Task 1
October 31st, 2004

Was it possible for a place to feel empty when so full of life? 
The streets were darker than usual today. I wrapped my scarf tighter round my neck as the wind’s icy fingers ran down my exposed spine. It was such a cold night.  I made my way through the streets of Catford hoping not to run into any hooligans dressed the way I was. I usually loved Halloween but something about tonight felt dangerous. Warning bells kept going off in the back of my mind for me to run for cover. 

I pushed the thoughts out of my mind pinning it to being skittish about everyone being dressed in costumes. I turned into an empty alley deciding against my better judgment to take a shortcut home. I regretted my poor decision almost immediately as my eyes landed on three men just standing around. Their heads were bent down. One had a cigarette in their mouth, the soft red glow did little to calm my nerves. 

Ignore them, I thought, as I carried on making my way, holding my head high with false confidence. My shoulders fell in a short-lived celebration as I turned the corner at the end of the alley without any problems. I rummaged through my shorts pocket, once again damning my choice of outfit for my mp3 player. Outdated I know, but trustworthy and small. Just as I was about to plug my ears, blocking out the world, I heard someone call for me.
“Oi miss!” 
I already knew who it was calling out for me. A small part of me hoped it was someone else but that dream was shattered when another voice said: 

“you think you can walk past us without saying hi. C’mon man that’s just rude. Is it cause we’re ugly?” 

I turned slowly to face the three men from the alley. Well I hate to say it, but the only way to describe them was ‘they had the face only their mamma could love’. I gave a nervous laugh backing up, slowly hitting something solid.  

For the love of all things beautiful- 

I felt a pair of hands grab a hold of my shaking shoulders. They had back up? I cleared my throat, subtly preparing myself to scream, but the calm, almost monotone voice of the man holding me stilled me.

“I’ve been looking everywhere for you Rebeca.” The man let go of my shoulder, stepping in front of me protectively. “So gentlemen do you have business with my girlfriend?”
The three men said nothing backing away. 

My knight in the black trench coat turned to face me, a large smile on his face, but that wasn’t what captivated me. I found myself being drawn in by his red, almost glowing eyes. It’s as if the world had stopped and fallen into a silent abyss. 

“Thank you.” Was all I was able to mutter. 

“Let me take you somewhere Rebeca.” 

This is when warning bells should have been going off in my head. Like how the hell did he know my name?  But nothing rang. I nodded my head, taking his outstretched hand. We walked down the road to a parked old limo. The windows were so darkly tinted I couldn’t see the driver but on our arrival the passenger side door flew open. I slid in. He followed me, the door closing after him with a thump. The limo was dimly lit with a dangerous red glow matching the blood running to my cheeks and legs. 

“Would you like a drink Rebeca?” His voice was barely a whisper.

I nodded. I watched as he filled up two glasses with a liquid, handing me one.  I quickly gulped it down.

“What’s your name by the way?”  His lips moved but nothing came out. “What did you say?” Once again, his lips were moving but no words were coming out. I felt my eyes roll to the back of my head as I passed out.

I woke up some time later, head on his lap. I sat up looking around.

“Where are we?” Holy crap how was I still calm.

“Welcome Rebeca to Cliff Tucker.”

I looked out the window. The Cliff Tucker he spoke of was a little house. A large sign spelt ‘Cliff Tucker’ in bright red. The white porch glowed under the full moon. The limo door once again opened, and I stepped onto the gravelly path. 

He wrapped his arms round me. 

“Come Rebeca we must get in before they come to hunt me.”

I looked up at him, all my senses fading away into his red eyes. A smile stretched onto my face.

“Anything for you my Lord.”

We entered the house arm in arm. 

And in the morning, I awoke back in my bedroom, memories of the night before turning into a hazy, different past. The only thing that reminded me he existed was the bite scar on my neck and the men that followed me around waiting in the shadows for when my Lord will next come out.

 

December 31st, 2014

He was watching me. I didn’t have to see him to know. I could feel his intense gaze burning into the back of my head as I danced. I tried my best to ignore it but couldn’t. I stopped dancing to the disappointment of the men that had swarmed around me. Where was he? I scanned the club, trying my best to locate him with all the flashing lights.  But without my glasses, everything not immediately in front of me became a bight blur of colours.

A pair of hands wrapped around my neck, causing my heart to drop to my stomach. It tightened for a second then it was gone. I turned and there he stood. All six two of him. His red eyes seemed to shine brighter under the club lights. I stepped closer to him, half leaning half falling into his embrace. 

He smelled just like the earth itself. Slightly musty, slightly dirty, slightly decayed. The incense the church used to try and keep him down still stuck to his coat. He bent down till his cold lips grazed my burning ears. 

“Dance with me.” Was all he whispered. I did as I was told, swaying softly side to side, my arms wound tightly round him. I was scared that if I loosened my hold he would disappear again. He danced with me. His cold hands ran freely over my exposed skin. Lingering at the small of my back for a tense second. 

Using a long, pale finger he moved my hair to the side, exposing my neck. Instinctively, I tilted my head further to the side. I caught his lip twitch into a small smile from the corner of my eye before he bent down, placing a kiss on my exposed skin. He murmured something. Maybe a prayer of thanks, I couldn’t tell. As he bit down into my neck, I felt my knees crumble into ecstasy.

With one strong hold he lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his thin frame, gasping as my back hit a wall. When had we moved from the dance floor? I didn’t care though. I raked my hand through his thick hair, gasping as the bite intensified. Just as quickly as it started it ended. I leaned against the wall for support, breathless. 

Once again his cold hands cupped my face, planting a bloody kiss on my lips. He turned his head, his lips grazing my ears once more. “Dance for me” was all he whispered. I did as I was told, holding back my tears. Walking back to the dance floor, I started to sway my hips, every once in a while, looking over my shoulder, my eyes catching his somehow. I carried on dancing under his intense gaze, only stopping when I felt him against me once again. He pointed to the big screen that had grabbed everyone’s attention. Sixty seconds till the new year. 

For some reason, I found myself looking over at the club’s entrance, my heart stopping as ‘They’ entered. I knew my time with him was over. I grabbed his arm in a tight grip. 

“Take me with you” I begged. But in a flash he was gone, leaving me behind and the ball signalling the new year fell along with my bitter tears. 


October 31st, 2015 

It was a cold night. A real cold night, it was the type of night that, if you had even an ounce of sense, you’d stay in. Death. Death was in the air. But you see I wasn’t a smart girl…

Hand clasped tightly on my steering wheel, I drove slowly down the pot holed path, a wave of relief washing over me as I caught a glimpse of the flimsy, manmade paper sign. It read in dark bold letters ‘Cliff Tucker Left’, I was almost there.

It was a cold night. A real cold night. No matter how high I put on the old car radiator it stayed cold. Layered in jumpers and a scarf I couldn’t get rid of the chill that chewed at my bones. Though cold I was still drenched in sweat. This was fear. One shouldn’t be out this late. But, I had to see him.

My headlights finally landed on the little house. It’s fallen sign holding on by one crusty nail read ‘Cliff Tucker’ in bright red. In its hay day it had been a beauty, but many rough storms have left it weak. Its once white porch was crumbly and old, buried under heaps of frozen autumn leaves. I checked my surroundings. No one was here. For now. Grabbing my rucksack from the passage side seat I made a mad dash for the house.

He sensed my arrival, the door opening slightly as my foot tapped the broken porch step. His red eyes glared at me through the gap.

“Why are you here?”  I knew he was angry. I could hear it in his tone but I didn’t care. 

I didn’t get a chance to answer. Our pleasant conversation was interrupted by the crunching of twigs under a car’s wheel. I looked back over my shoulder. No headlights could be seen. But the crunching of twigs and leaves were deafening tonight. They were coming. The door was now wide open, beckoning me in. I didn’t hesitate. Jumping over the remaining two steps I all but ran into his arms. He closed the door behind me, double locking it with two loud adorable clicks.

“How did you find me?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I snuggled deeper into his chest looking for a heartbeat knowing I wouldn’t find one. Death was in the air, that’s how I knew he was near. My sweet, my precious Lord Dracula I knew you would be here.










Task 2 Write for a few minutes on each of the following (whatever comes into your head – let your thoughts fly!):

Marilyn Monroe My lovers’ eyes
Blue orbs that try to drown me
Waves crash against my shields
Help I’m a prisoner
Lost in your beauty’s illusion
Cold but warm is your gaze
You don’t care for me- you use me
You don’t see me
Wave after wave you drown me
Power through- you splash right by me

Overflowing your banks 
White is the canvas
A flood under the wind’s aid
Held in a petty kind of way
For lewd men to gaze -Sin. Sin away
Nowhere’s safe
Wave after wave you drown me
I am unable to steer away
Wave after you have me
For all the love you give you take
Find comfort in my hate
Wave after wave
Your Blue orbs damn me…





Task 3 Exercise:
Write a story beginning: Where were you last night?
(Last night has already happened so you're in the middle of things)

“Where were you last night?”
I refused to answer that. She knew exactly where I was. I was in the same place I was yesterday and the night before that. My father’s loud sigh filled the kitchen, he could tell a fight was brewing.  I kissed my teeth in annoyance I knew he was about to talk to try and calm the situation down but my head was throbbing and I was in the mood to vent some stem. Besides her Californian accent was rubbing off my Texan vibe in all the wrong ways this morning.
“Don’t ignore your mother Violet.” 
I finally looked up from the book I was reading to stare at my father gobsmacked that he’d even say that. I regain my composure. I should be used to this bullshit by now, the damn man at the age of forty-six was going senile. Poor chap.
“You and I both know that woman is not my mother. Why most we play this charade? Do you want me to bring down the urn my mother’s ashes are in?” No one answered straight away so I looked back down at my book, not really acknowledging the words on the page. Just counting down till someone broke the silence.
“Violet not today please.” My father was almost begging.
I sighed loudly. Like father like daughter I suppose in that sense. Slamming my book down on the table I gave the pair my attention.
“Right. What do you want Father and Sidney? Also known as- “  I paused for dramatic effect “The woman who still hasn’t taken note that she is and will never be my mother?” 
The lady that had been forcibly trying get my attention sat down across from me, thick worry lines in her forehead. Wow. I’m shocked, it almost looked as if she cared.
“Where was you last night Violet? I came home at one from night praise and worship and you still weren’t home.” I stared at her blankly. She used that as permission to carry on “I then out of the goodness of my heart stayed up till three and you still didn’t return.”
“You knew where I was Sidney” 
From the corner of my eye I noticed my father getting up, leaving the room. Typical, leaving me alone with the bitch.
Sidney poured herself another glass of OJ.
“Your right Violet, I knew exactly where you were. My problem is I don’t think it’s a place a girl should be. I know you say you handle yourself just fine and the guys down there got your back but you are an eighteen-year-old girl.”
“I’ve told you multiple times, that you-though I don’t know why you do- Have nothing to worry about. I am well trained, have my qualifications and have been doing this for years.”
“Violet as your step-mum I think it’s time to draw the line with this job. This is the third black eye you’ve come home with. Your dad and I-”
“You mean you, Right?”
Sidney finally dropped the fake look of concern at the sound of the front door closing signalling my father, like Elvis had left the buiding.
“Fine. I don’t want you back there. It’s embarrassing explaining things to the neighbourhood and it takes the attention off me because everyone is asking questions about you.” 
Now she was over stepping her boundaries. I stood up taking a little satisfaction when Sidney flinched.
“Sidney. Be careful you are about to have your knee caps knocked off. I’m not quitting my job not for you, not for daddy and not for no corn picking, hillbilly nosey poesy neighbourhood.” I grabbed an apple from the table. “Now if you need me I’ll be in my room. I got work latter on and need to be refreshed.” I gave a large fake smile. Heading out of the room boxing gloves in tow. 






Task 4 - ‘Write a piece in which young lovers meet at a certain place (describe the place using objective correlative). Then the young man has to go off to war. Later, after his death, she returns to the place they would meet.’
I used to love this hidden grasp of nature. It was the type of hidden beauty that you could let your feelings run free. With endless hills and streams. The wild life was so vast, so different. You could see it all from little, tiny ants to wild foxes running between the trees and thick rows of meter long flower. Their baby like screeches both annoying and a constant reminder of how humans are not too far from the animalistic tree. 
Michael loved to take me here. We’d have picnics in the summer and in the winter arm in arm we would trench through the snow. I appreciating the frozen lake and white bedding, Michael reading out poetry. I loved Michael he was the type of man that made you appreciate everything you had. The red hair and pale skin that I grew up to hate, he made me love. Under Michaels gaze, his touch I felt beautiful. I was free. But then the war came and took all the happy memories from me.
My little patch of hidden wildlife was destroyed. Its camouflaged curtains stripped away for all to see. Now the first thing that comes to my mind when I try to remember my Michael is a pair of warm, honey brown eyes, then I remember the tear drops that froze while running down his face. I remember how his lips turned blue, slightly ajar letting out shaky breaths. Sometimes when I think deep enough into that memory I can remember the metallic taste of blood in my mouth. The sting from my hot exposed wounds mixing with the coldness of the snow. 
I remember trying to comfort him scared. We did not know that the enemy soldier would be there. Yes, it was a time of war but just before he had to go to be on the front line, he wanted to take me on one final walk. That is when we were shot at. Tears burn my eyes as the play back of his death runs through my mind. His breath became laboured; his crying became one of a mad mans. One second he was there, the next he became suddenly very still. There was no beauty in his death.
Leaning painfully on my walking stick I hobble through my old hidden grasp of nature. It had been five years it’s funny how nature had reclaimed its turf. The endless hills and streams had returned along with the foxes and little tiny ants. The only difference was that Michael was gone. 















Task 5
A (middle aged) woman on a bus has an argument with the bus driver.
A young man intervenes on her side and her life is changed.

I was annoyed. No scrap that, I was pissed. I glared daggers at the bus driver.
“Sir I don’t understand why you are being so unreasonable.”
The large, heavy set man didn’t even turn his head to acknowledge me. 
“Listen lady, no pass no ride.” 
I huffed in frustration slamming my card on the passenger window that divided the many chinned bus driver and me. 
“I have a pass it’s just not working. See it says paid for till September 2019 it’s only December 2018!” 
The bus driver ignored me. Right, he was going to play it this way was he? I stormed down the isle of the bus my suitcase smacking into every pole loudly. I could hear the driver calling for my attention and for me to stop but he, could, shove it. I came across a pair of empty seats, sitting down with an affirmative thump. 
The large sweaty bus driver had followed me down the aisle his face red, breathing laboured and raspy. Dear lord if I don’t kill this man his ill health will.
“Lady you have three seconds to get off this bus.” 
Using every positive imagery technique I knew, I pretend that the seats were not virus and disease infected death traps.  I scoffed loudly leaning back further into the plastic seat, sticking out my bottom lip in a sarcastic smirk, one heavily contoured eyebrow raised. I was ready to rumble. I hated public transport, the only damn reason I was using it was because my taxi broke down at the worst moment. The bus driver grabbed my suitcase trying to rip it out of my hand. 
“Oi let go of that.” I pulled back, with more power than I had planned. I squealed pig like as the pig of a man fell on my tiny form. Lord was this how I was to go? Dramatic? Yes. Newspaper worthy? Oh yes, could see my flattened body all over page four. I gasped painfully for air almost throwing up as the man’s thick body odour crawled its way down my already struggling windpipes. 
After squirming around for a few seconds I was finally saved. I sucked in a lung full of clean ear watching as the bus driver was pulled back down the aisle. My knight in shining armour was a tall, broad shoulder, built like a wood cutter young man. He had on a clean cut longline shirt with a pair of slim jeans, tied up tightly with some grey snake skin cowboy boots. Pushing the bus driver back in his seat he walked over towards me. 
“Listen ma’am it’s quite clear that though you are right. This pork belly man ain’t goanna let you off the hook. Now, I’m not sure if it’s a vendetta against the fact your taxi broke down at the busses designated stop area or the fact you questioned his authority.’ I sighed looking around at all the pissed passengers. Right I had held them up long enough
“Fine. I’ll get off.” The man took my suitcase from my hand carrying it out of the bus.  “Thank you so much.” I stared Longley into my helper’s electric blue eyes. 
“So what you planning to do now?”
I shrugged taking my suitcase out of his hand, shivering as my fingers grazed his.
“I don’t know. That bus was the last chance I had of getting to the airport on time so I guess I’m stuck in town for another day.” I gave a tight lipped smile frustrated. 
My helper smiled. His dazzling white teeth almost blinding me. 
“In that case that means your free for coffee?”
I felt a smug smile cross my lips “Honey I’m far too old for you. I turn 45 next week”
He shrugged “I just so happen to be into I’m for too old for you women. Besides45 is the knew 32.” 
I blushed well I guess today wasn’t too bad. 
	
	





























Reflective Essay

I really enjoyed working on this portfolio and taking this module. I was able to write new and exciting pieces thanks to the varied writing scenarios presented to us during the module. 

Task 1
When writing this piece, I was inspired by ‘The Willow’ Building on campus. I loved how old and mysterious it looked when I gazed out of Tucker 01. I thought it would be fun to write a tale beginning and ending with this building. I didn’t want to focus on what actually went on inside the building but the story around it. This is why the inside of the building is never described only the outside ‘A large sign spelt ‘Cliff Tucker’ in bright red. The white porch glowed under the full moon…’. Though during this module I wanted to stray away from my normal style of writing which is gothic supernatural but I felt it was necessary to stick to it in this case. The underlined supernatural tone of the tale, though never 100% confirmed gave a great air of mystery. My vampire in question is never full described, his most distinct features being his Smell and eyes. I took inspiration from F. Scott Fitzgerald’s ‘The Great Gatsby’. I loved how when you get to the end of the novel Gatsby was never truly described the character of Gatsby but his personality, his wild persona. Also when writing this piece, I had the image of a vampire in my mind and vampires since the twilight saga have been portrayed to be rich and sexy. I used the colour red a lot to show passion, desire, danger in my story e.g. The limo was dimly lit with a dangerous red glow matching the blood running to my cheeks and legs.’ The reason why there is only three entries written is because I wanted to focus on the fundamental parts of storytelling. I have the beginning when she met so called Dracula, the idle/climax where we can see the height of her addiction to him and finally the conclusion where she decides to chase after him calling to a cliff hanger ending though I’m sure my readers have theories of what will happen.



Task 2
I made a slight mistake with task 2, as I didn’t read what needed to be done properly mixing two cues of poetry writing together. But I’m happy I did as I loved the outcome of the piece. I used in the beginning stanza Merlyn Monroe’s blue beautiful eyes to explain how she used to use people to climb up the social ladder. By comparing her eyes to water I could describe how people were swept away taken in by her only to realise at the last moment that it was all fake. I portrayed her to be what people would describe the traditional mermaid to be. In the second stanza I focused on Monroe’s trademark stance which is her dress blowing up. Using this I brushed over how she was lusted after and considered to be the most beautiful woman and how she caused man after man to sin falling for her beauty ‘For lewd men to gaze -Sin. Sin away’ I thought the poem was a great test of my skill and thought me more about the writing skill of ‘show don’t tell’

Task 3
What did you do last night was the beginning of a long argument between a step mon and step child that can’t stand each other. I never actually reveal what happened last night but as the piece goes on the readers will be able to piece together some things for instance whatever the stepchild was doing was more of a male thing, it was physically demanding because she got hurt, it was also, most likely, something to do with boxing as in the final moment I reveal the boxing gloves to my readers. I Enjoyed writing this piece because like everything I’ve been working on it has a sense of mystery and questions. I make the reader wonder if the step mum was putting on an act, why they didn’t get along and so forth. I wrote it in a quick and witty way dropping hints and clues about my two female characters carefully.
 ‘and I was in the mood to vent some stem. Besides her Californian accent was rubbing off my Texan vibe in all the wrong ways this morning’ in this segment I dropped where my tale was being based and which parts of America my two female where from.





Task 4
[bookmark: _GoBack]This piece was a more dampening piece. I took inspiration from my previous assessment about Jack London’s second wife’s love for him to write it. I told the tale of two peaceful people trying to escape reality in this hidden garden they’ve found together. Going down memory lane my female describes what it used to look like when her love was alive and how it looks after his death almost bitter that noting changed and life carried on. The whole piece is centred around this unknown place that isn’t given a name and in this place my main characters love dies. I decided to take the artistic licence and play on the phrase ‘He had to die in war’ as I wanted to write a heart moving tale of how she was forced to watch him die. Which she wouldn’t have been able to if he was on the front line. I think this scenario of them both lying in snow bleeding out played out better when trying to pull at my reader’s heart strings. 

Task 5
After writing such moving pieces I wanted something a little more straight forward and heartfelt. I wanted to write something funny and engaging, fast paced, as well as highly un-realistic. My female is a 45 year old sassy queen, who was all lip and looks throughout the story gaining her the attention of her young youthful hero.  I guess a part of my female character reminded me of me as I used my same talking style that I would use on a normal person. My knight in shining armour is not explained personality wise but look wise. I personally had a lot reading and writing this piece.

In conclusion this module was fun and engaging. I improved not only in my writing but in my   thinking of writing cues enjoying these weird unique outcomes. 
