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PROLOGUE

Even before it all went bad she had the feeling it was going to

be a rotten day. She blamed it on the headache, the one she’d
woken up with. But even later, as the headache eased, the feeling,
almost a sense of foreboding, remained. Still, she’d made it through
the day. Maybe, she thought, the night would be better.

She was wrong.

“How about something to drink, maybe some coffee?” He smiles.

“I should be getting home.”

He looks at his watch. “It’s only eight-thirty. Come on. I’ll buy you a cup
of the best cappuccino in town.”

Maybe she says yes because the headache is finally gone, or because the
day has turned out much better than she expected, or because she doesn’t feel
like being alone, not right now.

“Let’s walk a bit.”
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