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As most absolutely batshit crazy days tend to do, it all started so deceivingly and utterly normal on a Monday morning.

I left my flat at Baker Street at exactly seven o’clock after I had double-checked that I had locked the door twice before I went down to my car and drove to the office. Rush hour had already started, and the London traffic was hectic and aggressive as always. Together with thousands of other late and bad-tempered drivers, I competed fiercely for the unlikely privilege of reaching my destination on time, preferably without killing anyone or–worse!–damaging my car. I was very fond of my metallic blue Volkswagen Golf in mint condition and the only thing that had been salvaged from my sudden divorce three years ago.

Luck was on my side, and without any major mishaps–or deadly accidents–I arrived to the office of Addington & Wrights Solicitors, where I worked as an accountant. I turned off the radio in the middle of the morning news about a new terrorist attempt in London’s underground.

“I’m late,” I muttered to myself as I stepped out of the car and closed the door behind me. “Bloody traffic.”

I locked the car with the remote car key and crossed the underground parking garage, where around twenty other cars were parked in their allocated spots by employees that had managed to miss rush hour or–far more likely–had left their cars overnight, although we weren’t allowed to do that.

The garage smelled of damp concrete and an unpleasant whiff of stale exhaust fumes. A faint sound of dripping water and a small water puddle with an oily surface told me that the parking garage was leaking again.

I’m going to report it to the janitor again, I thought with a frown and decided to cc my boss in the email conversation.

Hopefully the janitor would pay more attention to my well-founded complains if he knew that someone higher up in the hierarchy was aware of his lazy attitude towards renovations! I decided to comment about the fact that employees left their cars overnight, because so far no steps had been taken to prevent it, except for lame emails that had been sent around, which everyone ignored.

I hesitated for a moment before I pressed the round button to the stainless-steel lift.

All thoughts of the negligent janitor and leaking garage had fled my mind, and instead nervous butterflies invaded my stomach. I took a deep breath, and my grip around my brown leather briefcase tightened involuntarily.

It’ll be fine, I thought to myself and tried to get my feelings under control. Everything will be just fine.

Naturally, I was entirely wrong.

Five minutes later, I pushed down the metal handle firmly to the frosted glass door and stepped into the room next to my office.

The rectangular room was windowless and covered with a bland minty-green carpet and decorated with boring office furniture and veneered bookshelves from the 1970s that no one else wanted. The room looked like a depressing dentist waiting room, except for the lack of well-thumbed copies of glossy Good Housekeeping and Men’s Health magazines that promised that ‘You could get ripped rock-hard six-pack abs within just five weeks!’

However, it wasn’t the bland minty-green carpet or tired bookcases filled with neat rows of archive folders in various colours that made my mouth go dry as the Sahara Desert. It was the highly attractive blonde woman behind the desk next to my office, my new secretary, Miss Sophie Robinson, that I desperately tried to avoid.

She had large smokey eyes that you could easily drown in, a generous wide mouth, and long, blonde hair. A small beauty mark above her lips gave her a classic air. I had a feeling that she would fit right in the role of a sexy female villain in an Agatha Christie novel, perhaps wearing a dress with a high thigh slit, long velvet gloves, and smoking a cigarette in a black cigarette holder. The smoke would trail towards the ceiling, and I could almost hear her say in her sexy voice, ‘Yes, I admit I poisoned the doctor!’

But she didn’t. Instead she looked up from her orderly desk and smiled at me, which made my heart skip a beat. “Good morning, Mr Bradley.”

“Good morning, Miss Robinson,” I replied with a stiff nod.

Her white, crisply ironed shirt had a couple of buttons undone and revealed the top of a pair of generously shaped breasts, and although her black secretary shirt wasn’t exceedingly short, it forced me to look away, and I stifled the urge to clear my throat.

Act normal, I ordered myself sternly. Don’t be creepy!

“You’re here early today,” Sophie said with a brief glance at her silvery watch.

Not early enough, apparently, I thought darkly to myself and silently swore at the London traffic. I had hoped to arrive before her, but the busy traffic and unexpected roadwork around Piccadilly Circus had slowed me down.

“Yes,” I said and added vaguely, “I like being here early.”

What a stupid comment. I frowned and wondered if I had accidentally left my brain in the garage downstairs. Perhaps I should put up a ‘missing’ poster?

I knew my new secretary was way out of my league. After all, I was a thirty-five-year-old divorced accountant with reading glasses, which I tended to misplace. Sophie Robinson was the same age as I, but she was disturbingly attractive. She looked like she had stepped out of a detective film noir or possibly an early James Bond movie. A femme fatale with long nails and bright red lipstick, who probably poisoned her victims or seduced them–and not necessarily in that particular order.

In short, my secretary was the type of good-looking woman who made most men drool, or begin to ask stupid hook-up lines, or possibly a combination of both.

I was–of course!–completely above such undignified behaviour.

Office romances are generally overrated, sleazy, and acutely short-lived, I reminded myself.

For my own part, I had absolutely no intention of getting myself involved with anyone, especially after my divorce. A couple of online dating meetings had confirmed my new status as Single Man Forever, and it suited me perfectly fine, as it left more time for my work and hobbies. And besides, I had always disliked the posh couple dinners that my ex-wife used to arrange, and I had no intention of getting into a new relationship.

“Your morning meeting with Mr Meyer has been rescheduled to the afternoon at one o’clock.” Sophie interrupted my wandering thoughts and began typing on the keyboard with long red-painted nails that matched her lipstick. “Would you like me to change it to another time that’s more convenient for you?”

“No, it’s fine,” I lied and forced myself to keep my voice steady.

“It isn’t a problem for me to change it if you want me to.” She arched an eyebrow and gave me a curved smile. “I’ll be happy to rearrange your schedule if it would please you, Mr Bradley.”

Her comment made me unbalanced, and I hesitated for a moment before I replied.

Don’t be ridiculous, I thought to myself and scoffed silently. She is just polite, nothing else.

“It doesn’t matter.” I cleared my throat and stifled the impulse to loosen my striped grey-and-blue tie that threatened to strangle me. The room suddenly felt uncommonly hot.

Is the air-conditioner broken? I wondered and mentally added it to the long list of complains that I would write later on.

“Are you sure, sir?” Her nails clicked unnaturally fast against the keys as her fingers danced over the keyboard as she continued to type without looking at the screen and with ease passed eighty words per minute.

“It’s perfectly fine,” I managed to say, half-strangled.

“I’ve summarised the Grosvenor report, if you want to go through it before I send it off to the economy department,” Sophie said and nodded towards the desk next to her. “It’s in the green folder.”

“Excellent.” I cleared my throat and walked over to the desk.

I fumbled through my pockets before I found my reading glasses in their case in my leather briefcase.

There were several folders in different colours on the table, but most of them looked greyish to me. I leafed through the folders, searching for the right one.

Sophie studied me thoughtfully and tilted her head slightly to one side. “If you’ve a problem finding it,” she said in a gentle tone, “the green folder is the folder to your left, Mr Bradley.”

“Thank you,” I mumbled and raised my eyebrows in surprise over her observational skills.

Most people never noticed that I was, together with approximately eight percent of the male population in the UK, colour-blind. Although I could see most colours like a normal person, and I could easily distinguish between very bright colours, I had problems separating dull red and green colours that easily merged together into an undistinguished grey colour.

“You’re welcome, sir.” Sophie smiled at me again and absentmindedly tucked a strand of hair behind one ear as she went back to her work.

“Eh, yes. Thank you, Miss Robinson,” I said lamely and forced myself to walk towards the sanctuary of my office at a normal pace, although I wanted nothing else than to break into a run and flee the room.

As soon as I closed the door to my small office, I leaned heavily against the brown wooden door and exhaled slowly while I desperately tried to get my complicated feelings under control.

“It will be fine,” I whispered.

Everyone else at the office was smitten by my new secretary’s good looks and charm, but I didn’t really like her. She made me uneasy in a way I couldn’t explain. Sophie Robinson was neat, careful, and had an almost savant-like ability to keep my schedule in perfect order. Her desk was immaculate, she dressed smartly, and she was always on time. I couldn’t find any fault with her efficiency or anything else to complain about.

But the fact was that she had–without even trying!–effectively turned my world upside down from the very moment she stepped into my office thirteen days, twenty-two hours, and forty-five minutes ago for the first time.

I still didn’t have a clue why she affected me the way she did. Or what I could do about it.

I spent the better part of the morning working and hiding in my office until I heard my secretary leave for lunch. Patiently I waited another ten minutes until I was completely sure that she had left the building. There was no other way to enter my office without walking past her–I had even checked the fire emergency evacuation plans–and the only way to avoid her was to arrive early, eat lunch at my desk, and pretend to work late.

This is ridiculous, I thought to myself as I pressed my ear against the wooden door to my office and held my breath. Pathetic even.

But there was no sound of smattering long nails against the computer keyboard or her sexy and efficient voice on the phone as she rebooked my meetings and appointments. All I could hear was the digital grumble from the old temperamental copy machine farther down the corridor, the faint background noise of traffic from London’s streets below, and my colleague Mike Wilson’s high-pitched laugh. He had an annoying habit of laughing at his own witty jokes.

She is gone, I concluded. A mixture of disappointment and relief washed over me.

I gathered my brown leather briefcase and walked through the office door casually, as if I hadn’t spent the last ten minutes eavesdropping behind it with a rapidly beating heart.

The room was empty, just like I had guessed, and I hastily steered my steps towards Mr Meyer’s office. It was three minutes to one o’clock, and I didn’t want to be late to the meeting with my boss.

I’ll probably miss lunch today, I thought with a frown. But there wasn’t anything to do about it.

I smoothed the front of my grey blazer and knocked three times on the door.

“Yes?” Mr Meyer said with a hint of irritation that told me that I had interrupted him. He looked at me over his rimless, expensive glasses in titanium and glared at me. “Ah, it’s you, Bradley. Come on in.”

My boss was a tall man in his late fifties with thick dark hair that made all men over thirty jealous. Although my own sand-coloured hair wasn’t becoming thinner, I was constantly finding new grey hairs, especially around the temples. Not that I cared, of course. I would never sink to colouring my hair. While I believed in keeping clean and neat, I wasn’t metrosexual.

I stepped into the spacious corner office. The room smugly bragged about its location, and it had a grand view of the ninety-five-story-high Shard skyscraper and London’s skyline in the background. The glass skyscraper glittered in the sunlight as the April spring sun decided to shyly peek through between the clouds before hiding again.

No ugly bookshelves from the ’70s or worn minty-green carpets as far as the eye could see, and instead the office was light and modern with an enormous black desk and an abstract painting in black and white covering the better part of one of the walls. The painting looked like an unfortunate Frankenstein’s accident between some kind of musical string instrument–a cello perhaps?–and an ugly trilobite fossil. It was probably called something pretentious like ‘The Dreamers’, I concluded with a grimace of distaste. But then again, I wasn’t very fond of modern art in general.

“You wanted to see me, sir?” I said and straightened my back.

I hope I’m not in trouble, I thought to myself.

I knew that I wasn’t the most appreciated co-worker at the office. I never brought any cakes, I never participated in gossip, and I never showed up for after-work drinks–or the horrendous Christmas party that always seemed to end up in drunk disasters and various scandalous affairs! However, I was always polite and on time, I worked harder than anyone else, and I took pride in being one of the meticulous accountants at the office.

“Ah, yes,” Mr Meyer said and rose from the expensive swivel chair in black leather. “I was just wondering how the Grosvenor case was coming along?”

All the economy cases were simply called by the street names at the office. The property market in London was worth millions and millions of pounds, and while it was the estate agents who were the smiling outward faces, like actors on a stage, it was the diligent accountants behind the scenes who did all the hard work and made sure that the money changed hands. Without us the company would fall.

“I completed the Grosvenor case yesterday,” I replied and pushed back my shoulders. “Sophie–ahem, I mean–Miss Robinson, my secretary, went through it and sent it to the economy department this morning…” I paused, and my pulse increased.

Although I never gossip, I couldn’t avoid listening to what other people gossiped about. The last couple of days the office had been buzzing about the new Ladbroke case–and who it would be assigned to.

The Ladbroke case was the largest case Addington & Wrights Solicitors had been given in years, and I didn’t even dare to think about what the deal would be worth. The case would most likely be assigned to one of the senior accountants, which meant Sandra, Mike, or me. Sandra was eight months pregnant, and she was going on maternity leave the following week, which left the position open to me… or Mike.

Could it be me? I wondered and held my breath.

I was sure my quarterly report was better than Mike’s–or anyone else at the office for that matter! I had always enjoyed my work, and ever since my divorce, I had buried myself in my job.

As if my boss had read my mind, he said casually, “I actually wanted to talk to you about the Ladbroke case.”

“I see,” I said and swallowed hard.

“I talked to your new secretary earlier about your cases. She told me that you’ve been doing quite a lot of extra work around here?”

“I like being ahead of the game, sir,” I confirmed politely.

A warm sensation was spreading through my body like warm, liquid honey, and my hope soared. I was getting the Ladbroke case!

“Well, we all appreciate your effort,” Mr Meyer said and paused as he adjusted his rimless glasses. “Unfortunately, I have to give the Ladbroke case to Wilson.”

Wilson? My mind refused to accept his words. As in Mike Wilson?

“I… understand,” I said slowly.

I’m not getting the Ladbroke case, I thought, and the insight hurt like a rusty dagger had been shoved unexpectedly into my back.

“Wilson is young and eager. I’ve decided to give him this case to prove himself,” Mr Meyer said. “You know how it is.”

I blinked slowly. “Of course,” I said lightly and carefully hid my grave disappointment and withering resentment.

I’ll put broken pieces of glass in Mike’s tea next time I hear him laugh at his own stupid jokes! I thought darkly, although I didn’t mean it.

Mike was a former estate agent at a smaller firm who apparently had one morning woken up and decided that he wanted to work in accounting instead of selling houses. He always bragged about his experience as an estate agent and how he ‘had a feeling for the market’, but in my opinion, he was a useless accountant who didn’t like working and had no eye for the finer details.

That he was ten years younger than I was, and good-looking and fit without a single grey hair on his head had absolutely nothing to do with my dislike for him. Or that he flirted with my secretary whenever he had the chance! Mike was an obnoxious player with a smug attitude whose only talent was smooth-talking everyone, and naturally he could get away with almost anything.

I loathed him more than ever.

“I just wanted you to know who is getting the case from me directly.” Mr Meyer looked at me over his expensive titanium glasses.

“Thank you, sir. I appreciate that,” I replied automatically while I wondered why on earth I was thanking him.

“I’ve already talked to Wilson and told him everything while we played golf together, but it’s not official yet,” he said. “I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t tell anyone yet.”

“Of course, sir.”

Mike Wilson got the bloody Ladbroke case although I work twice as hard as him! The words were echoing in my head, but I forced myself to keep a neutral expression glued on my face. It was vastly unfair.

I left the fancy corner office with an enormous urge to punch something–or someone!–very, very hard.

“Hey, James!” someone called out after me as I walked back to my office. “Where are you going in such a hurry, mate?”

I clenched my fists and inhaled slowly before I turned around.

Mike was walking down the corridor; his strutting steps informed me that he was in a wonderful mood. He had baby-blue eyes, annoyingly white teeth, and a manly chiselled jaw that would make Captain America jealous. He was five feet nine and slightly taller than me, which made me dislike him even more.

His chestnut brown hair was styled to look casual, but I was willing to bet anything he spent a good twenty minutes grooming himself in front of the mirror each day to carefully make sure it looked like he had just woken up, left the bed, and ran his fingers through his hair.

“As a matter of fact, I’m on my way back to my office. I’ve a report to finish up, and the deadline is getting close,” I lied.

“So, have you talked to the boss man yet?” Mike asked in a tone that told me that he already knew the answer to his own question.

The boss man? What a ridiculous expression! I thought and hid a disgusted grimace. Why all the women at the office swooned over him was a mystery.

“Yes, I’ve talked to Mr Meyers,” I replied shortly.

“I’m sorry that you didn’t get the Ladbroke case, mate.” He patted my shoulder and I stiffened. “Next time, I’m sure it’s your turn. No hard feelings, right?”

“Of course not,” I said stiffly. However, I couldn’t force myself to congratulate him, and there was an awkward pause.

“I think you should consider yourself lucky you aren’t an archaeologist.” Mike said with a crooked smile. I had a feeling that he thought it made him look like a charmingly lovable rogue. Personally, I thought he looked like a grinning idiot.

“What do you mean?” I said with a frown.

“If you were an archaeologist, your career would be in ruins.” He laughed at his own joke. It sounded like a donkey with severe constipation to my ears. “Do you get it? In ruins!”

I gave him a frosty smile, but I didn’t listen as he–in painstaking detail–explained the joke to me. I was busy plotting my revenge. Putting broken glass in his tea was far too kind after all.

I’ll enjoy watching you fail with the case, I thought grimly. Oh, yes.

“And by the way, I almost forgot to tell you, I just bumped into Mr Meyer, and he wanted to know if you could do him a favour.” Mike didn’t wait for me to reply. “He wondered if you could pick up a package for him during lunch.”

“A package?”

“Yes, it’s a birthday present for his nephew. He doesn’t have time to pick it up since he has golf practice today, and he wanted to go out for drinks on Tuesday. Everyone at the office has been invited.”

I hadn’t been invited to after-work drinks, but I decided not to mention it. I didn’t want to spend my spare time with people from the office anyway.

I knew that my boss didn’t play golf as much as he pretended to, but I suspected that he had an active Tinder account that his wife didn’t know anything about. On the other hand, I’ve heard gossip about his wife too–she was one of the best estate agents in London–so perhaps neither of them was especially faithful. Or maybe they just enjoyed an open and sexually liberated marriage, what did I know?

For a moment I was nearly jealous.

Not that I had ever been in an open relationship or had ever cheated on anyone. It had been three years since my wife left me after she had used my laptop to look for the phone number to Domino’s pizza and by accident stumbled upon my search history, which I had failed to erase. She filed for divorce immediately and successfully kept the house and the better part of my savings. In fact, she got everything except the car, which she didn’t like anyway. I’ve heard she drives a BMW these days. Not that I care, of course.

My ex-wife also decided to tell everyone that I was secretly gay, which meant that everyone pitied her and no one asked any closer questions. All our mutual friends took her side and abandoned me, except her cousin, who kept calling me every now and then to check that ‘everything is all right’. He keeps telling me that he understands what I’m going through, but I highly doubt it, since he’s happily married and has three kids.

Nevertheless, I had decided to consider myself lucky because at least my ex-wife had decided to keep my dirty little secret regarding my sexual intrest in dominating women quiet.

Things could have been worse, I reminded myself and shook my head to get rid of the unwanted visit from the old memories. I had moved on and left my divorce behind, honestly. I had no problem letting go of the past.

“An errand?” I said.

“Yeah, here is the address.” Mike wrote it down on the back of a thick business card with a stylish fountain pen that probably cost half of my salary. “It would be great if you could pick it up today. I would do it, but I have a hot lunch date with a sexy brunette that I can’t miss.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” I said and forced myself to sound polite.

Mike got the Ladbroke case, and I’m left to run bloody errands. I swallowed my bitter disappointment and stifled the urge to scream. That’s completely unfair!

I left the office and walked down the street in long angry strides. A Deliveroo guy with short dreadlocks and a large square backpack on a bright red mountain bike nearly collided with me as I crossed the street.

“Hey! Look where you’re going, you idiot!” I shouted at him.

“Fuck off, muppet!” The young man flipped the bird at me casually before he took off at a reckless speed that most certainly would get him killed one day. A chorus of car horns followed him, and I shouted a final insult after him, but he didn’t even turn around.

The world is filled with morons! I concluded as I crossed the lush Tabard Garden Park and continued down Trinity Street. It’s official!

I stopped and double-checked the address before I headed down a narrow cobblestoned street that looked more like a forgotten alley.

Is this really the right address? I wondered with a frown as I walked past a couple of neglected green rubbish bins among the narrow brick buildings.

I was just about to turn around when I noticed a half-hidden shop sign in elegant olive green and gold.

‘John Edward’s Bookshop,’ I read on the sign. Underneath the sign, smaller letters read ‘New & Antiquarian Books for sale’.

I raised my eyebrows in surprise because a) I hadn’t expected to find a shop of any kind in the narrow alley and b) independent bookshops were getting increasingly fewer and far between in London as rent increased ruthlessly every year.

However, since I collected vinyl records, I wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with strange shops at weird addresses. Some of them were nearly impossible to find and did virtually no advertising. It was like being a member of a secret club once you found them, or so I’ve always thought.

“But who in their right mind would rent this place at this address?” I muttered to myself and opened the door to the old bookshop.

Ding, ding. A small brass bell chimed cheerfully above the door to inform the bookshop assistant that a potential customer had arrived.

A man in his late twenties looked up from his book and pushed up his round glasses, which had slipped down his narrow nose. He was alarmingly thin, with brown hair and pale skin that suggested that he rarely went outdoors and probably never exercised or ate his five-a-day fruit and vegetables. I wouldn’t be surprised if he suffered from asthma or some sort of allergy, and I wasn’t the least surprised when I noticed that flaky dandruff covered the shoulders of his dark green waistcoat.

He flinched badly, and his startled reaction made me wonder how often customers really found their way to his shop.

“Hello,” the bookshop assistant said and hesitated. “Can I help you, sir?”

“Well, yes,” I said. “I’m here to pick up a delivery.”

“A delivery?” His shoulders stiffened.

I looked down at my note. “It’s a book by C. S. Lewis. The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe, it’s the first book in the Chronicles of Narnia series.”

The bookshop assistant froze, and the last of his colour drained away from his thin face. “O-of course,” he stuttered. “I assume you would like it wrapped?”

“Yes, please,” I replied and added, “It’s a birthday gift.”

I vaguely remember reading the Narnia books as a kid, although I had always preferred Enid Blyton’s addictive Famous Five books, and I could have committed murder to have a dog like Timmy when I was young.

I looked around at the dusty bookshop, where time seemed to have stopped during the Edwardian era or thereabout. All the books were vintage, and the bookshop reminded me of Ollivanders, the quaint wand shop where Harry Potter bought his wand from the late actor John Hurt.

The bookshop assistant bent down and searched through the wooden cupboards under the counter. For some reason he seemed increasingly nervous; his hands trembled slightly as he retrieved the book that was wrapped in thick brown paper.

Maybe it’s his first day on the job? I thought. Or perhaps he is just a nervous type of person?

The bookshop assistant cleared his throat. “Do you think it’s going to rain later today?”

I almost smiled at his comment.

When in doubt, always talk about the weather. It’s a centuries-long tradition that has served British people well. ‘Awfully hot and humid here in India, isn’t it? By the way, we’re invading your country, terribly sorry about that. Do you think it might rain later on?’

“Yes, perhaps,” I replied. “The weather in April is always rather unpredictable, isn’t it?”

“I agree,” he whispered as he handed me the wrapped book.

“Thank you,” I said and placed it in my leather briefcase. I paid and carefully folded the receipt before I said goodbye.

That was a little bit strange, I thought to myself as I walked down the narrow alley and left the bookshop and the peculiar shopkeeper behind.

But then again, the pale bookshop assistant was probably rather an introvert to begin with, and perhaps he suffered from social phobia?

Or separation anxiety from selling his books? I mused. These days everyone under the age of thirty seemed to have some sort of mental condition, at least according to the news.

I shook my head at my random thoughts and steered my feet back towards the office.

The bookshop assistant’s hands trembled as he opened the lid to his silvery Mac laptop. The computer hummed quietly as he started the military encryption program, a high-tech version of Pretty Good Privacy, only significantly more advanced.

He paused before he wrote a single sentence: ‘The delivery has been picked up.’

The bookshop assistant swallowed hard and pressed ‘Send’ before he turned off the computer again. He looked out through the large dusty bookshop window that was in desperate need of cleaning. Dark clouds were gathering at the horizon.

“It has begun,” he mumbled to himself.

I bought a soggy tuna baguette sandwich and a cup of coffee from Pret a Manger on my way back and ate lunch at my desk. Sophie wasn’t back yet, and luckily I managed to avoid Mike and Mr Meyer in the corridors.

I stayed at the office late, partly because I was avoiding Sophie and waited for her to go home, presumably to a handsome and charming boyfriend, and partly because I was still angry that I had missed the opportunity to get the Ladbroke case. I had decided to work twice as hard to show my boss that I was far superior to Mike and that he had made a huge mistake giving him the case. Mr Meyer’s words still rang in my ears: ‘Wilson is young and deserves a chance to prove himself.’

He deserves nothing, I thought and scoffed.

All Mike ever did was trash-talk other people to make himself look better, brown-nose his superiors, and deliberately let them win in golf!

“I’ll show them,” I muttered to myself while I double-checked all the numbers on my accountant spreadsheets. “I’m better than him. I’m better than everyone else…”

Time quietly slipped away from me, and it wasn’t until I was interrupted by a low rumble from my stomach that I looked up from my computer.

“Is that really the time?” I said to myself as I checked the time on my watch

It was eight o’clock in the evening. I had completely missed dinner.

I stretched my back and turned off my computer.

Pago is going to be mental when I get home this late, I thought to myself with a sigh and wondered which type of intricate revenge he had planned for me this time.

Pago was my flatmate, an African grey parrot that I had inherited together with a two-bedroom apartment on Baker Street six months after my sudden divorce from my wife, when my old great-aunt, Beatrice, had died of a massive stroke at the ripe age of ninety-two years old. For reasons unknown, my great-aunt had decided to leave her manky–but ridiculously expensive!–flat on Baker Street to me in her will. The rest of her money and possessions had been donated to various charity organisations and her old university.

But–as with all great deals–there was a catch.

In the bargain, I had also been forced to adopt her ill-tempered parrot called Pago.

I fed Pago twice a day, in the morning before work and in the evening after the BBC six o’clock news. I had missed feeding him once, which in turn had resulted in his managing to open the door to the second bedroom–don’t ask me how!–where I kept my extensive vinyl collection.

With his sharp beak and malicious intent, he had nibbled and destroyed several of my rare Louis Armstrong albums that had taken me over a decade to collect and were worth thousands of pounds! I had placed him in house arrest in his cage and seriously considered putting him in the kitchen and turning the gas on, but he had shrieked and swore so loudly that one of the neighbours rang on my door and threatened to call the police and RSPCA.

Since then we had reached an unspoken agreement: I would feed him regularly, and he would restrain himself from happily tearing the rest of my priceless vinyl jazz collection into pieces.

I hope he hasn’t destroyed anything this time, I thought, and coils of worry tightened around my stomach.

Silently I prayed that Pago had found the hidden chocolate stash that I kept for emergencies and weekend mornings instead of access to my vinyl collection.

My great-aunt had enjoyed sweets and smoked like a chimney, and she had dragged her parrot down with her in codependency. The result was that Pago the parrot was heavily addicted to chocolate. I had talked to a vet and tried to break his unhealthy habit, but it was impossible. Pago was used to eating two Kit Kat or Twix per day, and if he didn’t get his chocolate fix, he unfortunately transformed from Pago the pet parrot to Pago the death parrot from Hell.

I had done my best to try to wean him off his addiction. But the damned parrot took revenge in the most evil and devious ways. Once he had escaped from his cage in the middle of the night, climbed up on my bed, as silent as a ghost, until he was less than an inch from my ear. And then he shrieked, “CADBURY!” as loud as he could and perfectly mimicked and air-raid siren. I fell out of bed screaming, sprained my shoulder and nearly had a heart attack as a result.

Since then I kept a hidden stash of chocolate that I–like a guilty and shady dealer–fed him when he was being hopelessly annoying or when I desperately wanted to sleep in late in the mornings during the weekends.

“If he has destroyed any of my vinyl records, I swear I’ll put him up for adoption,” I muttered to myself as I gathered my briefcase and put on my trench coat.

Wanted: Peace and quiet. Found: Crazy pet bird, in reasonably good condition, I thought as I gathered my things from my desk.

The rain tapped against the metal windowsill outside the office window, but otherwise the office was quiet and deserted; even the cleaners had gone home.

I closed the door and turned my steps towards the lift. As I rounded the corner, I nearly collided with my secretary. At the last moment I managed to stifle the impulse to cry out in surprise.

“Sophie? I-I mean Miss Robinson?” I said, and before I could stop myself, I added, “What are you doing here so late?”

I frowned. Had she just stepped away from Meyer’s door to his corner office, or had it been my imagination?

“Oh, I’m working late tonight, Mr Bradley,” Sophie said hastily and placed a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “I was just on my way to get a cup of tea.”

“I see.” I paused. “I thought you had left already?”

She usually doesn’t work overtime, I thought with a frown.

During the nearly two weeks that my secretary had worked at the office, she had never worked this late. I knew her schedule well, since I spent an inappropriate amount of time waiting for her to leave her desk outside my office so that I could sneak past without meeting her. Not that I was avoiding her, of course. I simply preferred not to meet her more than necessary.

“There were a couple of things that I wanted to finish before tomorrow,” Sophie replied and paused for a moment. “I’m sorry that you didn’t get the Ladbroke case. I think you deserve it, you work harder than anyone else here at the office.”

“Thank you,” I said vaguely and looked over her shoulder. Something wasn’t right, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. “Did you just walk out of Mr Meyer’s office?”

“What? No, Mr Meyer left after lunch. I think he had golf practice.” She shook her head.

“Right,” I said and suddenly remembered that I had meant to give him the book that I had picked up during lunch as a lowly errand boy. I stifled the urge to click my tongue in irritation.

“There’s no one here at the office,” she said slowly.

Her comment made my stomach tie itself into a knot for reasons that I couldn’t entirely explain.

“Eh, yes.” I cleared my throat.

Don’t be creepy, I ordered myself. Just leave politely without saying something extraordinarily stupid.

“It’s only you and me here…” Sophie said in a low, sultry voice that made an icy shiver race down my spine, and something tightened deep inside me.

“Yes, well. It’s getting rather late, isn’t it?” I forced myself to keep my voice perfectly neutral. “You should go home. I’m sure that you have someone waiting for you.”

A boyfriend with a perfect body who makes American pancakes in the morning? Or a cute girlfriend? Or maybe a cat? I was dying to know, but I didn’t say anything, of course. It wasn’t my business and I didn’t care.

“As a matter of fact,” she said slowly with a curved smile. “I have been waiting for you, Mr Bradley.”

“I-I beg your pardon?” I blinked slowly and wondered if I had misheard her.

She took a step closer and my pulse increased rapidly.

“I’ve been waiting to be alone with you for quite some time,” Sophie whispered and trailed a finger lightly down my shirt.

“Have you?” I replied and swallowed hard. “Why?”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

“Not entirely,” I replied a little bit hoarsely.

I silently told myself to back away from her, but my feet had turned into lead and were rooted to the office carpet.

“I… want you,” she said and grabbed my striped grey-and-blue tie and pulled me closer. Her red lips were dangerously close to mine, and I felt my whole body react to her against my will.

“Are-are you sure?” I mumbled in disbelief, torn between acute desire and vast surprise.

I didn’t want this to turn into a horrible misunderstanding that I would have to explain under mortifyingly embarrassing circumstances at Human Resources, or have it end up on social media under #MeToo.

This must be some sort of mistake or a cruel joke, I concluded breathlessly.

There wasn’t any other logical explanation, after all. The office had more than 350 employees, and I knew that I wasn’t entirely unattractive. But people like me–boring accountants, let’s be honest, shall we?–weren’t the type of men that highly attractive and sexy women like my secretary would even consider flirting with. Well, unless they were incredibly drunk or were looking for casual rebound sex at a Christmas party. But my secretary didn’t seem intoxicated, and the dreadful Christmas party was luckily more than half a year away.

Sophie leaned closer and I could feel her soft, round breasts against me.

She lowered her voice to a seductive whisper that was impossible to resist. “I’ve wanted you ever since the first time I saw you. Don’t deny me.”

There was a sharp edge to her last words that demanded I obey her.

“Of course not.” The words left my lips, bypassing my brain.

“Then shut up and kiss me.”

Her moist lips met mine and she kissed me.

There was no doubt about her intentions, I realised vaguely as she pulled up my shirt from my trousers. For a short moment I hesitated. I had never had sex at my office–or anywhere else except in a bedroom, to be honest! Fear of getting caught mixed in an unholy combination with my growing need, and the insight that I was about to do something incredibly naughty only made me more excited. And yet, I kissed her back, helplessly caught between my conflicted feelings.

Her grip around my striped tie increased, and she wasn’t exactly gentle with me as she pulled me closer. Against my will it turned me on, and my breathing became shallow and unsteady. An expression that I couldn’t decipher crossed her forest-green smokey eyes, and her grip suddenly increased further until it bordered between pleasure and pain. She read me like an open book.

“I want you to do exactly as you’re told,” she said with a small pleased smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

“Whatever you want,” I replied hoarsely and meant every word.

“Good.” Her smile broadened and she kissed me again, deeper this time.

I groaned involuntarily in response and felt myself grow harder as she pushed me backwards and effectively pinned me against the old battered office copy machine.

Her lips were warm and moist, her tongue demanding as she kissed me thoroughly and deeply. I had never been kissed like that in my entire life.

Carefully–yes. Lovingly–maybe. Passionately–perhaps. But hungrily? Deeply and demandingly? Never, except in my guilty fantasies, which quite often involved dominating women who knew exactly what they wanted and weren’t afraid of taking it.

If she wanted me, I was more than willing to be hers, I concluded.

The rest of the world stopped existing, and all that was left was her as she pulled off my blazer and ripped up my shirt. I gasped out loud and the copy machine groaned loudly in protest as she pinned me against it. I wrapped my arms around her and let my hands travel along her curved spine and down to her soft bottom, pulling her closer.

“Someone could come,” Sophie mumbled between hungry kisses. “We should go somewhere more private…”

“Okay,” I said hoarsely. The old copy machine was in severe danger of being defiled if we continued like this. “Come, this way…”

I stepped away from her and fumbled with my keys with clumsy fingers. As a senior employee, I had a master key that opened most of the office doors in the building. A moment later I had unlocked the door to the nearest room, and it took me a moment before I realised it was the corner office that belonged to my boss, Mr Meyer.

“Excellent,” my secretary said with a small smile and locked the door behind me with a faint click. I was trapped.

“Are-are you sure this is a good idea?” I said. Common sense had caught up with me, and I was suddenly aware of how incredibly stupid this was.

She didn’t reply at first, but she removed her short black office jacket and let it fall carelessly to the carpeted floor as she slowly walked towards me, effectively forcing me to back away. I caught my breath as she unbuttoned her crisp white shirt one button at the time. I tried not to stare at her cleavage and her bright red low-cut bra, which was made out of a soft, slinky material that made all my blood rush downwards.

I could get in serious trouble for this, I thought to myself. But to be honest, I was too excited to care.

“Oh, I’m very, very sure about what I want right now,” Sophie whispered and pushed me backwards. “Are you?”

Without hesitating, she unfastened her bra, which opened at the front, and the last shreds of common sense left me. Her breasts were generously shaped and larger than I had imagined when I had fantasised about her. She had a small birthmark above the left nipple, which I instantly found incredibly sexy.

“Yes…” I mumbled, helplessly drawn to her. “I’ll do whatever you want me to.”

It was impossible and futile to resist her anymore.

“Very good,” she replied and pushed me down on the large elegant office desk until I was flat on my back on Mr Meyer’s polished black desk.

Deliberately slowly, she climbed on top of me and straddled me. Unabashed, she hitched up her black office skirt, and vaguely I noticed that she was wearing a pair of matching knickers in the same slinky material as her red bra. I groaned with pleasure as she spread her legs farther apart so that I could feel her against my hard erection. My hands trembled slightly as I stroked her soft bottom and pulled her closer towards me.

She kissed me again deeply before she without any hesitation unzipped my trousers and pulled them down. I gasped out loud as she touched me. I was so hard and excited; the tip of my erection was already dripping with precum.

A small smile crossed her face and she leaned forwards and whispered in my ear, “Tell me what you want me to do with you.”

“Do whatever you want with me…” I said in an unsteady voice, nearly delirious with burning white-hot desire. For a moment I hesitated before I told her the truth that I had never dared to say to anyone else before. “I want you to use me for your own pleasure and dominate me.”

My heart beat rapidly. I had never felt so exposed and naked in my entire life. But her smile only broadened.

“That’s a good answer,” she said and teasingly let her wet tongue slowly follow the contour of my lips without actually kissing me. “I like it.”

She pressed my hardness against her to let me feel how excited she was through the thin silky material of her knickers. I moaned quietly in response and rubbed myself uselessly against her knickers until they were moist and smelled of excitement. My desire rose desperately and her breathing became more and more unsteady.

“Please,” I mumbled incoherently. “I’m going to come if you continue like that…”

Dark passion threatened to consume me. I wanted her so badly, but deep down I liked it that she denied me and took her time, although it was driving me to the brink of madness.

With a curved smile, she kissed me once more deeply before she unfastened an invisible clasp at the side of her red knickers and slowly guided me inside, inch by inch. She was wet and ready, and she moaned with pleasure and arched her back before she began to ride me thoroughly.

I tried not to meet her movement, but it was almost impossible to hold back. Urges that I had never really accepted took hold of me and sank their claws in me. I dug my nails into my palms and let her decide the rhythm. Willingly I let her use me for her own pleasure as she rode me faster and faster. Our bodies were covered with a thin layer of sweat, and I met her eyes for a wild moment before she came.

She dug her red nails into my shoulder when she finally reached her climax in a long, outdrawn orgasm that irreversibly brought me with her. I cried out as the last shreds of my self-control left me and desperately thrust my hips forward–at last!–and buried myself as deeply as I could while my release left me in hot, blinding pulses.

It took several minutes before I could speak–and breathe regularly!–again. I swam in a warm ocean of pleasure where nothing really mattered anymore. The Ladbrook case, my divorce, Pago’s sinister behaviour, or my precious vinyl collection. Nothing mattered.

“That was… somewhat unexpected,” I said at last and propped myself up on my elbows.

She kissed me softly on the cheek. “Oh, I wouldn’t quite say that.”

I climbed down from the black desk and fumbled to get dressed, because Sophie had already buttoned up her white shirt and tidied herself up. Only crimson roses on her cheeks, a faint smile that made me secretly pleased, and her tousled, long blonde hair were evidence of what had happened.

I–on the other hand–looked significantly less civilised. I was sweaty and sticky, my office shirt was torn at the side, and my blazer was so crumpled it looked like a circus elephant had deliberately stomped on it several times. Not that I minded, really. Quite the opposite, to be honest.

Did this really happen? I wondered. I had a feeling that any moment I would wake up in my empty flat on Baker Street, but nothing happened.

“I’ll have to go and clean myself up,” Sophie said and straightened her skirt. “I’ll be back in a second.”

I made a guilty trip to the bathroom when she came back, and before we left, I made sure that Mr Meyer’s office–and his elegant desk!–was absolutely spotless and that there were no detectable traces of the unexpected and sinful incident that had occurred.

At the bottom of my heart I knew that I would never be able to glance at his fine desk again without feeling a little bit guilty… and smug.

Well, a small voice whispered at the back of my head and poked me with a devil’s trident, he did give the Ladbrook case to Mike, after all…

I locked the door to the office and we walked down the corridor.

As we stepped into the lift, I cleared my throat and said, “Will I… see you again?”

I had to know if this was a one-off thing or if it was the beginning of something else.

“I sincerely hope so.” Sophie smiled at me and arched an eyebrow. “After all, I work here.”

“Yes, I guess you have a point.” I chuckled at her comment.

“You worry too much, Mr Bradley.”

“Mr Bradley?” I repeated with a small smile. “I think you could call me James from now on if you want to.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow at work, James,” she said and kissed me goodbye on my cheek.

The door to the lift opened with a discreet ping, and she stepped out, but the sweet smell of her was still all around me.

I took the lift down to the underground garage in a hazy mist where I wasn’t sure what was real and what wasn’t. As I walked across the garage towards my car I realised that I was smiling broadly. Following an unusual impulse, I whistled a happy tune.

Who cares if Mike got the Ladbroke case? I thought. Or if my boss is making me run stupid errands.

The only thing that mattered was that I would see Sophie again tomorrow…

A sensation of warm happiness that I hadn’t felt in years spread from my chest and through my body all the way to my toes.

Life is pretty good, I thought with a smile and pressed the round unlock button on the remote car key to my metallic blue Volkswagen Golf.

A second later my car exploded in a deafening storm of fire. The explosion was so intense it pushed me off my feet. I hit the back of my head against the rough concrete wall hard.

Everything went instantly black as if someone had snapped their fingers and turned off the light, and I didn’t remember anything more after that.

The End
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Please note: This is a romance and erotica fantasy story. All of my stories are self-published and I write them simply because I enjoy it. :-)

If you want to try BDSM with your sweetheart or your hot one-night-stand, remember the golden rule of CTC (consent, trust, and communication). Don’t forget to establish a “safeword”, protect yourself, and have fun!
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