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Prologue





“I begin to think they are going to be late,” Domitian murmured, hefting his duffle bag higher on his shoulder so that the microphone hidden in his sleeve would catch his words.


“Perhaps it is a sign.” Lucian Argeneau’s voice was surprisingly clear. The earpiece they’d given Domitian was so small that it was unseen once inserted, but the sound came through loud and crystal clear. “We should scrap this now and—”


“Still trying to talk me out of going, Uncle?” Domitian asked with amusement, and then suddenly impatient, added, “I do not know why you are so resistant to my doing this. Especially with Uncle Victor, Lucern, Decker, Nicholas, Aunt Eshe, Mirabeau La Roche, and Santo Notte now among the missing. I would think with all of them having been taken—”


“That is precisely why,” Lucian growled. “This is dangerous. We have already lost several hunters, people



armed and trained to handle situations like this. You, Domitian, are going in there unarmed, and you are not a hunter.”


“True, but I was a warrior once. I can handle myself,” Domitian argued. “Besides, none of your hunters were invited, I was.”


“Yes, but was it because you are a chef and Dressler wants you to work for him? Or because you are an immortal he wants to add to his collection?”


“I told you. He does not know I am an immortal,” Domitian said slowly and firmly, stressing each word. They’d had this conversation several times already, but it seemed they would have it again. “If Dressler knew, he could have taken me at any time. He has been a regular in my restaurant for five years. He obviously does not know.”


“Or perhaps he did not wish to kidnap an immortal so close to home,” Lucian countered. “It might have led us straight here to Venezuela.”


Domitian shifted impatiently at the suggestion. “One immortal missing in Caracas would hardly have brought you here when so many have gone missing in the United States.”


“Perhaps. Or perhaps we would have—”


“Is that helicopter headed this way?” Domitian interrupted, raising a hand to shield his eyes from the sun as he watched the vehicle approach. It was flying low and seemed to be headed straight for where he stood at the base of the large dock . . . which was where he’d been directed to wait for his ride. He’d expected a boat, but—


“Are those pontoons?” Lucian asked sharply in his ear.


Domitian knew that Lucian and the others wouldn’t have as good a view from the small boat where they



waited farther along the docks. On top of that, they were staying out of sight in the small cabin in the bow, which had only tiny windows that were glazed and screened. Their view would be highly obscured compared to his.


“Yes. The helicopter has pontoons,” he confirmed, his gaze on the skids with the floatation devices affixed to them. It was fitted out to be an amphibious helicopter so that it could set down on water or land, which made Domitian suspect that this was his ride. Apparently he wasn’t the only one to think that, he realized, wincing as a loud curse sounded in his ear.


“You are not to get on that helicopter!” Lucian ordered firmly. “Make an excuse. Tell them you have changed your mind. We did not plan for this. The boats out in the bay might lose the helicopter. Do you hear me?”


His thoughts racing, Domitian watched the helicopter slow and begin to drop by the end of the dock. To get on board or not was the question. If he said he had a fear of flying, Dressler might send a boat for him and then Lucian’s men could follow from a safe distance to find the island. Then again, he might not. Dressler might suspect something was afoot and simply cancel the job offer altogether . . . and Domitian couldn’t risk that. He had to get on that island. His life mate was there and could be in danger.


“Domitian? Can you hear me?” Lucian barked sharply, and then his voice faded as he asked someone else, “Is this thing working? Why is he not answering?”


“Perhaps the noise from the helicopter is drowning you out,” another voice responded. Domitian was pretty sure that voice belonged to the young hunter Justin Bricker and was grateful for the suggestion. He would



pretend it was true and he couldn’t hear his uncle. He was getting on that helicopter. He might be risking his life doing it, but not getting on risked his chance of any kind of a happy future.


“Dammit! Domitian! Do not get on that helicopter! Domitian?”


Ignoring the voice in his ear, Domitian watched the helicopter set down, not on the water, but on the end of the dock. He then started forward.


“Domitian Argeneau!” Lucian’s voice roared in his ear.


“It’s Argenis, Uncle. Not Argeneau,” Domitian reminded him gently before unobtrusively plucking the earpiece from his ear and tucking it into the front pocket of his tight jeans. It didn’t matter what anyone said. He was going, Domitian thought as he watched the passenger door of the helicopter open.


Instinctively ducking, he rushed quickly under the rotors to the entrance. A man in a suit was waiting with his hand out to take his duffle bag. Domitian handed it over with a nod of thanks and then grasped the door frame and climbed in. The window seat was the only one available, so he settled into it and pulled the door closed without having to be told.


Domitian then started to turn to get a better look at the other men in the helicopter but stiffened in surprise as he felt a sudden sharp pain in the side of his neck. He lost consciousness almost at once.











One





Sarita closed the book she’d been trying to read and tossed it impatiently aside. It was a horrible book. Or perhaps she just wasn’t in the mood to read, she acknowledged with irritation, getting restlessly to her feet. As a police officer, her life at home in Canada was usually a busy one, full of activity and even urgency. But here . . . all this sitting around waiting to be able to visit her grandmother was beginning to fray on her nerves. Sarita was anxious to see for herself how her grandmother was doing after her accident. It was why she was here, after all. Instead, she’d spent her time since arriving in Venezuela, stuck on this island, alternating between pacing and trying to read books that simply couldn’t hold her interest. It was driving her crazy, sitting here, waiting for Dr. Dressler to return to the island and instruct his men to transport her to the mainland. Unfortunately, he hadn’t been here when she’d arrived, and they wouldn’t take her there without his orders.




Clucking impatiently under her tongue, she left the library, her mouth tightening as her gaze slid to the two men standing guard inside the front double doors of the house. They stood one on either side, eyes straight ahead, faces expressionless, hands loosely at their sides within easy reach of the sidearms she knew each wore.


And that was the only thing they were doing right as far as she could tell. She’d been told the ridiculous level of security on the island was because kidnappings had become so rampant in Venezuela and “el Doctor” wanted to ensure his safety as well as that of his family, his employees, and visitors like her. But if that was the case, then he should have all of his security on the outside, watching for the approach of would-be kidnappers, not inside, watching the goings-on in the house. Although he had that too, she acknowledged. There were two men standing guard outside the double doors as well, and a dozen more walking the grounds as far as she could tell. “El Doctor” was obviously paranoid about kidnappings. But since her own mother had been kidnapped and killed when she was young, Sarita supposed she should probably appreciate his efforts to ensure their safety. Instead, she just found the men posted everywhere something else to be annoyed about today.


Knowing she was in a foul mood from a combination of boredom and frustration, Sarita turned on her heel and headed up the hall toward the kitchen. She’d get a drink and maybe one of Aleta’s yummy cookies, and see if the cook had something for her to do to help pass the time. At that point, even something as mundane as washing dishes would be welcome . . . which told Sarita just how bored she was.




Grimacing at the depths to which she’d sunk after three short days of inactivity, Sarita pushed the kitchen door open and stepped inside. The rich aroma of something delicious rolled over her as she entered, and her nose twitched as she inhaled the scent. Spotting Aleta stirring a pot simmering on the range in the center of the island, she moved closer to peer at the contents with interest. There were chunks of vegetables and meat in a thick juice. It smelled like heaven.


“Hola,” Aleta greeted her softly, a shy smile curving her lips.


Sarita smiled at the woman. “Hola. That smells good. I swear, Aleta, you’re an angel. Everything you make is delicious.”


“Gracias,” Aleta said, flushing with pleasure.


“What is it?” Sarita asked, leaning across the island to inhale more deeply.


“El estofado de ternera,” she answered.


“Mmm,” Sarita murmured, again inhaling the scent coming off the beef stew.


“Is not quite time for dinner, but it is ready,” Aleta said, watching her practically drool over the pot. “If you are hungry, you can eat now.”


“Oh, yes please,” Sarita said at once.


Aleta chuckled at her eagerness. “Go out to the dining room and I will bring it in.”


Sarita shook her head. “I can eat here. It would be nice to have some company,” she added when Aleta frowned.


The woman’s expression softened then and she nodded. “Here then. Sit down,” she added, gesturing to the stools on the opposite side of the island from where she was cooking.




Sarita wanted to insist on getting her own food and drink, but suspected if she tried Aleta might change her mind about letting her eat in the kitchen. So she sank obediently onto one of the stools and watched as Aleta fetched her a bowl and spoon and served up the stew.


“Que quieres tomar?” Aleta asked as she set the bowl before her.


“Water is fine,” Sarita answered and then said “Agua” as well. Aleta seemed to speak English well, but the way she slipped back into Spanish at times—as she had when she’d just asked what Sarita wanted to drink—suggested the cook might not be fully fluent in the language. She had no desire to embarrass the woman by making her admit it.


Picking up her spoon, Sarita scooped up some of the stew, blew on it briefly, and then slipped it into her mouth. It was as good as it smelled, better even, and she moaned with pleasure as the flavor burst on her tongue.


Chuckling, Aleta set a glass of water and a plate with a large tequeno on it next to her bowl, and then turned back to her stew.


Sarita picked up the fried breadstick with cheese inside and eagerly took a bite. She loved Aleta’s tequenos. Honestly, she loved everything the woman had made for her since her arrival on the island three days earlier. Sarita was seriously considering trying to lure her away to Canada with a job. She was just trying to work out if she could afford it. Her apartment didn’t have enough room to house the two of them. She’d need to buy a house, and then there was the whole immigration issue to worry about.


Sarita was just finishing her stew and tequeno when Aleta set her spoon aside again and retrieved a blender



from the cupboard. The cook set it on the counter, plugged it in, and then moved to the refrigerator. A moment later she walked back to the counter with an armload of cleaned and precut greens and vegetables.


“What are you making now?” Sarita asked with curiosity as Aleta dropped a good portion of the vegetables into the blender and then moved to the pantry.


Aleta backed out of the pantry a moment later with a jar of some kind of powder. Carrying that to the blender, she murmured, “El Doctor’s bebida nutritive.”


The doctor’s nutrition drink, Sarita translated and stiffened on her stool as she watched Aleta measure out a portion of the powder. Voice sharp, she asked, “El Doctor’s back?”


“Back?” Aleta frowned at the powder in her measuring cup and added a bit more, shaking it to level it out as she did. “Back from where? He has not gone anywhere for weeks. He is always down at the labs since he took the ano sabatico.”


Sabbatical, Sarita translated. Dr. Dressler had told her he was on sabbatical from the university when he’d called her about her grandmother’s falling and injuring herself. And apparently he’d been spending all of his time since then down at his labs . . . not on the mainland as she’d been led to believe. After Dr. Dressler’s call telling her about her grandmother’s accident and his fears for her well-being since falls could be deadly for older women, Sarita had immediately booked a flight to Venezuela to check on her. She’d been met at the airport by the head of Dr. Dressler’s security team and flown out here by helicopter only to learn that her grandmother was still in the hospital in Caracas and had not yet returned to the island. She’d immediately



requested to be transported back to the mainland so that she could see her, but had been told that neither the boats nor the helicopter could be used without first gaining Dr. Dressler’s permission and he was not here.


Sarita had assumed that meant he wasn’t on the island and had been waiting impatiently for his return, but it seemed he was on the island, just not at the house. She frowned now at this news, furious that Dressler’s man hadn’t made that clear. Had she known, she could have sought out Dressler himself to get the needed permission, and been at her grandmother’s bedside days ago.


Scowling, Sarita stood and quickly carried her empty bowl and plate to the sink.


“Leave it. I will do that,” Aleta said when Sarita started to rinse them.


“Gracias,” Sarita murmured rather than argue and turned off the tap. She’d finished rinsing them anyway. Turning to head for the door, she added, “And thank you for the dinner. It was delicious.”


“De nada,” Aleta said absently as she concentrated on her measuring.


Sarita was halfway up the hall before she recalled the men at the front door. Not wanting to be questioned and possibly stopped from going down to the labs, she turned as she reached the entry and jogged up the stairs that led to the second floor. Sarita moved quickly along the hall to the room she’d inhabited since arriving and slipped inside.


A cautious glance out the French doors in her room showed her that the sun was setting. In the dying light she could see men moving toward the house from every direction. While it had not quite been dinnertime when she’d arrived in the kitchen, it was nearly that time now



and she was not the only one who appreciated Aleta’s cooking.


She watched until all of the men had moved around the house and out of sight. They’d be heading to the door of the kitchen to fetch their food, she knew. It would leave a skeleton crew of two men at the front door as well as the men on the towers and at the gate to the fenced-in labs. Those men would then be relieved so they too could eat. Or perhaps food would be taken to them. Sarita had no idea, she’d never cared enough to find out.


She didn’t really care now either, Sarita decided as she slid out onto the balcony. Finding the yard empty, she climbed over the balcony rail, lowered herself until she hung from the bottom of the white-painted metal, and then let herself drop lightly onto the terrace below. A little grunt slid from her lips as her bare feet slapped on the stone. After a quick glance around, she hurried along the side of the house to the front corner.


A quick peek around the corner showed Sarita that even the men at the front door had gone in search of their meal. She’d always assumed that because the men inside waited to eat in the second shift, that the men outside would too, but it seemed not. Pondering that, she broke away from the house and hurried across the lawn, heading for the path through the trees to the labs.


Sarita expected to be stopped at any moment, but she made it all the way to the tree line outside the fence without encountering anyone. Pausing just inside the trees, she eyed the fenced-in buildings that made up Dr. Dressler’s labs. From the air the half a dozen long low buildings had made her think of army barracks.



Now, as her gaze slid over the towers on each corner of the high fence surrounding the buildings, she decided it looked more like a prison.


She looked at the men in the towers again, this time checking each one more carefully. Sarita couldn’t be sure in the dying light, but it seemed to her that their attention was focused inside the fence rather than out. As if they were guarding against someone escaping rather than intruders. Thinking that could only be good for her, she straightened her shoulders and approached the gatehouse at the fence entrance.


Sarita prepared herself for a verbal battle as she crossed the short distance, expecting whoever was guarding the gate to refuse her entry. But she was determined that she would at least make them call Dr. Dressler out to the gate. She would get him to tell his men to take her to the mainland in either the helicopter or a boat so that she could see her grandmother. It was why she was here in Venezuela. And Sarita was pretty pissed about being made to cool her heels here on the island for three days when her grandmother was in a hospital on the mainland.


In the end, Sarita didn’t have to argue with the man in the gatehouse. She walked up to the window, opened her mouth to explain herself, and then closed it without saying a word as she noticed that the blond man inside wasn’t even looking her way. He was sitting with his back to the window and gate, earbuds in his ears as he watched a movie on the computer on the counter in front of him.


A porno, she saw as her gaze slid to the computer screen.


So much for security, Sarita thought dryly and glanced



to the gate. There was a large gate, presumably for vehicles, and a smaller one for people to pass through. Sarita walked to the smaller gate. When she found it wasn’t even locked and opened easily, she shook her head with disgust and slipped through, then pulled it gently closed. She headed for the nearest building at a quick clip and was more than halfway to it before a shout sounded. It was followed by another, and then another as others heard the call and noticed her.


Sarita ignored them and kept going, but she did move a little faster. She made it to the door, and a glance around as she slipped inside showed her that while one or two men were climbing down the ladders on the towers, the man in the gatehouse still had his head down as he watched his porn. Apparently, he hadn’t yet noticed anything amiss. She suspected he’d be in a heap of trouble for it.


Pulling the door closed, Sarita turned to survey the room she’d entered. It was a lab, all white with upper and lower metal cupboards on two walls, a large industrial refrigerator as well as a large industrial freezer along another and a desk against the last wall. Two small, wheeled tables sat a little distance apart in the center of the room, and those caught and held her attention at once.


Having trouble accepting what she was seeing, Sarita moved slowly across the room to the first table and stared down at the top half of the corpse lying strapped on it. It was a man who was probably about twenty-five. His hair was short and blond, his face handsome but bloodless, and his upper body was in perfect shape . . . except for the fact that it ended just below his belly button where he appeared to have been cut in half.




Sarita stared at him blankly, noting that there were a couple dozen metal straps rising out of the table, crossing over his body, and then disappearing through slots in the table surface. There was one across his forehead, and then at his throat, his shoulders, under his armpits, and another every couple of inches down his torso after that for the length of the table. There were also half a dozen smaller metal straps holding his arms down from his armpits to his wrists.


Sarita turned her head to peer at the second small table where the lower half of his body lay. A small towel was draped over his groin, and there were even more straps running over his lower body, with a great gaping wound where his body had been separated. It looked as if he’d been sawn in half like a tree.


As she studied the open wound on the lower half of the body, and the one on the upper body, Sarita had to wonder why she wasn’t freaking out.


Probably because of the lack of blood, she thought . . . and because it didn’t look real. Or perhaps because it reminded her of Body Worlds, an exhibition of preserved human bodies that showed the anatomy of the inner body. Her father had taken her to see it at the Ontario Science Centre back in 2005. This reminded her of it, a bloodless display of inner workings. It looked like one of those. It was obviously a cadaver from the university or something.


That made sense, Sarita thought. After all, Dr. Dressler was a professor at one of the universities in Venezuela. Mind you, universities didn’t generally let professors take cadavers home that she knew of.


And why both halves of the body were strapped to the table like that was a complete mystery to her.




The sound of approaching voices caught her attention and Sarita turned her head toward the door as someone said, “I will handle it. You get back to your posts . . . and do your jobs this time.”


The door opened then and an older man stepped inside. Dressed in dark pants and a white doctor’s coat, Dr. Dressler was tall, with a full head of snow-white hair parted at the side and brushed away from his face in waves that suggested he was a little overdue for a haircut. He had a mustache and goatee to match, but his eyebrows were a mix of snow-white and a darker brown or black that suggested he’d been a dark-haired man when younger. The skin on his neck was saggy and a little crepey and his face had the wrinkles and lines age eventually carved in everyone’s face, but they were much less pronounced than she would have expected from someone she knew to be in his eighties.


“Dr. Dressler?” she asked uncertainly, before glancing to the woman who followed him into the room. Also wearing dark pants and a doctor’s white coat, she was much younger, perhaps in her thirties. Her hair was blond and pulled back in a tight bun, revealing a face that was untouched by makeup but still beautiful.


At least it would have been beautiful if she didn’t have such a sour expression on her face, Sarita thought.


“Sarita, my dear. What a pleasure to finally meet you,” Dr. Dressler said, drawing her attention back his way as he led the blonde across the room. He clasped her hands in his and used his hold to shift her to the side as he added, “Unfortunately, you have arrived at a rather inconvenient moment. This experiment is time sensitive, so please just stay here out of the way while we do our work and we shall talk afterward.”




Staying by the wall where he’d urged her, Sarita watched silently as he then joined the blonde and helped her roll the two tables together so that the upper torso of the corpse met the lower torso perfectly.


“Fetch the blood, Asherah,” Dr. Dressler ordered as he then moved to flip latches on each side of the tables where they joined, turning the two short tables into one long one.


The blonde immediately moved to a refrigerator at the end of one wall of cupboards and opened the door, revealing stacks of bagged blood inside.


Sarita stiffened in surprise. The bags looked like something you’d see in a hospital or blood bank, but the number of them was staggering. She would have guessed there were at least a hundred bags stacked on the refrigerator shelves. A ridiculous amount for anyone to have.


Asherah carried the bags to a wheeled tray of surgical instruments, dumped them on it, and rolled the tray up next to the table, then moved off to collect two IV stands without being told. The moment she set them next to the table, Dr. Dressler collected one of the bags of blood from the tray and began to set up one of the IVs. Hanging the bag of blood from the hook, he quickly affixed the tubing before inserting the needle in the corpse’s left arm. Once finished he grabbed another bag of blood off the tray and dragged the second IV around to the right side of the body to do the same. He then glanced up expectantly.


Following his gaze, Sarita saw that Asherah had gone back to the cupboards to collect something else. She was now returning with what looked like a ball gag, but with more straps. There was also a funnel where the ball would be, she noted as Asherah got closer to the table.




“Two minutes,” Dr. Dressler warned, eyeing his watch as Asherah strapped the harness into place, with the funnel in the corpse’s mouth.


Asherah straightened and moved quickly back to the refrigerator to collect another half a dozen bags of blood. She dropped most of them on the wheeled tray with the others when she returned, but kept one and picked a scalpel from the surgical items on the tray before moving up to the table where it was joined. She peered down at where the two halves of the body were pressed tight together and simply waited, seemingly at the ready.


Shaking her head with bewilderment, Sarita asked, “What—?”


“Shh,” Dr. Dressler hissed. “You’ll understand in thirty seconds.”


Sarita closed her mouth, but shook her head again at the madness she was witnessing. Offering indignities to a corpse was an indictable offense in Canada and what they were doing seemed to fit that description. Unfortunately, this was not Canada and she had no idea what the laws were here in Venezuela. She’d certainly be looking into it the first chance she got, though, Sarita decided.


“Time!” Dr. Dressler snapped and quickly opened the roller clamp on the IV next to him, before rushing around the table to do the same on the second IV. Blood immediately began to race down the tubes toward the corpse’s arms, but Sarita hardly noticed that—she was too busy watching with horror as Asherah poked a hole in the bag of blood she held, and allowed the crimson liquid to gush out over the body where the two halves were now pressed together.




“Dear God,” Sarita breathed with a disgust that only increased when Dr. Dressler now grabbed a second scalpel and another bag of blood off those remaining on the wheeled tray and punctured it over the corpse’s face. Blood immediately began to flow into the funnel fixed in the corpse’s mouth.


Clenching her fists, Sarita stood to the side, revulsion curling her stomach as she watched the pair’s actions. She was starting to wish with all her heart that she was a police officer in Venezuela instead of Canada and could arrest the mad doctor and his equally crazy assistant. She had no idea what they thought they would achieve with this lunacy, but—


Sarita’s thoughts died abruptly as the corpse’s eyes suddenly popped open and he began to shriek. Or tried to. What came out was a raspy gurgle as he tried to scream around the liquid pouring down his throat. It forced some of the blood back out in a small spurt that splashed over Dr. Dressler.


“You forgot the tube, Asherah,” Dr. Dressler accused harshly, but quickly added, “Don’t stop what you’re doing!”


Asherah had started to lift away the bag of blood she was holding over the wound at Dr. Dressler’s first words, but stopped at once when he ordered her not to.


“Sarita, there should be a length of tube on the counter along the wall behind me. Fetch it for me,” Dr. Dressler ordered sharply as he continued to let the blood pour down the throat of the man she’d thought was dead, but who was now screaming his head off and shooting the blood back out of his mouth as he did.


Stunned now by what was happening, Sarita did as asked, found the mentioned tubing and took it to



Dr. Dressler. When she reached his side though, he nodded toward the tray. “Grab another bag of blood.”


Turning, she picked up the bag and offered it to him. He took it with one hand, waited a heartbeat for the one he already held to empty, then tossed it aside and moved the fresh bag over the mouth.


“Hold this,” Dr. Dressler commanded once he’d punctured the new bag as he had the first.


Sarita hesitated, but then moved around to the opposite side of the table and took over holding the new bag of blood. Her hands were trembling, she noted, but she did her best to hold the bag steady and ground her teeth together as the corpse continued to scream, sending most of the blood shooting back up through and around the funnel and onto her and the doctor both now. But a moment later Dr. Dressler was feeding a tube through the funnel and down the man’s throat. The tube, apart from ensuring the blood got to his stomach, also appeared to hamper his ability to scream. The moment several inches had been fed through the funnel, his screams stopped.


Quite sure the action was only adding to the man’s pain, Sarita had to look away and shifted her gaze down to Asherah rather than watch. The assistant was tossing aside the first bag she’d cut open, but quickly grabbed and opened another over where his body was split in half. Sarita shook her head, unable to believe what was happening.


Dr. Dressler finished inserting the feeding tube, but didn’t then take back the bag of blood she held as Sarita expected. Instead, he hung two fresh bags from the IV stands next to the ones already in use. It drew her attention to the fact that both bags were already



half-empty. IVs usually didn’t work that quickly in her experience. All she could think was that the catheter must be larger than the standard. She had no idea what it might be doing to the corpse’s veins though.


The very thought made Sarita give her head a shake. The man obviously wasn’t a corpse. Corpses didn’t move and scream. But he should be a corpse. He’d been cut in half for God’s sake. That thought kept running through her head as she held bag after bag over his mouth while Asherah did the same over his wound and Dr. Dressler manned the IVs and fetched fresh blood from the refrigerator as needed.


Sarita was holding her sixth bag and beginning to think this would go on forever when Asherah suddenly growled, “Time.”


Dr. Dressler immediately glanced at his wristwatch, nodded, and then beamed at Sarita. “Very good. Asherah will clean up the worst of the blood, and then take over with that last bag you’re holding. I have to make a note of the time and then we can talk.”


He hurried away to the desk she’d noticed earlier, and Sarita turned her attention to Asherah as the woman reached under the table and retrieved some kind of nozzle. It was only when she pushed a lever and water began to run out over the midriff of the body that Sarita realized what it was.


Careful to keep her hand in place over the funnel, Sarita bent slightly to look under the table and saw that the top half of the table was fixed in place, only the bottom half was movable. Two pipes ran up one table leg, one pipe ending at a hose with the nozzle on the end, the other to a drain on this side of the table. Straightening again, she checked to be sure the bag of



blood was still over the funnel, and then looked over to see that Asherah had already rinsed away most of the blood from the body.


Finding the spot where the upper body had been separated from the lower half, Sarita saw that they were now joined, with just an angry red scar where they had once been separated.


“Madre de Dios,” she breathed, unable to believe her eyes.


“Move.”


Glancing around with surprise, she saw that Asherah had finished with the hose and moved up beside her. Even as she noted that, the woman took over holding the bag and urged her away. “El Doctor wants to talk to you.”


Sarita stepped back, her eyes returning to the scar where the body had once been cut in half.


“Move,” Asherah repeated coldly. “You are done here.”


Noting the dislike on the woman’s face, Sarita reluctantly turned to walk to the desk where Dr. Dressler was scribbling furiously in a notebook.


Apparently finished making his notes, he raised his head as she stopped in front of the desk, and he smiled at her widely as he stood up. “Thank you, Sarita. Your help was invaluable.”


“What exactly did I help with?” Sarita asked with a frown as Dressler moved around his desk. “That man was dead.”


“Not dead,” he assured her, crossing the room to the cupboards and retrieving a couple of syringes before moving to the refrigerator. “And not a man.”


Eyebrows rising, Sarita peered back to the table. “He looks like a man to me.”




“Yes,” he agreed, bending to retrieve two ampoules from the refrigerator. “But he’s not. He is an immortal.”


“Immortal?” Sarita asked, following him back to the table. When he didn’t answer, but concentrated on preparing a shot for the man, she glanced to Asherah as she tossed the now empty blood bag away. When the woman then moved around to the wheeled tray and grabbed another bag of blood, Sarita thought she intended to keep feeding it into the funnel. Instead, she replaced one of the now empty IV bags before grabbing another bag and replacing the other as well.


“Immortals are scientifically evolved mortals,” Dr. Dressler announced, drawing Sarita’s attention back to him. “This man is full of bio-engineered nanos programmed to keep his body healthy.”


Finished filling the syringe, he set the ampoule on the wheeled tray and then simply held the shot and peered down at the man he called an immortal as he explained, “These nanos fight disease, repair the ravages of sun and time, and—as you saw—repair injuries.”


Sarita shifted her gaze back to where the body had once been separated, and was quite sure the scar was smaller and less angry-looking than it had been just moments ago.


“After enough blood there won’t even be a scar,” Dr. Dressler announced. “The blood is what powers the nanos you see. They apparently use it to replicate themselves as well as to make repairs and so on.”


“Blood,” Sarita murmured, glancing toward the empty blood bags now littering the floor.


“Yes, they need a lot of it when injured,” he said with a nod. “But even if not fighting illness or repairing



an injury, the nanos need more blood than their host bodies can produce to keep them young. The nanos have forced their host bodies to evolve to make up for that need. In effect, making them scientifically created vampires.”


When Sarita turned to him with disbelief, he glanced to Asherah and said, “Show her.”


Asherah unhooked the harness from around the man’s head and began to slowly remove it, pulling the feeding tube out with it.


Sarita half expected the man to begin screaming again, but other than a weak moan he was silent. Once Asherah had set the harness and tube aside, she picked up one of the disposed blood bags and sliced it open, then wiped up the little bit of blood left inside. It amounted to a couple of drops at best, but she waved it under the man’s nose and despite his seeming to be unconscious, two of his upper teeth shifted and slid down in his open mouth, becoming fangs.


Gasping, Sarita took a step back.


“It is fine. We are safe,” Dr. Dressler assured her. “Although if those straps were leather instead of titanium it would be a different matter. Aside from giving them fangs, the nanos make their hosts incredibly strong and extremely fast. They also have astonishing night vision. And they can read and control minds,” he added grimly, finally bending to inject the man with the shot he’d prepared as he said, “Which is why we have to keep them drugged.”


“Them?” Sarita asked with a frown.


“There are eighteen here in my labs,” Dr. Dressler said, straightening from giving the shot.


“Why?” Sarita asked with dismay as he put the used



shot on the wheeled tray and set about filling the second syringe. “Surely they’re dangerous?”


“Not normally, no,” he assured her. “As a rule they consume bagged blood. In fact, it’s a law among their kind, now that blood banks exist. They are forbidden to bite us mere mortals.”


Sarita relaxed a little. If they stuck to bagged blood that wasn’t so bad.


“And even before blood banks, they apparently weren’t allow to kill anyone they bit. It’s how they’ve managed to live among us with no one the wiser all these millennia.”


“Millennia?” Sarita narrowed her eyes on the doctor, but he merely shrugged.


“Apparently they were a people isolated from the rest of the world who advanced technologically much more quickly. The nanos were a result of one of those advancements.” He pursed his lips and considered the man. “They claim their home was Atlantis, and that when it sank into the ocean, only those with the nanos survived and crawled out to join the rest of the world. They also say that in Atlantis they had doctors and hospitals as we do today, and were given blood transfusions to combat the nanos’ need for extra blood. But when Atlantis fell it was an end to those transfusions. Technology in the rest of the world was far behind that in Atlantis, and the nanos forced fangs, speed, and the other abilities on them so that they could gain the extra blood they needed to survive.”


Sarita surveyed the man on the table and shook her head. “If I’d passed him on the street, I never would have known he wasn’t human.”


“That’s the beauty of it. He is human,” Dr. Dressler assured her. “He and others like him have children and



families and live, laugh, and love just like the rest of us. Only they get to do it longer and don’t suffer illness while they do. He’s no different than you or I except for those nanos. Without them, he would be merely mortal, and with them, we could be immortal.”


Sarita stiffened, something in his voice as he said that last part disturbing her. “You cut him in half,” she said slowly, putting it together in her head. “You want the nanos and cut him in half to try to get them.”


“No,” Dr. Dressler assured her. “That would be a waste. The nanos are programmed to remain in the host body. Even bleeding them dry doesn’t work. The nanos apparently move into the organs and skin to avoid leaving with the blood. You might get a couple from your efforts, but those disintegrate quickly once out of the body.”


Sarita was about to ask how he knew that, and how the man had got cut in half if he hadn’t done it, when Dressler continued, “I know the nanos must be transferrable, though. They have to be for them to turn their life mates.”


“Life mates?” she echoed, briefly distracted.


“Hmm.” He nodded thoughtfully. “Apparently while immortals can read and control most mortals, there are a few instances when they can’t. One is if the mortal is mad. Apparently, that makes it difficult. The other is if the mortal is a life mate to them. In fact, that is how they recognize a life mate.”


Sarita opened her mouth to ask what a life mate was, but closed it again as he said, “Anyway, I didn’t cut him in half in an effort to retrieve nanos. I did it as part of an experiment to see how long his upper and lower body could be separated and yet still repair itself



if pressed back together. We started with thirty seconds, and have been working our way up from there. This time it was two hours. Of course you have to void them of blood before doing it or else the nanos try to use what blood they have to try to repair the body at once while separated. The two halves start to seal, the bottom half dying from lack of blood long before it finishes the job. But as long as there is no blood, it’s as if the nanos force the body into a sort of stasis. Once you put the two halves back together and add blood though, they kick into action and heal the body. It works if you just cut off a finger, hand, foot, or limb too. And the faster you give them blood, the faster they heal.”


“Dear God,” Sarita breathed, peering down at the man on the table. She was horrified that Dr. Dressler had actually deliberately inflicted this kind of pain on a living, breathing human . . . vampire or not.


“I have made it my business to find out all I can about their kind but must confess I’m growing tired of this experiment. I think we’ll move on to removing a limb and destroying it, and then see if the nanos can build a new limb in its place.”


“You—” Sarita broke off in shock when he suddenly raised the second syringe he’d prepared and shoved it into her neck, pressing the plunger home. It happened so quickly she didn’t get a chance to react or try to stop him. By the time she started to raise her hand, he was already pulling the needle out and setting it on the wheeled tray.


“Wh—?” She stared at him in horror, unable to form the question she was trying to ask. When she swayed on her feet, he caught her arm to steady her, and then



glanced toward the ceiling as the sound of a loud engine reached them.


“That will be the helicopter returning with your life mate,” Dr. Dressler murmured and then offered her a smile as he let her sink slowly to the floor. “The two of you are going to be a great help to me, Sarita. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate it.”











Two





Sarita stirred sleepily, slowly realizing she was on her back in bed. She never slept on her back. She was a side sleeper and always had been. Being on her back with her hands resting just below her breasts . . . well, frankly it made her think of her father in his coffin.


Grimacing as that thought pulled her the rest of the way from sleep, Sarita promptly turned onto her side and let her eyes open. She then froze for a heartbeat before jerking to a sitting position in bed.


“What the hell?” she muttered, staring around at the alien room.


It was not her bedroom in her sunny little apartment in Toronto, Ontario. This room was decorated all in white. It was also at least three times the size of her room at home. Three large ceiling fans hung overhead, spinning in a desultory fashion and stirring up a nice soft breeze, and they, along with the three sets of French doors that lined the wall to her left seemed



to parcel off each section of the room without the need for walls. In front of the doors at the far end, a couch, loveseat, and two chairs made up a sitting area, all were wicker with white cushions. In front of the middle set of doors was a small, glass-topped wicker dining table for two. The final set of French doors was right next to the bed she was sitting in, which was a sea of white bedclothes. Sarita had never seen a bed so big. It was bigger than king-sized, certainly. It was also terribly romantic with gossamer white curtains pulled back to drape at each post of the four-poster bed.


All in all, it looked like she’d been dumped in the middle of an advertisement for a honeymoon retreat in a tropical paradise, Sarita thought, peering out at the plants and palm trees she could see through the doors next to the bed. There was a stone floored terrace just outside the doors, but beyond that was a wall of jungle that would offer privacy to any honeymooners making use of the four-poster. It was a lovely room, and a lovely setup . . . but she had no idea how she’d got there or what she was doing there.


Pushing the soft white sheets aside, Sarita slipped her feet to the hardwood floor on the same side as the French doors, and then noticed the white nightgown she was wearing and paused to finger it with bewilderment. This was definitely not hers. She was the kind of gal who slept in an overlarge T-shirt and cotton panties. This too was straight out of an advertisement for honeymooning in paradise. Spaghetti straps dropped down to make up a piped and gathered neckline that barely reached above her nipples, and even then didn’t cover them well. The material was thin and sheer, offering cover to her breasts only because of the way



the material gathered there. The silky material wasn’t presently gathered on her legs, however, and she could clearly see her tan legs through it and even the mole on her upper right thigh.


Standing abruptly, Sarita glanced around, relieved when she spotted a robe draped over a wicker chest at the foot of the bed. She hadn’t noticed it on her first scan of the room. Moving to the end of the bed, she snatched up the material and quickly shrugged her arms into it. A grimace claimed her lips, though, as she wrapped it around front and used the sash to tie it closed. The robe was as light and sheer as the nightgown, the neckline piped and gathered too and just as low as the neckline on the gown. They were obviously a set but weren’t meant for covering anything.


Muttering under her breath, Sarita took another look around the room in search of actual clothing, preferably her own. But there was no sign of luggage or even drawers that might hold her possessions.


Aside from the French doors leading outside, there were also three solid wood doors in the room, all painted white to match the walls. One of the doors was in the wall opposite the bed, beyond the wicker furniture. For some reason Sarita suspected it was the one that led out into the rest of the house or hotel this room was in. She turned away from it for now, unwilling to leave the room dressed as she was.


Her gaze slid between the other two remaining doors. Both were in the wall the bed butted up against, one on either side of it, in fact. The one on the side she stood on was open, and Sarita found herself looking into a large white bathroom.


Moving to the doorway, she glanced around and saw



that the honeymoon theme continued here with a tub built for two and a large glass-walled shower you could have fit most normal-sized bathrooms into . . . or two people having crazy monkey sex. There was also a long white marble counter with two sinks, a separate smaller counter with a chair and large lighted mirror for doing makeup, and a door leading to an entirely separate small room that turned out to hold nothing but a toilet and a bidet.


Sarita peered at them and was suddenly aware that she had to relieve herself. Sighing, she quickly slipped inside to use the facilities, her mind racing. A plethora of questions were chasing each other through her mind. Unfortunately, she had no answers and her mind was just running around in circles in her head. Where was she? What had happened? How had she got here? Whose clothes were these? And how had she got into them?


Sarita wondered about that as she noted that even the panties she wore weren’t her own. A silky white thong was the only thing under the nightgown. Sarita did not wear thongs. She’d tried them once because they were so sexy-looking, but hadn’t been able to bear the feeling of having a constant wedgie. What the hell was going on? That seemed to be the question that kept drumming through her head. The last thing she remembered . . .


Actually, her memory was pretty fuzzy just now. She had some vague recollection of a lab and a corpse and some nonsense about vampires, but it was all so disjointed and surreal in her mind that she felt sure it was some fragmented nightmare she’d had. She also had something in her mind about worry for her grandmother, but, again, it was so fragmented and fuzzy she wasn’t



sure whether it was real or a dream. For all she knew, what was happening right now was a dream too. Certainly she couldn’t afford a vacation in a place like this.


Panic tried to climb up inside her, but Sarita forced it down. She was a police officer, trained to control her automatic responses and assess situations before deciding the best way to respond to them. So . . . she would assess, Sarita decided firmly as she finished in the water closet.


Stepping back out into the large bathroom, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror over the sinks. The sight made her blink. Her black hair fell in wild abandon around her face and over her shoulders. It and her tan skin were an amazing contrast to the sheer white, flowing gown and robe. She looked like she’d stepped out of a gothic novel . . . or a porno, she thought with dismay, noting how her tan skin and the white thong she wore were revealed through the sheer cloth as she moved. Fortunately, the way the material gathered at the neckline helped hide her breasts . . . mostly.


Clucking her tongue with irritation, Sarita quickly washed and dried her hands, using the soap and fluffy white towels provided. Their presence made her start opening drawers and cupboards in the bathroom to see what they held. She found loads of soap, shampoo, conditioner, towels, and washcloths in the cupboards under the sink.


Lifting the makeup tabletop next, she found more cosmetics than a woman could use in a lifetime. There seemed to be every shade of lipstick, blush, and eye shadow ever created, all brand-new and with their wrapping intact. There were also various eyeliners, mascara, tweezers, nail files, and clippers, and so forth in the same



packaged state, along with a hair dryer, several different curling irons, from flat to huge curls, and hairspray as well as various hairbrushes and combs. Basically, anything a woman might need to make herself pretty for any occasion.


Sarita stood still for a moment, simply staring at what was available as she tried to understand what all of this meant. The sheer sexy nightgown, the makeup, the big bed . . .


“No,” she muttered and then let the makeup tabletop drop as she whirled away to hurry out of the bathroom. The bedroom was still empty—that was all Sarita noticed as she rushed around the bed to the door on the other side of it. Her breath left her on a relieved sigh as she opened that one to find a walk-in closet stuffed with clothes and shoes.


Thank God! She could put on some real clothes and go find out where the hell she was and what was going on, Sarita thought. Her relief was short-lived, however. Within moments she was standing in the middle of the closet, forcing herself to breathe slowly.


The confusion that had assailed her on first waking had given way to anger as she’d gone through the closet. There wasn’t a scrap of her own clothing here, or at least, nothing she recognized as her own. Every single item hanging up was a negligee or nightie. There were various colors and lengths, from short skimpy blue baby dolls to long see-through crimson peignoirs, but every hanging item of clothing was some revealing nightwear suitable only for a honeymoon.


As for the drawers, they were full of thongs, stockings, and bikinis. There wasn’t even one bra. And those shoes she’d noticed on first entering? They were all stilettos,



a rainbow selection of them, one to match every peignoir hanging up. They were sexy as hell and useless in her current situation.


Letting her breath out slowly, Sarita turned and moved back into the bedroom and then paused, unsure what her next move should be. Her gaze slid to the door she suspected led into the rest of the building . . . and possibly to answers, but Sarita found herself moving away from it. She had no idea what was beyond that door and after discovering all the negligees and baby dolls in the closet, she wasn’t sure she wanted whatever answers were waiting for her. But staying where she was didn’t seem a good idea either, Sarita decided as she bumped up against something and turned to stare down at the bed.


Her gaze slid reluctantly to the unknown door again, but then quickly shifted to the French doors instead. At least there she could see what she was stepping out into, Sarita thought and moved around the foot of the bed to the first of the three sets of French doors. Pausing, she peered out at the terrace and jungle, and then glanced as far to each side as she could from her position.


The terrace stretched out in both directions, left and right, the jungle bordering its length like a privacy fence. She also saw that there was wicker furniture outside, but she didn’t see any people around.


Sarita reached for the handle of the right door and turned it carefully, trying to be as quiet as possible. Once it unlatched, she eased it open and then poked her head out far enough to get a better look around. There wasn’t really much more to see than that the terrace ran around both corners of the building. Sarita couldn’t tell what might lie around the corner of the building to her



left, but to her right she spotted the rounded end of an in-ground pool sticking out just past the building.


After a brief trip back to the bedroom to unplug and snatch up the bedside lamp, Sarita slipped out onto the terrace and began to creep along the cold stone tiles toward the right. She slowed as she passed the last set of French doors of her room and neared another set. Hand tightening on the lamp, she leaned forward just enough to peek inside.


Her gaze slid over a large open living room. It stretched the entire length of this end of the building. Again there were ceiling fans, hardwood floors, and white walls, but there were also throw rugs, and pillows adding splashes of color. The furniture was of the large overstuffed variety rather than the wicker used in the room she’d woken up in. The room was empty of any human inhabitant.


Relaxing a little, Sarita continued to the corner of the building to survey the pool and its surroundings. The jungle bordered this area too, running around the teardrop-shaped pool and back on the other side of the building. There was a waterfall at the top end of the teardrop where water spilled lazily over rocks stacked twelve feet high before dropping into the pool. It was beautiful.


Unfortunately, she wasn’t in a position to enjoy it, so Sarita moved along the terrace to the next corner of the building. This one led to the front of the house, where the jungle fell away, leaving sand to border the terrace and run twenty or thirty feet down to the shore and an empty dock. She looked out at the ocean briefly and then considered the solid front double doors of the house under the shady porch before turning to retrace her steps to the open door of the bedroom.


Sarita didn’t stop there, but continued on to the next



corner to peer around it. More terrace and French doors awaited but there was no sign of an actual person. Sarita moved to another set of French doors and repeated her cautious peeking routine. What she found this time appeared to be an office, also uninhabited. Her gaze slid over a dark wood desk and bookshelf-lined walls, and then she continued on to a small window. Knowing this would be a new room; she slowed and peeked cautiously through the high window at . . . another bathroom. Much smaller than the one off the bedroom, it was just a toilet and sink.


A guest bathroom, she supposed, and moved cautiously forward to the first of two sets of French doors beyond the bathroom. Sarita wasn’t surprised when the first set of doors gave her a view of a kitchen, while the second revealed a dining area. She was surprised however that both rooms were just as empty as the rest of the house.


Pausing at the front corner on this side of the house, Sarita stared out over the sand and water again and then frowned and peered at the front doors. None of this was making sense. She was dressed for sex in the middle of a honeymoon paradise, but there didn’t seem to be anyone here but her.


Unless there was a second floor, Sarita thought suddenly. She hadn’t seen any stairs in her exploration, but . . .


Sarita walked quickly out onto the beach and then swung back to peer at the house. No second floor. She was alone. Which made absolutely no sense at all. Despite her embarrassing state of undress, she still would have preferred to find someone who could have explained



things to her . . . like why she was here, and where here was.


Shaking her head, Sarita turned away from the house and next made her way out to the dock. She walked out onto the end of it and peered first one way and then the other along the beach, noting that it didn’t stretch far on either side before curving away. So this house was on a tip of the island, or some body of land, she reasoned and glanced down, noticing what appeared to be brand-new rope on two of the dock posts. One on the post at the very tip of the dock, and one on the second one from shore, they were a good ten or fifteen feet apart, suggesting the boat that usually docked here wasn’t a large one.


Sarita turned to look at the house. There was nothing but jungle around the building, no sign of a road. It could only be accessed by water. But there was no sign of a boat and she appeared to be the only person here.


For now.


That last thought had her heading for the house again, this time moving quickly. She appeared to be alone. But someone had brought her here. The empty dock suggested that whoever that was had left for some reason. But they hadn’t just dumped her in a house in the middle of nowhere for no reason. They would certainly be back and she needed to prepare herself for that. She needed to find a weapon or a phone or something to help get her out of this situation.


Whatever this situation was, Sarita thought grimly. Considering all the negligees and skimpy swimsuits she’d found, and that they were the only form of covering available, she suspected sex had something to do



with her presence here. If that was the case . . . well, Sarita had no intention of being anybody’s sex slave.


Mouth tightening, she used the front doors to enter the house. The entry was a large area between the dining room and living room. She could see into both rooms from there and quickly ascertained that they were as empty as they’d appeared from outside. After a hesitation, she turned into the dining room. It held a large glass-topped table and six chairs. There was a large vase in the center of the dining table with a huge, riotous bouquet of flowers. Sarita barely gave the flowers a glance as she continued on through the large arched entrance separating the dining room from the kitchen.


The kitchen seemed the most likely place to find a better weapon, so Sarita started there and was surprised to find she didn’t have to search every drawer and cupboard to obtain one. There was a wooden block on the island with a set of chef’s knives in it. Long sharp knives, short sharp knives, and a cleaver were on display.


Setting the lamp on the kitchen counter, Sarita moved to the wooden block and pulled out the butcher knife. After testing the feel of it in her hand, she set it on the island and pulled out two of the steak knives as well, thinking they would be good for throwing. Jerking up the ridiculous robe and nightgown, she slid the two blades under the strap of the thong. When the strap held and wasn’t dragged down by the weight of the knives, she grabbed two more and added them. They did pull a bit at the strap, but it stayed up, so she let the frothy white material fall back into place and snatched up the butcher knife again.




Okay, she was armed. Now what? Find a place to hide where she could ambush her captor on his return? Or—


Phone! Sarita thought suddenly, and clucked her tongue with irritation as she recalled her earlier intention to find one. A quick glance around the kitchen didn’t reveal a phone, so she moved back through the dining room to the living room, but a survey of that room proved there wasn’t one there either.


Fingers crossed, she used the door from the living room to slip into the office and walked to the desk. Sarita wasn’t terribly surprised not to find one there either. It had been a bit much to hope for, she supposed. Kidnapped and left alone with weapons and a phone? Not likely. She was lucky the knives were even available, or that she’d been left alone, Sarita thought and frowned. Really, what kind of kidnapper kidnapped you and then left you alone with weapons so readily available? You’d think he would have cleared out anything and everything she might use to defend herself. Unless whoever it was hadn’t expected her to wake up so soon from whatever drug they’d given her, she thought. Or perhaps they’d been unexpectedly delayed in returning. Maybe she’d got lucky and their boat had blown up.


That would be karma, Sarita thought and was smiling at the idea when she noticed the envelope leaning up against the desk lamp. Smile fading as she saw that her name was on it, she snatched it up and started to sit in the desk chair only to be pointedly reminded of the knives she’d sheathed in the strap of the thong she wore. Literally. A quick poke from a couple of the blades was enough to make her straighten and decide to remain standing.




The envelope wasn’t sealed. Setting down the butcher knife, Sarita lifted the flap and pulled out the letter inside, then unfolded and read the message on the fine vellum paper.





Dear Sarita,


Your clothing was blood encrusted. Asherah cleaned you up and put you to bed.





Sarita sagged against the desk as those first words sent memories washing over her. Dr. Dressler’s lab. The poor man cut in half. Dr. Dressler and the woman arriving. Blood splashing over her as that poor immortal tried to scream and—Immortals? Bio-engineered nanos? Her head spun briefly as everything Dressler had told her washed back into her mind, and then she recalled the shot he’d given her in the neck.


“Bastard,” she muttered with a disgust that was directed at herself as much as him. While it seemed obvious he was a scumbag, she should have been more alert. She should have noticed the movement when he’d reached out to inject her, and she should have batted his hand away or something.


Taking a deep breath, she counted to three and reminded herself that she wasn’t Wonder Woman. No one was. She did the best she could and regret was a waste of energy that could be directed toward more useful endeavors.


“Right,” she muttered. “Let’s get on with it.”


Raising the letter, she started again.







Dear Sarita,


Your clothes were blood encrusted and ruined. Asherah cleaned you up and put you to bed.


It occurred to me once you’d lost consciousness that I didn’t explain the importance of your being a life mate. From what I can gather it appears a life mate is chosen by the nanos in their host, and are rare creatures that the immortal cannot read or control, and can live happily with throughout his or her life. They are also few and far between. Some immortals apparently wait centuries or even millennia to find theirs. While some have been fortunate enough to find one, lose them, and later, usually much later, find another, there are other immortals who never find even one life mate. So life mates are valued more than anything else in an immortal’s life.
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