
The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 4: Betablocker   Jody KLAIRE 

1 

 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 4: Betablocker   Jody KLAIRE 

2 



Other Titles by Jody 

The Above & Beyond Series: 

Book 1—The Empath 

Book 2—Blind Trust 

Book 3—Untrained Eye 

Book 4—Hindsight  

 

Romance 

 

La Vie En Bleu 

Best Maid Plans 

 

Île Blanche Series 

Book 1—Beached 

Coming soon: 

The Above & Beyond Series: Book 5:—Noble Heart  

 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 4: Betablocker   Jody KLAIRE 

4 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 4: Betablocker   Jody KLAIRE 

5 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Beta-blockers act by slowing the heart rate and lowering the blood pressure,  

reducing the work the heart has to do.” 

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

 

T 
he large office was mostly wooden. Tall, open bookshelves ran 
the length of one long wall opposite to a grand deep wood 
desk with marble-like patterns swirling across it. The floor 
was tile: Marble cut with dark grouting and the ceiling white 

with molded alcoves that seemed as tall to adult as to child. Susan 
stared up at it, perched on the chair her father had once sat in—if he’d 
been her father—and at the desk she’d watched him spend too many 
hours hunched over.  

She pursed her lips. No wonder he’d been working hard.  
Experimenting on helpless patients must have kept him busy. She 
shook her head and turned to the file in her hands. Tracy was in work 
so it had taken Susan all of five minutes to give in and dig out the dusty 
file.  

It was difficult to read her father’s notes on patients because, no 
matter if he was a cretin or if he’d stolen her from whoever the mean 
people in her dream were, seeing his words on paper just played his 
voice in her mind and… cretin, but a missed one. 
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Difficult to read that he would do such a thing. The way he talked 

about the women was so cold, the way he recounted the  
shock-treatments—didn’t work and seemed to make Pacemaker laugh at 
him; the countless medications designed to sedate her to the point of  
collapse—didn’t affect her at all; the operation to lobotomize her—she 
killed the surgeon before he could touch her, and the experimental treat-
ment. Why had her father used the same treatment on Susan? What 
could have made him think a child had something in common…  
anything in common with this vicious criminal?  

She leaned back in her chair, her gaze on the books and books still 
there even when they’d made a quick exit. Why had he made a quick ex-
it? 

 
“That’s not how we do things in civilized society,” her mother muttered, 

tapping her on the hand with a butter knife. “You can’t threaten the house staff 
because they didn’t cook your food properly.” 

“Why not?” Susan glared at her. Why was she listening? If she wanted to 
beat them, she would. They were weak anyway.  

 
Susan blinked the memory away. Another odd image that just  

didn’t make sense… false memory syndrome? Wasn’t that what her  
father had once called it? Not that he could talk, with the medication 
he’d rammed down her throat, it was a surprise she could remember  
anything at all.  

  Susan gripped the file, wanting to grip her father and slap him. 
“You didn’t fix anything, you buffoon. She’s playing you!”  
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She knew the effects of the medication, she’d felt them. She’d never seen one 
patient inflicted with them that had been anything other than illness and, if the 
fury fiends were anything to go by, an enhanced violent streak. Susan slammed 
the file shut and hid it under the desk in the drop down drawer her father had 
always kept bank account details in.  

She strode into her living room and over to the drinks’ cabinet and poured a 
large glass. This was all the medication she needed.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 4: Betablocker   Jody KLAIRE 

9 

 
 
 
 

Chapter 2 
 

S 
usan tried and failed to concentrate during work. The inmates were 
clogging up her office with added complications; with new injuries, 
with more conditions than there should be amongst a group of  
women in a confined space. She’d been confused by a seemingly fit 

patient having a massive cardiac arrest in the canteen even when her heart 
had been structurally normal. She knew. She’d only just run the echo and 
ECG. She’d done adrenaline challenges, blocked ion channels in case that  
revealed any arrhythmia but… no… 

Susan slammed shut her car door fighting the urge to kick it. She never 
got urges like that. She’d always been docile to the point of sleeping—Most 
likely whatever her father had done to her. Idiot.  

 
“You need to keep it shut,” the woman snapped—uniform, familiar. “They will 

hear you if you keep squawking!” 
She glared up at the dumb excuse for a guard. “What do I care? If they hear I’ll 

beat them.” 
The woman eyed her. “You’re seven. What are you going to do?” 
She booted the woman in the shin, shoved her at the fireplace and bolted. Like 

she was staying quiet. 
 
Susan stared at the car. The memories had to stop. She hadn’t done that. 

She couldn’t have. In the memory she’d intended for the woman—whoever 
she’d been—to fall into the fireplace.  

“Susan?” Frei whispered next to her ear. “If you’re going to take this 
long to decide to kick it, I’ll go pour the drinks.” 

Susan spun on her heel and gripped Frei by the shirt. “Why do you have 
to keep sneaking up on me?” 

Frei raised an eyebrow. “I wasn’t sneaking. You were talking to the car.” 
Susan opened her mouth, then sighed. “I was?” 
Frei nodded. “Did it break down on you?” 
She pushed Frei off and stomped toward the house. “Another inmate 

dropped. Another one. I’d tested her and she still freaking went and had a 
heart attack.” 
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“Explains the mood,” Frei said, catching up and overtaking, holding the 
door for her.  

“Tracy get overtime again or something?” Susan muttered, throwing her 
handbag and flicking off her heels. “Forget food, just get me drunk.” 

Frei walked to the fridge. “Mood swings… this is new.” 
“Bite me.” She slumped onto her sofa. “I’m entitled PMS.”  
Frei laughed. “This isn’t PMS, this is withdrawal. From what though?” 
Susan scowled up at her. “Stop looking so stunning and bring me food.” 

What was the matter with her, couldn’t she see Susan was hungry?  
Frei leaned onto the counter. “You realize it has to be cooked first?” 
“Whatever, make it faster.” She slumped back, laughing at herself. 

“Wow… I’m cranky.” 
“Yes.” Frei’s voice was filled with amusement. “So what memory were 

you arguing with?”  
Susan lifted her head to glare at her.  
“Glare all you like,” Frei said, throwing a piece of cheese at her. “I pay  

attention.” 
 
“Why aren’t you in hospital?” she snapped as the guard picked her up and hoisted 

her over her shoulder. She’d got to the fence this time. So close to breaking free.  
“I’ve worked in that hole of a place for fifteen years. You think I can’t take some 

brat shoving me?” The guard threw her in through the door. “Now, quit yelling or 
your grandpa will shoot you.” 

 
Susan blinked a few times as Frei presented a tray with something tasty on 

a plate. “I either have the weirdest brain or I should have been the youngest  
inmate ever.” 

“Well your grandfather seemed to feel the same way if the yelling was an-
ything to go by.” Frei sat and tucked into her own food like she was used to 
people having episodes. “Anything more on the experiments?” 

Susan leaned forward and pushed her food around the plate. “Epilepsy is 
a burst of electrical activity so I can see, theoretically, why they felt they could 
block the pathway from memory to emotional center.” She waved her fork 
around. “The problem is, there’s just not enough known about it, and certainly 
not back then.” She met Frei’s eyes. “Yes there are common precursors to it but 
not everyone who has had a brain injury gets it.”  

Frei smiled. “I’ve had my fair share.” 
“Exactly. A lot of the time it’s idiosyncratic. So therefore, we can only con-

trol the areas we’ve found and treat patients using boxes.” She leaned on her 
fist. “And EEGs… how we capture the electrical activity has a greater than 
twenty percent false negative rate.” 
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“So?” Frei chewed on her food. “How does it work… It must work 
if you’re only getting memories now.” 

Susan sighed. “That’s if they’re real. With sedation, psychology and 
some clever techniques,  you can convince almost anyone something in 
their past has occurred… when it actually hasn’t.” 

“Power of suggestion,” Frei said like she knew it well.  
“Yes… but… our electrical system in our heart is made up of  

electrodes and ion channels. Sodium contracts the heart, potassium 
helps it spring back into shape.” She tapped the fork to the plate. “And 
ablation is now being used for epilepsy as well as heart arrhythmias.” 

“Electrolytes?” Frei studied her like she could understand just what 
she was muttering on about.  

“Yes. With some conditions like Long QT for instance, an ion chan-
nel is over or underactive.” She rubbed at her forehead “But I did a 
whole research paper on the Vagus nerve and how I think it plays a  
major part in both.” She smiled. “Guess good old daddy put that idea in 
my head.” 

Frei held up her fork. “Huh?” 
Susan chuckled. “Your Vagus nerve controls both sympathetic and 

parasympathetic systems—things you have control over and things you 
don’t… like breathing. Which is why if you get flutters, us medical 
wonders make you hold your breath and push down like you’re on the 
toilet.” She shook her head at the wrinkled expression on Frei’s face. 
“Vasovagal maneuver. People do it sometimes to stop hiccoughs. Same 
system.” 

“I’ll take your word for it.” Frei finished her food. “I don’t think 
it’d be a good idea if I tried that.” 

“No, not with your condition, you’d cause bleeding.” Susan shook 
the thought away. Part of her wanted to concentrate on fixing Frei and 
forget Serenity. “Anyway. The experimental medication seemed to fo-
cus on inhibiting the Vagus nerve. So the body didn’t give the buzz that 
hurting others seemed to trigger. That was one side.”  

“And the other,” Frei wandered to the drinks’ cabinet and poured 
two glasses.  

“It took toxins that were known to damage long and short term 
memory centers… like that stuff.” She shrugged and took her glass. 
“And… I would guess they trialed ablations too.” 

“When they burn skin?” Frei took her tray—Somehow she’d eaten 
every scrap of her food without noticing.  

“Yup. But you get that wrong and you can imagine the  
complications.” Susan leaned on her fist. “Fury fiends probably have 
scars.” 
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“How, they weren’t there when your father was?” Frei reclined in 
her favorite chair and swilled her glass around. 

“No. Which means someone is continuing his work.” She sipped at 
her whiskey. She’d take it over experimental toxins.  

“Mainz?” Frei furrowed her white blonde brow.  
“No. He was trying to fix things for Nigel.” She tapped her glass. 

“No, it’s someone who has access to the ward and is a good enough  
physician to cover their tracks.” 

“I’ll run all the staff through my system again.” Frei knocked back 
her glass. “Will you be okay?” 

Susan waved her off. “They’re my memories… or not… but they 
make it interesting.” 

Frei got to her feet and stopped beside her.  
“Go, Tracy is on her way.” Susan reached up and squeezed her 

hand.  
Frei squeezed back and let go.  
Susan knocked back her glass and walked over to the window in the 

living room. She wanted to catch up with some staff members herself.  
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Chapter 3 
 

S 
usan knocked on the door and tidied her collar not quite sure 
why she’d driven out to an old ranch on the outskirts of town. 
Frei would probably tell her that she needed to lie down in a 
dark room or drink more.  

“Hello?” a wobbly voice said from behind the door. 
“Hilda, it’s Susan Gossett. I want to talk to you.” She sounded like 

Frei—impressive. All she needed was a badge and to know one side of a 
gun from the other.  

“I don’t know you,” Hilda said, her tone saying different.  
“Hilda, if you don’t open the door, I’ll report you to the police for 

helping Doctor Gossett Senior abduct a child.” Yes, definitely like Frei. 
Maybe she paid too much attention to her? Susan laughed to herself.  
Being in love with someone would do that. “I’m pulling out my phone.” 

The door swung open and a tiny, shriveled up lady peered up at 
her. “You’re not supposed to remember.” 

“Yes, my dear dad liked to pump me with medication.” Susan 
strode in. It looked much like it had when she was a kid. Her father 
would drop her off and Hilda would spend days putting up with her. “I 
have questions.” 

“I’ll bet.” Hilda shut the door and led her into a dated, but spotless, 
living room. “You want tea?” 

“No thank you, I’ve learned that taking refreshments from people 
involved in kidnapping me may be unadvisable.” Susan perched on the 
edge of the sofa. An odd flash of doing the same with squash and  
cookies rippled through her mind.  

Hilda laughed. “You were always too clever for your own good.”  
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“I needed to be.” Susan crossed her legs studying the elderly nanny. 
She’d not been the odd guard in her memory but Hilda had been one of 
the first people she recognized in her recollections. “Was I his child?” 

“Doctor Gossett?” Hilda shook her head. “No, don’t think they 
could have children. They liked to help children have a better start in 
life. You’re the youngest though.” 

Susan nodded. “The others never wanted to be contacted.” 
“The others can’t remember that’s why.” Hilda poured herself some 

tea out of a silver teapot. “He did the same for the others. Took you in, 
educated you until you were rehabilitated enough to spread your 
wings.”  

“Only, he kept close to me.” She picked at her skirt. “Even after 
mum died.” 

“Yes. You were his favorite project.” Hilda beamed at her. “Have to 
say, he managed something to get that nasty little kid to be such a  
presentable young lady.” 

“So I really was nasty?” Susan let out a long sigh. “I have no idea 
why I was living in some barn with two cretins and a guard.”  

Hilda’s face blanched. “You shouldn’t remember that.” 
“Yes, well… I do. I also have inmates who are suffering from  

complications after my father’s experiments and more being  
experimented on.” She met Hilda’s eyes. “So how did he get his hands 
on the stuff and what is it?” 

Hilda shook her head. “I just did the looking after of you kids. I was 
told you’d settle when you got treatment. You took longer than the  
others but you did.” 

“And you’re going to lie to me and say you don’t know where I 
came from?” Susan leaned forward.  

“Yes. Susan, leave the past where it should be.” She sipped on her 
tea. “You got money, you got a good job. Whoever he took you off, trust 
that he loved you a lot more than they did.” 

“Love?” Susan laughed. “I was a trial. How to make unsociable kids 
useful.” She got to her feet. “If I’d been told, if I’d been allowed to decide 
then that would have been love.” 

Hilda shook her head. “You were mean and you liked it that way. 
You’d have just turned out like your parents.”  

“Who are?” She felt a sudden surge of anger.  
Hilda cowered.  
Susan looked behind her. “What? Are you alright?” She lowered to 

her haunches. “What is the matter?” 
Hilda stared at her. “You’re angry.” 
Susan nodded. “And?” 
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“The others gave me a good beating to get information.” She rubbed 
at her arms. “Didn’t tell them a thing either.” 

Another reason to dislike her father. “I’m not going to do anything. I 
just want to know how to help others like me… who weren’t fortunate 
enough to avoid side-effects.” 

Hilda sighed. “It was a failure. The whole trial caused too much 
damage. Of course, no one outside the institution cared but two  
escaped.” 

“From the institution?” Susan took Hilda’s wrist, checking her 
pulse. Atrial Fibrillation.  

“Yes.” Hilda tugged her hand free like she wasn’t sure if Susan 
would attack. “He continued it on with you. The others regained a lot of 
their memories… most followed the path he’d been trying to keep them 
off.”  

“You need anti-coagulants with this, have you seen a doctor?” She 
was ready to pull her bag over… only she’d left it at home.  

“I don’t trust any of you,” she said with a broad smile. “You’re all 
crooks.” 

Susan pulled her mouth to the side. “Well your experience hasn’t 
helped.”  

“No and avoiding what I said by diagnosing me for the umpteenth 
time since you were a dumpy little ball won’t help you.” She chuckled. 
“Everytime you would come around, you’d check my pulse and lecture 
me.” 

“Well… I was right.” Susan frowned. “What age was I?” 
“Ten. You’d swallowed his medical textbook.” She patted Susan on 

the hand. “And he didn’t believe until he got his fellow doctor to check.”  
Ten? Even she was impressed. She’d been a genius all along. “You 

don’t take medication?” 
“I take what I take.” She wagged her gnarled finger. “As kind as 

you’re acting. I don’t trust you.” She motioned to the door. “Now get  
going before somebody figures out I told you what I did and takes  
advantage.” 

Susan studied her. “Somebody?” 
“You know full well someone wants shot of you. I’m not surprised. 

Kids like you should have been left where you were.” She motioned to 
the door again, loneliness in her eyes. “Go.” 

“I don’t believe you.” Susan stood her ground. “You cared about 
me.” 

“Yes. I cared about the lot of you until you all started turning up 
and taking it out on me.” She sighed. “You all change. I thought I was 
doing something to help.” 
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Susan got to her feet. Nothing she could say would change Hilda’s 
idea of her. Whatever her… siblings… could they have been called that? 
Whatever they’d done to her, if Susan had been the worst, then it was 
useless to try and convince Hilda otherwise.  

“Thank you,” she whispered, ignoring the flash of anger. “I  
appreciate that you let me talk to you and you gave me something.” 

Hilda eyed her, a wariness in her glassy eyes. “Welcome.” 
Susan turned and walked to the door then hesitated. “They 

changed?” 
“Sure. When they stop taking the stuff or it stops working…  

reverting to type is what Blake called it.” She grunted. “Didn’t trust that 
slimy cretin a whole lot either.” 

“Blake?” Susan turned and Hilda cowered again so she held up her 
hands. “Dr. Blake was my predecessor in Serenity… he was killed by an 
inmate.” 

Hilda nodded. “Too good for him. Whatever his excuses… he knew 
exactly what he was doing.” She sucked in her chin. “Least Dr. Gossett 
didn’t pretend he was faultless.” 

Susan smiled. “He didn’t need to… he already believed it.” She 
turned and strode out the door to her car getting the feeling that if she 
visited again, Hilda would have already left. Reverting to type? She 
swallowed down more anger and got into her car. She didn’t want to  
ever be that kid again.     
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Chapter 4 
 

S 
usan got out of the car, her mind buzzing too much and her emo-
tions drained. She’d driven around and around for hours. She 
knew of a few siblings who’d never contacted her back, even 
when their father had died. Was Hilda right about them too? 

There was only one person she felt close enough to talk to… and Frei 
wasn’t going to be happy she’d sloped off.  

“How did it go?” Frei asked, aviators on, jacket collar up,  
sun-bathing her pale features.  

“You’re not meant to know I went anywhere,” Susan muttered. 
How could she concentrate when the woman looked so… Frei-like? It 
was unfair.  

“FBI,” Frei said and tapped her perfect nose. “So, did she give you 
answers?” 

“Yes but they only made me ask more questions.” Susan flopped 
against the car beside her. “It turns out that I was some gutter-born brat 
with a violent streak and dear daddy decided that by drugging me, I 
would change my character and become a useful member of society.” 
She sighed and rolled enough to take in Frei in sunlight. “Only there 
were quite a few of us and nearly all of them reverted to being gutter-
born brats… or so she said.”  

Frei held up a printout. “She was right. The reason no one replied to 
you as they were all in prison. Whoever told you where they were was 
lying.” 

Susan leaned her head back onto the car. “There’s a surprise.” 
“Not only were they in prison but most are there because…” Frei 

leaned onto the car with her elbow facing Susan. “They’d be in Serenity, 
put it that way.” 

Susan groaned. “Great, so I become an inmate where I work?”  
“No.” Frei pulled down her aviators. “You have something they 

don’t.” 
Susan wagged her finger. “If you’re going to say heart, you really 

missed the surgeon tag.”    
Frei raised an eyebrow. “And why are surgeons getting a raw deal?” 
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“We cut people open for a living. Sometimes, I wonder how similar 
the psychological profile for doctors and inmates are.” She let out a long 
sigh. “Either way, if my temper is anything to go by, it might be better I 
don’t see patients anymore.” 

“You’re not quitting,” Frei said in her usual curt tone.  
“Why, you going to force me to cut people open?” She turned, leaned 

on her fist and poked Frei in the shoulder.  
“If I have to.” Sounded resolute. “You’re one of the best doctors, you 

care and patients need you.”  
Susan rolled her eyes. “Flattery gets you everywhere with me, you 

know that.” 
Frei tapped her on the nose. “Good. Listen to me, I’m a genius.” 
Susan pushed off the car with a chuckle. “Now you sound like me.”  
“Genius in common.” Frei walked her to her car. “We’ll find the  

people trying to frame you. Your family could have been targeted like 
you.” 

“Hilda said that they beat her.” She opened her car door.  
Frei shut it. “Hilda helped him experiment on kids. She’s not a great 

source.” 
Susan yanked her door open and narrowed her eyes. “But she was 

right and she said Blake was a scumbag.” 
Frei shut it again. “Blake died trying to help fix what they messed 

up.” 
Susan pulled the door open and pulled Frei closer by her jacket. 

“What makes you so sure?” 
Frei leaned her forehead to Susan’s. “I’m a genius. Did you miss that 

part?” 
Susan smiled. “Your humble modesty must have made me miss it.” 
Frei pulled her into a hug, squeezed, took a long slow breath and 

bundled her into the driver’s seat. “Just remember what I said. “You have 
something they don’t.” 

Susan growled. “That’s right, drive me crazier, that’ll help.” 
Frei slammed shut the door.  
Susan wound down the window. “What is it I have?” 
Frei flashed her the kind of smile that made her legs quiver. “Me.”  
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Chapter 5 
 

H 
ow many patients were falling apart? Seriously? Susan had 
been sprinting from ward to wing to theatre as it felt like 
every patient was hurting themselves or getting ailments 
they didn’t have before.  

“Doctor,” Tracy said, headed to the sink and turned on the taps. “I 
don’t know about you but I want a vacation… or a cell to lie down in.” 

Susan wandered over and tuned on the tap with her elbow. “Five 
appendectomies, two lung punctures, seven catheters, a traumatic brain 
injury, two major flesh wounds and… tonsillitis…” Okay so the  
tonsillitis was a bit easier but still. “What are they doing on the wing?” 

Tracy shook her head, scrubbing her hands free of blood. “Thought 
the second flesh wound wasn’t going to stop bleeding.” 

Susan focused on her own hands, she’d had less busy afternoons in 
the ER. “Me too. It was like she was on anti-coagulants.” She’d checked 
the patient the week before as she’d been experimented on and her blood 
was fine.  

“Tell me about it.” Tracy pointed down at her blood soaked  
uniform. “Glad she was a clean one.” Her term for non-disease carrying  
patients. “You look better today.” 

Susan smiled. Yes, Frei taunting her by being so wonderful had mel-
lowed her—funny that. “My impromptu tour of the poky one-way lanes 
helped me relax.” 

Tracy shook her head. “Uh huh… nothing to do with Llys then?” 
She shot her a cheeky smile. “Because you two are talking more again.” 

Susan focused on her hands. They’d had breakfast in Llys’ office 
and Susan was feeling guilty because she was drooling over Frei. Llys 
seemed delighted with the attention at first then distracted like her  
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pending appointment with Aeron was on her mind. Susan understood 
that. The both of them shared that trait: workaholic. “I should invite her 
for dinner.” 

Tracy hummed her approval. “Even if she does get you  
preoccupied.”  

Susan raised an eyebrow as she wiped her arms. “Don’t know what 
you mean.” 

Tracy wagged her finger. “You’re like me. When you got someone 
raising your hormones, you wear it on your face.” She laughed her 
coarse laugh. “You got a bit weird before but I guess she knows about 
your meds now.” 

Susan tensed. “Meds?” 
Tracy rolled her eyes, walking over to the locker and stripping off 

her uniform. “Yeah, your meds. Why do I have to keep having this  
conversation. I wrote it down, I gave you a pill box, do I need to do some  
recording or something?” 

Susan shrugged. “Probably. Will it help me remember?” 
“When you take the things it does.” Tracy stripped bare and Susan 

turned to stare at the wall. “Yeah, ‘cause I’m such a stunner you couldn’t 
help but gawp?” 

Susan chuckled. “Yes. That’s exactly why.” 
“Weirdo.” Tracy hummed to herself. “You were great but when you 

started… inviting Llys over… the first time.” All said in smutty tone. 
“You stopped taking your meds. Think you didn’t want her seeing you 
had an illness.” 

“You think I do?” Susan turned and then averted her gaze—Tracy’s 
bare butt waggled around as she dug out a fresh uniform.   

“Yeah. I don’t get why you’re so worried about it.” Tracy hummed 
some more. “So you need tablets. Plenty of people need tablets.” 

“Yes but theirs are to do… whatever it is mine do.” She’d not  
remembered ever telling Tracy or taking them before but she must have.  

“Make you sane.” Tracy poked her in the butt. “You know the 
amount of nurses I know that are on meds to make them sane?” 

“If you’re talking about the ones working here, I can believe that.” 
She folded her arms then pulled off her shirt and skirt, trying not to feel 
awkward. “Although they need higher doses.” 

Tracy snorted and made a point of turning to stare up at the ceiling. 
“So do you sometimes.”  

“Not funny. Do you undress in front of men who you aren’t  
sleeping with?” Susan muttered, pulling on a fresh set of clothes. 

“Only the ones I’m seducing,” Tracy said with a wink.  
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“Exactly, and I’m not seducing you, you’d leave bruises.” Susan 
pulled on a fresh white coat. “You think they’d notice if we escaped?” 

“Yes,” Tracy said, pinning on her watch. “Don’t think your fancy 
woman is good with a scalpel.” 

Susan cleared her throat.  
“What…? she is?” Tracy eyed her then turned and groaned. 
Yeah, Llys was in the doorway looking like she was torn between 

laughing and yelling at Tracy. “Fancy woman?” 
Tracy strolled to the doorway. “Yeah, mind all you doctors are the 

same, surgeon or not, so maybe a scalpel is your thing.” She winked 
and headed out, her laughed as lewd as always.  

Susan shrugged. “Can I claim innocence?” 
Llys smiled and leaned against the doorway. “No. Unlike Tracy, I 

have seen you undress, doctor.” She turned and rolled her finger. “But I 
need such sexy things as a urine sample tested.” 

Susan closed her locker and sighed. “You know how to get a wom-
an interested.” 

“Thought so. I’m sure my patient is delusional.” Llys strolled along 
but that stunted step always caught Susan’s eye.  

“I know how she feels,” Susan mumbled. “Dinner at mine… and 
I’m going to take a look at that back.” 

Llys frowned at her.  
“Hey, you offer UTIs, I offer back examinations… you can’t keep us 

under control.” Susan bumped her arm. “Dinner and a backrub.” 
Llys sighed but her eyes twinkled. “Doctor’s orders.”  
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Chapter 6 

 

S 
usan yawned trying to keep her head up as she spooned her ce-
real into the cereal dish. The morning sunshine bathed the 
kitchen in a yellowy glow and she felt part-content, part-guilty. 
It didn’t matter that she kept telling herself that Frei wasn’t 

available and Llys liked her, her heart ached like she was cheating.  
“Morning,” Tracy said in the kind of tone that meant an  

interrogation was due.  
“Yup.” Susan poured milk in only for it to already be full. Hmmm.  
“You forgot again, didn’t you?” Tracy said, heading to the fridge. 

“You really need to tell her you have to take it.” 
Susan leaned on her fist. “I could have… I can’t remember.” 
“You couldn’t have because she would have made you take it,” 

Tracy said, slumping down onto the stool next to her. “She left early.” 
“Yeah, she needed to change her clothes.” Susan waved off the 

look. “Yes, we both get she stayed over.” 
“You didn’t want her to go, huh?” Tracy eyed her. “That why 

you’re scared to tell her? You love her or something?” 
Susan’s stomach wriggled. She loved Frei.  
“Ah, I can see it.” Tracy chuckled and pulled over the coffee pot. “If 

you’re set on her, it’s only fair she knows you’re crazy.” 
“Thanks.” Susan stared at her breakfast. She felt crazy. She couldn’t 

remember much about the night at all. She remembered that she’d en-
joyed it, sure, but other than that: nothing. What kind of girlfriend was 
she that she couldn’t remember anything? No, Llys would be hurt if she 
told her.  
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“You know she’s into you, right?” Tracy said and glugged down her 
coffee. “I mean, when you were off your meds after your accident and 
dumped her, she was really down.” 

Because she needed another guilt trip. “But I didn’t know I was on 
medication.” She pushed her bowl away. “I’ve never even heard of it.” 

Tracy sighed. “Here we go again… I told you this so many times.” 
She poured more coffee. “When I first moved in, you sat me down and 
you explained that you were in Serenity because you were crazy and any 
place else you’d have been struck off.” She held up her hand. “Yeah, I got 
the story about some patient dating you too but like I believe that.” 

“You think far too much of me.” 
Tracy waved it off. “You told me that you have a condition that 

makes you forget things; you get delusional sometimes and you are tak-
ing some trial medication to try and get rid of it… only you forget to take 
it.” 

“Poor compliance…” Susan pulled her mouth to the side. For Tracy 
to know, she must have told her.  

“Yeah, you think your parents had issues.” Tracy patted her on the 
hand. “You said that your adopted dad, Doctor Gossett, that he gave it to 
you.” 

“I did?” How much had she told her… and why hadn’t she told  
herself? 

“Yes.” Tracy sighed. “You said you had to leave your job because 
you didn’t take it for the first time ever to see if you were cured and then 
you forgot who you were and it was noticed.” She shrugged. “For all I 
know, that could have been where the patient bit came in.” 

Susan rubbed her hands over her face. “That sounds logical.” 
Tracy nodded. “Mainz knew your dad so gave you a job.” 
“Did I say anything else?” Maybe she was just crazy? What was real 

and what wasn’t?  
“You always ask me that.” Tracy shook her head. “So take your 

meds and take them when they say to… I prefer you sane… ish.” She got 
up and placed her dishes in the sink, then strolled off out of the door.  

Susan looked down at her bowl—she’d somehow eaten her breakfast 
and had three cups of coffee if the dirty cups were anything to go by. 
Why had she used a clean cup each time. She gripped her head. A  
horrible feeling crunched through her stomach. It could just be paranoia? 
She sounded like she needed medication.  

If Tracy was right, if she had always taken it, then stopped it, it 
would explain why she’d made the dumb decision to date that patient. It 
would explain why she’d run… it would explain a lot of things.  



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 4: Betablocker   Jody KLAIRE 

24 

“Susan?” Llys cocked her head and padded across the kitchen 
floor. “I must have overslept.” 

“I thought you’d gone home?” Had she imagined it? Oh, it was a 
sicky feeling. 

“No, how could I when you made it very clear that I was staying 
and having a lie-in,” she said with a smile. “You were getting me  
breakfast in bed.” 

“I think I’m nuts.” Not technical, not medical but who cared.  
“Well, I would have made it worth your while so I agree…” Llys 

raised her eyebrows. “But you’re welcome to state it out loud.” 
Susan wheezed out a breath. “No, I really think I’m crazy.” 
Llys pulled up a stool opposite her. “You’re not, you just got given 

nasty medication when you were a child.” She smiled a warm smile. 
“We checked it out, remember?” 

“No.” Susan sucked in more breaths. “I can’t remember anything.” 
Llys nodded. “Which is part of coming off them. I got all the  

information and we sat and went through it. Would you like to again.” 
Susan nodded. “Please.” 
“Okay,” Llys poured herself a coffee. “You had trial medication be-

cause your adopted father believed you had schizophrenic tendencies…  
Personally I disagree with his diagnosis. I just think that you had  
Attention Deficit Disorder, you were moderately autistic and…” Llys 
reached over and took her hand. “You had an incredible IQ level. You 
still have.”  

“I do?” Okay, those things were far less gut wrenching than his  
diagnosis.  

“Yes but ADD wasn’t around then.” She smiled. “And most kids 
have imaginary friends, psychiatrists just get anal about things.” 

“Oh no… I talked to people?” Why did anyone let her go to  
medical school? 

“No. You had a pet dog.” Llys held up her hand and wandered off.  
Okay, a dog sounded less delusional. Dogs were cute.  
Llys came back with a file in her hand. “We found this together… 

in the archives. I’ve no idea why it was there.” 
Susan picked it up. It was her father’s writing. “He thought it 

would help me forget I was abused and focus?” 
Llys nodded. “But the medication never made it to market. It’s got 

more side-effects than any drug I’ve seen.” She leaned in and brushed 
the hair from Susan’s face. “Including amnesia, delusions, confusion, 
among a host of physical issues.”  

“Right.” She’d looked up the medication and found nothing.  
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“We realized you were on it after your accident. The doctor wanted 
to section you.” Llys smiled. “But you’ve got me around so I took  
responsibility for you.”  

“Why?” Now she felt more guilty than before.  
“I care.” Llys tapped the file. “But, if you’re having trouble then 

you’ve had a drink.”  
Susan nodded. “I shouldn’t?” 
“No.” Llys leaned on her fist. “It’ll take months to get you off them 

properly and it’s tough but you made the choice to do it.” She held up a 
sheet of paper with Susan’s writing on it. She’d wanted it.  

“I wasn’t confusing my memories then?” She’d talked to Llys too. 
That was good. Llys was good and she wasn’t running. “They aren’t 
pleasant.” 

“We’re not sure what is real and what isn’t. I do know that you 
were angry with him for medicating you and I know that you felt he 
was doing it to others.” Llys leaned in and kissed her. “So, you are  
going through his files to see if they were. That way, we can get them 
off the medication too.”  

“But you said it was banned.”  
“Yes.” Llys frowned. “I don’t know where you got yours from be-

cause no pharmacy around here has ever given it to you.”  
“Tracy?” She knew about it. She needed to talk to Tracy.  
“No, you felt she would tell Mainz if you were off the medication 

and he would fire you.” Llys sat back. “As far as she is concerned you 
are medicated.” 

“You’re very patient with me.” Susan chewed on her lip. She must 
have felt close to Llys to tell her.  

“No, just enjoy your company.” Llys pecked her again and got up. 
“But, I was supposed to be making sure you don’t drive.” She held out 
her hand. “You just have to put up with my driving.” 

“I heckle?” Susan got up and headed to the door only for Llys to 
stop her and hand her shoes.  

“Yes. I drive like I’m ancient… or so you tell me.” Llys pulled open 
the door. “I need to be more exciting.” 

Susan slapped herself on the wrist. “Consider me told off.” 
Llys shrugged. “I probably am boring but boring can be useful.”  
Susan smiled and caught up to her. “Boring is good.”   
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Chapter 7 

 

R 
enee strolled up to Frei in the clearing and folded her arms. 
“You owe me for this.” 
Frei sighed and leaned on her slick car. “Yes. If she’s told Tra-
cy things under the influence of that medication, we have to 

watch her closely.” 
“She loves you, you get that?” Renee rubbed at her back. “I’ve  

collected all the medication, fed her the story, and given her a low dose 
of sedative to calm her.” 

“I don’t know what this crap is, Renee. I don’t know what it’s done 
to her.” Frei took the packet of tablets. “What jerk does that to her?” 

“Maybe Gossett was right?” Renee braced for the glare. “Maybe 
she needs it?” 

“Or maybe she’s never been on it and someone’s given it to her to 
shut her up.” Frei shoved the tablets in her pocket. “She was clear and 
coherent when I met her.” 

“I agree.”  
Frei shoved her hands on her hips, jacket drawn back like wings. 

“That it?” 
Renee nodded. “I don’t think she’s mentally ill if that’s what you 

mean. I would have spotted it, medication or not.” 
“Do I hear confidence?” Frei’s lips twitched.  
“Yes. I got drilled by psychiatrists, they all make you feel  

unhinged.” She shrugged. “Besides, Tracy has been trying to help her 
and inadvertently making her worse.” She rubbed at her arms. “She 
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seems to respect Susan enough not to push her to take them, just  
remind her.” 

“So, how do we keep her from taking them?” Frei tapped her  
pocket. “Susan got the meds from somewhere.”  

“I’ve taken her pad off her. No prescriptions.” Renee stretched out 
her aching back. “And, good thing for us, the vials seem to be helping 
her.”  

“She’s sleeping?” Frei stared out at the overgrowth creeping onto 
the road.  

“Yes. First time in months. It’ll help.” Renee reached for Frei’s hand 
and gave it a squeeze. “But, if you’re not careful, she’s going to share 
with Tracy about this odd woman who she keeps seeing.” 

Frei rubbed at her chin, staring down at her feet. “I can’t not see 
her.” 

“No, but… perhaps we’ll have to ensure she understands that you 
aren’t just in her head?” Renee ducked to meet Frei’s gaze. “Which will 
be hard if you keep so distant.” 

“I have to be.” Frei turned and ripped open her door. “Just keep 
her safe, Renee.” 

Renee held the door open. “Who is that better for, you or her?” 
“Both.” Frei pulled the door shut and screeched off.  
Renee sighed and hobbled back to her car. Guess she was on a  

two-POI watch all over again. She got in and started the car. Good thing 
she could multi-task. 

 
 
Susan pulled out the needle from her patient’s arm and smiled 

down at her. “I know that wasn’t pleasant but when you cut yourself on 
rusted things, you need a shot.” 

The patient rubbed at their arm. “Stings, doc.” 
“It does.” She walked over to her desk and slid into her chair. After 

talking to Llys, she felt freer, more able to cope. Who knew, psychology 
could be useful. “I’ll keep an eye on you over the next few days and that 
wound.” 

The patient looked down at the gauze on her leg. “Dunno why I 
walked into the stupid thing.” 
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“It doesn’t matter.” She smiled, feeling sanity wash into place. A 
good feeling, a content feeling. “Tracy will take you out.” 

Tracy hoisted the patient out of her seat and then popped her head 
back in. “You’re taking them?”  

Susan nodded. That’s what Llys and she had agreed to say. “I’m 
guessing that I’m more rational?” 

“Yeah, you even gave her the right shot,” Tracy said with a chuckle.  
Susan frowned. “I don’t?” 
Tracy shrugged. “Sometimes I have to watch you and give you the 

right one but you’re on a roll.” She gave her the thumbs up. “Think I 
might ask Llys to move in.” 

Susan waved it off and looked down at the file. It was the inmate 
who’d had cardiac arrest. There was a note at the bottom of the file… her 
writing and she wasn’t sure if she could believe herself. The patient had 
a good structural heart but a low BP and a very slow heartrate. Any  
doctor would know not to give her medication that dropped either. She 
chewed on her lip, then ripped off the bottom of the sheet which said:  
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Out Now! 


