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“Well, hello, Mister Sleepyhead; you were starting to worry me.”

He raised his head slowly, and through half-closed eyes, scanned his surroundings. His face? Totally dazed and confused summed it up perfectly. All the peace I’d snagged for the past few hours vanished in a flash, replaced by a creeping panic. After weeks of planning, I had gone totally off-script within a couple of hours of arriving at his flat.

“Who the fuck are you, and what the fuck are you doing in my flat?” he spat with a venom that made me immediately think I may have bitten off more than I could chew.

I took a moment, breathed in deep, and got a grip on my emotions. Even though I was winging it, I still had a loose plan for how the game would unfold. But before diving in, I was curious about his reaction after waking from his deep slumber. “Hey, Charlie, why’d your first two questions skip right past, ‘Why am I gaffer-taped to this rather kitsch but nonetheless stylish 1970s wooden rocking chair’, and straight to, ‘Who the fuck are you and what the fuck are you doing here?’ If I were in your position—and thank the Lord I’m not, I think I’d be more concerned about the former. Then again, that could just be me.”

“Who the fuck’s Charlie?” His only response to what I thought was a perfectly reasonable question.

“Now, now, let’s start as we mean to go on. This—what some may describe as a slightly surreal situation—is going to be much more productive for both of us if we can at least agree to be honest with each other. Your name is Charlie Phipps, but I have a feeling you might’ve forgotten my name. Don’t worry, by the end of the day, you’ll remember it all too well—maybe even wish you hadn’t.”

So far so good. I’d managed to navigate the first couple of minutes of our encounter without any significant hiccups, but holding it together as things deepened, that would be the real hurdle.

“Look love—”

“No, no, no, no, no... Stop right there,” I’d gone from calm to incensed in an instant. “You do not get to call me love, darling, duck, beautiful, dear, sweetheart, or fucking treacle. Do we understand each other?”

“Pardon me for breathing, darling.”

“You won’t be breathing for long if you fucking continue,” I warned him.

An adorable miniature hammer, winked at me from the coffee table. Who knew what such a thing was for, besides, I suppose, hammering minuscule, equally adorable nails? But today, it became my unlikely weapon of choice, arcing through the air towards Charlie’s unsuspecting skull. It landed on his left temple with a satisfying crack and, in a slightly delayed reaction, caused him to groan in pain. “I stumbled upon that in your tool shed last night. What a find. A proper testosterone fuelled man cave, packed with seriously cool tools. Just take a sec to look around—lots of them have made their way onto your coffee table.”

“That fucking hurt, you crazy bitch!”

In a move that I thought was pretty cool and a staple of the countless gangster movies I’d watched, I turned and grabbed a dining chair and placed it backwards in front of my trussed up play pal. Slowly—some might even say provocatively—I attempted to sit astride the chair before realising my ten quid, skinny, Primark jeans were not going to be that forgiving. I turned the endeavour into a badly choreographed erotic lap dance as I swung my leg over the back of the chair instead, with the intention of turning it the right way round to face him. How I ended up on my back with the chair on top of me remains a mystery. Why Charlie chose not to comment on the comedy of errors unfolding before him, I’ve no idea, but perhaps it had something to do with the fact that the last time he opened his mouth, he was hit with a hammer. I aimed for a composed transition as I moved from my current position to settling into the chair, neatly crossing my arms and legs. However, despite my efforts, any semblance of dignity had unmistakably departed by then. Desperate to regain control, I said, “I’m gonna let that one go, Charlie. I am a little crazy, and I can be a bitch, but I think what we’re missing at the moment are some ground rules.”
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