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Prologue 

He’s watching her. He knows where she’s going, what she’s doing, but still he watches. She’s 

inside now – out of his sight – but she’ll be coming out soon. It’s been thirty minutes, but he 

doesn’t mind the wait. He leans his shoulder against the wall of a shadowed doorway, a spot 

he has stood in many times before, and thinks about who she is and what she’s become. 

Finally the glass doors of the apartment block swing open and she strides out, her head 

high, blonde hair gleaming in the overhead lights of the entrance. Even from here he can tell 

she is wearing deep red lipstick and dark eye make-up, and the skirt of her short dress swings 

around bare, tanned legs. He can’t see the expression in her eyes, but he knows they will be 

burning bright with the thrill of the night ahead. 

And he hates her for it. 

He watches as people turn their heads to stare at this captivating woman who walks with 

such confidence in her strappy stilettos. They are probably wondering why someone so 

beautiful is on her own on the streets of Manchester. 

She only has to cover a short distance to her destination, and he doesn’t need to follow 

her, but he does anyway. He wonders if she can feel his eyes burning into her back, despising 

her for who she is, for the pain she has caused. 

He hopes she can, because then she might be scared. And he needs that. He wants to see 

her fear – taste it. But not yet. 

Soon. 
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