“Nails, filed to a point, scraped the flesh of a woman, while she stood in the window, looking out.


A lizard tongue snapped against the windowpane, like a whip snapping against a bare back.


Thunder and lightning never ceased like the turbulence within her mind.


Demanding eyes were forever focused on the cobblestone walkway just outside. The eyes, with dominant brows, were like dried up ocean.


“Maybe he’ll be back, someday,” a wild-eyed woman thought…”
