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Dominated by my Secretary

Male Submission: Succumb to Please Her

by Tara Jones

“Explain to me how this could happen.” The voice over the phone was distorted by a digital voice changer that made it sound like Darth Vader’s evil cousin, but it was impossible to miss the acid disapproval.

“There was a mistake…” the bookshop assistant said weakly and trailed off. He wiped off a thin layer of perspiration that covered his pale forehead with the back of his hand.

“A mistake?” The other person paused to let the words sink in. “What do you mean there was a mistake?”

“I-I-I don’t know.” The bookshop assistant cleared his throat before he added quickly, “All I know is that the codebook was handed over to the wrong person.”

“How could that have happened?”

“It must have been a set-up! He gave me all the right keywords, I promise!” the bookshop assistant said in a shrill voice. “I don’t know how it could have happened… maybe he was an undercover cop? Or someone sent a pawn to pick up the delivery because they were afraid for their own skin?”

“There’s too much at risk for mistakes to happen at this stage. The operation has already begun.”

“I swear–I did everything you told me to. You have to believe me!”

“We’ll take care of the situation.”

“I-I understand.”

There was a long, drawn-out silence. The bookshop assistant closed his eyes and counted the seconds. Would they let him live? Or would he pay the ultimate price for his failure?

“Don’t ever fail us again,” the voice said at last.

“I’ve always been loyal!” A lead anvil fell from the bookshop assistant’s heart. “I-I promise it will never happen again.”

“I know,” the person replied and hung up.

The phone call ended abruptly and the bookshop assistant’s knees turned into overcooked spaghetti. He slowly sank down on the floor and leaned the back of his head against the cool counter.

“That was close,” he mumbled to himself over and over. “Dangerously close!”

“James?” Someone was calling my name from far, far away through a grey fog that swirled lazily in front of me. “Oh, my God, James! Are you all right?”

“I… I’m fine,” I lied automatically.

It was like when you answer the phone in the middle of the night and someone asks if you were sleeping, almost everyone lies. ‘No, no, of course I was awake. What time is it, by the way? Four thirty in the morning? Is it really?’

“Are you sure you’re okay?” My secretary leaned over me with a concerned expression on her face.

“Yes, I think so,” I said and pulled myself up from the ground.

Where am I? What happened?

I hesitantly touched the back of my head, which was throbbing badly. There was a large bump where I had hit my skull against the concrete wall, but luckily I couldn’t find any blood–or worse, sticky, gory brain substance, for that matter. My right shoulder blade hurt rather badly, and I had a feeling it would turn a lovely colour of plum within a couple of days.

“What happened?” Sophie asked.

I tried to stand up, but I was forced to lean heavily against the rough concrete wall for support. A wave of nausea washed over me, and it took a moment before the world stopped spinning like a psychedelic merry-go-round at an amusement park.

“I don’t know what happened, really,” I said and tried to get my memory to cooperate with me. “I was on my way to my car and then…”

Was there an explosion? My brain rebooted and came back to me with an express memo update of what had happened the last couple of hours. The Ladbroke case, stupid Mike, stupid errand, working late, sex with my secretary–wait? Did that really happen?–leaving, lift, car explosion…

“Oh no,” I groaned and staggered forward towards my car. “No, no, no…”

A sad sight met me and confirmed my worst suspicion.

In the corner where I usually parked my metallic blue Volkswagen Golf, only a smoking wreck was left. The roof of the car was completely gone together with the better part of the bonnet, which had been torn off by the violent explosion. It had been ripped into burning pieces of scrap metal, which decorated the underground garage floor like apocalyptic confetti.

I clenched my jaw and took a deep breath before I exhaled slowly.

It’s just a car, I reminded myself. It doesn’t matter. The insurance company will reimburse me, and I can get a new one, maybe even a later model.

But deep down I knew that I wouldn’t get a new model of my car. I would search everywhere for a car that was as similar as possible to my previous car. Not that I was sentimental or soppy, I just happened to have liked my old car. That was all.

Besides, I should be happy that I was alive, I concluded to myself. If I had been closer to the car when it–for some unknown reason–had exploded, I would probably have met a rather messy end.

“Was it your car?” Sophie placed her hand on my arm.

“Yes…”

“I’m sorry.” She paused for a moment before she added gently, “I think it would be best if we left before security or the police arrive.”

I shook my head at her. “I can’t. I need to stay and file a report and fill in all the insurance papers.”

It’s going to be a nightmare, I thought with a heavy sigh.

I didn’t look forward to a long depressing evening with endless questions. A headache was slowly building up like bad weather at the back of my head. I was surprised that the security guard wasn’t here yet. The explosion should have alerted the security and set off the fire alarm. Then again, the garage was constantly neglected–despite my repeated complaints to the lazy janitor!–and the security guard’s main job seemed to be drinking tea in the lobby together with the late-working receptionist.

I’m sure he’ll be here any moment, I thought and decided to send a new angry email in the morning to address both the lax security and the malfunctional fire alarm!

“If I were you,” Sophie said slowly, “I would leave and pretend I wasn’t even here in the first place.”

“What? Why?” I raised my eyebrows.

“To avoid unnecessary questions.” She lowered her voice and smiled impishly. “For example, why you were staying late at the office and together with whom…”

“Ah,” I said and mulled it over. “I see what you mean.”

“Let’s leave before anyone else gets here.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said reluctantly and picked up my brown leather briefcase that was lying next to a piece of twisted metal that was still burning. “Everything is going to be filmed anyway, and I don’t know how I would explain that I left quickly after my car exploded?”

I nodded towards the discreet CCTV camera in the corner. The latest series of ISIS terrorism attacks had made the London Met Police and the National Counter Terrorism Security Office increasingly paranoid for good reasons. While I didn’t really look forward to being interviewed by an incompetent security guard or the police, I didn’t want the Met to have any reason to treat me with suspicion.

In my mind I could already hear the probing questions, ‘You and your secretary, Miss Robinson, were at the scene just after the incident, but for some reason you left? That seems rather strange, does it not?’ There would be an ominous pause and unnecessary shuffling of papers. ‘Could you explain why, Mr Bradley?’

“Don’t worry, it’s a dummy camera,” Sophie said. “It doesn’t work.”

“How do you know that?” I said with a frown.

“Because a real CCTV camera doesn’t have a fake blinking LED light.”

“I see,” I said slowly.

“Everyone knows that,” she commented and shrugged her shoulders.

“Yes, of course,” I agreed because I didn’t want to appear stupid next to her.

I guess that fake cameras would work as a deterrent for ignorant car thieves, I thought to myself and decided to get to the bottom of it later. Why would a respectable solicitor firm like Addington & Wrights Solicitors, which earned millions of pounds per year, skimp on real security monitoring? It was preposterous!

“Let’s go,” Sophie said, interrupting my thoughts. “If you want to… I could follow you home to make sure that you get back safe and sound?”

Her curved smile melted my resistance like the last snow on a balmy spring day.

A warm sensation spread through my body like glowing embers over the fact that she seemed to care about my well-being. I told myself I was being ridiculous, but I couldn’t make the warm, fuzzy feeling go away.

She is right, I concluded silently to myself. It would be tedious to stay here and wait for the incompetent security and the police, which in turn could lead to awkward questions that I would rather avoid.

“Okay,” I said at last.

A couple of minutes later we flagged down a cab outside the office.

“Could you take us to Baker Street, please?” I said to the cab driver, who wore a cornflower blue turban and looked like he desperately wished that he was home with his family in the quiet suburbs instead of driving around London’s busy streets.

I gave him the address before he could change his mind about accepting us as passengers. My crumpled trench coat was dusty and smelled strongly of burned tyres from the car explosion. I had a growing feeling that I could easily be mistaken for a crazy homeless person and that the cab wouldn’t have stopped for us if it hadn’t been for Sophie waving it down.

My coat is definitely going to the dry-cleaner’s tomorrow, I thought to myself and stifled the impulse to sniff the lapels of my trench coat. Bleh, it stinks!

Maybe it should pass GO without collecting two hundred pounds and go directly to the bin?

“Baker Street? Sure, no problem,” the driver said to me in a singing Indian-English accent.

However, he wrinkled his nose, and the corner of his lips turned into an upside-down U, and I had a feeling that he instantly regretted his decision as soon as we stepped into the black, chubby cab.

I just want to go home and take a long hot shower, I thought while I looked through the car window.

It had stopped raining for the moment, as if the sky had decided to take a break from drizzling to make up its mind if it was worth the effort to continue or save up to a more spectacular downpour–or maybe even an impressive lightning and thunderstorm to show off.

The cab driver drove easily through London’s busy evening traffic, and although he broke several traffic rules–which I normally would frown upon and make a stern remark about!–he didn’t talk during the journey and brought us to my address in less than fifteen minutes. I paid and made sure to tip him generously.

“Thank you, sir. Have a nice evening,” the cab driver said before he drove off.

Sophie glanced up at the elegant cream-coloured Victorian façade with its elaborate wrought-iron balconies.

“Do you really live here?”

“Well, yes,” I said and added hastily, “It isn’t as posh as you’re imagining. Actually, my flat is quite boring.”

“Are you sure you don’t have a spacious indoor swimming pool in the basement or a polite old butler that has been with your family for generations?”

“Sorry, no.” I shook my head and smiled at her description.

I happened to live at one of the finest addresses on Baker Street, not far from Arthur Conan Doyle’s famous detective Sherlock Holmes and his doctor friend. And although some of my neighbours were decidedly filthy rich, I wasn’t. I had just been lucky that my great-aunt had bought a flat during a time when ordinary people could actually afford to live in central London and when the Marylebone area wasn’t considered especially trendy or expensive.

I cleared my throat lightly. “If you’d like, you’re more than welcome to come upstairs for… a cup of tea?”

A cup of tea? I grimaced. That sounded so lame! But honestly, what should I have said? ‘If you want, you’re more than welcome to come up to my flat and look at my vinyl records while I desperately hope that you’ll seduce me?’ I think not.

My heart was beating in my chest so fast it felt like I had been running ten miles, but I forced myself to keep a calm expression although I was mentally preparing to be rejected.

Of course she’s going to say no, I thought to myself and felt stupid for asking her.

However, to my surprise, Sophie smiled at me.

“That sounds nice,” she said and placed a wayward strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “After all, I said that I was going to make sure that you got home all right, and I always keep my promises.”

“Great,” I said and smiled back at her.

It had been ages since I had had any visitors. In fact, it occurred to me that I hadn’t had anyone over since my divorce. My ex-wife had always organised all our social events. I shook my head at my thoughts as we stepped into the grand marble vestibule with mahogany details and original rusty-red and white Victorian chequered tiles.

“Are you absolutely sure that you don’t have a butler?” Sophie said and looked around with wide eyes. She whistled softly.

“Not last time I checked.”

My flat was on the second floor, but the old wrought-iron lift was antique and a little bit unpredictable, so we took the stairs.

“There is something I have to tell you…” I said slowly as we walked up the spiralling marble staircase.

“You forgot to mention that you’re married?” She gave me a sidelong glance.

“What? No.” I paused before I admitted, “Although, I’m divorced since a couple of years ago.”

“Like everyone else,” she commented. “Do you have kids?”

“No, unfortunately not.” I shook my head.

My ex-wife had decided that we shouldn’t have any children, since she wasn’t willing to ‘sacrifice her career’, as she put it. She had never asked about my opinion on the matter or how willing I was to share parenthood responsibilities and tasks.

“Nice guys like you always have a catch,” Sophie said. “Obviously you aren’t gay, so it can’t be that… Let me guess, you’re living with two beautiful women in a sinful ménage à trois?”

“Er, no.” I shook my head at the bizarre notion. “But I live with a pet parrot, and he can be a little bit grumpy sometimes.”

That was a serious understatement. If I were really, really lucky, he hadn’t torn my flat to pieces and shrieked so loudly that the neighbours had arranged an emergency house meeting or called the police.

“A parrot? Like in The Pirates of the Caribbean?” She raised a perfect eyebrow. “Do you have a tame colourful pet parrot that sits on your shoulder?”

“I wouldn’t exactly call him tame,” I admitted. “Pago can be quite feral when he’s in the bad mood.”

“Pago the Parrot?” Sophie repeated in a bubbling voice that betrayed her amusement and disbelief. “Of all people, I think you’re the one I least expected would have an exotic pet. Aquarium fish, yes. A dog, maybe. But a parrot? What on earth made you buy a parrot?”

“Well, it’s a long story,” I said and slowed down my steps. “I actually inherited him…”

It took me a moment before I realised what was wrong.

There was a strong scent of smoke in the air–but it wasn’t coming from my trench coat!

“Shit!” I exclaimed, and without thinking, I ran up the marble stairs two steps at a time until I reached the front door to my flat.

A tendril of white-grey smoke was crawling out from under the door like a ghostly Lovecraftian Cthulhu monster. I stared at it in disbelief, but it refused to disappear.

What are the odds of two accidents happening on the same day? I wondered, dazed, before reality caught up with me. My flat was on fire! My vinyl collection was in danger!

Before I could change my mind, I unlocked the door and took a deep breath before I stepped into my smoke-filled flat.

I have to save my records! I thought in desperation and ventured forward, half-blinded by the thick, billowing smoke that quickly engulfed me.

From somewhere behind me, I heard Sophie call my name, but I didn’t pay any attention to her. With one hand stretched out before me, I moved forward. There wasn’t any open fire or flames that I could see, but the flat was unnaturally hot and filled with thick, greyish smoke that immediately made me disoriented. I had to find my way to the spare room, where I kept my collection of vintage jazz vinyl records that had taken me nearly a decade to complete!

Half-blinded by the thick smoke, I stumbled into my coffee table and scraped my shin against it. I lost my balance, fell to the floor, and dropped my leather briefcase.

“Dammit,” I swore and bit back the pain.

The smoke stung and made my eyes water, which made it even harder to see anything. I covered my mouth and tried to breathe through the fabric of my sleeve while I fervently hoped that the smoke wasn’t poisonous as I crawled forward on all fours.

Finally! I thought. A sense of relief washed over me as I placed my hand on the metal doorknob to my spare room, where I kept my vinyl collection.

At the exact same time there was a loud shriek from the other side of the smoke-filled flat.

“MAYDAY, MAYDAY!” Pago screeched. “MAN OVERBOARD!”

I hesitated for a heartbeat, torn between conflicted feelings.

To be honest, I had absolutely no affection for the horrid parrot that I had been forced to take care of since my great-aunt Beatrice had passed away. At his best Pago was insufferable, and at his worst he was a hellish creature to live with. To say that I would miss him if he passed away would be an overstatement.

My vinyl collection, on the other hand, was the achievement of years and years of patient, careful collecting. I had spent thousands of hours at obscure record shops all over Greater London and an equal amount of time in front of eBay and Gumtree. I had spent more money on vinyl records than I wanted to admit to anyone–myself included!–to gradually improve and build up my collection until it was as close to perfection as it could possibly be.

Yet, with a deep sigh that made me cough and a heavy heart, I turned away and fumbled towards the sound of the shrieking parrot that was sounding more and more hysterical every second.

“GOD SAVE THE QUEEN!” Pago greeted me when I found him in his metal cage on the dining table, where he had taken refuge. He flapped his grey wings as if he was saying ‘What took you so long to come and get me? Hurry up and let’s get out of here!’

I grabbed the handle to the large dome-shaped brass cage and headed towards the exit.

However, my flat had turned into a ghostly labyrinth. The smoke made it hard to think straight, and I couldn’t even see my hand in front of me as I tried to navigate towards the way out.

I can’t breathe! I was coughing badly, my lungs hurt, and my eyes stung from the smoke.

It felt like an eternity had passed until I finally tumbled over the threshold to the front door, which I had found almost by accident.

“James!” Sophie exclaimed. Her face was pale with anxiety. “Oh, my God, I was so worried!”

“I’m fine,” I lied for the second time during the same evening.

I coughed violently before I drew several deep and unsteady breaths. Air had never tasted so good, and it cleared my head instantly.

“I can’t believe you risked your life to save your pet parrot,” Sophie said in disbelief and shook her head at me.

Actually, that makes two of us, I thought to myself and threw a sorrowful glance towards my flat. I couldn’t understand why I had sacrificed my record collection to save an ungrateful chocolate-addicted parrot! The smoke must have made me confused and stupid, I concluded bitterly.

Pago peered at Sophie with his small calculating black eyes.

“Cadbury?” he said conversationally and tilted his head to one side. “Pretty bird?”

“I think I’ve some chocolate,” Sophie said and fished up a Bounty bar from her champagne-coloured handbag. “Is this what you want?”

“Sweets! Sweets! Pago want sweets! SWEETS!”

“He shouldn’t really…” I began to say before I changed my mind.

After all, it isn’t every day a parrot has a near-death experience. Or a solicitor accountant, for that matter, I added and wondered–not for the first time that day–if I had somehow managed to step into a parallel universe. What had happened to my quiet and boring life? And what would I have to do to go back to it?

“Who is a pretty bird? Who is a pretty bird, then?” Pago asked with growing excitement as he greedily grabbed the chocolate with a scaly grey claw through the metal bars of the cage.

Within a millisecond he had expertly shredded the blue and white wrapping paper with his sharp beak and began to furiously tear off large pieces of chocolate. He gobbled it down as if he were a tiny feathered dinosaur whose mission was to eat as much chocolate as possible before extinction.

“I’ve called the fire brigade,” Sophie told me. “They’re on their way, but I think we should leave before they get here...”

“Why?”

“Trust me, there’s something strange going on here.”

“It’s just a weird coincidence,” I protested.

“First your car and now your flat? I don’t think so,” Sophie said with a thoughtful frown on her forehead.

“It’s the only logical explanation.”

“Perhaps,” she said slowly. “Let’s leave. Oh, and if you want, you’re more than welcome to stay the night at my place, of course.”

“Okay, that sounds good.” My throat felt like I had swallowed pieces of broken glass, and I was too tired to argue, not to mention the fact that I didn’t want to walk around London looking for a hotel that would accept me and Pago.

The fact that I had irrevocably lost both my car and my precious vinyl collection felt like a heavy boxer’s blow, but on a brighter note, I wouldn’t mind spending the night with my incredibly sexy secretary.

I bit my lower lip and glanced at her from the corner of my eye. Who knows what could happen?

We took the underground Central line to Sophie’s flat because there was no way that any cab would have stopped for us, and I sincerely doubted that any bus driver would have accepted us either, especially carrying a large bird cage with an insane parrot.

Pago went into a combination of high sugar rush and swiftly developed a post-traumatic stress disorder. The only way to get him to shut up was giving him more chocolate, which bought a couple of minutes of blessed silence from his noisy outbursts.

I’m not taking him to the vet if he slips into a diabetic coma tonight, I thought darkly as I guiltily fed him another Kit Kat chocolate bar that I had bought on the way.

We got off at Leyton, where Sophie rented a small flat a short walk from the underground station. It was a converted flat in an old mews development where they used to keep horses in the olden days.

The flat had white walls and was decorated in neutral colours throughout. The living room was simply furnished with an off-white sofa, a wall-mounted TV, and a round dinner table in beech with four chairs. I caught a glimpse of a queen-size bed with a beige cover in the adjoining bedroom.

It was a nice flat, but oddly blank in a way I couldn’t put my finger on, like a stylish show house where no one really lived. The framed black-and-white pictures of New York’s skyline on the walls looked like they had been bought somewhat randomly at Gallerix or Argos. There were no personal photos, travel souvenirs, books, old DVDs, or even a fridge magnet that could give the flat some personality.

Maybe she simply likes neutral interiors or is into some sort of minimalistic feng shui? I pondered and decided not to be judgemental about it.

Most people didn’t like clutter, although almost no one had the willpower to resist hoarding rubbish with sentimental value.

Not that I was hoarding vinyl records–I was collecting them. There was a huge difference.

“You have a nice flat,” I said politely to Sophie while I placed the bird cage on the laminated floor in the dining room next to the tiny kitchen.

Pago was unusually quiet for the moment, which actually made me a little bit worried.

On the other hand, he has probably eaten more than his own body weight in chocolate in less than an hour, I thought and stifled a sigh.

I didn’t look forward to his withdrawal syndrome the following day, which most certainly was going to be horrendous–and incredibly noisy!

“Oh, I just moved in, and I haven’t finished unpacking yet,” Sophie said with an apologetic gesture.

“I see.” I frowned slightly because there weren’t any moving boxes around.

Perhaps she has a storage, what do I know? I dismissed the thought.

“Do you want anything to eat? Or something to drink?” Sophie said and headed towards the small kitchen. “I usually eat out, but I think I’ve a frozen lasagne and a bottle of wine? Or would you like tea and a sandwich?”

“A cup of tea would be great,” I said thankfully.

When in doubt, put on the kettle and make a cup of tea. Regardless of the type or level of emergency, a cup of strong black tea will always make things better. You’ve got sacked and your girlfriend broke up with you? Put on the kettle. The Queen is coming for a visit? Put on the kettle. Aliens from outer space are invading the planet? Definitely put on the kettle.

“Do you want English breakfast or Earl Grey tea?” Sophie asked while she rummaged through the kitchen cabinets.

“Earl Grey, please,” I said politely.

Involuntarily I shuddered at the notion of drinking English breakfast tea after twelve o’clock. Only a barbarian would drink English breakfast tea in the afternoon!

“Can I ask you something personal?” Sophie filled a round electric kettle with water from the tap.

“Er, yes,” I replied. “Of course.”

I prepared myself for mortifying comments regarding our unexpected–but highly erotic!–lovemaking on Mr Meyer’s desk, but I was wrong.

“Do you have any enemies, James?” She studied me and tilted her head to the side. “Or people who are after you for some reason?”

“No, of course not,” I said and chuckled at the absurd question. “Why on earth do you ask that?”

“Because I think someone is after you. They blew up your car and set your flat on fire.”

I stared at her and felt my jaw go slack.

“I’m pretty sure it was a pure accident,” I said slowly. “Someone’s fuel tank could have been leaking. I’ve seen oily water puddles in the garage before, and I’ve contacted the janitor about it. The explosion happened when I pressed the remote car key, so perhaps there was an electric spark that somehow ignited the fuel?”

“And the fire at your flat?”

“Well…” I said and trailed off. “It was just a strange coincidence. I guess that Pago might have managed to put on the gas somehow or nibbled at an electrical wire that made it unsafe and it caught fire.”

“Perhaps.” She sounded doubtful. “But what if it wasn’t?”

Her comment made me pause. It sounded far-fetched, almost like a conspiracy theory.

Perhaps next she’ll try to persuade me that the moon landing is a hoax? I thought, but deep down it made me a little bit worried.

“Are you honestly saying that someone is after me and they’re trying to kill me?” I raised my eyebrows. The words sounded even more bizarre and ridiculous when I said them out loud. “Isn’t that a little bit overdramatic?”

“Well.” Sophie bit her lower lip. “All I’m saying is that I can’t help but think that it’s rather strange that someone tried to blow up your car and burn down your flat on the same evening.”

She searched through the fridge and produced bread, butter, cheddar cheese, and cocktail tomatoes before she told me to help myself.

“I’ll admit that it’s a little bit weird,” I said and began making a sandwich. “However, it must have been a coincidence; it’s the only logical conclusion.”

“I don’t know… The office seems quite dull and boring, but there’s a lot of fierce competition going on in the background. You’re hard-working, but both Mike and Sandra are senior accountants too, and I bet they don’t like to be surpassed in their careers.”

“Mike got the Ladbroke case, and Sandra is going on maternity leave soon,” I said, and although I could envision Mike setting fire to my flat, Sandra–who was eight months pregnant and quite large–seemed like an unlikely candidate for the task.

Sandra can be a little bit passive-aggressive at times, but I sincerely doubt that she would set fire to my flat, I thought to myself.

“Perhaps you’re right,” Sophie said slowly. “But there is a lot of money involved in the firm, especially when it comes to expensive luxurious apartments.”

“That’s true,” I agreed. “However, I fail to see how that has anything to do with me? I’m just an accountant, after all.”

“How long have you been working at Addington & Wrights Solicitors?”

“Nearly twelve years,” I said and paused.

Has it really been that long? I furrowed my brown. It felt like I had started my internship a couple of weeks ago. How could time slip by so quickly?

“And how long has Mr Meyer worked at the firm?”

I mulled over the question while I chewed on my cheese sandwich. “I don’t know exactly, but he’s been working there for as long as I’ve been employed, so probably fifteen years or so. The only people who are new to the accounting department are you and Mike Wilson.”

Sophie was just about to reply when the water boiled and the kettle whistled. Pago woke up in his cage and copied the sound perfectly–only three times as loud!–which made my ears hurt.

“Welcome on board, sailor! Welcome on board!” Pago exclaimed and stretched his grey wings one after another.

My great-aunt had spent the better part of her retirement watching old movies, which in turn had resulted in that Pago had memorised an astonishing number of film quotes from everything from Casablanca to Hitchcock’s Dial M for Murder. He could even whistle several of the lead soundtracks with an eerie likeness.

“Aw, he’s so cute,” Sophie said and tickled him under his grey feathered chin through the metal bars of the cage. To my vast surprise Pago didn’t bite her, which I know would have been his automagical evil response if I had tried something similar. “Do you want some bread, Pago? You can have the crusts, they’ve got some nice sunflower and poppy seeds for you.”

“Lovebirds! Lovebirds!” Pago squeaked while he happily nibbled at the bread crusts that Sophie fed him.

Once he had torn the bread into pieces, he turned his head nearly 180 degrees in a feathered impression of The Exorcist and promptly went to sleep. Clearly the food, chocolate rush, and previous commotion–not to mention his near-death-experience!–had exhausted him.

Or perhaps he’s just stoned? I pondered. Didn’t poppy seeds contain opium, or was that just an urban legend? As long as he’s quiet, I don’t care.

“I still think it would have been wiser if we had waited for security and the police,” I said and sipped my tea.

“I don’t think it was worth the risk,” she said and added, “Besides, I don’t want anyone to know about… us.”

“I understand,” I said carefully and hid my feelings.

I suddenly lost my appetite, the tea tasted flat, and my sandwich turned into a dry sponge in my hand.

Of course, she’s ashamed about what we did, I concluded.

I could write an endless list of all my faults and flaws. And besides, girls like her didn’t sleep with guys like me, except in fairy tales or ridiculous Hollywood movies. Or Big Bang Theory, come to think about it. Everyone knew that Penny would never even look at Leonard or hang out with his nerdy friends.

Sophie sighed. “Don’t get me wrong, James. I don’t regret what we did, and I wouldn’t mind dating you and seeing where it leads.”

“But?” I filled in for her.

If she says ‘It isn’t about you, it’s me,’ I will scream out loud and leave this flat, I vowed silently.

“I’m new at the office, and I don’t want Mr Meyer or anyone else to think that I’m sleeping around. Besides, Mike has been quite forward in his attempts to try to make me go out with him.”

“Has he really?” I said and managed to hide my ice-cold rage at her last comment behind my tea mug.

I’m adding cyanide to his tea during the next Monday meeting! I decided. It wouldn’t be murder, I would be doing the world a favour.

“Does it make you jealous?” Sophie studied me with a small smile.

“No, of course not!” I scoffed loudly.

“Are you sure?”

“Well… perhaps a little bit,” I said in a half-strangled voice.

“I like that,” she said with a curved smile.

“I mean…” I cleared my throat. “You’re obviously a very attractive woman, and I’m not surprised that men would try to get to know you better. Or date you.”

Sophie put her tea mug down on the table and leaned closer. “There’s only one person that I would like to get to know better,” she said with a smile, and her smokey green eyes met mine. “As a matter of fact, I’m quite tired and wouldn’t mind going to bed.”

My mouth went dry and a swarm of nervous butterflies invaded my stomach and fluttered around aimlessly.

“I… I would like that too,” I replied and smiled back at her.

I followed her to the bedroom.

The room was white-painted and neutrally furnished with a wide bed with an upholstered headboard in beige that matched the bedcover, a chest of drawers in pale wood, and a small bedside table with a round reading lamp. Mirrored wardrobes covered the better part of the wall opposite the window.

My heart beat rapidly and a sensation of eager excitement and anticipation that I couldn’t deny, even if I wanted to, took hold of me.

“Undress,” Sophie ordered and closed the door behind me.

There was an edge of dominance in her voice that made me irresistibly turned on. A shiver danced down my spine and I shuddered involuntarily.

“Yes, mistress.” I obeyed instantly and began to loosen the knot to my grey-and-blue tie.

The corner of her lips turned into a pleased smile.

“You’re very eager to please, aren’t you?” Sophie said huskily and arched an eyebrow.

“Yes,” I mumbled and looked down.

“I like men who know how to submit,” she said and took a step closer to me. “I like watching them crawl around my feet and beg for me.”

Her comment made me grow harder against my will. She read me like an open book, and I didn’t dare to reply as she walked around me and trailed her long bright red nails along my shoulder.

“Tell me what you desire,” she whispered seductively close to my ear. “Is there something specific that you’ve fantasised about? Something naughty, perhaps? Or a little bit kinky?”

There were a hundred answers to her question. Things I wanted to do, things that made me blush, and things I barely dared to admit to anyone that I desperately wanted to try.

“I…” I said and trailed off, suddenly unable to finish the sentence. “I don’t know.”

“It’s okay to be nervous,” she said.

“It’s just…” I took a deep breath. “I’m… not really that experienced with this type of sex.”

An understatement of the year, I thought to myself.

“You mean BDSM?”

“Well, yes,” I managed to say in a half-strangled voice.

“That’s okay.” Sophie smiled at me before she added, “You know, no one is born as a dominating sex god or fully experienced from the start.”

“You’re right, of course.”

“And I’m not as experienced as you might think. I only recently discovered the BDSM scene.”

“Really?” I arched my eyebrows in surprise. Somehow, I found her comment highly unlikely.

“It’s true,” she said lightly. “I’ve been in relationships before, and although some of them were good, they were never really satisfying, if you know what I mean?”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

Or at least I knew exactly what it was like to live in a relationship and not dare to be open and honest about your sexual needs and preferences, until sex turned into a meaningless chore that happened once a month–if you were lucky.

“Then a couple of years ago, I went to a hen party with a colleague of mine, and we ended up at a BDSM club… We dared each other to go up on the stage to get spanked.”

A BDSM club? I thought, unable to stop the express train of questions. What type of spanking? What had she been wearing? Had she enjoyed it? Would I enjoy something like that?

I licked my lips without thinking and tried to regain control over my galloping thoughts, but the highly erotic mental pictures refused to go away.

In my mind Sophie wore high black leather boots that moulded themselves around her thighs, a provokingly short slutty miniskirt in leather, a corset in latex, and held a long braided leather whip. ‘Bend over,’ she would whisper huskily in my ear, and I would do as I was told…

I swallowed hard and tried to get the mental pictures out of my head, but they refused to abandon me.

“Eh, what happened at the club?” I asked a little bit unsteadily.

I was dying to know.

“Well, although I enjoyed getting spanked, I realised almost immediately that I wanted to be the one holding the leather paddle and not the other way around,” she said and admitted, “It turns me on to be in control and on top of the situation…”

“I see,” I mumbled while I fumbled with my tie.

“So I’m going to ask you again…” Sophie lowered her voice and lightly ran her fingertips down my chest before she trailed her fingers over my hardness. I gasped out loud in response. “Are you sure that there isn’t anything you would like to try tonight together with me?”

“Well, there is one thing…” My pulse increased rapidly.

“Yes? Tell me what it is.” She moved closer and brushed her soft lips against mine, dangerously close, but without actually kissing me.

I barely breathed. A tiny drop of sweat was making its way down my temple, and I began to tremble slightly. It felt like I was standing at the edge of a cliff, wavering. My stomach was in a tight knot of anticipation and desire mingled with raw fear.

She’s going to reject me, or laugh, or possibly both, a shrill voice at the back of my head warned me. But what if she doesn’t? another sultry voice replied.

“I’ve… I’ve always dreamt about getting tied up by a woman,” I said hoarsely. The words left my mouth as if they were in a hurry.

Sophie smiled broadly. Her green eyes twinkled with delight.

“That can easily be arranged,” she purred. “In fact, it would be my absolute pleasure…”

She walked over to the wardrobes, slid one of the mirrored doors to the side, and bent down before she picked up what looked like a wooden chest the size of a smaller suitcase and placed it on the chest of drawers by the window. The chest was made out of some sort of burgundy-red wood that I didn’t know the name of. It had a black wrought-iron lock that made a faint click when she turned the key.

Slowly she opened the wooden lid. From where I stood, I couldn’t see what was inside the chest, but my wild fantasy filled it with all types of sex toys and BDSM accessories.

A spanking paddle? Rounded ball gags with leather straps? Velvet blindfolds or clothes pegs? The thoughts made me excited in a way I couldn’t described. Like Pandora’s box, the chest could contain anything or everything, and no one knew what happened if you opened it.

“Hm…” Sophie gave me a sly sideways glance, and it sounded almost like she was thinking out loud as she continued, “What should I choose? I wonder. Handcuffs or rope? Or silk ribbon? I can’t really make up my mind.”

I swallowed hard. Raw excitement and dark anticipation were already roaring through my body.

The idea of handcuffs made me more nervous than I wanted to admit although the thought of cold, unforgivingly hard metal around my wrists–and perhaps ankles?–that would render me helpless and completely at her mercy was more than a little bit titillating. Silk ribbons, on the other hand, sounded sensual and erotic in a completely different way, while the idea of a sturdy rope that would dig into my flesh made me more turned on in a way that I didn’t want to admit even to myself.

“I think we’ll use hemp rope for tonight,” Sophie said with a sweet smile and retrieved a bundle of rope from the wooden chest.

The rope was the same width as my index finger and artfully tied into a complicated figure-eight knot.

“Okay,” I said hoarsely and swallowed hard.

“Before we begin, we need to establish a safe word,” she said. “Do you know what that is?”

“Yes,” I said and felt my cheeks colour up. Although I had never used a safe word in my entire life, I had read my fair share of erotic short stories at Nifty, after all.

“I suggest that we use two safe words. The first one is simply slow down, which means that you’re okay with what we’re doing, but you’re feeling nervous or you’re getting close to the edge of what you can handle.”

“That sounds like a good idea.” I nodded.

“The real safe word is summer. If you say that word, I’ll immediately stop what I’m doing and untie you.” She paused. “It goes without saying that I would never be annoyed or disappointed if you use the safe word.”

“I understand,” I said and cleared my throat.

“Very good,” she said with a curved smile. She smacked the rope against her thigh with a slap and added in a strict tone, “Now undress for me or I’ll spank you.”

Spanking is okay, I thought sinfully, but I did as I was told and removed my clothes.

She studied me quietly with a small smile while she played with the thick rope in her hands. I was both nervous and excited. My heart was beating so rapidly in my chest I was sure she could hear it.

Gently she placed her hands on my chest and pushed me backwards on the bed that smelled faintly of cotton and lavender fabric softener.

“Do you know what Kinbaku-bi is?” Sophie asked.

I hesitated and furrowed my brow. “It’s some sort of bondage, I think?”

I was hypnotised by the way her fingers moved as she created a series of complicated loops with the long hemp rope.

“It’s Japanese for ‘the beauty or art of tight binding’. It’s a form of erotic and aesthetic bondage,” Sophie explained before she added, “Sit up for me.”

I obeyed her and she looped several loops of the rope over my head before she adjusted the knots around my bare chest and stomach. The rope ran in elaborate Xs across my chest in a decorative pattern.

Sophie raised my hands behind my head and tied them together before she weaved the rope into the previous pattern across my body. I thought she was finished with me, but she wasn’t. Instead she turned her attention to my legs, and with a high level of expertise and attention to detail, she placed several loops of rope around my crossed ankles and tied them together.

It gradually became clear to me that I really wouldn’t be able to get free without risking dislocating my shoulder–or worse! The fact that I would be completely powerless once she was finished made me increasingly anxious. My breathing became shallow and my palms turned moist. I bit my lower lip.

What if she decides to take weird photos of me that she will post online? Or what if she is into some serious torture BDSM? Or snuff movies? I thought and swallowed hard.

Who knew? After all, I barely knew her.

A part of me told me this was crazy and that I shouldn’t trust her. But at the same time the idea of being helpless and completely at her mercy made me irresistibly turned on.

“Is it comfortable?” Sophie asked once she had finished tying the knots.

“Yes.”

She smiled at me as she tightened the rope further. It dug into my flesh, and I could see in her eyes that she knew it hurt.

“And now?”

“You’re hurting me,” I said breathlessly.

Please do it again, I thought. Harder.

“It’s meant to hurt a little,” she whispered in my ear and slowly licked the edge of my ear lobe teasingly. “Let’s begin, shall we?”

I watched her undress slowly and felt myself grow harder as she finally took off her red bra and slid her matching knickers down to her ankles before she stepped out of them on the floor. Hard and ready, I waited for her in bed, tied up.

“What should I do with you, hm?” she mumbled almost to herself and lay down on the side of the bed next to me. Teasingly she stroked me lightly.

“You can do whatever you want with me,” I replied hoarsely. “I’m yours…”

She kissed me slowly and lavishly. I groaned, and without thinking, I tried to reach out to pull her closer, but the thick rope held me prisoner. My breathing became more and more unsteady as she kissed me deeper and let her hands travel freely over my tied body while I mindlessly struggled to get free.

The sensation of the hard rope against my sensitive skin only served to make me even more excited and frustrated in a wonderful combination that I had never experienced before.

“I love it when you struggle,” she whispered in my ear. “It’s turning me on…”

“You’re making me crazy,” I growled softly in reply.

“Good.”

She smiled at me mischievously before she pushed me further down.

It took me a moment before I realised what she had in mind. My shoulders protested quietly at the uncomfortable position, but she didn’t care and simply placed a hand around my neck and guided me down between her legs.

I closed my eyes and trailed my tongue slowly along her swollen labia while she sighed with pleasure and moved closer to me. She was warm, wet, and tasted vaguely like some sort of exotic seafood.

The only thing I wanted was to please her as I slowly began to explore her most sensitive spot. She moaned softly in reply and arched her back for me eagerly. I licked her and followed her rhythm until I felt her unfold for me gradually. Her breathing became shallow and unsteady as she grew more and more excited.

“Yes, yes, yes…” she moaned loudly and placed her naked leg shamelessly over my tied shoulder and pressed herself closer to me rhythmically, urging me on. “Oh, yes.”

Her long nails scratched my back raw. I felt her thighs and all her muscles tense as in cramp before she reached her climax. Her whole body shuddered and her grip around my neck tightened as she cried out.

It took a couple of minutes until her breathing was steady and normal again. She stroked my hair affectionately and said, “If I had known that you knew how to do that, I would have tied you up the first day at the office.”

“Thank you, mistress,” I replied, and a small smug feeling spread from the centre of my stomach.

“No–thank you,” she said and kissed me on the mouth.

It was a slow kiss in the beginning, and although she was satisfied, I wasn’t. I tried to deepened the kiss and move closer to her.

“Oh, my darling, you’re not in control tonight,” she said and teasingly slapped my naked bottom.

The sound of her open palm as it smacked against my bare buttock in combination with already being severely turned on brought my excitement up several notches to an entirely new level, and I couldn’t help it when a small whine left my lips.

“Please,” I mumbled and abandoned the last of my self-respect.

I didn’t care if she thought I was needy, I wanted her so desperately my body was covered in a thin layer of sweat, and I was trembling uncontrollably.

“You should learn to wait,” she reprimanded me and teasingly rubbed the tip of my erection that was moist with precum. “But I do like it when you beg so sweetly.”

“Please, I’ll do anything for you,” I moaned.

She kissed me deeper until I was breathless and dangerously close to coming all over her bed.

“Beg for it,” she whispered in a husky voice in my ear.

She moved closer to me and let me kiss her rounded breasts. I covered them with wet kisses and licked one of her nipples before I sucked on it until she moaned and it grew hard and small in my mouth.

“I want you so badly. I’ll do anything for you,” I mumbled. The words left my lips of their own accord as if I had lost all willpower over myself. “Please…”

She had reduced me to nothing. She was my mistress, and she was in control of everything.

She knew it, I knew it, and we both knew that I was loving every second of it.

“You’re quite irresistible when you beg like that.”

“Please,” I mumbled, helplessly lost in a storm of burning hot desire that threatened to sweep me away and consume me.

I thought I would come directly when she finally guided me inside. It took every ounce of my self-control to resist the impulse to thrust my hips forward deep and hard. She kissed me thoroughly and wrapped her ankles around my hips. I gasped out loud as she increased the pace and pushed herself closer, faster and faster until I felt her tighten around me.

“Please, can I come now?” I mumbled and burrowed myself deeply inside her to show my intention.

“Yes, come for me.” She kissed me deeply until our tongues met and I thrust myself deeply against her.

I felt her tighten around me, and she bit my shoulder hard when she came for the second time with a long moan. The rope dug into my flesh as I strained my muscles and I finally came deep inside her. I gasped for air and my entire body shook in uncontrollable tremors for several minutes afterwards.

I opened and closed my eyes, but the world refused to come into focus. It took me an eternity until I had calmed down and my thoughts began to form coherent sentences again. I leaned my head against her soft breast and listen to her beating heart while she stroked my hair slowly as if I were her favourite pet.

A sensation of pure calmness and deep satisfaction that I had never experienced before spread over me like a soft blanket, and I nearly drifted off to sleep.

“You aren’t falling asleep, are you?”

“No… of course not,” I lied unconvincingly.

“Liar,” she said with a smile and shook her head at me. “Get up so that I can help untie you and have a shower.”

I groaned, but she didn’t care about my protests. She untied the knots and removed the rope and clicked her tongue when she saw the red marks they had left around my ankles and on my shoulders.

“You should have told me that it was too tight,” Sophie chided me.

“I didn’t mind,” I said.

“You say that now, but wait until I’ve put Dettol on it. It’s going to hurt.”

“I don’t mind that either,” I said with a small smile.

She was right, the antiseptic liquid did sting quite a bit, but I would be lying if I said that I didn’t enjoy the brief pain and the way she fussed over me.

The day caught up with me when we went to bed together, and although I wanted to stay awake, I fell asleep almost immediately with one arm around her warm, sensual body.

Sophie waited until his breathing was slow and even before she left the bed without a sound.

Quietly she moved through the flat. She began searching through his trousers, which she found in a crumpled pile next to the end of the bed. But to her disappointment the pockets were empty. She searched through the rest of his clothes. In the blazer she found his wallet and looked through it. Driving licence, a couple of credit cards, various reward cards, a library card, and thirty-five pounds and spare change. Nothing out of the ordinary or anything that seemed strange. She replaced the wallet and went through the last pockets.

At the bottom of his right pocket in the blazer, her fingers brushed against something. Her hand closed around the object and she pulled it out. With a thoughtful frown, she studied the simple golden wedding ring for a moment before she replaced it.

In the other pocket she found what she was looking for: the remote car key.

Sophie got up and quietly walked over to the kitchen, where she turned on the light over the hob and got out a small screwdriver kit from her handbag. She selected a miniature Philips screwdriver and swiftly open the black plastic cover to the car key. Inside there was a round lithium battery and a green circuit board connected to several tiny wires. She leaned forward and studied the green circuit board closely in the light from the kitchen cooker hood.

“Just as I thought,” Sophie mumbled to herself.

She screwed back the plastic cover and slipped the remote car key back into the pocket before she tiptoed back to bed, where James was sleeping.

The End
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Please note: This is a romantic and erotic 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!

xxx / Tara Jones

www.naughtywriting.com

OEBPS/image_504.jpg
BODYGUARD
»






OEBPS/image_69.jpg
GET FREE STEAMY STORIES! »

W m LIST





OEBPS/image_58.jpg





OEBPS/image_497.jpg
GET FREE STEAMY STORIES!

Join TS





OEBPS/image_8.jpg
FROM THE AUTHOR OF ‘DOMINATED BY THE LIBRARIAN’

DOMINATED

-

Male Submissi »- Succumb to Please He

éﬁ) (e yonw € &





OEBPS/image_54.jpg
Tare Jores Surrender to Please Her
Zirex fones Surrender to Obey

Tt Jores Sutrendeneljour Mistress
arex Jores Surrender to Submic

| 7ea Jorves  Surrender Forcver

/






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_462.jpg
. p(E“rAil

P %mw






