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There it is,” he said.

Soon I could feel his cold face against me.  I sucked a quick breath as I felt his icy cheeks touch my butt.  It was so cold that it burned but then came a sensation to take all of that away.

The windowpane flashed yellow as lightning speared the night’s sky, and Mr. Alucard’s magical tongue slithered out from his dry mouth and swashed over my forbidden hole.

“Yes!” I cried.

It felt amazing.  I’d never had a man before in my life, and if I had, I was sure he wouldn’t ever do anything like this to me.

I could hear his sloshing tongue behind me as his mouth became wetter, and I could feel the way it slithered and slathered, tickling my sordid little hole and giving me a taste of something special.

“Is it working?” I asked, twisting my head at the neck and looked back over my ass.

As if by magic, Mr. Alucard’s grey hair had turned black.  It seemed lustrous and full of life now, and the wrinkles on his forehead were smoothing out.

“It’s working,” he hushed.  “Becky, it’s working!”

“Keep doing it!” I whined, reaching back to hold him against me.

His tongue darted against me, pushing the muscle as if to test its resolve.  His moans became less gnarled, and he appeared to fill-out his baggy robe with muscles.

“Becky, that’s it!  I feel my life returning!”

“Don’t stop!” I whined.  “Please don’t stop!”

His tongue seemed longer than most, and it was able to twist and contort in wild ways that made me realize there was much fun to be hard with that seldom-entered hole.

By now, my hand had found its way to my pussy and moved aside the ripped panties.  I was pushing against my throbbing clit and teasing my little pearl, keen to squeeze as much enjoyment out of this act as possible.

I wasn’t sure how long it would go on for.  The absence of anything sexual in my life meant that this was my awakening, and I didn’t want it to end anytime soon.

“That’s it!” said Mr. Alucard.  “Thank you!”

He pulled away, but I stayed put for a moment, wiggling my butt for him as though it was bait for an inquisitive fish.

“You don’t want to get a little younger?” I asked.  “A little healthier?”

“I feel good,” he said, stepping up from his coffin.  It was the first time I’d seen him on his feet in weeks, and he towered above me somewhere approaching seven feet tall.

“You don’t want to feel even better?” I asked, bouncing my ass before him.

“Becky you’ve done more than enough,” he said, patting my buttocks dismissively.  “I must take flight.  I have much to do.”

“I should check that you’re feeling up to a flight,” I said, turning round and kneeling before him.  “We can’t have you dropping out of the sky, can we?”
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I suppose, looking back, I should really have realized earlier that I was in a horror story.  For starters, my new landlord Mr. Alucard slept in a coffin, but that could be said for a lot of people, couldn’t it?

Second, there were the commutes to work.  It took an hour of hiking just to make it to the end of our cliff-top driveway, although if I was lucky and it was dark enough, my landlord would fly me there.

Then there was the suspicious way that the full moon always seemed to position itself over Mr. Alucard’s castle, making the gothic building a looming shadow, apart from when lightning struck, of course.

And boy did the lightning strike.  Barely a week went by without the crack of thunder and the flash of lightning, but none of that seemed to concern our resident owl that perched steadfastly on its branch, hooting ominously and staring straight at me whenever I ventured outside into the dead night.

I guess you just get used to certain things.  It wasn’t until a friend stayed over and remarked on how candlelit everything was that I realized things at Mr. Alucard’s castle weren’t normal.

“You don’t even have a television,” they’d complained.  “You just keep reading tomes.”

But from the sounds of things, television was overrated, and a young woman can really get lost in a good old tome.  It’s funny now I think of it, I haven’t seen Alice in some time ...

One night, while I was deep into a thick, leather-bound tome, I happened upon a story of an old, old man, who had lived for untold millennia, surviving on the life-force of the younger women whose asses he coveted.

It wasn’t your typical story, but that wasn’t the most unusual part of it.  The thing that really got me was the eerily familiar etching of the story’s protagonist, and how it seemed to bear an uncanny resemblance to my mysterious landlord.

If the coincidences had stopped there, I might not have investigated further, but the description of this charismatic rogue sounded familiar too.  There was the thick, eastern European accent; the nocturnal lifestyle; and the litany of young women that I saw sprinting frantically down the castle corridors never to be seen again.

Like I say, these things were normal.  It wouldn’t be a day at Castle Transylvania without a blood-curdling scream, but increasingly I’d noticed that I was seeing Mr. Alucard less, even at night.

Now he’d always told me never to venture into his room, just like he told me never to cook with garlic, but this seemed like an emergency.

For some time, I’d heard wailing along the corridors, different to the kind I was used to.  This was low in tone and much more male, and its nature seemed far less erotic or panicked.

I grabbed my bedside candle and followed the noise to the heavy door of Mr. Alucard’s room.  Aching cries poured out from within, making me grab at my busty chest.

“Mr. Alucard?” I asked on the other side of the door, standing in my white nightgown.  “Mr. Alucard, are you okay?”

“Is that you, Becky?” he croaked.

Mr. Alucard had long hated my name and much preferred something more traditional and plain like ‘Svetlania.’

“It’s me,” I said softly, pushing open the door.

The yawning creak it made was impressive.  Igor had spent the past week making sure every hinge in the castle was as dry and rusted as possible.  I made a mental note to congratulate him on his efforts.

“Mr. Alucard?” I asked, peering in.

He sat barely upright in his coffin, or rather, someone did.  The reclined figure was dressed in Mr. Alucard’s typical red cloak, and even their slick-back hair was styled similarly, but now it was gray, and the ashen-faced man that it belonged to seemed somewhat familiar.

“Come closer,” he said in a rasping whisper.

“Mr. Alucard?” I chirped.  “Is that you?”

When I stared into his sunken, dazzling eyes, I became certain.  They were impossible to mimic.  The icy blue irises seem to burn.

“I’m weak,” he said, struggling to hold up his head.

I fell to my knees at his coffin-side, realizing this was serious.  “What can I do?  How can I help?”

He drew a labored breath.  “I fear it will scare you, Becky, dearest.”

“I can take it,” I said confidently.

“The tome you’ve been reading ...” he began, fighting for breath.

“A Historie of Butt-Loving Vampyres?” I asked.

“That one, yes.”

“What of it?”

“Closer,” he said, and when I shuffled nearer, he put his hand on my ass and squeezed.

I could forgive a sick man the transgression.  “What about the book, Mr. Alucard?”

I felt sure something important was to follow, and for now I ignored his heavy gropes at my ass as he squeezed.

“T’is I,” he said.

“What is I?”

“The man who gets his sustenance from buttocks.”

“In the book?”

He nodded.  “I, Alucard, am the self-same Alucard that the tome describes.”

I felt foolish for not putting the two clues together.

“You’re a butt-loving vampire?” I asked.

“I am the butt-loving vampire!” he announced with a flash of lightning.  I was always impressed by his command of the weather to punctuate his words.

Afterwards he doubled forwards, coughing so loudly that the owl’s hoot could barely be heard outside.

“I am weak, child,” he whispered.  “I’m in need of sustenance.”

“Should I fetch Igor?”

“No, no,” waved Mr. Alucard.  “His ass won’t do.  We tried that and I still have the taste in my mouth.”

“Who then?”

He rubbed at my back and looked into my eyes.  It was a reluctant plea, I knew that much, but I couldn’t deny it.

I stood up and lit a nearby torch with my candle, bathing the room in flickering light.  Mr. Alucard looked hopefully in my direction as I posed in my white gown.

“So pure and innocent,” he said.  “I haven’t done anything like this in months.”

“What do you need from me?” I asked.  “Do you have to look at it?”

“Yes, Becky.  To look.”

I turned away from him and bent forwards slightly.  “Like this?”

“I need to see it clear, dear.”

I took a deep breath and pulled the gown up over my curves.  I could see the color returning to his cheeks as he stared at my plump ass.

“Good,” he said.  “It’s working.”

“How long do you need to look at it for?”

“I need to do more than that, Becky, dear.”

“What do you need, Mr. Alucard.  Tell me.  Anything.”

“It wasn’t in the tome?” he asked.

“I—I haven’t read it all yet.”

“I need to taste it, Becky.”

“My—my ass?”

He nodded.

“You need the blood of my ass?”

Mr. Alucard was confused.  “Where did you get that absurd notion?”

“I thought—”

“That’s disgusting,” spat Mr. Alucard, pulling a face at the mere thought.  “I need only to taste it.”

“Oh,” I shrugged, backing up towards him.  “Then let me help.”

I held my butt open wide and reversed towards my incapacitated landlord.  Soon I could feel his gnarled hand squeezing my bare flesh.  He thumbed along the groove, teasing his long, yellow nail at my sensitive knot that hid below my tiny panties.

“Taste it, Mr. Alucard,” I hushed.  “If it helps.”

I’d have done anything for him, and it turns out I was about to.  He pulled at the band of fabric that sat over my asshole, then I heard a swishing sound as his sharp nail cut through the material.

“There it is,” he said.

Soon I could feel his cold face against me.  I sucked a quick breath as I felt his icy cheeks touch my butt.  It was so cold that it burned but then came a sensation to take all of that away.
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