
Anna knew something was wrong the second she stepped into her art gallery. It was eerily 
quiet. Where was the music her security guard Johnny typically played while manning the fort? 
Usually, she walked into the Black-Eyed Peas or some kind of hip-hop. 

As she moved deeper into the lobby, another thing startled her. A metallic scent. Was 
that…blood? 

Then she saw him. His eyes were staring straight. His head lay in a pool of blood. Johnny! 
Somebody killed him! 

Anna frantically pulled her cell phone out of her vest pocket and tried to dial 911—but couldn’t 
make her fingers work as they trembled, repeatedly hitting the wrong numbers. 

Come on. Come on! She scolded herself as sweat dropped into her eyes. 
She heard a man’s voice from around the corner—a slow, monstrous growl. The sound of a 
sick, tortured soul.  
Fearing for her life, she dropped her purse and ran to the first stall of the lady’s room, closed 

and locked the door. She held her breath and made herself as still and small as possible. Her heart 
was pounding so loudly she was afraid the killer would hear it and track her into the bathroom. 

She heard the sound again.  Desperate. Wanting. Oh my God, the murderer could be after me! 
She suddenly remembered the purse she had dropped. If the murderer didn’t find her in here, he 
could find her at home.  

It sounded like someone called her name, the voice hauntingly familiar. Johnny? He’s alive? 
She ran back out to the lobby. How could she have been such a coward to leave him? But he 

had looked dead, eyes open, still, and staring. 
She knelt beside him. He was still alive and moaning softly. There was a huge puddle of blood 

around his head, a thin stream flowing towards the door. She could see the head wound—part of 
his skull appeared crushed. 

He was trying to tell her something—hardly audible. Anna moved her ear toward his mouth to 
listen to his words. “The...they came and took…the Delacroix…” 

Then he fainted. Or died? With nervous fingers, Anna tried for his pulse—but her own pulse 
was beating so hard she could not tell her own from his. 

Oh my God, what am I doing? Anna grabbed her phone. This time her fingers worked. She 
pressed 911. She felt for Johnny’s pulse again. He’s still alive! 

Barely. 
 


