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‘Heart block is when there is a problem with the AV Node, and there is a delay or
block in the electrical impulses travelling between the atria (the top two chambers of the

heart) and the ventricles (the bottom two chambers)”
—British Heart Foundation – bhf.org.uk
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Chapter 1

T

he early May-breeze was welcome respite from the building
heat. Susan had been the physician for a year and a half in
Serenity. It’s thick walls gave some shelter but, with non-existent
air-conditioning, it was nowhere near enough. Susan dabbed a damp
cloth on the back of her neck, trying to suppress the bubbling nausea.
She’d been back at work a month since her accident but her symptoms
were no better. Her mood was wavering, and her day was speckled
with memories that she wasn’t sure were hers or a delusion of some
kind.
Llys was helpful, kind, constant; Tracy had been much the same
but—she sighed—she wanted to talk to Frei and she couldn’t with them
watching her so closely.
“Doctor?” Tracy in her usual grumpy tone. “We have three more
patients to get through.”
Susan looked over her shoulder. “I know.”
“You look peaky… why don’t I just cancel them?” Tracy’s sympathy levels were: suggestion or order. She didn’t do sick people and Susan was sure that Tracy resented them for bothering her.
“I once worked a hundred hours straight with the meanest bladder
infection you can imagine,” she muttered, splashing more water over
herself. “You know what it’s like to be in one of the busiest ERs in the
country?”
Tracy rolled her eyes. “I don’t care. You look peaky and I don’t
want to nurse you too.”
Did she nurse anyone. “Just send the patient in.”
Tracy muttered something back at her and stomped out, slamming
the door. Susan splashed more water over her face and returned to her
desk. She flicked open the file: Another biting, spitting, violent inmate:
great.
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“…yeah? Well if you come to my cell, I’ll give you some attention…” The inmate launched into a string of expletives and Susan rolled
her eyes. If she locked Tracy in a cell with any inmate, she’d need to
rescue the inmate. Tracy was no soft touch.
“I don’t mind trying it. Haven’t stuck on my rubber gloves for a
while.” Tracy shoved the inmate through the doorway, shoving her into
the chair. The guard strolled in behind with a smug grin on her face.
“Come at me with them and I’ll—”
Susan slammed the Petrie dish on her desk down, hard. “If I have to
give you a shot, I will.”
The inmate glared as the guard strapped her in.
“You’re here because you have stopped having periods, correct?”
Susan asked, her side throbbing, her head throbbing. She was not in the
mood for a long conversation.
“Yeah.” The inmate spat at Tracy, missing by inches.
Tracy turned, glint in her eyes.
Susan slammed the dish down again. “You are exercising more than
you used to, yes?”
“Yeah,” the inmate muttered, continuing her glaring match with
Tracy.
“Have you noticed any other symptoms?” She flicked her hand at
Tracy, hoping that she would back off before she sedated them both.
“Mood swings,” the guard said. “More aggressive… don’t know
what’s got into her.”
The inmate half-sneered and turned to look her up and down. “Like
you give a—”
Susan slammed the Petrie dish again and met Tracy’s eyes. “Blood
sample.”
“With pleasure,” Tracy said with a grin. “Pin her.”
Cue expletives and tussling. Susan pulled open her bag and pulled
out the biggest needle she could. She’d bought it from a veterinary
practice a few months back. She’d never use it but she found that the
sight of it worked. “Right, sedatives.”
The inmate stopped struggling and stared at her.
“It hurts… a lot.” Susan smiled. “I might even let Tracy do it.”
“I won’t move,” the inmate mumbled. “Okay… I’ll quit.”
Susan put the needle on the table. “Just in case, yes?”
Tracy grinned at her then turned back to the patient, narrowing her
eyes. “If you so much as breathe at me, I’ll happily grab the big needle.”
The inmate didn’t move a muscle. Funny that.

7

The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 2: Heartblock

Jody KLAIRE

Chapter 2

S

usan strode to the car park, her head fuzzy, her mood dipping. She ripped
open her car door and threw her handbag in with venom.

“You think anyone is gonna look at an ugly little thing like you?” He laughed,
he was always laughing at her.
She booted him in the leg. “I don’t look a whole lot like you so maybe.”
He laughed and smacked her backward; she fell off the chair and crunched onto
the floor. It hurt bad enough her eyes watered. “Wimp.”
She spat at him. “Get it from you.”
Susan gripped onto the car as anger rumbled through her. Why couldn’t the
stupid memories leave her alone; that’s if they were even memories.
“Susan?” Llys cocked her head like she could read her mood.
“I don’t know why.” She sighed and got into the car. “I’ll take pain meds
when I get in, maybe it’s that.”
“Or maybe not.” Llys looked around the car park. “Who were you talking
to?”
Susan frowned. “I wasn’t.”
“You just said ‘get it from you,’ in the oddest accent I’ve heard.” Llys
walked around the car but held the distance. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
“No.” She got in the car and slammed the door; Llys got into the passenger
seat. “I must be having some issues with the accident.”
“Do you want to talk to me about it?” Llys was patient, what she needed?
Maybe, but what she wanted was to go and find Frei and drink herself stupid.
“Not unless you commit me first,” she said, hoping for jovial. Sounded as
cutting as the guy in her memories. What scum talked to a kid that way?
“I have to go to a meeting later,” Llys said, her tone quiet. “Tracy is on
nightshift… will you be alright?”
“Fine.” Susan took a long, slow breath. “Still no joy with Aeron?”
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Llys sighed. “No, she’s isolated herself. I made the wrong call, upset her,
and I don’t know how to fix it.” She stared out at the road. “A bit like I don’t
know how to cope with you right now.”
Susan glanced over. “You’ve been good enough to stick around this
long. It’s not like I’m a lot of fun.”
Llys studied her. “Fun?”
Susan sighed. She sounded like the guy in her memories. “I can’t explain why I’m being like this… Maybe having some time to think it through
will help.”
“Then I’ll wait for you to call,” Llys said motioning to the side of the
road. “I’m in the mood for a coffee.”
Susan pulled over and Llys got out, limping into the café. Yeah, she was
a complete idiot. She pulled out her cellphone and dialled Frei’s number.
“You managed to find some space from your minders?” Frei said in her
curt tone.
“I want to see you.” She slammed her foot down and screeched off.
“Where?”
“I’ll pick you up,” Frei said.
Susan cut the call and glanced in her rear-view mirror. Llys was a nice
person, a kind person and Tracy was mean but she cared. She needed space
from being a patient, from being asked if she was fine and she needed to
know if she was crazy or if they really were memories. Frei would know. She
hoped.
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Chapter 3

S

usan rubbed at her face, trying to clear the foggy images in her vision.
She shut off the engine and took long slow breaths. Concussion did weird
things to people but either way, she couldn’t be in charge of caring for the
inmates in her state. She sighed and leaned back into the seat, closing her eyes.
There was a whole checklist for amenorrhea but she’d ignored most of it. Yes,
the inmate was underweight and exercising to excess but maybe that was secondary?
She peeked open an eye and jumped as Frei waved from next to her sleek
car. Susan groaned. Yeah, she doubted explaining to Llys that she’d missed the
giddy feeling in her stomach when seeing Frei would impress.
“You look like someone cut your kidney out,” Frei said in her usual bored
tone as she opened the door.
“They did,” Susan mumbled, taking her bag from the backseat. “I thought
you’d visit.”
“Why, you had plenty of company.” Frei strode back toward her car, her
confidence, her… the way she moved... was fascinating.
“Who said I wouldn’t have preferred yours?” Susan locked up her car, not
sure how she’d gotten to the deserted country lane or how Frei knew she’d be
there.
“I know you’d prefer mine,” Frei said, getting in and roaring the engine
into life. “Who wouldn’t?”
“Someone who likes a straightforward conversation?” Susan got in, feeling
a sense of relief from being in Frei’s car. Stupid.
“Why would you want that?” Frei sped up, sliding on her aviators.
“I’m not sure.” She closed her eyes, enjoying the feel of being forced back
into her seat as they zipped along the country roads. “I’m… I don’t really know
what I think.”
“Dr. Gossett senior wasn’t your birth father and you don’t know who the
people in your memories are.” Frei slid them into a bend, and eased them out
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with perfect skill. “Your brain is throwing up memories, you have
mood-swings, your head is shot and you have tried domestic and it isn’t
working for you.”
“Did I call you?” She couldn’t remember calling her but that didn’t
mean much. She’d forgotten to put her shoes on in the morning and
tried going to work barefoot. Tracy had spotted it, thankfully.
“No.” Frei glanced her way, her eyebrow arching. “I keep an eye
on you.”
Susan turned in her seat. “Out of interest?”
“Out of loyalty,” Frei said, her tone curt. “I’ve run the records on
your father but I can’t find a birth certificate for you. At least nothing
original. There’s a copy but no record to correspond to it.”
“So I wasn’t registered?” Why would her father do that?
“No.” Frei turned them down a lane. “I needed to get the vaccine
into you when you had your…” She glanced over, mouth pulled into a
thin line. “Problem… You could be having side-effects.”
“Like remembering that I either had horrible parents or was kidnapped?” Susan sighed and ran her hand over the seatbelt. Even the
seatbelts felt good.
“I don’t know if you are remembering anything.” Frei slid the car
to a stop and shut off the engine. “Inside.”
Susan shook her head as Frei got out and followed. She tried not to
smile but Frei’s oddness felt reassuring. She’d never been able to figure
her out and she wasn’t sure if she wanted to.
“Loyalty?” She asked as she hurried up the steps after Frei.
Frei stopped at the front door to a small cottage. “Loyalty.”
She pulled open the door and Susan reached for her arm, slowing
her. “What does that mean? Are you angry with me?”
“Yes.” Frei pulled her arm free and strode in.
Susan rolled her eyes then shut the door behind her and took in the
interior. Was it Frei’s place? It had real wood floors, sharp lined walls;
small windows that had been modernized to be one-way, spotlights in
the ceiling. “You stay here?”
“Sometimes.” Frei walked to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of
water. “You can’t drink.”
Susan folded her arms. “That’s useful. So why are you angry?”
“You didn’t tell me about Llys,” she said, holding out the bottle of
water. “You make it difficult when you don’t tell me things.”
“Because you tell me anything?” Susan took the bottle of water and
wagged it at her. “You won’t even explain what or why you’re loyal.”
“You remind me of someone,” Frei said, her voice quiet. “Stop
pushing.”
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“Why? Because then you’ll let slip you just might be jealous?” Susan
snapped open the water and downed it. Having one kidney was
thirsty… or she’d picked up an infection. Maybe that was why she was
feeling so… off. She’d run her own tests later.
“Jealous?” Frei raised her white blonde eyebrows. “Of what?”
“Llys,” Susan snapped and put her hands on her hips. “I’m not a
psychiatrist but I’m not stupid either.” She narrowed her eyes. “You
care.”
“Yes.” Frei slid off her jacket and tucked it on a hook between the
kitchen and a small staircase. “You remind me of someone.”
“So you keep telling me but, whoever they were, I doubted you
checked them out.” Susan walked over to the sofa—leather, what else?—
and slumped onto it. “And you are checking me out.”
“I’m making sure you’re okay,” Frei shot back and sat on the chair
to her right, perching awkwardly on the edge.
Susan lifted her head up to laugh. “What, you can’t admit you’re attracted to me?”
“I didn’t say that,” Frei pulled out a bottle of whiskey from the side
of her chair and a glass from under the coffee table.
“So what’s the deal?” Susan sat up.
“You remind me of someone.” Frei flexed her hand like it hurt.
Susan caught it, held it. Cold. “Who?”
“It doesn’t matter.” Frei tried to pull her hand away but Susan held
it there.
“Who?”
Frei could easily break her grip, they both knew it, instead she gave
Susan’s hand a squeeze. “My baby sister. That’s all you get.”
“And does she have the same thing as you?” Susan eyed her. “It’s
normally hereditary.”
“No.” Frei sighed and met her eyes. “Let it drop.”
Susan nodded. It was painful seeing the hurt in her eyes: Deep hurt,
raw hurt. “I’m a good doctor, I can help… manage things; there’s procedures that can help.”
“I’m open to help,” Frei said, staring at their hands. “I don’t think
it’ll help much.”
“It’ll ease your need to medicate yourself with this,” Susan whispered, sliding the glass away. “I still care.”
“I know but let it drop,” Frei said, meeting her eyes. “I don’t do domestic.”
“I’m surprised you manage to work.” She let go of Frei’s hand and
went to her bag, pulling out a prescription. “You’ll need a low dose to
start, see if you can tolerate it; it’ll make it easier to sleep too.”
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Frei took the prescription. “And you need to see your blood results;
you’re the only genius in medical science I trust.”
Susan raised an eyebrow. “Genius?”
“It’s fact.” Frei shoved the prescription in her pocket. She pulled out
her laptop from under the coffee table. “Your bloods showed that
Gossett was experimenting on you too… or someone was.”
Susan ran her eyes down the blood results. They looked as Aeron’s
had, as the affected inmates had. “I didn’t have symptoms.”
“No, so why were you different?” Frei poured herself a glass, getting up to place ice in from a bucket on the kitchen counter.
“I would have said that he loved me but…” She glared at the results. “That would be defunct now.”
“He did love you. He took you with him.” Frei sipped at the whiskey, flexing her hand again.
“I doubt it.” Susan rubbed at her chin. “I doubted I was valuable.”
Frei stared at her.
“What?”
She strode over to her laptop and started to type, drink abandoned
on the kitchen counter.
“Did I miss something?” Susan leaned onto her knees, opening up
her bottled water and finishing it. She eyed it then frowned. “Electrolytes
of some kind?”
“Yes, along with a large boost of vitamins.” Frei tapped away, eyes
on the screen.
“And, by the heaviness in my legs, I would say sedatives.” She
slumped back onto the sofa.
“Yes. I need you to get some rest,” Frei glanced at her. “It’s safer
than getting you drunk.”
Susan attempted a scowl but it was too difficult. “Why are you trying to make me rest.”
Frei met her eyes with a gentle smile. “Same reason you prescribed
me something you know full well no sane doctor would.”
Susan sighed. “Loyalty is a pain in the ass.”
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Chapter 4

R

enee drove past Susan’s car and pursed her lips. She pulled
out her cell phone and pressed dial.
“Frei.”
“It helps if my POI is not running off with my boss,” she muttered into the mouthpiece and switched the call to the in-car speaker.
“She was about as warm as you.”
“She’s sleeping. I think I have an idea.” Frei sounded tired, stressed.
“And that hurts?” Renee asked, turning around, back toward Serenity. If one POI was busy, she could keep an eye on the other one.
“I doubt you’d know,” Frei shot back. “I want you to break into the
file room. I want a copy of every file and every staff file.”
Renee grunted. She was good but how was Frei expecting her to
photocopy enough to need Aeron to carry the print outs without suspicion?
“Not all at once,” Frei said, her tone curt. “I want you to take more
samples off Lorelei. We need them.”
“I think she might notice,” Renee muttered. Besides, Aeron wasn’t
talking to her. She’d taken to locking herself in her cell with a violin.
“Do what you need to. We need more vaccine. We need to double
check if we can copy it and create more.” Frei was tapping away on
something, most likely her laptop. “I don’t know if Susan… if the inmates will need a second dose.”
“They don’t. The second degree heart block you’re worried about
comes from the damage pre-vaccine.” Renee pulled up outside Serenity
and stared up at the drab concrete and stone. “Susan doesn’t have that, I
checked her ECG.”
“Perhaps they were susceptible? A physical weakness?” Frei was
muttering to herself.
“Who, Urs?” Renee shut off her engine.
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“The patients that Gossett Senior experimented on,” Frei said like
she should have known that. “Cardiac problems were far higher.”
“So you want me to run scans?” Renee furrowed her brow. “Don’t
you have Susan for that?”
“Yes. It has to be her who does it.” Frei sighed. “You keep yourself
away from suspicion. Concentrate on Lorelei unless you’re in the institution with Susan.”
“You sure?” Renee chewed on her lip. It would be easier. Tracy was
there to nurse Susan if needed. “I think I’ve been ditched anyway.”
“Yes.” Frei’s whiskey glass clinked in the background.
“It’s not good for you,” she muttered. “You…” Frei would get defensive if she pushed. “It’s not good for your liver. It gets battered
enough.”
Frei laughed. “Fix it with Lorelei; photocopy files.”
“Ma’am,” Renee said, gripping the wheel to stop from saluting. Frei
hung up and Renee looked up at the institution. She wanted to make it
up to Aeron, she did, but she didn’t want to at the same time. Aeron
freaked her out. It freaked her out more how much Aeron hurting
sucked the air from her. Renee shoved open the door and took a long
slow breath. At least she didn’t have to charm Susan. Whether it was her
drop in confidence or something else… she just… it just didn’t feel right.

#
Frei swirled the whiskey around her glass, one eye on Susan asleep
on the sofa and the other on her laptop. There was something she was
missing about Dr. Gossett senior. Why would he take in a child he didn’t
know and pass her off as his own. If he’d been unable to have children, it
would have made more sense but they’d had three children of their own.
The youngest had been in college when she was born and none of them
wrote, visited, and Susan had said they had never turned up to either
service. Maybe she needed to look there.
“Still hard at work?” Susan said in a groggy tone. “Maybe I need to
sedate you.”
Frei smiled. “It wouldn’t work.”
“So what’s making you furrow your brow so much?” Susan
propped herself up and winced, rubbing at her side. “Scar tissue is denser than ordinary tissue and sometimes lacks the flexibility… still healing
scar tissue is just mean.”
Frei nodded. “Have you ever spoken to your siblings?”
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“Slight change of subject,” Susan muttered then shook her head
with a smile. “No. They never called me back when I tried to tell them
about dad… I’ve never even met them. I just saw pictures.”
“Why?” Frei pulled up the location of all three. They had all left the
States: one, the oldest sister, was in Australia working on aircraft; the
brother was in the UK working as a lawyer and the middle sister lived
on a boat and never stopped anywhere for more than a few months.
“They left home. I don’t think they liked my parents or at least
weren’t close to them.” Susan shrugged. “If they even were related to
me, who knows?”
“You never tried to find them?” Frei studied her for a moment. They
had different views on family, she could never imagine knowing family
was out there and not seeking them out.
“No. I was brought up to be independent. I think we all must have
been.” Susan swung her legs off the sofa and winced again. “Why, do
you think they might know something?”
“I don’t know.” Frei tapped her whiskey glass. “It’s worth finding
out.”
“Do I look like her?” Susan asked as she wandered past and
squeezed her shoulder.
“Who?” Frei pointed out the bathroom and turned back to her laptop.
“Your sister,” Susan padded over to the door and stopped. “Is that
why I remind you of her?”
“No.” The middle sister had docked in a small port in Ireland a few
months ago. Had she stayed there? Maybe the boat had needed work.
“Personality, charm, what is it?” Susan still stood in the doorway to
the bathroom. She wasn’t going to move unless Frei gave her an answer.
“I feel like I need to look after you,” she said, trying to search cameras in nearby shops but the small Irish port didn’t seem to have any, at
least none linked to a network. “You tend to get too curious about things
like she did.”
“I don’t normally like people telling me they want to take care of
me,” Susan said and shook her head. “And you get me in too much trouble to feel I’m being looked after.”
Frei laughed. “You get yourself in trouble, I just get you out of it.”
“Then, I guess I’ll happily do the same for you,” Susan whispered
and disappeared into the bathroom.
Frei pulled the images of the boat and sent them to a friend. They
could do some investigating for her but then she knew a lot of people
who liked to get into trouble and she’d have to go and rescue. It was on16
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ly a rare few like Renee, and now Susan, who’d ever said they’d help her
back.

#
Renee had attached the wire from the photocopier to her drive hoping that hotwiring the machine would save paper and be far more covert. Electrical things weren’t an expertise but she’d been an agent long
enough that she could adapt when needed, she just had to find the right
frame of mind. She finished off the remaining file and un-wired her invention. Frei would either think she was a freaking genius or, more likely, tell her she could have done it faster. Whatever, she was a freaking
genius.
Renee hurried out of the file room and crept into her office, picking
up her pen and tapping it against the paper. Professional pride, she was
terrible for it, all insecurity based. The thing was Aeron Lorelei terrified
her; she got under her skin and no one did that. So how did she fix it?
She checked her watch: it was late but her conscience was nagging at her.
She got up and walked out into the corridor, down the stairs to the
canteen and feigned deafness as Val and her fellow guards chatted about
which of the new transfers would break first. She walked to the gym,
where Aeron was often allowed to be now she’d reduced her risk level
but she wasn’t there. Must be in her cell. Renee headed down the hallways then paused as something breathtaking filtered through the air.
Moonlight Sonata? It wasn’t played on a piano but a violin, a lone violin.
It gripped her, like the music sunk through her skin, seeped through her
muscles, her bones and found the dormant space which had been
numbed. Something about it injected light, energy and she stumbled toward the sound, transfixed by it. It was coming from Aeron’s cell, did
she have a radio?
Renee pushed open the door and heard the gasp of delight fall from
her lips as Aeron stood there in the tiny cell. Her eyes were closed, her
head only inches from the ceiling. Such a muscular, athletic woman in
such a bare space. Yet the violin in her hands, the delicate way she caressed bow and strings produced a sound unlike anything Renee had ever heard.
It ached with emotion, with longing, with something so heavenly
that it coursed through the numbness, hypnotized her, sucking her hurt
away until her breaths became shallow, her body heavy, her heart… her
heart felt like it began to beat for the first time in so long.
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Aeron played, the music filling the room, filling Renee’s head, her
heart, her spirit. The sweeping tones, the soaring touches, the building
crescendo that soothed, eased, pulled at her. Renee felt her vision clear
and Aeron was no longer scary, no longer terrifying or confusing, suddenly, there, in that little cell, her heart shone its light. Lonely, lost, misunderstood and in need of love. Renee cried with it, with the sheer force of it
and, in that little cell, her heart thudded like it understood. Love, she…
she loved her. Aeron finished and opened her eyes, beautiful, kind eyes
and nodded curtly to her.
“Incredible,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, her entire spirit
soothed, inspired, ignited with feeling, with… love.
Aeron placed the instrument into the case and sat on the bed.
“I didn’t know it had been done on violin,” Renee said, unsteadied,
shaken by how much she felt.
Aeron shrugged. “I liked the music, so I adapted it.”
Simple, honest and humble. Renee walked over to the music stand:
forget her being a freaking genius, Aeron’s elaborately written manuscript
showed how much talent she had. She could fill concert halls.
“It’s just for me,” Aeron said, like she could read her. “I ain’t playing
to a theatre full of people… even if they are ten feet away.”
After everything Aeron had been through, was it a surprise she
would be uncomfortable in front of people? No, but somehow it felt more
of a personal expression of hurt than a resolute decision. “Have I hurt you
that badly?”
Aeron met her eyes for the briefest of moments. Yes, she had, Renee
had wounded her; Aeron had trusted her and Renee’s… scars… had shattered that trust.
“It’s too late to apologize to you, the damage is done,” she whispered,
placing the score on top of the dresser. It felt like toothache in her heart to
say so. Yes, she was there to do a job; yes, she needed to get Aeron back
on side to do so; yes, she was a cover, a mask, a face for Aeron to let close
so she could protect her but personally, she didn’t want it to be. For the
first time since she’d been a lonely teenager, light had crept through. “But,
for what it’s worth, I am truly sorry.”
Sorry she could only be there for her job; sorry that she couldn’t stay
around; sorry that Aeron was stuck in this place with no way to get out.
Aeron nodded but her gaze was on the wall, as sad and as lonely as
Renee felt herself. How could anyone think Aeron didn’t care? How could
Aeron herself feel that way? She was a hero… Renee’s heart thudded. She
wanted to show her, to help her, to fill her with the energy that Aeron had
just shared. She couldn’t, she couldn’t tell her how she felt so she looked
18
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her long and hard in the eyes so Aeron would know every word was
true. “I believe you.”
It felt like the cell shimmered with her words and Aeron blinked a
few times. Yes, she’d lowered her barriers, if only enough Aeron could
see she was more than a cover. She turned and left the cell, shutting the
door. Her heart thudded, her focus cleared. Aeron was a hero, a hero
who needed to get out of Serenity. Renee set her jaw. Yes, she was getting her out.
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Chapter 5

S

usan picked up the test results Frei had placed on the coffee table
and raised her eyebrows. “These are the current files? Didn’t I copy
this one?”
“Yes.” Frei pulled her mouth to the side. “I need you to go looking
for the older files. They have to be in Serenity somewhere.”
“You don’t think they just got rid of them?” Susan picked up Aeron’s file. It was different to the others but she couldn’t figure out why. “I
don’t feel as unhinged.”
“No, whoever restarted the trials, found the old research.” Frei
looked up and smiled. “I gave you a shot of B12.”
“That’s it?” Susan cocked her head.
“Yes, the B12 I had brought here worked far faster.” Frei went back
to the results. “The type I got from the local pharmacist when you were
being nursed, wasn’t as useful.”
“Where is the label?” She got up and Frei motioned to the dining table. She picked it up. “And the previous version?”
Frei tapped onto her laptop and swiveled it around.
“Active and inactive forms,” Susan mumbled.
“They act differently?” Frei leaned back, curiosity in her eyes.
“Yes, you see there are different chemical components…” Perhaps
that way would be too complicated. How to make it simple. “B12 forms
a… well a team with Ferritin, which is iron and folate.” She pulled a
plain sheet of paper over and drew it out. “They ensure oxygen gets to
muscles, organs and important duties… but they only work well if the
body can transform them into active forms.” She drew out the chemical
formulas for them. “When you have absorption problems or, perhaps
like the people experimented on, you only take in one percent of the B12
you need yet it’s inactive…” She smiled at Frei’s blank expression.
“When you fire a pistol, it’s only effective if you use the right bullets…
right?”
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Frei nodded. “The confused look is why patients are given something they can’t convert?”
“Cost and expertise.” Susan smiled. “Medical science has come a
long way but the body, nature, has a big head-start. Every person is
unique. Yes, we have blanket issues and certain things can be estimated
like the path of disease… however…” She was excited, invigorated.
Wow, she hadn’t felt this buzzed in years. “Because we’re unique, some
people’s bodies will transform the injected inactive form but others
don’t know how to.”
“Then how do you educate a body?” Frei tapped her fingers to her
lip.
“It’s not so much that but to understand what process allows one
body to make the transformation yet is missing from others.” She went
to her bag. “I need to take a blood sample.”
Frei nodded and went upstairs, then returned with some kind of
machine and a needle. “If anyone ever asks, you have never seen this
machine or know what it is.”
“It runs samples?” Susan checked it over. It just looked like a small
suitcase sized black lump.
“It does but it’s experimental and, if we can get it to work, it can do
it wirelessly by using the program on my cellphone.” Frei pulled her
mouth to the side. “But, even with that, we still need an expert to read
the samples and tell us what they mean.”
Susan raised her hand. “Expert present and correct.”
Frei looked her up and down. “Present and with bed hair.”
Susan touched the back of her head and tried to flatten the strands
jutting out. “That too.” She pulled out a needle and set up the vial.
“You don’t need that,” Frei said holding up her phone. She pulled
out a small plastic sliver and took Susan’s finger, jabbing it. Then she
placed it into the machine and went to her laptop. “Results are here.”
“How?” Susan sat next to Frei. The machine had run every test
available, without needing to send a sample off, spin the sample, freeze
it, nothing.
“I don’t know, you’d have to ask the woman who invented it,” Frei
said with a shrug. “It’s meant to help battlefield medicine. She expects
you to repeat any tests properly when you can get to medical assistance.” She smiled. “She invented a lot of things.”
“It’s probably more accurate than some of the labs I’ve worked
with,” Susan said sure that her shock showed on her face. “Either way
it’s showing there’s an elevated homocysteine on my test which must
mean it was elevated even more so before… explains the heart defects,
the neurological and psychological symptoms.”
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“It does?” Frei stared at the screen.
“Yes, if you’re deficient in B vitamins, your homocysteine level rises…” Susan ran her finger down the screen. “And if you have too much
uremia in your blood… It can cause neurological and central nervous
system issues too.” She glanced at Frei. “Which is why people who have
urinary tract infections can sometimes hallucinate.”
“So how do we lower them?” Frei studied her, worry in her eyes.
“Not easily.” Susan felt a swell of inspiration. “Over 40mmol/L…
sodium urea… malaise, loss of energy, appetite, weight, nausea, vomiting, amenorrhea… It’s hit her kidney.”
“Who?” Frei looked from the screen to her. “What do you mean?”
“Kidney disease causes a higher percentage of heart disease… heart
block…” Susan got up. “I have to get back to the institution.”
“Susan, do I need to sedate you?” Frei closed her laptop, her brow
furrowed.
“No, you need to get me back to Serenity. The inmate I saw today,
she was one of those they experimented on. Her heart… her weight. I
need to get her on dialysis.” She slid on her shoes, she wasn’t sure if the
institution had dialysis machines. She might have to call the local hospital.
“You only have one kidney,” Frei grabbed her jacket, beating her to
the door. “How do we slow it down?”
“Everyone is unique…” Susan smiled at her. “There are a few
things that can help to slow it down… it just depends what stage the patient is at.”
“So where are you?” Frei asked, marching over to her car.
“Well, I’m down to one kidney and I have no idea how the other
one looks but my bloods say it’s holding up.” Susan gave her hand a
squeeze and got into the passenger seat. “My patient on the other hand
needs a donor and dialysis.”
Frei roared them down the lane. “So every patient you vaccinated?”
“Yes, they’ll need to be checked…” Susan rubbed her hand over
her face. “I don’t know how I am going to scan Aeron.”
Frei pulled a phone out of her dash. “I shouldn’t be giving you
this…” She sighed. “You saw what I did with the sample?”
Susan nodded.
“Good. Jab them, insert the breadcrumb and hit send. You’ll get the
results in seconds.” Frei glanced at her. “If anyone catches you, drop the
phone.”
“Excuse me?” Susan took the odd plastic slivers.
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“If you drop it, it pretends it’s a normal phone.” Frei gave her a half
-smile. “Don’t ask because I can’t simplify like you did.”
Susan tucked the phone and slivers in her bag. “I don’t suppose
you know any medics?”
“Use the phone to call for them and you’ll get the help you need.”
Frei reached across and squeezed her knee. “Just make sure you are…
well… you can’t go passing out all the time.”
Susan smiled at the curt tone and looked out of the window. She’d
need her help and Frei trusted her. She gripped her bag. Felt good.
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Chapter 6

R

enee stared at Frei’s message and hurried back down the
corridor. She’d take Aeron’s sample. She unlocked the door and
snuck in, Aeron was fast asleep. She crept over and pulled out a
breadcrumb.
“Doc, you ain’t meant to go jabbing me, you do head stuff, remember?” Aeron said, in a groggy tone.
“I know.” Renee sighed. “I need to jab you… Dr. Gossett’s orders.”
“Funny, ‘cause she ain’t here,” Aeron said with a half-smile. “And
you ain’t meant to be.”
Renee placed her finger to Aeron’s lips and glanced back at the
door. “You need me to do this.”
“Is it to help the other girls again?” Aeron asked, sitting up and
holding out her finger. “I don’t mind helping them.”
Renee studied her: Kind, sweet, caring and utterly gorgeous. Not
the greatest moment to fall in love. She cleared her throat. “It’s to help
you.”
Renee jabbed her finger and turned around, placing it in her phone,
and hit send.
“You ain’t meant to have that in here either,” Aeron whispered.
“No… but I don’t have it in here.” Renee turned and smiled over
her shoulder. “I’m not in here.”
Aeron tapped her nose. “Guess you can just say I’m crazy anyhow,
huh?”
“Yep, completely delusional.” Renee read through the results and
breathed out a slow, steady breath. The damage was mild… it could remain that way and not progress if her memory of renal complications
was correct. “You need another shot of B12 though.”
“Don’t think it’s a good idea to give me nothin’ from here, doc,”
Aeron said, shaking her head. “You’ll have to bring it in or get Susan to
like before.”
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Renee scowled. “I don’t know what you mean.”
Aeron waved it off.
“Is that your way of saying you’ve forgiven me?” She asked with a
smile.
Aeron sighed and lay back down on the bed. “Don’t know what
you mean.”
Renee chuckled and paused to kneel beside the bed. “Thank you.”
Aeron turned, gaze flicking over her face, like it was relief Renee
was there. “Back at you, doc… just don’t let Susan catch you or she’ll
think that you are suspicious.”
Renee nodded and got to her feet, hearing voices in the corridor.
Sounded like Susan’s. “Yes, I can imagine she’d be impressed with late
night psychiatry sessions.”
“Might want to visit the ladies… good reason to be near the cells.”
Aeron winked at her and turned back to stare up and the ceiling. She
wanted to lean in and kiss her on the cheek or hug her. Not good.
She got to her feet and slipped out of the cell, closing it and dashing
across the corridor to the staff toilets.
“Susan, I know you get your head set on something sometimes but
the girls ain’t gonna be happy if you go rustling them up to stick needles in them… again.” Val sounded exasperated. “What else could they
need jabbing for?”
“The virus we got rid of… the vaccine had side-effects.” Susan
sounded like she was going in the cell whether it was with Val or
through her. “Her scan shows damage, I need to get her to hospital.”
“At three in the morning?” Val muttered. “You know how I gotta
find staff to take her and tell the hospital… there’s forms.”
“Not as many as if she stays here and we have to have an investigator in. You know what Mainz said if we have anymore… problems.”
Susan was good, Mainz had been talking about attacks on staff but it
was good.
“Yeah… yeah… sure…” Val must have opened the cell as it
clunked.
“She’s out,” Susan called. “She needs an ambulance… I’ll call it…
just get a bed ready.”
“You got it,” Val said and Renee peered through the gap in the
door. Val was in the cell. Renee ducked out of the toilets and up the
stairs to her office. She text Frei the results of Aeron’s tests and sat behind her desk, picking up her pen. Susan would deal with the inmate.
Her job was to watch Aeron now. She pulled up a map of Serenity on
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her cellphone—and find out where the old records were so Frei could
send Susan to retrieve them.
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Chapter 7

S

usan had left the inmate on the ward with the renal staff.
The medication for heart block would damage the kidney further
so the cardiologist was going in to put in a pacemaker. It was one
of those things as a doctor, she couldn’t fix. Yes, she’d helped her with
the experiment but she couldn’t cure everything and she wasn’t looking
forward to the conversation with Mainz.
She drove back to Serenity in a daze, not sure how her car had been
waiting for her in the hospital car park but there was a whiskey glass on
the passenger seat with a sticky note that read: for when you’re better.
Susan spotted Llys trudging out of the institution looking bleary
eyed and took a deep breath. “You worked?”
Llys blinked as if to clear her thoughts and nodded. “Paperwork
shift… thankfully. Val said you took one of the girls to the hospital?”
“Yes, I have to run tests on them. Think the vaccine for that virus
had side-effects.” Standard answer, but she didn’t want Llys to be a target. It was better she distance herself.
“Wonderful,” Llys muttered. “Like we need any more medical
problems.”
Susan frowned. “I’m doing my best.”
“So you say,” Llys said and walked past to her car. “Looks like you
enjoyed the company?”
Susan turned back to her car, the whiskey glass was still on the
seat. What could she say to that? “Believe it or not, it was work.”
“Your body language says different as does the guilt on your face,”
Llys said with a sad smile and got into her car.
Susan turned back to the institution. She didn’t like hurting Llys.
She was… fond… of her. Llys was nice, normal, unassuming and Susan
wasn’t. She strode in through the doors and fixed her gaze on the security gate. No, she was like Frei in a lot of ways: a loner, guarded, unable
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to let anyone close especially now she had her own medical problems to
solve. Yes, maybe for some, there was a heart block.
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