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I couldn't believe I was doing this. I sat in
the clinical chair, hand gripped tightly around the armrest and
looking away as the phlebotomist wrapped a latex band around my
arm. As he thumped my arm with his fingers to get a vein to appear,
I could feel a wave of nausea come over me. My eyes shut and my
muscles clenched. Don't think about it. It’ll just be a poke.
You need the money! Come on Allison, you can't chicken out now.
Oh how I hated needles.

My eyes reopened just as a vial was filling
up with my blood. Ick! I hated the sight of blood as much as I
hated needles. Oh the things I do for money. I blew a sigh of
relief. "I didn't even feel the poke today."

The bored technician just mustered up a
smile. "Good for you." The vials were placed into a tray and put
aside. "You can go back into the waiting room now," he said as he
covered up the small hole left in my skin with gauze and a piece of
medical tape.

I thought the needle would have been the
worst part of today, but as I sat in the waiting room waiting for
my name to be called once more, my nerves were worse than ever.
Luckily, I only had time to thumb through half of a six month old
issue of People Magazine before my name was called. Any longer and
I might have walked right out of the office, money or not.

"Allison Sanders," called a bubbly voice from
across the room. I looked up and saw a pretty blonde nurse holding
a clip board. She waved me over. And after a short walk though what
seemed like the same sterile, white hallway half a dozen times, we
stopped in front of a closed door with a placard stenciled with the
name Doctor Doris McFee.

I took a breath. Just stay calm.

The door opened to a large room with a chair,
a desk, and a middle aged woman with gray streaks in her hair and a
serious expression on her pinched face. "I'm Dr. McFee, you're Ms.
Sanders, I presume."

I nodded. "Yes." The office seemed elegant
compared to the rest of the clinic. Beautiful oak bookcases lined
the walls with hundreds of medical texts weighing down the shelves.
Some looked ancient, with crackling leather spines that had faded
with age. Others looked brand new in shiny printed dust jackets or
glossy paper covers. Somehow though, the wealth of knowledge behind
the stern faced woman was calming, reassuring. My heart slows a
little as she shuffled through my medical history.

"I need to ask you a few questions before we
proceed. We don't let just anybody do this," she said without
glancing up from my file.

"Yes, of course."

"So you were a surrogate and delivered a baby
girl about three months ago?"

"Yes."

"How did you keep your milk supply up?"

My tender breasts ached a little at the
simple question. I hadn't pumped this morning, unsure as to whether
they would want a sample today or not. "I've been pumping and
selling it through a local registry."

"Why have you been doing that? You were well
compensated for the surrogacy correct?" She adjusted her glasses as
she glared at me.

I was feeling a bit self conscious. "Yes, I
was paid well for my services."

"So why bother going through the
inconvenience of pumping? Do you have addictions or vices that
drain your account? And please, be honest. Your blood test will
reveal all to me. There is no sense hiding it."

Addict? I shook my head rapidly,
trying to keep the nervous tremors rolling through me from showing
in my speech. "Nope, no vices."

"I just don't understand why someone as young
as you are is doing all of this. What's wrong with getting a part
time job somewhere?" Her face showed no emotion. I could tell this
woman took her job very seriously, I was under a microscope.

"This pay is better than stocking shelves or
waiting tables. And it helps people." I did my best not to scoff at
her as she just stared at me blankly. "Plus, I have no family to
help me. I was a foster kid. I'm on my own and am trying to pay my
way through nursing school. It's not cheap and I'd like to avoid
getting a student loan." I took a deep breath to compose myself. "I
spend most of my time studying. If I get a conventional job I'll
get trapped and never finish. I can study while I pump."

And I like how I look now. I hadn't
thought about it before the surrogacy, but with my breasts engorged
all the time, it was like free boob job. Boys noticed me now when I
walked down the halls. It was a pleasant change from my tiny A cups
that left me looking like a child playing at being an adult. The
extra calories I was burning was a plus too. I contributed my
milking to me get back to my pre pregnancy size, with a flat belly
but slightly larges hips now. All in all though, pumping was just
another chore to me. Like doing the dishes or vacuuming the living
room. But I kept that all to myself. The stone faced woman didn't
need to know any of it.

Doctor McFee folded her hands together on the
desk, finally showing a tiny bit of emotion with a small smirk. "It
is nice to hear about a self sufficient young woman trying to
better herself. But, I'm not sure you know how involved this work
can become. It can be more than the pump and dump that you're used
to. And just to be clear, once you sign with a client, you will no
longer be able to use the milk registry."

I nodded, feeling nervous and a bit insulted
at the same time. "Yes, I know. I did the research before
inquiring. I'm sorry I rambled. Frankly as long as I am still able
to go to school I don't care what's expected of me. I know this
will not be anonymous and I will put in my notice with the milk
bank."

"As long as you are informed," she said,
returning to her cold demeanor. A stack of papers were slid towards
me. "Read and sign these then. Initial where asked."

I went through the stack quickly, eager to
get home and back to studying the nervous system. In the back of my
mind, I knew I should've read every line, but none of it mattered.
My pay would be much higher here which would ease my financial
stress. And once everything was signed and initialed, I slid the
stack back with a smile.

The doctor straightened the papers and slid
them into a manila folder. "Alright, expect a phone call in a few
days. We just need to run your labs and find a good match for your
milk."

That was that. I got up and left for
home.

The following Tuesday I got the call I'd been
waiting for. They scheduled me meeting the following evening to
meet my milk recipient at the clinic. It was odd timing but they
said 6:30 was the only available slot, and I had no classes at
night so I let it go. I couldn't wait to meet the parents and the
little one I'd be providing for.

I dressed conservatively, but casually in a
black pencil skirt and a light pink sweater. I needed this job and
didn't want to freak out the mother in my usual college clothes.
And as I sat waiting, left alone in a large office with at a
conference table that panned the length of the room, I couldn't
help but fidget. I was nervous, yet excited at the same time. With
every little noise or footstep I heard, my eyes would instantly
dart to the door to see if my new employers were here yet.

After an agonizing wait the, door flung open
and in walked a dashing dark haired man in what I could tell just
by the fit must have been an expensive suit. Dr. McFee trailed
behind him with her head bowed before they both took seats across
from me. With the door closed and only a man in the room with the
doctor, I was confused. Where's the mother? Or the baby for that
matter?

No one spoke at first. The man just stared at
me as I looked back at him. I couldn't look him right in the eye
though. Every time I did, his gaze seemed to cut right through me.
Like he was looking into me instead of at me.

But his eyes weren't the only thing to look
at. With his hands folded in front of him and the tailored suit
clinging to his body, I couldn't help but let my eyes drift over
his figure. I could tell that the body hidden underneath was a well
kept as the suit he wore, and even the dark stubble covering the
man's face seemed to serve a purpose. In fact, the only thing about
him that wasn't perfectly neat was his hair. Mussed and windblown,
his dark black hair gave the impression that the man had just
rolled out of bed.

But as my heart rate picked up in the silent
room, I realized that there was more to the man than his clothes. I
had to take a deep breath and shut my eyes to control my impulses
and dirty thoughts. It had been a long time since I'd had a
boyfriend and technically, I was still a virgin. I didn't count my
invasive time with IVF equipment.

The doctor smiled and broke the ice. "Allison
Sanders," she said as she motioned to me. She pointed to the man
sitting next to her. "Ian."

I politely nodded at him and he did the same.
His green eyes seemed to radiate warmth, and the sly smile
certainly helped. I wondered what his wife looked like if he looked
like that. I imagined she was a lingerie model. Long legs, tight
body, and a face that melted hearts.

"Allison," said the doctor. "Ian will be your
recipient."

I gave her a puzzled look. "He's the father
of the baby I'm helping you mean?"

She shook her head. "No. He's the recipient
of your donor milk."

I looked across the table at Ian who was busy
looking everywhere but at me.

"Oh," I said in surprise. "Okay..." I wasn't
sure how to react. I was expecting a cute, plump, giggly baby. Not
the sexy business man across the table. How is this... Is
he... An image of the man across from me latching onto one of
my perky nipples filled my head. How would that feel?

Dr. McFee was staring daggers at me. "You
should've read the contracts before signing them Ms. Sanders. If
you had, you'd have seen that we use the milk to treat a variety of
patients. Ian here needs-"

Ian's hand shot up, cutting off the doctor.
"It's none of her business why I need it. Let's just get this
done." His voice rolled over me, gruff and demanding. I blushed a
bit when I found myself grow wet at the very sound.

I shook my head. "I'm sorry if I was... This
is just a bit unexpected. But... But I'm fine with it." Fine print
or not, I needed the money. Most of my surrogacy pay was eaten up
by tuition and rent. And the pittance I got from selling my milk to
the other agency was barely keeping me fed. I needed this, no
matter what. I nodded and looked at him. "So let's work out the
logistics so we can both get back to our day."

"Night. Look outside," he said as he met my
eyes. He shook his head and turned to the doctor, treating me as if
I wasn't in the room. "I just need her address. My assistant will
be by to pick up her supply everyday around five. I'll take as many
ounces as she can produce. Ten dollars an ounce, far above the
going rate."

My eyes went wide at the thought. I could
easily pump twenty ounces a bad day. Two hundred dollars or more,
daily, was more than I could've hoped for. "That's... quite
generous."

He turned to me. "I'm paying a premium
because I need this, and I can see you are uncomfortable. I can't
risk you taking your business elsewhere." He took a deep breath and
seemed to sniffle. He turned back to the doctor. "Let's get our
formal contracts signed."

As strange as this all was, I couldn't pass
it up. I wrote down my address on a sheet of paper and gave it to
the doctor. "Alright. Every day at five. Ten an ounce. I can do
that. I'm ready to commit." I had to stop myself from laughing as I
listened to myself talk. It sounded like we were talking about an
illegal drug deal, not nourishment, or whatever he needed my milk
for.

But on the drive home I wondered what a grown
man needed with my milk and I wasn't sure I'd ever know. From the
short time I'd spent with the strange man today, it was clear that
Ian enjoyed his privacy. I hadn't even learned his last name.
Still, at the rate he was paying I didn't care if he was using it
to wash his car. It wasn't any of my business. I stopped by the
grocery store on the way home to pick up some oatmeal, fenugreek
tablets, and some special tea. If he was willing to pay by the
ounce, I was going to do anything I could to up my supply.

 


*****

 


A couple weeks passed and our arrangement was
running like clockwork. Every day at five, Ian's assistant, a leggy
brunette with about as much personality as wet cardboard, showed up
at my doorstep to pick up my daily milk. She never said a word to
me. No smile, no small talk. Just grab and go. But that was fine
with me. I wasn't doing this to make friends and by the way the
brunette dressed, it was clear that her and I moved in vastly
different circles.

Every Friday, money was deposited into my
account. It was a sizable amount even after the clinic took its
cut. And the supplements I was taking were working well. After
mentioning to Doctor McFee that I was trying to up my supply, she
cut me a prescription for Prolactin on the spot and encouraged me
to keep my supply up. My daily averages went up by nearly a third,
and my breasts became even larger. So large in fact that I spent
nearly an entire week's worth of my new pay on cute tank tops and
dresses that I could finally fill out in the chest area.

The only thing I could've lived without was
how engorged my breasts felt when I didn't stick to an exact
schedule. I learned the hard way to pump before I left the house
too. Milk leaking through my bra and t-shirt during a meeting with
my advisor at school is not something I ever want to deal with
again. But other than some slight inconveniences and embarrassment,
life was going well.

At least I thought it was. I looked down at
my phone for the fifth time since sitting out on the porch. It was
5:30 now and there was no trace of the assistant. She'd never been
more than a minute late. The minutes turned into hours and the sun
gave way to the darkness of night. Panic set in when I realized she
wasn't coming today.

Maybe she had the day off, I thought
as I sat on the couch with the pump whirring away, filling my
living room with mechanical noise. I mean, they'd have to tell
me if they didn't need me anymore. Right? With it being the
weekend, there was little I could do. I wasn't given Ian's phone
number and the he clinic was closed till Monday. All I could do was
wait.

Sunday passed and the same thing happened. No
assistant.

I went to bed early, depressed and confused.
What had I done wrong? And how was I going to pay rent now? But
just as I was settling in under the covers, a call from an unknown
number popped me back out of bed. "Hello?"

"Allison?" Asked a tired voice I didn't
recognize.

"Yes," I said curiously. "Who's this?"

"It's Ian, I need your help. My assistant
quit."

I wonder why, I thought quietly. That
girl never looked happy. It explained her absence the past two days
though. "So you need me to drop off some milk?"

"Yes." His voice was not the cocky dominating
voice I'd remembered from the meeting. He sounded weak, desperate.
"Please come. I'll text you the address."

"Alright, I’ll be there in the morning."

"No!" There was the Ian I met in the
conference room. "I need it now. Come now."

He hung up before I could argue. There was no
thank you. No goodbye. Just a click. And a moment later, the phone
beeped as his text came through.

I got out of bed and made myself a quick cup
of coffee as I took all of my milk out of the fridge and packed it
into a cooler. I was so sleepy I didn't even bother slipping on a
pair of jeans, I stayed in my comfy pajamas and an old t-shirt from
when I was pregnant and as big as a whale. I hoped this would be a
quick transaction. I had classes early and needed my sleep, but I
needed the money more. My future depended on it.

I didn't live in what many people would
consider the nice area of town. In fact, most people would avoid my
neighborhood if they could. Across the train tracks, with house
after house locked tight with iron bars over the windows, it was a
neighborhood where you didn't go outside at night if you could
avoid it. I found myself breathing a little easier as I crossed the
tracks into the nicer part of town.

But when the GPS took me towards an area of
the city I'd never been, with houses that were growing larger and
more elaborate with every street, the tightness in my chest came
back quickly. I'd gone from one extreme to the other. And as I
pulled up to a magnificent wrought iron gate, I felt like at any
moment, someone would notice I didn't belong here.

That's when the security guard stepped out of
a small brick building to my left, shining a flashlight into my
dirty window. In a beat up Camry that whistled in idle and strained
on the freeway, it was clear that I was out of place. And when I
rolled down the window the guard tapped his flashlight against the
glass, I quickly became aware of my pajamas. What the hell was I
thinking?

"Hello Miss," said the guard as his
flashlight passed over every inch of the car's interior. "I need to
see your ID."

I was a bit taken back. "Is this 725
Ashberry?" I wondered if I had the right address. When I met Ian,
he seemed successful, but from what I could see through the gate it
looked like a palace fit for a king, not just a businessman.

"Yes it is, ID please." I fished my license
out of my old purse and handed it over. What does Ian do for a
living?

The guard looked at my ID, then back to me
several times. The flashlight held steady on my face while the
guard studied me meticulously. I smiled nervously as I gripped the
steering wheel so tight that my fingers went numb. And just when I
was sure the man in the crisp blue uniform was about to turn me
away, he leaned his head over and spoke quietly into a shoulder
mounted microphone. The gates in front of me slipped open without a
sound. The guard handed my license back with a smile and waved me
on. "Welcome to Blackwell Estates Ms. Sanders, follow the driveway.
You may park near the garage."

When I heard the name, my heart caught in my
chest. Blackwell? Of Blackwell Industries? Ian runs
Blackwell?! It took everything I had to stay calm and keep the
car on the well lit drive that led up to the house. I couldn't
believe where I was.

How had I not recognized him? Ian Blackwell
was a certified genius and inventor extraordinaire. He graduated
top of his class from MIT at the age of fifteen. By the time he was
eighteen he'd helped the medical community by inventing an
attachment to the artificial heart that increased its longevity and
he helped the military by designing artificial limbs with sensory
feedback and new scan technology to determine the extent of brain
trauma in bomb blast victims. But if Ian was the same one that I
was thinking of, he had to be in his late sixties by now. The man I
met didn't look to be much older than I was.

I tried to put a face to one of the most
recognized name in the medical community but I couldn't. Ian
Blackwell was seldom seen in public. In fact, now that I thought
about it, none of my textbooks or articles I'd read about the man
ever had a picture attached. My heart fluttered in excitement. I
couldn't believe this was happening.

I didn't realize just how large the mansion
in front of me was, or how long the driveway to its front door
spanned. But when I finally pulled up to the house, the sheer size
of the building stunned me. It looked less like a house and more
like a multi-room resort, complete with parking attendants. A man
in a red velvet vest waved into the open garage and my mouth
dropped again.

It wasn't the typical two or three car garage
of suburbia. It looked more like a showroom for disgustingly fast
and expensive cars. Plate glass windows and bright lighting showed
off a red Ferrari and a bright yellow Maserati. And those were the
cars I recognized. Rolls Royces, Lamborghinis, motorcycles. Rows
upon rows of fancy cars that left me feeling ridiculous as I parked
my dented red Camry between two cars that probably cost more money
than I'd see in a lifetime.

And no sooner than my engine cut out, another
man appeared near my door, waiting for me. But when I tried to hand
the cooler off to the well dressed butler in front of me, he
wouldn't take it. He just said, "Follow me Ms. Sanders."

He took me in the back door of the garage
then up a sleek silver elevator and through a clean but sparsely
decorated interior. As I was following his servant around I
wondered why, with all the staff I'd seen so far, he hadn't just
sent someone else to pick up the milk.

The butler wouldn't answer a single question
I asked. After the long hallway he went to a keypad inset in the
wall and typed in a code. The wall split open after a series of
beeps, revealing a door that simply hadn't been there before. The
man turned to me and waved me into the room beyond. He wasn't
coming in with me.

I entered, shocked to see that the interior
of this room looked so different from the spacey elevator and stark
white corridors. Dark hard wood floors and a roaring fire inside of
a gorgeous stone hearth gave a warm and almost cozy feel to the
expansive room. Large picture windows gave a view to the vibrant
city skyline below. The city lights sparkling in the distance
reminded me of looking up at stars in the sky as a child. And as I
was admiring the view, a leather chair near the hearth turned.

"Come to me Allison," said Ian without rising
from the chair. Dressed in nothing but silk pajamas and a matching
robe, he looked as ready for bed as I was.

I didn't know what to say to him. I still
wasn't even sure if he was THE Ian Blackwell. He could have
been a son. Just a rich trust fund kid. So I slowly walked over
with the bright blue cooler swung over my shoulder. Ian didn't move
a muscle as I stepped in close and laid the cooIer in his lap. And
while I waited for him to say something, he just stared over my
shoulder.

"So uhh, there you go. You have a beautiful
house, but I have to get going now. School in the morning." I took
a step back, heading towards where I suspected the secret door to
be.

But as I turned, Ian's hand shot out and
clamped around my wrist. "I didn't tell you to leave."

My blood ran cold as his tone washed over me.
And when I tried to pull my hand from his grip, it only became
tighter. But when I turned my head to tell him to let me go, his
eyes, so impossibly green, seemed to knock any sense out of me. And
when I finally shook away his glare, I couldn't help but look at
the rest of him now. He didn't look good. He was pale, his eyes
were sunken, and his touch was cold against my skin. But even
through all of that, he was still one of the most handsome men I'd
ever seen. I wanted to nurse him back to health just as an excuse
to spend a second longer with the man holding my hand.

My free hand ran through my hair, tucking a
stray strand behind my ear. "Here's a few days worth of milk. Do
you, umm, need anything else?" Like a hug? Or company? Or
anything else that could keep me here a moment longer?

"You can't tell anybody about our
arrangement. Nobody knows except Dr. McFee and my old assistant. If
word gets out it will hurt the company. And I promise I'll send so
many lawyers after you that the next ten years of your life will be
lived inside of a courtroom." I opened my mouth to speak but he
spoke for me. "Of course you'll be handsomely compensated for your
discretion and cooperation."

Handsome, and a complete asshole.
Figures. "If you want to guzzle breast milk in your secret man
cave, I don't care." I yanked my arm from his grip and stared down
at him. "But don't threaten me. I don't care who you are."

He rolled his eyes. "I don't want to drink
this anymore than you want to give it to me. I don't have a
choice." He opened up his silk robe showing me a circular bump on
his chest. It was a port used for chemo. I'd seen them numerous
times in the course of my training. "I'm a sick man Allison. And
your milk helps."

I cupped my hand over my mouth as I looked at
him. In that instant, I realized he wasn't suffering from a
hangover or a simple cold. Ian Blackwell was knocking on deaths
door. And when I looked at him again, his skin was so pale it
looked almost gray. "I'm so sorry! I had no clue you were
sick."

He leaned back and closed his eyes. "That is
the info I don't want getting out. Not even the staff knows."

"So ah, how does the milk fit in? I've never
heard of breast milk being used as a cancer treatment. Does it help
with nausea or something?" I knew of a few conditions that breast
milk helped, but this was out of left field. What was going on
here?

"I don't want to get into that right now.
Just know that it helps me." He pointed to granite wet bar in the
corner. "I need you to warm up a glass of milk. I... I can't get
out of the chair. I'm too weak. "

"Isn't there a member of your staff to do
that?"

Ian glared at me again and his eyes seemed to
glow for a moment. "Do you listen woman? Nobody knows! This is our
secret." He smiled at me. "You are training to be a nurse
correct?"

I nodded slowly, having a feeling that I knew
where this was going.

"Well I seem to have found myself in need of
a new assistant. I would pay you well. And on top of our previous
arrangement."

Only a few minutes ago and I would have
jumped at the chance. More money and more time to spend with Ian
Blackwell? But in those last few minutes I'd grown to realize I
couldn't stand him. Sick or not, Ian was a jerk. Even if my body
craved him, my good senses told me to stay away. Ian wasn't someone
I could trust. "I don't think that would be a good Idea Ian. I
still have a lot of classes and my schedule is pretty full
and-"

His hand rose, cutting me off. "A simple no
would have sufficed. Just warm the milk and leave. I'll have
someone at your house tomorrow at the normal time."

I walked over to the bar with my cooler and
found a glass in a cabinet. Ian watched as I warmed a baggy of
frozen milk under warm water until the contents of the bag were
nearly ice free. And after a quick trip through the microwave, the
milk was steaming.

The glass was too hot to hold. But, I didn't
want to wait for it to cool. I just wanted to be done so I could go
back to my small apartment and crawl into bed. I found a saucer and
placed the cup on it, carrying it carefully over to a small table
next to Ian. He was still as stiff as a corpse when I placed it
down.

I was getting ready to tap him on the
shoulder to make sure he wasn't dead when my breasts started aching
and throbbing. Damn it. Not good timing! The last thing I
wanted to do was pump when I got home. But if I fell asleep with
this issue I’d wake up to wet sheets in the morning. I sighed as I
straightened out and adjusted my bra.

But before I could step away again, Ian shot
up straight in his chair and started sniffing at the air like a
hound dog. "Is that milk I smell?" He sniffed some more. "Fresh
milk?"

Whatever was wrong with him medically, it
didn't make him less strange. "Um yeah." I pointed to the table.
"Just heated some up like you asked me to."

 

He grabbed the glass and gulped it down with
one swig. I hadn't even gotten the chance to tell him it was molten
hot. But he didn't seem to notice. If I were him I'd be crying out
in pain. Instead, he just sat in his chair staring at the
flames.

I went back to the small fridge and stuffed
as many bags of milk as into the small refrigerator as would fit.
The rest went into the icebox. With everything done, I turned
around, ready to leave the secret room, and Ian, far behind me. But
when I spun on my heels, I found myself face to face with him. He'd
moved so quietly and so quickly that the sight of him made me
shriek and jump backwards.

"Sorry Allison," he said as he stared at me.
"Didn't mean to spook you."

"You said you couldn't stand!" He didn't look
like the same man. His cheeks were pink, his lips were red, and his
messy dark hair looked lustrous and healthy when it seemed dull and
lifeless only moments before.

His hands opened and closed again and again
as he stood in front of me. "I'm feeling better now."

One gulp of my milk and he was full of life
moments later. He looked close to death before. Now he looked well
enough to run a marathon. "How did you?" I shook my head as I
backed away from him. This wasn't right. There was something going
on here. "You were sick. You were just there, sick! How did you do
that?"

With a speed that my eyes couldn't follow,
Ian closed the yards I'd put between us. His hand touched my cheek
as his eyes locked onto mine. But his touch was as cold as Alaska
in January. I shivered, half in fear, and half from the chill of
him.

"I told you I need your milk. I went one day
without and I nearly withered away."

"Why?"

He shrugged at me and smiled, revealing two
sharp fangs emerging from his gums. "I crave you Allison. A craving
like I've never had before."

I screamed at the top of my lungs. "What are
you?" I started to shake in fear. "Get away from me!"

"I can't let you go Allison. Not now." His
other hand touched my cheek. His head dipped, lips landing on my
own as he kissed me. And when he pulled back, he was smiling. "I
haven't felt this alive since I died! And it's all you Allison.
Can't you see that?"

Died? My heart felt like it was going
to leap out of my mouth. "You mean like dead dead?"

He nodded, flashing his fangs again as he
smiled at me. "Medically speaking. Though turned would be a more
apt way of describing it."

My mind was racing. Fangs. Turned. And he was
so cold. There's no such thing as vampires. Right? "You're
just messing with me. Poor stupid girl from the college. Ha ha.
Well, joke's over okay? You're just really sick." I stepped
back again. "In more than one way."

He shook his head and grabbed my hand,
pulling my palm towards his chest. "There's nothing beating in
there. I am not lying to you."

His chest was as still as I worried it would
be. He wasn't even breathing. "What? How?" I was shaking out of
fright. I wanted to run, but even if I could find the door, my legs
wouldn't listen. I was too scared to move.

He brushed his frigid hand against my cheek.
"Let's sit you by the fire, you're as cold as I am."

I just nodded. Now that I knew what he was I
was afraid to anger him. And as he led me towards the fire, I
wondered if that's why he chose me. Did he know I was an orphan?
All alone and unattached to everyone around me? He could kill me
here and the world would continue spinning, one soul lighter.

He sat me down in the chair he'd been sitting
in when I came in, pulling over a new chair, easily a hundred
pounds, with a single hand. He was strong. "What do you want with
me Ian?"

He just laughed. "I want your milk. I thought
I made this clear."

"And my blood?" I said in a shaky voice.

He sighed. "No. No blood."

I looked at him with a questioning look. "But
you're a... With the fangs and the, umm, deadness."

"I'm not that kind of monster," he said as he
crossed his legs and looked at me with a warmth that he hadn't
shown me yet. "Not really a monster at all. Vampire? Yes. Undead?
Most definitely. But blood? No. I have an intolerance."

Hearing him say he was a vampire made my
stomach twist into knots. I just stared at him like a deer in
headlights. But his words calmed my nerves. He didn't want my
blood. He didn't want to kill me. At least, I didn't think he
did.

Ian leaned in and grabbed my hand, pulling
one of my fingers towards his mouth. His fang sank into the pad of
my index finger, drawing a pinprick of bright red blood.

"You said you didn't want my blood!"

He rolled his eyes and sucked droplets of the
ruby red liquid from the puncture wound. I shuddered in disgust
when a drop rolled down his chin. But as the droplet fell, I saw
the skin under the bloodstain pucker and turn ashy gray.

"I'm making a point Allison. I'm proving to
you that I am a vampire that's allergic to blood." He started
laughing. "I'm as much of an outcast in death as I was in life. I
mean, have you ever heard of something so ludicrous? A vampire does
one thing. And it is something that will kill me again if I
try."

That word again. Vampire. I was having
trouble comprehending. "How did you die and become... you know?" I
couldn't even say the word out loud. Part of me was still rebelling
against what was clearly happening here.

Ian's gaze left me and returned to the fire
as he spoke. "I had an inoperable brain tumor." He pointed to the
port in his chest. "That's why that's there." A smile, coupled with
the sense of loss that rolled off of him, told me he was lost in
thought. I waited patiently for him to return. "As for the how,
it's a very personal question. All I'll tell you is that one of my
nurses was apparently of the undead variety. She was on shift at
the hospital when I started to fade."

"But, you don't like blood."

He shrugged and pointed at the unsightly
boils on his face that were starting to heal already. "Obviously
not." He shrugged. "I'm not sure if was the cocktail of drugs I was
on for the tumor or all of the radiation from some of my inventions
when I was still alive. No doubt the cause of the tumor. Whatever
the cause, something went wrong with my transformation."

With each sentence he spoke, my fear dropped
off a little more. But in its place came the pain of engorged
breasts, growing every second I sat here.

"When I awoke from my transformation I
yearned for something, craved it. My maker stole bags of blood from
the lab to help with my appetite. But it didn't help. I nearly died
a second time in my hospital room. And after we discovered my
problem, my maker left me to find answers." He sighed sadly. "I was
so very hungry. And weak. It took everything I had to stagger from
my bed one night in search of food. And somehow, I ended up in the
neonatal ward. Something drove me there. That's when I found the
one thing I could drink."

My eyes went wide. "You didn't! You attacked
a neonatal ward?"

Ian laughed and shook his head. "Not a
monster remember? No, I found a bottle of breast milk, freshly
pumped, at the nurse's station. It smelled so good. And when I
drank it, it was like life was flooding back into me. That was
thirty years ago. Thirty years and I've lived off of stolen
milk."

I shook my head in confusion. "What changed
then? Why me? Why now?"

He gave me a sly look. "Thirty years and I'd
tasted thousands of women's milk. But the milk only kept me moving.
I never truly felt... alive. I hid from the world, working from
home and staying out of the public eye. But then a few months ago,
something changed. I found a supply that made me feel like I did
before my death. Before the cancer.

"Me. You were stealing from the milk bank I
was donating to weren't you?"

He nodded. "Not stealing really. I've owned
the bank for decades. But once I had your milk, I wanted more.
Needed more. I couldn't go back to anything else. You are
special."

As confused, and scared, as I was by Ian and
his admission, I couldn't deny feeling turned on. He was a monster,
but he was also a man, handsome, powerful, rich. And he wanted
me.

Ian's eyes sparkled as he looked at me. "Stay
with me tonight Allison. In the morning you can make a decision
about our situation, but tonight, please, stay with me."

Part of me wanted to stay. Another part of me
wanted to run as fast as I could. Undead and unstable. Did it
matter how handsome he was? But as my mind processed the new
information I felt a painful pulsing in my breasts. And when I
covered my chest with my arms I got a soggy surprise. I'd started
leaking through. Engorged and in pain, I looked up at Ian and saw
he had noticed my issue as well.

The twinkle in his eyes had disappeared. In
its place was something else. Hunger. And when I looked closer, I
noticed his eyes weren't even green anymore. They'd darkened
noticeably in the last minute, with his pupils growing larger while
his iris' were taking on a reddish hue. His fangs descended again
as he licked his lips and sniffed the air.

I covered up as well as I could. Whatever was
happening here, I didn't want any part of it. "It's late Ian, I
need to go home and rest."

But when I tried to stand, his hand shot out,
catching my shoulder and sending me backwards against the chair. "I
smell fresh milk!"

"No Ian!" I tried to stand up again. "I need
to leave. Let me out!"

He was out of his chair and behind me before
I realized he'd moved. His hand cupped over my mouth as he leaned
in, his cold breath tickling my ear as he spoke. "Shh. There's no
need to scream. I just... I want you Allison." His hand left my
mouth, slipping down to my arms instead. In an instant, he was back
in front of me, holding my arms to my side as his nose pressed
against my shirt. He was smelling me!

His voice was shaky when he spoke again.
"Nothing like this before. It's too much Allison. I can't control
myself around you. I need this!"

I learned quickly that his hunger affected
more than just his eyes. As I looked down, I saw his robe had
fallen open. And under his pajama pants, I could see a growing
erection creating quite a large tent. When he saw my shock, Ian
smiled, flashing his fangs at me again. "My hungers seem to go hand
in hand. I wasn't lying when I said I wanted you."

"Let me go Ian. This isn't you."

He laughed and leaned in, kissing me roughly.
His touch chilled my lips, but after a moment, the feeling of his
mouth on my mine didn't feel so wrong. And as I stood there, a
prisoner in his arms, my body quit shaking from fear. Now my heart
was racing for a different reason. I'd been fighting against it all
night, but there was no denying the attraction I felt towards him
anymore. My toes curled in my shoes as I felt my panties grow as
wet as my bra.

Ian pulled away. "I can hear your heart
Allison. You want me as much as I need you. So relax. Enjoy
it."

A hand slid under my shirt, with fingers
creeping along my stomach as they made their way north. I knew what
he wanted and I should have at least tried to stop him, but I
wanted to know. I wanted to feel his hand on my breasts. No one had
touched me topside in over a year now. Would his hands on my
engorged breasts feel good? Or would his touch hurt as much as my
too tight bra did at this very moment?

Every man I'd ever been with had trouble
taking off a bra. But Ian didn't suffer from this inadequacy. While
most men would struggle with the hooks, pawing at the fasteners in
frustration, Ian, with his inhuman strength, simply ripped the bra
apart around me. He threw the remains of my lingerie to the floor
and turned his attention to my old t-shirt. In seconds, the shirt
joined the bra on the floor.

His cool touch across my skin sent shivers up
and down my spine, while the heat coming off of the fire burning in
front of us made my naked skin begin to sweat. My heart was
thumping so hard in my chest that each beat made my breasts ache
from the jiggle. And my breath- I wasn't sure if I was even
breathing anymore. It was all happening so fast and I didn't know
whether I should try and stop Ian, or if I should just yank his
head to my breasts and let him feast.

The decision wasn't left to me anyways. Ian's
eyes were now glowing red, with not even a hint of the emerald
coloring that drew me in before. And without word, his head dropped
to my chest, with his hands supporting my aching breasts as his
mouth latched around one of my nipples. I felt his fangs press into
my skin, but he didn't bite down. Instead, he sucked, strong and
long, drawing milk from my engorged tits. And as he did, pleasure
spread through me like wildfire.

My clit tingled, begging for attention while
my panties grew wetter with every passing second. And when Ian's
cool fingers encircled my unsuckled tit, massaging my nipple before
slowing twisting it and squirting milk over his shoulder, a small
sigh escaped my mouth before I could clamp my jaw shut. His touch
felt so good, and his inhuman temperature made everything that much
more exotic. It was like he was dragging an ice cube across my
skin, which only made my nipples stand up and ache that much
more.

His other hand began to explore. As he worked
his magic topside, fingers dipped below the waistband of my pajama
pants. My eyes shut tightly and I bit my lip until I tasted the
unmistakable tang of blood on my tongue. His hand ran over the
outside of my panties, drifting lower until his fingers sat between
my legs. But the thin cotton barrier didn't stop me from shuddering
under his touch. Unconsciously, my legs spread a little wider,
letting his hand settle over my most private of parts.

His hand didn't stay outside of my panties
for long. As I stood there, with a hungry vampire latched to me as
he fed, his fingers pushed my panties to the side. His cool touch
drifted over my lower lips, slick with my own excitement. I felt
lightheaded as he ran his digits across my slit, and when his
fingers found my clit, my knees buckled, nearly spilling us both to
the floor. But as I fell, the hand paying close attention to my
tits circled around my waist, keeping me upright for the moment in
his cold, strong arms.

My eyes snapped open as Ian pulled his lips
away from my tit. "Please, don't stop," I said breathily. I tried
to force his head back down to my chest, but there was no moving
Ian. He was just too strong. "Please!" Only a few minutes ago and I
wanted to run away. But now, having his lips away from my nipples
was like torture. Why did he stop?

He smiled at me, and as he did, I noticed his
eyes were changing color again, with some of the eye catching
emerald overtaking the blood red. "I have no intention of
stopping." His fingers down below slid away from my clit, but
didn't pull away from me completely. "But every intention of making
this memorable."

Two fingers parted me before pressing deeply
into my pussy. Pleasure more intense than anything I'd ever felt
shot through me like a bullet, and when the mind numbing sensation
faded, I found myself on the floor in front of the fire. Ian was
leaning over me, his fingers still inside of my wanting hole. And
before I could make a sound, his eyes flashed again, with his mouth
dropping to my unsucked tit. My back arched as he latched on, with
fingers inside of my pussy fanning out within me.

Pleasure built quickly, and the aching pain
in my breasts faded just as fast as Ian drew mouthful after
mouthful of milk from me. But every time I felt the first tingles
of an orgasm, Ian's fingers seemed to slow within me. His tongue
quit drifting over my hardened nipple between pulls, and his touch
on my other breast left completely. He was teasing me, keeping me
so close, yet so far away. And every time he pulled back, it only
made me want him more.

"Stop," I sighed between breaths. "Stop
teasing me..." My hand slid between our bodies, slipping down under
the waistband of my pants before my own fingers settled over my
clit. "I can't take it anymore! You feel so good!"

But before I could slide my fingers over my
own pleasure button, Ian moved. Pain shot through my arm as he
moved with a blur. A moment later and my hands, both of them, were
being held over my head, gripped at the wrist in Ian's own fist.
His lips were absent from my nipples, and his fingers that were
teasing me from within were missing as well. Now he just stared
into me as his head hung inches above my own. That's when I noticed
something that I shouldn't have. Something that wouldn't have been
out of place with any other man.

Ian was sweating as much as I was.

But before I could question it, his mouth
dropped to mine, with his tongue pressing against my lips. My own
lips parted, letting his tongue in to dance with my own as his hand
let go of my wrists. His kiss only made me wetter, and his hands,
now sliding down my sides, made me tingle. And as we kissed, his
fingers wrapped around the waistband of my pajamas, pulling the
baggy pants down, with my undies following quickly after. When his
mouth finally left mine I was as naked as the day I was born.

Ian smiled as fingers ran through my hair.
"No more teasing. Let me show you something."

I watched curiously as his hands gripped my
knees before forcing my legs apart. My breath caught in my throat
as I imagined Ian between my open thighs, with his cock out and his
fangs down. But instead of sliding his own pajamas to the floor,
Ian planted a trail of kisses from my neck to my belly button
before flashing me one last smile and disappearing between my
upright knees. That's when I found out what a superhuman tongue
could do.

Dildos, vibrators, my own quick fingers; none
of them could match the speed and intensity of Ian's tongue at that
moment. With licks so quick that I couldn't tell where one stopped
and the other began, his tongue slid over my clit while his fingers
dipped back into my pussy once more. A string of moans slipped from
my mouth as my legs fluttered. And before I knew it, I was
coming.

"Oh Ian!" I couldn't stop moaning. As the
most intense orgasm of my life washed over me, my legs locked
around the vampire's head and my toes curled as I gripped at the
carpet under my back. My body wasn't mine to control anymore. His
tongue still lashed out, driving my pleasure to new heights with
each passing second. Muscles spasmed uncontrollably and my heart
threatened to leap from my chest. But before I lost it completely,
I managed to open my legs to pull the trapped vampire between them
off of my clit. "Too much!"

Ian licked his lips, then ran his tongue over
the tips of his fangs before flashing me a grin. "Being a vampire
has its perks sometimes."

Waves of pleasure were still lapping at my
body when Ian leaned back over me. I could barely speak, let alone
move. But by the flush of my cheeks and the spasms still rocking my
tiny body, the message to Ian was clear. He leaned back in and
pressed his lips to mine once more. I could taste myself on his
lips.

Ian sat up, pulling away from me as he pushed
my legs open once more. I shook my head in protest but the vampire
ignored me. Still, I didn't think I could handle another round of
his tongue on my clit. Not this soon anyways. I sat up slowly,
holding myself up on my elbows as I spoke. "I'm still too sensitive
Ian. I need a break."

His fingers slipped along my slit, sending
tiny sparks of desire back through me. He smiled at the sound of my
moan. "Are you sure? It sounds like you could go another round or
two."

I couldn't resist him. Without saying a word,
I spread my legs a little wider. But when Ian's head dropped to my
chest instead of back to my pussy, confusion swept over me.
"Ian?"

His head rose. "I think you'll like this even
more."

Hand gripped my hips as his own hips jumped
forward. Then suddenly, Ian was within me, his cock pressing
against the back of my pussy as his eyes glowed with intensity. My
mouth opened to moan, but no sound emerged. His entry had taken the
breath right out of me. And when his hips slid back, his lips
dropped to my tits once more, latching on with force.

My fingers hurt from digging into the carpet.
With every thrust from Ian, pleasure waves shot through me. The
feeling of him within me felt so good at that moment that I didn't
care if I ever came from it. I just wanted him there, deep within
my wet and wanting pussy. And with his lips wrapped around one
nipple while fingers caressed the other, my whole body was tingling
from his touch.

Ian switched sides, having drained one of my
breasts of milk. And as he did, his slow, rhythmic pace picked up.
Now with each of his thrusts, his crotch would grind against mine
when he was at his deepest. And each time he did, he would hit my
clit, adding to the already amazing feeling of his hard, cold cock
inside of me.

I couldn't lie still for long either. I found
myself grinding against Ian each time he pushed deep, with my hips
lifting to meet his. My hands ran across his back, with my nails
digging into his shoulders each time he rammed his cock in with
force. A steady string of sighs slipped out of me between halting
breaths, and sweat beaded from both of our bodies as he continued
to feed. And fuck.

It wasn't until Ian lifted his head from my
tits and kissed me again that I noticed the change in him. Even
then, it took me a minute, with his tongue dipping in and out of my
mouth while his cock did the same below. But when I lifted my head
to press my lips against his and I felt the warmth of his skin, my
eyes went wide. He wasn't warm before. He was cold. So
cold...

My hands ran over his back, which was wet and
warm with sweat. His cock pushed into me, no longer chilling my
pussy with each heart stopping thrust. And when Ian lifted his lips
from mine, I could feel his warm breath on my cheek.

"Ian? Something's wrong."

Ian leaned back but didn't stop thrusting.
"Too slow? I can pick up the pace." In an instant, his cock was
sliding back and forth with the power of a piston. For a moment, I
forgot what I was concern with. And the faster his cock moved, the
more I slipped away, lost in a sea of ecstasy.

I came again, with this orgasm more
fulfilling than the first. Different too. Every part of me tingled
from his touch, and when I felt his cock swell within me, I knew
instantly that Ian had cum as well, which only made my own orgasm
that much better. But when he finally slid out of me, I remembered
how hot he felt only moments ago.

The vampire slipped out from between my legs
and collapsed next to me on the floor before pulling me into the
crook of his arm. And with my head nestled against his chest, warm
to the touch like the rest of him, I heard something that I
shouldn't have. From over the crackling of the wood smoldering in
the fireplace and my own heavy breathing, I heard a heartbeat. His
heartbeat.

I sat up quickly, staring down at Ian in
confusion. "Your heart! Ian your heart!"

Ian smiled up at me, his eyes half closed.
"Yes, my heart. I loved what we did as well."

I slapped him on the arm before pulling his
hand to his chest. "It's beating! And you're warming than I am.
What's going on Ian? I thought... I thought you were dead. You were
so cold before!" Was this all some crazy trick? Why would he
lie? And why would I believe him?

His eyes shot open before he popped to his
feet. He looked more confused than I was as I grappled with
everything. I barely knew Ian, but I'd just let him do thing to me
that no man had ever done before.

"This isn't right. I've never felt like this
before." He looked down at me before offering his hand to help me
up. "It's you Allison. Your milk. I told you how it made me
feel."

My milk? Ian pulled me off of the
floor before wrapping his arms around me. "How did my milk do this?
You're breathing now and everything! Are you? Are you alive again
Ian?"

Fangs popped out of his gums like tiny
blades. "I don't know. I still feel... wrong... But I've also never
felt so alive. Better than even before I died."

"So what... what do we do now?"

Ian looked at me, then at the clock set into
the wall above the mantle. "The sun doesn't rise for another few
hours. Stay with me Allison. Here, in my arms."

There was no place at that moment that I'd
rather be. I smiled back at Ian and let him pull me back to the
floor before he nestled me in his arms, with my back to his chest
as we both stared at the dying fire in front of us. My head leaned
back against him and my eyes shut for a moment, just a moment, with
my mind lost in how I felt about the strange man holding me
now.

But when my eyes opened again, the fire in
front of me was down to nothing but a few glowing embers amid a
pile of dark ash. And to my left I heard the sound of gears
grinding as heavy shutters slipped over the large windows. Ian
still had his arms wrapped around me, but something here was
different too. The warmth of his body was gone. He was as cold as
when I met him.

His arms opened when he felt me stir.
"Morning sunshine," he said while trying to sound positive. But I
could hear the disappointment behind his words.

"You're not cured," I said as I turned in his
arms.

He shook his head. "Merely a treatment. And
the beneficial effects don't seem to last very long."

"I'm sorry Ian. I'm so sorry."

Cold fingers ran across my cheek. Ian smiled
at me, sad but sincere. "Neither one of use could have known." His
eyes locked onto mine. "But now that we do, I want you to stay with
me Allison. And it's more than just your milk. I felt something
there. Something I haven't felt in a very long time."

I'd felt it too. A connection. I didn't
understand it at the time. I thought it was just his touch, his
desire for me. But seeing him now, less than he was only a few
hours ago; It hurt. And it shouldn't have hurt.

But I couldn't stay. "I have class Ian. I...
I have to go."

I could see the pain on his face as he
stepped away from me. "Of course. I'm sorry. I thought-"

"But I could come back tonight," I said
quickly, cutting him off. "Around the same time? And we could talk
about... this. I, umm, I really liked last night Ian." His smile
sent butterflies through my stomach and seemed to light up the dark
room.

"I'd like that. Very much."

I stepped back in close, popping up to my tip
toes to plant a kiss, long and deep, against his lips. As I did,
Ian's arms wrapped around me, bringing me close. In the moment, I
didn't care that he was cold, his hug warmed me in other ways. And
when our lips finally parted ways again, I giggled and squeezed him
tightly. "It's a day then."

Ian dropped me back to the floor and kissed
my forehead. "It's a date."
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