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Agent X is in the secret agent business. He is in service to protect America from foreign agitators. His director has a new assignment for him. His new job is nothing spy related. This time around his assignment sounds like it is going to be an easy one. He was pegged to play babysitter to an East European princess during her diplomatic visit.

Agent X wasn’t one to read the royal tabloids, so he didn’t know much about her, and he cared to know even less than he did. All he knew was his assignment was mostly due to politics and that was a subject that meant it was likely going to be a dull assignment. Those royals were all jelly brained inbred idiots as far as he was concerned. No one tries to kill someone just because they’re incredibly dull.

Only he was completely wrong about her. Dull was the last thing she was. Her face looked like she walked straight out of a fairytale book and her tail end looked even better. They say that looks can only kill, but that was only in theory. 

Unfortunately, it wasn’t long before the first attempt on her life and fiction became fact. Why anyone would want to kill a delicate young flower like her, Agent X didn’t understand. He didn’t second guess the danger she was in. They say beauty kills, but it also breaks a few hearts. One thing was certain, his butt was on the line in this assignment in more ways than one.

Guarding her is a first time transgender erotic romance.


Chapter 1

Agent X was his code name. You didn’t use your real name in this business when you were on the clock in the hours between nine and five. Not that he was officially on the clock yet. He was at headquarters for his intelligence briefing, never was a name more poorly conceived. The real intelligence this agency gave out wasn’t from the insides of any analyst’s head. Those analysts didn’t understand the real world. Computer simulations were only as good as the data programmed inputted into them. There was no way to translate a lifetime of work into simple inputs. That’s why field agents were still the key to this business.

The agent punched the code into the keypad on the wall and entered the SCIF. He sat down on the cold metallic chair in front of a cold metallic desk. The room’s lights went on. Naturally they were directed straight at his eyes. He could make out the vague silhouette of the man sitting opposite him at the desk. 

“Agent X, I’ve got a plume assignment for you,” said Director Smith. Agent X couldn’t see the director, but his voice was unmistakable.

Agent X’s eyebrows arched slightly. The director was keeping it impersonal and vague today. He hadn’t called Agent X by his first name, so he knew this was a big-time assignment. Yip, he was now on the clock, and it was ticking. He only went all codenames and secrecy when the analysts had a stick up their ass about something. The last time they had a plume assignment for Agent X, he was stuck in a rainforest for fourteen months. He still had the bug bites to prove how unplume that assignment had been. The worst part about it was that nothing had happened down there. Not a damn thing, but the bug bites and rain. Agent X nodded his head and waited eagerly to be filled in on all the details.

“Princess Margaret is coming to the country for a visit. Does that mean something to you, agent?” asked the director.

Agent X knew the name, but only vaguely. As a rule, he didn’t follow European royalty. Social gossip was a waste of time in this business. Still, he knew enough about her. He knew she was the future leader of her country. There was some vague scandal about her. Not that he cared. She was from the country of Molta. It was somewhere in Eastern Europe. Putin was said to have his eyes on it, but Putin had eyes everywhere. If he didn’t like you, you had a tendency to fall out a window in his country. If the princess went on a window trip, her royal subjects wouldn’t like that one bit. This princess, being next in line for the crown, had got a lot of media play lately, as people speculated about just that. Not that Agent X watched a lot of fake news.

Agent X searched his brain trying to pick out if he knew anymore. Her father must be rather an old man by now, so she’d not have long to wait to become queen. That made her safety important for our European allies, but usually not this agency level important. They don’t lend people like Agent X out to European countries. They had their own spies. There had to be more to all this for him to be sitting in a SCIF talking to the director.

“I take it I’m not working for her,” Agent X replied.

“Of course not. It is our business to protect her during her royal visit.”

“A royal visit doesn’t usually result in needing our brand of protection, Director. There are plenty of local police to handle that,” Agent X replied.

The director took the bait right away. He said, “Her younger sister is believed to have Russian leanings. There’s a small faction in their country’s political structure that doesn’t accept the older daughter as the rightful heir. You know why, I’m sure.”

“I don’t read scandal rags,” Agent X replied.

“Suit yourself, agent. What is important is that if the King’s first-born daughter was to die while in our country, the throne could pass on to someone that we believe is in bed with rather unfriendly partners. We have information such an attempt on the princess’s life is going to come while the princess is here in our country. People at the top would be embarrassed if that were to happen while she was here. The idea of Putin getting a leg up leaves them even less happy. Thus, our country’s need for you. The people at the top aren’t the type to take being easily embarrassed lying down.”

The agent had to chuckle at the statement. In his experience, politicians embarrassed themselves as a nature of the business of politics. Still, it was flattering to be personally selected.  Agent X replied, “I see, sir, an assassination attempt of a friendly head of state on our soil does sound like our brand of fun. The Russians were getting bolder the more desperate they became. They’ve committed murders on our soil before, but they’d never targeted this elevated a foreign official for death before in our country. I can’t believe they are this desperate.”

“And yet, the analysts are certain.”

All Agent X could do was roll his eyes. Anyway, compared to the rainforest, it sounded like fun. He hadn’t had a lot of fun lately. These assassination rumors typically were just that, though. Any real threat of an assassination attempt was minimal. It was simply easier to kill someone at home, than abroad. That meant Agent X would be doing nothing that required his special talents.

“I am flattered for the offer, but I’m not sure I’m the right man to be just a royal babysitter.”

“You go where I send you!”

Agent X shrank back in his seat. It was going to be like that. Yeah, he was the best the agency could offer. That meant the request probably came from the top. They always wanted the best. It was his curse for being so talented. When politics like this were involved, the director was right to use him, and they both knew it.

Agent X replied, “I always have gone where I was told.”

“You are authorized to eliminate anyone that is a threat.” He opened a drawer on his desk. He pulled out a gun and a badge. He placed them both on top of his desk.

Agent X’s ears perked up. A blanket license to kill wasn’t granted without need. The director’s information must be more than slightly warm then. Still, he had his doubts. Analysts didn’t have any field experience, and politicians tended to overreact. They likely called the director demanding the best because they feared the worst. Only the worst for them wasn’t a dead princess, but a round of bad news cycle. He did wish people at the top let the field agents handle things like knowing real danger from fake news.

Well, there was no way to get out of it, so he picked up his gun and badge. He spun the unmarked weapon around his finger wild west style. He got a kick out of the director’s disapproving glances. Silhouetted like he was, he couldn’t see the glance, but he knew it was there. “I’ll go polish my gun,” he replied.

“You do that. And Agent X, I don’t want a failure here. That word comes straight from the top.”

He put his gun in a holster. “You know me, failure isn’t in my vocabulary.”

The door behind me opened. An older man, nicely dressed, came in. He asked the director, “Is this the correct place?”

The director would never get out of his seat and come into the light to greet little ole Agent X, but he snapped out of his seat to rush over and aid this man. He went over and helped usher him in. He said, “Agent X, I want you to meet Ambassador Frompt.”

Agent X held out his hand. The ambassador didn’t take it. The ambassador asked the director, “Is this your best man?”

“My very best, I can assure you,” boasted the director to the ambassador.

The ambassador took a good look at me. He said, “He certainly is tall.” The agent didn’t like the lisp in his voice. He disliked even more the kiss on his two cheeks the ambassador gave him next. That man felt a bit light in the loafers, that much was certain. Well, that was none of the agent’s business if he was. He added, “A pleasure to meet you. The princess is all that matters to me, to my country. You will help in every way to keep her alive. Please, I’ll take you away at once.” The ambassador left on that note. Agent X assumed that he was meant to follow him.

“He’s a very friendly fellow,” Agent X said to the director.

The director replied, “He’s your main contact so keep up with him.”

The agent shrugged. He was the princess’s bodyguard now and until further assignment came along so he went to follow the old man. He took one step toward the door, the director added, "Agent X, you sure you don’t want to know all about the scandals involving the princess before you leave?”

“They’ll try to kill her whether I know about them or not, right?”

“Right.”

“I just want to know who, with what, and when of the assassination attempt, the rest is bullshit politics. If you start caring about the people in this business, you make mistakes.”

“You’re a cold man, Agent X.”

“If you want to warm me up, pay me more than the government rate.”

“You’re a pain in the ass, agent,” said the director.

The agent knew he was dismissed on that note. Scandal? He didn’t care for the pulp press. He just nodded his head toward the director like a good soldier then left to follow the fag of an ambassador. Scandals didn’t matter in this business, only facts mattered. The facts kept you alive.


Chapter 2

The airport was the dullest place in any country. There were always too many people there, not enough seats for them, and too few planes to take them away. The agent twiddled his thumbs as he watched the arrival sign claim the plane that he was waiting on was on-time. He checked his watch to make sure reality still existed. Yeah, that on-time plane was already ten minutes late.

“Now you are never to look directly into the princess’s eyes when speaking to her,” said the ambassador to the agent, while ambassador started fussing with the agent’s tuxedo.

This whole formal look made them stick out like a sore thumb in here. It didn’t take a genius assassin to guess which terminal the princess was arriving at. Not that she’d step inside it if it was up to him. He looked out the window to see at last a plane pulling into the terminal. It had the royal family painted in a mural on the side of it. Suddenly, it didn’t matter if they stuck out. There was no way to hide anything when you flew around in a plane like that. The plane belonged to the official royal airlines and likely she had that whole plane to herself. It must be a nice way to live. The agent replied, “Is she that ugly then?”

“Ugly!” balked the ambassador. He paused. “Oh, I see, you are making a joke.”

“Sort of.”

“No, diverting your eyes is all about respect. It is all about …”

“You don’t joke much, do you?” the agent interrupted.

“One never jokes around a royal. One . . .”

The old man droned on and on. He cared about formal codes of royal etiquette, the agent cared about if there was or wasn’t an assassin. On that thought, Agent X popped the terminal door open and started down the ramp. At the end of the ramp, he popped the little door open, went down the stairs, and then onto the tarmac. He didn’t like being out on the tarmac exposed like this. Any of the workers here could be a Russian agent. The armored Rolls Royce was close, though. The plan seemed straight forward. He would get the princess down the stairs, into the car, and they would be off to the hotel safe and sound. Once there, he’d feel a lot safer. He had agents and officers all over that hotel. No way for an adversary to get within ten feet of her. Granted, with today’s weapons, you didn’t need to be within ten feet.

The roar of the plane’s engines cut as the plane slowed to a halt. The ground crew were milling about now. It wouldn’t be long now until the plane’s door opened. His eyes darted back and forth. He kept a sharp eye on everything. It was the little details that gave an assassin away. 

That was when he heard the cameras explode behind him. They exploded with action, that is. There were flashes everywhere coming from inside the terminal. The press and royal watchers were out in force. They were a safe distance away, though, so he could ignore them. He had made sure that there was no press allowed outside the terminal. That terminal had bullet proof glass between the press and the princess, so there was no threat there.

The staircase was rolled up and secured. Finally, the plane door opened. The old man said, “And lastly, we must never address the princess by her first name.”

Agent forgot the ambassador was even talking. He shrugged. “No one calls me by my first name either, so I understand.”

The agent rushed up the plane steps. The ambassador was hot on his heels. He expected to escort the princess quickly to the waiting car, but she didn’t come promptly out of the plane. A mountain of a man exited the plane first. He looked at Agent X, grunted like a pig, and then shoved the agent to the side. He then made his way down the staircase headed for the car.

“Nice fellow,” Agent X said.

“That was Otto, the princess’s personal bodyguard,” the ambassador informed.

“Otto, huh? He’s a lot o’ man, that’s for sure.” The ambassador didn’t even crack a smile. He was going to be dull to work with.

It was only natural that the princess should have a bodyguard. Only, why ask Agent X along then. Otto looked like more than enough and then some. It was also only natural that there would be friction between Otto and the agent. He wouldn’t like foreign paid by the hour help. They always have to make things rough on him.

The agent heard a dainty prim and proper voice come out of the plane. “Oh Ambassador, is everything ready.” Following that voice arrived a five-foot seven flaming red head. Agent X could see immediately why the press were here in overwhelming numbers now. She was worth gossiping about. She was dressed in a pink princess dress like she just walked out of a little girl’s storybook. Agent X expected her to start singing at any moment. He looked into her enchanting emerald eyes and found himself wanting to stare at them forever. Only a fag like the ambassador could stand near her and not look at eyes like that. The ambassador nudged the agent in the ribs. He remembered himself and looked away. The memory of those eyes would linger long into the night, though.

She reached the tarmac. Agent X rushed to her. She took off her white gloves and handed them to him as if he was part of her staff. She then spoke to the ambassador, “Has everything been arranged?”

“Yes, Your Highness,” he replied like the good boot licker that he was.

She paused, looked around searchingly, and then continued, “But where is the press?”

The ambassador replied, “Up in the terminal, Your Highness. We thought it best …”

“We?” she questioned.

“The agent here, and myself, Your Highness.”

She gave Agent X a look over. She didn’t take much time to size him up. She announced, “Nonsense. We must have the press!”

Agent X chimed in. “I wouldn’t advise it.” Another nudge from the old man to his ribs followed. He corrected himself. “I wouldn't advise it, My Highness.”

She said, “It’s Your Highness.” She then plucked her gloves from his hands and started for the car.

Agent X rushed up to her. He said to her, “For your safety I should always go first, Your Highness.”

She laughed. She had a nice laugh. She stopped, let him catch up, then pinched him on the cheeks. She said to the ambassador, “He certainly is cute. What is his name?”

“Agent X, Your Highness,” explained the ambassador.

“Americans have such silly names. He acts like I’ve never had my life threatened before.”

“And he is tall, Your Highness,” added the ambassador.

“Yes, he is very tall, isn’t he?” She then made the rest of her way down to the car.

Agent X said to the ambassador, “She’s going to make my job a lot harder than it has to be, isn’t she?”

He said to me, “That’s how royals are.”

Agent X went to open the door for her. She didn’t climb inside. She lingered, eyeing the press. If she insisted on talking to the press, then he better be right by her side. At the front of the car stood Otto. He came up to Agent X now and shoved him away from the door.

“Just where do you think you’re going?” Otto asked.

“I’m to be near the princess at all times while she’s visiting,” Agent X replied.

“I don’t like strangers around my gal,” grunted Otto back. He added a meaty finger to the agent’s midsection to further illustrate how much tougher he was. He didn’t need to do that, Agent X knew a tough SOB when he saw one.

The princess seemed amused to be fought over, “Oh Otto, let him come. We’re in his country now. We wouldn’t want to insult them.”

Otto grunted one last time and relented. He climbed into the front of the car.

“I think I will just say hello to the press,” she said. Then she left the car door and headed to the stairs that led to the terminal. She was heading up the ramp into the throng of reporters inside. Agent X cursed under his breath. Then he tried one last time to prevent her.

“Your highness, I really think you’d be safer…”

She turned and looked him in the face. “Silly man with a silly name, a princess’s duty is not to be safe, but to be as they imagine I am. The press must have their time with me. They simply just must.” She turned toward the ambassador and said, “Five minutes only.”

“Understood, Your Highness,” he replied. He stared at his watch counting the seconds.

They pushed out the terminal’s doors and stood in front of the throngs. Luckily, the agent had police up there. He knew the press wouldn’t get close enough to touch her. Still, he hated taking stupid chances. He looked at the Rolls Royce still idling down below. His safe and sound plan was dead. He just hoped this careless princess didn't end up the same way.


Chapter 3

Agent X was staring out the window of the penthouse of the Victoria Suites Hotel. He didn’t like what he saw outside one bit. For starters, what he saw was that he was situated much too high up. Being on the seventh story of this place meant that there was no easy escape if something were to happen. He didn’t expect anything to happen, but his job wasn’t to expect things. His job was to anticipate things. He was to plan for everything possible and even the impossible if it came to that.

Their royal living arrangements weren’t the only thing pissing him off. For another thing, he was cooling his heels with the ambassador in the living room while the princess was in her bedroom alone. That meant at the moment he wasn’t seeing her at all. It’s hard to keep an eye on a person you can’t see. He had thoroughly explained this fact to the ambassador, but he didn’t care. Agents were like doctors in that he had seen everything before, but that fact hadn’t gone over with the ambassador one bit. Thus, he was out here, and she was in there alone. Mistakes like that cost lives.

He grumbled to himself, “The point of watching a client is to see them or else it isn’t really watching.”

The ambassador looked over at him. He heard him. Good, he had wanted him to hear. He replied to Agent X, “Our place is not to question why. Our place is to wait until Our Highness needs us. Then we shall act accordingly. Not to worry, Agent X, the princess is quite safe.”

“Are you a safety expert now?” he asked.

The ambassador shrugged. “I know my place and safety comes from knowing our place.”

It was probably true in his case. He was a doormat, and his place was to be walked all over. Likely nothing was going to happen at all, so maybe it didn’t matter. In the slight chance that it did, her trained monkey, Otto, was out in the hotel hallway guarding the main door. The hotel was still filled with his own men as well. There were younger agents in the parking garage and the hotel lobby. No one goes in or out of this place without Agent X knowing about it. Still, she could be choking to death next door on a raisin and none of them would be the wiser since they weren’t with her twenty-four-seven like the agency book said to be. Thus, Agent X wasn’t happy right at the moment. Not happy at all. That is because Agent X wasn’t a doormat.

His happiness level was about to change. The lady of the moment graced him with her radiant presence. The door to her room opened at last and the princess strolled out without a care in the world or at least that was what she projected. Yeah, she was confident. Agent X could see that clear as day. He immediately turned his full attention to her. She’d changed and taken a bath. Her fiery red hair had its flames doused with bath water. They were tucked under a towel. She wore a Lycra yoga outfit in royal colors. It hugged her body. You couldn’t have missed seeing every inch of her and every inch was worth seeing. It occurred to Agent X this was why he was a single man. It wasn’t the long hours on the job that he spent. It was the fact that when he met a real woman, one that he could instantly fall for, she was off limits. He averted his gaze so as not to look into her eyes, not out of respect, but out of fear his heart couldn’t take the view any longer. The one thing a good agent never does is get involved personally.

She moved gracefully across the floor. The ambassador got up and set out her yoga mat. She sat down on it, lotus style. Man, she was flexible. Agent X tried to blend into the background. A good agent knows how to act like they’re not there. Still, he credited the old man. He was right to not have him with the princess during her most intimate moments. Not for her sake, but his. He didn’t think he could take seeing her indisposed. It was a silly thought, though. A good agent doesn’t let a pretty girl distract him from the job, he told himself. Mottos were nice on paper, but that paper didn’t have this princess to deal with.

After changing two more yoga positions, she spoke to the ambassador at last. She said, “I was thinking of going to a children’s hospital tomorrow. The poor sick boys and girls, I bet they’d love to meet a real live princess.”

“As you wish, Your Highness,” replied the ambassador.

“Can it be arranged in time?” she asked.

“I will see to it,” the ambassador replied.

Agent X was a bit curious. He reached into his pants pocket. He pulled out his flat screen computer pad. He checked her set schedule for tomorrow. There was no children’s hospital on it. He frowned. He didn’t like last minute changes.

He silently moved over to the ambassador’s side. Agent X nudged him for a change. “We can’t go moving around schedules on this short notice. I have the police, and my agents all set for a different itinerary,” Agent X whispered.

The princess had her legs behind her ears. It was quite the pose. She spoke to Agent X. She said, “I can hear you; you know? Why is it that the tall dark ones always think I’m blind, deaf, and dumb?”

Agent X gave up trying to talk to the ambassador, since the princess addressed him, only naturally, it must mean that he could speak to her, so he spoke directly to her. “Look, I’m in charge of your safety while you’re in my country. I can’t keep you safe if you go jerking around your schedule willy-nilly.”

“I didn’t know you had a Willy-Nilly Hospital her,” she replied.

“Look . . .”

That was the one thing she wasn’t doing, so he stopped talking. Her eyes didn’t register that they heard him at all. They were staring off into the wilderness. She finally said, “Did you see the press today? They love the idea of being with a beautiful storybook princess. The media ate me up. I love the attention. I really just love it. In my country, a lot of people don’t love me. But here . . .” Now she turned turn the agent. She said, “Attention, it is like a drug. I can’t get enough adulation. I want to share that feeling. I want the kids at the hospital to see me. They’ll love meeting a real live princess. They’ll love it more than even you love it.” She offered him a wicked smile that only the beautiful ones give.

Agent X tried to hide any emotion that might have been generated by that last remark. If there is anything worse than a woman that knows she’s hot stuff, it’s a famous woman that knows she’s hot stuff. Well, this princess had it in spades, so Agent X was stuck dealing with the situation.

“Give me a few days to move the schedule around. That is all I am asking you. Then you can get all the adulation your ego needs, Your Highness,” he replied.

She waved me off with a flick of her delicate wrist. “We go tomorrow. I’ve decided.”

The ambassador put his hand on Agent X’s shoulder. He spoke to her, but also straight into Agent X’s ear. “It will be arranged as you wish, Your Highness.”

Agent X knew a, shut the fuck up moment, when he heard it. The ambassador was subtle but got the message to him loud and clear. He clammed up. She won. There probably was no doubt in her mind that she would. She was one stuck up royal bitch.

Agent X’s head was racing at the logistics he would need to do to pull this visit off safely. The princess giggled. It felt rather below her to laugh. Then again, even princesses are human beings after all. The ambassador might not know it, but it was the truth. She said to the agent, “Some tough guy you are, Agent X, given that you gave up so easily. I had expected a more spirited fight from you.”

Agent X shot her back a frown. It was about all he could get away with without the ambassador lecturing him again on the royal code.

She stood up from her yoga mat. Her long hair danced down her back. “I’m spent,” she announced. Then she held out her hand. Without having to ask, the ambassador filled it with a glass of ice chilled water. She then without further word, she went back into her room. She looked as good leaving as she did coming. Maybe better as her backside was perhaps her best feature. Her door closed and Agent X swallowed hard. Perhaps he needed a glass of cold water too.

He poured one out for himself. He asked the ambassador, “What was that all about?”

“Whatever do you mean?” he replied, while picking up the yoga mat.

Agent X knew that the ambassador knew what he had meant already by the tone of his voice. He repeated himself anyway. He replied, “She came in here flaunting her goods like a runway model and bragging about how much everyone adored her. That show wasn’t for the sick girls at the hospital. That was all about something else. You don’t find all that funny?”

“No, she is like that, and it is not my place to ever question her.”

“Always the doormat, huh?”

“I know my place, that is all.”

Agent X grunted. “She only worked out for five minutes. Not much of a …”

"You will think about her safety and nothing else,” instructed the ambassador.

Agent X raised an eyebrow. “Like I said, she was only here for five minutes. There wasn’t enough time for anything else.”

“You can wait in the hallway with Otto.”

Agent X knew a dismissal when I heard it. He wasn’t imagining things, though, that conversation they just had meant the princess had something on her mind. In her stuck-up selfish way, she had just come on to Agent X. He was sure of it. His mind wanted no part of mixing business with pleasure. The stiffy in his pants had other ideas. He drank some cold water, hoping to put that stiffness out. A good agent doesn’t think about sex on the job. Not with one of his clients anyways.


Chapter 4

The smell of disinfectant was all around. The princess didn’t seem to care about the odor. She walked through the hospital toward the cancer ward with her head held high. She was dressed like she had just stepped out of an animated movie. Only the difference was that in real life the hospital wouldn’t allow animals in here with her as they were not hygienic. Her flowing pink gown, crystal slippers, and diamond studded tiara weren’t the stuff of normal hospital visiting day gear. Agent X hadn’t seen a grown woman dressed for Halloween when it wasn’t the season like this since that comic convention he worked for security reasons. He never figured on Pikachu having so many enemies. Well, you lived and learned in this business. Those comic conventions were one weird place and those cosplay girls at the convention made good money, but none of them fake princesses had money like this real princess here.

They turned toward the cancer ward. Agent X wasn’t much for cancer himself. He was a fighter at heart. He didn’t like anything you couldn’t tackle with a fist and a gun. He ran over today’s new modified schedule in his mind. We meet, we greet, we take a few photos with sick little Johnny and Jane, and then we get the hell out of here. As mental schedules went, it wasn’t a hard one to follow. Only this princess didn’t look like she was planning to go by his sound schedule. 

A woman named Doctor Edwards greeted the princess at the top of the ward. Agent X had done a quick background check on her this morning. She seemed harmless enough based on what the agency knew about her. 

“The kids were excited to hear that a real live princess was coming to visit them today,” said Doctor Edwards to the princess.

“They always are,” assured the princess.

The doctor said, “You look just too perfect. The kids are just going to flip out when they see you.”

The princess replied, “Oh, this little old dress, it’s nothing.”

The doctor opened the door, and they all went inside the large ward. There were six little girls inside this room. The oldest couldn’t have been more than nine years old. Most were closer to five or six years old. It was a good age for believing in fairy tale princesses. They all looked pretty hard up health wise. Agent X had to admit, he could take a Turkish torture prison, but he couldn’t stand to see a little girl suffer like these girls were. They didn’t appear to be suffering at the moment, though. The cancer had been instantly erased from the kids’ minds as soon as they saw the princess. Agent X could see their little faces light up.

“Oh, she’s here!” burst the first little girl.

The princess put on her royal charm. She had porcelain teeth that were too white to believe. Yeah, her royal smile could melt hearts. Not Agent X’s heart, though. This was strictly business. The princess went right up to the bed to visit the sick girl. She said,

“Hello there, I am Princess Margaret, and you are?”

“I am Suzy,” replied the little girl. 

The princess held out her pink gloved hand and held Suzy’s hand. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Lady Suzy.”

“Do you live in a castle?” asked Suzy.

“I left my castle at home. Right now, I live in a hotel, but soon I will return to my castle.”

“Does it have a dragon?” asked Suzy.

“Naturally all castles do.”

“Is that your prince?” Suzy asked that while looking over at Agent X. 

Agent X shifted his feet uncomfortably. He might have turned red out of embarrassment as he shuffled his feet. The princess turned to face him. She replied, “Oh yes, he is my protector. That is sort of like a prince.”

“He is ever so charming,” added Suzy.

“Of course, all princes are,” said the princess. She shot Agent X a glance he didn’t exactly want. It gave him a distinct impression that the princess had a smirk on her face. She was enjoying toying with him. He tried his best to keep a stone face.

“Would you care for a photograph together,” asked the princess.

“Yes, please,” replied Suzy.

Agent X heard a loud sound behind him. He had allowed the calm of the princess’s handling of Suzy lull me off my game. He pulled his gun and turned around fast. He immediately came face to face with a red-haired clown. He had just opened a helium bottle and was filling up a balloon. He felt the delicate touch of the princess on his arm. She said to Agent X, “We won’t be needing any of that today, my prince.” Now Agent X felt like a complete fool. 

The clown had a perpetual red makeup grin beaming false joy toward Agent X. Everyone hated a mime, but everyone smart that Agent X knew feared a clown. Yeah, this clown wasn’t any different than any other clown in that it gave Agent X the creeps. Still, he appeared harmless enough even if he wasn’t on the agenda. He stored his gun back in its holster. 

The princess went up to the clown and retrieved a balloon. She brought it over to Suzy. She asked the little girl, “Do you want a balloon?”

“Yes, please,” replied Suzy. The princess handed it to her and then gently kissed Suzy on the forehead.

Agent X moved alongside the ambassador. He nudged the ambassador. He whispered, “You didn’t mention that there would be a clown here today.”

“First I heard of it,” replied the ambassador.

The doctor took the princess further into the room. They were walking over to the next bed. Suzy was still grinning ear to ear while playing with her floating balloon on a string. 

As the princess chatted up the next little girl. Agent X gave them proper distance. The clown apparently never got to read the royal code because he lingered far too close to the princess for him to be following proper etiquette. The princess hadn’t been insisting on the royal code today, so Agent X didn’t think too much of the fact. The clown started filling up another balloon as the princess talked to the next child. This balloon was a lot larger than the first. Lucky, kid. 

“The balloon is ready, Your Highness,” said the clown. He handed it to her. The clown was the first one to address the princess properly. It raised Agent X’s alert level after hearing it. She asked to be called that and yet he had. It was then that he noticed a slight detail that was out of place. Now helium cylinders are filled with unreactive inert gas and usually they usually have a green label. This cylinder had a red label on it. There were two common gasses you could float a balloon with. One was helium, the other was hydrogen. Hydrogen burned and it had a red label. That was just a simple fact that every good agent knew. The clown was tying up the balloon now.

Agent X pulled his gun again. He quickly moved on the clown. “Hold it right there, you clown!”

The princess smirked. She said, “What now?”

“Don’t touch the clown’s balloons, they’re set to explode!” Agent X shouted.

The clown went all sad faced no matter what the makeup he was wearing showed. The clown now took a few steps toward Agent X. He knew his circus game was up. The princess was still in the dark as to what was really going on. She said, “Why should I not touch it?”

The clown showed her. He put a lighter up to the balloon. It burst into a bright flash of flames. Had he done that while the princess had held the balloon, then her dress would have gone up in flames like a Christmas tree that someone forgot to water all December.

The clown didn’t get what he wanted, her death. But Agent X was blinded by the flash. Not long, but long enough for the assassin clown to make a break for it. 

“He went out the door!” announced the ambassador. 

Killer clowns in a cancer ward. If there was guarantee in this line of work, it was that you never were too old to get stuck in the middle of some weird-crazy-ass shit. Agent X went into full pursuit mode. The kids were just loving all the action they were getting. They’d seen a princess, a clown, and an exploding balloon, so to them things just couldn’t get any better.

“Get her to the car,” Agent X ordered the ambassador. Then he gave chase. The clown was hustling down the hallway. Agent X shouted, “Stop or I’ll shoot!” In all his years in service, no one ever stopped after he shouted that. That is because they think you’re bluffing and most times he was. But today, he had a license to kill, and he hated clowns already. Still, if he didn’t take him alive, he wouldn’t know his motives. Agent X aimed and shot. He hit the bastard in his leg. 

This clown was a real fucker that was for sure. He took an old woman sitting in a wheelchair hostage. He spun her around, so she shielded him. Well, Agent X couldn’t shoot him a second time now. The clown backed the old woman slowly to a pair of double doors leading to the staircase judging by the lite-up stairs sign above them . It wasn’t going to be hard to follow the trail of blood flowing from that leg wound, so Agent X didn’t press the issue.

The clown said, “You stay back, or the old bitch gets it.”

He didn’t know if the clown was actually armed although it felt likely. The hostage didn’t have but minutes left in her life given her age, but Agent X stood down. Accidentally shooting an old woman wouldn’t look good on TV. A clown like that might decide to take a few people out with him anyways. Nuts do that. It was best to get him out in the open. He’d spoken at least. That was a mistake. Now Agent X knew it was a man under that clown makeup. That was one little win.

The clown shoved the old woman away and produced a gun at the same time. He shot wildly. It wasn’t meant to hit anyone. It was meant to give him extra time as he bolted through the doors. Now Agent X darted toward the door. It was simple enough to stop the wheelchair and set the brake along the way. Still, a precious few seconds had ticked away while he had saved the old woman from a nasty spill on the floor. No one ever said Agent X didn’t have a heart. 

Satisfied the old woman was okay, he moved toward the staircase. A red wig was on the ground at the top of the stairwell. What wasn’t on the ground was a blood trail. He could hear footfalls on the stairs below him. He moved cautiously down the stairs, following after the source of that sound. He found a pile of clown clothing at the bottom of the stairs. A quick search of those clothes told him that the clown costume had Velcro straps for easy removal. No doubt this clown had been dressed quite differently underneath that costume. Agent X went through the doors at the bottom of the stairs and ran right into Otto.

“I heard a shot!” Otto said.

“An assassination attempt, our man came this way,” Agent X replied. 

“The main exit to the medical center is this way,” said Otto and then he bolted away.

Agent X followed him. They ran to the front door of the whole medical center. There wasn’t anyone obvious in view, so he asked Otto, “You didn’t see anyone come out of that staircase before me?”

“Nope.”

“They might be dressed as a doctor, a nurse, or a priest.”

“I ain’t stupid. I saw no one,” he grunted.

Agent X scratched his head. “I don’t get it. Where’d this clown go?”

“Not past me.”

A few cops arrived at the hospital entrance. They were escorting the princess with them. Otto shoved me out of the way. “Some help you were!” He then grunted at the cops, “Bring her over here!”

The princess was all smiles. She gave little half waves to everyone in the hospital lobby like nothing was going on. Their car arrived to take her away. Agent X felt like they never should have been here to begin with. Maybe now people would listen to him. Maybe. Two of the younger agents were with the transportation. Good thing Agent X was wearing a wire. They heard all the action and acted accordingly. If only the princess was headed for the princess’s car things would be just about over. Instead, she gave the press an audience. Otto was by her side.

Agent X shook his head and then headed back to that staircase. He searched the ground. He had shot that bastard clown in the leg. There should be blood. The ground was clear of it. He must have had body armor. That meant he was a high-class thug. Yeah, this was a planned thing. Only, who made plans like that, so quickly?

One of the younger agents came up to him and asked, “Did you catch the suspect?”

Agent X shook his head. “You are to dust for fingerprints all over this whole area. And get the wig and clown costume. There will be hair samples and maybe if we are lucky, also a touch of DNA.”

Agent X let the man go to work. He headed back to the princess. Another agent opened the doors to the car for her. Otto had moved the princess efficiently toward the car. Agent X thought she would never stop bragging to the press. Finally, she got to the car door. She said to Agent X, “The kids loved it. All of it. Such fun.” Then she elegantly moved into the car. She made wearing a princess gown seem effortless. This however, wasn’t a game and it wasn’t fun, but he had no time to go over those points.

“She’s a cool customer,” Agent X said to Otto. 

Otto grunted, “No thanks to you.”

Otto climbed into the car. The ambassador went inside next. He looked ghost white. He seemed to be the only one besides Agent X to understand this was a shitshow today. The coast seemed clear, so Agent X got inside the car. The driver then headed off before he even had time to close the door. Agent X swore under his breath. When the director heard the news, his ass was as good as chewed out. The analysts and politicians were correct this time around. There was no mistaking the fact, the princess’s life was really in danger.


Chapter 5

Agent X was pacing the hotel room floor. If the place was carpeted, he might have worn a hole in it by now. That stunt today had almost blown up in his face worse than it actually did. The director had chewed his ass out plenty. He couldn’t complain too badly because the princess was still alive. Still, the assassin had escaped. There were no unaccounted-for fingerprints, DNA, blood samples, or anything useful. Security cameras inside the hospital had a blind spot on the stairwell. Yeah, the clown had planned his escape very well. Agent X couldn’t really blame himself. This was why you carefully planned your schedule days in advance.

“You may leave now,” said the ambassador to Agent X.

Agent X grunted and ignored his advice. He didn’t fully believe the princess’s life could be in jeopardy yesterday, but now he was one of the converted. He wasn’t letting her out of his sights again. Yeah, not until she was safely back in her home country. The royal code could go to hell from here on out. The code of survival of the fittest was the only thing Agent X lived by. He asked the ambassador, “Do you have any idea who was in that clown get up?”

“Get up?” echoed the ambassador, with his eyebrow raised.

“Costume,” Agent X replied.

“Oh, I see. I haven’t the foggiest idea. It was most unexpected,” replied the ambassador. “Indeed, it was due to things like that as to why we brought you people into this matter. This princess has many enemies back home, you understand?”

“You mean Russia?”

“No, I don’t mean foreign countries trying to influence people like her sister. I mean, actual domestic enemies. We have more than international considerations. We have our share of domestic problems. A princess like we have is bound to bring them out.”

“I don’t get it. She seems perfectly lovely.”

“Not everyone is as open minded as you, Agent X.”

He had him there so Agent X couldn’t reply. Instead, he looked over at the princess. She was calm as could be. How could anyone hate someone so beautiful. Not even on the outside either. He had seen her today at the hospital. She cared. It wasn’t all press and reality TV bullshit. She really cared, yet beautiful women did attract haters, he knew that much. Jealousy among women could get ugly. But to murder over that, it didn’t seem real. Agent X was still leaning on Putin putting pressure on the sister. That felt more likely. And yet, there was something he was missing about the motive of the killer. He shook his head. He remembered his training. The motives didn’t matter. No matter why someone was trying to kill her, they were still trying to kill her. It was the who, what, and where of the next attempt that mattered. Everything else was bullshit. She was hated enough to kill, and he was here to prevent it. Those were the only facts that matter.

The princess had her back to the two men. She was removing her makeup. Agent X could watch her flaming red hair for hours. It was almost hypnotic. She interrupted his staring at her by announcing, “I shall take a bath now.”

“Your highness, we will go next door and wait,” said the ambassador.

“I told you, I’m not leaving this room and having her be alone again,” Agent X replied.

The ambassador took me by the arm. “You will do as I say.”

“It’s okay, let him stay. I feel safer with him around,” said the princess. She gave the agent a coy look. There were more than thoughts of safety in that look. Agent X welcomed those thoughts, but he feared any action on them. He was not to get involved. He was only here to protect her body. He wasn’t here to lose himself to her charms.

The ambassador removed his hand from the agent, but he gave the agent a nasty glance that probably wasn’t deserved. Probably being the key word. The flop knew a man having indecent thoughts when he saw one. They were only thoughts, though. He should be more grateful about that. And after all, if it wasn’t for Agent X, the princess would have been flame broiled this afternoon.

Otto had been standing in a silent vigil this whole time. The ambassador gave him one glance, and Otto headed for the door with the ambassador not far behind. Otto exited first. The ambassador said to him, “Otto, you have a smudge on the back of your neck.”

“So?” grunted Otto.

The ambassador sighed. “Do try and look presentable around the princess. We are not domestic pets,” remarked the ambassador.

They left. Poor Otto, the ambassador having been socially checked by the princess just now, was going to lay a bitch code royal treatment on Otto’s poor ass. Agent X rolled his eyes. Then he looked over at the princess. “Do you have any idea who was dressed as a clown, Your Highness?”

She turned to the agent. “Agent X, how could I know a thing like that?”

“It is just . . .”

“That I feel stupid calling you Agent X,” she finished his sentence for him. It was annoying because she had changed the subject.

“It is better that you don’t know who we really are.”

“I will be the judge of that. Come out with it. Your first name.”

Agent X scowled. But he relented. “You can call me John.”

She stood up from her dressing table. She spun around in her princess dress. She really looked like she could sing right about now. She asked John in return, “Johnny boy, you’re alone with a radiant princess in her bedroom and all you can ask from her is facts about a killer clown?”

“I’m only here for your safety and someone did try to kill you today, so I would like to know who that was.”

“No kiss then?”

“If I knew who the clown was, I’d kiss him just for you.”

She burst out in laughter. She gave John that smile of hers. He could watch her happiness all day long. She was the type of person a man liked to see happy. He would promise to keep her happy as long as he could. She moved like a butterfly, so effortlessly it felt like she floated on air. She came up to the agent. Even without her makeup on, she was flawless. She said, “I wanted to thank you for saving my life today.”

“Your continued living is thanks enough. Remember, I get paid by my government for everything else.”

“Everything else?”

She was within inches of Agent X. John wanted to touch her. John wanted to know if she felt as good as she looked. But she was a princess, and John was nothing but a government employee. He was only Agent X and that is how it should remain. He shook off such ideas no matter how much she appeared to want him to entertain them.

“Whatever they are paying you, it is not enough. You’re a strait-laced-secret-service-agent-for-your-country-kind of a man, aren’t you?”

“Always have been, and I always will be.” Agent X tried to sound noble on that last remark, but the John part of him felt guilty to be all formal. John wanted to kiss her.

She replied, “I know how you feel. I may act calm and appear collected, but that’s all from years of training. Inside, I’m shaking like a leaf due to today’s event.”

He smirked. “You look sturdy enough for both of us. You have nothing to worry about. I’ve never lost a client.”

She turned her back to Agent X. She flicked her shoulders. Her dress came off them. She shimmied that dress slowly to the floor. He didn’t watch it go all the way down. His eyes were firmly planted on studying her best feature. Her bare back was to John. There was something about the bareback of a woman that was hard to resist. She had on a pair of white panties. They hugged that bottom in a way that made John feel envious. Then she kicked off her shoes.

She announced, “I’m heading to the shower now. I feel so safe knowing you are out here watching me. You like to watch, don’t you?”

“I . . .”

“Of course you do with such a view to see. If everyone learned to enjoy it without reservations, we’d be such a happier species. Hate, it destroys us all.” She walked toward the bathroom door. Agent X watched her Iike a hawk. He didn’t like the idea of her being alone, but he knew if he went in there with her, bad things would result.

The bathroom door shut. “John, she’s trouble with a capital T. We don’t mind trouble, but we should never just walk into it either,” Agent X told himself. He tried to believe she was trouble, but he had his doubts. The best ones in life were always trouble. It took a real man to weather the trouble. 

Sure, he liked to watch that much couldn’t be doubted. She liked to flirt and that much also couldn’t be doubted. But was it more than a game to her? A view like that any man would be inclined to watch. He adjusted his gun in his holster. He was lucky it didn’t go off just now. Of course, being with the princess wasn’t pleasure so much as ecstasy. Yeah, thoughts of her red hair brushing across her bare back were hard to shoo away so easily. A real man couldn’t deny they enjoyed seeing a woman like that.

The ambassador came in and that broke the mood. He didn’t speak a word to Agent X. He proceeded to pick up her things and move them to the laundry. No doubt a dress like that had to be dry cleaned. He then set about to lay out the princess’s night attire.

Agent X said to the ambassador, “I don’t get it; you’re her maid, her ambassador, her barking dog parent …”

“The princess means a lot to me. Not everyone hates her. There are a lot of men and women oppressed by the same people that hate her. It took a lot of courage for her to become the princess that she is today. She is like her father, tough, very tough,” he replied.

“And her sister?”

“Not so tough. She is being manipulated. Bad men, when they see a weakness, exploit it. Not everyone in my country approves of our dear princess. Many would have preferred a future king instead.”

“Bad luck in the swimming of sperm doesn’t feel like a reason to kill someone. Even if they did, they’d end up with another princess heir and Vladimir Putin breathing down their neck.”

“You don’t understand hate, Agent X. Hate is a powerful motive.”

“Motives don’t matter, only the basic facts when it comes to protecting an asset.”

There was a look in the ambassador’s eyes that Agent X couldn’t place. Yup, he was missing something. He kicked himself now for not following the royal tabloids. Sometimes gossip does matter. Not for his job, but for his heart. He wanted her more than just alive. He wanted her to be loved and adored. Yeah, he liked seeing her happy. Although, what was really worth killing over, he didn’t get. Sometimes the old boss is more like the new boss than people expect. Perhaps, the younger daughter wasn’t going to be any better. Yeah, politics is stupid, and people that played in it were even dumber.

Agent X went to ask the ambassador more, but something caught his eye. The ambassador was wiping his tears on his sleeve due to their conversation. There was a mark on that sleeve. Agent X took him by the arm. He asked him, “Where did you get that mark?”

The ambassador looked at his sleeve. He replied, “That’s from the smudge I cleaned off the back of Otto’s neck. How careless of me to get some of it on my sleeve. I really should be tidier.”

“It wasn’t careless. It was damn lucky. That’s clown white or I’m a monkey’s uncle,” Agent X said.

“Impossible, I can vouch for Otto one hundred percent.”

Agent X had a feeling he knew what that remark meant. It didn’t matter, every man had a price. Someone must have reached Otto’s asking price to be disloyal. Agent X asked the ambassador, “Where’s Otto now?” Just as Agent X asked that question, he got the answer the hard way. That was because three bullets rang out into the room.


Chapter 6

The grim eyes of Otto were beaming at Agent X through the cracked open bedroom door. The bastard had his pistol out. It was clear that Otto had been hired for his brawn and not his aim because his three bullets managed to only wound, but not kill the ambassador. He hadn’t hit Agent X at all. It was a mistake to shoot the ambassador first. Well, that’s what you get for ordering your assassin from the private sector.

The ambassador hunched over in obvious pain as Agent X pulled his own gun. He fired back. He scored a direct hit on Otto’s gun hand. The meaty bastard dropped his weapon and shrieked in pain. Then Otto jerked his big head back outside the door frame. It would have been easy to shoot him through the door, but the aim was to get him alive. Agent X needed to know how many more Ottos he was dealing with. Otto was on the run again. This time he wasn’t an anonymous clown. But he might still have that body armor on. That meant if he had to kill, he would aim for the head. Now it was time for Agent X to bag his man.

First things first, though. The bathroom door opened. The princess came out wrapped in a towel. It was a rather lucky towel. Agent X was immediately envious of it. “Was that gunplay?” she asked.

No matter how much Agent X enjoyed the view, He didn’t have time to enjoy her company. “The ambassador has been hit. Call 9-11. The police should surround this place. Otto is not to get away,” he told her.

“Otto, my Otto?” she replied.

“He’s the would-be killer,” Agent X said.

“He can’t be.”

“He is, my dear princess,” said the ambassador.

The princess rushed to the old man’s side. She said to Agent X, “We’ll be okay, John. Go get Otto.” She took the ambassador in her arms and helped him to the bed. Agent X headed for the door. She might have looked dainty, but they made princesses out of strong stuff these days. He admired her fortitude. She was the right woman for an agent. Not that a princess and an agent could ever hook up, right?

He popped the door open quickly. Nothing fired back at him, so he poked his head out. Otto’s gun remained on the ground. A pool of blood was next to it. Otto was fleeing toward the elevators judging by the blood trail. Agent X exited the hotel room. He spied Otto making for the elevator. He aimed to fire at him, but several hotel doors opened in the hallway. Gunfire does tend to bring out the gawker. Too many other people on this floor that were not related to my cause. That was a mistake.

“Be careful, John,” the princess called to him. There was a hint of concern in her voice. He was touched. Most people don’t care about government workers these days.

“I plan on it,” Agent X replied.

He moved through the hallway. The sight of his gun kept the other hotel guests from venturing further out to bother his work. They retreated to the safety of their rooms upon seeing him and his big gun. They didn’t know the half of it, but that is another story for later. It was too late to plug Otto, though. Otto was frantically pushing elevator buttons with his good hand while the other hand dripped blood onto the carpet. It would cost a pretty cleaning bill to get those blood stains out.

“Hold it right there, Otto,” he said.

The elevator doors opened. The meaty fucker grinned at him and stepped aboard. He darted toward him but too late because the doors closed. He was still a free man. Agent X looked at the elevator numbers. They were going up. He was in such a hurry to leave that Otto took what he could get. What he got was a free trip to the roof instead of the ground floor. That suited Agent X just fine.

At last, Agent X turned on my earpiece. He usually didn’t like using it when privacy was called for. Now he wanted all the other agents to hear what was going down. He announced, “The bodyguard called Otto is our man. Don’t hesitate to put him down if needed, but we prefer him alive or mostly alive. Over.”

“Over,” replied his earpiece. Well, now all the good guys were in on it.

Otto would find it hard to escape with so many agents on alert. The 9-11 call would bring the police too. This hotel was on full lockdown now. Otto must know that there was no escape for him below. He didn’t like that last idea. Maybe Otto didn’t take what he could get. He might have set up another escape plan or worse. The or worse part of that idea Agent X didn’t like it at all. He kicked the stairwell door open. Then he started up the stairs. It was time to bring in his man.


Chapter 7

He kicked the rooftop door open and stepped onto the roof. It would be nice to take Otto alive, but if the man was a jumper, then he probably had gone over the side by now. He was walking on a flat top roof, tarred, not that he likely cared. There were plenty of places to hide up here. The sun had gone down, and the roof glowed with the neon colors of the large hotel sign. They blinked periodically making him feel like he was inside a disco tech. Only this rave had very low attendance. Where the fuck was Otto?

“Has anyone jumped from the roof, over,” Agent X said into his earpiece.

“Negative, over.”

“Get to the roof ASAP, over.”

“Roger.”

Well, here comes the calvary. “Otto, come quietly and I’ll make sure you have a nice and safe trial. I don’t want to have to shoot you, but I will,” Agent X said. No one replied. He wasn’t really expecting a reply, but he did have to try the easy stuff first, right?

He looked at the elevator stop. It was the nearest area to search, so he walked around the elevator service area. No sign of Otto. He spied a large white service building that houses the air conditioning for the hotel. It was an obvious place to check next.

He headed for the air conditioning. It was large enough to hide a man Otto’s size inside with room to spare. It only had a small service hatch as an entrance. He listened at the hatch. The hum of the forced air made it impossible to hear if a man was inside there or not. He’d have to go inside and risk it. He popped the pin and opened the hatch.

As Agent X opened the hatch, he heard movement behind him. He knew what was about to happen, but he also knew he would be too slow to react to it. Otto bull rushed him from behind. He was a silent mover and quick on his feet. He slammed the hatch closed. It closed right on Agent X’s gun hand. He proceeded to slam it a few more times for good measures. Yeah, Agent X dropped his gun. Most people would have so there was no shame in it. He would only feel shame if he thought this fight was over, but it had just begun. The thing about fights were, it was better to finish on top, than to start on top.

He nailed Otto in the gut with a knee to back him up. He’d gotten the drop on Agent X, but he wasn’t afraid to take a man down in hand-to-hand combat. Then Otto cheated by using more than just a hand. Otto pulled a knife. He noticed behind him there was a parasail. Ah, suicide was out, sailing on the wind was the idea. It felt stupid. He would be followed and caught. Otto was too stupid to know that, though, so he was fighting for his life thinking he could get away. Agent X was taking his ass out right here and now so none of that really mattered.

Otto lunged at him with the blade. Agent X caught him in the wrist and twisted. The bastard bellowed in pain. It was music to his ears.

Otto said, “You stupid bastard American, the princess is an abomination to our country. She is a national embarrassment. You should have let me end our suffering. She deserves to die for who she is.”

Agent X had no idea what the fucker was bitching about. He was certainly not talking about the woman he’d met. He didn’t like men that treated ladies like this asshole did. Agent X had control of his knife hand, so he planned to teach this clown a lesson. He jerked his wrist back. The pain of that action disarmed Otto and broke his wrist at the same time. Oh well, Agent X didn’t feel too bad about that.

“Tell the truth, which Russian agent hired you?” Agent X asked.

“None.”

“Then her sister hired you in a power grab, huh?”

“You are a fool. I did it because I love my country.” Otto got a headbutt on Agent X as the agent wrenched his wrist a second time. They were standing toe to toe again. With his free hand, Otto threw a punch at Agent X’s head. He landed it. Then he threw two more in rapid succession. You could hit an agent once, but only once. Agent X dodged the next two. Otto appeared to realize Agent X was more than an average street fighter, so he shoved his weight against the agent, freeing himself from his grasp. Now he turned to make a run for it yet again.

He grasped the parasail and was going to jump off the building. It was a risky enough action for him due to not having secured the safety straps first, thus maybe Agent X should just have let him try to sail to his death. Nah, the fucker tried to kill him and the woman he loved. Wait, the woman he was guarding. That sounded better. Yeah, Agent X wanted to take him alive and let him suffer in prison.

Agent X ran him down. He caught him by the shoulder just as he was about to jump. They struggled briefly before their momentum took them both over the edge. As they fell, the parasail caught onto one of those neon letters on the side of the hotel advertising its name for the three people checked in that were too drunk to remember it. Then they toppled downward until the parasail was fully unraveled. Agent X was clinging onto the fabric of the parasail with one hand seven stories above what appear to be a very hard ground. He had no plans to test the grounds hardness. It didn’t put him in an agreeable mood, that much was certain. 

Otto was much further down but hanging on to the fabric as well. The bright lights of the neon sign were blinking straight into their faces. Otto took this time to speak to him again. He said, “I will not go back. If I’m returned to my country, I would not live long. They will kill me.”

“I don’t care,” Agent X replied.

He was probably right. The King would silence the fucker. Putting him prison was a fantasy. Agent X didn’t really care about this man’s fate. Yeah, he was trying not to fall to his own death. Being an agent had great retirement benefits after all, but to secure them you had to not die on the job. Thus, caring about Otto came in a much distant second at the moment. Anyway, the idiot spilled probably all he knew. He was a nutter, filled with hate more than he was an agent of Putin or the sister. Otto couldn’t escape anymore so now he had other plans. Since his escape plan failed, he was going full suicidal. That’s what that little announcement of his just now was really all about. The main problem for Agent X was the fact that sad suicidal fucks always want to take a person with them. They hate dying alone. Agent X planned to disappoint the clown yet again.

Otto planted his feet into the hotel side. It gave him the leverage to tug downward on the fabric. Agent X heard the fabric giving way above him. No time to climb up before it gave way, so he would have to act fast if he didn’t want to fall too. He had no intention of going down with the ship. Every agent had a knife in their cufflinks. Unfortunately, he needed at least one of his hands to hold on. It’s hard to press a switchblade button on a cufflink with one hand occupied, so he used his tongue. The blade popped. He didn’t swing the blade at Otto to end his pulling. He simply cut at the fabric below him. A few strikes at the fabric were all he needed. The parasail tore away cleanly below him. Otto went down to the street below with a thud. He’d not have to worry about them killing him when he got back home any longer. The street cleaners, though, would have a lot of work ahead of them.

Agent X climbed back to the roof. Part of him would have liked to have taken him alive. The director always liked live prisoners over corpses. That way the analysts could get all the ones and zeroes out of the man, before the courts got to them. The thought of seeing the look on Otto’s face when they executed him was a pleasant thought. But dead is dead, so good riddance to the fucker. The princess was safe and that’s really why Agent X was here. If there was more to this like those analysis and politicians thought there was, then let intelligence gather up the names and details. That’s their job. He headed back to the air conditioning unit to retrieve his gun. It wasn’t polite to leave those lying around.


Chapter 8

Agent X wasn’t in a good mood. Almost dying will do that to a man. Still, he had almost died for a good cause, and he still was wondering what that was. He spied the ambassador being rolled out of the hotel headed for an ambulance. He figured he better get a word in with the puff before they took him away.

Agent X greeted the ambassador, “You’ve looked better, but don’t worry Otto looks a lot worse.”

The ambassador smiled then shook his head in disbelief. “I can’t believe it was Otto.”

He added, “He told me what it was about, but I still don’t get it.”

“They hate my dear Princess Margaret for being so lovely. Prejudice, Agent, prejudice. It can drive even sound people to make bad choices. In my country’s case it may drive us back into Russian control if the younger daughter was to rule. She isn’t bad, she just has bad judgement. She would never harm her sister. I remember the Soviet days; I will never allow us to go back. Putin has certain negative views about men like me, you understand?”

That didn’t quite hit the mark that Agent X wanted to be hit. Prejudice sure, but prejudice against what? Putin’s negative views were a mile long and as deep as the Atlantic Ocean.

“It sounds like you know a lot more about why Otto did what he did.”

“I know why they want her dead; I know those in sympathies. I only wish that I didn’t,” the old man started to tear up. Agent X got the impression he was more the princess’s mother, than anything else. It made sense, her real mother had been dead for a while now. He might be a bit fruity. Well, Agent X had nothing against fruits. Although, they probably didn’t like being called fruits. Agent X knew Putin hated gays or at least used prejudice against gays to help stay in power. Maybe the princess was a lesbian. Nah, not the way she kept coming on to him. He was lost as to what the ambassador and Otto meant. He needed to come right out and ask the ambassador.

“Give it to me straight. What is this really all about?”

“You are a straight man. You like women. All kinds of women. The princess was born a prince. She transitioned at age eleven. Many people did not appreciate it. Many people.”

“That’s enough,” said a paramedic and they closed the ambulance doors.

Agent X let that sink in. He should have let the director tell him everything. Sometimes gossip rags mattered. Only they didn’t really. She might be less of a woman in some people’s eyes, but those fuckers were blind as a bat. All that meant that he still wanted her. She was all woman in ways no man could deny. If a fuck like Otto didn’t appreciate it, well they made better stains on the pavement than real men then. He looked up toward the seventh floor. He would need to go back. He still had a job to do. He had to protect her. And if anything else happened . . . Well, nature takes its own course.

He walked by his men lining the perimeter of the hotel. Then he waltzed through the lobby whistling a tune. He couldn’t help it. He was in a good mood. He rode the elevator up. His men greeted him on floor seven.

“She’s secured inside her room,” said one of him.

Agent X nodded his head at the man. Then he headed back to room seven. The princess was there waiting for him. She was alone. He didn’t like that. He should have a man in here. “Where is my man?”

“I sent them away.”

“Unwise.”

She approached him. She grasped him by the hand. He looked directly into her eyes. A more feminine pair he’d never seen. His pulse raced. “You should have someone look at your hand,” the princess said to him.

“I have someone looking at it right now.”

“I meant an expert.”

He flexed it, grimaced, and replied, “I’ll be alright.”

“Nonsense, I’ll go get some ice.”

“You have people to do that.”

“They’re either dead or on the way to the hospital.”

“Still, you shouldn’t . . .”

“John, don’t be impossible. Anyway, I’m not helpless. Everyone thinks that I am, but I’m perfectly capable of doing just about everything myself. And I mean everything.” She went over to the wet bar as cool as cool can be. The fact someone meant to kill her just a short while ago didn’t show at all. He envied her inner strength. But it was her outer beauty that could also not be denied. She was dressed in a simple black nightie. It was short and that was okay by Agent X because he liked looking at her legs. Any straight man would. He liked looking at them a lot. Probably more than a man just doing his job should. He was looking at them more like a man that wanted to do her. Yeah, he was a lot like that man.

“What’s the deal with you and the old man, the ambassador?” he asked.

“I thought you agent types knew everything.”

“They don’t pay me to know things, I get paid to just kill bad guys. They don’t even pay me well. I only get the government rate,” he replied.

She spun around. There was a bag of ice in one hand and a drink in the other. She said, “And what do you do to bad girls?” She then handed Agent X the drink.

He sipped it. She poured a strong drink. He liked that. He replied, “Luckily, I don’t see any of them around me that often to be worried about them.”

“Oh, didn’t the ambassador warn you?”

He shook his head. “He didn’t say a thing.”

“I can be a very bad girl when I want to be. Oh yes, I can be a very bad girl,” she said back.

He smirked. It’s like Snow White telling him that she blows the dwarves on the side, it wasn’t believable. Nah, she was a good girl. A very good girl. He liked good girls; he liked them most when they were very bad. “I doubt you’d be bad at anything you tried. I bet you’re really good at it instead.”

“It?”

“It.”

She pressed ice on his hand. Otto had smashed it, but good with that hatch. The ice helped ease the pain. Her hands were on his. That hand was growing, and I wasn’t growing cold and numb. There was no denying that it was getting hot in here, ice pack or no ice pack. She was coming onto him again and this time they were alone. He had other agents stationed all around, but inside the hotel suite there was just him and her. He reached up and turned off his earpiece. There was no reason to advertise to the world what he was pretty sure was going to happen next. He felt her hand pressing on his hand. It wasn’t just to apply more ice.

“I think Agent X is retired for the evening. John might be here the rest of the night.”

“What a nice idea,” she replied.

John downed his drink. He pulled away from her. He announced, “I better leave and let you sleep before something happens.”

“You must be kidding.”

“Maybe I am, but what we are about to do is dangerous in my business.”

“I thought you didn’t want me out of your sight. And now I can’t think of anything else but being within them.”

“Look, nothing more is going to happen between us tonight. The agency would fire me if something did. Go get some sleep.” He hoped he sounded as noble as he was trying to sound. He worried he wasn’t that good a liar. Indeed, he wasn’t trying to hard to lie right about now.

She stood up and twirled in that black nightie. He got a good view of her black silk panties underneath. She was shaved and he loved smooth women. He could go for another stiff one; a stiff drink that is. Still, he could see she had a stiff one of those too. The ambassador didn’t lie. He had never seen a woman’s one of those before. He was liking the idea of it. She asked him, “Do I look ready for bed?” They both knew the answer to that question.

“Look, you and me … It couldn’t work. I’m a . . .”

“Straight guy.”

“No, a secret agent . . . I mean, I am straight.”

“Then prove it to me by bending me with your straight parts.”

“I . . . I can’t.”

She turned away from him. There was a tear in her eye. “I know, I’m not everyone’s cup of tea. They hate me for what I did. I just couldn’t live a lie. My father knew what was best for me. He is a good man. But now many want me dead. Just because of my gender. It’s stupid, but the world is full of stupid people. Rejected by my people first, and now rejected by the man I want. Being a princess is harder than you could possibly understand.”

She moved away from him. He had been acting all high and noble and it backfired on him. He had hurt her feelings. All he wanted was her to be happy. But his ass would get fired if he did what needed to be done to make her happy. Well, if fire and your ass were to go hand in hand, it was better for him to put that fire in her ass instead. She was a woman that melted his heart, and he could fight his desire to not hurt her any longer.

He scrambled over to her side. He put my arm around her. He put his other hand on her chin and tilted her head to face him. Then John gave her a wink of confidence. “Look, Your Highness, you’re all aces in my book. I’d be all over you if it wasn’t for the job. You see, I like you fine. You’re perfect. I’d fuck you every day of the week and twice on Sunday, but I don’t think it would work between us. I’m really nobody. You are too good for me.”  She gave him a look of disbelief. He added, “I mean it. I’ve seen girls with the good stuff before. The Russians throw them at us. But I’ve never seen a woman put together better than you. Your ice cool under pressure the way an agent’s girl should be. But my business and pleasure it doesn’t work out. In my line of work, women just don’t mix any more than in your business. A princess and laymen . . .”

“I like the idea of a layman, well, the lay part.” She leaned in and kissed him. She had soft lips. John could get used to kissing a girl like her. Well, fuck it, there went the job, but the pay was really lousy. She whispered, “Just tonight, no princesses, no agents. Just you and me fucking each other’s brains out.”

“I’m already out of mind in love with you.”

She pulled away from him slightly. Her long legs closed together as she kicked off her heels. He realized she wanted him to do the same. He bent over to untie his laces. She stopped him. “Allow me,” she said.

“I can take off my own shoes.” He reached down and the pain in his hand made him wince.

She giggled. He knew when he was defeated, so John let her bend down. She looked up at him with those Barbie doll eyes as she removed his shoes. She ran her hands up his leg. She had a gentle touch. She rolled down his socks. Her hands weren’t finished. They went for his trousers. John let it happen. A good agent lets it all happen in front of him and then decides what to do next. He was pretty sure her answer to what he was going to do next. Any man would do her. He was tossing out the agency book getting involved with a client, but she was worth tossing. Indeed, he planned on tossing her long and hard.

She shimmied his pants down. Then she eyed his bulging mound hidden under his agency issued underpants. She ran her hand over the fabric of his jockeys. “I like a prince that carries a big sword around with him,” she said. She tugged his underwear down and his erection popped up to greet her. That cock was about to find out how good her ruby red lips had felt. Then it did. She went after his Johnson. She didn’t inhale it. She was a tease through and through. She played with the tip with her tongue. Teasing, begging it to harden fully. The veins of his penis engorged in anticipation. She stroked it now. She made long up and down motions with both hands firmly wrapped around it. He wished he had another drink. He didn’t dare get up to go get one. One thing was for certain, he was soon enough going to be offering her up liquid refreshments if she kept jerking him orally the way she was.

“Are you ready for my treats?” she asked John.

John sure as fuck wasn’t going to say no. John nodded his head. She stood up in front of him. She twirled again just so he could get one last look of her clothed. Then that black nightie came off her shoulders. It didn’t stop falling until it hit the floor. She stood in front of him wearing just those black panties. Her perfect round breasts stood up loud and proud. He wanted to suckle them both. He prided himself of the ability to anticipate the moves of his opponent, still there was no way he could have been prepared for what was about to come next.

She turned her back to him. Her lovely legs were closed. He watched her, appreciating every ticking second. Everything went in slow motion at this point, as she arched her back. Her hands cupped her breasts then they ran down her sides toward her panties. She twisted her panty waist at her hips with her pointer fingers. Then she bent down and yanked those black beauties to the floor. Her bare apple bottom was pointed straight at him. John focused on that lovely thigh gap of hers. Suddenly, that gap was filled by something no Disney princess ever had. He knew and yet he didn’t know. He had seen everything, but he’d never seen that on a woman. She looked over her shoulder at him. He was too busy watching her cock and shaved ball wave at him from between her legs to notice her looking at him. They were calling out to him. Yeah, he knew they wanted to play and play hard.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

He wasn’t sure. It was a little in shock. And yet, she still looked good enough to eat.  “I think you’re just peaches and cream. But I plan to double check both your peaches and your cream.”

“Do you always talk so much, or do you sometimes act,” she replied.

In a flash, he knew he needed to have her. He could never understand Otto’s hatred. Their future king was now their future queen, and she was worth fucking to make her happy. Yeah, she so deserved to be happy. He had just the tool for the job. While his mind somersaulted with what he had just seen. She came over to him.

“Are you a bottom or a top?” she said.

He liked a menu that came with options. It took a moment for all the options to sink in. Yeah, sinking in was the best thing on the menu in his book. She was right there beside him with that luscious princess body of hers. Her red flaming hair burned him from its heat; it was that close. Her little cock and ball action didn’t douse his desires one bit. But he was new to this game.

“It’s your call. I will do whatever it takes. In my job, you have to do whatever it takes.”

“Really?”

She raised her arms nervously behind her head and tossed her flowing flaming red hair, as she smiled those porcelain teeth at him. She waited for his reaction. He slowly nodded his head. He couldn’t say no to her. He had risked his life for her. He did it out of duty, yes. But he also did it because he cared for her too. He needed her and that’s the truth.

“We better let you be the man first time. I don’t want to scare you off.” She moved toward him. She guided him toward the couch. He sat down on the couch. She straddled his lap and kissed him on the lips. She kissed him long and hard. As they mashed lips, he slowly moved his hands around her shoulders. Then moved his hands downward until he stroked her nipples on those lovely breasts. She relaxed under his touch as he gently aroused her nipples to erection. Their kissing grew faster in pace. Their tongues locked. It didn’t take a genius to sense the heat from their mutual arousal. Yup, he was going to go there.

Instinctively, his hand moved down her sides and eventually hugged her hips. She clasped him around his neck as he lifted her by the hips up into the air. Her little trap dick tickled the hairs on his chest. He pulled her ass cheeks apart revealing her pink treat. He held it over his raging cock. He wanted that gaped hole to beg for every inch of his fertile manhood. She had that look on her face. She wanted him to lower her down.

“Beg me,” he said.

“A princess never begs.”

“Then order me to enter you.”

“Your will is my command.”

He had never gone anal before. He couldn’t believe this was happening. This petite feminine princess had been enticing him since they first met. He knew that he would always regret it if he didn’t split her ass wide open and blow his load deep inside. He lowered her slowly. Her pink teat tickled his cock head. She was tight as can be. The foreplay didn’t stretch her enough. His cock was rock hard, though and it would fight its way inside. She had no worries there. She wiggled her apple bottom on his fathead. Slowly she eased his fatty inside her back porch box. She was warm and tight inside. He knew his cock could get used to this easily.

“Yes, yes,” she moaned, as her sweet little balls slapped down against him. She had him all the way in now. He’d stretched her out plenty. Now her ass was giving up all the fight because it wanted more. Its will was his will, so it got more and then some. She started riding him up and down like he was her horse. His hands were free now, so he stroked her gently. She liked that. Her cute little member sprang into action. This was the first cock he’d ever touched that wasn’t his own. Still, tossing a chick like this was just like tossing your own. It was really a huge turn on. With a woman usually you never knew where you stood in the love making game. With this princess, he knew exactly where he stood. And her little trap cock stood for plenty. Her raging lover below told him she liked his action plenty.

“Rub me harder,” she said. She started tossing her flaming hair against his chest as she continued to ride him like a wild beast. He spit on his hands. Then he rubbed her with all he had.

She stopped riding and began to grind her ass against his cock. The harder she did this, the more tension he felt, until suddenly he could stand it no more and pushed himself into her fully again. He wasn’t going to last much longer. Now he was moving his hips as she moved hers. They mashed and ground together becoming one. He wanted to lay his seed in her and make her his woman, and she so wanted to be his woman. He wanted to pump it deep into her magic hole and so he did.

“Yes, yes, fill me up with your love cream, my lovely John,” she called out. That was permission enough for him. He wanted her to shoot her seed all over his chest as he arrived. Yeah, he wanted the perfect fairytale mutual climax ending. He jerked her cock with all his determination, so I’d get it.

She let out a high-pitched wail, and he drove his cock in hard for a few more thrusts, he could feel his load pumping deep down ready to burst out and flow deep into her anus. She gave another wiggle of her ass, her balls slapped against his hair chest as they ground against each other.

Suddenly, he felt his release arriving. My liquid cream rushed up in enormous bursts from his burning lions. It burst out in one large eruption followed by a few sticky aftershocks.

She arrived too. Her little member decorated his chest better than any medal pinned on him for bravery or service to his country could. Yeah, he wore it proudly.

They held each other tight for a minute. Then she came off him. She asked, “How’s your hand doing?”

“What?” He looked at his battered hand and smiled. “Good as new.”

She bent over and kissed it. Then she climbed off him. She headed toward the bedroom. “I’ll sleep soundly knowing you’ll always be watching me. I know how much you like to watch. I know how much you like to do everything. I just might have to ask your government to make guarding me a permanent assignment for you.”

John knew she was going to do just that too. After today’s double murder attempt his government would likely grant her request. Yeah, he’d probably be sitting on her staff for a long time to come. He never went that way before, but an old agent needed to learn new tricks. Much like the ambassador, she had him wrapped around her little finger. Unlike the ambassador, he would soon be wrapped around her cock as well. He played with her cream on his chest. Wrapped around her, it wasn’t so bad a place to be. He wasn’t on her staff yet, but it seemed like only a matter of time. The director needed to be informed about the situation. He sighed. He would leave a few details out. He licked his finger. She tasted great.  He got up and headed for the wet bar. He needed to wash it all down. Did fairytale endings really happen? He would soon find out. But he loved the idea. Yeah, he loved it a lot.
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