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Chapter 1 
 
The mood in Serenity was grief-stricken and had been for months. 

Susan had sent more patients Llys’ way than she ever had before. Alt-
hough Spring was shooting flowers into bloom and the trees had re-
gained their green crowns, it didn’t help. 

Susan leaned on her fist and pulled a file from the top. Aeron Lore-
lei: High risk scribbled out and replaced with low risk; sociopathic 
crossed out and replaced with amiable; Coherent and cooperative re-
placed with unresponsive.  

Susan sighed. Aeron losing her friend Yasmin had been months ago 
but it had hit her so very hard. She was usually a plus-side to being in 
Serenity and made everyone around her smile or had before Yasmin was 
found.  

“Doctor, Lorelei is outside,” Tracy said, her usual “happy” face on. 
Considering she’d chosen the caring profession, she didn’t seem to like 
looking after patients all that much.  

“Send her in,” Susan mumbled, straightening up. At least she could 
take Aeron down for her MRI on her shoulder now.  

Aeron was led in. No, “Hey, doc;” no smile; just a blank expression. 
Tracy led her to the chair and shoved her until she slumped into it.  

“I think you can forget the restraints,” Susan said to the guard as 
she strode in and yanked Aeron’s arms onto the armrests.  

“She ain’t herself,” the guard muttered. “She could squash you with 
a finger.” 

Susan gave her best doctor’s stare. “I am quite aware of her physical 
proportions. Leave them.” 

The guard looked to Tracy who shrugged and they turned, striding 
back out, slamming the door. Colleague relations were as good as al-
ways.  

“Aeron,” Susan whispered trying to catch her eye. “I need to check 
you over, are you okay with that?” 

Aeron said nothing just stared into space.  
Susan got to her feet and ran the physical examination. All the re-

sponses were normal, her readings normal, her eyes less responsive and 
like she wasn’t really seeing anything. Susan chewed on her lip. She was 
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sure Mainz had an EEG machine. Who could she bribe to poach it for an 
hour? 

“Aeron, your scan for your shoulder has come through. Can I take you 
down?” She asked, an idea forming. Yes, she could drop Aeron off and try 
and rustle up the machine. “Is that okay?” 

Nothing. Not a peep.  
Susan sighed and took Aeron by the hands, pulling her to her feet. She 

was certain the problem was psychological but it was always better to check. 
Aeron didn’t argue or flinch as she guided her by the elbow out into the 
ward and then into the main corridor. 

“You had a problem with your knee at some point?” She asked, not 
sure why but it felt so… wrong… not to hear Aeron’s gentle lilt.  

“Still nothing?” Llys asked from her office doorway.  
“No. I think it’s better I run some checks… just to be safe.” She 

squeezed Aeron’s elbow. “I can’t see how it would be anything but…” She 
sighed. “I just… I need to check.” 

Llys strode over and took Aeron’s other elbow. “Hold my sessions,” she 
called over the shoulder to her secretary who nodded, focus on the monitor.  

“Dedicated, I’ll give her that,” Susan said with a chuckle. She didn’t get 
a secretary, oh no. She had to type up everything herself. Mainz didn’t see 
why she would need one, she wasn’t like Llys and important. No, she was 
just the physician who didn’t have to write to the patients and her thoughts 
and diagnosis didn’t affect parole. Mainz needed a stethoscope up his— 

“…and she just can’t see the screen,” Llys said with a smile, then peered 
around Aeron as they led her down the stairs. “Did I lose you?” 

Susan ushered Aeron away from the crazy canteen woman with a 
stacked trolley. She’d run Susan over before, but not again, oh no, she was 
keeping her kneecaps.  

“Susan?” Llys raised her eyebrows.  
Susan sighed. “Sorry, I’m worried about her.”  
“It’s fine, she just needs to get glasses.” Llys glared at Val as she shot 

out of her office. “No; I’m a doctor so I say we can; No, I don’t care what 
that does to your schedule; I couldn’t care a less and no again.” 

Val opened and closed her mouth. “But—” 
“When you have a PhD, we’ll revisit the discussion. Until then, we are 

taking our patient and you’re going to open the door.” Llys raised her eye-
brows. “Shift.” 

Val scurried to the door, muttering under her breath.  
Susan looked up at Aeron, waiting for that smile, her thoughts on it but 

nothing, just glazed over.  
“Still haven’t forgiven her then?” Susan asked, moving Aeron into the 

elevator.  
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Llys scowled. “She smacked her into the wall.” She folded her arms 
as the elevator doors shut. “She could be why Aeron is like this.” 

“She came around from that,” Susan whispered. “It’s since Yasmin 
was found.” 

“Could have been delayed.” Llys sighed. “So what are we doing be-
hind Mainz’s back?” 

Susan tensed. Did Llys mean her copying Mainz’s hard drive? Did 
she know? Frei had said it would take a while to decipher and that was 
months ago.  

“Susan, if you’re going to zone out on me this early into our rela-
tionship, I may demand chocolates as compensation.” Llys lifted her eye-
brows.  

“Sorry,” Susan mumbled. “I don’t want to get you in trouble.” She 
shrugged. “I always seem to be leading you off somewhere.” 

“Yes, which is exactly why I like you.” Llys smiled. “So?” 
Susan looked up at Aeron. “EEG, Mainz has one near theatre but 

I’m taking Aeron for her MRI on her shoulder. I was planning to leave 
her there, set it up and smuggle Aeron in after her scan.”  

“And how were you going to accomplish this in a busy depart-
ment?” Llys had a hint of amusement in her tone. She had that tone a lot 
talking to her.  

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead.” Susan smiled around Aeron’s 
midriff. How anyone could pull off orange with such ease she wasn’t 
sure. “Any ideas?” 

“Yes.” Llys looked at the doors, pursing her lips. “You go and get 
the EEG and I’ll take Aeron for her scan, then I need to say that on our 
way back…?” She looked to Susan. 

“…Fit? Brain injury?” Susan tapped her lip. A fit wasn’t a good idea, 
Mainz would tell that was a lie by the EEG results. “Injury… yes… be-
cause Val concussed her.” 

“Why months afterward?” Llys shook her head. “Mainz will see 
through it.” 

“Probably.” She didn’t care.  
“How about…” Llys scrunched up her eyes. “Aeron stumbles and 

bumps her head so we need to check it wasn’t a fit.”  
“Could work,” Susan said as the elevator doors opened and pushed 

Aeron out. “But why is a psychiatrist in tow?” 
Llys shrugged. “I think you have issues.” 
Susan blurted out her laugh and the nurses at the station jumped. 

Radiographer didn’t look best pleased to see them. “Aeron Lorelei.” 
“She’s not on the list,” the radiographer said without so much as 

checking.  
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“I’m cutting her in, are you scanning her or me?” She smiled at the woman. 
“Because I have a tendency to play with buttons when bored.” 

“Fine.” The radiographer eyed Llys. “If she blows it again, I’m blaming 
you.” 

“I’m a psychiatrist not an electrician, Jane,” Llys shot back in a dry tone. 
“Aeron isn’t responsible for the shoddy machinery.” 

“It’s state-of-the-art,” the radiographer muttered. “Twice, she’s blown it, 
twice.” 

Susan looked to Llys who took Aeron toward the scanner. “Jane, do you re-
ally believe that a woman could have such an effect on equipment?”  

The radiographer eyed her with suspicion. Oh yeah, Llys had her psychia-
trist voice on. Susan’s dad had pulled it out when needed too. One way to put 
anyone on their guard.  

“She does something to it,” the radiographer mumbled. “I mean it, it buzzes 
like it’ll blow then just shuts off.” 

“Hmmm…” Llys said, intensifying her tone and peering at the radiog-
rapher.  

“It’s true,” the radiographer whispered, then shoved open the door. “It is.” 
Susan smiled at the woman on the desk who glowered back. “EEG ma-

chine?”  
“Oh no,” she muttered. “She ain’t buzzing that too.”  
Susan leaned on the desk. “If you don’t tell me where it is, I’ll find a reason 

to x-ray her, CT Scan her, ECG her, and maybe give her an ultrasound while I’m 
there.” 

The nurse swallowed so hard she looked like her head would get stuck in 
her shoulders. “Second door on the right.” 

“Thank you.” Susan started to walk toward the door then stopped as the 
lights flickered. She glanced at the nurse who put her head in her hands. “There 
goes Betsy.”  

“You name the machine?” 
The nurse wagged her finger at her. “She’s a fine piece of working art, that’s 

what she is.”  
Maybe they did need Llys?  
“I told you, she bust it, I am gonna tell Mainz she ain’t ever getting near it 

again,” the radiographer snapped as she ripped open the door. “She only got in 
the room and now look.” She shoved Aeron out. “Betsy just don’t like her.” 

Llys pulled Aeron out, a confused smile on her face. “Looked like the lights 
tripped to me.” 

“Nuh uh, we’ll have to get the guys out to fix it again.” The radiographer 
scowled and stomped over to the desk. “Told you she’d blow it.” 

Llys pushed Aeron along and Susan held open the door to the EEG room, 
shutting it before the radiographer noticed.  
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“Did she really blow it?” Susan asked, moving Aeron over to the bed.  
Llys gave her the psychiatrist stare. “A human being blowing machines 

up just by being near them?” 
Susan nodded. Stare or not, she’d grown up with her dad. She was im-

mune… ish. “Some people are said to have strong magnetic fields or even 
electrical fields.” She sat Aeron on the bed. “Hence the philosophy behind 
some holistic therapies.”  

“Strong enough to trip the machine, the lights, the computers and the 
staff?” Llys helped pull Aeron’s feet up.  

“Why not?” Susan wiped the areas and attached the electrodes. She 
hoped her brief stint in neurology helped them to be the right places. Read-
ing a graph was different to running the tests.  

“Logic discounts such thoughts,” Llys said in a real pompous fashion.  
Susan poked her tongue out and attached the leads to the machine.  
“Really?” Llys raised an eyebrow.  
“Really.” Susan poked her tongue out again and switched on the ma-

chine, peering through her fingers. “It’s collecting data.” 
“See, it is merely—” 
Bam. 
Susan jumped back as the machine fizzed, the lights cut and Aeron 

mumbled. Susan yanked the paper from the side and sighed. “Hmm.” 
Llys stared at Aeron. 
“I’d say the radiography department has a valid complaint.” Susan 

sighed and got to her feet, hoping they could smuggle Aeron out before any-
one spotted them.  

“Perhaps,” Llys muttered, something flickering across her gray eyes. 
“Perhaps.” 
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Chapter 2 
 
 
Susan smiled as she walked up the steps of her house to Frei: Spiky blonde 

hair, that jacket she always wore, tight blue jeans and aviators. It was always 
good to see her, even if she hadn’t gotten around to telling her about Llys.  

“Agent Frei,” she said, pulling out her keys from her handbag. “I thought 
you’d taken to letting yourself in.” 

“Tracy was around,” Frei said with a shrug. “Better I waited until you 
were home.” 

“She isn’t here?” Susan frowned and looked back at Tracy’s trashcan of a 
car.  

“No, a man picked her up.” Frei slid down her aviators, her blue eyes 
catching the sunlight. “She always go for rough?” 

“Rough?” Susan asked letting them into the wide hallway, smooth wood-
en floor, side stairs, curved at the bottom with a spindle bannister. Why she’d 
been so set on finding the exact house she and her dad had lived in, she wasn’t 
sure but it didn’t carry the feel she hoped. Nice, comfortable but she’d never 
been able to settle anywhere.  

“As in pale, unshaven, a car that thinks it’s a jet and music loud enough I 
could experience hearing loss,” Frei muttered, striding to the fridge and pulling 
it open. “She ate all your leftovers?” 

Susan nodded. “Or they did. He’s a guard in the main prison, or so she 
says.” She shrugged and pulled out a stool next to the breakfast bar and rested 
her hands on the white granite surface. Her dad used to stick his shoes on it to 
shine them, just the thought made her skin crawl but then he hadn’t checked 
dates on food and washed the dog’s bowl in the kitchen sink.  

“You don’t believe her?” Frei pulled out what produce was left and rifled 
through it. “She doesn’t buy her own food?” 

Susan shook her head. “She spends less time out of work than I do.” She 
leaned on her fist. “It’s not her I don’t believe, but him.” She couldn’t explain 
why she felt that way but it was gut instinct. “They hire some people but I 
think even Mainz would turn his nose up at him.” 

Frei walked out of the house.  
Susan stared after her. Was that her way of saying she was leaving? 
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“Supplies and this,” Frei said, striding back in. “I got some infor-
mation from the technology team.”  

Susan cocked her head at the bag of groceries. “You seem to shop 
and cook for me a lot.” 

“Yes. You think more clearly when you’re fed.” Frei put the pan on 
the hob and fired it up. “We have a lead.” 

“I was hoping you’d say he’s just technologically inept or is fid-
dling his expenses.” Susan placed the sheets on the table and scanned 
over them, her stomach clenching. “A list of names?” 

“Yes, it’s a research database.” Frei threw ingredients into a bowl 
and washed them, her hands nimble as she peeled a few potatoes. Su-
san hadn’t seen her pick up the peeler. “It includes old names and some 
familiar ones to you.” 

Susan swallowed. “Hayley Jones – who you said killed Blake…” 
Her predecessor. How could she forget the lovely pictures from the sce-
ne Frei had shown her? “Sheila…” Her stomach rolled. She’d been one 
of the inmates killed during a fight in the canteen. “Uma…” She shud-
dered as images of her standing there with the guard at her feet. 
“Michelle…” She’d been under observation but not easy to control at 
all. “…Yasmin?” 

Frei nodded. “Keep reading.” 
“Aimee is on there; Tiz, Nora… Aeron?” Susan looked through the 

data. Over half of the girls were on there with some batch number and 
just yes or no under the successful field. “Uma was successful… with 
complications; Hayley, Sheila…” She met Frei’s stare. “What were they 
successful at?” 

“I have my suspicions but Yasmin was on that list,” Frei tapped the 
paper. “And Aimee is yet to be filled in.” 

Susan nodded. Yasmin had ‘no’ under her name. “Do you think it 
could be why she was killed?” 

“I’m not at liberty to say,” Frei shot back in automatic fashion. 
“But, I think you need to keep an eye on Aimee.”  

Susan smiled even though worry curled through her stomach. 
She’d told Frei about each and every inmate and she’d listened enough 
she remembered their names.  

“So, are you staying for dinner?” Susan asked, pushing the list 
away. She didn’t know what she should—or could—do about it.  

“Yes.” Frei pulled two plates from the cupboard. “I want to pull in-
formation out of you about Yasmin.”  

“Can I do this without the hangover?” Susan mumbled. She wasn’t 
sure what shape her liver was in.  
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“Where’s the fun in that?” Frei gave her a charming smile and slid 
her plate toward her. Susan leaned her head on her fist once more and 
sighed. Hangover it was.  
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Chapter 3 
 
 
Susan held her head as she wandered from her office. She’d locked 

herself in most of the day, again, and didn’t dare look for Llys. How 
could she explain why she smelled like the inside of a liquor bottle? Llys 
might find it odd that she was getting drunk alone in a house with Frei, 
that’s if she believed the whole slant about the FBI.  

Better to hope her head stopped pounding and that, with sleep and 
re-hydration, she might feel better in the morning.  

The corridor was on night-lights which always made the echoing 
emptiness of them feel oppressive. She glanced over her shoulder and 
jumped. Then sighed and flicked a piece of loose hair from her face. Silly.  

She turned back and headed toward Llys’ office, tensing as she 
reached a patch where the lights had gone out and flickered with a mo-
notonous buzz. It made the floor look more grey than green and cast 
shadows on the painted white brick.  

“Stop freaking yourself out,” she muttered, pulling her bag up onto 
her shoulder more. “And stop talking to yourself.” 

Slam. 
She smashed into the wall at speed. Fuzz filled her vision. Had she 

fallen? She looked at the brick work, blood smeared it.  
Slam. 
 

# 
 
Renee shoved her earpiece in and re-loaded her dart gun. “Give me 

a location, Urs.” 
“Outside your office. Move!” 
Renee sped up, taking the stairs two at a time. Her back yelled at her 

but she gritted her teeth. Val was in her office. The guards chatted away 
in the canteen below. She glanced down at them, then to her office—
Secretary was gone. Susan was a heap on the floor, blood on her face.  

“Hostile?” Renee asked, pulling her pistol.  
“One your three!”  
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Renee ducked, rolled forward and sprang to her feet, blocking the 
wooden leg or board which clanged into the wall. She fired.  

Zip.  
The inmate, Harriet, stormed toward her, eyes glazed.  
“Sedative not working,” Renee muttered, dodged to the side and 

ducked.  
Clang. 
She fired again—Zip.  
Harriet gripped her chest, slumped to the floor then grabbed for Su-

san.  
Renee pulled the trigger again—Zip. 
“…Guard on route. Evidence, remove the evidence,” Frei stated, 

calm, assertive and all in German.  
“Take it easy,” Renee muttered back, pulling the darts from Harriet 

and dragging her into her office. She tucked the dart gun in her waist-
band, covered it with her blouse and hurried out, kicking the piece of 
wood under her secretary’s desk. “Susan!” 

Val hurried up the steps and grabbed her radio as she saw Susan. 
Renee went to her, checking her vital signs—erratic but there.  

“Definite concussion and will need stitches,” she muttered, hoping 
Val would assume she was talking to herself.  

“But she’s the doc,” Val mumbled. “What do we do? Did she get 
beat?” 

“No,” Renee said pointing to the floor like there was something 
there. “I sometimes trip on that section. Someone should really get that 
light fixed.” 

“You want me to call Mainz?” Val asked.  
“No, no. It’s better I take her to the local hospital.” She didn’t trust 

him anywhere near her. “I’ll put her in my office and put some gauze on. 
If you fill out the accident book?” 

Val nodded like she was relieved not to have to radio Mainz. “You 
sure she’s gonna be alright?” 

“Of course,” Renee smiled at her like she didn’t want to knock her 
teeth out for ramming Aeron into a wall. “I have recent experience, don’t 
I?” 

Val sighed. “Look, I ain’t got no issue with Lorelei more than I do 
the rest but she was trying to get to Yasmin an’…” she rubbed her swol-
len hands over her face. “I seen nicer kids than her lose it.” 

“I know why you did it,” Renee muttered. “But it was how emphati-
cally you did so I have the problem with.” 

Val shrugged. “She ain’t exactly small, doc. You try stopping her 
when she’s got going.” 
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Renee wasn’t going to admit she had a point but nodded. “Accident 
book.” 

Val turned and scurried off down the stairs.  
“Renee, you are meant to be the head psychiatrist not a command-

er,” Frei said in her dry tone. “Giving the guards a dressing down?” 
“Trust me, they need it,” Renee muttered and hoisted Susan up with 

a muffled yelp and carried her into the office. She placed Susan on the 
bed and pulled out the med kit from her bag under the desk.  

“Status on Susan?” Frei asked, worry underneath the nonchalant 
tone.  

“A mess,” Renee said, wincing at the stench of alcohol. “You want 
her to get fired for being drunk on duty?” 

“I had to knock her out. It was safer than using another vial.” Frei 
tapped something in the background. “Conscious?” 

“No. Out and will be for a while.” Renee lifted up Susan’s eyelids 
and checked the responses. “I’d say it’s best we keep her under observa-
tion. Better still at a hospital.” 

“I’ll forge the hospital admission, you just keep her breathing.” Frei 
cut the line.  

Renee pulled out a set of gloves and looked from Harriet to Susan. 
“I’m rusty with hospital procedure but all ten of my surgeries were a 
success.” She pulled out a needle and bottle. “I took lots of bloods so 
that’s fine but if you…” she said to Harriet. “Could come around from 
the sedative without complications that would be nice and you…” She 
said to Susan. “I’m not a neurosurgeon. You do not want me drilling 
holes in your head so make sure you wake up.” 

She looked back to the door and sighed. Then she just had to smug-
gle an inmate back to their cell and get Susan… somewhere Tracy 
wouldn’t be.  
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Chapter 4 
 
Renee checked the monitor again and looked to Frei who sat 

hunched over her laptop. The doctor’s clinic in a remote practice had 
been happy to let them borrow a room.  

“Anything?” She asked, trying to stretch out her throbbing back.  
“Yes.” Frei carried on typing.  
“So?” Renee hobbled over and leaned on the desk.  
“Blood samples from Susan all normal,” Frei said, tapping away her 

frown deepening. “The inmate…” 
“Harriet,” Renee said, pulling a printed list from the desk. “She’s on 

here.” 
“Yes.” Frei glanced up. “Non-existent white blood cell count, her 

platelets are low, red blood cell size is large.”  
“Anemia?” Renee pushed up off the desk and rubbed at her back. 

“Susan’s talked about a few patients with anemias.” 
Frei nodded. “B12 in particular.” She turned her laptop around. 

“Harriet has three different types, shape, vitamin B12 and folates.” She 
chewed on her lip.  

“Spleen?” Renee scrolled through the pages of her medical studies 
in her mind’s eye. “Enlarged spleen can cause that.” 

“One of the things, yes…” Frei smiled like she was enjoying Renee 
firing information back at her. “But this isn’t.” 

“No?” Renee walked over to Susan, the brain scan had been normal 
even if the trip to a hospital across the state-line wasn’t. The doctor had 
been suspicious but Frei blocked his attempts to check on Susan’s identi-
ty.  

“No, there is an unidentified toxin,” Frei pulled across the half-eaten 
sandwich and took a bite. “It’s a manufactured one… almost like an in-
oculation.” 

“So these are research documents?” Renee looked down them. “But 
what exactly are they looking for if they think Uma was successful?” 
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“I don’t know but only prisoners in the mental institution are on the 
list.” Frei sighed and shut her laptop. “And those who are being tested 
are either being released or transferred.” 

Renee checked the drip in Susan’s hand, moving it to stop blood 
dribbling into it. “Uma wasn’t.” 

“She was due for release, wasn’t she?” Frei finished her sandwich 
and walked over, handing her the wrapper. “You make a mean snack.” 

“Thank you,” Renee said, taking the wrapper and folding it up. “I 
wasn’t in Serenity then.”  

“Either way. I want you to find the men who took out Yasmin and 
make sure they’re no longer an issue.” Frei sat on the bed beside Susan. 
“Then I want you to get through to Lorelei and I want it done quickly.”  

“How am I supposed to reach her?” Renee got to her feet, loading 
her pistol and her dart gun and pulling her bullet vest off the chair.  

“You know how.” Frei held her gaze. “Get through to her. Aimee is 
on that transfer list and I don’t want to see the kid lose another friend.” 

Renee cocked her head. “Sounds close to caring.” 
Frei waved it off. “She’s Lilia’s kid. We keep her safe.” 
Renee saluted. “Yes, Ma’am.” She looked at Susan. “And our other 

POI?” 
“She’ll stir and then I’ll take her back to the house. I want you there 

and I want Tracy knowing you are.” Frei looked down at Susan, her fore-
head one big bruise.  

“But Lilia wants it done covertly,” Renee said, not sure what to 
make of Frei’s quiet tone.  

“Lilia has got us into trouble before,” Frei snapped, then sighed, 
then met Renee’s eyes. “Besides, you’re just a should-be-struck-off doc-
tor.” 

Renee pulled on her coat and smiled. “Not to the guys who hurt 
Yasmin.” She turned, took a deep breath and set her jaw. “To them, I’m 
Commander Renee Black.” 
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Chapter 5 
 

Susan groaned and cradled her head, only to groan louder and snap 
her hand away. She blinked open her eyes, groaned once more and at-
tempted to cover her head with the pillow only to yelp and pull that from 
her stinging head. 

Did she get drunk with Frei and then Frei beat her?  
She smelled something cooking and pulled herself up, wandering 

downstairs in her dressing gown. The sunlight streamed in through the 
windows making patches on the floor and Llys hummed away to herself, 
pulling something that made Susan’s mouth water from the oven. Consid-
ering she felt sick, she also really wanted to eat—whatever it was. 

“Nice to see you’ve stirred,” Llys said, casting a gentle smile her way.  
“Did I get drunk?” Susan mumbled slumping onto a stool.  
“No, you tripped in the corridor and collided with the wall,” Llys 

said with a wince. “Gave yourself a nasty gash. I brought you home from 
hospital yesterday.” 

“Oh, you did?” Susan touched her fingers over her head again. Sta-
ples. Nice. She’d really headbutted the wall. “Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome. I’ll be grateful if you could refrain from more hos-
pital visits though, the drip made my stomach twist.” Llys motioned to 
Susan’s hand.  

She looked down at it, thumbing over the mark. “Whoever did it was 
good. Normally you get a nurse with a mean streak and the poor patient 
looks like they’ve dipped their hand in a can full of bruise.” She laughed, 
then held her head. “My first residency… can’t even remember the guy’s 
name…” 

“Easy, it’ll take you awhile.” Llys brought over the freshly made 
bread and various marmalade, butter and chocolate. “Wasn’t sure which 
was your preference.” 

Susan grabbed for the chocolate. “If in doubt, always look for the 
least healthy.” 

“You should be twice the size,” Llys muttered, spreading marmalade 
on hers. “It’s soft enough that you don’t need to chew too much.” 
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Susan bit into it, her jaw cracking but Llys was right, it melted 
against her tongue. “I can’t cook.” 

“I know. I’ve eaten your attempt at pasta.” Llys shook her head. 
“Better that I cook.” 

Susan nodded.  
“Someone dropped a letter through the door for you too,” Llys said, 

sliding an envelope across the counter. “I didn’t catch them but it’s 
handwritten.” 

Susan looked down—Frei’s writing. “Oh, it’s a friend of mine who’s 
in the police.” Sort of true, only she knew nothing about Frei, not really. 
“She’s passing through probably.” 

“Friend?” Llys’ tone was guarded like she was tensing for some con-
fession.  

“As in she tried pushing in front of me in a coffee shop and I threat-
ened to assault her,” Susan said, not sure Llys would buy it. “She’s… not 
a people person.” 

Llys chewed on her bread.  
“She is…” How could she explain Frei? “She’s… distant but likes to 

get me drunk and I like to bore her with my ideas on medical science 
and whine about women.” She rubbed at her head. “Sometimes, I’m sure 
she listens.” 

“You whine?” Llys finished her bread roll. “Is this on my account?” 
“Oh no, you’re…” Llys was steady and safe and enjoyable to be 

around. “Just fine as you are.” 
Llys gave her a warm smile. “Glad to hear it.” 
 

 
# 

 
Susan hurried into her office and shut the door. She yanked out Aer-

on’s file, Aimee’s file and looked through them, then pulled out Yas-
min’s, Uma’s and Michelle’s, cross-referencing. It was there, subtle, but 
there. She pulled out a needle, bottles and a swab and hid them in her 
coat, heading back out and slipping down the corridor before Tracy 
looked up from yelling at a patient needing a change of bedpan.  

She glanced at Llys’ office—closed—and concentrated on every step.
—Her perception was still out. She called over one of the guards and 
fixed her with a hard stare. “Lorelei needs her booster.” 

The guard nodded and opened the door. “Cell service, huh?” 
“Best way to prevent more infections,” Susan said back. “I don’t 

want anyone coming in here. Causes vomiting and diarrhea.”  
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“You got it,” the guard said and wrinkled up her nose. She shut the 
door and Susan turned to Aeron, pulling up her sleeve.  

“I’m going to take some bloods, I want to see if we can help you,” 
Susan whispered.  

Aeron stared at the wall.  
Susan inserted the needle and wasn’t surprised the blood oozed out 

without difficulty. She filled several bottles then placed them back in her 
coat and pressed a cotton ball to the puncture wound. It took longer than 
normal to stop and she taped the ball to the wound.  

“It should help you,” she said, patted Aeron on the shoulder and 
walked out. “Next on the list,” she said to the guard as she closed the cell 
door. “Aimee, Nora, Tiz, Harriet, Michelle…” she recounted every name 
on the list and added some, hoping it would cover what she was up to. 
“Then I’m open to seeing any guards who’ve been in close contact with 
the girls should they wish.” 

“Why, don’t normally see us?” the guard grunted, eyes wide.  
“No, I don’t.” She stopped outside Aimee’s door and nodded to Tra-

cy who hauled down the bloods trolley. She would take two bottles off 
each but take the other three from her pocket and only two would go 
back on the test trolley, the others were going to Frei.  

 

# 
 
As expected Susan got back to her office to see Mainz waiting for 

her. She smiled a pleasant smile, and nodded to Tracy lugging the trolley 
along.  

“How nice, you decided to visit,” she said, hoping her stethoscope 
and a notepad masked the bulk of the extra bottles in her pocket.  

“Inside,” Mainz snapped, shooting a glare Tracy’s way and sending 
her scuttling off.  

Susan strolled in, took her coat off and placed it on her chair. “I am 
guessing you’re not stopping by to check on my head?” 

Mainz narrowed his eyes. “Blood tests cost money.”  
“So do the medications required to stop the infection I found.” She 

handed Mainz a test that Frei had falsified. “I’m checking those at risk.” 
He glared down at it. “Where did she get that from?” 
“My guess would be the MRI scanner,” Susan said, hoping that she 

could keep the smile off her face. “Staff there should be checked too.” 
“She broke it.” He threw the sheet back at her. “Three engineers 

took days to fix it.”  
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“You really believe she could blow an entire machine just by being 
in the same room?” She folded her arms, hoping she looked as much 
like her dad as it felt.  

“Yes.” Mainz wagged his finger. “That girl is strange.” He shook 
his head like it unnerved him. “You find those who have this and you 
medicate them but no rolling out inoculations.” He fixed her with a 
stare. “I mean it.” 

She nodded and he stormed out. Susan breathed out a shuddering 
breath and leaned on her desk. She was happy to medicate anyone she 
found with the problem but they had to figure out what it was first.  
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Chapter 6 
 
 
Frei watched Renee limp her way over from the car and tried not to 

look like she noticed. Renee would only get defensive if she asked but, 
she wanted to ask. She didn’t know how Renee had passed her fitness 
test in the shape she was in but she had, emphatically.  

“Every sample on the list shows the same properties,” Frei said, 
holding up a sheet of results. “Nora Islington has a clotting disorder be-
cause of it.” 

“It’s a problem in the spleen?” Renee looked down at the paper, 
nodding to herself. “They are only mildly enlarged but still causing 
problems?” 

“Yes.” Frei pointed to Aeron’s name.  
Renee frowned. “How?” 
“I don’t know and Lilia doesn’t either but it seems that our dear 

POI is vacant for a reason.” She shook her head. Lilia was unique 
enough but it was clear that it was genetic.  

“She had good reason,” Renee muttered. “And they’re all in jail, 
thanks for asking.” 

“I know. I saw the police reports.” She smiled at her. “You didn’t 
pull the trigger even when they were firing at you.” 

Renee shook her head. “You know better than to think I would.” 
“Darts didn’t work?” Frei eyed her, knowing she was hiding some-

thing.  
“Yes.” She met her eyes and sighed. “I had some extra issues to 

work through while I was there but I did the job.”  
“As expected.” Frei smiled at her. “And this…” she held up a silver 

vial. “Will help Aeron resurface.”  
“How do we stop the damage the tests… or whatever… are doing 

to the girls?” Renee folded her arms, staring out at the blooming field, 
greens, yellows, pinks splashing color through the rickety wooden farm 
fence.  

“The blood sample from Aeron,” Frei whispered as Renee took the 
vial. “Our labs are working on it and Susan will roll out the injections.” 
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“How?” Renee asked, sliding the vial into her jeans pocket. “Tracy 
is watching her. I have to get Susan upstairs before I can give her a 
dose.” 

Frei raised her eyebrows. “Too much information.” 
“Don’t give me that look, she has a moderate concussion and I liter-

ally am lifting her up the stairs.” Renee rubbed her back. “And aching 
for it.” 

“So take your medication.” Frei pushed off the fence and squeezed 
her shoulder. “Get the dose in Aeron, get her to help Aimee.” 

“Said like that’s easy,” Renee muttered.  
“For someone who brought down a group of twenty well-armed, 

sharp-eyed, mean tempered criminals… yes.” Frei strode toward the car 
and slid on her aviators. If anyone could, Renee could.  

 
 

# 
 
Renee wasn’t sure if the vial had worked but she’d snuck in and 

snuck out that morning without anyone seeing. She took a deep breath 
as she checked her watch. Aeron was ten minutes late. Was she okay? 

The door opened and Aeron strolled in, light pulsing from her 
brown eyes as she smiled. Renee’s heart fluttered, her throat clenching 
and she let out a long slow breath. Frei was a genius.  

“You’re okay?” She managed, not sure if jumping the desk and 
hugging an inmate could get her struck off or even why she wanted to 
but seeing Aeron move like herself, talk like herself, smile… it remind-
ed her to breathe too.  

Aeron shook her head. “I don’t think I’ll ever be that. But I’m with 
it again, if that means anything.” 

Renee’s smile burst from her. “It does. May I asked what sparked 
this?” 

Aeron blinked a few times like she could see how pleased Renee 
was, like she could feel it and it stunned her. “Depends if you are pre-
pared for me to talk about freaky stuff?” 

Renee grinned. Lilia was freaky, Aeron was… herself. So good to 
see. “I’ll take it. Just don’t expect me to buy it.” 

Aeron nodded and sat in the chair. “I saw her—she’s okay—and 
she has new shoes.” 

Renee’s throat ached. When she’d dealt with the men responsible, it 
was almost as if she could feel someone cheering her on. She shook the 
thought away.  
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“You know, I don’t agree that you have a gift but I will concede 
that you were right. I only wished I could have convinced the police to 
listen to you.” Renee had gone after Yasmin too, tried to get to her but 
she’d wandered into the trap.  

Aeron shrugged her broad shoulders. “A tip-off from a person 
locked up ain’t gonna win you brownie points.” 

Renee sighed, trying to cover the relief of seeing Aeron move and 
talk. “I guess not. Have you seen the others?” 

Aeron shook her head, her brown hair flopping free. “No. I just 
hope they’re okay and they’re speaking to me.” 

“They are.” Renee could see their grins in her mind’s eye. “Nora 
has found an outlet.” 

Aeron cocked her head, a half-smile on her face. “What did you 
convince her to do? And can you see her hands under the Band-Aids?” 

Renee’s laughter spilled from her, not the cover laugh but her own 
and she tried to refocus. “She doesn’t pick anymore.” 

Aeron shook her head, confusion in her eyes. “What did you do to 
her?” 

“Art therapy,” Renee said. That was alongside the vitamin replace-
ments. Frei had said Susan was working on getting something to flush 
the toxin out of their system.  

Aeron eyed her like she could read there was more. “Bison tried 
that… made her worse.” 

Renee nodded. “Very true. Mostly because he was unimpressed 
she wasn’t Renoir at first try.” 

Aeron scrunched up her face. “You know he should have been 
committed too, right?” 

Renee held her tongue on her opinion of Bison.  
“Thought so,” Aeron said with a smile on her face.  
Renee smiled and she got the oddest feeling that Aeron knew ex-

actly how they’d helped her, and her friends.  
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Chapter 7 
 
Susan stowed the box in the trunk and nodded to Frei as she got into the 

passenger seat. Frei pulled down her aviators with her finger, raising her blonde 
eyebrows.  

“Enough to vaccinate and cure every case on the wing,” Susan said, click-
ing in her seatbelt. “And instructions on how to make more.” 

“Not bad,” Frei said, her lips twitching in a smile. “You were fast.” 
“With the evidence you gave me that she got paid off to get me fired…” 

Susan gritted her teeth. It felt good to get answers but it didn’t change anything. 
She couldn’t go back to her job, her boss’s son had taken her place. “I was 
close to sending the information on to her employers anyway.” 

“What stopped you?” Frei asked, roaring them up the road. It was smoggy 
and warm, palm trees lining the boulevard.  

“We could need her help again.” Susan shrugged. “That’s the important 
bit.” 

Frei smiled at her as they zipped through a set of lights. “Now you sound 
like an agent.” 

Susan laughed. She doubted it. She placed the badge on the dash. “But I 
did enjoy pretending.” 

Frei nodded and slid her aviators back up. “You know Mainz will find out 
you’ve done something. He knows you took the samples and he knows you in-
oculated them.” 

“Yes, he does,” Susan pulled out her own sunglasses from her bag. They 
weren’t aviators and they were prescription but it still felt right to slide them 
on. Frei’s car had that feel, it urged her to match its sleekness… a lot like its 
owner. “But it’s my job to make people better when I can.” 

“Because you’re a doctor?” Frei asked, flooring it as they hit the open 
road.  

“No,” Susan said, leaning back into the seat. “I get paid to deal with things 
in accordance with what medical science dictates as a doctor.” She smiled at 
Frei and closed her eyes. “As a human being, I help because I want to.” 

Although Serenity was harsh, hostile and she knew she’d been hired by 
Mainz for the wrong reasons, she felt like she was helping. Llys had told her all 
about how Aeron was talking and laughing and how every inmate, even those 
who seemed to dislike her, had been lifted because of it. Somehow, she’d 
helped that process and helped to stop Nora bleeding so much. Aeron did that 
to people, there was something about the young woman that bounced with en-
ergy, an infectious energy. Yes, Aeron had helped remind Susan of why she’d 
become a doctor in the first place; not with words or even her beaming smile 
but she’d somehow managed it, even unresponsive.   
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