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“What did you do?” I asked as I stared at the dead woman lying in a pool of blood on the kitchen floor.

Mike Conner, my best friend, held a knife, dripping with blood, in his hand. He turned to me. “Ryan, I didn’t do it. I didn’t kill my mom. When I came in here to get us something to drink, I found her like this. I saw and the knife and I...I...” He shook his head. “I picked it up without thinking. I swear, it’s not the way it looks.”

I didn’t know what to think. We had been playing a war movie in Mike’s bedroom for a half hour. The game was pretty loud. But was it loud enough to mask the sound of someone screaming?

I glanced at his mother. Her eyes were wide with terror. Blood soaked her shirt. She’d been stabbed in the stomach multiple times. Stabbed by a knife just like the one Mike was holding. She must have had time to scream. Blood was on her hands. Blood was on the counter. The handprints were leading to the kitchen door. She had tried to get outside but hadn’t made it. She’d collapsed to the floor and died before she could get away from the murderer.

My gaze went back to my friend. He was paler than usual. He was visibly shaking. Beads of sweat lined his forehead. He had a deer in the headlights look that let me know he was scared. But was he scared because his mom was dead, or was he scared because he’d just gotten caught killing her?

My stomach tensed with dread. I didn’t know what to think. He and his mom had been having a rough time lately. I didn’t know the details, but it had something to do with an affair she’d had nine months before he was born. There was a question about whether his dad was really his father or if it was some guy who’d picked her up in a nightclub. Like I said, I didn’t know the details. It wasn’t my place to ask more questions, and to be honest, I didn’t want to know. 

All I wanted was for us to get lost in playing a game like the good old days before he’d become somber. I tried not to notice the divorce papers resting on the kitchen table, but for some reason, the afternoon sunlight coming in through the window bounced off of them in a way that made them seem to glow. If papers could talk, I’m sure they’d be snickering. No need for a divorce now. No one needed to know Mike might have been the result of a one-night stand affair. 

“Say something, Ryan,” Mike begged.

I shook my head. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Tell me you believe me! Tell me you know I’m innocent!” 

I stepped back as Mike flung his arms around in panic. If he wasn’t careful, that knife was going to fly out of his hand, and I could very well be next.

The kitchen door opened, and I saw Mike’s father. Or at least, the man who’d raised him. I shook my head again. It was so hard to think. Everything was happening so fast. This was supposed to be a relaxing afternoon, but it had turned into a nightmare. In some ways, it didn’t seem real. A part of me felt as if I was watching everything play out in a movie.

Mr. Conner gasped and shut the door. “What did you do, Mike?”

“Nothing! I didn’t do anything. I came in here to get something to drink, and Mom was dead. By, by...this.” Mike held the knife up toward him. “Someone came into this house and stabbed her.”

Mr. Conner turned his attention to me. “Did you see someone come into this house?”

“No, sir. It was just me and Mike,” I said, the blood rushing in my ears as the ramifications of what I was saying hit me full force. Mike and I were the only ones in this house except for his mom, and she was the one who was dead.

“Are you sure?” Mr. Conner asked. “You didn’t see or hear anyone?”

“No, sir. There was no one else.” 

Was Mike really a murderer? Was
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