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Jason poured himself another glass of Burgundy and tried to flush
Jenna from his thoughts. The bloated, red moon glared at him from
the claret coloured sky as he headed towards oblivion like dirty
dishwater down a plughole.

And then, the sea of sleep enfolded him.

Dark dreams and worse memories lapped at the shore of his slumber
until he awoke, drowning in crimson. Slices of sunlight cut through
the blinds and slashed across his eyes, stinging like a knife blade.

Outside, seagulls screeched and cackled through the roaring wind
as Jason closed his eyes and dissolved back into the night, resolving
to never again drink red wine in bed.
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