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A Silent Surrender
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She stood tall, moonlight casting her shadow long across the yard. Her knees burned. Her palms, raw and bloodied, trembled at her sides. Dried red and specks of brown grit stained her jeans like bruises that wouldn’t wash out.

Lillian stared at the freshly dug grave. Her cheeks were as dewy as the grass beneath her feet.

“What did I do?” she whispered, eyes wide, arms hugging her torso. I killed him, she thought. He was a cruel man.

Tears welled and spilled as light raindrops kissed her scalp. She lifted her gaze to the moon, its pale light bathing her face.

I must go. Before they realize he's missing. They won't believe me. Not without proof.

She turned from the grave and stepped into the dimly lit house. The silence felt thick, like judgment.

In the bedroom, she stuffed clothes, papers, and whatever else she could grab into a duffle bag, her hands trembling. With a heave, she slung the bag over her shoulder and moved toward the door—then froze.

Her eyes scanned the room, fingers tapping against her thigh. Keys.

Where are the keys? Her gaze landed on the marble countertop. A GLOCK 22. A car fob.

Lillian approached, her steps cautious. She grabbed the fob—but hesitated over the weapon.

Do I need this? They'll test it. They'll know.

Still, her fingers closed around the gun. She tucked it into the waistband of her jeans and pulled her shirt loose to hide it. Then, with a breath she didn’t realize she was holding, she stepped outside and clicked the unlock button.

***
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Tossing the bag onto the passenger seat, Lillian turned back to glance at the house. In the car window's reflection—red and blue lights danced like sirens of fate.

A police cruiser pulled up. A tall officer stepped out, his uniform crisp in the moonlight.
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