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Dominated by my Secretary

Male Submission: Succumb to Your Desire

by Tara Jones

The cold, sharp blade against his throat took Magnus entirely by surprise.

“Do not move,” a woman whispered in an East European voice next to his ear. She was so close he could feel her breath against his exposed neck.

Magnus froze. Only a handful of people in the world could sneak up on him, and he recognised the female voice. It made all his hair stand on end as if someone had walked across his grave. He knew exactly who he was dealing with–and how dangerous she was.

“Kithira Jurowski,” he managed to say. “What are you doing here?”

She ignored his question. “It has been a while, yes?” Kithira replied. “I have not seen you since the Hong Kong massacre four years ago.”

“What do you want?” Magnus fought the urge to swallow hard. His mouth had turned into ash, and his tongue was dry sandpaper.

The sharp knife was pressed directly against the carotid artery on the left side of his exposed throat. Even the smallest motion could be his last. A flick of her wrist and Magnus knew he would bleed out all over the cheap blue carpet within a minute as sure as the sun would rise in the east. Kithira Jurowski had a well-earned reputation dripping in sticky red blood and had killed more people than anyone else he knew. She wasn’t a forgiving or compromising kind of person.

“I want information,” Kithira said calmly.

“About what?”

“Everything.”

“Will you let me leave this room alive if I tell you everything I know?”

“Are you really in a position to bargain?” She increased the pressure of the blade a fraction. It was enough to cut through his skin, and a small drop of blood snaked its way down his exposed throat. His black T-shirt soaked up the blood greedily. “I think not.”

“We both know the answer to that question.” Magnus forced his tone to remain steady. “I’ll tell you everything I know if you let me live.”

“You will tell me everything anyway,” Kithira concluded in a perfectly emotionless tone that made an icy shiver race down his spine.

“Are you threatening me?” Magnus asked.

“Of course not.” She scoffed in disgust. “What are we? Boy Scouts? Amateurs?”

“No, of course not,” he agreed. “How… how did you know I was here?”

Desperately he tried to buy himself some precious time. The odds that she would slip and make a mistake were slim, but it was the only chance he had.

“I like to keep an eye on dangerous people, like yourself,” Kithira said and paused. “I knew that you had accepted this job, I read the email.”

“I didn’t know that you were a hacker.” Magnus raised an eyebrow. His eyebrows were the same colour as his blond hair that was so pale it was almost white. In fact, he was so pale and colourless people sometimes thought he had albinism.

“I am not a hacker,” Kithira replied before she added, “But I happen to know someone who is very good at computers.”

“I see,” Magnus said slowly while he tried to put the pieces of information together like a jigsaw puzzle. “How did you know where to find me?”

“If I were a professional hitman and sniper, this is the flat I would choose,” she said calmly. “It was listed on Airbnb, and you rented it under a false name.”

“Of course,” Magnus mumbled as realisation dawned upon him. The tiny mistake was probably going to cost him his life.

“It was easy,” she said casually. “Personally, I think you are getting… what is the word in English? Sloppy?”

Magnus frowned before he decided to let the insult slide.

“Who is paying you?” he asked, trying to change the topic.

“Does it matter?”

“Yes. If you’re going to kill me, I would like to know who ordered it,” Magnus said and hesitated before he continued, “Besides, I thought you didn’t do these types of jobs anymore? I heard you quit the game?”

Kithira grew unnervingly still, like a predator before it strikes. She pressed the blade closer to his throat, and he involuntarily straightened his back and gasped.

“I do not kill people for money anymore. I’m not like you,” Kithira said. Her voice was cold as a frosty winter night. “But sometimes it is necessary to kill people to protect others, yes?”

“You don’t have to kill me,” Magnus said. “I’ll tell you everything I know, and then I’ll disappear.”

“I do not trust you.”

“But you know it’s true,” Magnus said. “After all, disappearing is my speciality, that is why they call me ‘Ghost’.”

Kithira paused for a long moment that stretched out.

“Good answer,” she said at last and removed the sharp hunting knife from his throat and stepped away from him. She turned one of the kitchen chairs around and straddled it. “Talk, and I might spare your life.”

Her eyes were dark and emotionless as she pointed a 9 mm Beretta with a silencer directly at Magnus. They both knew it was a point-blank shot that was impossible to dodge or miss.

Magnus took a deep breath. He didn’t want to betray his employers, but he knew he didn’t have any other choice.

“What do you know about the latest terrorist attacks that have been carried out in London?” he asked her.

I wasn’t really awake, but instinctively I pulled her closer and nuzzled her long blond hair.

Her soft hair smelled faintly of the strawberry shampoo that she used, and her sensual body was warm and relaxed. Although I wasn’t completely awake yet, other parts of my body had woken up before me, I realised as she moved closer to me. We were spooning each other, and I felt her soft bottom against my erection under the sheets.

It was late, the sun had gone down and we had slept for the better part of the afternoon.

“Good morning,” I mumbled softly. “Are you awake?”

“Yes, I think so,” Sophie replied and covered her yawn with the back of her hand. “And so are you, I’ve noticed.”

“It isn’t my fault that you’re both beautiful and irresistible,” I said.

“Am I now?” She moved closer and arched her spine teasingly.

“Yes,” I replied a little bit unsteadily.

She sat up in the bed and leaned forward to look at the computer screen at the desk in the corner of the room. I groaned in disappointment as she moved away from me.

“It’s seven o’clock, but the computer is still working through the rest of the algorithms,” she said. With a mischievous smile that made my heart melt, she gathered my wrists and held them above my head as she pushed me on my back. “I guess that means we don’t have to leave the bed right away…”

She kissed me slowly and I felt myself grow harder.

“That sounds fine by me,” I mumbled.

“I’d like to tie you up again,” she whispered seductively in my ear. “Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“I guess we’ll have to improvise a little bit,” Sophie said and gave me a curved smile that made my heart skip a beat.

She reached for the white bathrobe that hung on a chair next to the bed. My pulse increased and my mouth went dry as she played with the white bathrobe belt in her hands. All the memories from the previous night at her flat when she had tied me up with a long hemp rope instantly came back to me, and I felt myself grow more excited. Raw need and eager anticipation tore at me and demanded my undivided attention.

Tie me up, use me, do whatever you want with me, I begged her silently.

“Put your wrists together,” she ordered in a husky voice.

“Yes, mistress,” I said.

For a moment I met her smokey green eyes before I quickly averted my eyes again. For some reason that I couldn’t explain it felt wrong to meet her direct gaze.

“You’re so wonderfully submissive by nature,” she said in a pleased tone that made me oddly proud in a way I couldn’t describe or completely understand.

“Thank you, mistress,” I mumbled.

She tied my wrists together tightly and gave me a smile before she looped the white belt over my head and around my neck. I felt the blood drain from my face, and my stomach filled with ice. While I had nothing against being tied up, having a rope around my throat was something else entirely. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust her, it was more a basic instinctive reaction that made me wary and increasingly nervous–but in a bad way.

This could go horribly wrong, I thought and stifled the impulse to chew my lower lip. I didn’t want to disappoint her, but I knew deep down that I had to tell her to stop or I would probably freak out.

What is the safe word again? I wondered as panic began to spread through my body. I took a deep breath to get my feelings under control.

“I-I think,” I began to say. I cleared my throat and said, “Slow down.”

Sophie hesitated for a moment, and cold despair washed over me.

I’m going to ruin everything, I thought and quickly changed my mind. “I mean, it’s okay. I’m fine. I-I don’t mind what you’re doing.”

But Sophie removed the white belt from my neck, and although it had never been tight, I instinctively took a deep and unsteady breath.

“It’s all right for you to set limits,” she said in a gentle tone before she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me. “I like it when you submit to me, but I want you to tell me if I’m doing something that is making you anxious or scared.”

“Okay,” I mumbled, unconvinced.

“I’m serious, I mean it.” Sophie caught my gaze and held it. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I replied.

She gave me a small smile. “Do you want me to continue, or do you want us to snuggle instead?”

“I… I would like you to continue,” I said and teasingly pushed my hips forward. My desire had returned, and I felt myself grow harder again. “Please,” I moaned shamelessly.

“You’re such a slut,” she said, but her comment only served to make me more turned on.

“Yes,” I agreed breathlessly.

She raised my hands over my head and tied the loose ends of the bathrobe belt to the bed frame so that my wrists were firmly secured. Instinctively I pulled against it and tried to get free, but the tight knots held me in place.

“Struggle as much as you like, darling. But you’re not going anywhere,” Sophie said with a small curved smile while she straddled me. “I can do whatever I want with you.”

She kissed me slowly and pressed her naked body against mine. I groaned softly as my hard erection rubbed against the inside of her thigh.

“I want you…” I said hoarsely.

“I can feel that,” she said and stroked my full erection teasingly. “But you’re not allowed to come until I tell you to.”

“What?” I gasped. “That seems incredibly unfair.”

“I know,” she replied with a superior smile before she moved her hips closer so that only the tip of my erection entered her.

The sensation was both maddening and highly erotic.

Her self-control was much more advanced than mine, and while she gently rocked her hips against me rhythmically, I could feel her getting more and more excited and wet. She kept me on the edge of coming while she teasingly kissed me and touched me everywhere. I lost control and strained against the bathrobe belt, but she only laughed softly at me and my helpless attempts to get free.

“Tsk-tsk,” she tutted. “If you lose control again, I’ll punish you.”

How she had imagined that I would be able to control myself was a mystery. She deliberately teased me and stroked me until I lost control again and came dangerously close to coming.

“Shame on you,” she purred before she teasingly bit one of my nipples. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but to my surprise it made me even more turned on.

“Again,” I whispered, helplessly lost in dark desire.

“Bad boy,” she whispered and bit me a little bit harder while she at the same time pinched my balls with her long nails.

Pain and pleasure mixed in an unholy combination.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please… do it again.”

I didn’t care if I sounded pathetic when I begged her to continue. I had lost all self-control and modesty.

She owned me and had reduced me to her willing slave.

I was far beyond excited, and I lost all concept of reality. It was like I had wandered off and accidentally stumbled into another realm, where the only thing that mattered was her pleasure as she finally rode me faster and faster. I mindlessly struggled to get free to pull her closer when I felt her tightening around me, and her nails dug into my shoulders.

“You can come now,” she said in an unsteady voice. “I give you my permission.”

I didn’t even have to thrust against her, I came instantly in an orgasm that was so intense I almost blacked out. I trembled involuntarily, my breath was ragged, and bright white spots danced before my eyes.

“Oh, my god,” I mumbled incoherently.

“I agree,” Sophie replied and leaned her head against my chest.

We lay there for several minutes, until she finally untied me and kissed me tenderly.

“You’re amazing,” I said and meant every word.

“I know.” She smiled at me.

I think I’m in love with you, I thought. My mind formed the words, but I didn’t dare to say them out loud.

I took a long and well-deserved shower. When I stepped out from the bathroom, Sophie was sitting in front of the computer.

“I got it!” she exclaimed.

“What do you mean?” I said while I dried my short sand blond hair with a fluffy white towel that seemed to belong to a posh hotel.

“The code!” Her cheeks had turned rosy pink, and her voice was filled with bubbling excitement. “The algorithm program is finished–it has broken the encryption!”

I leaned closer and looked at the computer screen over her shoulder. The neat rows of numbers told me nothing. “What does it mean?”

“It’s a numeric cipher! It’s directly linked to the book that you picked up at the antiquarian bookshop,” Sophie explained. “I’m pretty sure it’s an Ottendorf cipher.”

“A what?” I frowned.

“An Ottendorf cipher is a specific version of a book code,” she explained. “It uses numbers that translate to a page, a row, and a specific letter inside the first word in that row.”

“Okay.”

“It means that you can string together other types of words that you normally can’t find in a book or encyclopedia, like an address or a meeting place. For example, you can spell out ‘Buckingham Palace’ using the Ottendorf cipher, but if you’re using an ordinary book code, you would have to find a book that contained the words Buckingham and palace. Do you understand what I mean?”

“That’s pretty smart,” I said, trying to follow her explanation.

“It is,” she agreed and pointed at a number on the screen. “Each number correlates with a letter in C. S. Lewis’s children’s book. For example, the number 230501 means turn to page 23, look at row five, and write down the first letter in that word. Then next one is 721204, which means turn to page 72, row twelve, and the forth letter in that word.”

“I see,” I said.

“I wish we had the right book.” Sophie sighed and bit her lip thoughtfully. “If we had more time, we could get hold of all the printed editions of The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe and go through them one by one.”

“But I don’t understand,” I said slowly and furrowed my brow. “Is there really such a large difference between printed editions? Isn’t it pretty much the same words in all of the editions?”

“You’re right,” she said and added, “The books won’t differ that much, but because they’re printed differently, the words will move around and mess up the cipher. It’s almost impossible to crack the code without the right edition of the book.”

“Can’t you use some sort of computer program to figure it out?”

“In theory, yes, but I don’t dare contact the government department and access the right program. It was pure luck I had the algorithm program installed on this computer, to be honest,” Sophie said.

“I see,” I said thoughtfully.

“Only three people know my true identity, but my flat was targeted anyway, and we were chased by hitmen.” Sophie paused for a moment before she added, “That can only mean two things: either I’ve been betrayed by a double agent, or someone has a mole that is spying on the secret department at British intelligence.”

Double agents? Moles? Spying? My head spun around and I felt like I had stepped directly into the Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy movie. Any second now Gary Oldman would open the door to the flat, wearing a pair of thick 1970s brown glasses.

I looked around, but neither Gary Oldman–or Colin Firth for that matter–showed up.

“So what should we do now?” I said at last.

“I don’t know,” Sophie said with a small sigh. “I can’t send the numeric code to the department because that could lead them here, or the terrorist network will figure out that we have the code. Everyone would go underground and we would miss the chance to catch them!”

“But there has to be something that we could do.”

“Well,” Sophie said slowly and narrowed her eyes. A small crease formed on her forehead. She was quiet for a while. “Actually, there is another way…”

“What do you mean?”

Her fingers danced over the keyboard at lightning speed.

“If we can’t use modern computers to break the cryptic code, perhaps we can go old school?” she mumbled to herself. “Aha! I knew I had read about it somewhere! Look, the Science Museum has a new exhibition. It’s called Codebreaker.”

“Codebreaker?”

“It’s an exhibition about the history of encryption and Alan Turing, who broke the code of the Germans’ Enigma machine during the Second World War.”

“I see.” I vaguely remembered that I had seen a documentary about the Enigma machine on the History Channel a couple of years ago.

She clicked on a link on the website. “It’s a joint exhibition. The Science Museum has borrowed several code-breaking machines from different museums in the UK, including the original bombe machine from Bletchley Park.”

“Okay,” I said slowly.

“We could use their old machines and break the code!” Her voice was filled with happy excitement.

“But I don’t think the Science Museum is open this late, it’s nine o’clock in the evening, and I’m not sure they’ll let you borrow their equipment,” I said with a frown.

“Who cares about when the museum is open?” Sophie smiled roguishly at me. “And who said anything about asking permission to use their vintage code-breaking machines?”

She arched a perfect eyebrow.

“Sophie,” I said slowly and shook my head, “please tell me that you’re not going to suggest what I think you’re planning…” I gently massaged my temple and tried to prepare myself for the worst.

“You mean like an innocent little break-in?” She tilted her head slightly to one side and pouted her mouth in the most adorable way.

I’m not going to get dragged into this! I promised myself. My life was all too complicated the way it was!

“It’s illegal and an absolutely horrible idea,” I said sternly before I added for good measure, “Sophie, seriously, it’s mad!”

Worst. Idea. Ever, I concluded silently and stifled the urge to grab one of the pillows on the bed and scream into it.

“Does that mean that you won’t come with me?” Her large green eyes made her look like a cuter version of the animated Puss in Boots cat. “I got a weird text message from Kithira who told me that no one is following us anymore, but I might end up in trouble without you…”

I exhaled slowly and pinched the bridge of my nose hard. A terrible headache was building up at the back of my head.

“Is there anything that I can say to make you change your mind and realise what a bad idea this is?” I said at last.

She pondered my question for a moment. “No, not really.”

“Okay, I’ll come with you.” I sighed deeply. “But for the record, I don’t like it at all and I’m only doing it to protect you.”

“Thank you, you’re the best!” Sophie said and kissed me on the cheek.

“It’s a terrible idea,” I said.

“I’ll make up for it later, I promise.” She smiled roguishly at me.

We left Pago in his cage together with several bars of Twix at the flat and took the underground to South Kensington, where the Science Museum was located. Trying to break into a museum without getting caught and arrested was going to be hard enough without a shrieking chocolate-addicted parrot tagging along, and Pago seemed content to be left alone with a small mountain of chocolate to devour.

Once this is over, I’ll contact a specialist vet that will help him deal with his chocolate addiction, I promised myself guiltily.

The Science Museum was an imposing building from the nineteenth century. It had a row of large stone pillars, which were lit up by bluish light from large spotlights on the ground, which made it look strangely futuristic in a kind of steampunk manner. I had a growing feeling that any moment a cigar-shaped airship would emerge through the dark clouds above our heads and someone would lower a rope ladder from the roof of the museum, but it didn’t happen.

“Can I just remind you once again that I think this is a terribly bad idea?” I told Sophie as we walked down Imperial College Road for the third time as we circled the museum.

“I know you don’t like it,” Sophie replied, somewhat distracted, as she kept looking at her mobile phone, which she discreetly aimed towards the museum, “but it won’t affect my decision.”

“I strongly object to your plan.” I tried again to make her see sense.

“Come on, it will be fun. Where is your sense of adventure, James?”

‘Dead and buried ever since I fell out of a treehouse at the age of seven and broke my collarbone,’ I wanted to say.

But the truth was that I didn’t have a sense of adventure–and I didn’t want one either! Especially since it most likely would result in a prison sentence for burglary–or worse!

I clenched my teeth and bit back a sour comment before I decided that grumbling complaints like an old man was far beneath me.

“This is completely against all moral principles, not to mention it’s illegal,” I muttered under my breath.

“Did you say something?” Sophie glanced at me from the corner of her eye.

“No, nothing,” I mumbled and dug my hands deeper in the pockets of my trench coat.

It’s a horrible plan, and it will most certainly get us arrested! I thought to myself.

How on earth had I ended up in this situation? I had no recollection of it saying ‘break in to the Science Museum together with my dominant, sexy secretary’ in my MS Outlook meeting schedule this week. Or any week at all, for that matter.

“I’m almost finished.” Sophie interrupted my inner musings.

“What exactly are you doing?” I asked and peered at the screen.

“I’m scanning the museum and creating a map of the layout,” Sophie replied. “The software program is measuring wall density, distance, and residual body heat. It’s building up a three-dimensional map and identifying if there are any people in the building.”

“That sounds pretty advanced,” I commented and raised my eyebrows. Against my will I was a little bit impressed.

“We stole the technique from the Americans a couple of years ago,” she said casually and shrugged.

“I see,” I said slowly as I digested her comment.

I still had problems accepting the idea that my new secretary was a secret spy and worked for the British government. It seemed far-fetched and unrealistic, to say the least.

“There, all done.” Sophie pressed a button and showed me a digital grid system on her phone. “The green lines are the walls, and the red contours are people. At the moment there are four persons in the building.”

I looked at the screen, and although the contrast between green and red wasn’t strong enough for me to be able to differentiate between them since I was colour-blind, I understood what she meant anyway.

“Are all of them security guards?” I wondered out loud.

Clearly the Science Museum had a larger budget for security than I would have guessed, if they could afford four people working night shift. Addington & Wrights Solicitors, where I worked, had one hired night guard, as far as I knew.

On the other hand, perhaps an old museum has more valuable objects than a solicitor firm? I concluded to myself.

“I don’t think all of them are security guards,” Sophie said and shook her head. “Judging by how they move around, I’d say that two of them are guards, one person is someone working late, and the last person is probably the cleaner, who is currently leaving. Look.”

I looked at the screen. A blurry outline of a person was heading towards an exit door before it disappeared. “I see what you mean.”

“It appears that one of the security guards walks around the museum each half hour, while the other guard sits in front of the computers and watches the monitors, before they take turns.”

So one of the guards is always playing Tetris and drinking tea while the other one is actually working, I thought.

My trust towards underpaid security guards was low and mainly based on my observation from years at my office.

“But there is something that I don’t understand,” I said. “If the museum is constantly under surveillance and patrolled regularly by security guards, how on earth are we going to get in undetected and use the code-breaking machine?”

“You’ll see,” Sophie said. “Follow me and I’ll show you.”

She gave me a small mysterious smile that made my heart skip a beat.

Against my better judgement–and against all of my moral principles and common sense!–I followed her as she headed towards the dark museum.

This is completely mad, I thought to myself, and added–not for the first time–It’s going to end in disaster!

In my mind I had imagined that we would find a fire staircase and climb up on the roof of the museum. Perhaps Sophie would change clothes to something black and skintight before she would use a sharp diamond glass cutter and make a perfect round hole in the slanted roof ceiling? She would slowly lower herself in a harness and smoothly avoid randomly moving laser beams that would trigger the alarm.

However, I was entirely wrong.

Instead of turning into a black-dressed ninja cat burglar inspired by the Mission: Impossible and Ocean’s Twelve movies, Sophie simply strolled towards the back door for employees where we had seen the cleaner leave earlier.

She stopped fifteen feet from the door and dug up what seemed to be a combination between a bulky camera and a bright yellow Nerf gun from her champagne-coloured handbag. The Nerf gun camera looked like it could have been a movie prop in any of the Ghostbusters movies–including the new remake, which was surprisingly good.

Not that I watched movies like that, of course. I preferred educational documentaries and the news, but sometimes I would watch movies or Netflix with Pago on weekends when I didn’t have anything else to do.

“What are you doing?” I whispered and nodded towards the Nerf gun. “And what’s that?”

“It’s an EMP. I’m going to use it to disable the security system.”

“EMP?”

“It’s an electromagnetic pulse,” Sophie explained while she turned a couple of large grey knobs on the device. “It will temporarily disable all electronics in a small area, and the security system will have to reboot. During that time gap, we can sneak past the cameras without being filmed. It will only look like a temporary glitch on the security monitors.”

“I see.” I paused before I added, “Are you sure this is going to work?”

“Yes, I’ve used it several times. Don’t worry,” she said and aimed the bulky camera-Nerf gun towards the back door.

I waited for it to go ‘Fthumpf!’ or something like that, but the only thing that happened was that a small green LED lamp began to blink urgently on top of the EMP.

“Hurry up,” Sophie told me. “We only have a thirty-second window to get in.”

We ran towards the employees’ sturdy back door. The EMP had disabled the electronic locking mechanism to the door, and Sophie opened it without any problems.

We’re in, I thought.

My skin was cold and clammy. A growing sensation of anxiety and dread of getting caught was filling my stomach, like a horde of bugs and millipedes crawling over each other.

I had never done anything illegal in my entire life. I always did my taxes on time, I parked legally–which in London was nearly impossible and a Herculean feat!–and I even recycled my rubbish according to the council’s latest guidelines.

The only time I had broken the rules was when I was thirteen years old and fell for peer pressure and skipped geography class. I got busted by Mr Pinckney, our vicious school janitor, and it resulted in a week of detention and a stern note to my parents. My dad forced me to read the note out loud for the entire family during Sunday dinner. To this day I could repeat exactly what the note said word for word. I had never broken any rules or laws since then.

Until now, that is.

“I really think this is a bad idea,” I whispered to Sophie.

“Hush,” she replied.

However, despite my grim foreboding, we slipped into the museum quietly–unseen and unnoticed. No angry guards showed up waving police batons, and no ear-piercing alarm went off.

In fact, it was unnaturally quiet; the only sounds were our footsteps against the thick carpet and the faint sound of London traffic from outside. The museum rested in darkness; only a couple of dim spotlights were lit, which cast long shadows on the walls of the various objects that were on display.

Thank God we didn’t break in to the Natural History Museum across the street! I thought with a rapidly beating heart as I followed Sophie while she disabled the security cameras on the way, one by one.

It was more than a little bit unnerving to sneak through the Making the Modern World exhibition, which included old steam locomotives and vintage airplanes from the 1930s, but at least we didn’t have to zigzag between old, dusty glass jars filled with disgusting ancient octopus tentacles in formaldehyde that were just waiting to crawl out of their glass prisons as soon as you turned your back towards them!

I shuddered involuntarily at the mental images and forced myself to stop thinking about the Alien movies.

That’s it, I’m going to stop watching scary movies and series on Netflix, I promised myself silently and vow to cancel my Netflix account as soon as possible–or at least after I had finished watching the new Stranger Things series.

We were halfway through the Mission Space exhibition when Sophie suddenly stopped dead in her tracks.

“Someone is coming!” she hissed.

I looked around in panic. “There is nowhere for us to hide!”

The glass exhibition cabinets would be useless to crouch behind, and there was no other place for two people to hide!

“Let me handle this,” Sophie hushed at me. “Here, take this! Hide!”

Without hesitating or waiting for my reply, she pushed the EMP device into my arms before she shoved me unceremoniously behind a conical space capsule in metal that was on display. It wasn’t large enough to hide both of us and barely provided enough cover for me.

I ducked down and kept a low profile. My heart was in my throat and my pulse increased rapidly as I heard footsteps coming closer and closer through the dead-quiet museum.

What should I do if we get caught? I thought with growing alarm and chewed my lower lip.

I had no idea if I could win a fight with a burly security guard, but I sincerely doubted it. While I was in reasonably good shape and did the 150 minutes of training per week according to the guidelines from NHS, I definitely wasn’t a fighter.

We’re doomed, I concluded.

Breathlessly I peaked around the corner of the space capsule as the footsteps came closer.

However, instead of a steroid-pumped and muscular guard in uniform, a short and rather thin woman in her mid-fifties walked down the wide marble stairs. I raised my eyebrows in surprise before I remember the third person who had showed up on Sophie’s mobile phone map.

She must be the person who Sophie thought was working late, I concluded and stole another quick glance towards the stairs.

The woman had grey hair that was cut in a short bob, and she wore a slightly crumpled woollen brown blazer, dark trousers, and a chunky wooden necklace in bold African colours. She walked with the lofty air of a crisp academic scholar with a higher education. Absentmindedly she peered down at a couple of papers that she was half-reading while walking.

For a moment I thought that the grey-haired woman would actually walk directly past Sophie without noticing her at all, but at the last moment she looked up. She flinched when she finally noticed Sophie, clearly surprised to meet another person so late.

“Good evening,” Sophie greeted her and nodded to the other woman as if they were old neighbours.

“Er, good evening.”

“And I thought I was the only person working late,” Sophie said conversationally with a polite smile. “How is your project going, Dr Mortimer?”

How on earth did she know her name? I wondered, and my mouth fell open before I noticed that the other woman was wearing a white plastic clip-on name tag attached to the pocket of her blazer. Elementary, my dear Watson, I thought to myself.

“It’s going rather well, thanks for asking,” Dr Mortimer replied, somewhat taken aback. She paused for a moment before she admitted, “I’m sorry, I’ve forgotten your name, dear. Are you one of Dr Lewis-William’s new interns?”

“Yes, I am.” Sophie smiled at her. “And don’t worry, I forget names all the time, especially when I’m working late. I’m Jane Clark. I’ve just started.”

“I see,” Dr Mortimer replied and gave her a friendly smile. “Well, good luck with your internship. It’s nice to see young, dedicated people working late. I’ll be sure to mention it to Andy next time I see him.”

“Thank you, that’s very kind.”

“Have a nice evening,” Dr Mortimer said and added in a motherly tone, “Don’t work too late.”

Sophie smiled and placed a strand of blond hair behind her ear. “I’ll try not to, but I’m not going to promise anything,” she replied shyly.

Dr Mortimer nodded to her, and they said goodbye to each other. I held my breath as the grey-haired woman walked past me and continued walking through the museum. A moment later I heard a door close behind her, and I drew a deep sigh of relief.

That was close! I thought and silently thanked my lucky star that the guards hadn’t noticed anything weird. Thank God for lazy security guards and absentminded academic scholars!

“That went well,” Sophie said, and I nodded in reply, not trusting my voice to be steady.

We ghosted through the rest of the Mission Space exhibition and continued through the dimly lit museum and walked upstairs. The Codebreaker exhibition was located on the third floor. It was a spacious room with a high ceiling and filled with old chunky computers in thick grey plastic that were from an era when colour monitors had seemed like an improbable futuristic dream and as farfetched as digital implants, teleportation, or the colonisation of Mars.

“This is it,” I said quietly. “We’re here.”

“Yes, let’s find the code-breaking machine and see if it will start,” Sophie whispered.

We continued forward and meandered between various old computers and code-breaking machines that looked practically ancient. Informative posters were on display in front of some of the machines and told the reader about their backgrounds and histories.

Sophie stopped to fasten the EMP with a couple of cable ties from her handbag. She tied it to a large sign for a hands-on part of the exhibition aimed toward kids, which included sending and receiving coded messages using replicas of wooden Alberti disks from the fifteenth century.

“What are you doing?” I asked as she carefully aimed the EMP towards a black dome-shaped security camera in the ceiling.

“I’m jamming the camera,” she replied and adjusted the angle and turned the grey knobs on the EMP. “It’s going to interrupt the CCTV camera and make it resend the last couple of seconds of filmed frames over and over again to the security monitors. The monitors will show what looks like an empty room. With a little bit of luck, the guards won’t notice that anything is wrong and we’ll be able to work in peace and quiet.”

“That’s neat,” I said, but I felt like a daft assistant to Q in a James Bond movie.

At least I’m very good at economics and spreadsheets, not to mention that I’m a self-taught expert on jazz music, I tried to console myself, but it didn’t really make me feel any more competent next to her.

Sophie finished setting up the EMP before she walked over to an enormous machine behind a red velvet rope.

The machine was made out of a wooden cabinet and had rows of turning wheels the same size as my hand that were covered with letters like the numbers on a clock. It looked like it could have belonged to a crazy scientist with bushy white hair who was hell-bent on destroying the world and had a tendency to giggle for no apparent reason.

“This is the original bombe machine,” she said in a low voice. “It’s one of the first computers that were used for code-breaking during the Second World War. It was built by the mathematician Alan Turing and his colleagues during the war, at Bletchley Park. At the time it was a state-of-the-art electromechanical device.”

“It’s quite impressive,” I said.

“Yes.” She nodded. “It broke the code of the German’s encryption machine Enigma and probably shortened the war by two to four years, saving millions of people’s lives.”

I stared at the clunky machine in awe. It was mindboggling to try to imagine that if it weren’t for the code-breaking machine in front of me, I would most likely be wearing a brown shirt, speaking fluent German, and be convinced of the Aryan race’s superiority.

“Do you really think it will work?” I said uncertainly.

“It will take a miracle,” Sophie replied with a small curved smile. It sounded like a quote, but I couldn’t place it. “Let’s plug it in and find out.”

Breaking in to a museum and using a code-breaking computer from the 1940s had so not been on my agenda this week, I thought to myself and stifled a sigh.

Then again, my life was already upside down. I wouldn’t be surprised if my MS Outlook meeting schedule informed me that I had several new–and completely outlandish!–appointments for next week. Maybe ‘start taking tango lessons’ or ‘steal the Crown Jewels at Tower of London’ or why not ‘meeting with the prime minister to discuss the new evidence that UFOs are real’?

I shook my head at my own random thoughts.

Life rarely turned out the way you expected, but since Monday morning everything had gone downhill disturbingly fast. On the other hand, it included erotic spanking and bondage with my new secretary, so I couldn’t really complain, I decided and glanced at Sophie.

“How does it work?” I said and cleared my throat.

“Oh, it’s really clever,” Sophie said. “The bombe machine can calculate the different combinations of letters in a coded text. In our case, we already know that each six-digit number correlates to a specific letter in the C. S. Lewis book, and therefore we can narrow down the options. I’ve downloaded a copy of the book and eliminated all duplicate words, which means there are only a limited number of words the machine can choose from.”

“Okay,” I said slowly while I desperately tried to keep up with her explanation.

She disconnected a white extension cord from a bulky computer and trailed it across the floor before she plugged it into the wall socket.

“C. S. Lewis’s book The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe has one hundred eighty pages and approximately two hundred fifty to three hundred words per page,” she said.

I did the math in my head. “But that would mean somewhere between forty-five thousand and fifty-four thousand words. Can the machine really handle that?”

“Yes, but it would take a long time,” she replied and plugged the black Bakelite-plastic plug from the bombe machine into the extension cord. “However, a lot of words are repetition, for example he, she, it, but also names such as Lucy, Aslan, and Edmund.”

“So the number of unique words is much lower than the total word count?”

“Exactly,” Sophie said before she added, “If they had used a dictionary, it would have been much harder–not to mention taking a longer time to break the code this way. In fact, it would have been almost impossible.”

“I see.”

“Alan Turing and the rest of his team decoded Enigma’s messages during the Second World War by deciphering parts of the messages beforehand,” Sophie said and paused. “They knew that each message would always contain information about who sent the message and the recipient or certain words like weather report or Hitler.”

“I think I’ve heard about that,” I said.

“We’re going to use the same approach, but in a different way.”

“How?”

“Well, we know that a terrorist attack is imminent, and although we don’t know when it will happen, we already know where it will take place.”

I hesitated for a moment before I replied, “London.”

“Precisely.”

“That will give us a head start, and the bombe machine will do the rest.”

“How do you know all of this?” I asked.

Sophie shrugged her shoulders. “I did my master’s thesis on modern encryption.”

“I thought you went to secretary school?” I said with a frown.

“There are a lot of things that you don’t know about me.” She smiled mysteriously.

“I suppose you’re right.”

Sophie made a couple of last adjustments and turned the wheels on the machine one by one to reset and program it. She picked up the power board to the extension cord, which had an orange on-and-off button.

“Okay,” she said at last. “Here we go. Are you ready?”

I cleared my throat. “What happens if it doesn’t work?”

Sophie hesitated before she replied, “Well, in the best-case scenario, the machine will short-circuit and blow out the power in the entire building,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Old electronics are often unstable and sometimes dangerous.”

“And in the worst-case scenario?” I said slowly and gave the old machine and the thick bundle of electrical wires a sceptical look.

I wasn’t an electrician, but I had a feeling the frayed wires didn’t really live up to modern standards.

“In the worst-case scenario, we’ll electrocute ourselves to death,” Sophie admitted with a grimace.

“Ah.” I fervently wished that I had never asked the question.

Sometimes ignorance really is bliss, I concluded to myself.

“Fingers crossed,” Sophie said and smiled nervously at me.

But her smokey green eyes gleamed with excitement in the dim light as she pressed down the switch button.

I held my breath and desperately hoped for the best.

The old code-breaking machine started with a high-pitched screech, and the rows of round wheels began to turn in a mechanical and rhythmical manner that reminded me of an enormous clock in dire need of tender loving care. The air smelled of electricity, and a shower of sparks rained down from the thick copper wires on top of the machine and onto the floor, but luckily it didn’t short-circuit–or electrocute us!

“How long do you think it will take to solve the code?” I said over the clanking noise.

“If my calculations are correct, it should solve the code in less than twenty minutes,” Sophie replied. “We should have plenty of time to get away before the next security check.”

Later on, I always wondered if she jinxed everything with her comment, because a moment later someone called out in an angry voice, “Hey! What do you think you’re doing?”

I froze in mid-motion and desperately tried to come up with something clever to say, but my mind had gone on holiday and refused to come up with any helpful lies.

Excuse me, I think I’m lost. Could you tell me where the exit is?–unlikely. I’m here to deliver a pizza. Did you order a calzone with extra cheese?–absolutely not! These aren’t the droids you’re looking for–my brain had run out of realistic and believable explanations.

Luckily Sophie was a faster thinker than me, and she faced the broad-shouldered security guard with a big smile.

“Oh, hello,” she said in a charming tone. “Are we making too much noise?”

“Step away from the machine, miss,” the security guard said sternly and reached for a walkie-talkie attached to his belt next to an intimidating black baton.

He wore a dark blue uniform and well-polished black leather shoes. In addition, he was several inches taller–and significantly more muscular–than me and had buzz-cut hair, I noticed with a sinking feeling.

Okay, this time we’re doomed, I corrected myself.

But Sophie was unfazed.

“Is there a problem?” she said to the security guard with a slight frown.

“Who are you, and what are you doing?” the guard demanded to know stonily.

“Oh, I can explain everything,” Sophie said and paused for a moment before she continued, “I’m one of Dr Andy Lewis-William’s new interns, and we’re conducting an experiment. The bombe machine is quite noisy, so Dr Mortimer suggested that we run the tests when the museum is closed. I’m surprised you haven’t been informed about it. Didn’t you get the email that was sent out?”

I stared at her, but wisely decided not to get involved in the discussion, and instead I simply nodded to support her story.

We’re just a couple of nerdy academics working late. There’s nothing to see; please carry on, I thought.

“Show me your security card.” The guard watched her without moving a muscle on his face. He hesitated with the walkie-talkie in his hand, but he didn’t seem entirely convinced by Sophie’s made-up story.

“Yes, of course. I think I have my card here somewhere…” Sophie rummaged through her handbag and took a couple of steps closer to him. “Ah, here it is.”

But instead of showing the guard a false security card, she aimed a small metal can towards him and sprayed it in his face. She covered her mouth with her sleeve and swiftly moved away from him.

“What the–” the guard began to say, but he never had the possibility to finish the sentence.

His jaw went completely slack, his knees buckled, and he toppled down on the floor as if all the bones had been removed from his body like a filleted chicken.

“Sophie! What have you done?” I exclaimed in horror and stared in shock at the guard on the floor.

His eyes had rolled back, white foam was dripping from the side of his mouth, and his entire body cramped badly as if he were suffering from a serious epileptic seizure.

She sprayed him in the face with nerve gas! He’s going to die! my brain screamed at me.

“Oh, my God. You killed him!” I gasped and covered my mouth with my palm.

“I did what I had to do,” Sophie replied calmly and met my eyes. “What did you expect?”

I stared at her, speechless.

My secretary, whom I was falling hopelessly in love with, wasn’t a spy–she was a coldblooded murderer!

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. :-)
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