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Fang Fiend
by Lynn Lake


I slowly, cautiously, descended the creaky staircase, my torch burning a path through the gloom. My legs shook and my hands trembled and my chest tightened with fearful anticipation. And when I finally arrived at the bottom of that rickety descent, I stopped dead and listened.


I heard nothing, other than the sound of my laboured breathing, the blood roaring in my ears. I cast quavery torchlight about the cobwebbed chamber, over the dusty, age-old, out-of-style furniture, the rough-hewn beams and roughed-in cement floor.


And there! There, balanced on a pair of sawhorses in the far corner of that subterranean dwelling place: a coffin!


My nipples stiffened with excitement beneath my embroidered peasant blouse, my pussy wetting with same beneath my ankle-length, red velvet peasant skirt. I breathed deep of the musty air and untied the old country blouse and let it hang open, fingered the twin silver crosses that studded my very erect nipples. Then I pulled a tapered stake from the waistband of my skirt, swallowed hard, and moved forward.


Across that cold floor I trod softly, carrying my big stake, until I was within arm’s reach of the coffin. I shifted the stake to my torch-hand and steeled my nerves and reached out and slowly, carefully, lifted the lid on that bed of the dead.


‘Yikes!’ I shrieked, as the lid unhinged and crashed to the floor. There was a girl, a woman, in the scarlet satin-lined coffin! A woman of surreal beauty. Naked as the break of day.


Yes, this was no PG-rated Hammer flick; this evil lovely was in her all-natural state, downy pussy as exposed as the fur of the bat that hung from the stony rafters of her cave. I played my jumping torch over the sleeping beauty, from glossy, raven-haired tip to bare, blood-red painted toes. My desire mounted, swept through my body like a drenching thunderstorm, as I stared at that glorious girl’s ethereal charms.


Her face was pretty and peaceful and pale; her breasts large, creamy-white mounds pushed up and together by low-folded arms, ultra-pink nipples, seemingly swelling with exposure as I spotlighted them with my torch. I moved the beam lower, my panties now soaked and my body a-tingle, over the slumbering undead’s flat, lily-white stomach, past barbelled bellybutton and down in between her legs. Shiny, night-shaded fur graced her pussy, and I thought I detected a gleam of moisture in the trembling light. Her legs were long and shapely, ankles slender (heart tattoo embossing one, gold chain the other), feet delicately arched and toenails crimson with varnish.


I stood there and admired that coffin-bound creature, my breath and pulse racing. I sinfully seized and squeezed my right breast, sending a thrill arcing through my body. I felt up both of my electrified boobs, gripping and groping, rolling and primping my blood-engorged nipples, the scent of my sex strong enough now to wake the dead.


I moved closer to the coffin and its exquisite occupant, and keeping the torchlight square on the woman’s slumbering face, I reached out a quivering finger and pushed up her lip. Yes! It was fangs I was after, and it was fangs I had found! I spread my sweaty hand and pulled back the beauty’s upper lip on both sides, gleefully ogling two long, gleaming, savagely-pointed fangs.


I’ve had many a fetish over the course of my sex life – everything from lady’s legs and feet, boots and heels, to pierced nipples and labia, hanging earlobes, moustaches and unshaven armpits – but my fang fetish had survived every fad, grown stronger as the others had weakened. Encompassing my love of horror (literature and film), cherry-squirted Goth girls, and thousand watt teeth and biting-for-pleasure, it had driven me to this underground lair and this face-to-fang encounter with the deadliest of all femme fatales.


I full-body shuddered with excitement, then bent my head down and ran my tongue over the sexy vamp’s wickedly erotic teeth. My head spun and my pussy drizzled as I traced the inhuman length of that lady’s fangs, first one, then the other, feeling with my tongue and my soul the full fearsome shape of her animal eye-teeth, the piercing, pointed ends of them.


I slashed my tongue back and forth across her sparkling teeth, from fang to fang, revelling in their hard enamel decadence. I licked and kissed her fangs, worshipped them as dangerous, ivory idols, ’til at long last I let loose her lip and let my hand roam over her drop-dead-gorgeous alabaster body.


I traced the outline of her face with my fluttering fingertips, caressed her bare, buff shoulders, gripped a plump, heavy breast and squeezed it. Her body jerked in the box, as I felt the fullness of her smooth, succulent tits, but her eyes stayed closed. My hand climbed to the peak of one of her breasts and thumbed a rock-rigid nipple, rolled it gently between jumpy fingers.


The vampire moaned softly, drawing back her lip in a sneer of pleasure and revealing her oh-so-sexy fangs. I recklessly thrust my head down and kissed her, frenched her. I ravaged her fang-endowed mouth with my unequally-toothed mouth, wildly tonguing her uppers, her tongue, my body and brain flaming with the awesome eroticism of it all.


Eventually, reluctantly, I pulled my mouth off the vampire’s mouth, my hand off her breasts. I fumbled the flashlight into my free hand, then gritted my teeth and positioned the tapered end of the 12-inch stake against the satanic babe’s chest, just under her rising and falling left breast. I raised the flashlight, steeling myself to bring it smashing down on the rounded base of the stake.


But before I could, her eyes suddenly flew open and she hissed at me. I froze, and the vampire smiled a fangy smile and grabbed the foot-long dildo and brought it up to her mouth, licked and sucked on it. ‘Now, stick it in me!’ she commanded, with more than a hint of Eastern European accent.


I was mesmerized by the thick, sensual sound of her voice, her flashing, green eyes, her stark, stunning beauty, and I did as she ordered. I traced the slickened head of the blue-black dildo down her stomach and in between her legs, pressed it into her cunt.


She draped her arms over the sides of the cardboard coffin and shrieked, ‘Yes!’ spreading her legs as wide as she could as I impaled her with the fuck-stick in the most sensitive of she-spots, driving it ten inches deep into her dampened pussy.


I squeezed the flashlight between my arm and body and grabbed onto one of her tits, roughly feeling her fleshy mounds and rubbery nipples as I sawed the dildo back and forth inside her. She squirmed around in her shaky sanctuary, grinning and groaning maliciously, boobs jouncing in rhythm to the pistoning dildo. And when her animal mouth fell open with a yelp of impending ecstasy, I hastily covered it with mine, swallowing her cries of delight, frantically tongue-fondling her dripping fangs for all I was worth.


She gripped my shoulders, scarlet fingernails chewing my burning flesh, and pushed me back and screamed, ‘I’m coming!’ Then she opened up even wider and bit into my waiting, outstretched neck.


I shuddered with joy as the breathless, deathless one fanged my throat, orgasmed all over me. I churned the dildo back and forth in her gushing cunt, her teeth puncturing my tender neck and sinking deep into my heated flesh. She rode my neck with her fangs as she was jolted repeatedly by orgasm.


Then she pulled back slightly, to give full throat to her savage ecstasy, and that’s when her fake fangs were pulled from her mouth, left sticking in my neck. They quickly clattered to the floor, along with my excitement, done in by cheap adhesive yet again.


That was the final straw – my girlfriend, Chastity’s, false fangs falling apart at the crucial moment – and I vowed then and there to get a taste of the real thing, or mortally die trying. Too many dental malfunctions had ruined too many bloodcurdlingly erotic experiences for me.


So, the next morning, I called up my travel agent, and she arranged the four connecting flights, two connecting trains, and one broken-down, overcrowded tour bus that eventually deposited me in Transylvania, ancient and ancestral homeland of for-real fang-fronted ladies.


Local lore and some well-greased palms got me into Murgu Manor, a crumbling mansion said to be home to some very unusual and highly scary late-night activities.


‘You don’t look much like a vampire?’ the elderly caretaker of the estate joked, as I paid out his bribe in Romanian lei. ‘Blonde hair and freckled face and sunburn and all.’


‘I’m actually an anthropologist conducting a study on canine teeth longevity for the American Dental Association,’ I not-so-subtly lied.


He went away shaking his weathered head, testing my coinage with his one good tooth, and I set up vampire open-house in Murgu Manor. My lust for white fang was consuming me; I just had to see and feel and, hopefully, lick and suck bona-fide vampire fangs. Stuffed animals and females wearing falsies just wouldn’t cut it anymore.


So, I sprinkled blood all around the Manor, stuccoed its outside walls with bat guano, nailed a Red Cross sign over the door, escorted local Catholic school virgins on midnight field trips in the surrounding woods; all in a desperate, wanton attempt to attract bloodsuckers with the chops to slake my bubbling lust.


And on my tenth night in the remote and hilly Transylvanian countryside, I was finally rewarded.


I was lying on a mouldering feather bed on the second floor, naked as a newborn-again-virgin, neck stretched out and open for business, veins throbbing and window un-shuttered, faking like I was asleep – when I heard a flapping sound. I popped my eyes open and shot upright in the candlelit bed, and beheld my erotic dreams come true, times three! There was a trio of beautiful ladies crowded around the foot of my bed, staring hungrily at me and my craning neck.


‘Yes!’ I crowed, pumping my fist. Then I plucked the three-inch-wide, garlic-oiled, chain-mail choker off the bed-stead and fastened it around my neck. The disappointment on the parched, pretty faces of my nocturnal visitors was obvious.


I cowered back against the headboard and made a futile attempt to cover myself up, pretending to be scared as the bevy of beauties came around the bed after me. They were all as starkly naked as I was, slim, high-breasted bodies glowing coolly in the candle and moonlight (there’s nothing like a high-corpuscle diet to keep one fit and trim, halt the ageing process). Two were brunettes, one a redhead.


‘What’s yer name then, love?’ one of the brunettes asked.


‘Scarlotta Bloodworthy,’ I gulped, lying through my teeth.


She smiled a flat-toothed smile and said, ‘I’m Ethel, and this here is Bernadette, and Mildred,’ gesturing at the redhead and the other brunette.


Judging by the dated names and Ethel’s British accent, I pegged the threesome as turn-of-the-20th-century tourists who’d gotten lost, then sucked in by the resident evil. ‘W … what do you w … want with me?’ I quavered, surreptitiously stroking my pussy with my fingers, as I modestly covered it with my hand.


‘We’re only lookin’ to pleasure you, love,’ Bernadette answered, reaching out and stroking my arm, glassy eyes a-glitter. ‘Right, girls?’ Her touch was cold, her accent decidedly Cockney.


‘H … how? Sh … show me.’


They looked at each other, looked at my fine, young body coursing with hot, salty blood. Then Ethel and Mildred shrugged and threw their arms around each other and passionately kissed.


‘Oh!’ I gasped, fingering my pussy more vigorously.


The two brunettes swirled their glistening, extra-long tongues together, their talon-tipped hands roaming all over each other’s bodies. Ethel cupped and squeezed Mildred’s firm, rounded bottom, and the girl moaned into Ethel’s mouth. I was really getting excited, so I stretched out my legs and openly slid a finger into my slit, then another one, my goose-bumped body tingling with delight as I took in the vampy floor show.


‘Right, that’s only a taste of what we’re going to do to you,’ Bernadette cooed. She sat down on the bed next to me, stroking my shoulder and chest, careful to avoid my silver cross nipple studs.
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