Chapter Fifteen: Seven Minutes in Heaven.

	The room shivered into focus as an orange art house transition of sunset bled into his consciousness through the small spherical window.
	 It was the slam of the front door that had brought him round. It had worked. He had been there for her dying moments. He had been her. He had screamed her dying breath. The slam of the door had brought him round. The door. They were here. He jumped in the wardrobe without hesitating, body overruling brain once more. Through a crack in the wooden door he could see into the room. His chest still seared like an open wound. His head was still cloudy from his experience and he had seen enough horror movies to know that hiding in the wardrobe was only one above hiding under the bed on the list of places most likely to get you killed. He was not ready for this.
	It had to be the killer. There was no logical reason for anyone else to be here. She must bring her victims here. But then, why weren’t the other two killed here? He could worry about later. He had seen her face. He just had to find out whose face it was. And live long enough to prove that she did it. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	He was sure he could hear three voices. Two women and a man. And they were getting nearer. Nathan leaned as far forward as he could, straining to hear whether this was the start of a strangers murder he was witnessing or the start of his own. Hero or dodo, it remained to be seen.

