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Dominated by my Secretary

Male Submission: Always Succumb to Her

by Tara Jones

I disconnected one of the two identical cables, but nothing happened.

The shard didn’t explode.

I opened one of my eyes and peered down at the digital countdown. It had stopped at exactly 00:00:03.

We did it, I thought. I can’t believe we did it!

I exhaled slowly; an enormous weight fell off my shoulders like a tipping boulder. The homemade bomb was deactivated, and thousands of innocent people’s lives had been saved!

“I-I think I managed to disconnect the right cable,” I said to Sophie over the phone. “The countdown has stopped.”

A wave of stark relief washed over me. I was light-headed and my knees turned into squishy Haribo worms.

“Good job!” Sophie replied in a bright tone. “You have almost finished. Disconnect the red cable now.”

Since I was colour-blind, both of the wires looked identical to me, a kind of bland grey-green colour, but I knew the other wire was supposed to be red.

“Done,” I said.

“Excellent, then disconnect the final black-and-white cable,” she said. “That’s going to turn off the bomb completely.”

“Okay.” I fumbled with the zebra-striped cable with clumsy fingers. “The digital display just went blank. That’s a good sign, right?”

“Yes,” Sophie confirmed. “You need to leave the building. Leave the rest of the dismantling of the bomb to the police bomb squad. They’re on the way.”

“Shouldn’t I talk to the police and explain everything?”

“I think it’s better if you keep a low profile,” she replied. “If anyone should ask, you could pretend that you’re a guest or working at the venue for the evening. I’ll make sure that my department removes you from the investigation.”

“Okay.”

“Trust me, you don’t want to be involved in this.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

“I need to coordinate with the rest of my department, and we’ll try to catch the rest of the members of the gang,” she said and paused. “I’ll probably be gone for a while.”

“Are you…” I hesitated for a moment before I continued, “Are you coming back to the office, or will you start a new mission?”

“ʻA new missionʼ?” she repeated and laughed softly. “You make me sound like some sort of adventurous super-secret agent.”

“Well, isn’t that what you are?”

“I’m just an ordinary secretary,” Sophie said before she added, “And a spy, of course.”

“Of course,” I agreed.

“At least for now, then we’ll see.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said and added teasingly, “But just so you know, I’m not really into office romances.”

She laughed. “I think you should make an exception to that rule, at least for me.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“See you back at the office in a couple of days, James,” Sophie said warmly before she hung up.

Two days later, I stood outside Mr Meyer’s office. I knocked politely.

“Yes?” Mr Meyer barked from inside. I opened the door and his expression brightened. “Ah, it’s you, Bradley. Come in, come in.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

“What happened to you?” Mr Meyer looked at me over his rimless glasses. “Have you been in a fight?”

I forced myself to laugh and shook my head. “No, there was a minor accident with my car.”

“Ah, yes,” Mr Meyer said. “I have talked to the janitor about it. Clearly, he’s been neglecting the repairs in the garage and letting people leave their cars overnight although it’s against the company’s policy.”

Ha! I thought to myself and straightened my back. Finally, all of my complaints and stern emails had been taken seriously. About time!

“That sounds good,” I said modestly.

Mr Meyer made a hand gesture to the visitor’s chair and I sat down. Outside the large corner office, the Shard glittered proudly in the sunlight. It was a clear, warm spring day and I instantly decided to take a walk during lunch.

Mr Meyer adjusted his glasses and peered over them. “So how are you feeling? I heard that you had to visit the hospital?”

“I’m all right,” I said and shrugged. “The hospital kept me for observation to be on the safe side.”

The official story that Sophie and I had agreed upon was that there had been an accident in the garage. My car had exploded; I had hit my head and suffered a concussion and been kept at the hospital for observation for a couple of days.

While I was ‘at the hospital’, my flat had partly burned down due to a fire that started because of a problem with the old electrical wiring in the building. My story was backed up by a small article in Metro, if anyone cared to google it. It wasn’t a watertight explanation, but it explained why I had been gone for a couple of days from work.

“You’re lucky you’re alive,” Mr Meyer said. “It could have been much worse.”

“Yes,” I agreed.

You have no idea, I thought.

No one except Sophie and a handful of people in her department knew the whole truth about what had happened. I’ll admit that a small part of me would have liked to be on the front of every newspaper and be known as ‘the man who saved the Shard’, but to be honest, I was mostly relieved that I didn’t have my fifteen minutes of fame in the limelight.

Instead, it was the taxi cab driver who had been given all the fame. His name was Ravi and his picture had been all over BBC News this morning. He was hailed as a hero who had reacted instantly and driven ‘an undercover policeman’ to the Shard who had disabled the homemade bomb. The better part of the white power organisation that Mike had belonged to had been taken in for questioning, and most of the members would most likely face years in prison.

I smiled to myself.

I’m the secret protector of the city, I thought and straightened my back. Perhaps I should get a cape of some sort? And a cool symbol so that the common people of London could light a signal when they need my help and I would come to the rescue.

Mr Meyer interrupted my inner musings. “Have you heard the latest office news?”

“Do you mean about Sandra and that she has given birth to twin girls?” I asked. “Yes, there was a card sent around for everyone to sign to congratulate her.”

“No, I meant about Wilson,” Mr Meyer said.

“I haven’t heard anything about Mike Wilson,” I said carefully. “I don’t listen to gossip, sir.”

“I know,” he said. “I have always liked that about you, Bradley. You’re a hardworking man who minds his own business and never breaks the rules.”

“Eh, yes. Thank you, sir,” I said and promptly refused to glance at his large well-polished desk.

Don’t think about it, don’t think about it, don’t think about it, I thought to myself and firmly pushed down the erotic memories from when Sophie had seduced me and ridden me mercilessly on Mr Meyer’s office desk.

“Actually, Wilson has been fired,” Mr Meyer said.

“Has he really?” I said innocently and raised my eyebrows.

A warm sensation of justice–with a hint of smugness, if I were completely honest–spread through my body.

“HR called me yesterday. Apparently his CV and his references were completely fake.”

“Were they?”

“Yes, can you believe it? He was a car salesman before he got this job. And he doesn’t have a bachelor of business administration in accounting, but a bachelor of nutrition–of all things.”

“I had no idea,” I said, but I couldn’t help but say, “But I have always thought that he seemed to be the type of person who likes to talk about work instead of actually working.”

“Well, naturally he got sacked immediately.” Mr Meyer’s voice dripped with disgust. “We can’t have that kind of person working here at Addington & Wrights Solicitors.”

“I think that was the right decision, sir,” I said honestly.

Not to mention that he’s in jail at the moment, I thought and tried not to smile. The police had found him bound and furious in the food lift at the Shard.

Mr Meyer took a deep breath. “I know that this might be a lot of me to ask, especially since you’ve just came back from the hospital, but I’m wondering if you would like to personally take care of the Ladbroke case?

“Of course, sir,” I said. “I would be delighted.”

“Thank you, Bradley.” He rose from the large desk and shook my hand. “You’re a good man, and quite frankly, you’re the best senior accountant at the firm. I’ll make sure to remember this when it’s time for the yearly bonus.”

“I’m just doing my job, sir,” I replied before I headed towards the door.

“Oh, and we’re going out for drinks on Friday,” Mr Meyer said. “Would you like to join us?”

“Yes, that would be nice,” I said politely.

During my lunch hour, I went for a long walk.

Spring had defeated winter–or at least temporarily, because you never knew when winter would make an unwelcome return and literally storm back on stage with freezing temperatures. But for now, the wind that blew against my face was mild, and the April sun shone from a clear blue sky that was dotted with small white clouds.

I walked north until I reached the Thames and followed the meandering river. Hectic businesspeople walked past me, talking on their phones so loudly the conversation could be heard by everyone; a group of Japanese tourists was placidly herded by their patient guide; and a couple of young students were talking energetically about their latest history of art lecture and whether or not Rembrandt really was the master of light and shadow.

As I crossed the street, I nearly got run over by a delivery bike cyclist who clearly had ignored the traffic lights.

“Sorry, mate,” he called out over his shoulder.

I inhaled sharply as the cyclist steered his bright yellow bike between a lorry and a red double-decker bus in a daredevil manner.

“You bloody idiot!” the lorry driver with a large beard shouted after him from the side window, but the cyclist didn’t care, and in the blink of an eye he was gone.

I shook my head at the cyclist.

He must be crazy, I thought to myself as I continued walking.

I walked out on the Millennium Bridge that spanned the Thames. It was a modern bridge, mainly famous for being traffic-free and for getting destroyed in one of the Harry Potter movies. I didn’t like the ultramodern design of the bridge, but I’ll admit I did approve of being able to cross the river without having to share the roads with the noisy traffic.

I was still waiting for the insurance company to get back to me so that I could buy a new car. Initially I had wanted a car of the same model and colour as the one I had owned, but now I wasn’t so sure.

Perhaps I should buy another model? I thought. Or maybe I should go wild and crazy and get a brand-new electric car?

Not a Tesla, I couldn’t afford that, but perhaps a hybrid Toyota Prius? After all, with the Clean Air Act and the constant fight against city pollution in London, maybe buying a hybrid car wasn’t such a bad idea, I concluded.

I passed a young, lovesick couple on the bridge. He looked like he probably worked as some sort of hip designer, and she must have been an artist of some kind, I decided based on his neatly trimmed beard and tight jeans, and her brightly coloured red hair and long striped scarf.

“I love you,” she mumbled.

“And I love you, too,” he replied. “Have you ever been to Paris? I’d like to go there with you…”

“That’s so romantic!”

They locked an engraved lock on the metal wire on the bridge before they kissed again as if they were the only people left in the world. I stifled the urge to clear my throat pointedly to remind them that other people were around, too, but instead I walked away from them.

At the middle of the bridge, I stopped.

Without thinking I reached down in my pocket; my fingers closed around my old wedding ring.

I had stopped wearing it the same day I signed the divorce papers from my ex-wife, but I had kept it in my pocket for reasons I couldn’t fully explain to myself. I wasn’t nostalgic, but it felt wrong to keep the ring in a safe or on a shelf at home. I had thought about melting it down. I didn’t want to sell it or give it away, because I couldn’t stand the idea that someone else would walk around with my old wedding band.

I should really get rid of it, I thought. It’s a link to the past, but perhaps it’s preventing me from moving forward at the same time?

And before I had time to change my mind, I followed a sudden impulse and flipped the ring like a coin from the bridge. It spun in circles before it hit the surface below with a small plop accompanied by a tiny splash of water. A heartbeat later it had sunk to the bottom and disappeared from view.

Perhaps it will be found by a curious archaeologist hundreds of years from now, I thought to myself. Or maybe the tide will wash it away and the ring will follow the river and end up in the North Sea.

I didn’t know. But my steps were lighter as I crossed the bridge and reached the other side.

On the way back to the office, I stopped at Selfridges on Oxford Street and bought a massive box of Guylian Belgian chocolate for Pago.

Pago had won his chocolate battle and I had given up. Personally, I had decided that if Pago wanted to eat himself to an early parrot-grave, I wasn’t going to stand in his way. After all, it was like trying to get a ninety-five-year-old great-grandmother to quit smoking, or so I told myself.

Besides, I’d recently read a newspaper article that claimed that a group of scientists had shown that chocolate was actually quite healthy for humans. Apparently cocoa in chocolate contains high levels of antioxidants, which decreased the risk for both heart attacks and depression, and perhaps the results could be translated to birds, too?

Pago probably didn’t care about the latest medical advice for humans, but he had instantly taken his addiction to the next posh level and clearly approved of the luxurious chocolate that I had brought home as a guilty gift for leaving him alone in the aftermath following the Shard. In fact, Pago wouldn’t even look at Twix or Mars bars anymore and had learned to shriek ‘LINDT!’ and ‘GODIVA!’ in addition to the Russian swear words that he had picked up from Kithira.

His vocabulary isn’t expanding in the right direction, I thought as I took the lift to my office. Perhaps I should start buying audiobooks of classic novels? It isn’t an entirely bad idea, I decided while I steered my steps towards my office.

“Good afternoon, Mr Bradley.” Sophie looked up from her desk and smiled at me.

“Sophie?” I said in surprise. “I didn’t know that you were coming back to the office today. How did everything go with–”

She shook her head and placed her index finger across her lips. “People are listening,” she mouthed and gave me a meaningful look. “Thank you for asking. It was a wonderful wedding.”

“Wedding?” I said with a frown.

“Yes, I told you several times, Mr Bradley,” Sophie said in a patient tone. “I had to take a couple of days off because of my sister’s wedding in Edinburgh.”

“Ah, yes,” I said and added lamely, “Now I remember…”

Sophie rolled her eyes at my poor attempt at lying. “Well, I’m back,” she said. “I know you would never manage without me.”

“That’s true,” I admitted and smiled at her.

“So, I heard that you got the Ladbroke case,” Sophie said. “Congratulations, you deserve it.”

“Thank you,” I replied and straightened the lapels of my grey blazer. “I should get back to it straight away, I have lots of work to do, and I want Mr Meyer to know that I can handle this type of case.”

“Of course.” Sophie paused for a moment before she added innocently, “I expect that you will be working overtime quite a bit?”

“Yes, it’s very likely.”

“I see,” she said and lowered her voice. “I was going to ask if you had any plans on Friday otherwise?”

“Mr Meyer asked me if I wanted to go out for drinks with a couple of other people from the office,” I replied. “But I would be more than happy to cancel it if you would like to go out… with me.”

“I would like that very much,” Sophie replied and placed a strand of her blond hair behind one of her ears.

“Would you like to go out and eat and perhaps see a movie afterward?”

“We could go to a restaurant, but I have a better idea in mind than going to the cinema.” Sophie gave me a mischievous smile.

“What do you mean?”

“You’ll see…” Her smile deepened. “If I tell you, it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it?”

I narrowed my eyes, but I decided not to push the question further. If she wanted to be mysterious and secret, that was fine. I wasn’t the curious type anyway.

Well, perhaps a little bit curious, I admitted to myself after a short moment.

I cleared my throat. “I’d better get back to work. I have loads of work to catch up on.”

“I’ll leave you to it.”

I didn’t close the door to my office, but left it a little bit ajar so that I could steal glimpses of her as she filed my reports, rearranged my meetings, and typed at the speed of lightning.

Time flew by.

I was busy with the Ladbroke report, which really was quite extensive, and more than once I wondered if I had bitten off more than I could chew. But I was determined to do my best and finish the case.

In addition to my workload, I had to make a million phone calls to the insurance company and make sure that my flat was renovated. I was trapped in an endless nightmare of phone call queues, quotes, and insurance papers.

However, eventually Friday finally arrived.

The day seemed to drag itself forward like a tired snail. At half-past five o’clock I decided that I had done enough work for the day and turned off my computer. Everyone else had already left the office for after-work drinks or made various vague excuses to escape working late on a Friday.

“Are you ready to leave?” I asked Sophie.

“In a minute, I’m just going to send this report off to the economy department,” she said, and her long bright red nails tapped against the keyboard. “Have you decided where you want to go and eat?”

“I have booked a table for us at a small French restaurant.”

“Have you? Where?”

“It’s a secret,” I said and tried to sound mysterious.

“Is it?” Sophie arched an eyebrow at me.

“Yes, there are a lot of things that you don’t know about me, Miss Robinson.”

“Oh, I already know everything about you.” Her smokey green eyes met mine. “You’re forgetting that I’m much more than an innocent secretary.”

“Fair enough,” I commented. “I usually like to eat at pubs, but I have decided to broaden my horizon a little bit.”

“That’s a good mentality,” she said. “You should stick to it later tonight.”

I hesitated before I nodded in reply.

What did she mean by that? I wondered and narrowed my eyes. I was dying to know about her secret plans for the evening, but I sternly refused to admit it.

“Okay,” I said slowly.

I’m not curious! I decided firmly.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Sophie said with a curved smile that made my heart skip a beat. “You’ll like it, I promise.”

We had dinner at a small French restaurant close to Marylebone Road.

I had walked past it several times and I had always thought that it looked like a romantic restaurant that seemed to belong in Paris and not on a small street in London. Candlelit atmosphere, discreet and attentive waiters, delicious French cuisine and an excellent wine.

The restaurant had everything I had hoped for, including an amazing crème caramel for dessert.

“That was really nice,” Sophie said as we left the restaurant and walked down the street.

“Yes, you have to give it to the Frenchmen, they do know how to cook.”

“I agree,” she said.

“So, where exactly are we going now?” I said.

We were heading towards Soho and it was getting late.

As always, London slowly transformed during the evening; it went from a lively business city to a strange and almost exotic metropolis. Music and people were everywhere, it was one of the first warm evenings of the year, and it seemed that everyone was taking advantage of the balmy weather.

Sophie glanced at me from the corner of her eye. “Have you ever heard about The Secret Garden?”

“The Secret Garden?” I frowned. “Isn’t that a book?”

I searched my brain for the name of the author, but drew a blank.

“It’s a novel by Frances Hodgson Burnett, but it’s also the name of a club in Soho,” Sophie said. “It’s for members only.”

“What type of club?” I swallowed nervously.

She lowered her voice. “It’s an exclusive BDSM club for dominant women and their partners.”

“I-I see,” I stuttered, and my mouth went dry.

“I would like to go there tonight,” she said with a curved smile. “Would you like to join me?”

“Yes,” I replied, a little bit breathlessly. “I think so…”

I followed Sophie through the busy nightlife of the Soho district.

Soho had effectively washed away the seedy ‘red-light district’ stamp it used to have a couple of decades ago, and it had transformed to a rich and diverse nightlife with all types of clubs and bars.

Where are we going? I wondered and bit my lower lip. What if it’s some sort of weird club with adults in diapers? Or people dressed up like animals?

I wanted to be open-minded–I mean, seriously I liked getting tied up and spanked by dominating women, so who was I to judge other people–but I’d admit I was getting more and more nervous with each step.

Still, I’d admit that I was a little bit surprised when we stepped into an old hotel bar.

Is this really a BDSM club? I thought and looked around.

It wasn’t what I had expected. It was a 1920s art deco hotel bar with rich mahogany panelling and salmon-pink walls that were covered with black-and-white posters of old movie stars, including Marilyn Monroe and Marlene Dietrich. In the corner a vintage jukebox played ‘Sweet Georgia Brown’, which instantly made me like the place.

A long polished bar counter ran along one side of the room, and round tables were scattered around the room. The hotel bar was half-full of people who looked like your average Soho clientele. No latex, no kittens, and only a few piercings.

“I don’t understand,” I said to Sophie and lowered my voice. “Is this really the club that you talked about?”

“This is just the lounge,” she replied. “Come on, follow me.”

We walked across the hotel bar and behind a velvet burgundy curtain, and we stepped into a wide corridor. To the right there was a black wrought-iron staircase with a geometric pattern that resembled Tetris shapes, and straight ahead there was an entrance with a sign that read ‘The Secret Garden’. Two muscular bouncers checked people’s membership cards, and there was a line with a dozen people in front of us.

But they look so normal, I thought and glanced at the curvy red-headed woman in front of me and her taller boyfriend.

I had assumed that people going to a BDSM club would have large tattoos, extreme haircuts, and bizarre piercings, and although some of them did, most of the people looked deceivingly normal. In fact, they were just like the average type of people that you would find in the queue to a Tesco checkout.

Huh, I thought to myself.

The queue moved forward and soon it was our turn.

“Hello, luv,” one of the bouncers said to Sophie while he checked her membership card and wrote down the card number on a clipboard. He was broad-shouldered, fit, and a couple of years older than me. “I haven’t seen you here for a while.”

“I know,” Sophie replied and grimaced. “I have been buried in work, you know how it is.”

“Tell me about it.” He rolled his eyes. “So, who is your friend that you’re bringing as a guest? Is he new to the club?”

I tried to look casual and relaxed, as if I visited BDSM clubs all the time, but I had a sinking feeling that I failed badly.

“He’s a newbie and he’s never been here before,” Sophie said before I could reply. “But I’ll take care of him.”

“Oh, I’m sure you will,” the bouncer said teasingly and gave her a crooked smile.

“Don’t be rude.” Sophie swatted his upper arm.

I’m not jealous, I decided and firmly pushed down my feelings.

“Hey, save that for your boyfriend later.” The bouncer tsk-tsked. “Have a nice time. If you have any questions, talk to Sarah. She’s the dungeon master tonight.”

Dungeon master? I thought with a frown, but I decided not to ask about it. It probably didn’t have anything to do with Dungeons & Dragons role-playing games, I concluded to myself.

The bouncer held the velvet curtain open for us. “Welcome to the Secret Garden. Enjoy your evening.”

“The changing rooms for men are over there,” Sophie told me. “There are lockers too for your clothes.”

“What do you mean? Can’t I go like this?” I asked and looked down on my clothes.

“No.” Sophie shook her head. “It’s a dominatrix and fetish BDSM club.”

“Eh, okay,” I said, but I didn’t really understand what she meant.

She smiled at me while she handed me a glossy white bag from her handbag. It had a discreet and sophisticated logotype in grey and black that read ‘Forbidden X’.

“You could get away with dressing in black for your first visit, but I want you to wear this.”

“Is that an order?” I said and raised an eyebrow.

“No, that will come later,” she said and lowered her voice into a seductive whisper. “However, as always, there will be rewards or consequences for good and bad behaviour.”

Her comment made me lick my lips without thinking. “I-I see.”

Nervous butterflies fluttered around in my stomach when I opened the plastic bag that she had given me. I stared at its contents. A mixture of conflicted feelings tore through my body.

“A-are you sure about this?” I said and cleared my throat.

“Oh, yes,” she said with a curved smile. “Absolutely.”

“I’m so not sure about this…” I mumbled to myself as I inspected myself in the mirror in the changing room.

My bewildered brain tried to make up its mind about my feelings.

To say that I was uncomfortable and embarrassed by what I was wearing would be an understatement of epic proportion. The black leather pants were too tight, the matching boots felt alien, not to mention the harness…

The harness was made out of criss-cross black leather straps that were two fingers wide, and it had several metal buckles. It took me a while to figure out how to wear it, although it came with an illustrated guide, but it left me more confused than enlightened.

Thank god for the mask, I thought to myself and tightened the cords behind my neck.

The black leather mask covered the upper part of my face and was laced at the nape of my neck.

“I sincerely hope I’m not going to meet anyone I know,” I mumbled before I took a deep breath and left the sanctuary of the changing room.

However, all of my reservations disappeared when my eyes fell on Sophie. My pulse increased rapidly and my mouth went instantly dry.

My eyes wandered over her. She was wearing a bright red latex corset that gleamed in the light, a shamelessly short matching skirt and high boots that seemed to be glued around her long legs. Her face was covered with a thin lace mask, and she had elbow-long gloves in the same material as her corset. She had tied up her long blond hair in a tight ponytail that gave her a strict and commanding look.

“Ah, there you are,” she said. “I was starting to wonder where you were.”

“It, ahem, it took me a while to change,” I said before I added, “Sorry about that.”

“It was well worth waiting for.” Sophie smiled at me, and her eyes travelled up and down my body.

I lowered my voice and said, “I feel a little bit ridiculous, to be honest.”

“No one is going to laugh or judge you here. That’s what makes these types of clubs so great,” Sophie said. “And don’t worry, you’ll see other people wearing the most outrageous costumes tonight.”

She was right, I concluded a couple of minutes later. I tried not to stare at the other guests–or at least not stare in an impolite way–but it was nearly impossible. The club was down in the basement and consisted of several interconnected rooms that were filled with people of all ages. Most of them were in their twenties or thirties, but some were of barely legal drinking age and a couple of people were significantly older than I would have guessed, including an older woman who must have been well above retirement age. She had grey hair in a tight bun and wore a vintage dark purple bustle dress that made her look like a combination of a strict headmistress at an old-fashioned boarding school and the vampire-author Anne Rice. She walked with an amazing straight body posture and regally carried an umbrella that looked like she had borrowed it from Mary Poppins. But what really added to the bizarre element was that she had a young man who was half her age on a leash crawling after her on all fours. He was wearing nothing except for a brown leather collar around his neck and the smallest suede loincloth I had ever seen.

“Do try to keep up, Rexi,” she said and yanked the leash.

‘Rexi’ didn’t reply, but crept faster behind her.

“This is the lounge area and bar,” Sophie said to me over the music from the next room. “The dance floor is over there, and there is a playpen for pets to the right. The dungeon is over there.”

She nodded towards a closed studded leather door. Two bouncers dressed discreetly in black from head to toe stood next to the door.

“There are certain rules that you must obey at this type of venue,” Sophie said.

“Okay.” I cleared my throat.

“You can’t touch anyone or do anything to anyone without their consent,” she said. “Since this is a dominatrix evening, women are in control at all times and we decide everything.”

I shivered involuntarily. “I see,” I said and tried to get my feelings under control.

“The safe word is red, orange means slow down, and green means that you’re okay,” she said and added, “This is a strict BDSM club, and snogging and making out like in any other pub is okay within limits. However, it’s not a sex club, so sexual activities such as penetration aren’t allowed.”

“Ahem, that sounds reasonable,” I said and tried not to blush.

“However, since it’s an old hotel, rooms are available upstairs,” Sophie said and paused. “As a matter of fact, I have already booked a room for us tonight.”

“I see.” I felt myself blush, I was both nervous and a little bit excited.

“Do you want something to drink, and we can look around?”

“That would be nice,” I said.

“Then go and order the drinks,” she said and arched an eyebrow. “Hurry up.”

I knew she wasn’t serious, but I hungrily took the opportunity to submit to her. “Yes, mistress,” I said and quickly averted my eyes.

“I wish my pet was that obedient,” the older woman said to Sophie. “You must tell me how you do it.”

“I can’t take any credit, he’s naturally submissive,” Sophie said. “However, sometimes he can be frustratingly disobedient.”

“Well, this mongrel is going into his cage for a while,” the other woman replied and pulled the leash harshly. “He’s not going to play with anyone until he knows who is in charge.”

Rexi whined softly, but didn’t protest as she crossed the floor and opened a metal cage.

“In with you,” she ordered and the young man obediently crawled into the cage.

She closed it after him and locked it with a heavy latch before she promptly sat down on top of the cage.

I tore my eyes away; the scene had made me both hot and bothered in a way I didn’t want to admit to anyone, including myself. I hurried towards the bar and fled the room.

We sipped our drinks and walked around the club for half an hour before Sophie said, “Come on, the next scene is going to start in a couple of minutes.”

“Scene?” I said.

She linked arms with me. “You’ll see, but I think you’ll like it.”

Sophie headed towards the studded door that was flanked by two bouncers.

“Do you know the rules?” one of the bouncers asked us.

“Yes,” Sophie said.

“If you have any questions, just talk to Sarah. She’s the dungeon master tonight,” the bouncer said. “The show is about to begin. Have fun.”

“Eh, thanks,” I mumbled.

We stepped through the door and into a dark octagonal room. The only light was a spotlight in the ceiling that lit up a low stage at the end of the room. There were about thirty to forty people in the room; most of them were couples. A muscular woman with shoulder-long chestnut hair and wearing a latex mask was sitting on top of her submissive boyfriend, who was standing on all fours and acted as a human bench.

“What’s going to happen?” I whispered to Sophie.

“It’s a scene,” she replied. “Every hour a BDSM-inspired fantasy is played out on stage.”

“Okay,” I said slowly.

“I like watching it.” She smiled at me and lowered her voice. “It makes me turned on and often results in new, fun ideas that I want to try later on.”

I cleared my throat. “I see.”

“Hush, it’s about to begin. The dungeon master is coming onstage.”

The dungeon master stepped up on the stage. She was wearing a tuxedo jacket, black trousers, and well-polished riding boots. At her hip hung a coiled ox whip that drew my attention.

I wonder what it would feel like to be whipped? I thought and swallowed hard.

“Ladies, pets, subs, and slaves,” she said, “let me present to you tonight’s entertainment: The governess and her naughty boys.”

Everyone around me clapped their hands as the curtain was drawn to the side and the older woman that we had seen earlier entered the stage with her male companion, Rexi. Behind her stood a closed wooden cabinet, an antique-looking school desk, a whipping bench with leather padding, and a Victorian replica of a Berkley Horse spanking ladder.

“Thank you,” she said and waited for the applause to go quiet. “For those who don’t know me, my name is Governess Agatha, and this is one of my pets, Rexi.”

Agatha paused for a moment before she continued. “Rexi is usually a very obedient pet, but lately he has started to misbehave. Sometimes he won’t do what I tell him to, or he’ll be slow to obey. Other times he pretends that he didn’t hear me.”

Rexi was looking down at his feet, hanging his head.

“Isn’t that true, Rexi?” Agatha said.

When Rexi didn’t reply at once, the older woman casually whipped his buttocks with a riding crop. It made a whipping sound when it connected with his loinclothed bottom, and Rexi flinched badly.

“I’m sorry,” he said and went down on his knees in front of her. “I know I haven’t been good lately, but please don’t punish me in front of all of these people…”

She slapped him across the face once and then again with a backhand slap. “You shouldn’t speak to me without permission,” she hissed. “How dare you!”

“I-I didn’t mean to…” he replied.

The slap had been hard enough to bring tears to his eyes, but there was something more. A growing need for submission that I recognised all too well.

He’s just like me, I thought, taken aback.

“No more excuses,” Agatha said mercilessly. “Crawl over to the whipping bench. You know I have to punish you. It’s for your own good.”

“Is there anyone else that needs to have their pets or slaves disciplined tonight?” Agatha said and turned to the audience. “There is room for two more.”

And to my surprise, Sophie took a step forward to the stage.

“Please, madam,” she said. “My pet has been disobedient and I fear he’s in dire need of discipline.”

“What are you doing?” I whispered to Sophie, but she ignored me.

“What has he failed to do?” Agatha tilted her head royally to one side while she studied me.

“He’s new to submission and he needs to learn his lessons,” Sophie said.

“Very well, bring him here.”

“I-I’m not sure about this,” I whispered urgently to Sophie as she half-dragged me on stage.

“This is payback for leaving me at the science museum,” she whispered back.

“But–” I began to say.

“Hush, darling,” she replied before she placed a ball gag in my mouth and adjusted the straps behind my neck.

“Mphf!” I protested.

She leaned closer and whispered in my ear, “I have already talked to Agatha; she knows all about your preferences and limits. You won’t be able to speak, but you can communicate by making an ‘okay’ signal with your fingers. If you need to use the safe word, spread all of your fingers wide, and we’ll stop immediately. Nod if you understand me.”

I nodded, because what else could I do?

I was trapped between cold dread and eager excitement. My brain couldn’t make up its mind as Sophie led me towards the antique school desk.

“Bend over,” she said in a voice that was husky and so filled with desire it instantly made me turned on.

I obeyed and placed my knees on the school bench and leaned over the desk. It wasn’t a comfortable position and it made me feel deeply self-conscious. It wasn’t a dignified position in any kind of way.

“Place your wrists here,” Sophie told me and pointed to the school bench table legs.

I obeyed and she strapped a thick leather cuff around my wrists and chained them to the table legs. The sound of the rattling metal chains was making me increasingly nervous and excited at the same time.

What’s going to happen? I thought and tried to breathe normally.

“Are you nervous?” Sophie purred.

I nodded in reply.

“Don’t be,” she said fondly. “We won’t hurt you that much.”

Is that meant to make me feel less nervous? I wondered and stared at her. I had no idea what to reply, so I kept my mouth closed.

“Are you finished yet?” Agatha asked Sophie in a strict tone.

“Almost,” Sophie said.

“You’re spending too much time reassuring your pet,” Agatha told her. “Don’t mollycoddle him; he needs to learn how to behave. The strict way.”

A shiver danced down my spine at the tone of her voice and I swallowed hard.

“You’re right,” Sophie said and adjusted the chains to the leather ankle cuffs that held me firmly in place.

The antique school desk had looked fragile, but up close I realised that it was much sturdier than I had anticipated.

I’m not going to be able to get loose unless someone helps me, I thought and instinctively pulled at my bonds.

“Tsk-tsk.” Agatha clicked her tongue. “See, he’s already trying to get free instead of accepting his fate and the fact that he’s not in control. That type of behaviour should be nipped in the bud.”

“I agree,” Sophie said.

“Don’t worry, I’ll beat the disobedience out of him,” Agatha replied. She paused for a moment before she added, “Pull down his trousers.”

“Mpfm,” I tried to protest, but the rubber ball gag muffled all of my words.

What? No! I thought in desperation. I’m not okay with this!

But the fact was that although I was blushing furiously in humiliation, I couldn’t help growing harder as Sophie slowly unbuttoned my trousers. She teasingly rubbed the top of her breast against my bare shoulder and stroked my hardness over my tight trousers while she unzipped them. It was highly distracting and it was making me turned on against my will, because I definitely didn’t want the audience to see my erection under the school bench.

Sophie hesitated for a short moment before she said in a low and serious tone, “Checking in, red or green, James?”

I tried to swallow, but the gag was making it impossible.

I really shouldn’t let this happen, I thought, but another seductive voice whispered close to my ear, ‘Why not? Let it happen, you know you’re going to enjoy it…”

With a shaking hand I formed an ‘okay’ sign with my thumb and index finger. I met Sophie’s eyes. They gleamed dangerously and she gave me a broad, pleased smile.

“Good boy,” she purred before she pulled down my trousers.

I gasped.

“We will start with birching,” Agatha said. “It’s what I always like to begin with to punish naughty boys.”

I bit my lower lip when the bundle of thin birch branches hit my naked buttocks.

I’m fine. It doesn’t hurt that much, I thought, but I could feel my eyes tearing up.

Not because it was painful, but because it was so humiliating. She was treating me like a misbehaving boy and everyone was watching.

“You have been a very bad boy,” Agatha said while she hit me again and again.

At first it didn’t really hurt that much, but for each time the birching rod connected with my naked bottom, my skin became more and more sensitive. It stung more than I had expected, I realised, and gasped when she hit me again.

“Oh, does it hurt?” Agatha said. “Are you starting to regret your bad behaviour?”

I didn’t answer, but she hit me again.

“Nod if you agree,” she demanded to know.

“Mmph,” I said and nodded obediently.

“Let us move on,” she said and I heard her walk over to the cabinet. “For corporal punishment, I prefer old-fashioned tools and methods like birching. A wooden hairbrush works exceedingly well for spanking.”

She held it under my nose, and I got a close-up of a hairbrush with stiff black badger hair. It looked like it could have belonged to a little girl a century ago.

She tapped it lightly against my naked bottom, and involuntarily I flinched and arched my back. There was a solid twack when she hit me with the hairbrush again, and I inhaled sharply in both surprise and pain. A small whine escaped my lips and I forced myself to blink away the tears that threatened to overspill.

“Very good,” she said and patted my bottom. “I want you to express how much you’re enjoying the sensation of a good spanking.”

But it hurts, I thought and in vain I struggled to get free.

And it did hurt… but it was also alluring and darkly titillating. The blows were harder than with the birching, and the sound as the wooden hairbrush connected with flesh was making me increasingly turned on.

Stop it, a voice pleaded at the back of my head, but at the same time another voice whispered, No, do it again…

Sweet pain and dark pleasure were tearing me apart. The sensation was so extreme I felt like I was slowly losing my grip on reality. The BDSM club seemed to fade away from me in the same way a theatre scene comes to life with imagination. All that mattered was my new mistress’s voice and what she told me to do.

“You will never disobey your mistress again,” Agatha said and swung the willow cane across my back.

I hadn’t even noticed when she had swapped the hairbrush for the cane. Tears streaked my face and my breathing was ragged and uneven.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

“Mphf! Mphf!” I nodded vigorously.

Agatha paused and slashed the cane across my back for the last time. I flinched badly and stifled a moan. “Very good,” she said and straightened her back. “You can come and collect your pet now. He won’t disobey you again soon.”

Sophie rushed forward and bent down next to me. Her smokey green eyes were filled with a strange combination of burning desire and concern.

“That was fantastic,” she whispered next to my ear while she released the leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles. “Are you all right?”

I only nodded in reply as she carefully removed the ball gag.

“Yes, I think so,” I said. My lips hurt, my backside was on fire, and yet I had never felt so alive before.

To be honest, I barely remembered getting down from the stage.

I followed Sophie as in a hazy dream. The music seemed louder, and everything around me was oddly distorted, as if I had been drinking. I was constantly acutely aware of everything around me.

Sophie led me upstairs and I stumbled after her. We walked along a hotel corridor with brown doors and narrow carpet. She stopped in front of a door with a sign that read ‘Room 48’ in black art deco font and fished out a key from the side of her corset.

A moment later, she had opened the door and pushed me towards the bed.

I gasped out loud as I landed on my back, and then she was over me. Sophie kissed me deeply and climbed on top of me. Her body weight pressed me against the bed and I moaned in response. My aching back was so sensitive even the smallest pressure sent a shiver of pain and excitement through my body like an electric current.

“I got so turned on by watching you onstage,” Sophie mumbled between kisses while she unzipped my trousers and pulled them down. “I loved when she caned you. It was so hot…”

I kissed her back and fumbled with the buckles to her latex corset before I gave up. She unzipped her shirt and straddled me. Without waiting for my consent, she grabbed my hard erection and pushed me inside. She was warm and ready for me.

I writhed with pleasure under her as she rode me. Each thrust was like a harsh slap against my back, but it only served to make me even more excited. The fact that I was already drugged senseless on endorphins after the spanking I had received made me feel everything twice as intense. Even the smell of her excitement and her latex corset were stronger than before. The sound of the bed hitting rhythmically against the wall seemed too loud, and her moan of pleasure as she climbed towards her climax was making me more and more excited until I knew that there was no way I could hold back.

I pulled up my legs and bent my knees to give her better access, and she leaned heavily against my chest with both hands, pressing me down while she rode me faster and faster. I met her every thrust and every movement.

“Yes,” she moaned and arched her back. “Oh, yes…”

I grabbed her hips and pressed her closer. With a small scream she reached her orgasm and I felt her tighten all around me. It was the last shove I needed, and I buried my face against her breasts as I came deep inside her as my suppressed release finally left me.

My breathing was ragged and I panted desperately for air. Bright spots danced in front of my eyes like fireflies.

“Are you all right?” someone said far away. “James? Are you okay?”

“Yes,” I mumbled incoherently.

“Are you sure?” Sophie said.

“I’m fine,” I mumbled as reality slowly came back to me. “Don’t worry, I’m just a little bit…” I searched for the right words. “I’m just a little bit out of this world.”

“That’s okay,” she replied. “Here, drink some water.”

“I’m not thirsty,” I said sluggishly.

“You’ll feel better if you drink it, I promise.”

I took the glass she offered me, and to my own surprise I drained it in one go. I hadn’t realised I was so thirsty.

“Thank you,” I said and met her eyes.

“How are you feeling?” she asked with a small frown.

“I’m okay, I think…”

The fact was that although I was satisfied beyond description, my back hurt and my entire body felt sore. My legs cramped and a small headache was drawing closer at the back of my head. My cheeks felt strained and tender after the ball gag, and when I looked down, I realised that my wrists were decorated with angry red marks from the leather cuffs.

“Come on, let’s get you to the shower,” Sophie said gently. “You need to drink plenty of fluids and get something to eat.”

Sophie helped me shower although I told her that I didn’t need any help, and afterward she put a soothing aloe vera cream on all of my bruises and some stinging ointment where the skin had been grazed. She forced me to eat a multigrain bar that she got from her handbag and drink another glass of water, although I reassured her that I was fine.

To be honest, I didn’t mind her attention, I admitted to myself when we lay curled up in bed afterward.

“I want to apologise to you,” Sophie said softly as she stroked my hair.

“Why?”

“Because I took advantage of you after the show,” she said quietly. “I shouldn’t have done that; it was irresponsible of me.”

“It’s okay,” I said and kissed her softly on the cheek. “I’m sorry about leaving you at the science museum, I shouldn’t have done that.”

“But I used you,” she said. “I used you for my own pleasure without making sure that you were fine.”

“I know,” I said with a small smug smile. “And that’s okay, too.”

“Does that make me bad?”

“A little,” I agreed and pulled her closer. “But I like it, and I think that’s part of why I love you…”

She smiled and kissed me softly. “I love you, too.”

Epilogue

I had absolutely no idea that my life would change so radically when I left my flat at Baker Street at exactly 07:05 on a perfectly normal Monday morning almost a year ago.

So much has happened.

My flat got renovated after the fire on Baker Street, but I sold it six months later when Sophie and I decided to move in together. We bought a terraced house outside London, which has a large porch that I turned into an aviary for Pago. He likes to spend most of his time in it and quickly learnt how to copy the magpies, to their enormous irritation. He’s also become best friends with a black crow, and I have noticed that he sometimes will share his chocolate with the other bird, which I assume is a sign of deep friendship or manipulation.

It’s quite possible that they’re planning to take over the world together.

I still work at Addington & Wrights Solicitors and I’m enjoying my work although I have to commute by train to the office every morning. However, commuting turned out to be less stressful than navigating London’s horrible morning rush hour, so that’s okay. Mr Meyer is going to retire next year, and I have a feeling that I might be offered his job unless Sandra, who is back from maternity leave, snatches it under my nose. Mike and his delusional Nazi companions got sentenced to life in prison, so I guess he’s not going to compete for the job.

I never got my fifteen minutes of fame for saving the Shard, but I was awarded the Queen’s medal for extraordinary bravery together with Ravi and Sophie in a discreet ceremony at Buckingham Palace.

Sophie continued to work as my secretary for six months before she got a new assignment at a florist’s shop, which possibly has links to drug smuggling and human trafficking in Asia. Before she started working at the florist’s shop, we continued to work together at the Addington & Wrights Solicitors. Although I had always frowned on office romances, I’ll admit that I liked sneaking around with her, especially late in the evening when everyone except the lazy security had gone home. More than once we ended up in highly compromising and naughty situations at the office, but I didn’t actually have anything to do with the old copy machine breaking down!

Well, at least, it wasn’t entirely my fault…

THE END
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