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  Sian's Solution




  

     

  




  Act natural. Act natural. The mantra repeated inside Sian Tallant's mind. It might have rattled on endlessly for all the attention she paid to it. How could you act natural if you focused on being natural?




  



  Besides there was nothing natural about what she was doing today.




  



  Alone, like she had been so much of the time, her footsteps echoed on the white tiles flooring the odd tunnel. So much work had gone into creating this warehouse. At over 300 feet below the surface, the temperature was warmer than she'd expected. Ideal for the blood donors, though. So much pain and anger lived inside…so much horror.




  



  At least for her.




  



  The security gates to the blood processing warehouse loomed ahead. She was two days away from completing a two-week contract living and working down here. Two horrible days of acting like one of them. As if she were a part of the vampire organization behind this secret monstrosity. She was a vampire…but she'd never be one of them.




  



  Not that she'd be here to finish the contract if things went according to plan.




  



  She stifled a sob. Poor Taz.




  

  Three hours and ten minutes.




  



  The stone-faced guard watched her approach. She swallowed. Hard. Her fingers clenched on the small purse jammed into her lab coat pocket. She'd never been checked... yet. Straightening her spine, she gave the oversized, black suited vampire a brief smile. Cold and assessing, his narrowed gaze stared at her as she passed. Her back crawled until she turned the corner out of range of those frigid eyes. She shuddered. These past weeks, her nerves had gone from a controlled calm to a she-was-being-watched-every-moment-of-the-day edginess. If anyone found out what this company was doing, well...it would be bad...for everyone.




  



  Coming here had been risky. Yet, she'd had no choice. Taz had to be saved.




  



  Sian strode down the pristine white hallway. White tiles on the floor. White tiles on the ceiling. White paint on the cement walls. She winced. The color failed to put an innocent spin on the dark activity going on inside.




  



  Crossing to the second hallway, she checked her watch. On time, as usual. Good. Everything had to appear normal. Everything. Descending to the last heavy metal door, where the carved stone walls started, Sian steeled herself for what was to come. With a deep breath, she tugged it open and stepped through. The smell assailed her first. Warm, metallic with a faint antiseptic overtone. She hated it. Despised her fellow vampires for creating this nightmare but had no way to change it. Not today. Not alone. The operation was too damn big.




  

  Three hours and four minutes.




  



  The offices lined the far side of the cavernous room. In the second one, at the far left, her desk waited for her, groaning under the waiting stack of lab reports. The other desks were empty. Shit. Rounds had started without her. Picking up a pad of paper, she grabbed her pen, then hurried out to catch up to her coworkers. Walking through the rows of hanging bodies to where the group had started discussions, she avoided looking at the many faces staring down at her. So much pain. So much loss. Human loss. Vampire gain.




  



  This nightmare was almost over. Thank God.




  



  As she caught up to the others, the team leader, Dr. Magnus, was saying, "We need to increase the dose for #376. His vitals are holding, but his last series of tests came out deficient again. It's the second time we've tried to correct this. We'll give it one more attempt. If that doesn't work, we'll move him to the medical center and make a final decision then."




  



  A shudder whispered down Sian's back. Since when had 'make a final decision' become a euphemism for pulling the plug permanently and killing a man? Keeping her gaze on her clipboard, Sian refused to let her eyes reach #376's face. She'd made that mistake on her first day. She'd been naive enough to think that studying, memorizing the human suffering would help her get these people out. Instead, those faces, twisted under their plastic casing, permanently haunted her psyche. Realizing the enormity of the problem had grounded her in reality.




  



  She'd come for one person. Not thousands. She couldn't help all of them. Not right now. Later. Oh, yes. Later.




  

  Three hours.




  



  The team moved ahead of her, discussing various cases. Sian followed. Tubes moved in and through each of the sealed units, carrying nutrients in and wastes out. Small computerized units determined the correct amounts each person needed and kept detailed records.




  



  Her scientific mind could appreciate the simplicity of the sophisticated system. That the group who'd been cruel enough to put the system in place were her own people, astounded and horrified her. Acceptance would never happen.
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