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‘“Your heart has its own ‘natural pacemaker,’ called the sinus node. This sends out 

regular electrical impulses that travels through an ‘electrical pathway’ in the heart, causing 

the chambers of your heart to contract and pump the blood through the heart and out to 

your lungs and the rest of your body. This is what causes you to feel a pulse.” 

 —British Heart Foundation – bhf.org.uk 
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Chapter 1 
 

 

T o be a doctor was, for some, a mundane task that taxed 
them. There were many who tired of patients, tired of the 

monotony. However, for Susan Gossett, it was a cause. In her eyes, to 
be a doctor meant being the hand that reached to pull another to safety 
through diseased waters. It was to be the reliable pulse which patients 
could count on to get them moving again. It had driven her to be the 
best and sucked every ounce of energy and passion she had but it had 
always been worth it. Yet, sometimes, no matter how she tried, she was 
helpless to fix things.  

She bowed her head, slamming back the tears threatening to blurt 
out, and took a long slow breath.  

“You tried,” Tracy said, her tone gentler than usual.  
Susan stepped back from the bed, nodded to the nurses, all still at 

their battle stations, and to Tracy next to her, then walked into her office 
and closed the door. She leaned against it, tears still bubbling, and eyed 
the files on the table.  

She needed a drink. 
Instead, she went to the sink and started to wash her hands, not 

sure if the blood would ever really erase itself from her memory. An-
other patient, another inmate, gone. This time a brawl had set off cardi-
ac arrest and, no matter how hard they’d tried, the inmate had slipped 
away from them.  

 
“Oh, don’t tell me you messed up again,” he said, a snide smile on 

his face. “What kind of doctor are you?” 
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She glared at him. Why couldn’t he just leave her alone? “Like you 
could have done better.” 

 
She stumbled back from the sink, clattering into the desk. The 

memory had jolted through, hard. She wasn’t a child in this memory. 
She was a woman, a doctor. How? She didn’t remember it. She sounded 
like she knew the guy… the same guy who’d teased her as a child.  

“Susan?” Doctor Llys’ voice held an edge to it. They hadn’t exactly 
got on since Susan had broken things off.  

“Serena, how may I help?” Forced, professional but her hands trem-
bled.  

“We lost another?” Llys walked into her line of sight, her frown line 
etched into, what was otherwise, a smooth face. Her eyes were hard gray 
like rock and as unyielding.  

“You make it sound like it’s just misplacing a pen,” Susan managed, 
tears bubbling, brimming.  

“I’m concerned how it’s affecting you. That’s the tenth inmate in as 
many months.” Llys stood at distance, reading her, eyeing her for a 
weakness. Like all shrinks.  

“I’m a doctor. It’s part of the job.” She walked over to the towels, 
pulling frantically at them with a sudden desperation to dry her arms or 
scrape them clean.  

“Yes, but we’re not having an easy time of it, are we?” Llys said like 
it was to a dense child—like the man in her memory.  

“So you come to gloat?” She focused on throwing the paper towels 
into the bin—missed. She never missed.  

“Gloat?” Llys continued to study her. “Why do you think that?” 
Oh nice, psycho-analyze her. “I’m not one of your patients.”  
“Yet,” Llys muttered.   
“What?” She turned and glared but Llys remained distant, de-

tached, cold. “Don’t act like you know me.” 
 
“And she pretends that she’s a good little girl,” he said with a smirk. 

“When did you start believing that, runt?” 
“I don’t know who you are. Get out of my office.” She glared at him. 

Whoever this jerk was, he needed to leave. He made her hairs prickle.  
 
“Susan?” Llys’ tone held more than professional concern. She was 

angry, she had good reason to be but Llys was too good for her, too nice.  
“Didn’t you hear me?” She stumbled into her desk again.  
“Hear what?” Llys furrowed her brow. “You haven’t said a word to 

me yet.” 
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Susan rubbed at her forehead. “Yes I did. You were insinuating I was re-
sponsible for losing so many inmates, that I’m inadequate. I’m not. I’m good at 
my job.”  

Llys raised her eyebrows. “Susan, I just walked in. I came to check if you 
were okay after the brawl in the canteen… and saw what happened.” She sighed. 
“I know you are making it quite clear where we stand but I wanted to know you 
were alright when I saw the blood.” 

Susan looked down at her hands, trembling enough that it looked like she 
was shaking them. She put her fingers to her wrist. Pulse was rapid. Tachycar-
dia. One hundred and seventy—no—one hundred and ninety? Hard, rapid, Su-
pra-ventricular tachycardia?  

“You’ve lost your color,” Llys said, hovering, moving off her injured foot—
or getting ready to hurry over and help?  

“Thanks for the medical opinion,” she snapped, heading back to the sink. 
SVT wasn’t stopping. Maybe she needed to try a vasovagal maneuver:? wash her 
face… yes, that stimulated the Vagus nerve. She stumbled over. Hard to breathe, 
dizziness, nausea, sweats.  

“I really think you need help,” Llys whispered, glancing over her shoulder. 
“Can I help? Can I get someone?” 

Susan crunched into the sink with her hip, wincing at the pain. She switched 
on the water, soaking her face, the back of her neck.  

Pulse was speeding up.  
“Tachycardia… SVT…” She held her breath, forced it down, holding it, 

holding it… still speeding up.  
Llys took her elbow, pulling her over to a chair. “What’s going on… what’s 

happening?” 
Susan slumped down. Her pulse stuttered… into a normal rhythm. She 

gasped in a breath. “I don’t know.” 
Llys knelt in front of her. “Your color is coming back… maybe you just for-

got to eat?” 
Maybe. She couldn’t remember but the room was more solid, the nausea 

calmer. “Best I check my blood sugar.” She pulled over a monitor and jabbed 
herself in the finger. “Normal.” 

“So I see,” Llys said, pulling over a blood pressure monitor. “My doctor al-
ways tells me my blood pressure is too high… could that be what happened?” 
She nodded like she was convincing herself. “It’s been a really stressful period.” 

Susan fumbled with the strap and switched on the machine. She preferred to 
do it herself normally but the machine would have to do. “Normal.” 

“Are you sure,” Llys asked, pulling her mouth to the side. “I didn’t think 
ninety over forty was very good.” 

Susan blinked away the haziness and re-read the blood pressure. “It’s not 
ideal but it’s fine.” 
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“You sound very dismissive of your own symptoms,” Llys said, rubbing 
at her own arms. “Isn’t it better you get checked out by a doctor?” 

Susan glared up at her. “I am a doctor. I say I need fluids and electro-
lytes and I’ll be just fine.” 

“If you say so,” Llys said, tone dry.  
“I do.” Susan blinked away the tiredness. “So, why were you in here 

again?” Something about inmates? Her brain hurt.  
Llys glanced toward the door and then smiled a gentle smile. “Just mak-

ing sure you weren’t sloping off early.”  
Susan rubbed her head. She was sure they’d been arguing. “Oh, no… I 

have paperwork. I think.” 
Llys nodded and tapped the large pile. “Know the feeling.” She smiled. 

“Well, if you’re not going to pass out on me, I’ll get back to my pile of paper-
work.” 

Susan smiled. It was always nice to see Llys. “Of course. Are we on for 
dinner?” 

Llys cocked her head then let out a sigh. “Unfortunately, I’m working 
but I’m sure whoever makes you dinner now might enjoy seeing you.” 

Susan frowned. “You… isn’t it?” She stared at her hands. “I could have 
sworn it was you.” 

“It used to be until you told me you had better things to do.” Llys 
rubbed her back. “Don’t you remember?” 

Susan shook her head. “Why would I have better things? You looked af-
ter me when I was recovering from my accident.” She wagged her finger. 
“I’m shallow sometimes but I know I like you being around.” 

Llys gave her shoulder a squeeze. “Well, if you continue to remember… 
and don’t change your mind, I could be persuaded.” 

Susan nodded. “I’ll write it down.” On something. What was this file? 
She picked it up only to feel cold flush right through her. “Oh no… we lost 
her?” 

Llys gave her shoulder another squeeze. “I’m around if you need to talk 
through it… yes?” 

Susan stared at the file. “You’re always so easy to talk to… are we on for 
dinner?” 

Llys studied her for a moment. “We just had this conversation, don’t 
you remember?” 

Susan shook her head. “Least I could do is take you out. You’re always 
cooking for me.” 

Llys sighed, then shrugged. “Why not?” 
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Chapter 2 
 
 

R enee waited in the car park, not sure if she should head back in 
and get Susan out. The luxury staff cars all glimmered in the late 

afternoon sun so at odds with the huge gray walls covered in dirt and moss. 
She checked her watch. She’d left Susan at the bathrooms, maybe she should 
have waited?  

Her phone buzzed and she sighed, answering it. “Look, I can’t babysit the 
woman. It’s suspicious enough when I’m checking up on her.” 

“What has she done now?” Frei asked, her tone dry.  
“She can’t remember what she’s just done half the time.” Renee rubbed at 

the wheel. “She’s on auto when she’s treating patients but try having a conver-
sation and she’s… as stable as some of the inmates.” 

“Why?” Frei seemed to ask that question a lot.  
“Once again, I’m a protection officer not a freaking investigator,” Renee 

muttered, staring at the entrance to the institution. “She keeps talking to some 
guy who isn’t there and she had three simultaneous conversations with me ear-
lier.” She drummed her fingers on the wheel. “Do you know how hard it is to 
argue, make up and pretend we’re still an item all at once?”  

“Is anyone else noticing?” Frei tapped away on something, sounded like a 
keyboard.  

“No. She’s only talking when she’s in her office on her own. I’ve put the 
camera up to watch her which is why I have spent more time in there than my 
own office.” Renee focused on the building. Val and all the other staff had left 
for the day. Only Susan was in there with the nightshift. “Not to mention, I 
could do with the time figuring out how to prove Aeron doesn’t need to be in 
there.” 

“Bison’s notes should have been discounted,” Frei muttered. “They know 
he’s a crook. Why isn’t Mainz helping?” 

“Because they keep bringing in external panel members who tell me that 
Aeron could be playing me.” Renee clenched her jaw. It was a sore spot as it 
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was. “Needless to say equal opportunities seems to have bypassed 
them… along with sense.” 

“Give me the names… I’ll find out what their motivation is.” Frei’s 
tone hardened. “And we need some kind of help with Susan. I don’t 
know what is going on with her but mentally she’s shot. We need to 
pull her out.” 

“We can’t,” Renee said, surprised Frei was saying it. “Lilia told us 
that she needs to resolve this herself. Crazy or not, she needs our sup-
port not our intrusion.” 

“Are you quoting our ethos at me?” Frei snapped.  
“Yes, just remember that you may be in charge but I’ve got years 

more experience on you.” Not to mention her family legacy in the corps. 
“You were meant to be stepping up, Urs. You need to step up if you 
want her safe. I have a job to do.” She cut the call and got out of the car, 
heading into the institution—Not a whimper of Susan anywhere. 

She sighed and limped through security and back down the corri-
dors. An odd breeze tickled over her like someone had left a window 
open. She stopped and looked for the source but the windows were 
high above and couldn’t be opened. She shook her head and continued 
along the corridor only for the breeze to hit her again. Almost sounded 
like she could hear a voice too. She shuddered. Creepy institution. She 
continued once more only for the breeze to hit her harder, it sent a shiv-
er up and down her spine and she spun on her heel, expecting someone 
to be there… or something.  

Nope.  
But a door to her right was open. She glanced around and limped 

over. Stairs down into some dimly lit space. Door had a keypad on it. 
Who’d left it open? She went to close it— 

“I know it’s down here,” Susan said like she was arguing with 
someone. “I remember this place.” 

Renee cocked her head, then glanced around and sighed. Head 
down into the gloomy space? She dropped her hand behind her back to 
her pistol and limped down the steps.  

Crack. 
She dodged, then turned, then sighed as the door slammed shut be-

hind her. Right. That was helpful.  
“I remember this bit… there’s something I need to remember…” 

Susan growled to herself. “Why can’t I remember anything?” 
Renee crept down the stairs. Susan was in the center of a massive 

filing room, peering up at a section. She wandered to one large floor-to-
vaulted-ceiling shelving unit then gripped her head.  
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Renee pulled out her cellphone, inserting her CIG sim-card and 
texted Frei.  

Zip. 
Renee dodged. A dart pinged off the wall beside her.  
Zip.  
She dashed down the stairs but there was no one firing. Where were 

the darts coming from?  
Clunk. 
She tensed, threw herself into a roll as a blade shot out of the wall, 

spearing the space where her head had just been. She swallowed then 
looked at Susan just wandering around. What kind of file room was this?   
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Chapter 3 
 

T he mass of memories swirled around her. How well did 
she know this place? Did she know it? Were they just 

memories or some hallucination.  
“Susan,” Llys said from beside her, her tone full of edge. “You’re 

not meant to be in here.” 
“You’re hiding it from me?” Susan turned and glared only to see a 

swirling shape. 
 
She was fourteen. Her father was in a new position and he worked such 

long hours. She’d find him pouring over work in his office some days. He’d mut-
ter to himself, scrunch up paper and throw them in frustration.  

“Are you alright?” She asked him from the doorway. His office was more 
littered than normal.  

“It destabilizes the amygdala, either heightening it’s activity or removing 
any activity at all.” He looked up as if not seeing her. “In others, it affects the 
temporal lobe producing fits… others it completely deadens the frontal cortex 
affecting memory and language. Almost like they’ve had a lobotomy. How?” 

Susan chewed on her lip. “Perhaps it is getting in through the lymphatic 
system?” She assumed he was talking of some illness. “That would account for 
the areas of damage being so varied?” 

He looked up at her as if only just seeing her. “It would explain why it can 
cause such widespread dysfunction and eventual shut down of the organs… 
yes…” He studied her. “I knew I should have asked you.” 

Susan shrugged. “Happy I could help.” 
 
Susan felt Llys holding onto her and she shook off the memory. 

They were in some cavernous space. File room of some kind? Why were 
they in there? She tensed. Had she gone looking for the files and Llys 
had caught her? 

“Susan we really need to find a way out of here,” Llys muttered 
glancing back at a long set of stairs. “That way is a no go.” 
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“The lymphatic system removes debris from the blood stream. It 
gets rid of the waste products that the blood can’t carry. If it detects dis-
ease it swells… then sometimes we get abscesses. Such as in our tonsils.” 
She tapped her lip. She couldn’t remember the conversation with her fa-
ther—if Doctor Gossett had been so by blood—why had he been so 
stressed about a disease? He was a psychiatrist. 

“Thank you for the anatomy and physiology session,” Llys said, 
raising her eyebrow. “But I’d just like to get out of the dank cellar-like 
room.”  

“You don’t understand. I was fourteen. Okay, I knew most anatomy 
and physiology books by heart when I was twelve but… why?” She 
rubbed at her head. Odd flash of a textbook. “What kid who grew up in 
a rough place turns into some walking textbook?” 

Llys cocked her head. “You grew up in a rough home?” 
Susan nodded. “Yes… in a shack in the middle of nowhere… at least 

I think.” She turned and marched over to the files. “I need to find them.” 
“Find what?” Llys let out a long sigh. “I could do with going home 

and putting my feet up.” 
“Of course. When you have five vertebrae fixed with two more 

braced and one in your neck crushed completely, it’s bound to give you 
a limp.” Susan glanced over her shoulder. Llys stared at her, pale, her 
eyes glinting. “Protest all you like. I’m a doctor. You’re amazing to be 
walking at all.” 

“I am just fine. You don’t know what injuries I had,” Llys muttered.  
“Yes, I do. You can’t feel the outside of your leg or either foot and 

whatever hit your head robbed you of your peripheral vision.” Susan 
tapped her lip. She needed to find files.  

“What makes you say that?” Llys furrowed her brow.  
“If you had your peripheral vision,” Susan said with a sigh. “You’d 

see that man creeping up on us with a gun.” 
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Chapter 4 
 

F rei read the text message from Renee and strode through 
the trailer the team had set up. Most of her team were busy 

working on finding a way to release Aeron Lorelei, although they were-
n’t being much help so far. She tapped once on the back door and head-
ed inside. Lilia was at her own computer—retired but unable to stop her-
self helping. If it could be called that.  

“I’ve got an agent, my best agent in a treacherous position; I have 
one POI with her who has lost it completely and the other POI is vulner-
able to attack.” Frei leaned on the desk. “You need to give me some-
thing.” 

Lilia sighed. “My mother prompted Renee, relax. Being where they 
are was better for Renee because she could fight back.” She fiddled with 
the wedding ring on her finger. “Aeron is being watched.” 

Frei rolled her eyes. “No offense but your mother is not exactly sol-
id. How is she going to help anyone?” 

“You’d be surprised,” Lilia said with a smile. “Renee can fight back 
where she is. Whoever is trying to attack them would have on the road 
in public view.” She looked back to the screen. “Which means they know 
Susan is getting closer.” 

“Or… she’s getting more unstable and is perfect to set up.” Frei 
pushed off the desk. “I can’t leave Renee in that position. I’m going in.”  

Lilia tutted. “And?” 
Frei put her hands on her hips.  
“Don’t get feisty with me, I can see through it unlike the others.” 

Lilia gave her a maternal smile. “It’s a shame you can’t talk to Susan 
about it.” 

“I have.” Frei clenched her jaw. Lilia had that uncanny knack of 
knowing the details she didn’t even like telling herself. At least, most of 
them. “They’ll need my help.” 

“Now what would a mere agent be able to do in such circum-
stance?” Lilia raised an eyebrow.  
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Frei stopped. Yes, if she went in, she’d use skills that someone could 
recognize. It would do Renee no good. She sighed. “I hate it when you 
do that.” 

Lilia laughed. “I know. However, my affection includes you also. 
I’m not letting you get hurt either.” She leaned in and smiled up. “Trust 
that I know this is exactly what Renee needs to remind her that she is 
who we know she is.” 

Frei folded her arms. “She’s too injured for that.” 
“But she is the best,” Lilia said with a gentle smile. “I’ve seen her 

pull even the most hopeless case to safety. There is no one who can 
match her. Trust her.” 

Frei slumped onto the edge of the table. “And Nan.” 
Lilia chuckled. “Yes, my mother is ample back-up.” 
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Chapter 5 
 

R enee spun, grabbed the gun, hit the hostile in the stomach, 
side, groin, ripped the gun free and slammed him into the 

filing shelves in one slick move—She looked down at the gun in her 
hand then up to Susan who had wandered off again—Easier than she’d 
expected. 

She stooped down with a wince to check out the guy. Out cold. She 
frowned. How could he be out cold. She hadn’t knocked him out. She 
turned him over as Susan wandered back. 

“Probably the puncture wound in his shoulder,” Susan said, stoop-
ing down and pointing at the blood. “A drug that causes the seemingly 
calm become violent.”  

“Towards everyone?” Renee checked the guy’s pulse—erratic. 
“I only see you,” Susan said in a jovial tone. “And he seemed more 

intent on hurting you… have you treated him?” 
Renee groaned to her feet. “He’s a janitor.” 
Susan shrugged. “Doesn’t mean you aren’t extending your counsel-

ling to random strangers.” She looked her up and down. “Habit of your 
profession.” 

“What is your deal with psychiatrists?” Renee muttered. She knew 
why the inmates would have issues but a doctor?  

“I grew up with one.” Susan tapped her forehead. “And, if you 
could become some kind of ninja again, we have more disgruntled staff 
members.” 

Renee grabbed Susan and stepped in front. At least twenty staff 
members with guns, poles, knifes and you name the sharp objects. She 
looked back at Susan. “What are the chances that you will remember 
this?” 

“Very little, whatever I’ve been injected with is making it quite diffi-
cult to remain alert.” Susan rubbed at her forehead. “And I need to find a 
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file my father placed here…” She went to wander off again and Renee 
pulled her back.  

“You stay in position. You do as you’re told.” Renee held her gaze. 
“No moving, no arguing, no wandering off.” 

Susan nodded. “I’m far too medicated to argue. In fact, It’s quite 
sexy.”  

Renee rolled her eyes. “Wait until I kick their asses.” 
The staff members were none that they’d seen and filtered out like 

military. They hadn’t come down the stairs so there had to be another way 
out. She moved Susan back, using a row of files as cover. There were sev-
eral long dimly lit rows of files, maybe she could lead Susan around them. 
She closed her eyes. A breeze tickled her left cheek. Where there was a 
breeze, there was a draft. She grabbed Susan and pulled her into a trot.  

“Where was the fighting?” Susan muttered.  
“There’ll be plenty.” Renee shoved her into a break between rows.  
Crack, ding, rattle. 
Bullet clipped the files, the metal shelving and the whole shelf 

rocked.  
“Not very stable, are they?” Renee looked up high into the shadows 

above.  
“Yes, it wouldn’t be pleasant if they fell on us.” Susan wobbled as she 

looked up.  
Crack, whoosh.  
Renee pulled Susan back as the bullet hit a file sending dust and pa-

per shooting into the air. She pulled her pistol. “If you remember this, I’ll 
have to drug you myself.” 

Susan nodded. “Yes, would be hard to explain why a psychiatrist is 
armed.” 

“I’m progressive,” Renee said with a wink and ducked out. Fired.  
Bam. 
Hostile dropped his gun and gripped his hand.  
“Either you are an incredible sharp shooter or that was a lucky shot,” 

Susan said, staring at her.  
Renee shrugged.  
Crack. Ding.  
She ducked back behind the shelf as the bullet kicked off it. She 

peeked out the other side.  
Crack. Ding. Rattle.  
Renee braced as the shelving unit wobbled again.  
“I would say that they are flanking us,” Susan said in a jolly tone. 

“How does one escape a heavily armed group of pursuers?” 
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“Cut the path.” Renee leaned out, aimed for the brace on the side. 
Bam. Bam. Bam.  

“Why are you firing at us?” Susan held onto her. “That’s not help-
ful.” 

Groan. 
Renee shoved Susan forward into a sprint. Her back, her legs, 

screamed at her. Pain shot up and down with every step.  
Crack. Crack. Crack. 
Hostiles opened fire, bullets kicked off the files, the metal, the floor.  
“Keep moving. Go.” She fired over her shoulder. Bam. Bam. Bam. 

Bam.  
Groan… rumble. CRASH—Shelving unit toppled, slammed into the 

shelf opposite. Calls. Shouts. Hostiles were diving for cover. Renee 
peeked over her shoulder… and the shelves were still toppling.  

Renee pulled Susan in between two shelves and covered her. Crash. 
Crash. Crash.  

“They aren’t falling our way.” Susan peered out from underneath.  
“No but there’s a lot of blades shooting out for just a file room.” She 

eyed the ripped material on her jacket. Thankfully, no blood. “What kind 
of an institution is this?” 

Susan shrugged. “I don’t know, I just work here.” 
Renee pulled Susan up and moved her into a trot once more. It 

would take the hostiles a while to catch up. She hoped.     
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Chapter 6 

T hree hours later, or at least that’s what Llys kept saying, 
and they were still in the file room. Susan wasn’t sure if 

that meant the file room was that long or if that meant they were wan-
dering around in circles. Either way, her memories made it hard to think.  

 
“If a patient has a sudden desire for violence, when no psychological cause 

or personality traits have been identified, what would your thoughts be?” Her 
father asked like he was, once again, asking her for advice.  

“I would say that they could be suffering from neuropsychiatric symptoms 
and that they should have their cobalamin levels checked, a homocysteine test 
and then perhaps pain medication.” She looked up from her homework. “I told 
you about pain in those with neurological damage before.” 

He nodded. “Yes, I put it in a paper.” 
“No, I put it in the paper, you just put your name on top.” Susan waved it 

off. “They gave you an award for it.” 
“You’re not meant to remember that,” he said, eyeing her.  
“Why?” She frowned at him.  
 
“He was freaking drugging me,” Susan wheezed out, stopped and 

gripped hold of Llys. “Did you hear that? The first one beat and abused 
me, the second one drugged me and used me to get acclaim.” She threw 
her hands in the air. “What kind of freaking scum does that?” 

“Mild,” Llys said, leading them around something on the floor. “I 
would have used far more cussing.” 

“Yes but I got shock therapy when I swore.” She stopped as sweat 
poured from her. “He gave me shock therapy?” 

Llys studied her. “Yeah, me too.” 
Susan cocked her head. “You did?” 
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She nodded and hobbled on in front. “I got sent to… I got sent 
somewhere when I was a teenager because…” She sighed. “It doesn’t 
matter but the therapy didn’t work and I just busted my way out and 
joined the army instead. It was like the army was waiting for me, ready 
to pull me to safety.” 

“Not the only one with delusional parents?” Susan mumbled, be-
ing pulled into yet another row of files. This one had a nice cooling 
breeze.  

“I lost my dad.” She cleared her throat.  
“You learned psychiatry in the army?” Susan asked pausing to look 

up at a section of files. It looked just the same as all the rest but her 
stomach clenched like it was the right spot. “Here.” 

“Yes,” Llys said. “Hence the good with guns bit.” She looked up at 
the shelves. “Which of the umpteen shelves is it… there’s thousands of 
files up there.” 

Susan pulled a ladder from a gap next to the shelving unit like 
she’d done it before and set it up, hurrying up the steps to the level 
which was calling to her. 

 
“I know that file,” she said to him as she strolled into his office. “Why do 

you keep looking at it so much?” 
He was so much older, more weathered, and his once full cheeks were now 

sunken. “Because I failed her. I should have listened but my arrogance blocked 
my way.” He put the file in his draw. “There’s only two copies… I can’t get to 
the other one. Until I can, she won’t have any justice.” 

“Who?” Susan asked, half-listening, half-pulling on her coat to go to 
work.  

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. “It only matters if I can get to that file.” 
 
Susan scanned over the dusty files. She knew her father had shown 

her pictures. She knew he’d trained her, under medication, to remember 
this place. The file was much like every other only it had green marker 
pen at the top. Just looked like a mark or spill to anyone else but he’d 
done it. He’d done it so she’d know. She pulled out the file and stum-
bled down the ladder.  

Crack. Crack.  
“Jump!” Llys raised her pistol. Fired—Bam, Bam, Bam. Her gun 

sounded so different to theirs.  
Susan jumped off the ladder.  
Crack.  
Bullet grazed her cheek.  
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She landed with a thud, twisting on her ankle. She groaned as Llys 
pulled her onto her feet and they sprinted along the rows.  

Crack. Crack.  
Bam, bam, bam. 
Susan winced at the sound. “Why do guns have to be so loud?” 
Llys pulled her to the side. Pressed her up against the shelves. 

“Some are silent. Nasty things. Sound helps you know when to duck, 
right?” 

Susan raised her eyebrow. “We’re not ducking though, we’re… re-
connecting.” 

Llys chuckled. “Not quite the place for it.”  
Crack. Crack.  
Llys raised her pistol. Bam, Bam, Bam.  
Groan.  
Susan sighed. “More shelves being toppled? How will the admin 

staff cope?” 
Llys dragged her into another sprint, leading her this way, that 

way, like she knew where she was going. “I don’t think anyone comes 
down here. The amount of dust on the floor, cobwebs.” She shuddered.  

“You don’t like dust?” Susan held onto the file. Not sure why she 
had it. She was sure it was for a reason. Oh well.  

“More spiders.” Llys shuddered again. “Like the huge one that I 
got off you earlier.” 

She had a spider on her? “I would have just put it down.” 
“Yes, and it would have bitten you.” Llys led her through another 

gap in the shelves as another crash sounded behind them. “Trust me, 
those spiders are not native.” 

“Are you an expert in biology too?” If she could remember why 
she was impressed that would help but Llys needed to be action-
orientated more. She had something about her when she was under-
fire.  

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” Llys said, pushing her up 
against another shelving unit. She pressed her finger to Susan’s lips, 
eyes alert, switching to and fro as if she was listening.  

She spun, gripped someone by the wrist, smashed him backward, 
flipped him over her leg, disarmed him. She stood, pulled Susan into 
another sprint, emptying the bullets out of the gun she’d stolen off the 
man.  

“Is it possible to just fall in love with one side of you?” Susan mum-
bled, looking back over her shoulder. The guy was out cold on the floor.  

“Yes. You’d have to join the line… but, like them, you’d probably 
find me boring elsewhere.” Llys stopped and closed her eyes.  
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“What are you doing?” Susan looked around. This was no time for 
a powernap.  

“Breeze. Waiting for the breeze.” She snapped open her eyes and 
yanked them into motion once more. “Don’t ask. Just move.” 

“You remind me of someone else I know when you’re so… blunt.” 
Only she couldn’t remember who. Why was that and why was she in 
the file room with Llys anyway. “You know, we should really be going 
back to work now.” 

“Yes, if these people, whoever they are will stop shooting at us, 
then we will.” Llys said it in a dry tone. She threw Susan to the side, 
something sharp slammed up from the floor and two men stepped out 
with buzzing poles. “You stay there.” 

Susan could only nod as Llys sprang to her feet, ducked the first 
swing, ripped the pole off him and blocked the second man’s attack 
with ease, booting him in the groin. She swirled the pole hitting both in 
the stomach and flicked up one side, smashing both in face, sending 
them sprawling backward. She threw the second pole behind them past 
the blade in the floor and pulled Susan to her feet and moved them into 
motion once more.  

“What kind of psychiatrist are you?” Susan blinked, trying to con-
trol the odd flicker in her eyes. “Gas.” 

“Yes.” Llys didn’t slow but had a cellphone out texting, dodged 
them around several blades all jutting out of the floor and didn’t once 
walk into a shelf. “Better we get out of here quickly.” 

Susan nodded. “The rate it’s disabling my ability to see is alarm-
ing.” 

She hit the floor. Had she tripped. Cold. She was cold.  
Llys sighed. “This is no good for my back.” 
Susan felt someone lift her up, must have been Llys and clung to 

the file. Why was she holding a file? 
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Chapter 7 

 

R enee hauled Susan along, sure that she was just heading 
around in circles but the shelves in this section were all 

untouched. How huge was the file room? Her hands trembled with the 
strain and whatever toxin was battling its way through her system and 
felt for the breeze. Somewhere in her head, logic told her that she could-
n’t feel that breeze all the way from where they’d started but her in-
stincts fixed on it.  

She dodged around another trap, not sure if Susan was breathing. 
She couldn’t stop. She couldn’t check. If she did, neither of them would 
get out. She fought her blurring vision. It would be a push now.  

 
“You’re a Black,” her dad would always say. “And Blacks are the best.” 
He didn’t need to tell her, she knew. There was nothing like it. Her dad, 

her brother and her on a mountain top. A mountain no one else could call a 
friend. Yeah. Blacks were the best and then some.  

 
Renee shook the odd memory away. She didn’t need to think about 

it. Focus.  
Breeze swooshed from the left, she adjusted, ducked in between 

two shelves.  
Snap. 
Floor behind her shot something up from it.  
She blinked it away. She was reacting. This was the environment. 

Assume everything was a danger, assume that it was built that way.  
Someone shrieked behind her and she fought the urge to turn and 

run to help. They were hostiles. She needed to get her job done.  
 
“Black. You can’t go rescuing everyone.” Her superior officer muttered as 

they hurried through a bullet shattered conflict zone. “I know you want to, I 
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want to but no one howls like that without cause.” He pushed her on by the 
shoulder. “Distractions cost. Never lose your focus.” 

 
Renee spun, hostile behind her. She slumped Susan into a fireman’s 

lift, pulled her gun. 
Bam. Bam.  
Hostile dropped, clutching his leg. Hostile or not, he was human. 

Disable, disarm but give them a chance to pull through. Her dad had 
been the same. No matter how much of a decorated war hero he’d been. 
Disable, disarm, leave them to think about it.  

 
“Black, if you miss the headshot again, I’ll shoot you,” her superior mut-

tered as they cowered behind a wall.  
“They have no more ammunition, no way to get to us. I shot his radio.” 

She set her jaw. “I don’t need to hit him again.” 
“If he’s breathing, he’s a danger.” He scowled at her. “I’ll do it.” 
She shook her head. Went to pull him back. “No, there’s a—” 
He shrugged free, peeked over.  
Crack.  
He slumped to the floor, cold.  
She hung her head. “Sniper.” She leaned back against the wall and turned 

to the bloodied and stunned remainder of their unit. “I’m assuming command. 
Strip him of ID. We move.” 

They nodded, sprang to life and she swallowed. She’d liked her superior. 
They couldn’t carry him. There was no other choice.  

 
Renee pushed away the thought and dodged, only just avoiding 

clattering into a wall. Stupid. Focus. She cocked her head. A wall. A 
wall was good. She searched the stone with blurry vision. A breeze tick-
led her from above. Manhole cover. Half a rusted ladder dangled from 
it.  

Crack.  
She ducked. Bullet pinged off the wall.  
Bam.  
Hostile slumped, gripping his arm, gun spilled.  
Ladder, she needed a ladder. She eyed the wall. Or she could do it 

the hard way. She winced at the thought.  
Crack.  
Bullet hit the shelf nearest.  
Bam.  
Hostile gripped his leg.  
Crack.  
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Hit the wall next to her face.  
Bam.  
Hit the hostile’s arm. Gun spilled.  
She turned and glared. “Fire again and it’ll be through your fore-

head.” 
He scrabbled away from her.  
Snap.  
She winced as spikes speared up from the floor and hit the first 

guy.  
“If you help, we all get out.” She held his gaze. “You want to get 

out, don’t you?” 
He nodded.  
“So get over here.” She placed Susan down as her knees wobbled. 

“Come on.” 
He eyed the spikes, the guy impaled on them, then shook his head.  
“You can do it. He’s set it off.” She held out her hand. “Just walk 

around.” 
He scrambled backward.  
Slam.  
She turned away. Looked like she was doing it on her own.  
 
“Commander, I can’t,” the corporal said. There were three of them left. 

Each of them had a bullet wound. Most of the unit had been picked off but they 
were close now. They just needed to jump the gap between two buildings.  

“Yes, you can.” She urged the other two on. The corporal had a minor leg 
wound and the sergeant was hit through the side. “Corporal, you have to make 
that jump.” 

He shook his head and tapped his leg. “I got no power in it.” 
The sergeant glanced behind them. “Hostiles are getting closer. Move.” 
Renee nodded to the sergeant and he leapt the gap, the brickwork crumpled 

under his foot and he staggered to safety. The corporal had been so brave this 
far. It was his first taste of action. Poor kid. “You have to make the jump.” 

He shook his head again. She could hear the hostiles calling to each other, 
closing in. She grabbed him by the belt and sprinted, dragging him to the edge, 
she threw him and herself into the air.  

Corporal hit the floor running and clattered into the wall, she hit the brick 
work with her foot, it crumbled. Sergeant gripped her arm. “I got you.” 

She turned. Fired.  
Bam. Bam. Bam.  
Hostiles darted backward, the sergeant hauled her up as the corporal 

opened fire. They took cover and she met both their eyes.  
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“Thanks,” the corporal muttered. “Don’t know why I froze.” He shook his 
head, reloaded.  

“It happens. You have us.” She turned to the sergeant. “Wasn’t sure if 
you’d let me drop.” 

He’d voiced how much he disliked her but there was nothing but respect in 
his eyes. “I don’t know how many soldiers could have gotten us this far.” He 
gripped her by the hand. “Only you can get us out.” 

 
Renee sighed and looked down at Susan. “People seem to trust me 

to protect them,” she muttered. “It’s my job. I love my job.” She 
dragged over Susan and attached her belt to Susan’s. She darted at the 
wall, vaulted off it and caught the ladder one handed and swung from 
it scrambling to keep hold of the belt as she lifted up her sore body, fed 
her legs through and dangled herself upside down. She pulled the belt 
and, painfully, dragged Susan upward then, even more painfully, 
pulled herself up to hold the ladder. Susan murmured as Renee hauled 
them up the ladder to the manhole. She shoved it open. Damp night air 
hit her face and she groaned her way out, slumping Susan down next to 
her.  

“I’ve got you,” Frei whispered beside her. They were at the side of 
a road somewhere. The institution was behind a wall of trees.  

“How is that a secure place?” Renee muttered as Frei jabbed her 
with some antidote.  

“Lilia said to check out the old mine routes.” Frei carried Susan to 
her car, jabbing her and placing her in the backseat. “Looks like Serenity 
is built on an abandoned gold mine of some sort.” She laughed. 
“Doubted if they found any gold.” 

“It’s filled with files.” Renee let Frei pull her up and limped over to 
the car. “Why are there so many?” 

Frei raised her eyebrows. “It takes twenty minutes to drive it.”  
“It’s a lot longer when you’re on foot with a doctor with a wander-

ing issue.” Renee slumped into the nice comfortable passenger seat. 
“She thinks Doctor Gossett Senior was experimenting on her and she 
was fixed on the file in her blouse.” 

Frei pulled up the material and raised her eyebrows as she pulled 
out the dusty file. “No name?” 

Renee shook her head. “But whoever it was, Gossett senior had 
guilt issues.”  

“We get her home, you take her in, then head back to the trailers.” 
Frei started the car. “I’ll lurk.” 

Renee nodded. “I think I’ve earned a coffee.” 
Frei flashed her a smile. “I’ll even get you my own brand.” 
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 Renee grinned. Now that made her evening’s work worth it.  
 
 

# 
 

 
Susan woke up and wandered downstairs. Tracy looked up from 

breakfast, raising her eyebrows.  
“Thought you were still out,” she looked Susan up and down. 

“Your car isn’t outside.” 
Susan frowned. “It’s not?” She walked over to the window, then 

turned back to Tracy. “It is.” 
Tracy narrowed her eyes and wandered over with her toast in her 

mouth. “Oh, didn’t think I saw it. Thought you had found a life.” 
Susan laughed. “Are you kidding me. I’m going for the most bor-

ing doctor ever award.” She squeezed Tracy’s shoulder and walked 
over to the plate of toast, pinching a piece. “I get enough issues in 
work.” 

Tracy nodded and joined her at the breakfast bar. Susan listened to 
her chatter, blinking away the grogginess. She kept having the weirdest 
dreams. Ones that starred Llys as some kind of hero. She finished up 
breakfast and got into her car, only to get a message. She checked her 
phone, smiling at Frei’s number: 

 
 The file you retrieved told us why your memory is disrupting you. 

Call me when you finish work. We’ll talk.  
 
Susan rubbed over her brow, sure that she hadn’t pinched any files, 

yet. She started the car as a hazy image floated across her mind’s eye. A 
dusty file with green marker pen on the spine. The name, which had 
been removed, was the same one that her father had written on his file. 
Whoever the woman had been, her name on the file had been the  
pacemaker. 
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