body. Some of my other favorites were, “Tits Jiggle Like Jello” and “Pussy Spreads its Lips.” Hey, what can I say, fighting makes me horny. Okay, everything makes me horny. Just enjoy the show!

I took advantage of his stunned state. I flipped upward and wrapped my legs around his head. I twisted my body, flipping him to the floor, squeezing my thighs tightly around his neck.

He flailed helplessly. No one escaped my sexy thigh attack! Though I needed a better name for it. “Thighs Tickle Throat?” Hmm, I’ll work on it.

Cleopatra leaned over the foot of the bed, her arms pressing her breasts together so they looked even bigger and more spectacular than usual.

The mere sight of her set off an orgasm within me. I splattered the guy’s face just before he passed out. His mask had gone slightly askew, so some of my cum dribbled into his mouth. Well, at least he had a nice present before taking an unscheduled nap. Maybe he’d dream of drinking up the cum of the Queen’s favorite slut. I was very proud of that new title!

Cleo stared at me, mouth agape.

I extricated myself from the cum-covered attacker and stood, my juices running down my legs.

She slid off the bed and took my hands. “You are a true wonder. I have never seen anyone fight like that.”

I blushed, enjoying the Queen’s compliment. “Oh, um, thank you. It’s a style of martial arts from my land. I’ve trained a long time so I can kick butt. Especially when your beautiful butt is on the line.”

She smiled and brought me into an earth-shattering kiss. I thought her previous smooches were amazing, but this one blew all of those away. My body and lips became one with hers. I forgot there were three unconscious bodies littered around us. I forgot that I was two thousand years in the past. All I knew was that I wanted Cleopatra to keep kissing me for eternity.

An hour later, our lips finally parted. Okay, it was probably only a few minutes, but it felt like a lifetime.

She held me close, stroking my face. “You saved my life, Jia. I am in your debt.”

“No problem, Queenie. To pay your debt, you can make me your bound sex slave every night.”

He hands roamed down my back until they found my waiting ass. She squeezed it sinfully. “That is a debt I will enjoy paying.” She brought me up on my toes and kissed me again.

We continued to kiss while she fondled my ass. I was quickly learning how expert she was at feeling up a submissive booty like mine. It was like my ass existed for her to fondle. Or fuck or spank or do whatever she wanted to it.

She summoned her guards who quickly took away the assassins. They didn’t show any reaction to seeing their Queen and a servant sans clothing. Cleo must have fun with nubile nymphs like me on a regular basis.

When they were gone, she took me in her arms again. I was getting very used to her holding me. Her body was like a sensual Nile River, curving in all the right places.

“You will be my personal bodyguard from now on.”

“Wait? I thought I was your personal sex slave.”

“You are also that. You will protect my body while I ravage yours.”

“You are a very intelligent Queen.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“So, that means I’ll have to be in your presence every moment of every day.”

“Correct.”

“I love my job.”

She kissed me again, then spun me around, pressing her tits against my back and her pussy against my ass.

She wormed her tongue into my ear as her hands slid slowly down my stomach, tickling my belly button, until they found their target.

I gasped as her fingers roamed across my slit. I closed my eyes, ready to surrender myself to her.

“Your role as my bodyguard must be secret,” she whispered into my ear. “Would-be assailants will never suspect your abilities if they think you are merely my courtesan.”

“Ohhhh,” I moaned. She was rubbing me harder now. I squirmed within her grasp, needing her to penetrate me. “Th… that’s a really good idea.”

“But that means I will have to fully show people you are there merely for my sexual enjoyment.” She pressed against my tightness, forcing two fingers past my barrier.

My body convulsed, and I let out a blissful shriek. “Pussy Spreads its Lips!” Told you it was one of my favorite moves. “Oh yes! My body exists for your sexual enjoyment.”

I could feel her smile into my neck as she peppered it with kisses. “I am very glad to hear that, my sweet. For I will be touching you intimately in public in front of others. I will be inside your womanhood to show everyone you are mine. That you are my toy to play with as I see fit.”

I shuddered violently. Both from how deep she was inside me and the thought of her publicly making me her sex toy. I thought our naughty time would happen in her chambers, not in front of an audience. It’s not like I had never let people watch. Heck, I had recently set up a video feed for Em, so she could watch me while I fucked myself in the showers. I had gotten way more turned on knowing she was peeping on me. But how many people was Cleopatra planning to fuck me in front of?

“You… you mean… ohhhhh fuuuuck that feels good… there’s going to be an audience when you fuck me?”

“Yes, I will gather the entire kingdom outside the palace and have them watch while I ravage your nude body on the balcony and make you spray your delicious fluids all over them.”

I spasmed, my pussy leaking out a bunch of that fluid. “What?!”

“Is there a problem?”

“B… but that’s so many people.”

“Do you not want to earn the title of biggest slut in the kingdom?”

“Well, yeah, but can’t I just let you fuck me up the ass in front of some of your closest friends or something?”

“I do not have friends. I am the Queen.” She ceased pounding me but kept her fingers within my wet folds.

I glanced up at her saddened face. I guess being at the top could be really lonely.

I brushed her cheek softly. “That’s not true. I’m your friend.”

She looked into my eyes. “You are my courtesan and bodyguard.”

“I can also be your friend.”

She continued to stare at me. Then smiled. “You are a unique woman, Jia. I am glad you came into my life.”

“Glad you noticed, Queenie. I’m pretty amazing.”

She buried her fingers as deeply into me as possible. “You are also quite insolent. I see am going to have to spend many nights disciplining you.”

“Yes, please!”

She laughed and went back to her wonderful pussy probing.

“But do I really have to be fucked in front of the entire kingdom?” I asked between moans.

“No. I was merely teasing you.”

“What?! Queenie, that’s so sneaky.”

“Like you do not deserve it for how often you talk back to me?”

“Um, okay, I totally deserve it. Could you fuck me harder by the way?”

“Of course.” She pounded me vigorously. I trembled and squirmed against her, my wetness squirting out around her fingers.

Her breath came hot on my ear. “But do not tell me it did not turn you on to imagine me dominating you in front of so many people.”

I gasped as a mini-orgasm sent shock waves through me. Fuck, this woman could make me cum just be talking dirty. She was so talented!

“It… it did,” I replied breathlessly. I wasn’t sure if I was ready for it, but I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t fantasized about being tied up and fucked in front of an audience eager to view my slutty body.

“Then let us take small steps. I will touch your most desirable areas in front of my advisers and servants. They are used to me enjoying my favorite toys in public.”

She rubbed my clit while she continued to mine my pussy. I would have agreed to pretty much anything right then. And being the Queen’s favorite sex toy was the perfect position to hold in order to thwart any more assassination attempts. Plus, “Become Cleopatra’s Sex Toy” was number one on my “Sexy List of Super-Important Things to do as a Time Cop.” So how could I not agree to whatever she wanted. Um, but don’t tell the Chief I have that list. For some reason, he thinks fixing the timeline is the most important thing for time agents to do. What a weirdo.

“Y… yes, my Queen,” I gasped. “Of course, you may touch me whenever you want. It’s only right you show everyone what a good slut I am.”

“You make me so hot when you say things like that.” She slammed my pussy and clit so hard I was gushing in no time, spraying her fingers, my thighs, and the floor. I cried out that I’d be hers forever, that my pussy existed to serve her. Luckily, my pussy was very good at taking orders, so it was a prime candidate to be under Cleo’s command.

I panted and lay back against her, coming down from the amazing orgasms she gave me. “Do… do I have to be naked all the time in public?” I wasn’t averse to that idea. Heck, alternate Em had paraded me through the time base in the buff. Which was pretty fucking hot and made me more than a little horny. So if the Queen ordered it, I was ready to start my career as a nudist. Honestly, I had been training all my life for that job.

She helped me to my feet. “No, I have a special outfit for you. It will make everyone jealous that you are mine and encourage me to treat you like a proper whore.”

I shivered again. Then looked down. Yup, more cum was spilling down my legs. I had never had anyone who could so consistently make me cum with mere words or glances. Cleopatra was indeed a woman for the ages.

She took my hand. “Come. Let’s get you cleaned and dressed. Then we must discover who in my court has betrayed me.”

I followed her obediently, ready to crack the case dressed like a super-slut.

Man, I loved being a time cop.




Chapter 12

I walked down the sandstone corridor, wearing so little I might as well have been naked. I wore what amounted to the tiniest G-string in history, a sliver of silvery fabric running between my toned cheeks and a front that just barely concealed my pussy.

The light from the oil lamps reflected off the sparkly material, drawing attention to my moist lips that might pop out at any moment.

I was bare everywhere else except for two jewel-encrusted pasties that covered my nipples, leaving the rest of my jiggling breasts on display.

I passed guards at regular intervals, each pair of eyes lingering on me, drinking in my exposed skin.

My cheeks turned rosy. I was both embarrassed and turned on, being forced to march through the palace as a monarch’s sex toy.

I glanced back at said monarch. She wore much more than me, but her garb was still sexy as hell: a white semi-translucent ankle-length dress that hugged her curves, golden snake-shaped coils around her biceps, and an elaborate ebony and gold headdress. Her makeup was sophisticated: she used kohl to darken her eyebrows and extend her eyeliner and wore beautiful henna on her hands.

It was a stark contrast to the natural Cleopatra I was with last night. I actually preferred seeing her in her unadorned beauty, but I understood the point of her presentation. She was the living embodiment of the goddess Isis and needed to let all her servants and subjects know it. And, quite frankly, I was intoxicated with her no matter what she wore.

Her hand flashed out and struck my bare booty.

“Ack!” I yelped from her sneaky spank.

“Eyes forward, my lovely slut.”

“Yes, my Queen,” I replied obediently. She had made me walk before her the whole way here, so she could watch my virtually naked butt undulate sinfully. Which was another reason I was blushing. I knew I had royal eyes on my posterior for the entire journey. I loved it when people gawked at my ass, but being paraded through the palace as the Royal Slut was a whole new level of submissiveness. And that was saying something. I could top virtually anyone in being a kinky sub. But Cleopatra was the definition of a sexy dom.

I continued walking, my long, dark locks tickling my bare back. Cleo liked having my hair loose and behind me. She also liked pulling it when making love to me and ordering me to confess what a dirty whore I was. She was one cool queen!

I stopped at the end of the corridor in front of a wooden door, likely made of sycamore fig.

A well-muscled guard stood beside it, his stern eyes softening for a moment as he took in the nude courtesan before him. Guess I was becoming a big hit in the palace. Oo, maybe I’d make it into the history books as Cleopatra’s sexiest slut. Of course, the Chief would probably have a heart attack if that happened. For some reason he frowned on his agents acting like sex maniacs back in time. Of course, as long as this sex maniac didn’t cause too many changes to the timeline, he’d be none the wiser. And, besides, my sluttiness was totally key to this mission. It had let me become Cleopatra’s secret bodyguard, which would allow me to prevent any would-be assassins from getting her. It also allowed me to be her fuck toy anytime she wanted. God, time travel was the best!

“Leave us,” she commanded.

“My Queen, these are dangerous…” His protest was cut short by her intimidating glare that said “I’m the Queen, bitch, and you better do what I say.” At least, that was my interpretation. Either way the guard looked properly chastised.

“Yes, my Queen.” He nodded reverentially and hurried off.

“You’re so badass,” I told her as she walked up beside me.

She peered behind her. “There is something wrong with my ass?”

I grimaced. Dammit, you’d think by now I would have learned to stop using modern slang on missions. “Oh my goodness, no. It’s the most perfect ass that’s ever existed. That’s just a colloquial expression from my region.”

“So ‘bad ass’ means good?”

“Right.”

“Yours is a very strange culture.”

I scratched my head. “Haha, yup. I mean, yes.”

She grabbed my hips and pulled my body to hers. I felt her warm skin through the sheer linen she wore. Her body was so inviting I never wanted to be separated from it.

“I do, however, enjoy your comments on my posterior. I’ve worked hard to make it a specimen to be envied by all.”

“You’ve done an amazing job!” I gushed. “I want to grab it all the time.”

She arched her exquisitely groomed eyebrow. “Oh really?”

“Oh, I mean, only with your permission, your Royal Hotness. You have the ass of a goddess, and it is the greatest honor to be granted leave to touch it.”

She gave me a bemused smile. “Somehow you have the ability to be charming and insolent all in the same breath.”

“I’m very unique,” I agreed.

Her hands slid down my hips until all her fingers were on my submissive booty.

She squeezed. I gasped.

“Your ass, on the other hand, is open to my touch at all times.”

“Y… yes, my Queen. My ass belongs to you.”

“Good. For I have an assignment for it. And your whole body.”

“Wh… what is it?” I couldn’t get a full sentence out without a moan or gasp. Her booty-grabbing skills were a thing of legend.

“I need your help interrogating the prisoners. I must find out who sent them to kill me.”

“Oo, should we do Good Pharaoh, Bad Pharaoh?”

“What?”

“Oh, um, it’s when one person is really nice to them and the other one is really mean. So they wind up trusting the nice one and confessing.”

“I see. I’m glad you were not calling yourself a pharaoh.”

My eyes widened. “Oh no, my Queen. I would never do that. You are the one true Queen and I your obedient servant.”

“Now that I like hearing.” She squeezed my ass cheeks wonderfully and brought me into a passionate kiss. I threw my arms around her neck and melted into her lovely lips.

When she was done smooching me, she brushed my hair behind my ear. “Instead of your Good Pharaoh, Bad Pharaoh idea, I think we will do Dominant Queen, Submissive Slut.”

I inhaled sharply. “You’re going to fuck me in front of them?”

“Yes. When they see the most beautiful body in the land get ravaged and spill its succulent juices, they will tell me anything I want to know.”

I blushed super-hard. “Th… that’s one of the nicest things anyone has ever said to me.” I hugged her tightly. “Thank you, my Queen. I’m yours forever.”

She stroked my hair, whispering into my ear. “I know, my sweet nymph. I know.”

I trembled against her, feeling like a schoolgirl with a crush that threatened to overwhelm her. “But, my Queen, no one has a more beautiful body than you.”

She lifted my chin and gazed at me with her deep, brown eyes. “I knew there was a reason I took you as my consort.”

“I bet my extreme sluttiness helped a lot too!”

She laughed. It was an aural delight, free and airy and not carrying the weight of the throne. “It was certainly a large factor in my decision.”

She played with my ass a bunch more. That was one plus of this outfit: immediate access to my jiggling booty.

“Jia, you should know I am going to treat you like a complete whore in front of those despicable men.”

“I am ready to be whored up!” I replied cheerfully. If it meant finding Moriarty or whoever was behind the assassination attempt, I was willing to do it. And, besides, it meant I was going to get fucked out of my mind again by Cleopatra. Like I would ever turn that down.

She smiled. “You are a wonderful creature. I am glad you are with me.”

“Me too! Um, could I get a sweet kiss before all the whoring up happens?”

“Of course.” We embraced again, this time our lips making even more intense love than last time. I had gotten to smooch plenty of good kissers in my day but none like Cleopatra. I literally never wanted to stop. It was like her lips were coated in some intoxicating drug, a drug I needed to survive.

I stood swaying back and forth, dizzy from the intense make-out session.

She steadied me gently. “Jia, are you all right?”

“Y… yes, my Queen. It’s hard not to faint when your lips touch me.”

She gave me the biggest smile yet and clutched me to her. “They will touch you whenever you want, my sweet. I never want you apart from me.”

I trembled even more. Holy shit, was Cleo falling for me as much as I was for her? I needed to be careful of letting my feelings get out of control. At some point I had to return home, no matter how much I wanted to be her submissive lover for eternity.

She took my hand. “Come, it’s time to prove your status as my royal whore.”

I followed her swishing hips. Oh yeah, I was so ready to prove that.

The room was dimmer than the corridor, and it took my eyes a minute to adjust.

When they did, I saw three men kneeling on the floor, copper manacles shackling their hands and feet. They had deep tans and hardened bodies, ones used to seeing battle.

They were also naked. And upon seeing my barely covered body, their little soldiers all sprang to attention. It was hard not to stare. Especially the one in the middle. Fuck, I wanted to ride him like a… oh wait, I was Cleo’s sex slave. And he tried to kill her. I couldn’t have sex with this jerk. Ugh, I really had to stop thinking with my pussy.

Cleopatra moved behind me and ran her hands up and down the sides of my body. “I see your garb is having the desired effect.”

I nodded. “Those are some big dicks.”

Her fingers massaged my inner thighs. “They are. But I will be the only one fucking your tight holes.”

“Yes, my Queen. They belong only to you.” I had easily fallen into giving the Queen exactly what she wanted to hear. Easily because I totally wanted to give myself over to her. So it’s not like I had to do much acting.

“We’ll never tell you what you want to know,” Big Dick spat in an accent I couldn’t quite place.

“Oh yes you will,” Cleopatra replied confidently, her hands still roaming across my body. “You see, Jia here is the biggest slut in all of Egypt.” My body involuntarily spasmed at that description. All of Egypt? Wow, that was quite an accomplishment. But how did Cleo know that? Had she really been with every slut in her kingdom? Like she put up parchment posters calling all sluts to report to her for a proper fucking. Actually, maybe she did do that. She was one horny monarch. Either way, I was taking my Biggest Slut moniker with pride. I know, I’m weird.

“She has orgasms that surpass anything you can imagine,” Cleopatra continued. “She can squirt more of her womanly fluid than the waters that make up the Nile. And I will make her do that non-stop. If you tell me what I want to know.”

I gulped. Those were some big expectations Queenie just laid at my feet. I had to show them I was the most epic sex squirter in history. Well, I was up for the challenge. If there was one thing I was really good at, it was spilling my naughty juices. And with Cleo controlling my clit, tits, and every other part of me, I was confident I’d become an overflowing sink of cum. Okay, maybe that wasn’t the best visual. A powerful waterfall of sweet womanly virtue? Yeah, that’s better. Let’s go with that.

The thought of that waterfall was obviously working on the men. Their dicks had grown even larger and were quivering in anticipation.

Cleopatra seized my hips and pulled me tightly against her. “Jia, are you ready to spill more of your cum than the biggest whore in history?”

“Yes, my Queen!”

She slid her fingers beneath the tiny cloth covering my pussy.

I gasped and arched into her. I was about to become her fuck toy in front of three beefy guys with quivering cocks.

Damn, I loved this job.




Chapter 13

“Uhhh,” I moaned, the two loveliest fingers in history piercing my wet lips.

My arms were pulled tight above me, shackled in copper manacles hanging from the low ceiling. Which gave my mistress free reign over my virtually nude body.

Cleopatra’s fingers were down the front of my barely-there G-string, worming into me and finding the spots she knew put me completely under her power.

“Do you like that, my sweet slut?” she asked, loud enough so the three prisoners in front of us could hear.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, my Queen!” I gazed at the three buff men as she fingered me. Their impressive cocks were all erect, their eyes fixated on my writhing body. I had never been fucked in front of prisoners before. I had no idea what a turn on it would be. I wanted Cleo to show them what a good whore I could be.

Too bad for these fellas that they wouldn’t be cumming as easily as me. They had golden rings around their cocks, which would prevent them from climaxing. Cleopatra fastened them to the pulsating dicks before she attended to my pussy. I was surprised she didn’t have a servant do it, but I guess she liked taking care of captured cocks herself. And, frankly, I couldn’t blame her. The twitching swords between the men’s thighs were making me even hornier.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” Cleo whispered into my ear. “That their cunning cocks will be begging to burst forth with their seed and they’ll tell me anything I want to know.”

“Ohhh, yes, my Queen!” She had reached a particularly naughty area inside me, which made my whole body spasm. It was a good plan. These guys were going to be in a lot of pain if their dicks expanded and tried to shoot out their sticky semen. I was glad my submissive body could help carry out Cleo’s sneaky plan.

She raised her voice so the men could once again hear. “I’m going to slide your garment down your thighs, so they can see your naked pussy in all its glory.”

“Y… yes,” I gasped. “Please expose me.”

Her warm breasts pressed into my back. “I knew you would understand. Sluts like you should always have their undergarments yanked off.” She increased her finger pounding, plumbing more and more of my sweet juices.

“Oh God! Yes, my Queen. I don’t deserve to wear any clothes. I only deserve to be turned into a fuck toy.” I was really playing it up for the prisoners to get them to spill their sneaky secrets. Not that my slutty confessions weren’t things I had said to Cleo in private. I had already happily accepted my clothing-less role as her sex slave. As a time cop, it was my duty to act like a slutty sex toy whenever it was required. Okay, that actually wasn’t in the job description. I just loved doing it!

She pulled out of me and tugged my G-string down, leaving it around my legs a few inches above my knees.

My juices spilled out, running down both my thighs.

Three pairs of eyes were laser-focused on my pussy. I blushed from the prisoners’ rapt attention.

Cleopatra massaged my inner thighs, dangerously close to my wet lips. “I see you’re enjoying the Jia Juice. Would you like to see more of it?”

The men nodded rapidly, their cocks straining against the golden rings imprisoning their growing girth.

I trembled in Cleo’s arms. I loved that she called my cum “Jia Juice.” I bet we could market it to the Egyptian people. Of course, that would mean I’d have to spill buckets of my fluids to satisfy all the citizens. Fortunately, the Queen was an expert at draining me of every last drop of my womanly virtue. And it was another of my duties to quench the thirst of the local populace. Okay, I made that one up too. But it should totally be a time cop requirement.

She plunged two digits back into me while pinching my clit with her other hand.

“Ohhhhh!” I shrieked, my sensitive nub intoxicated by her touch. Heat radiated from my pussy outward to my extremities.

My nipples grew and pulsated with pleasure. They got so large and hard they pushed against my jewel pasties until my hard nubs popped the coverings right off.

They soared through the air and fell at the knees of the bound men.

Before I knew what happened, Cleopatra had shoved a huge dildo inside me and captured both my breasts with her hands, pinching my inflamed nipples.

“Ohh, my Queen, they’re so sensitive!” My body convulsed, and I pulled involuntarily against the chains holding me. My nipples felt like they were on fire, like they had to shoot out boob cum to find any kind of release.

“Close your legs and hold that cock inside you,” she ordered. “I don’t want any portion of it slipping out of your tight pussy.”

“Y… yes, my Queen.” I squeezed the dildo, which destroyed my tiny cavern even more. Fuck, it was so big. It touched every part of my womanhood, demanding that I be a good slut for my mistress.

The three hot assassins were now drooling. I tried to imagine things from their perspective. They were gazing upon an exotic girl, completely nude except for panties around her thighs, arms shackled above her, her tits and pussy completely dominated by the most beautiful Queen in history. Fuck, I wish Em could see me like this. She’d soak her shorts in like two seconds. Hmm, maybe we could replicate this scene back at the base. She could be Cleopatra and I her sexy slave. Oh crap, there I went again, fantasizing about me and Em fucking. But she would look so cute in Cleopatra’s outfit. And I really wanted her to tie me up. I wanted to see what she’d do when I was totally helpless. Maybe I could have Jade bind me in Em’s room and give my bestie a big surprise when she came in. I would tell her evil time bandits invaded the base and left me all naked and horny. Only Em could save me by fucking the shit out of my needy pussy. Yes, that was an excellent plan!

But I had to put any more planning on hold. Cleo attached the dildo to a strap-on around her waist and yanked my G-string off. She pulled my hips back and began ramming me from behind.

My tits bounced up and down in rhythm with my screams and moans. The sound of her thighs slapping against my ass echoed through the small chamber.

If the sexy men liked how she was fingering me, they loved how she was smashing me with her fake cock.

She spread my legs, making sure my juices had free access to drip onto the floor.

The prisoners’ eyes flicked from the expanding puddle between my feet up to my bouncing breasts and back down to my engorged pussy.

“How does this feel, Jia?” she asked, grabbing my hair and yanking my head back so the men could easily see my submissive expressions.

“Ohhhhh, it… it’s amazing! I think my pussy is going to burst!”

“That’s exactly what you’re going to do. Let your succulent juices burst forth and show these dirty men how much of a whore you are.”

I moaned louder and longer. Every time she called me a whore, I got more turned on. She really knew how to push my buttons.

She jackhammered me so hard the puddle beneath me was turning into a river, one that flowed down to the men and meandered around their bound legs.

Their cocks pulsated, the bulbous heads at the end of their shafts turning beet red. There was no way they could hold out for much longer. I didn’t know if I could hold out for much longer with how Cleo was pummeling my poor pussy.

“I think it’s time we showed them your delicious ass.”

She removed the dildo from my drenched folds and shoved it into a perfect-sized hole in the floor, so it was pointing straight up.

She yanked the chain, lifting my feet off the floor, then quickly released it. I wasn’t prepared for the sudden movement and lost my footing as I dropped. My legs spread, and I crashed onto my knees, my pussy landing perfectly on the huge dildo.

It speared me all the way to its hilt. I screamed, probably louder than I ever had in my life. The force of me dropping onto the slick shaft was so intense, it shook my entire body. My legs trembled, my ass cheeks vibrated, and my cum poured out around the fake cock. If the toy wasn’t already so slippery from my juices, it probably would have destroyed my pussy when I plummeted onto it. As it was, it had rocked my sweet vagina, taking complete ownership of it.

Cleopatra knelt before me, holding me as I trembled and eked out more of my girl juices. “It’s okay, my sweet,” she whispered. “I have you.” She smiled and stroked my cheek, letting me know everything would be okay. My body blocked her from the prisoners, so they couldn’t see her touching display of affection. But it meant the world to me. Cleo really did care about me. Since I was being such a good sex toy, I hoped that meant I was getting lots of massages and cuddle time later.

She clasped more shackles around my ankles and pulled on the chain, lifting my upper body and hips so my pussy popped free of the dildo.

Then she released it, sending me crashing back onto the wonderful torture device. I screamed and came again, shaking violently.

She kept yanking me up and down, forcing me to fuck the dominating dildo.

“Do you have any control over how I’m fucking you?” she asked.

“N… no, my Queen. Y… you’re making me fuck this cock so deep!”

“You like being helpless, don’t you? Knowing I can make you fuck it for as long as I want.”

“Ohhhh, goddess, yes! I’m completely in your power.” This confession made Cleopatra very happy. She obviously enjoyed knowing she had my complete sexual devotion. It was easy to give. I had never been with someone so skilled in the arts of domination. She was totally my hero!

I couldn’t see the men, but I heard their guttural groans, a mix of pain and pleasure. It must be torture for them not to be able to cum. I felt kinda bad. Cumming was the best feeling in the world. I know they were big jerkfaces for trying to assassinate Cleopatra, but even jerkfaces should be allowed to cum.

“That’s the sexiest ass I’ve eve seen!” one of them cried.

“Please let me cum all over it!” another begged.

“Be quiet!” ordered the third, whose voice I recognized as the one in the center. He must be the leader. What a cock block. Well, technically, the golden rings were the cock block, but you know what I mean.

“Shut up, you!” I called over my shoulder. “I want to hear more nice stuff about my ass.” Said ass got spanked immediately by Cleopatra. “Oww!”

“Jia, I am the one who gives the orders around here.”

“I’m sorry, my Queen. It was turning me on hearing them talk about my naked bottom. It made me want to be an even bigger whore for you.”

She smiled. “In that case, they may compliment your beautiful posterior as much as they want. In fact, I command it.” She gazed past me at the prisoners. “You will tell Jia every dirty thing you love about her body while I continue to make her fuck the huge sex toy.”

I beamed at her. I loved getting compliments on my naughty parts. And it was especially hot getting them while I was being fucked out of my mind. It was like she had some special insight into every kink I had and was making all my slutty fantasies come true. She was definitely my favorite raunchy royal.

The horny guys bestowed dirty odes about my booty while Cleo smashed my pussy up and down on the soaked shaft. Sweat poured down my face and cum down my thighs. I was one wet slut!

She finally stopped, letting me rest with the huge toy inside me.

“I want you to ride this cock as hard as you can,” Cleopatra commanded. “So hard your ass will have more sensual waves than the Great Sea.” I shuddered. Cleo was so poetic when it came to my cute butt. She should write a whole book of poems about it. I was determined to make my cheeks ripple as much as the Mediterranean, known as the Great Sea in this time period.

She let out enough slack in the chain shackles to allow me to move my hips but made sure my arms were still bound above me. That way she had the best view of my bouncing boobs.

I went to work, riding the fantastic phallus cowgirl style. I slammed my pussy up and down, letting out a never-ending series of erotic moans. Fuck, it felt so good. I had to go faster. I had to be owned by this huge cock and make Cleopatra proud of me.

She put her hands on my hips, guiding me up and down and smiling at me lustfully. I increased my gyrations, thrilled that I was making her horny.

“Tell us how you feel, Jia,” she said in that ultra-sultry way of hers that was impossible to resist.

“I… I feel so… ohhhhhhh… so slutty with all of you watching me.”

“You like feeling slutty, don’t you?”

“Ohhh goddess, yes, my Queen!”

“You like being tied up and having your tight cunt stuffed, don’t you?”

“Yes, my Queen!” Each time she asked a sexy question, my moans got louder and my hips increased their forceful fucking. Confessing my kinks always made me an even bigger slut.

She slid closer, her knees touching my thighs. “You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Ohh, fuck yes!! I want to cum sooooo much!”

“That’s good, my lovely sex toy. But you can’t cum until I give you permission. Do you understand?”

“Uhhhhh,” I groaned in both pleasure and frustration. “Y… yes, my Queen.”

She glanced over my shoulder at her prisoners. “Would you like to see Jia cum?”

“By the gods, yes!”

“Her pussy is a thing of legend!”

“Make her squirt all over us!”

I gasped at their accolades. Dammit, these guys might be big jerks, but they sure knew how to make a girl feel like her pussy was special. It was only right that I cum for them after such lavish praise. Of course, that was up to my beautiful mistress.

“I’ll let her cum once you tell me who ordered you to kill me.”

“Stay strong,” the leader said, cutting off the other two. “Tell… uhhhhhh… tell her nothing.” It was obvious he was struggling to maintain his composure with his dick throbbing against the cock ring. And his men were even closer to breaking.

Speaking of breaking, my dam was begging to burst. But Cleopatra held some wonderful power over me. Her brown eyes stared deeply into mine, preventing me from the sweet release I so desperately needed. Maybe she really was a goddess and this was her power: controlling the orgasms of all those around her. What an amazing magical talent!

“Ohhhhhh fuck!!” I screamed. “Please tell her what she wants. I need to cum so bad! I promise I’ll flood this whole room with my sweet juices if you let me cum!” At this point I was slamming my pussy onto the delicious dildo harder than I thought humanly possible. It was like I was a robot or Terminator - oo, a Sexinator - who was able to fuck cocks faster and harder than any mere mortal. And, actually, I was kind of like The Terminator. He was sent back in time to kill. I was sent back in time to fuck. Okay, okay, that really wasn’t my mission. But it did help me succeed in all my past assignments. So when you think about it, I was basically sent back in time to fuck. Like I said, best job ever!

“Uhhhhhhh!” the prisoner on my right groaned. “We must see her cum!”

“Ahhhhhhh!” the one on my left echoed. “We need to be covered in her delicious juices!” I wasn’t sure how he knew I was so yummy without tasting me. But I appreciated his confidence in my pussy’s sweetness. And I was more than happy to shower them in my goodies. In fact, I wanted to do that more than anything.

“D… don’t give in,” the leader tried to bark between grunts. “We can’t… oh god, that ass!” Yes! No one could resist my booty. Especially when it was being slammed like a jackhammer onto a huge cock and was undulating like a submissive river.

My orgasm was so pent up within me I could barely stand it. I couldn’t think about anything except fucking the dildo harder and harder, trying to do whatever it took to let the tightness within me burst free and release the climax to end all climaxes.

“I need to cum! I need to cum!! I need to cummmmmmmmm!!!” I wailed as my body shook, my pussy feeling like it was about to explode. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold on.

“Pothinus hired us to kill you!” confessed the man on the right.

Cleopatra’s eyes narrowed in anger, but her gaze softened once it fell upon me.

She released my shackles from the chain and yanked me off the dildo, pushing my upper body to the floor so my ass was sticking up. “Cum for me, Jia. Release every drop of your gift.”

The valve holding in my climax instantly released. My orgasm flooded out of me, my juices squirting behind me in a long arc.

I screamed. And spasmed. And shot salvo after salvo of my sweet spray.

Cleopatra seized my hips, rotating them left and right. From the prisoners’ reactions, I knew she was making sure all three of them got soaked in my sauce.

They begged for more and boy did they get it. I was like a cumming sprinkler, soaking everything in my path.

I moaned and cried and shrieked. It was pure bliss. And it seemed like it was never going to stop.

Cleopatra undid my ankle restraints and flipped me over. She sat behind me, wrapping her legs around me and using them to force my thighs apart.

She spanked my clit. Again and again. Each time she did I came in spectacular fashion. Even more than when I was bent over.

“You’re not going to stop cumming until I allow you to, my sweet nymph,” she whispered in my ear.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed in reply. “Please don’t ever let me stop!”

I convulsed in her arms, moaning and gushing and falling in and out of consciousness. I caught fragments of information the men told Cleopatra about their devious orders. But I was too far gone in ecstasy to process any of it.

One thing I did process was that at some point Cleopatra had released them from their cock rings. I managed to snap myself into consciousness to witness all three of them unload the most savage barrage of semen I had ever seen.

“My Queen! I’ll protect you!” I don’t know how, but I was able to summon enough energy to leap up and shield her from their salty spray. As her bodyguard, it was my duty to protect her, including from jizz attacks. She was the Queen of Egypt and shouldn’t be subjected to scummy villains cumming all over her. I should be the only one who got to do that.

I darted left and right, blocking their powerful streams with every part of my body. By the time they were done, I was a sticky, cum-covered mess. But it was worth it. I had kept Cleo’s perfect body nice and pristine.

I unloaded one more blast of my own juices and collapsed into her arms, blackness quickly overtaking me.




***




I woke in her bed, laying against her warm, nude body. I didn’t have to open my eyes to know it was her. I had memorized the outline of her curves, and her natural fragrance was unmistakable.

She sifted her fingers through my hair while tracing patterns along my arm.

I stretched and opened my eyes. She was staring at me with kindness and concern. Her eyes were so lovely. I could get lost in them for eternity.

“Hello, my love,” she said.

I blinked. Did she just call me her… I didn’t get a chance to finish that thought. She brought me into a kiss to end all kisses. Our tongues and lips became one. Our bodies melted together. It was like our two very essences were merging. I had never felt anything so powerful.

I didn’t know how long it lasted, but when our lips parted, I was both breathless and speechless.

She clutched me to her, stroking my hair and face. “Jia, you allowed me to ravage you in front of those villainous men, to subject your body to intense sexual torture. And then you sacrificed yourself to save me from their manly seed.” She gazed deeply into my eyes. “I’ve never had someone be so selfless for me before. I… will be forever grateful.”

My stomach did backflips while butterflies flew all around it. This kind and appreciative version of Cleopatra made her even more endearing. And made me fall even harder for her.

“Of… of course. You’re my Queen.”

She ran her thumb across my lips. “I hope I’m more than that.”

“So much more,” I gasped, opening my mouth. She kissed me again, and I once again was taken to heaven, or at least the Egyptian afterworld.

“Ohh Cleopatra,” I moaned after our passionate smooching. “Oops, I’m sorry, I mean-”

She put her fingers to my lips, shushing me. “It’s okay, my sweet. You may call me Cleopatra. At least when we’re alone in my chambers.”

I beamed at her. Oh wow. Calling her by her name without any royal titles was amazing. She must be crushing on me big time. How the heck did I get the sexiest woman alive to fall for me? Maybe I was an even cuter slut than I thought. Or maybe Cleo liked weird girls who were willing to always be naked around her. Whatever the reason, I was grateful to be in her protective arms, feeling the radiance of her love.

“Oo, can I call you Cleo?”

She pinched my side. “You always have to be an impudent nymph, don’t you?”

I smiled. “That’s why you love me.”

She smiled back. “Fine, you may call me Cleo. But when I am disciplining you like a good little slut, you will address me as Queen.”

“Of course! Try to stop me being a good little slut.”

She laughed and nuzzled noses with me. “Jia, you are a delight.” A warm feeling permeated me. I loved being delightful to a beautiful Queen.

We shared sweet smooches, in-between which she told me she had bathed me and made sure all the different flavors of cum were cleansed from my spent body. That led to me kissing her a whole bunch more. It was so sweet of her to take care of me and watch over me while I was sleeping.

“My love, I would like nothing better than to keep kissing you for eternity, but I need your help with something most pressing.”

“Don’t worry,” I told her. “I won’t let any other assassins get you.”

“I know. But I am not content to wait for them to come to me. We must go on the offensive.”

My eyes brightened. I liked the take-charge version of Cleopatra. She had so many facets, all of which were ridiculously alluring. “Right. What do you want to do?”

“I need you to sneak me out of the palace. So we can eliminate Pothinus and any others involved in his wicked plot.”

My mouth fell open. The Queen of Egypt wanted me to go on a secret spy mission with her. One that would be incredibly dangerous. But also one that would hopefully be very naked!

Double-O Sexpot reporting for duty!




Chapter 14

Sneaking out of the palace proved to be easier than I thought. At least so far.

I sashayed down the stone corridor, wearing nothing but a diaphanous skirt. It was similar to a belly dancer’s, fully open on the sides. And depending on how the light hit it, oglers could easily see my pussy and ass.

And I was definitely getting some oglers from the palace guards. They tried to hide their hungry looks and hungrier erections, but I knew they were checking me out. I would have been insulted otherwise. I wasn’t shaking my hips and bouncing my bare breasts for nothing.

But I wasn’t the only one who had captured their attention. Beside me, a gorgeous woman wore a similar outfit and was competing to be the sexiest hip shaker in Egypt. Her body was beyond perfection: I had a hard time focusing on the mission and not her sexy curves.

She wore a veil across her face, leaving only her sultry, intelligent eyes visible. There was a very good reason for this. The gorgeous woman was Cleopatra. She was dressed super-sexy in order to pass herself off as a courtesan, so no one would know she was leaving her abode.

The palace guards and staff were used to me prancing around half-naked. Cleopatra had paraded me around ever since my arrival, letting everyone know I was her royal slut.

So no one really batted an eye that a fellow courtesan was accompanying me. But there was plenty of eye fucking. My pussy was tingling from all the attention. And I knew Cleo was getting hot too, even though she played it cool. She was only 20, but she already possessed the qualities that would make her a formidable queen. She also possessed the hottest tits and ass I’d ever seen. I couldn’t wait to get my hands on them again.

We turned into a deserted corridor, still swishing our hips to see who would turn the other on more.

“You liked having all your guards leer at your naked body, didn’t you Queenie?”

She arched her right eyebrow, telling me I was getting at least a hundred spankings later. I had learned to read the Cleo Eyebrow language fluently. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Okay. Then why are your nipples so hard?”

She glanced down. Her sensitive nubs protruded impressively from her areolas.

Before she could respond, footsteps echoed from another corridor.

“Quickly, in here.” She pressed a section of the marble walls, which rotated open, revealing a secret passage. Oh hell yeah! Secret passages were the fucking best!

The footsteps were much closer now, about to round the corner.

She yanked me into the passage. Our feet got entangled and we tumbled to the floor. Luckily, her lovely boobs broke my fall.

The marble door slid shut. She pressed a finger to my lips.

I lay motionless on top of her, listening to the footsteps stop right outside our hiding spot. Her nipples tickled mine. Her thigh pressed against my pussy through the sheer material of my skirt. I wanted to rub myself against her so badly, but for once I used some willpower and stayed quiet.

The footsteps finally continued on, fading into the distance.

We both let out a relieved sigh.

“I do not want anyone else to know about this passage,” she told me.

“It was hard to stay quiet while you were tit fucking me,” I replied with a sneaky smile.

“I was not tit fucking you. You were the one teasing me with your exotic nipples.”

I beamed. Oo, my nipples had never been called exotic before. I wondered if there was something especially hot about my nips or if it was my Asian roots that were making them so appealing. I was probably the first Chinese girl Cleo had ever fucked. I was such a trendsetter. “Just admit you got aroused by the guards staring at your super-hot royal body.”

“I still do not know why you constantly think my body is on fire. But, fine, I may have been slightly aroused by those men drinking up my flesh, knowing they were fantasizing about pressing me up against the wall and spearing me with their thick manhood.”

I inhaled sharply. “Oh Isis, that is one sexy fantasy. Do you think you could have two of the guards tie us up and fuck us side by side?”

“I could, but I am not sure I want to share you with anyone else.”

I wiggled against her. “Oo, you can’t get enough of me.”

“I cannot. You are a true treasure.”

“Aw, Cleo.” I smooched her a whole bunch. The sweet version of Cleopatra was very appealing. Actually, all versions of her were appealing. “But are you saying you’ve never fucked any of your guards?”

“I am not saying that. Some of them have such large swords, it is hard to resist.”

I grinned. She was a slut after my own heart. “You’re a very wise queen.”

“Thank you. Now, we must make our way out of the palace.”

“Lead the way, your worshipfulness!”

She slipped her hands under my skirt and grabbed my bare butt. Hard. I tried to suppress my yelp at the surprise ass attack.

“These buttocks will belong to me after we make our escape,” she told me in no uncertain terms.

I moaned as she squeezed them even more sinfully. “Ohhh, yes, my Queen. They always belong to you.”

“That is better. I’m glad you have not forgotten your place.”

“Never. My place is as your willing sex slave.”

She smiled and patted my bottom. “Excellent. Now, follow me, sex slave.”

I chuckled. She really got off on making me sexually subservient to her. But I got off on it even more. So much that I was constantly cumming all over the place. In fact, this was probably the longest I had gone without climaxing since I had arrived in this time period. No wonder my pussy was getting antsy.

Past the first secret room, the passage was small and narrow, forcing us to navigate it on our hands and knees.

I crawled in after Cleo, gladly following her undulating ass. “Did you install these secret passages?”

“No. I discovered them soon after choosing this as my royal residence. They must have been installed by a previous occupant.”

I nodded, still watching her bobbing butt. Cleopatra didn’t have this palace built. It already existed. In fact, underwater archaeologists had discovered the wreckage of the palace in the 1990s, carbon dating it to about 200 years before Cleo took up residence.

The palace was on Antirhodos, an island in the eastern harbor of Alexandria. But the island doesn’t exist anymore. Around the fourth century, a powerful earthquake and tsunami sank it and the palace into the depths of the Mediterranean. Well, not really the depths. The artifacts lie only five meters below the surface. Which proved to be an awesome opportunity for an underwater museum. While many of the relics were originally taken to museums, there were still remains of the palace under the sea, and, in my time, you could walk through underwater tunnels and examine the artifacts close up.

Of course, it was way cooler examining the artifacts back when they originally existed. That’s why I loved being a time cop. Well, and because I got to examine beautiful backsides like the one swaying in front of me. Thanks to the transparent material we were both wearing, I had a fantastic view of Cleo’s pussy and ass.

“This is the best view in all of Egypt,” I called up to her.

She looked at me between her legs. “You are a very impudent sex slave. But I’m glad you’re enjoying my posterior.”

“Who wouldn’t enjoy it? It’s the sexiest ass in the world. But I think I need a closer look.” I lifted her skirt and licked upward along her succulent lips.

Her body spasmed, and she let out a sexy gasp. “Jia! I did not give you permission to taste my womanhood.”

“I’m sorry, my Queen. It was right in my face and glistening so beautifully, I couldn’t resist. Please forgive me!”

She sighed pleasurably as I licked her again. “Very well, I forgive you. But I expect you to happily accept your punishment for your naughty behavior. After you finish probing me.”

I smiled. Yes! She just gave me permission to go to town on her queenly pussy. I dove in, worming my tongue into all her most sensitive spots.

“Ohhhh Jia!” Her limbs trembled. She was barely able to stay up on all fours. That made me fuck her with even more gusto. The more her body shook, the more determined I was to give her an epic orgasm.

“By the gods, yes, right there!” She was a quivering mess by this point. Her arms gave out, her head resting against the floor, her ass up in the air. Which gave me an even better angle to thrust deeply into her. And better access to her clit, which had fully emerged from its hood and was throbbing in anticipation.

I latched onto it and sucked it like it was my favorite cum-flavored popsicle. I kept at it until I had her moaning so loudly I knew she was about to blow.

And boy did she blow. With one of the sexiest screams I had ever heard, she unleashed her royal juices into my face. They went down my throat and covered my tits as I enjoyed her ass shaking in every direction imaginable.

She collapsed on her stomach, blasting out one final salvo of her sweet spray. I went to work tongue bathing her, knowing it was my duty as her sexy servant to clean all her naughty juices off her.

She murmured contentedly while I diligently licked her.

“I have fully cleaned up all your delicious cum, my Queen.”

“Mmm, you are an excellent sex slave. Even though you can be very naughty.”

“But sex slaves are supposed to be naughty.”

“Indeed. Let’s see just how naughty you can be. Climb over me so you’re in front.”

I did as she instructed, wondering what I was going to have to do to prove my naughtiness.

I tingled from the feel of her nude body and the scent of her hair as I negotiated the cramped passage.

I positioned myself in front of her on my hands and knees.

As soon as I did, she ripped my skirt off. “That’s better. You should be fully nude in my presence.”

“Yes, my Queen.” I wasn’t going to argue. I loved being fully nude. Hell, I’d go everywhere in the buff if there weren’t stupid laws against public indecency. What the heck was indecent about showing off a cute pair of tits and a yummy pussy?

“Rub your fingers along your slit and make yourself wet,” she ordered.

I reached between my legs, gladly following her sexy command. I moaned softly as I massaged my lips.

“Good. Now insert two fingers in your slutty pussy.”

“Uhhhhh,” I gasped, piercing myself. Oh yeah, I loved fucking my slutty pussy.

I worked my fingers in and out. My pussy clenched around them, enjoying being filled. My breathing got ragged: I needed more.

“Remove your fingers,” my sexy mistress commanded. Aw, man, just when I was getting all hot and bothered. But I immediately pulled out. I knew better than to disobey my queen.

“I’m so horny,” I whined. “Can’t I please continue?”

She pinched my butt. “No. You will do as you are told.”

“Ack! Yes, your royal hotness.” I knew she didn’t understand the modern slang I kept using. But at this point, she probably had figured out it was a compliment.

“I will take over fucking your pussy.”

I shivered, eagerly awaiting her fingers or tongue slipping inside me.

Instead of that, I got a big, fat dildo rammed up my channel.

“Holy fuck!!!” I shrieked in surprise.

“That’s much better,” Cleo murmured in admiration. “Your tight pussy should always be filled.”

“W… where did that come from?” I whimpered. I certainly loved having my cooch stuffed, but how the heck did she materialize a dildo out of thin air? I knew she wasn’t hiding it in her pussy. I had just thoroughly examined it. Did Cleo really have the powers of a goddess that let her magically create sex toys at her command? Now that would be one amazing use of magic.

“I leave sex toys along the passage. I often sneak away to have fun with the local girls.”

My body shook, both from the big cock and the thought of her having sexy rendezvous in town. She apparently had a thing for Egyptian hotties. She had excellent taste!

But apparently I was the only hottie she wanted to dominate right now. She worked her index finger into my pussy beside the dildo.

“Uhhhhh! M… my Queen, my pussy is so full.” I was used to having a dildo or fingers in my vagina, but not both at once. It was a very slut-inducing feeling.

“Do not worry, my sweet nymph. I will only leave it in long enough to get it lubricated.”

“O… okay.” Wait, why did she need it lubricated? Where was she planning to-”

That thought ended abruptly as she shoved her digit up my tiny ass.

“Holy shitttt!!” I screamed.

“Oh Jia, your ass is so tight. And it’s welcoming my finger so wonderfully.” That was true. My booty muscles were clenching her agile finger like they never wanted it to leave.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned. “M… my ass loves it when you penetrate it.”

“Good. Then it will love this even more.” She removed her finger and pressed an anal plug to my tiniest opening.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuckkkkk!” I squealed with pain and pleasure as the sex toy stretched my ass. She slipped it in slowly until my ass greedily sucked it fully inside.

“Oh yes,” she purred. “You look so lovely with both your holes filled.”

I could only moan in response, my limbs shaking from the dual penetration. I was so fucking stuffed. And it felt so fucking good.

“Now, I want you to crawl the rest of the way with those in your pussy and ass.”

I gasped. Oh fuck, trying to crawl like this was going to destroy my tiny holes.

She spanked me, making the sex toys vibrate within me. My eyes watered from the sinful sensations.

“Is there a problem?” she asked.

“N… no, my Queen.” I began crawling, every movement sending blissful agony through me.

Cleopatra followed me, bestowing glowing accolades upon my stuffed slots. I thanked her with groans and moans, trying my best not to collapse. The dildo and plug were really making me feel like I belonged to her, like I existed for her sexual pleasure. What an awesome gig!

I reached the end of the passageway, feeling like my pussy and ass were about to explode. Cleopatra instructed me to press a specific part of the wall. I did and it swung open.

I toppled out, falling a few feet onto the ground. The impact shook the sex toys within me, and I came instantaneously, shooting my spray past the behemoth filling my cunt.

Cleopatra slid out much more gracefully and knelt beside me, taking me in her arms and whispering soothing odes to my beauty. Damn, this woman was everything I wanted. Super-domineering but also sweet and loving. Maybe she could forget about her future dalliances with Caesar and Mark Antony and just stay with me. Of course, that would totally fuck up the timeline. The whole reason I came back here was to fix the temporal problems that already existed, not make new ones. So I guess I had better enjoy the kinky Cleo sex while I had the chance.

I glanced at our surroundings. We were beside a Temple of Isis, a pair of granite sphinxes guarding the entrance, gleaming red-gold beneath the setting sun.

Unfortunately, the sphinxes weren’t the only ones greeting us. Four men, dressed like the assassins we had captured, skulked from the shadows, eagerly drinking in our nude bodies. Well, Cleo still had her sheer skirt on, but she was basically naked.

I was fully naked, with my holes still completely stuffed and my pussy still leaking its juices. And I had to fight off these burly warriors.

Well, fuck.




Chapter 15

I leapt to my feet, the dildo and anal plug wreaking havoc on my insides.

Before I had a chance to take them out, the four assailants rushed us. I delivered a thrusting front kick to the closest one’s gut, doubling him and myself over. I hadn’t thought about how it would feel fighting with my dual holes filled. I almost fell to my knees from the extreme sensations. Maybe I could make sex toy fighting into a sport: sexy girls having kick-ass martial arts fights with their pussies and asses stuffed. Oh, and we should probably be covered in whipped cream or chocolate syrup or something to make us slippery sluts. It would totally be the most watched sport ever! I’d have to get on that once I returned to my time. There were some cuties back at base who would probably be game. And Emily could be our coach, whipping us into slutty shape.

Speaking of being in slutty shape, I certainly was thanks to Cleo stuffing my holes so tightly. The next attacker took advantage of my moaning to tackle me to the ground. He landed on top of me, forcing the dildo in even deeper.

“Ohh fuck, I’m cummmming!!” I shrieked, splattering his thighs with my girl juice.

His jaw dropped, apparently not expecting an opponent to cum in the middle of a battle. He pushed himself onto his knees, so he could get a good look at my leaky pussy. Yes! My sneaky plan to distract him with my wet cunt was working. Okay, I really hadn’t planned that. But I might as well use my ability to cum so easily to my advantage.

I leaned upward and thrust my fingers into his throat. He clutched his windpipe, gasping for air. I brought my knees up to my boobs and kicked him hard in the chest, sending him flying off me.

He crashed into the doubled-over meanie, and they both tumbled to the ground.

A larger assailant grabbed Cleopatra, ripping off her veil. She struggled against him, hurling invectives about how insolent he was to think he could handle her royal goods. Yeah, you tell him, Queenie. I was the only one who should be able to grab her hot tits and ass.

I clambered to my feet, but before I could help my Queen, the fourth bad guy jumped in front of me. He was quicker than his compatriots. He ducked my punch and spun behind me, where he struck my ass with the flat of his blade.

The force vibrated the plug within my booty. “Holy shit!” My legs and ass cheeks trembled. I collapsed to my knees, my pussy once again dripping.

He grabbed me from behind, putting the dagger to my neck. “The Queen has excellent taste in sluts,” he leered. Hey, who did this guy think he was? Okay, he was saying I was hot, so that was cool. But only Cleo got to call me a slut. Well, and Doc Holliday, Anne Bonny, Arthur Conan Doyle, and a whole bunch of people back at HQ. But it was only polite to ask if you could call a girl a slut first. And it was definitely rude to do it at knife-point. So this creep was going down!

A grabbed a handful of dirt and tossed it into his eyes. He yelped and staggered back.

I took advantage of his momentary distraction, spiraling upward to grab his arm, while trying to ignore the sinful sensations the movement did to my stuffed holes.

I twisted his wrist savagely, making him drop the dagger, then rammed my knee into his groin. There was a special face and noise guys made that only occurred when they got hit in the nuts. And he was doing a fabulous job making both. He curled into a ball on the ground, clutching his family jewels.

Cleopatra took my cue and snatched a handful of her attacker’s balls, squeezing them like a vice. He cried out even louder than the jerk I just dealt with. Damn, Cleo had some serious grip strength. No wonder I became putty in her hands when she squeezed my tits.

The meanie toppled over, but the lovely Queen wasn’t in the clear. The original dude I kicked grabbed her from behind, pinning her arms to her sides.

And his buddy who had made me cum rushed at me, ready for Round 2. But this time he brandished a dagger, its blade gleaming in the moonlight.

I scanned frantically for a weapon. Oh wait, I already had one.

I yanked the dildo out of me, gasping in delight as it touched every inch of my sensitive insides. I gazed at the polished stone, which was dripping with my juices. It was huge, almost as big as my opponent’s dagger. Wow, Cleopatra was determined to shove the largest objects she could find in my tight little pussy. And I was determined to show her I’d take them all like a super-slut!

I grabbed the dildo by its hilt and squared off against the buff warrior. I didn’t have time to remove the butt plug, so I’d just have to keep fighting while my ass got fucked. Thank goodness I had done so much anal lately. I knew taking it up the ass so much would come in handy on missions.

His eyes widened at how much cum covered the stone cock. I used that moment to attack, slashing out with my sticky weapon. He just barely parried it but quickly launched a counter-attack.

We twirled around each other, our blades clashing. His iron dagger sparked off my stone phallus, which was holding up quite well as a makeshift weapon. Maybe I should carry a dildo inside me all the time.

My quick, jerky movements made me feel every inch of the butt plug. It constantly sent sinful sensations through me that threatened to unleash a new round of orgasms. So I needed to dispatch this guy quickly. And that wasn’t the only reason.

Behind him, Cleo was now struggling against two men, the one pinning her arms and the one whose balls she squished. That one looked particularly pissed.

He slapped her across the face. She flung her hair out of her eyes and gave him a fiery glare.

She headbutted him. Hard. He staggered back, blood gushing out of his nose. Fuck yeah! My Queen was a badass. I was so proud of her.

His shock quickly turned to anger. He rocked her with a huge right cross. Her head snapped back and then hung limply.

Now I was the one staring daggers. Nobody knocked out my Queen. These assholes were about to get a serious beatdown.

I parried my opponent’s next strike, spinning around his arm and bringing my elbow crashing into his chin. I spun the other direction and delivered a wicked upward swing, smashing the dildo against his temple.

He twirled to the ground like a drunken ballerina, very much unconscious.

The baddie whose groin I had kneed had recovered and was barreling at me.

I hurled the dildo at him. It struck him right between the eyes. He stopped dead in his tracks, teetering like one of those old cartoon characters who had stars floating around their heads. Then he pitched face first into the dirt.

A dagger unsheathed behind me.

I ducked just in time, the blade passing over my head and nicking a few strands of my long locks.

The jerk who punched Cleopatra rushed at me. I remained bent over, pushing outward with my ass muscles as hard as I could.

The butt plug flew out of my tiny hole and whacked the dick right in the, well, dick. He fell to the ground, groaning loudly. His nuts were having a very bad day.

I sprang off his back, leaping into the air at the last evildoer, who was propping up the lovely limp form of Cleopatra.

I executed a classic Van Damme helicopter kick, my right foot passing just above Cleo and striking the goon in the side of the head.

He toppled back and to the side, dropping my mistress. I caught her as I landed, cradling her in my arms. He plopped beside us, his eyes fluttering closed.

There was only one jerkface still conscious: the super-sore nutsack dude.

I gently laid on the ground and marched over to him.

He gazed up at me, still clutching his dick.

“No one hurts my Queen,” I told him in my best movie one-liner voice. Then I leveled him with an uppercut, and he went all sleepy-time.

I rushed back to Cleopatra. She had a welt on her cheek and dirt marring her flawless skin where the ruffians had grabbed her, but, other than that, she looked none the worse for wear. But she was still out cold, and I didn’t have time to wait for her to wake up.

I tossed her over my shoulder, placing a hand on her perfect posterior to steady her. Her boobs bounced off my back, reminding me how she was virtually naked. I was totally naked, but what else was new?

I set off at a brisk jog, trying to put as much distance as possible between us and the baddies. Cleo was light and easy to carry. All the intense athletic training the Time Enforcement Agency put us through definitely helped in situations like this.

The problem was that Antirhodos was a very small island. It wouldn’t take long for the sneaky assassins to find us. And they probably had men at the docks as a backup.

Well, time to improvise. I scooted onto a small wooden walkway that was probably used for fishing. The oil lamps and torches of Alexandria gleamed across the bay.

Cleo was still out cold, but was somehow still giving me spankings: the motion of my running was making her arms sway back and forth, whacking my bottom every time. Even when she was unconscious, she was still disciplining me. What a woman!

I stared at the dark sea, the sun creating only the faintest of pink hues as it disappeared beyond the horizon.

Shouts rang out from the Temple. Crap, those shitheads had regained consciousness. Well, there was one quick way to wake my sleeping beauty.

I dumped Cleo in the water, tearing off her see-through skirt as I did.

She disappeared under the surface, then immediately emerged, sputtering water out of her nose and flailing around like a wet penguin. Because penguins were super-cute, just like Cleo.

I jumped in beside her and grabbed her around the waist. “It’s okay, I’ve got you.”

She threw her arms around my neck and clung to me. “J… Jia, what happened?”

Her soaked hair was plastered to her face. I brushed it behind her ears. “One of those nasty assassins knocked you out. But, don’t worry, I kicked their butts. Except they’re awake and after us again, so we need to get out of here.” I pointed across the bay.

“You want us to swim?”

I nodded. Antirhodos was just shy of a quarter mile off the coast. Definitely doable. “How are you at swimming?”

“Excellent. I swim in my private pool all the time.”

“Oo, do you wear something sexy?”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Jia. Swimming should always be done in the nude.”

I gasped and squeezed her tightly. “I knew there was a reason you were my favorite queen. Race you to the city!”

I churned through the water, loving its wetness against my naked skin. A nice dip was just the thing to combat the Egyptian heat. And to escape bad guys.

Cleopatra cut through the bay beside me. She was a good swimmer. Not as fast as me, but I stayed close in case there were any lingering effects from the knockout punch.

She really kicked it into gear as we approached the shore of Alexandria. Ha, she thought she was going to beat me. No one defeated Riley Shu in nude swimming!

I poured on the speed and touched land a few strokes in front of her.

I splashed her with water. “You lose, Queenie.”

Her face scrunched up into a bemused pout. “It is not proper to get your Queen all wet.” She slapped the water, giving me a faceful of salty sea.

“I get you wet all the time when you make me cum all over you.”

“That is acceptable. Your cum is quite delectable.”

I smiled. “I love having delectable cum!”

We splashed each other a bunch more, and I once again got to see the more free-spirited side of Cleopatra. She probably missed out on a lot of normal childhood activities being groomed to be a future ruler of Egypt.

I finally clambered onto the shore. I took both of Cleo’s hands and hauled her out of the water. A little too hard as she toppled forward and knocked me to the ground.

She landed on top of me, her lips mere inches from mine. Her wet, naked body pressed against me, stirring passionate desires.

She kissed me, long and deep. It was one of those kisses that communicated a thousand words at once, telling me how special I was to her.

After the epic liplocking was finished, she held me gently, peppering my face with sweet smooches. “Thank you for saving me.”

I ran my fingers through her hair, beaming with pride. “I’ll always save you.”

That led to another round of tender kissing. Which led to even more tender lovemaking. We softly explored each other’s nude form on the shore of the Mediterranean. We were in a secluded spot away from the main docks so weren’t in much risk of discovery.

When we were done, we glistened with sweat and our natural essence. We bathed in the afterglow, stroking our lover’s spent body.

“Jia, I want you by my side always.”

“Of course. I’ll always protect you.”

She smiled and rubbed her thumb along my cheek. “No, that’s not what I meant. It is true you are a wonderful guardian. But I want you with me like this, holding me, being one with me. I… do not think I could exist without you.”

My breath caught in my throat. Oh my God, was Cleopatra falling in love with me? Was I falling in love with her? She was everything I wanted in a woman: strong, sexy, tender, passionate. I could easily envision myself spending many years in her loving arms. But of course I couldn’t do that. Unless I wanted to destroy the entire timeline. It was already messed up as it was. Ugh, time travel could be a real pain in the ass. It was a lot easier when I just fucked the historical hotties and then went back to my own time. Now all these lovey-dovey feelings were complicating everything. And not just with Cleo. I had fallen pretty hard for Anne Bonny. And I still didn’t have a firm grasp on how I felt about Em.

But at that moment, all I wanted was to be with Cleopatra. “I never want to leave your arms,” I told her.

“You never have to.” She kissed me again and I snuggled into her, wishing her words could come true. “However, I must punish you later for being so naughty.”

I looked up at her. “What? I wasn’t naughty.”

She listed off my naughtiness on her fingers. “You stripped me, threw me into the sea, defeated me in swimming, and discarded the sexy toys I had inserted in your ass and pussy.”

“Oh, c’mon, I used them as weapons to take out the mean guys.” I regaled her with how I had used the dildo as a sword and the anal plug as a projectile. “I thought that was pretty inventive.”

“It was. And I am grateful for your quick thinking. But I had planned for your holes to be filled for much longer.”

“You always want my holes filled.”

“Of course.” She smirked, knowing I loved it as much as she did.

“Okay,” I sighed. “I’ll take whatever you want to shove up my channels for as long as you deem appropriate.”

She patted my butt. “That’s my good slut.”

“But don’t I get a reward for saving you?”

“What would you like?”

I grinned. “You.”

She gave me that bemused smile again. “Very well. When we’re back in the palace, you may have one night to do whatever you wish to me. My body will belong entirely to you.”

I almost fainted. “Oh Isis, are you serious?”

“Very.”

I hugged her, smashing her face into my boobs. “You’re the most wonderful queen in history!”

She was able to eventually extricate herself from my melons and gazed at me with a flushed face. “Thank you. But not all think as you do. We should make haste before the Gabiniani discover us again.”

“Those men were Gabiniani?” I asked in surprise. The Gabiniani were Roman legionaries under the command of General Aulus Gabinius. He had helped Cleopatra’s father, Ptolemy XII, regain power a few years prior. Gabinius left some of his men in Egypt to protect Ptloemy. And they never left.

After Ptloemy XII died, Cleopatra and her brother, Ptloemy XIII, fought for the throne. The Gabiniani sided with her brother and his regent, Pothinus. So it made sense that they were trying to eliminate her.

For you history buffs out there, I’m skipping a bunch of stuff and just giving you the highlights. There were a bunch of political machinations going on at the time. But that should give you the gist. And let’s face it, the best part of history is focusing on all the steamy sex!

Cleopatra helped me to my feet. “Come. It is time to get rid of Pothinus and my brother once and for all.”

I followed her swishing butt, frowning. Not at her ass, which was one of the Seven Wonders of the World. But at the realization that she likely expected me to help her assassinate her own blood and his regent.

Ohhhh boy.




Chapter 16

We stared down at Ptolemy XIII’s palace, which was even more ostentatious than Cleopatra’s.

“We must devise a way to infiltrate my brother’s abode,” the lovely nude form next to me said.

“It’s swarming with guards,” I replied. “This might not be such a good idea.”

She pinched my butt. “Do not talk back to your Queen.”

I yelped from her sneaky ass attack. “Okay, okay, sorry.” I peeked at the red spot on my bare butt and then to Cleo’s gorgeous brown eyes. “Are you going to punish me later for my insubordination?”

“Of course.”

“Great!” I smiled, always happy to get the Queen’s sinful discipline.

“But first, we must sneak into the palace.”

“That might be hard since we’re naked.”

“Perhaps you should not have ripped my clothes off and thrown me into the sea.”

“I was saving your royal rump, you nitwit!”

She arched her eyebrow. “Nitwit?” It was probably good she didn’t understand that slang. Otherwise, I would have gotten a ton of spankings right here on the roof of the building across the street from the palace. Wait a minute, that actually would be pretty awesome! Except we needed to focus on the mission.

“Um, it’s a term of endearment,” I fibbed.

She scrunched her nose up, which looked adorable but also told me she didn’t believe me for one second.

But then her face relaxed and she kissed me on the cheek. “I’m sorry, Jia. I did not mean to sound ungrateful. Thank you for saving my life. I am in your debt.”

I snuggled up against her. Now there was the cozy queen I was falling for. “I didn’t think queens apologized.”

“We don’t. But… you are a special case.”

I smiled and gave her a big, wet smooch. “I am very special. And just for that, I’ll let you tie me up and fuck me like the biggest sex toy in the kingdom.”

Now she was the one who smiled. “I was going to do that anyway.”

I giggled. “You’re a very wise queen.”

A cloaked figure emerged from the palace, nodding to the guards as she sashayed down the street. And, yes, she was definitely sashaying, her hips undulating in an almost hypnotic way. Wait a minute? I knew that booty shake. I had an amazing talent to recognize women just by the sexy swishing of their hips. And the swishing below me was one I had just recently gotten to know very well.

“We need to follow that woman,” I told Cleopatra.

“Why would we do that?”

“I bet she’s the key to this whole situation.”

“Jia, how on earth could you know that?”

“I…” Well, you see, Queenie, I’m a time traveling hottie with future tech so you should do exactly what I say. Yeah, that probably wouldn’t go over too well. “Just trust me. I promise I know what I’m doing.”

She gazed into my eyes, looking like she wanted to believe me but not totally convinced.

I squeezed her hands. “If you come with me, I promise I’ll never wear any clothes in the palace and will walk around with as many sex toys shoved up my tight holes as you want. And every night I’ll beg you to tie me up like the dirty slut I am and cum until you give me permission to stop.”

Her eyes went wide, and she inhaled sharply. “Jia, that is the most wonderful thing anyone has ever said to me.”

I beamed. Yeah, baby, I could convince anyone to do what I wanted if I promised to be a big enough whore.

We climbed down to street level and padded after our quarry. One good thing about being barefoot was our footsteps went unnoticed.

I peeked around the corner of a building, eyeing the target. I reached back for Cleo. “Stay close to me.”

She took my hand and pressed her body against mine. “Always.” My stomach did backflips. But I had to suppress the urge to engage in super-suckface mode. My mission right now was to protect her royal body, not fuck it. Plenty of fucking could come later.

The hip-shaking figure slipped into an alley. We stole across the street, not really worrying about gawkers seeing us super-nude since it was so late at night.

We entered the alley. It was empty. Uh uh, I wasn’t falling for this trick again.

I grabbed Cleo’s hips and spun her out of the way of the cloaked figure’s punch and delivered a fierce side kick to the assailant’s abdomen.

She hit the ground hard but somehow managed to turn it into a graceful tumble and landed in a crouch. “Well done, my sweet.” I knew that exotic voice anywhere: Moriarty. She tossed her cloak aside, revealing her long, dark brown tresses and Latin American beauty. “Miss me?”

Cleopatra stepped out from behind me. “Who is this woman? And why is she calling you ‘her sweet’?”

I bit my lip. Uh oh, Cleo was jealous. Why did Moriarty have to say that? The next thing she’d be telling Cleopatra was that she fucked my bound body so good I spilled a river of my sweet sauce.

Moriarty smiled and jutted her hip out. “Oh, we’ve had lots of fun together.”

“No we haven’t!” I retorted. “Well, okay, we did, but that’s only because she tied me up and subjected me to all her amazing sex techniques.”

Cleo’s other eyebrow raised. “Really? Sounds like a woman I should have under my employ. I love tying Jia up and making her spill her wonderful womanhood.”

“Yes, she’s very skilled at it. I love seeing her writhe and moan and beg me to let her cum.”

I blushed hard. These two were having the time of their lives talking about how slutty I am. “I’m standing right here, you know.”

“You should be cumming right here,” Moriarty replied with a sexy grin.

“I agree.” Cleo smacked my ass, got me instantly wet, and plunged two fingers into my pussy.

“Oh fuck!!” I squealed, turning my body over to her. She wrapped me up from behind, showing Moriarty I was hers to do with as she wished. “M… my Queen, we need to capture this evil lady, not give her a sex show.”

“I think showing her how truly slutty you can be will help us turn her to our side.”

“Ohhhhhhhh” I moaned as she got especially deep within me. Yeah, Moriarty, just come back to the future with me, and I’ll be a super-huge slut for you!

“Normally I would gladly take you up on your offer,” the sultry criminal replied, her eyes locked on my dripping pussy. “But I’m afraid my mission is much more important.”

The moonlight gleamed off the dagger that was suddenly in her hands. Okay, now I was pissed for multiple reasons. First, what could be more important than my dripping pussy? Second, she was ruining my sexy time with Cleopatra. Third, and most importantly, she was threatening the life of my Queen, the woman I had totally fallen for. And there was no way I was letting that stand.

Just before I was about to spring into action, Cleo squeezed my clit, sending a single stream of cum shooting out of me like I was a garden hose turned on high.

“Ohhhh fuuuuucckkkkk!!!” I shrieked as the unexpected orgasm rocked me. Usually, I could feel them coming, but Cleo made this climax materialize out of nowhere just by touching me once. She truly was an Egyptian goddess.

My powerful blast hit Moriarty right in the eye. She yelped and staggered back, blinded by my salty spray.

“Nice shot, Queenie!”

“Thank you. I am very skilled at controlling the cum of willing sluts like you. Now, please apprehend this ruffian.”

“You got it!” She released my pussy and clit. I had to use all my willpower to control my trembling legs, after effects of her sneaky orgasmic attack.

I kicked the dagger out of Moriarty’s hand and then swept her legs out from under her.

I pounced on top of her, leaking my juices over her exposed stomach.

“You never stop cumming, do you?” she asked.

“Not when I’m around gorgeous ladies. So, um, stop being so hot.”

“Sorry, dear, I can’t really control that.” She rolled me onto my back, so she had the advantage. “But don’t worry, I love it when you cum on me.”

“Great. Because I’m going to cum all over your stupid, beautiful face.” I managed to tear her clothes off during our wrestling. Hey, it wasn’t fair that Cleo and I were naked, and this comely crook had her clothes on. I was an equal opportunity nudist.

She kicked me off her and leapt to her feet, grinning. “Just couldn’t resist seeing me naked again?”

“No! I just…” I paused, taking in her sensual body, my cum staining her stomach and thighs. “Um, nope, I couldn’t.”

We traded a bevy of blows, using different martial arts styles, our limbs and bodies a blur of motion. I was the best fighter in the TEA, but she was holding her own against me. This woman had many talents. The best of which was how easily she could make me cum.

Which she also apparently could do during a battle. Her fingers struck my clit, making me spill my juices down my legs and across her thighs.

“Ohhhh fuck, that was a sneaky clit attack!”

“Those are the best kind.”

“Oh yeah, take this!” I returned the favor, swiping my fingers across her exposed nub, making it vibrate and sending powerful climaxes through her.

“Uhhhhh, that feels so good!” She clutched me to her, splattering her juicy cum all over me. Somehow this had turned into a sex fight. Which, let’s be honest, is the best kind of fight. I wish I could apprehend all time bandits this way.

We parried each other’s strikes, each trying to reach our opponent’s tits, ass, and pussy to make her succumb to overpowering orgasms.

Cleopatra’s moans deafened our battle cries. She was multiple fingers deep in her royal cunt and was rubbing her pussy raw.

She came hard. So hard that she created a puddle around Moriarty’s feet.

The beautiful baddie slipped on the slick sauce and fell right on her ass. Holy shit, Cleopatra was taking her down with her amazing cum attacks. God, I loved this woman so much.

“Cleo, you’re a squirting goddess!”

“Uhhhhh, th… thank you, Jia. I can’t wait to cover your entire body in my essence.”

I shuddered. I couldn’t wait for that either. But first, we had to deal with the sneaky sexpot below me.

That sexpot had another trick up her sleeve. Like literally up her sleeve as she groped into her discarded clothes and produced a wooden blow gun.

She shot a projective at Cleopatra. It hit her right in the clit. She wailed in pleasure and collapsed, writhing uncontrollably on the ground as spurt after spurt shot out of her pussy.

A small pebble dropped next to her. Holy fuck, Moriarty was able to cause overwhelming orgasms in the Queen by hitting her with a tiny rock. This woman had crazy sex skills. Why did she have to use them for evil? She should be using them on me, Cleo, and every other woman I wanted to fuck.

Moriarty aimed the weapon at me. I spun around just in time so the pebble hit my butt. I flexed my ass muscles and propelled the projectile back at her.

It hit her right nipple, making it get crazy hard and even redder than usual. “Ohhhh fuck!” she squealed, grabbing her tit. Yes! The classic Riley Shu Booty Blast worked again. It was really my best weapon in fighting crime. It was also my best asset in convincing people to treat me like a slutty slutwhore.

“Please suck my nipple!” Moriarty begged. It was throbbing like it was about to shoot tit cum out of it. I really wish that were a thing. If it was, I’d be sucking on tits 24 hours a day.

I dived on top of her and took her inflamed nub in my mouth. It wouldn’t be right to leave her in a state of agonizing bliss.

She let out a relieved moan and ran her fingers through my hair. “Oh God, thank you!”

“No problem” I tried to reply through my sucking. It came out as gobbledygook, but I’m sure she got the gist.

“Jia, I need you!” Cleopatra cried out. She was still thrashing uncontrollably, flooding the alley with her royal nectar. Crap! I had to save my Queen from her overpowering orgasms.

I gave Moriarty’s nip one last super-suck. “Listen, let’s call a momentary truce. I need to go eat out Cleo. But while I do you can fuck me from behind with your big dildo.”

“How do you know I have a big dildo?”

“You’re a super-sexy, nymphomaniac criminal. Of course you have a dildo.”

“You’re very astute.”

“So it’s a deal?”

“On one condition.”

“Oh c’mon, I just rescued your tit.”

“I appreciate it. But I still have a condition.”

I sighed. Why did crooks have to be so difficult? “Okay, what is it?”

“I get to fuck you up your ass.”

“What’s wrong with my pussy?”

“Nothing. It’s beautiful. But I know when you take it up the ass, you become a particularly submissive slut.”

I blushed. How did she know that? Geez, she fingered me in the ass once, and she somehow knew all my anal secrets. “Okay, fine, you can fuck me up my tight little ass and make me your anal whore. Happy?”

“Very. Let’s get to it.”

I scurried over to Cleopatra and dove between her legs, immediately tending to her flooding pussy. She was beyond wet, and I went to work lapping up as much as I could.

She snatched my long locks and squeezed her thighs around my head. Yup, I definitely wasn’t going anywhere for quite a while. Not that I wanted to. This was probably my favorite pussy in the universe.

My ass was sticking up in the air, which Moriarty took quick advantage of. The head of a dildo pressed against my tiniest opening.

I groaned loudly when it pierced me. “Uhhhh! You didn’t say it was going to be that big!”

She whacked my ass hard. “Shut up and take it like a good anal whore.”

I shut up and took it like a good anal whore. While returning to my goddess’s cunt. I found focusing on Cleopatra helped me take the behemoth working its way farther into me. Stupid Moriarty and her obsession with my booty. Okay, it was actually great she was obsessed with it, but, fuck, this thing was so big. At least she was going slow, letting me adjust to it bit by bit.

I continued slurping up Cleo’s royal punch, accepting the fact that I was Moriarty’s anal sex toy. Her hands dug into my hips as she slammed me with her wonderful strap-on.

After she made me beg her to fuck my ass harder, she reached around and snatched my clit, rubbing it like one of those old lottery scratch off tickets.

She had me cumming in no time. I collapsed on top of Cleopatra, and we writhed together on the ground, squirting our juices all over each other.

Moriarty tossed the strap-on next to us and enjoyed the show. “Now that’s what two epic sluts should look like.”

Cleo and I moaned in response, too busy tribbing each other and trying to smear as much cum as possible over our lover.

But I knew the sexy criminal was going to use this opportunity to attack. As I sensed her about to pounce, I squeezed Cleo’s clit, doing the same trick she did to me moments earlier.

A single shot of Queenly cum roared out of her divine pussy and hit Moriarty in the other eye.

“Ack!” she cried. “Not again.”

As she staggered back, I tackled her, leaping onto her face and squeezing my thighs around it. “Eat my cum, Moriarty!”

She had no choice but to take my essence. I was still gushing good from fucking both her and Cleopatra. So really it was her own fault for being so skilled at giving me amazing orgasms.

Cleopatra dove between her thighs and licked her pussy.

Moriarty moaned into my pussy lips, obviously enjoying the Queenly cunnilingus.

“Yeah, Cleo, fuck that criminal pussy!” I cheered.

Moriarty was at our mercy, drinking up my nectar and spilling her own for Cleopatra. It was nice to turn the tables on this master thief. And really nice to have her pleasuring my cute cunt.

When we were done with her, she lay panting, her hair a mess and her body covered in sweetness.

I was breathing just as heavily. Cleopatra caught me as I leaned back. She scooted up to sit on Moriarty’s tits, cradling me in her arms and trailing kisses along my neck.

“Jia, you have a wonderful way of apprehending assassins.”

I smiled. “Thank you, my Queen. I love using sex to bring criminals to justice!” No truer words were ever spoken. I may have already been having a lot of sex in the past, but now I was totally going to fuck every single time bandit. It was obviously the best way to stop their sneaky shenanigans.

The cum-stained criminal below us brushed her wet locks out of her face. “You are making me it very hard for me to complete my mission.”

“Well, that’s my job,” I replied with a grin. “By the way, you’re under arrest.”

“I don’t think so, my sexy time cop.” She stretched her hand above her. A small, circular device glowed in her palm.

Her time jumper leaped out of her clothes and into her hand.

“Wait!” I dove for it, but it was too late.

The familiar blue-white swirling light engulfed us.

The next thing I knew I crashed onto the platform in the time jump room of the TEA.

Emily gasped, looking on in shock. “Oh my God, Riley! And, um, a friend?”

Friend? Oh shit, there was a super-curvy form on top of me. But it wasn’t Moriarty. It was an Egyptian goddess.

Cleopatra had time traveled with me.

The Queen of Egypt was now in the 21st century.

Well, fuck.
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