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 catch 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 land 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. It’s once white porch was crumbly and old, buried under heaps of frozen autumn leaves. I checked my surrounding. No one was here. For now. Grabbing my rucksack from the passage side seat I made a mad dash for the house.

[bookmark: _GoBack]He sensed my arrival, the door opening slightly as my foot tapped the broken porch step. His red eyes gleared 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 interrupted by the crunching of twigs under a cars wheel. I look back over my shoulder. No headlights could be seen. But the crunching of twigs and leaves where deafening tonight. They were coming. The door was now wide open beckoning me in. I didn’t hesitate. Jumping over the remain 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 won’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.
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