
Remorse
"Amanda?"

Startled, Amanda concealed the revolver.

"Can I come in?"

"Looks like you're already in," Amanda berated.

Cautiously, "How are you?"

How am I? Amanda's heart screamed. She sighed, "Fine."

The therapist warned it would take time, "Really, how are you?"

I killed my best friend. Driving drunk. What's it matter how I am? "Really, mom, I'm fine."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm sure. I just want to be alone."

"Ok, dear," she edged away believing her patience would one day be rewarded.

Amanda regretted not saying goodbye.

The blast reverberated throughout the house.


