October 31st, 2004

Was it possible for a place to feel empty when so full of life? 
The streets where 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 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 Outdated I know, but trustworthy and small.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. Comon 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 rung. I nodded my head taking his out stretched hand. We walked down the road to a parked old limo. The windows where so darkly tinted I couldn’t see the driver but at 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. 

“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 was moving but no words where 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 unto the gravely 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.

 



[bookmark: _GoBack]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 round 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 look 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 drawn me
Power through- you splash right by me

Over flowing your banks 
White is the canvas
A flood under the winds aid
Held in a petty kind of way
For Lewd men to gaze -Sin. Sin away
No where’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 - Write a story beginning: Where were you last night?

Where were you last night?
