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The kitchen was still, save for the hum of the refrigerator, a sound that usually faded into the background but tonight felt like a jagged, rhythmic intrusion on my nerves. I stood by the counter, a half-empty glass of water in my hand, staring at the calendar on the wall. I’d been working overtime at the finance office, my mind a cluttered mess of spreadsheets and tithe reports, thinking that if I just kept my head down, kept the bills paid, and kept the church schedule tight, I could insulate us from the noise of the world.

I thought I had built a fortress.

Then the front door clicked shut. Piper walked in. She was wearing that oversized hoodie she’d been living in lately, the fabric hanging off her shoulders. She was moving differently—a little slower, a little more cautious, her gaze fixed toward the floor as if she were carrying the weight of the roof on her back.

And then, she turned.

The movement was subtle, but it was enough. The hoodie tightened against her frame, and the truth—a cold, hard, undeniable physical fact—hit me square in the chest. My glass of water didn't shatter, but my grip on reality certainly did. I felt the air leave the room. It wasn't a sudden gasp; it was as if the oxygen had just been sucked out by a vacuum, leaving me to survive on nothing but the pounding of blood in my ears.

Lord, no. Not her. Not my baby.

The internal scream was deafening, but my face felt like a porcelain mask. I watched her walk toward the table. My mother’s voice, my grandmother’s voice—years of warnings, of "watch out for the boys," of "don't let them take what you aren't ready to give"—echoed in the hollow of my stomach.

I set the water down. My hands were shaking, a fine, uncontrollable tremor that I tried to hide by clutching the edge of the laminate table.

Count to ten, Jill. If you speak now, you’ll burn the house down with your words. Count.

One. I looked at her messy ponytail.

Two. I saw the scuff on her sneaker.

Three. I remembered her at six, learning to tie her shoes.

Four. I thought of the "talk" I never gave, the one I thought would keep her innocent by omission.

Five. The guilt was a physical heat rising from my throat. I had been so busy working for God in the church, so busy trying to be the "good woman," that I hadn't been a mother to the girl standing three feet away from me. I had been guarding the church’s finances while my own treasure was being stolen right under my nose.

Six. Seven. Eight.

My heart wasn't just beating; it was mourning. I was mourning the childhood she had lost, the future that was suddenly shifting on its axis, and the mirror of my own history that I







Continuing Chapter 1: The Weight of Silence (Drafting excerpt)


















Expanding toward the 1,600-word count:


	Flashbacks to Jill's upbringing: Interweave 300–400 words about Jill’s own mother, Shaka. Show a brief, vivid memory of what it felt like to be a young mother yourself, contrasted with the hope you had for Piper. This adds emotional weight to your "generational curse" theme.

	The "Finance Office" reflection: Expand on Jill’s day at St. Peter's. Describe the church office, the people she interacted with, and the irony of how she thought her life was in order while the secret was growing at home. This reinforces the "Sunday Best" vs. "Real Life" theme.

	The Physicality of the House: Describe the environment of their home in Detroit. The sounds of the street, the cold outside, the warmth of the kitchen. These atmospheric details help fill out the chapter and make the reader feel like they are right there in the room.



d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





