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  To E.L. James and A.F. Titchmarsh


  – for the inspiration and the vegetation.
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  My chest pounds hard as my wrists strain against the cold, tight, steel handcuffs behind my back. I try to yell for help but my mouth is covered. My life flashes before my

  eyes – or it would do if I hadn’t been blindfolded.




  Questions whir round my head like a 1600-watt Qualcast rotary mower. Where am I? Who am I? Who brought me here? Robbed of my eyesight, my other senses shift into overdrive. I

  can feel thick, coarse rope binding my chest, waist and ankles to a wooden chair. And a tap on my forehead. Then another. Liquid splashing down onto my face. Am I being waterboarded?




  Something sticky and sweet coats my tongue. Have I been drugged? That would explain my memory loss.




  My twitching nostrils detect a musty, damp aroma. With just a hint of . . . what is that? It’s strangely familiar but I can’t place it.




  Any small noise might help me discover my location but I hear nothing. I’m alone – for now. Surely not for long though. I have to get out of here before my

  kidnapper returns, but how?
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  I shuffle impatiently and feel the chair move very slightly. That’s it! If I can tip it back far enough to make it fall over, maybe one of its legs will break off,

  then I can slip free and make a run for it. I push down on the floor with the soles of my shoes. The chair moves backwards slightly before falling slowly forward again. I push harder. It moves a

  little further this time but once again falls stubbornly back to its starting position. I pause for a moment, take a deep breath, then kick down with all the force my aching legs can muster. I

  brace myself for the impact as the chair begins to rock.




  And rock.




  And rock.




  Bugger. It’s a rocking chair.
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  It’s no use – I’m trapped, with no hope of escape. My pulse is racing, my breaths are shallow. I need to calm down. I need help. I need a nice cup of tea.

  But why would anyone want to kidnap me? If only I could remember who I am.




  Suddenly an image flashes across my mind. A door. With a gleaming brass plate. Letters etched into it, slowly coming into focus . . .




  Of course! I’m Colin T. Grey, CEO, Slea-Z-Sheds International – the multi-million pound erotic-shed company I set up last year, after my wife left me. Or

  I’m a brass-plate engraver. No, the first one.




  So whoever kidnapped me must be after a ransom! Unless . . . I shudder as I suddenly realize what it is I can smell – Chanel N°5. But why would a woman want to tie

  me up like this? As hard as I try, with my pounding head, I can’t think of any woman I’ve upset. Disappointed? Plenty. But upset?
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