

DOMINANT

A TRANSGENDER ROMANCE STORY


BY 

NIKKI CRESCENT


KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy!

Email me at:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

Published By Honey Wagon Books Inc.

Copyright © 2021 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.)

Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


NAVIGATOR

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Newsletter

Copyright

About the Author


TABLE OF CONTENTS

NAVIGATOR

-

DOMINANT

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


FIND ME ON PATREON!

I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on TEN FULL-LENGTH BOOKS: novellas too hot for Amazon. Oh, and did I mention the Patreon-exclusive novel, THE GIRL TWIN? And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


DEDICATION

To Davinder,

You’ve won again! You’re pretty good at this ;)

Love,

Nikki Crescent


DOMINANT

Crawford Henley is a rich, successful businessman. His life is perfect, until a paparazzo breaks into his house and photographs him tied to a bed, with a naked escort on his lap. The photo ends up in the news and now, Crawford is in the market for a good bodyguard.

His security agency sends him Claire. She seems harmless and unqualified, so Crawford calls the agency and demands a replacement, but their slate is full for the next week, so Claire is all he gets until then. But it turns out, Claire has a tough side, and that tough side is a surprising turn on for Crawford. But that’s not the only surprise Claire has for the successful businessman.


CHAPTER I

She was an escort, not a prostitute. And yes, there’s a difference—a big difference. A prostitute can be bought for a few hundred bucks at most. This girl was costing me five thousand dollars an hour. I paid to have her tested and I took her out for a nice dinner at a private restaurant before taking her back to my penthouse suite.

“So what do you do for a living? How do you have so much money?” she asked me as she unzipped my fly.

“Business,” I said.

She laughed and then she pulled my cock out from my boxers. She gasped as her gaze moved down to my long flaccid shaft. She slipped her fingers around it and moaned through her plump, fake lips. “What kind of business?” she asked. Then she started stroking me. She leaned in and licked the tip of my cock with her warm, expert tongue.

“All sorts of business. Why don’t you mind your business?” I asked.

She started sucking. She closed her eyes and bobbed her head back and forth. She truly was an expert. There was a reason that men paid her thousands of dollars for her services. She knew how to make it feel good and she knew how to make it last long.

It took her a couple of minutes to get me erect and throbbing. She clenched my cock firmly in her fist and stroked up and down. “Do you want to put it inside of me?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then, she rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“What? I’m getting ready for you to fuck my little slutty pussy.” She reached down and rubbed her fingers on her shaved tight slit. She moaned and pulled her knees back, closer to her chest.

“I want you on top,” I said.

She paused for a moment, then she grinned. “Oh, I see,” she said. “I have some things in my bag, if you want.”

“Things?” I said.

She nodded her head with a big smile. Then she rolled off the bed and went to her purse. She pulled out two pairs of handcuffs. “Things,” she said. My heart rattled against my ribcage. I felt my face turning red. I hated to admit that I wanted her to tie me up, but I wanted it badly. I reached my arms out to the corners of the bedframe. She walked over and fastened the handcuffs to the rails of the bed. She made them tight—almost painful, but that just made it better. I tried to tug my arms, but my arms wouldn’t move. My heart fluttered again.

She was basically a stranger. I was putting a lot of faith into a complete stranger. She could have easily grabbed my box of watches (a value of at least $450,000) and walked away with it. I couldn’t reach my phone. But I could scream for my bodyguard, who was just outside patrolling the small hallway outside of my penthouse suite.

She climbed up on top of me. She grabbed my erect cock and stood it up. Then she spread her legs. Her panties were designed with a slit, exposing her wet cunt. She started lowering herself down. My God, she was beautiful, though a bit fake for my liking: young and tight, with long dyed blonde hair, round fake tits, injected lips, and thick fake eyelashes.

“Are you going to make my tight pussy squirt, baby?” she asked.

Then there was a flash, making both of us wince. After squinting for a moment, I looked over and saw a figure standing in my doorway. He was holding a camera, with a mask over his face.

“What the fuck?” my escort said, reaching her arm across her perky fake tits.

“Who are you?” I said, trying to sit up, but the handcuffs were too tight.

He snapped another picture.

“Is this some sort of joke?” my escort said. Then she jumped to her feet. She grabbed her blouse and put it on, not even bothering with her bra. Then she grabbed the rest of her clothes and skirted past the stranger in the doorway. The stranger chuckled and continued snapping photos of me with my erect cock, trapped on the bed.

“Horus!” I yelled. Where was my bodyguard? Did this creep knock him out on the way in? “Horus get in here now! Stop this pervert!”

I tried to use my legs to hide my erection, but now I was just exposing my asshole by pulling my legs up. I felt so humiliated and so stupid. He kept snapping photos. “Who the hell are you?” I said. Where was my bodyguard? Why wasn’t he coming to my rescue? “Someone help me!”

Nobody came. And the night got worse—much, much worse. The photographer ran away, leaving me alone. Then, there was knocking at the door. “Are you okay in there?” an unfamiliar voice called out. “We heard screaming! Are you okay?”

I tried to yell back, but now I was too humiliated to muster up a sentence. I wanted to be untied, but I was naked and tied to the bed, and I didn’t want to be found like that.

But my lack of response was apparently an invite to come in. Six men and three women came into my suite and found me on the bed. Their faces turned red and a few of them giggled. “Don’t just stand there! Get these cuffs off of me!” But the whore took the key, so it took a good hour before they got someone there who could cut the handcuffs off of me. Someone put a blanket over my cock, thank God, but the humiliation didn’t go away.

And it was a day later when a website published those photos. I called my lawyers and threatened to sue. The photos went down, but they’d already been spread around the internet. “Famous businessman, Crawford Henley, caught with a prostitute,” the headlines said.

“She wasn’t a prostitute,” I embarrassingly muttered to my lawyer. “She was an escort.”

“What’s the difference, Crawford?” my lawyer asked me. “Just out of curiosity.”

“There’s a big difference,” I said through clenched teeth as I peered into his eyes.

Maybe there wasn’t a big difference. Maybe I was caught with a prostitute. Maybe that made me a bad person, and maybe I really was a bad person. Sure, I had my vices like everybody else.

“So, I’m confused about one thing,” my lawyer said to me.

“What’s that?” I said. I was trying not to look at my phone. I couldn’t even unlock my phone without seeing my name in a news article.

“Why didn’t your bodyguard stop the guy?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue, still furious at my bodyguard. “We’re going to sue him too,” I said.

“We are?”

I nodded my head. My bodyguard deserved to be sued even more than that website that published those pictures. My bodyguard was the scum of the earth: a completely useless idiot. The intruder got into my suite because my bodyguard was gone. He was three blocks away at a bar. Apparently, he thought that he could just wander away for a couple of hours without me noticing.

And when he saw the police packed around my suite, he ran off like a coward. For a while, I thought that he had something to do with the whole photography operation. Maybe he was the guy in the mask and he sold those pictures to that website and made a few thousand dollars. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized he was just a useless idiot.

“Do you have a new bodyguard?” my lawyer asked.

“They’re sending someone over tomorrow,” I said. “Hopefully this new guy is more competent than the last guy.”

Then, I made the mistake of opening my phone to read an email. I saw a new article about me: ‘Prostitute speaks out about millionaire businessman, Crawford Henley.’ I groaned and closed my eyes.

“Just give it a few weeks. People will start to forget about this,” said my lawyer.


CHAPTER II

I was alone in my west end home when there was a knock at the door. The knock made me jump; it made my heart race. That knock brought back terrible memories of being vulnerable on that bed: completely helpless while a perverted lunatic took pictures of my naked body, and my stiff erection.

I approached the door quietly and carefully leaned forward, until my eye was against the peephole. Just as my eye reached the peephole, there was another knock, making me jump again. I nearly screamed. I pressed my hand against my heart and took a deep breath. Then I looked through that hole properly.

Standing on my doorstep was a girl. She couldn’t have been older than twenty-eight. She was a taller girl, and a bit curvy, wearing a tight black tank top and black leggings. She had big sunglasses over her eyes, but even with those sunglasses I could tell that she was pretty. My first thought was that she was an escort: one of the girls I’d slept with before, and now she was there to extort me. Or maybe she was a girl that I never called back, and now she’d tracked me down.

I opened the door slowly. “Can I help you?” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment. She looked down my body and then back up at my face. “Crawford Henley?” she said. She had a girly-girl voice, but she still somehow sounded like a cop, like she was identifying me before arresting me. Or maybe she was with a law firm, and she was there to serve me papers.

“Am I being sued?” I asked.

“Sued?” she said.

I stared at her for a long moment. “Why are you here?” I said, looking around.

“The agency sent me,” she said.

“What agency?” I said. And now I was starting to think that she had been sent by the media. She probably had a wire on her. She was going to tell me that she was with some escort agency, and they were probably hoping I would invite her in and embarrass myself all over again.

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, lady,” I said. “You’re very funny. See you later.” I tried to close the door, but she used her hand to stop it from closing. “What are you doing?”

“Why are you closing me out?” she asked.

“I didn’t call any ‘agency’,” I said. “So you can go home. I’m sorry they put you up to this.”

“Your name is Crawford Henley, right?” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “So what? Are you wearing a wire? Who am I talking to right now? Tell your masters that they can shove it.”

“Sir, I’m here to be your bodyguard,” she said.

And then I paused. I stared at her for a long moment, and then I let a snicker slip. “No you’re not,” I said. Then I laughed. But she wasn’t laughing. “Wait. Are you serious? You’re a bodyguard? This is some kind of joke, right?”

“No, sir,” she said. “They sent me to replace your previous security agent.”

“You’re a bodyguard?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“And what exactly are your qualifications?”

“Six years of special forces, and three years of doing personal security work,” she said. And I was tempted to be impressed, but ‘special forces’ could have meant anything. Maybe she was with some Wendy’s special advertising force, or maybe she was just an accountant for the special forces.

I forced a smile. “Right,” I said. She couldn’t have weighed more than 130 pounds. There was no way she would be able to take down a bad guy. Hell, bad guys would see her and laugh at me. Bad guys would see her and then target me, knowing that I would be an easy target.

“The agency ran me through all the details of your file, so I’m ready to start now. Maybe you could just give me a tour of your house. I’m familiar with the layout of all your homes, but it’s always better to see everything in person.”

I hesitated. What if she was lying to me? What if she just wanted me to show her where all my valuables were, and where all of my unlocked windows were? “Can I see some proof that you’re actually with the agency?” I said.

She reached into a pouch at her side and pulled out a wad of paperwork. It all looked legitimate, but it was hard to know for sure. She even had a badge. I stared at her badge for a long time. “Mind if I go make a phone call quickly?” I said.

“Sure thing,” she said, standing up straight with a confident smile on her face. But she had no reason to be confident. She was in the long line of work, even if she did serve in the military. She belonged in a café or a bakery—some job that didn’t require a ton of physical activity or strength.

I went into my house, but I stayed near the door. I looked through the peephole to make sure she wasn’t signaling to intruders, or sneaking away to prowl my property. I took out my phone and dialed the security agency. I checked on the girl again. She wasn’t moving. She was standing still and waiting patiently.

It was thirty seconds before I got a response. “I have a lady here claiming to be my new bodyguard,” I said.

“Claire Preston,” said the dispatch man. “We assigned her to you this morning.” And that was the name on the badge: Claire Preston.

“You’re serious?” I said.

“Is there an issue, sir?”

“Yeah, there’s an issue. The issue is that I need to find a new security agency. This is just ridiculous at this point. First you give me that blubbering idiot who abandoned me the other day, before that home invasion. Now you send a ditsy little girl?”

“We’re sorry about your last experience, Mr. Henley, but I can assure you that Ms. Preston is one of our best bodyguards. She was actually assigned to Elon Musk, but we moved her to you when you told us you needed an urgent replacement.”

“Sure, Elon Musk. I bet he has twenty other bodyguards. I don’t have twenty. I rely on just one. I need someone competent. I need someone who can protect me if something happens—just like how something happened the other day.” I was trying not to yell. I was trying to keep my voice down, knowing that Claire could probably hear me through the door if I allowed the volume of my voice to go too high.

“Claire is a professional, sir,” the dispatch guy said.

“Well get me someone else,” I said. “I have to be in Beijing tomorrow for a business deal. I need someone I can actually trust.”

“Sir, I promise you that Claire is one of our best agents.”

“I’m ten seconds away from dropping you right now. I mean it—I’ll find another agency.” I was clenching my teeth together, trying not to have a news-worthy outburst.

“Okay,” the man said. “We can get you someone new. Right now, all of our top agents are retained, so it will take us a few days to shuffle crews around.”

“I don’t have a few days. I just told you that I’m leaving for Beijing tomorrow and I will need someone with me.”

“We can’t get you a replacement by tomorrow. It’s just not possible. No agency in town can get you someone dependable that quickly. Just take Ms. Preston with you and you’ll be just fine. We’ll find you a replacement once you’re back.”

I hung up the phone, knowing that I was just going to make myself more frustrated by continuing the conversation. I took a deep breath in and then let it out. My upcoming Beijing trip was a dangerous one. I was meeting with government officials who weren’t exactly supposed to be doing what they were doing. I wasn’t doing anything illegal, technically, but if the men I was scheduled to meet with decided that I posed too much of a risk, then I was going to want a competent bodyguard.

I looked back through that peephole. She was still there. God, I could already imagine them laughing at me when she walked into the room behind me—especially with the articles that were going around, about me being caught with an escort. But what other option did I have? My other option was to go without a bodyguard. I couldn’t find someone on such short notice.

I opened the door and forced a smile. “Okay, Claire. Let me show you around.”

It was a temporary arrangement. She just had to last a few days. If nothing else, she could call the police. She didn’t necessarily have to fight off bad guys for me. Aside from my Beijing trip, I had no plans to leave my house.


CHAPTER III

It was a long plane ride to China. I usually spent my long journeys on my laptop, cruising the internet. But now, I wanted nothing to do with the internet. I kept drifting over to message boards to see what people were writing about me—and none of it was positive. People were laughing at me, all over the world. My businesses were taking hits as investors bailed on me. They weren’t doing enough damage to sink me, but I would have preferred no damage at all.

And every time my phone rang, I dreaded answering it. I knew that there was always a good chance that it was either a lawyer calling about one of the lawsuits, or it was some journalist who wanted to continue the seemingly never-ending hit piece about me. So while I was in the air, I just let my phone ring.

When it rang for the fifth time, Claire looked over at me, still wearing those sunglasses. I still hadn’t seen her eyes. “Aren’t you going to answer your phone?” she asked.

“No. I’m not answering it.”

“What if it’s important?” she asked.

“It’s rarely important. If it’s important and they really need to reach me, they’ll figure it out.” I looked out the plane window. The clouds were dark and murky.

“You should get an assistant. I’m actually surprised you don’t have one,” she said. I didn’t like how chatty she was being. Horus was never chatty. He never opened his mouth. I heard him speak maybe ten times in five years, and he only ever said ‘yes’ or ‘no’. But then again, he was also the worst bodyguard, maybe ever.

“I don’t want an assistant,” I said. “I hate the idea of someone reading my emails and taking my calls. That’s all private information.”

She giggled as if I said something funny. And maybe it was the fact that nothing about my life was private anymore. The awful news agencies were working overtime to expose everything about me. And why? Because I had money, and it was in-vogue to hate people who had money. It seemed like everyone was out to get me. How could I trust an assistant? How could I be sure some $25/hour employee wouldn’t just sell my personal information to a website for an easy $100,000?

I just wanted my confidentiality back. Why couldn’t I make money and also have my privacy?

“I can answer your phone for you, if you want,” she said to me. “I’ll tell them you’re busy.”

“I just told you that I don’t want anyone taking my calls and hearing anything about my personal information.” I looked over at her with a glare. And now, I was looking at her thin, curvy body. I was tempted to roll my eyes. I still couldn’t believe that she called herself a bodyguard. I could have probably lifted her over my head… maybe if I was in better shape.

I tried to enjoy the silence after turning off my phone. I watched the clouds as they passed, but Claire wasn’t okay with the silence. “So do you do a lot of business in China?” she asked.

I forced a smile. “Some business,” I said.

“Do you travel a lot?”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I hated small talk almost as much as I hated reading comments about my interactions with escorts. “Yes.”

“Like every week?” she asked.

“Like every couple of days,” I said through clenched teeth.

“I’m not used to travelling so much. I mean—I travelled with the special forces, but that was, like, a few plane rides a year. I don’t mind travelling though. I think it’s fun, and it’s great to see new places. I’ve never been to China.”

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. Then I looked back to the window, hoping she was finished with her little conversation.

“So what’s your favorite country? You’ve been pretty much everywhere, right?”

I looked at her with that forced smile. “Mind if we don’t talk?” I said. “I have a lot on my mind with this business deal.”

“Oh. Okay. Sure thing,” she said.

But it wasn’t even ten minutes before she started talking again. “I really liked France when I was there. I would say France is my favorite country, out of the countries I’d been to.”

I grabbed my headphones and slipped them onto my head. Then I put on some music, hoping that would send the message that I needed to send to her. I didn’t like being rude, and I knew I was being rude, but I really did have to concentrate. This was a big, important meeting. I was going into a room to make a multi-million-dollar deal, and there was a lot of room for error. I needed to get my investors back on board, and this deal seemed paramount in achieving that.

We went straight to the Zang building after we landed. While I went through my notes, Claire stared out the window and looked at the buildings. “It’s crazy how different it is—but also the same in so many ways,” she said.

“Yeah, so crazy,” I said, rolling my eyes. And wasn’t it customary for security guards to be silent? Aren’t bodyguards supposed to keep their yaps shut?

“Look at the streets,” she said like a toddler seeing Disneyland for the first time. “There’s just so much… culture everywhere.”

“Yep. So cultured,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I couldn’t get my thoughts straight. I needed to focus. I needed to go into this meeting with a clear mind and a solid plan. Now, I felt like I had no plan at all, and we were nearly at the Zang building.

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to think of my opening pitch. But then she spoke again. “What’s the next trip? And are we going home first, or will we go straight to the next country?”

“I’m trying to focus!” I said, turning to look at her with wide eyes. She paused for a moment before nodding her head.

“Oh. Sure thing. I understand.”

My skin felt hot. I felt an anger burning inside of me. Now, I wasn’t thinking of my meeting at all. I was only thinking of calling up the security agency and telling them that I was going to sue them for every dollar that they had. How could they call themselves the most prestigious agency in the country? How could they not even find me a quick replacement? How could they send a ditsy little girl instead of a proper manly bodyguard? Their whole operation was a sham. Someone needed to put them out of business, and I didn’t care how much money it was going to cost me—that person was going to be me.

My door opened. A Chinese man was holding it for me. “Sir,” he said, motioning for me to get out. And across the cement strip were the men I was there to meet, ready to greet me. The meeting had begun and I was painfully unprepared.

I shook their hands. Claire did an embarrassing bow. I wanted to tell the men that she was going to be immediately replaced, but I figured it would be less embarrassing to just ignore her. We all went up to the top floor of the building. One of the men closed all the blinds before turning on the light. A man checked me for wires, and then he checked Claire. He pulled a knife out from her pocket and then the men all stood up, speaking Chinese and sounding angry.

“What’s going on?” I said to the translator.

“They want to know why your secretary is armed,” he said.

“She’s not my secretary,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue to say the next bit. “She’s, uh, my bodyguard.”

The man translated, then the Chinese men laughed. “Bodyguard?” one of them said.

“That’s right.”

They all giggled like schoolgirls before settling back down.

“Let’s just get to business,” I said. The meeting was off to a historically bad start. And it got worse. They all became quiet while I made my pitch. I’d made pitches on the spot before, without any planning, but this time, my mind was all over the place. I noticed one of the men reaching into his pocket. He was one of their bodyguards—or maybe just a goon who would happily kill me if they thought I was going to rat on them.

Claire would stand no chance against the burly Chinese fellow. His arm was nearly as thick as her entire midsection. His fingers looked like vice grips. His neck was as thick as his big head. His shoulders made him look like a football player wearing skin over his pads.

Everyone was staring at me. I cleared my throat and did my best to finish my pitch. When I was done, everyone just kept staring, as if they were waiting to hear more.

One of the men leaned over and whispered into the big guy’s ear. The big guy nodded his head and then reached into his inner jacket pocket. My heart fell down into my stomach. I forced a smile. “So, uh, should we sign the papers? We’ll all make lots of money together.”

The translator paused, not translating my little closing line. Nobody else was smiling. I was starting to feel like an idiot—and I was worried that I was about to be killed and thrown into the river to be washed away into the ocean.

Then the big Chinese man pulled a phone out from his pocket. He typed away for a moment. Another man pulled out his phone, receiving a text message. Were they secretly messaging one another? Were they discussing the details of my death?

Then the big guy stood up. He stepped towards me. I could feel the ground shaking beneath his heavy weight. He stopped before me and then he stuck out his arm, turning around his phone. “Is this you?” he asked. And it was a picture of me on my bed. Luckily, my erection was blurred out—but it was still humiliating. The men all started laughing. I felt my face turning red.

I looked around. Was this going to be my life from now on? I felt a rage burning inside of me. I blamed everything on that bodyguard—and maybe the blame should have been on that security agency. I cleared my throat. “Yes, that is me,” I said. “Home invasion. They caught me with a lady. It happens to the best of us.”

The men chuckled, and then they settled down.

“She runs at about ten thousand dollars per hour,” I said, exaggerating a little bit. “I had her with me for about six hours. I used to see her once a week. Pennies for me, to be honest.” I grinned. “And it could be pennies for you too—if you want to do this deal with me. I take fifty percent, and you take fifty percent. We’ll be rich together. You can hire all the beautiful escorts you want. And you have to admit that she’s not bad, right?” The men crowded around that phone again to look at the escort.

Then, their leader stood up and extended his hand. “We have a deal,” he said with a very thick accent. We shook hands and the deal was done. Claire didn’t ruin everything after all—though she came close. I was able to focus just enough at the right moment to make things happen.

So we signed some paperwork and I got their banking information and then they led us back to our vehicle. I took one last look at the big Chinese guy. I was tempted to buy him off of them. Why couldn’t I have a bodyguard like that? The man appeared to be bulletproof. He was a giant muscle. He could have easily overpowered anybody.

I turned to them and smiled. Then the leader said something to the big guy and suddenly the big guy lunged at me. I turned away, cowering my face, just as another Chinese man grabbed my briefcase, containing that paperwork.

The big man was about to plough me down, then Claire pounced. She grabbed his arm and twisted it backwards. The big guy screamed out in pain and dropped to his knees. Claire’s sunglasses fell to the ground. She gave another hard shove into his arm and I swear I heard it snap. Now, he was in tears. She dropped to her knees before the other men could react, pulling a pistol out from his inner pocket. She quickly armed the firearm and aimed it at the man with my briefcase. “Drop it,” she said.

I remained still. The other men lifted their arms, turning bone white. “Don’t shoot!” said the leader with his broken English.

She approached them and grabbed the briefcase. “This belongs to Mr. Henley,” she said. She stepped back cautiously until we were at the vehicle. She kept that gun drawn until we were a block away, then she stashed it away. “Are you okay?” she asked me. “Did the man hurt you when he lunged at you?”

I stared into her eyes, seeing them for the first time now that she wasn’t wearing sunglasses. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. “Well? Do we need to take you to a doctor?”

I shook my head. “I—I’m fine,” I said.

“Good,” she said.

“I can call the police and deal with this.”

“No!” I said, tensing up. “No police. Let’s just go home—back to America. Let’s not get the police involved. Not here.”

It wasn’t an illegal business deal in America, but it certainly was in China. That was none of my business, but I didn’t want to end up in a Chinese prison. I just wanted their money. And there was a good chance that I had it. They wrote out their banking information on the paperwork. Maybe it was bogus banking info, but I was going to try to use it regardless.

“You shouldn’t deal with dangerous people,” she said to me.

“Why not? That’s why I have you,” I said with a smile. I let out a small laugh, but she wasn’t as amused. She was much quieter on the plane ride home, looking much more serious. Now, I was seeing her without her sunglasses. She had big eyes and thick eyelashes.

I couldn’t stop thinking about that takedown. How did she overpower that massive man? She made it look so easy. Maybe she was a little bit more competent than I gave her credit.

And it was kind of sexy, seeing her take that man to the ground like that—snapping his arm with a single clever move. Her reaction time was impressive. How can a girl with a figure like hers react like that? How can a girl with a model’s body bend a three-hundred-pound man in half?

She looked over at me and I looked away quickly, worried she would think I was staring at her—which I was. I felt butterflies erupting inside of me. I felt my cheeks turning red, as if I’d been caught staring at my crush in junior high English class. It had been a long, long time since I’d felt like that.

I took a deep breath and looked back over at her. She smiled at me and I returned the smile. Maybe I could give her a little bit of a chance.


CHAPTER IV

That night, I was tired. I wanted to go to bed even though I hadn’t taken a shower. There’s something very exhausting about long plane rides. Even though I spent the whole ride sitting and reading through notes, I was completely beat. I took off my pants and I took off my shirt. I was about to take off my boxers, and then I looked over at my bed.

Apparently, my house cleaner had been told that I wouldn’t be home that evening, so the bed wasn’t made. I wasn’t about to sleep on a bare mattress, so I went in search of some bed sheets. I hadn’t made my own bed since I was twenty-one years old. I had no idea where Deloris kept the bed sheets. I looked through closet after closet, even looking in closets I never realized I had. Those sheets weren’t easy to find. “They have to be here somewhere,” I said to myself.

Then I came upon a room that was active. There was a light on inside, and I could hear the sound of rushing water. Claire was taking a shower in the guest room’s bathroom. This wasn’t a surprise: she asked if she could have fifteen minutes to clean herself up. But now, I was wondering if the sheets were in that guest room.

I hadn’t been in that guest room since before I hired Horus. Showing Horus the room was probably the last time I walked through the room—but I remembered showing him the big closet, and I was pretty sure that there were sheets in that closet.

I carefully opened the door. I thought about announcing myself, but I didn’t want to make Claire uncomfortable. I knew that she was still on edge from the happening in Beijing earlier. So I crept quietly into the room, bearing my weight on my tiptoes.

I spotted that big closet. As I approached, I noticed that the bathroom door was slightly open. Her clothes were on the bed, sprawled out—including her red panties, which were lacy and cute. I was strangely tempted to approach the panties, just to get a closer look, but I resisted that urge. But there was another temptation that wasn’t so easy to resist. I looked over at the steam coming out from the bathroom. I could see a sliver of the bathroom mirror, and in that mirror, I could see the foggy reflection of her naked body. She was standing with her back to the mirror. She had a great, perky ass. She was bending over and shaving her legs, keeping her feet pinned close together in a cute sort of way. I took a step closer so I could see more: now able to see the side of her breasts, and even a little hint of her perky nipple. She had a great body—there was no doubt about it.

And it was still nearly impossible to believe that she was able to take down a massive, muscular goon with her small feminine body.

I backed up and continued towards the closet. I opened it slowly. It squeaked as the wheels rolled through the metal tracks. I clenched my teeth hard, hoping the extra focus would make the closet door quieter. Sure enough, there were sheets on the top shelf of the closet. I reached up and grabbed a stack of white linens. Then, as I turned around, I was struck by what felt like a bus. I screamed out as I hit the ground, with a knee against the middle of my back.

“Help!” I screamed out as I was wrestled onto my back. Was this an assassination? Did the Chinese crew send someone to kill me? I had my eyes closed because I was too afraid to see my attacker.

But then the wrestling stopped. I slowly opened my eyes and saw her face: Claire’s face. She had wide eyes and she was completely naked—and wet, with steam rising off of her body. “Crawford,” she said.

“What the hell are you doing?” I said. I stared into her eyes.

“I thought you were a burglar,” she said.

“No!” I said. “I was just looking for bed sheets in my own damn house!”

The shock was starting to wear off. Now, I couldn’t help but let my gaze move down slightly, to check out her nice, perky tits. Her nipples were erect, pointing outwards. I looked back into her eyes and saw that her face was red. She looked embarrassed, and she had good reason to be embarrassed. But there was an added awkwardness to the moment—not just because she was naked and I was practically naked—and not just because she’d tackled me to the ground. There was something else, something that wasn’t supposed to be there.

I looked down her body. I could feel it on me: something heavy and bulging and even warmer than the rest of her steaming body. Between Claire’s legs was a long cock and a heavy ball sack. It took a moment for my brain to properly process it. It wasn’t supposed to be there, and I wasn’t sure I was actually seeing it.

“W—What is that?” I said. To make the sight even more shocking, she was half erect. Her cock was throbbing and weighing heavily on my abdomen. I could feel it pulsing. I could see her foreskin slowly pulling back, as if she was getting even harder.

She suddenly reached her hands down and covered herself up. “Sorry, sir,” she said. “I was in the shower. It was just a mistake.” She had to use both of her hands to keep her cock covered, but even with both hands between her legs, I could still see slivers of the fleshy package.

“But—But what is it?” I said. “Is it… a cock?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

I looked up into her eyes. “You’re a…”

“Transgender, sir,” she said.

“Why do you keep saying sir?” I asked. I could feel my skin turning pale.

“I don’t know, sir. I mean—I don’t know.”

And then there was a long, awkward silence. She was blocking her cock with her hands, but I could still feel it. I could feel her smooth ball sack and I could feel her throbbing meat. “Why are you hard?” I asked.

Her cheeks were dark red now. “Well, I—uh—was just in the shower and… Well, you know how it is, sir. I mean, Crawford.” She forced an awkward smile. Was she telling me that she was jerking off in the shower?

Now I understood a little bit how she was able to take down that big man. She was actually a man, biologically speaking. But my brain couldn’t accept that she was a man. Her face was too pretty. Her body was too feminine and curvy. Her breasts looked so real and so perky. She looked like a girl. Every part of her was girly, except for that heavy meat that was still slumped on my abdomen.

“This is very awkward,” she said. But she was the one who was still sitting on me—not the other way around.

“Claire?” I said.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Why are you still sitting on me?” My heart was racing even faster than when she tackled me by surprise.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“And why are you still getting… harder?” Now I could feel the whole length of her heavy erection. It was staring to lift off of my body, but that swollen ball sack was still there.

Somehow, her face turned an even darker shade of red. Was I turning her on? Was she currently aroused for me? Or was this just a big misunderstanding?

There was another complication: my own cock was getting hard under her butt. I couldn’t help it. Her body was soft and warm and naked. Her exposed tits were perky, and she had a flushed look on her face that just ticked all of my boxes. And for some weird reason, that big cock of hers wasn’t turning me off; it wasn’t pushing those naughty ideas out of my head.

I hadn’t been with a woman in a week—which was a lot for me. I hadn’t even masturbated to get off. I was filled with sexual energy, and it currently wasn’t helping me to avoid an awkward predicament.

I reached up and put my hands on her hips. I gently moved them up and down, just to feel her soft, warm body. I still couldn’t understand why I wasn’t turned off by the reality of her sex. Why was I touching her? Why was she letting me touch her? Why was she erect? Why was I erect?

She could surely feel my erect bulge, pressing hard between her butt cheeks. Why wasn’t I feeling humiliated? Maybe I’d maxed out my humiliation capacity.

She started to gently grind her bum back and forth, cradling my cock with her firm bum. I groaned and pressed my lips thin. She was looking into my eyes and I was looking into hers. I slid my hands up slowly, until they were on her breasts. I gently squeezed. Those weren’t fake tits. I’d felt a lot of fake tits in my life, and those weren’t fake. I squeezed hard and she moaned. Then I let her breasts go so I could caress the rest of her body. Now, she was grinding harder. She took her hands off of her cock and put them on her breasts. Her long erection stood upright, curved like a scimitar, towards her sternum.

I’m not sure why I did it, but I didn’t even try to stop myself: I reached out and clutched that big cock. I pulled down, exposing her whole tip by pulling back her foreskin. I clenched tight and then I pulled back up. Her cock was so hard. I couldn’t believe how hard it was.

Then she grabbed me by the wrist. She pulled my hand off of her cock and then she took my other wrist with her other hand. She pinned both of my hands down at my sides. My heart skipped a beat and a drop of pre-cum oozed out from the tip of my cock. I moaned, now being restrained by the sexy bodyguard.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a soft voice.

“Shh,” she said. Then she started grinding harder on my cock. After a minute, she released my hands so she could yank down my boxers, letting my erection spring out. Then she grabbed my wrists again and pinned them down. Now she was grinding my bare cock. It felt good. It felt wrong—but somehow, that just made it feel better. “Don’t stop,” I said.

“Be quiet,” she said. So I closed my mouth. I loved the feeling of her warm butt cheeks rolling up and down my pelvis. I loved the feeling of her little asshole rubbing the length of my cock. She moaned a sweet sound.

My heart pounded against my ribcage. She could probably see my chest thumping.

I loved how strong she was. I loved that I couldn’t move my arms. I could hardly squirm at all.

She suddenly let go of my wrists and crawled forward. She used her knees to pin down my arms, then she reached her feet back impressively to cradle my cock. She teased my tip with her toes for a moment before extending her hips forward, inching her cock closer to my mouth. She took a few small steps forward on her knees, and then I opened my mouth. I don’t know why I did it without even hesitating, but I allowed her cock onto my tongue. I even pressed my lips around her girth and sucked, submitting to her completely. She thrusted slowly, sliding her cock back and forth in my mouth.

In a weird way, it didn’t seem weird at all. Somehow, sucking her cock didn’t feel awkward or gay or unnatural. Her cock was somehow very feminine. It slid in a graceful, feminine way, and it even smelled floral like the rest of her stunning body.

I sucked hard. She forced her cock down further, until it was pushing into my throat. I gagged slightly, but she didn’t pull out. I looked up at her face. Her cheeks were still dark red. Her eyes were glowing. She was focused and nervous—but cute as hell. I let her pump my throat until I gagged hard, then she pulled out. But she wasn’t finished with me.

She stood up and rolled me over onto my stomach. Then she sat down on my butt and grabbed my arms. She pulled them back painfully. I groaned. She used one hand to hold my wrists together while using the other hand to guide her wet cock between my butt cheeks. I groaned again, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I closed my eyes and took a series of deep breaths. I’d never been penetrated before. I’d never even had so much as a finger in my asshole before.

But now, I was about to get ten inches of trans cock inside of me. I was scared, but I felt ready. I loved that helpless feeling, being pinned on the ground, unable to use my arms or even kick my legs. She was using her bodyguard techniques to keep me completely submissive.

I felt that wet tip pushing in. Instinctively, I tried to clench it back, but she was determined. She kept pushing, forcing her cock into my rear-end. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side. She kept pushing, forcing her way deeper. I finally gave in, relaxing my asshole and allowing her shaft to push in deep. I felt a dull pressure that I’d never felt before. I moaned loudly, then she leaned forward and wrapped her hand around my throat, still using her other hand to keep my hands held together. She pushed deeper and deeper, slithering through my insides.

“You’re tight,” she said to me, and then she started pumping. I felt her thick tip moving up and down, making my body go limp. The euphoria was growing quickly, pulsing through me with warm waves. My legs trembled and my skin tingled.

She pumped faster and harder. I tried to wriggle my arms free, but they wouldn’t budge. “Shit,” I moaned. Then she clenched her hand tighter around my throat.

I loved the way she was abusing me. I was happy to be submissive for her. I’d never been turned on so much in my life. I wanted her to dominate me.

She planted her feet down firmly next to my ass, and then she started pumping up and down with force, ramming her ten-inch cock in and out of my ass.

I could feel her shaft swelling and pulsing. I knew that she was getting closer to coming—but I was getting closer faster. My own cock was hard and pressed against the ground. I could feel it throbbing and tingling all over. I felt like I had to pee, even though I’d just gone before setting off to find bed sheets. That hot feeling in my shaft felt like it was getting closer and closer to my tip. I moaned and I squirmed, and then I screamed and shook all over. Finally, I felt a gushing as warm cum sprayed out of my tip, pooling underneath my submissive body.

I let out a loud, embarrassing moan. And I must have clenched her cock with my anus because she suddenly moaned and pushed her cock deep into my body. She started coming, filling me deeply with her big oozing load.

She let go of my wrists suddenly and planted her palms hard against my lower back. She must have looked like a sexy howling wolf as she unloaded all of her semen into my back door.

Then I felt her long snake slithering out of me as she leaned back and stood up to her feet, wobbling for a moment as she caught her balance.

It was a moment before I was able to roll over, and by the time I rolled over, she was already getting dressed. She pulled her panties up over her crotch, so I only got to see that waning erection for a brief second before it was tucked away—but that was long enough to see the big glob of cum dripping off of her tip. I could feel that same cum inside of me, oozing down to my anus, which I had to clench so I wouldn’t make a mess of my own guest room floor.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “That wasn’t very, uh, professional.”

“It won’t happen again,” I said, trying to sound as professional as possible.

I cleared my throat and then wobbled up to my feet. I looked into her eyes for a moment, trying hard not to look down at her chest, even though I really, really wanted to. Then I forced a smile and left the room, taking my bed sheets with me. All of the embarrassment and humility that should have been there in the guest room flooded into me now. I was quickly realizing what I’d done: I’d allowed my trans bodyguard to pin me down and fuck me in the ass. And it wasn’t an act that I would soon forget—of that, I was certain.


CHAPTER V

I did my best to get back to business as usual the next day, treating Claire like any old bodyguard. I went to the office for the first time in a week and she came with me. She didn’t say much on the way—nothing except for “Good morning,” and “Hope you had a good sleep.” She stood outside of my office while I worked, and it seemed like she was perfectly fine with what happened, and perfectly capable of being professional despite our unusual sexual encounter in that rarely-used guest room.

When I was getting into the car at the end of the day, we made eye-contact for a moment. I never realized how blue her eyes were. It seemed so hard to believe that those eyes could belong to a biological male. She truly was meant to be a woman.

And I started to wonder: how long had she been a woman? When she served in the Special Forces, was she a woman or a man? How long had she been taking hormones? Her breasts weren’t implants, so she’d been taking those pills for at least a few years. Though they apparently weren’t affecting her between the legs too much.

She was wearing a beautiful perfume, which haunted me the entire ride back to my penthouse suite, where I planned on spending the night. I had a meeting in the morning that was just down the road, so it seemed silly to drive thirty minutes back to my house, just to sleep.

It was the first time being in that penthouse since the incident with the escort. As we walked into the suite, I noticed the mess that I made with the escort—it still hadn’t been cleaned up. Bottles of wine and a small bag of cocaine were still on the living room table.

It wasn’t something that normally would have made me feel embarrassed, but now, for some reason, I didn’t want Claire seeing the sight. I rushed over and grabbed the cocaine, stuffing it into my pocket. I took the bottles and brought them over to the kitchen. “Sorry it’s such a mess,” I said, blushing. And maybe it was so embarrassing because I knew that she knew about the incident with the escort; everyone knew about the incident with the escort. Claire had done her research before coming to meet me. If she knew the layout of my house, then it was likely that she read the front-page news article about me as well.

“It’s fine,” she said with a small smile.

I couldn’t stop blushing. “I think I’m going to sell this place. I’ve never really liked it.”

She smiled and nodded. And for some reason, I couldn’t stop talking. I was nervous and embarrassed, and talking seemed to be the solution. “It’s just too over the top for me. I mean—it’s nice to have a place downtown, but I can probably find something more modest.”

“Okay,” she said, standing by the door. “Do you want me to be on duty in the hallway, or in here?”

“In here,” I said. I wanted her to be in the room with me, though I wasn’t sure why. I looked at her, and then I realized there was a chance that I was being a bit of a creep. “I mean—you can stand out in the hallway if you want. It’s up to you. It’s just—Horus would stand in the hallway, and, uh, I never knew if he was actually there, you know? And then when I needed him, he wasn’t there.”

She nodded her head slowly. “Okay,” she said.

And then I felt my face turning red hot, realizing I’d just referred to the moment I was caught with a prostitute. “I don’t normally have people over,” I said, and even I thought that it was a stupid thing to say. “I’m actually alone here most of the time. I don’t really have time to meet with people, or date, or anything like that.” And why was I telling her any of this? Was I just not able to stop myself from blabbing? “I haven’t been on a date in, like, six years. I usually work, like, fifteen hours each day, between home and the office and travelling. All this money doesn’t just magically appear, you know?”

And then I realized that I was trying to justify why I’d had a prostitute over at my place. I was trying to convince her that I was a good candidate for hiring hookers. I must have sounded so pathetic and so sleazy. I cleared my throat. “That’s no excuse,” I said.

“Excuse?” she said.

“It was wrong of me. Believe me—I know that now, and I honestly knew it then too. I was going through a moment of weakness. Or maybe I should say, half a decade of weakness. That’s all behind me now. I’m not going to dabble in that stuff anymore.”

“Okay,” she said, nodding her head slowly as if she didn’t really believe me.

“I mean it. I’m done with whores,” I said.

Then she stared for a long moment into my eyes. “Whores?” she said.

My heart fluttered down into my gut. “You read the news, right?”

She kept staring into my eyes. She shook her head. “What news?”

“About what happened… before you were hired?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I saw in your file that your home was broken into while you were in bed. Is that the news you’re talking about?”

“That’s it,” I said, now feeling more embarrassed than ever.

“What does that have to do with whores?”

She really hadn’t seen the news. I just humiliated myself for nothing. I bit the inside of my cheek and forced a smile. “I guess it’s irrelevant, but if you really want to know, just Google my name and click on the first article.” I sighed. “But I got my wakeup call, I think.”

“You think?” she said with a smirk.

I looked at her. Since the whole incident with the intruder, I hadn’t been tempted to order an escort. For some reason, I just had no interest in paying a girl to be with me. And it was a record; I couldn’t remember the last time I went a full week without thinking about prostitutes.

But what had changed? Did I really get a wakeup call from the break-in?

I looked around my apartment and started to feel nervous. It was a feeling I wasn’t used to: a sudden anxiety that swelled in my stomach and swirled in my brain. I bit down on my tongue and squirmed before looking back at Claire. “Want to come grab a drink with me at the bar?” I asked.

“I’m on the clock,” she said, looking a bit awkward, as if she was rejecting me—as if I’d just asked her out on a date.

“What I meant to say is, I’m getting a drink—do you want to come down to the bar with me?” I said, trying to save some face. I had to fight to keep my cheeks from turning red, because I did feel a bit like I’d just been rejected. Maybe I was asking her on a date, or maybe I was just looking for some companionship. It had been so long since I’d had any real companionship. Excluding the girls that were paid to hang out with me (and sleep with me), it had been a very long time since I’d sat face to face with a girl.

So we went down to the bar. She followed me from behind, looking both ways for threats. I asked for a private booth, and I thought she was going to come with me, but she didn’t. “I’ll wait over by the door. I can see all the entrances from there.” I was a bit disappointed, learning that I was going to be drinking alone, but she was just doing what I was paying her to do. I watched her as she walked across the big bar and stood by the door. Then I ordered my drink and stared out the window. I watched as cars went by in the rain.

Then I started to think about my life. I wondered if I was really successful. Sure, I made lots of money. I was fairly well-known. But was I happy? I watched a family walk by out the window. The man was dressed in a cheap suit and the woman was wearing a dress she almost surely found at a thrift store. But they looked happy. So who was really more successful? Me or that man?

I looked down at my drink. I took a deep breath, then I looked back out the window. Now, there was a man standing at the glass with a camera. He was aiming it right at me. I raised my hand to cover my face just as his flash went off. “Waiter!” I called out. The waiter came running. He knew who I was.

He saw the photographer. “I’m so sorry, sir,” he said, and then he reached up and closed the blinds. He went through the bar closing all of the blinds.

Then Claire came rushing over. “What happened?” she said with wide, panicked eyes.

“Nothing. It’s fine,” I said. I didn’t want to sound like a giant baby, getting everyone involved and turning a small inconvenience into a major drama. I sat back down and everyone drifted back to their place. I finished my drink and ordered another one. A part of me was expecting someone to come and sit down with me. Everyone else in that bar was there meeting someone—everyone but me. And why couldn’t I have that? Was I really such an evil person?

I took another deep breath before letting out a sigh, then suddenly there was a bright flash. I looked to my right and saw that same photographer, now in the bar, standing feet away from me. His camera’s flash was bright, and he kept snapping photos, forcing me to stick my hand in front of my face. “Hey! Get out of here!” I said. But he kept snapping photos, inching closer to me. Those bright flashes were giving me a migraine. “Get out of here, buddy!”

I stood up and tried turning away. Then I heard him yell. I blinked a few times, letting my eyes adjust properly, then I looked to see Claire on top of him, wrestling him down onto his face. “My camera!” he shouted, reaching for his now broken camera.

Claire kicked it away and then mashed the man’s face into the ground. She yanked his arms behind his back before quickly pulling out a pair of handcuffs. She tied them around his wrists. “Hey!” he said.

“The police are on their way,” she said.

“For what?” he said.

“Assault. You assaulted my client and we will be pressing charges.”

“I didn’t touch him! Ouch! Get off of me!” She used her knee to keep him down and tightened her cuffs even more, making him go submissive.

The whole scene was shocking—and also strangely arousing. I couldn’t help but imagine the scene with a naked Claire, and me beneath her. Her crotch was right at the man’s ass, and the man was completely docile now, unable to move. She was free to dominate him, and there was nothing he could do about it.

I watched with glowing eyes as she dragged him away and then dealt with the police outside of the front door. Within ten minutes, she was back at her post, standing by the entrance and waiting for the next threat, looking as though nothing had happened.

I bit hard on my tongue and walked up to her once my drink was finished. “Let’s go back up to the room,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I nodded my head quickly. I needed to get her alone. I needed to experience that dominance first hand.


CHAPTER VI

Once we were inside, I locked the door. “Restrain me,” I said.

She stared at me blankly for a moment. “From what?” she said.

“Just do it. Pin me like you pinned that guy.” My heart rate increased quickly. I wanted her badly. I wanted her to hurt me. I wanted her to take me however she wanted me. I hated that I had to ask.

“I’m on duty,” she said. “I should be in the hallway, watching the stairs and the elevator.”

I gave her a shove, feeling strangely desperate, hoping she would retaliate.

“I don’t know what you’re doing,” she said. Then I took my shirt off. I was trembling. I gave her another shove.

“Crawford, you’re acting unusual. Are you drunk?” she asked.

“I had two drinks,” I said. “I’m sober.” Why wasn’t she reacting? Why wasn’t she stopping. Even if she would just grab my wrist and give it a little twist. I loved the thought of her overpowering me. I loved the thought of being taken by a woman. I squirmed and then I looked down at the gun in her holster. I had no idea if it was a proper gun or if it was a taser or something that just shot rubber pellets.

“Crawford…” she said, noticing me as I eyed the weapon.

I reached for it, knowing exactly how she was going to react—and I got what I wanted, for better or worse. She grabbed my arm and twisted hard spinning me around. I gasped. “You’re out of control, Crawford. You’re going to get yourself hurt.”

I groaned. She was pushing painfully down on my arm. She just had to twist a little more to break my arm. But I wasn’t trying to stop her. There wasn’t much I could do to stop her.

It hurt, but I had her where I wanted her: on top of me. I could feel the bulge between her legs as she straddled me. It was warm and big, even though it was tucked into her tight jeans.

I was enjoying the feeling of her body on top of me, and then she suddenly flipped me over so she could look into my eyes. “You’re acting weird,” she said.

“I want you to dominate me,” I said. She stared into my eyes with a curious look on her face.

“The other night—that didn’t mean anything,” she said.

“This doesn’t have to mean anything,” I said. “I want you to take me again. It doesn’t have to mean anything.”

She sighed. “I know that you’re used to getting everything you want, but you can’t have everything you want all the time.”

“I’ll pay you,” I said.

Then her eyes narrowed. “I’m not a prostitute, Crawford. You can’t just pay me.”

“I’ll pay you a lot,” I said, feeling desperate.

She shook her head. “You aren’t helping your cause. Just stop. Bring yourself back in. Take a breath and go drink some water.”

“I don’t want water; I just want to have you—I want you to have me. I want you to do whatever you want to me—anything.” I bit down on my lip and stared into those big, feminine eyes. I still couldn’t understand how she made her face so feminine if she was really a biological male.

She kept staring into my eyes. I just wanted her to push herself into me again. I wanted to feel that helpless feeling. I wanted to feel my anus being stretched out.

She sighed and shook her head. Then she grabbed both of my wrists. She stood up and stretched my arms out, over my head. She took her handcuffs from her belt and quickly clamped them around my wrists, tying my hands to the heavy antique hallway table. I laughed nervously.

But she wasn’t finished. She took another pair of cuffs and then, after tugging down my pants and leaving me naked on the floor of my penthouse suite, she cuffed my ankles to the hinge of the closet door. She tightened the cuffs firmly around my ankles, so it hurt to squirm. “Okay, maybe that’s too tight,” I said. “That actually kind of hurts.”

She didn’t respond, as if she wasn’t listening.

“Claire?” I said. “Maybe we could go to the bedroom. What do you think?”

She still didn’t reply, as if she couldn’t hear me. I turned my head to look at the giant floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked downtown. There were apartments across from me. People could see in if they wanted to, and I often saw people using binoculars to look into my suite. “Can you go close the blinds before we start?” I said.

She kept ignoring me. Now, she was standing in the living room, taking off her heavy belt. She put her gun down on my coffee table and then she pulled her tight black tank top over her head, exposing her red bra. She turned her back to me as she unclipped the bra.

“Hey Claire—seriously. I’ve had people in that apartment over there take pictures of me before. Just close those blinds.”

She turned and looked at me with a grin. “You told me to do what I wanted with you,” she said. She was using her forearm to cover her beautiful perky breasts.

“Okay, but this actually kind of hurts, and if this ends up on a website, I’m done for.”

And she went back to ignoring me. She leaned forward slowly and pulled down her pants. She was wearing a black thong, which framed her amazing ass perfectly. She used the tips of her fingers to wiggle that thong down her plump thighs. I let a small sigh out from my lips. I could feel my cock beginning to throb. Had I signed myself up for another epic humiliation? Was begging her to fuck me a gigantic mistake?

Her big ball sack and long snake fell out. My heart jumped. I loved her big package, but I didn’t want the neighboring apartment building to know that I was getting romantic with a trans girl; that was something I didn’t need in the news.

I took another deep breath as she turned to me. She uncovered her breasts and smiled. She had a little military tattoo on her pelvis that I’d never noticed before. She reached down with her hand and grabbed her cock. She pulled her foreskin back and then pushed down, giving herself a pleasant stroke. “You asked for this,” she said.

“I want it,” I said. “Just—Maybe we can be a bit safer about this. I’m a high-profile figure. I can’t just be photographed like this. It would ruin my career.”

She just grinned as if I was being funny. And maybe it was hard to take me seriously in my position, laying on that floor. I must have looked quite pathetic, especially with my cock pulsing and standing upright. She walked over me and looked down at me. It was a peculiar angle, seeing her big cock dangling over me, and seeing the underside of her breasts in the same small field of view. “W—What are you doing?” I said.

She dropped down to her knees, putting her cock down on my chin. “Open up,” she said softly. I took a deep breath and then I followed her command. She was my master, after all. I was determined to do everything she told me to do. She dropped that heavy meat down into my mouth. “Suck,” she said, so I sucked as my erection stood upright. I felt so vulnerable and so stupid. I wanted that little bit of pleasure, but was it really worth the risk? Was I really prepared to end up on another embarrassing website? What if someone was staring into my apartment? What if many people were staring into my apartment? I didn’t want to be remembered like this. So why wasn’t I doing anything about it? Why was I just allowing myself to suck her cock? Why did I love the feeling of her big piece of meat hardening and stretching out on my tongue? Why did I love the feeling of her heavy ball sack squashed against my chin?

I moaned and sucked hard on her tip. Now she was on all-fours, over top of me like a dog. Her cock was hard and curved up against the rood of my mouth. I kept sucking. I couldn’t stop sucking. She started thrusting, pushing her cock down my throat. I couldn’t do anything to stop her. It was such a strange feeling, her dull tip sliding down my throat. I gagged at first, but then I started figuring how to stop myself from gagging by holding my breath and keeping my muscles still. I allowed her to use my throat as a fuck toy, and it actually felt kind of nice, especially once she was rock hard and dribbling pre-cum out from her round tip.

She pulled her cock out and saliva dripped down onto my nose. She giggled.

“Lick it,” she said.

I licked her tip. There was a sweet taste. Was that the pre-cum?

“Are you going to fuck me?” I asked.

“No,” she said.

“Why not?” I asked. My cock was pulsing hard. I don’t think I’d ever been so hard in my life. She sat down next to me and giggled again. Then she used the tip of her finger to tickle my tip, making it tense up. She giggled once more, as if my reaction was funny. “Why won’t you fuck me?” I said, red all over with humiliation. But for some weird reason, I loved that humiliation. It was somehow different than the humiliation of ending up on every news website in the world. This was a pleasant sort of humiliation—maybe because it still somehow felt private.

“How could I fuck you? Your legs are cuffed shut,” she said, looking down at my legs, which couldn’t spread more than three inches because of the handcuffs around my ankles.

“Please,” I begged.

“Stop begging,” she said. “You told me that I could do what I wanted to you.” Her grin grew bigger. Then she stood up and stepped over me. She turned to look at my feet, and then she grabbed her butt cheeks with both hands, spreading them wide, exposing her puckering hole. She sat down slowly, on my face, pressing that hole against my mouth while her ball sack sat on my chin.

She didn’t have to tell me what to do. I started licking, pushing my tongue deep, eating her out. And the arousal just grew stronger. My cock pulsed harder. I groaned louder. The sexual energy tingling inside of me was overwhelming—unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I was so charged that I could almost understand how men committed rape (of course that was something I would never do, but my body was practically trying to throw itself at her).

She reached down with a giggle and tickled the tip of my erection again. The euphoric tingling in my shaft was almost burning now. I squirmed, even though it hurt my wrists and ankles to do so. I lifted my pelvis up, starting to thrust into mid-air like a horny dog. She giggled again and put more weight on my face so I would get my tongue deeper into her asshole. I could feel her arm moving. I knew that she was stroking herself while sitting on my face.

I heard her moan after a few minutes. She started grinding her butt against my face, rubbing her asshole over my lips. She moaned louder. I felt like I was about to come, even though she was only tickling my tip with the tip of her fingernail. Why was I so horny? What was possessing me?

Then she let out a small cry. She leaned forward slightly and then I felt the streaks of warm goo splattering across my chest. She was coming on me. I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I ended up coming on my chest and stomach along with her.

With her anus still on my mouth, she reached forward and used both of her hands to spread the cum all over me. Then she stood up and sat next to me. She looked into my eyes and then she made me lick the palms of her hands: tasting our combined cum.

I felt so satisfied and so humiliated at the same time. My heart was pounding, knowing there was a good possibility the whole thing was caught on camera by some telephoto lens in the apartment across the street.

Thankfully, if someone did film it, that film never got out. I checked the news every day for the next week, and nothing humiliating about me came up—nothing that hadn’t already been in the news.

And after that day, fucking me quietly became part of her job description. We didn’t agree on it verbally, but the agreement was definitely there. It was just the next day, while I was in the bathroom, when she surprised me. It was a public bathroom in my office building. She locked the door and came up behind me, cuffing my wrists to the bathroom sink. She pulled down my pants and then she stuffed herself into me. She was already erect and already lubricated with her own spit. She pumped me until I was limp and sore, then she filled me with her hot cum. Minutes later, she was back at her post, outside of our office, watching for intruders.

That night, she forced me to suck her cock. She cuffed my hands behind her back and didn’t let me stop until I had a mouthful of her sweet substance. I begged her to return the favor, but instead of sucking me, she made me jerk myself off while she watched, and then she made me lick the cum off the tile floor like an embarrassed slut.

And it was fun; that week, she must have plugged me ten times. I was a bit worried that my asshole was being permanently stretched out (especially after she used a thick dildo on me, which she didn’t reveal until I was already bound and helpless), but it seemed like it was worth the pleasure. But the best night came when she came into my bedroom one night. I thought she was there to fuck me, and I was ready for her. But instead of fucking me, she took off her clothes and slipped into the bed behind me. She put her arm over me, making me into the small spoon. And strangely, I felt that same emasculated feeling that I did when she had me tied to the ground, with her cock in my ass. She was cuddling me, and I wasn’t sure what to do about it. I thought about trying to turn the cuddle into sex, but then I ended up melting into her. I allowed her to cuddle me, and then after an hour, I fell asleep. I woke up in her arms, with her sleeping erection pressed against my back. We had sex that morning. She let me into her bum after she finished in mine. There was no force or bondage: just sex. And it was amazing and passionate. By the end of it, we were both grinning ear-to-ear, and covered in sweat. She looked into my eyes for a long moment but said nothing before hopping out of the bed to get ready for work. And technically, she should have been guarding the door while I slept. She was supposed to sleep from 1:00 PM until 8:00 PM, unless told otherwise. But I wasn’t mad. How could I be mad after the best night of my life?

We kissed and then I went to work. I looked back at her and she was smiling at me. “Maybe we can go get lunch when I’m technically off the clock,” she said to me.

My heart skipped a beat. “We can order lunch up to the suite,” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment, looking like I said something that offended her. But surely, she knew that I couldn’t be seen with her in a public restaurant, sitting across from her, on a ‘date’. The media would run with the photo, and then it would be a matter of time before someone identified her as trans. I’d been through enough controversy for one year.

“Sounds good,” she said with a small smile.

I went into my office and took a series of calls and answered a ton of emails. I felt good. I felt happy. I felt like everything was looking up for me. Even the press had calmed down, as if they’d forgotten about my embarrassing prostitute incident.

There was a knock at my apartment door. I thought it was strange. Claire always let herself in, and if someone was there to see me, she would let them in after checking with me to see if it was okay. So I got up and went to the door. I looked through the peephole and saw a large bald man with a scary look on his face.

Where was Claire? Who was this guy? My heart started racing and the taste of copper tinged my tongue. He knocked again with dull heavy thuds.

“What do you want?” I called out, keeping my body against the door in case he tried to bash it down. But I wasn’t scared for myself—I was scared for Claire. Did he kill her? Did he get through her on his way to me?

“My name is Drago,” he said. “Open the door.”

“No,” I said.

“We need to discuss the details,” he said. He had a thick Russian accent.

“What did you do with my bodyguard?” I said, almost in tears. I was terrified. What if she really was hurt? I found myself praying that she was just down at the bar, having a drink, like Horus before her.

“I am your bodyguard,” he said. “The agency sent me to replace Ms. Preston.”

Then my heart stopped beating. I felt my skin turning cold. I remembered calling the agency and telling them to find me a replacement. I never called back to tell them to cancel that order.

“No,” I said. “Where’s Claire.”

“She was sent home this morning. Don’t worry about that—we’ve dealt with it. If you’d like to call the agency and confirm my information, you can do so.”

I threw the door open. “Seriously—what did they say to Claire? Let me call her. I need to call her.”

He stared at me strangely. “Sir, you requested a change of staff, did you not?”

“There was a misunderstanding. I need to call Claire.” I left the door open as I rushed to my phone. I tried calling her, but she didn’t pick up. “No!” I said. I tried calling her again, but she still wasn’t picking up the phone.

I ran back to my new bodyguard. “You need to call the agency for me. Tell them to send her back.”

He stared at me for a long moment before taking out his phone. “I don’t understand. In your file, it says that you demanded a replacement.”

“I misspoke. Get her back here. Now. Please. Make the call for me.” I didn’t have the agency’s number and I knew it would take at least an hour to Google the number and then to wait on hold to get through to the right person. Drago could reach them in seconds. “Make the call!” I said after waiting five seconds while he did nothing.

So he made the call. He rolled his eyes and waited until someone picked up the phone. “Yes, my client has requested for his old bodyguard to be reinstated. I don’t know. She’s not? Okay. Well I can tell him.” I could tell it was bad news, so I snatched the phone from him.

“Let me talk to them,” I said. I put the phone to my ear. “Hello? Yes, I’d like to speak to Claire. Can you please put me through to Claire?” I said.

“I’m sorry, she’s been transferred. She’s on duty and can’t take calls.”

“I want her back here,” I said.

There was a long silence. “Sir, I’m confused. You demanded we remove her.”

“I’ll pay money to talk to her. Put her on and I’ll pay you a thousand dollars right now. I’ll transfer the money to your account.”

“We can’t do that, sir. She’s on duty on another job. When she’s off duty, we can give a message to her.”

“I need to talk to her. I don’t want to leave a message,” I said—and now I was yelling. My voice was getting louder and louder and I was becoming more and more frustrated.

“Sir, she’s on an important job. We can’t just pull her away, for the safety of our other clients,” the man said.

I groaned. “Tell her to call me right away. It’s important.”

“Okay, sir. We’ll pass on the message.”

But she didn’t call that night, and she didn’t call the next night. I knew what happened: they told her that I demanded her removal. She must have thought I was such a horrible person—and maybe I was. But I didn’t know that she was competent when she showed up at my door. How could I know?

I wanted to cry—and maybe I did shed a few tears. I had something great with Claire, and before it ended, it was turning into something truly amazing—apparently too good to be true. We had a connection and I was starting to respect her on a whole new level. But now she was gone and I couldn’t even tell her that I was sorry…


CHAPTER VII

It was the middle of the night when she called. I woke up and looked at the phone screen while my eyes adjusted, then I answered quickly when I saw her name on the caller ID. “Claire!” I said, suddenly more awake than ever, even though I had been dead asleep just seconds before.

There was a long silence.

“Claire, is that you? Are you there?” I said. “Speak to me. I miss you.”

“Hi Crawford,” she said.

I felt a rush of energy surging through me. “It’s so great to hear your voice,” I said.

There was another long silence. “Is that all you wanted to say?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “I want you back here. There was a misunderstanding. I want you back on staff with me. I need you here with me.”

“Why?” she said. “What’s wrong with Drago? They sent Drago to your place, right? He’s one of the best bodyguards in the agency.”

“He’s fine, but he’s not you,” I said. “I want you.”

“If you want me so badly, then why did you fire me?”

“I didn’t,” I said. And then there was another long silence, and a terribly sour taste in my mouth. My heart skipped a beat and then fluttered down into my stomach. “Okay, maybe, uh—maybe I did have you transferred. It was a mistake. I… I didn’t think you were a serious bodyguard when you showed up, so I called and requested a change. It took them a week to process the request.”

She was silent—so silent that I had to check my phone to make sure she hadn’t hung up. “Claire? Are you there?”

“So why do you want me back?”

“Because I was wrong about you. I made a mistake. You’re a great bodyguard.”

“And so is Drago. He was a marine for twelve years. He’s been on the most high-profile cases we’ve ever had. So what’s the problem?”

“I want you,” I said. I hated the tone of her voice: that mix of sadness and disappointment. I hated that I hurt her. I hated that she thought I saw her as useless. “I need you here.”

“Well this is my job now,” she said. “Sorry, Crawford.”

“I’ll pay you—anything. Name a number and I’ll pay it.”

“I’m not a prostitute,” she said. “You can’t just pay to have me.”

“I’ll do anything you want,” I said.

She sighed. “You need to learn that you can’t just throw your money and your status around to get whatever you want, Crawford. You can’t buy people. I thought you would have figured that out after your scandal.”

I felt so defeated. I closed my eyes and wished that I was just having a nightmare. I was ready to wake up—ready to wake up in her arms, comfortable in bed, as if none of this had ever happened.

“I just want you back,” I said.

“For what?”

“We had fun together,” she said.

“So you want me there for sex—is that right?” she said.

“It was more than sex and you know it,” I said, and then that silence returned. “What is it? Speak to me.”

“If you don’t know,” she said, “then let’s just end this call now and we can both just move on with our lives. I need to get some sleep. I just worked a twenty-hour shift.”

I had to think about it. What was she talking about? “Just come to my penthouse. You can sleep here. I’ll make you breakfast in the morning. You’ll get a great sleep—I promise. I won’t even try to keep you up, even though I want to.”

I was so confident that she was going to fold and come over that I sprung to my feet. I went into my living room and I started closing the blinds, preparing for her arrival. And that’s when I realized why she was so upset.

I paused. “Claire?” I said.

“Bye, Crawford,” she said.

“Wait!” I said, stopping her from hanging up. There was another silence. I checked my phone screen and saw that we were still connected. I took a deep breath. Then I bit down on my tongue. “You can sleep here if you want, or you can sleep at your place,” I said. “But in the morning, I’d like to…” I took another deep breath and bit hard on my tongue, building up the courage to put myself on the line. “I’d like to buy you breakfast—at a restaurant. There’s a good one that just opened down the street from here.”

“A restaurant?” she said.

“It’s a small restaurant with big windows. The tables are little and it’s not very private, but the food is good,” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. “Okay,” she said. “What time?”

“What time is your next shift?”

“Eleven.”

“Then let’s meet at ten,” I said. “The place is called Jovi’s.”

“I’ll meet you there then,” she said. And that disappointment was no longer present in her voice. Sure, she sounded hesitant, but there was hopefulness in the tone of her voice. I smiled and bit hard on my tongue, trying not to squeal.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. It was a combination of reasons that kept me awake: I was nervous to be on a date with a trans woman in front of so many people, and in such a public place. But more than that, I was nervous that I would somehow blow it with her. I was scared that I would say something stupid or make myself look bad.

That nervousness grew stronger and stronger and stronger. It was horrible when I was getting dressed for the date, and then I started to get second thoughts as I walked to the restaurant. A part of me wanted to turn around and preserve my reputation while I still had the chance—and then I saw her sitting at a small table by the window. She looked so beautiful and so precious. I truly was in love with her.

All of my anxiety went away. Across the street was a paparazzo. He recognized me and started snapping photos with a big grin on his face. But I didn’t care. Claire was my priority. She was all that mattered to me.

She looked over and saw me. I waved with a smile. She returned the smile with a cute little wave. So I went inside to sit with her after kissing her on the lips.

THE END
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