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GREEN EYED MONSTER

CHAPTER ONE

She awoke

Knots that lashed her to the chair, stretching her muscles to the 
screaming point. Disorientation, shock, dismay. What the fuck?

mechanism that she trusted like none other. Her logic, her wits, 
her innate wisdom. No time to panic, to wonder at circumstance, 

detected no other presence at all. So what else could she hear? 

alive.

three, four, and release. Repeat as necessary, she told herself, 
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until the fear subsides, until your heart calms. Until your wits are 
back inside your dumb-ass head.

. She raised 
her head slightly, letting her nose play detective.

Now how the hell did this happen?

so hard to recall?

Think. Water. She 

She had followed soon after, onto the cool tiles with a wave of 

it was worth.

recalled the relief that someone had arrived who would help her, 
who would run for help.

them overwhelm her. She had to keep her mind occupied, gather 
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whatever lay ahead. Knowledge is power. I am not afraid. Well, 
not much. I don’t know who’s grabbed me. I don’t know what 
they want. But the clues I have are expanding by the minute. So 
relax, breathe deep, use your brain, and help yourself get out of 
this mess.

shoulder, and with its steady movement she tried to calculate 
time. Now she knew she had a window somewhere to the left. 

either a garage or utility room. She hoped she was at ground level 

and all sense of daylight hours with it. Even a dripping tap would 

was a garage or the utility room.

dinner. Or lunch? She guessed dinner as the sun had earlier shone 

her thoughts slightly left of center and away from her increasing 
stress. She needed to focus on something other than pure panic.

So, it was dinnertime. Immediately, her stomach started to 

© 2008 Bold Strokes Books



GILL MCKNIGHT

Well, what do you know?

was her timepiece, pacing her day.

room. Four steps from the microwave to the silverware drawer. 

were seldom larger than their kitchens, so this was more likely 

Now she smelled the waft of approaching food, and her stomach 

It’s only an impression .
Underlying the heady aroma of food lay the warm, soapy scent 

captor. How many more were there?

drawl that in other circumstances she’d have found attractive. “I 
also got you some water and some painkillers. I’m gonna undo 

away. Understand?”

gag.  She 
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was gently inserted into her parched mouth.

was carefully introduced and she took another sip.
“Here comes the spoon. Ready?” She listened intently to the 

What is she doing? Blowing. She’s blowing on the spoon. 
Cooling the soup like you would for a child? Kidnappers didn’t 
do that. Kidnappers cut off your ears and sent them to your loved 
ones.
with their knives.

ages ago. Over the next ten minutes the process was repeated 

resonated in it.
“It was good,” she said. What came next, the gag? No, no, 

the moment, to delay the panic, to glean more information?
Keep talking. Make a 

connection. She seems to be kind. Well, kind enough, considering 
she’s a kidnapper.

“I got some aspirin here. I’m guessing you’ve got a nasty 
headache. Do you want some?”
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So she had

trust this woman? Did she want this woman to think she would
trust her? What was she to make of these attempts at kindness 

immediate physical comfort?

water, please.”

present situation?

“Sorry?”

cheerfulness in the voice.
Then I’ll let you go? So this woman was in charge? Was she 

came to her aid.
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a drain hole.
“Oh, right. Hmm.”

What kind of 
half-assed, amateur kidnapper have I got here? C’mon, what did 
she expect? Feed me, water me, then leave me to explode?

no need to feed, water, or toilet her captive. Jesus, has something 
gone wrong already? What happened to “all over in a few hours, 

voice reassured her.
“I’m gonna untie your wrists and guide you. We’ll go slow. 

Just follow my directions.”

stood up cautiously, relieved to have no pins and needles, and no 
. Was 

herself out of her semihysteria.

sun had long disappeared.

stuff.”

amateurism, and that was very, very dangerous for her. She wasn’t 
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her captor was indeed taller and with a much longer stride. When 

that they’d reached their destination, her captor seemed to have 
run out of steam.

Now what? Now what indeed, she could almost hear the 
clunking rattle of her captor’s mind. God, what an idiot. This just 
gets worse.

“I won’t touch it. Just free my hands so I can use the toilet. 

and supported her as she clumsily sat down, leaning forward 
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her.

She was pulled to her feet and her clothing rearranged. 

trained. Why is she putting us both through this embarrassment? 
It’s excruciating. I hate it. It’s got to stop, somehow.

nicely. If she ever got a run for it, she at least stood half a chance 

speedy release was imperative. She needed to get out of here as 

pulled over her head, and the cuffs were then looped to the railed 

much.
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“What do you mean only what’s yours? Why have you 

with your girlfriend.”
“My girlfriend? What’s she got to do with it? What’s going 

on here?”

move toward the doorway.

Ginette.”
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