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“Angiotensin-Converting-Enzymes are responsible for hormones that help control your blood 

pressure. It has a powerful narrowing effect on your blood vessels, which increases your 

blood pressure. ACE Inhibitors inhibit or limit these enzymes making your blood vessels relax 

and widen. This, in turn, comma, lowers your blood pressure and improves blood flow to your 

heart.” 

 —British Heart Foundation – bhf.org.uk 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 5: Inhibitor    Jody KLAIRE 

6 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 1 
 

 

I n Serenity Hills, there was rarely a time when calm made any 
appearance. Its walls reeked of desperation and torment; its 

staff harder than the rusty iron bars on the windows, and the inmates 
more cold than its eerie aura. Unforgiving and unyielding, Serenity had 
been built, and excelled, in draining all hope of freedom from those 
within.  

Susan Gossett would find herself in the corridors alone, wandering 
them as if she’d been locked away herself. Somehow, the way the  
corridors veered off next to the bleak claustrophobic tunnels of solitary 
kept prickling at her—like there should be another corridor only it was  
missing; Why?  

“Susan, have you got a minute?” Llys said, one foot landed more 
heavily when she walked. Subtle, but Susan had always been able to 
pick up what other surgeons couldn’t. 

“Only if you let me look at your back. I keep saying this...” Susan 
turned, pulled Llys to her and smiled against her lips. “So stop  
avoiding it.” 

Llys sighed and slid her hands over Susan’s shoulders. “We’re in 
work. I’ll take painkillers. I’m fine.” 

Susan glanced around: No guards.  
Llys stepped back and tapped her on the nose. “I know that look…

We’re in work.” She shook her head. “I really do need your professional 
assistance.” 

Susan pulled her mouth to the side. “Yeah, yeah.” 
Llys chuckled and motioned with her finger as she walked in the 

direction of solitary. “Mainz has been asking questions about Sheila.” 
She glanced over her shoulder. “The inmate who had cardiac arrest?” 
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Susan bit her lip—how could she forget. She remembered the  
written note to herself with her suspicions that Sheila had been given  
betablockers. “What is he asking?” 

“He thinks that the examiner has found something. He wanted a full 
diagnosis and treatment sheets.” Llys blew out a breath. “Sheila had only 
been here a few months. He forgets that I have enough on my plate with 
the reviews.” 

One joy of not being the psychiatrist was that Susan didn’t have to 
present cases for or against patients being released and didn’t have to sit 
on boring panels with Mainz and some guy from the board of  
directors—She couldn’t think of anything more mind-numbing. 

“So you need me to give you a list of medications?” She said but 
why would Llys track her down for that alone? Maybe it was to keep an 
eye on her? If Susan could answer why she wasn’t in the ward but  
wandering off, that would help.  

“You did earlier.” Llys led her through the narrow corridors of  
solitary, the inmates slammed at the doors and screeched. “We were in 
the middle of the file and you went to the bathroom… an hour ago.” 

Susan pulled her mouth to the side. “I forgot?” 
Llys smiled a gentle smile. “Again, yes… But as much as I don’t 

mind cuddling, I’d rather not do it near cells.” 
Good point. She followed Llys and nodded to the prim and proper 

looking secretary. “Looking wonderful today, Leila.” 
The secretary raised her eyebrows and looked to Llys then back to 

Susan. “I appreciate that you feel that way… again.” 
Llys laughed and pushed open her office door. “It’s the blouse. Val’s 

visited three times so far this afternoon.” 
The secretary pursed her lips. “If only my husband paid so much  

attention.” She sighed. “Been years since he told me I was wonderful.” 
Susan smiled. “Tell him the doctor in work thinks so; tell him this 

doctor is insanely attractive as is the hunky head guard.”  
Llys raised an eyebrow. “Making him insecure probably isn’t going 

to help.” 
“Why not?” Susan said, leaning against the doorjamb. “He needs to 

put some effort in.” 
The secretary nodded. “She’s right, Doctor Llys, although he knows 

Val and he has called her a few things but I’ve never heard handsome 
come up.” She chuckled. “And he definitely knows who you are.” 

Susan pushed off the doorframe. “He does?” 
The secretary smiled. “Yes, he’s the manager of the car wash in the 

south of town. He’s seen you with…” She glanced at Llys. “… your 
friend.” 
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Susan frowned. Friend? What friend? She’d never been through the car 
wash and the layers of dirt covering the paintwork proved it. “You mean Dr. 
Llys?” 

Llys eyed her.  
“No, a lady with blonde hair. He says you drop off your car and get into 

hers.” The secretary pulled her mouth into a thin line. “He’s probably just  
mistaken you.” 

Blonde? She’d never visited the car wash with Frei? She’d never swapped 
her car. “Was it my car?” 

“Yes, he’s even written the number for the garage in the dirt.” She looked 
from Llys to Susan and cleared her throat. “Well, anyway, I should get back to 
work.” 

Llys thumbed to her office and Susan swallowed as she shut the door.  
“I swear, I don’t use the car wash.” She held up her hands. She couldn’t say 

that she didn’t meet other women because she met Frei more than needed. In 
fact, whenever Tracy or Llys were busy or somewhere else, she’d call Frei just to 
talk.  

“I know.” Llys studied her for a moment. “It’s okay, I can see that you don’t 
remember.” 

Susan cocked her head. “No… what did I forget?” 
“Me.” She rolled her eyes. “You get in my car and we go for a drive. You 

like getting away and my car is cleaner.” 
“Oh.” Well, that wasn’t sordid. “Why didn’t you say?” 
“Because,” Llys said, easing into her office chair. “We’re not actually  

supposed to be together… professionally.” 
“But everyone knows?” Didn’t they? Ugh, her head hurt being her.  
“No. Val suspects it and Tracy knows but no one else is meant to.” She 

shook her head and motioned to the visitor chair. “Or are you taking up your 
usual perch?” 

Susan went to the couch and lay on it. “I remembered that much. So why do 
you need me?” 

“Mainz thinks you’re responsible for Sheila. He wants to know if you made 
a mistake.” She sighed. “He wants it covered up.” 

Susan turned onto her side. “I think I could be responsible?” 
“I don’t.” Llys shook her head. “Cohesive or not, you’re still an incredible 

doctor. You wouldn’t have missed the contraindications.” 
Susan looked to the door. “But we both know I’m not… completely sound in 

mind.” 
“Who is?” Llys picked up her gold pen. “We need to figure out what  

happened.” 
And for that she’d need Frei.  
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“Yes, but maybe I need to stop practicing? I’m a liability.” She’d told 
Frei that over and over and Frei had told her to keep going, she’d said that 
the meds would wear off and she’d be clear headed, only she felt more  
disconnected than ever and her temper was all over the place.  

“Maybe.” Llys twirled the pen around each finger with the kind of  
dexterity that shouldn’t be possible.  

“Your injuries prevent that,” Susan said, trying not to sound like she 
was accusing her of anything. Llys was guarded about whatever had caused 
her injuries as it was.  

Llys looked at the pen and sighed. “I used to be a lot faster at it.” She 
twirled the pen again. “Helps me think.” 

“What were you, a ninja?” Susan lay onto her back. “Ninja therapy.” 
Llys laughed. “And you’re dazed again… but I don’t think you’re  

responsible.”  
“Have you asked Tracy?” Susan glanced at Llys only to see a sad smile.  
“I’m afraid to,” she whispered and turned back to the file. “So let’s just 

see if we can find out if Sheila had any reason to have been prescribed  
betablockers before she got here.” 

Susan sat up and swung her legs off the bed. “Just don’t get mad if I 
doze off.” She yawned. “Being eccentric is tiring.” 
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Chapter 2 
 

I n the gloom of an empty office, a single light glowed from a desk lamp. Piles 
of papers fluttered in the draft from a broken window. A computer screen 

flickered, its screensaver slowly spinning shapes. A handset dangled, buzzed and 
whined, it’s curled string draped from cold fingers as a figure crept from the door.   

 
“Aeron, what are you doing?” Renee asked, not sure why Aeron had 

slumped onto the floor. They’d been talking about cookies. How could cookies 
give her a pseudo seizure?  

“Doc?” Aeron snapped her eyes open, panic in them and threw herself to 
her feet. “I…er… I…” She glanced around the room then let out a long sigh. “I 
just… um… I’m tired.” 

“Tired makes you pass out?” No, her gut told her different. Aeron had 
been pale, clammy, shaken when she’d told her about Yasmin. It looked the 
same.  

“You think I’m crazy enough as it is, doc,” Aeron mumbled, trying to hide 
her shaking hands by tucking them in her back pockets.  

“Everyone is crazy.” She shrugged. It wasn’t quite the psychiatric way of 
putting it but most any psychiatrist in Serenity would agree with her, she was 
certain of it.  

Aeron blinked a few times than chuckled a soft, low, soothing chuckle. Her 
shoulders unhitched and the panic in her big brown eyes turned to amusement. 
“They teach you that in your fancy Ivy League college?” 

“Yes.” Renee turned before she let any more barriers drop. How did Aeron 
do that? She kept creeping into her thoughts… a lot… odd things: like the way 
she smiled when she talked about Nan—whoever Nan was to her—or the way 
Aeron strolled into her office full of physical confidence even when she was  
almost shy underneath… almost. Then there was that attitude: intelligence 
based, passionate, quick witted and… appealing.  



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 5: Inhibitor    Jody KLAIRE 

11 

“Doc, you okay?” Aeron cocked her head. “Or did your batteries 
get low?” 

And there it was, attitude: teasing attitude that got to her. It  
wriggled under her barriers and ignited something, something she  
wasn’t sure was still there. It couldn’t be. She was too scarred, too  
beaten and yet…she glanced back at Aeron who raised her eyebrows, 
cheekiness in her smile and shuddered—She needed to control that re-
sponse. Where had that come from?  

“Did you have any symptoms when you...” She motioned to the 
floor—regain control, quickly.  

“I got a weird disconnected feeling.” Aeron folded her arms, like 
she was protecting herself. “I feel like I had a kind of flash thing.” 

“Flash?” Renee tried to keep all trace of recognition out of her 
voice. Thankfully, she’d only had the orders from Lilia when she had 
flashes; she’d never seen them herself and she never wanted to.  

“There was an office and somebody got hurt. They were trying to 
ring somebody.” Aeron shivered. “Ain’t sure what Rowlands is so I 
ain’t sure why I… er… dreamed it.” 

Rowlands—the pharmaceutical company that made Susan’s 
medication. They didn’t exist. Frei had hacked every system only to find 
no trace of them ever existing, only the trial in Gossett senior’s notes.  

“Next you’ll tell me you know where that is,” Renee said, hoping it 
sounded like she didn’t believe a word.  

“Yeah, if you get me a map.” Aeron scowled. “You agreed I was 
right with Yasmin.” 

Renee held up a finger, then nodded. “Yes but I’m logical. I agreed 
you were but not how you got to the conclusion.”  

Aeron sighed and turned to the door. “Guess you ain’t interested in 
my help then.”  

Renee bit her lip. There was that attitude, again. “Depends if you’d 
like mine to ensure you don’t have a new cell mate?” 

Aeron turned over her shoulder and narrowed her eyes. “If you do 
that, I’ll tell Nora and she’ll heckle.” 

Nora did heckle; in fact she picked and heckled. Renee was  
running out of Band-Aids as it was.  

“So I’ll put her in your cell,” Renee said, trying to keep her mouth 
straight.  

“Then you really will have issues, you got Band-Aids for me too, 
doc, ‘cause I got big paws.” Aeron held up her hands.  

Sneaky. Fine, she could match that. “It will keep Doctor Gossett 
busy.”  
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“That would work if she weren’t more dazed than ol’ Bailey from 
solitary.” Aeron grinned like she could sense her discomfort. “An’ that’s 
saying something.” 

Aeron was right and she knew it. Infuriating.  
“Doctor Gossett is perfectly fine. You must be mistaken,” Renee 

muttered.  
Aeron wagged her finger in the air. “She ain’t. Whenever she checks 

me over, I keep seeing her yelling at some guy to leave her alone.” 
“Guy?” How did she get this information out of Aeron? Frei needed 

that information.  
“Yup but you said you believed me and now you are sayin’ you 

don’t.” Aeron shrugged but there was a loneliness in her eyes. “An’ 
that’s cheating.” 

There went the barriers. “I do believe you. I just can’t believe that I 
do.” She sighed. “Does that make sense?” 

“It’s something.” Aeron held her gaze with a warmth that made her 
stomach flutter. Not helpful.  

“Yes, well. I’m very interested in this dream and this guy. Do you 
have a description?” She put her hands on her hips. No, no, that was 
how she stood not Llys.  

“Don’t sound much like a shrink.” Aeron’s eyes filled with laughter.  
“Aeron.” Great, now she sounded like her mother.  
Aeron held up her hands with a satisfied grin. “I ain’t got a clear 

picture of his face but…” She strolled over to Renee’s desk, opened her 
bottom drawer and pulled out the map Renee had stashed there, then 
took a pencil out of the pot and circled an area north of Serenity. “You 
know, you’re a lot more solid when you quit thinkin’ on things too much 
and just let yourself breathe.” 

Renee memorized the location, then stopped and stared up at her. 
No, there was no possible way that Aeron could know what her father 
used to say to her but it was almost his exact words, almost. “Noted, 
Doctor Lorelei. When’s our next session?” 

Aeron chuckled. “You just keep your heart about you. It’s kinda 
what draws folks to you.” 

Clean shot, right through her barriers. Cheeky, that’s what Aeron 
was, cheeky. “That’s if you assume I have one.” 

“I know you do,” Aeron whispered with such confidence that it 
stunned her. How did she think that? So she’d celebrated Thanksgiving 
with her, Nora, Aimee and Tiz. When did that grant her such… warmth?  

“Thank you.” It was all she could manage. Wow, had that hit home. 
“No passing out. I’ll see you in our next session.” 
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Aeron strolled to the door, then hesitated and her big broad  
shoulders slumped. “If you get stuck… Talkin’ to yourself or maybe 
praying helps.” 

Renee raised her eyebrows. “Psychiatry doesn’t believe in such 
things.” 

“Yeah,” Aeron said and pulled open the door. “But you do.”    
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Chapter 3 
 

T he evening sun glowed through the large bay window,  
illuminating the deep wood desk with a gentle glow.  

Susan sat in the old dimpled leather chair her father had always  
frequented and flicked through some old tome on psychiatry. She’d 
thought when her father had taken them on the road that he’d sold the 
furniture, his books, but no, every single bit was as it had been when 
they lived there before. 

“I’m going out for a while,” Tracy said, popping her head around 
the door. “Will you be okay or do you want me to call Llys?” 

“I’m on my medication, Tracy. I don’t need a babysitter.” She 
smiled, hoping she’d sounded sincere. “Llys is entitled to do something 
other than heckle me about taking tablets.” 

“Ooh, sounded loaded.” Tracy wagged her finger. “I know you got 
boundary issues, but she’s a catch. Don’t go pushing her away because 
she cares.” 

“How much did she bribe you to say that?” Susan raised an  
eyebrow.  

“A lot.” Tracy winked. “So, be nice.” 
Susan nodded and Tracy sauntered off, slamming the front door, 

twice. Susan went to the bay window. Tracy got into some old car  
modified to look like it was a race car. The exhaust sounded like the 
wreck had flatulence. It did not sound close to Frei’s car—Now that was 
a roar.  

She turned and went to the desk, pulling out the parts of Sheila’s file 
that she’d been able to photocopy between wandering off and getting 
confused. It was harder to concentrate, harder to keep calm and be a  
doctor but she had to.  

She thumbed through the admittance reports from the guards. Val 
thought Sheila stank and had incontinence. Nice—could always count on 
Val’s gentle observations.  
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She flicked to Llys’ report: Llys couldn’t detect any psychological  
issues from their session but had noted her level of anxiety was high. 
Llys had felt that could be the transfer but, other than that, Sheila had 
been articulate and pleasant.  

Susan frowned—wasn’t the Sheila she’d remembered. Sheila had 
been borderline Fury Fiend when she’d had her cardiac arrest… or was 
that right? Susan put her head in her hands. She couldn’t remember. She 
couldn’t remember Sheila having low blood pressure or arrhythmia, she 
could only remember giving her a check-up once when the file said she’d 
seen Sheila three times.  

“You look tense,” Frei said from the doorway.  
Susan didn’t bother looking up. It was easier to pretend she wasn’t 

in love if she stared at the page. “I think I need the medication.” 
“You don’t,” Frei said in her usual bored monotone. 
“Yes I do!” Susan threw the book, the file, and swept everything off 

the stupid desk. “Don’t tell me what I need.” 
Frei raised an eyebrow. “Dramatic.” 
“That’s right. Make a joke of it. What is it to you anyway?” She 

stomped by into the hall and headed for the liquor cabinet. “You get to 
walk away.” 

Frei followed her out. “Yes.” 
“That’s it?” She glared at Frei and her stupid blue eyes. “You just 

stroll in and out; you don’t care that some other woman is here; you 
don’t care that I love you.” 

“If you say so.” Frei walked back into the study.  
Susan picked up two glasses, filled them and slammed both back. 

“Then I doubt you care if I’m drunk.” She marched over to the study. 
Frei had tidied up and was going through the file. “I’m yelling at you.” 

“Yes.” Frei flicked through Sheila’s file. “How did she go from  
placid to violent without help?” 

“I checked,” Susan spat, gripping the glass. Did she want to hurl it 
or fill it and down another? She spun and marched back to the liquor 
cabinet and poured out a third glass. It helped. Stupid, but the stuff 
helped.  

“You checked?” Frei wandered out with the file and took up her 
usual chair.  

“Of course I did. What kind of a doctor do you think I am?” She 
filled another glass, the buzz rolling through her. “She had no  
arrhythmias. I even checked her lactase.”  

“Explain.” Frei flicked through the file, sitting bolt straight as  
always.  
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“She tested negative for the traces we identified that showed  
inclusion in the trial.” Susan poured out another and slammed it back. 
“So I was looking for possible causes of brain dysfunction. Real causes.” 

Frei’s lips twitched. “As in?” 
“Based in medical science not some flouncy idea that tries to box 

everyone into profiles.” She glared down at the glass. She felt better.  
Stupid, but she felt… calm. “Alcohol is a depressant.” 

“Yes.” Frei made notes on her phone.  
“I’m not depressed.” She wagged the glass at her. “But I feel like 

someone poured water on the sizzle in my head.” 
“Wonder of sedatives.” Frei nodded to the bottle. “Best you don’t 

drink the whole thing or you’ll be asleep.” 
Susan placed the glass down and slumped onto the couch. “I tested 

for lactase because it can identify if there’s enough oxygen going to the 
brain.”  

“And?” Frei looked up from the file. She had lovely eyes.  
“Sedatives and alcohol don’t mix.” She sighed and pulled her knees 

up.  
“Good thing it’s ice tea then.” Frei smiled a gentle smile. “So, what 

did you find out about Sheila.” 
“I can’t freaking remember.” Susan rested her head, calm easing her 

frazzled senses. “I tried but I can’t.” 
“What would have caused a lack of oxygen?” Frei leaned back in the 

chair, unusual for her.  
“A whole host of unpleasant things. I also checked to see if her heart 

had released any peptides.” Susan rubbed at her head. “And they came 
back positive.” 

She stopped.  
Frei smiled at her.  
“I remembered.” She sat forward. “I remember.” 
 
Her office was a mess. Getting Sheila to calm down had been one thing. She 

couldn’t sedate her but she needed to calm her. Her previous physicians had said 
her heart was clear, strong. It wasn’t. The test was conclusive. She’d had at least 
one heart attack.  

 
“Keep going,” Frei said, holding out her phone like she was  

recording the whole thing.  
“What do you mean, keep going?” She frowned at her. “Keep going 

with what?” 
“Sheila.” Frei nodded. “Just focus. She’d had a heart attack. You 

found that.” 
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She’d checked the clotting speed but it was normal. There was no sign of 

atrial fibrillation. No sign of myocardial infarction or valve defects. There were 
no abnormalities on her ECG but her blood wasn’t lying.  

“Sheila, please… calm down. I want to help you.” 
Sheila picked up the chair, ripping wood from bolts and threw it. Susan 

ducked behind her desk.  
“Doctor,” Tracy yelled through the door. “You have to let us in.” 
“I can’t!” She snapped. How did she unlock the door with Sheila in the 

way? “Sheila, if you let me help, you’ll feel better.” 
Sheila panted, her face paled. She rubbed at her chest.  
“I need to help you. That pain will only get worse if you don’t.” She held 

up her hands.  
“Hurts.” Sheila rubbed at her chest harder.  
“Yes.”  
 
“Okay, you need to stop,” Frei said and placed something icy to  

Susan’s face.  
The room eased into view and tiredness washed over her. “Why?” 
“How else will I keep myself entertained if you doze off?” Frei 

smiled down at her. “Just rest. Tracy is out, your friend is in work, you 
got me for company.” 

Susan held onto her hand and lay her head back against the  
cushions. “I need that.” 

Frei nodded. “I know.” 
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Chapter 4 
 

H alfway down the corridor from her office, Renee read the 
text on her phone and rolled her eyes. What a surprise, 

Tracy was out and she was working hard and where was Frei? Drinking 
with Susan… again.  

  
 Frei— Susan needs you to get to the files. Check if she ran any 

tests for cardio-issues. Not in her personal copy. 
 
Typical. When did she get demoted? There were other agents for this 

kind of thing. She had work to do. She about turned and headed back up 
the stairs and along the deserted corridor. The night-staff were making 
themselves comfortable around the nurses’ station in the ward—Quizzes 
were a great distraction.  

Maybe she was shaken by her session with Aeron? Normally, she 
didn’t care what she had to do as long as it was to help the assignment. 
But, her assignment was to keep Lorelei safe and get her out, not go  
proving a doctor’s innocence. Susan was Frei’s POI… when she wanted.  

Renee snuck into the file room and headed over to the locked cabinet. 
Sheila’s file would be in there ready for Mainz to scour through it and fire 
Susan for misconduct. Tracy had tried to wave off the questioning but 
when Mainz had stomped in and started snapping at her, Tracy couldn’t 
hold out. She’d been trying to get in the room when the incident  
happened. She didn’t know what had happened but three other staff  
members outside the same door had heard Sheila asking Susan for help 
and Susan telling her that she needed to give her “a dose.” 

Renee pulled out her picks and flicked open the lock with ease then 
scowled. Cupboard was empty. How? 

Smack.  
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# 
 

S usan paced around her bedroom. She’d woken up in the 
night only to find Frei asleep in her bed. Tracy’s car wasn’t 

back, so she must be having a great date, and Llys had text to tell her she 
was doing a night shift.  

Susan’s mind wouldn’t settle. She’d replayed the snippet of a 
memory in her office not sure why she’d locked the door. She never 
locked the door.  

“How is the carpet looking?” Frei said, easing herself up—jacket still 
on. “Any new peep holes into the living room?” 

Susan stopped and perched on the bed. “I always call Tracy in to do 
checks. I leave the door open because, after Uma got violent, I don’t feel 
confident.”  

“Yet the door was locked.” Frei yawned. “So, why did you lock it or 
did someone else?” 

“I don’t know.” She leaned forward onto her knees. “I ran checks. 
I… I can’t remember.” 

“You have to. Mainz will call you in and ask you questions.” Frei 
studied her as if looking for some way to fix it. “If he fires you, they 
win.” 

“Yes, but how can I fight back when I don’t know who they are or 
what happened?” She shook her head. “I would not have given her  
betablockers. I hate them. They cause so many other issues. No, I’m a 
surgeon. I get in there, fix it.” 

Frei smiled. “So who else could have given her them?” 
“I don’t know.” Susan rubbed her bare arms. She was in her usual 

silk nightdress not sure when she’d changed.  
“But you wouldn’t have.” Frei nodded. “That’s all I need to know. 

We’ll assume that someone is trying to get you struck off.” 
“Why bother going through the hassle of inducing cardiac arrest 

when they could have just presented my current state of mind or my  
affair with a patient?” It hurt that Sheila was harmed because someone 
wanted her out of Serenity.  

“Because maybe it wasn’t about you?” Frei eased herself up off the 
bed.  

“You really need someone to look at your medication,” Susan  
whispered. “You need your doses raised.” 

Frei smiled but it was guarded.  
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“What is it with women and pretending they aren’t hurt or sick?” 
Susan folded her arms then shivered. “I’m useful sometimes.” 

“And you have enough to worry about.” Frei pulled a gown from 
the hook and whipped it around Susan’s shoulders. “I think we need to 
look at where Sheila came from.” 

“But she’d been in Serenity for weeks.” The soft cotton felt warm 
and comforting. “I don’t understand why.” 

“Maybe she knew something she wasn’t meant to?” Frei took her 
hand and led her down the stairs. She pulled out a laptop from a  
rucksack next to her favorite chair and switched it on. “So we find out 
what Sheila did to get arrested… and maybe what she did before that 
too.” 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 5: Inhibitor    Jody KLAIRE 

21 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 5 

R enee groaned and rolled onto her side. Whatever object 
had slammed into her head, it hadn’t helped her already 

damaged peripheral vision. She tried to focus on an object in front of 
her then reached out for it only to miss—Great, there went her depth 
perception.  

She eased herself up off the floor, wincing at the pounding in her 
head and the swirling room. Concussion was a pain in the ass.  

A loud snore rumbled through her ears and she tensed, then  
adjusted. In solitary by the claustrophobic cell… and not alone. Greta, 
one of the most violent inmates lay flat on her back, out cold.  

Think, what were her issues? There had to be a way to get around 
her, calm her. Renee eased to her feet, leaning against the wall for help. 
The door looked miles away; the toilet as far; were they or was she  
going to clatter into something and wake her snoring cellmate up? 

Nausea rolled up and she clamped her mouth shut. Her cellphone 
was in her handbag in her locked office. Whoever had hit her couldn’t 
break in without her thumb print—one of Frei’s little additions: the 
manual lock would re-lock if her thumb wasn’t placed on the logo at the 
bottom of the handle. Her cellphone was safe—Greta let out another 
rumbling snore—unlike Renee.  

She checked her bra—she still had her picks but she couldn’t use 
them without making too much noise. It would take her too long to get 
the picks in place. She closed her eyes and breathed through another 
wave of nausea—that’s if she could get to the door without passing out.  

Vertigo swam through her and she slumped against the wall,  
sliding back down. She needed to rest, for a while, then maybe she 
could think clearly. Maybe.  

 

# 
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F rei checked her cellphone again and chewed on her lip. 
She’d promised Renee that she wouldn’t intervene; that 

she’d give her the space to work and show she trusted her. It was  
essential if Renee was ever going to believe in herself again but  
sometimes she really wanted to intervene. Where was she? 

“You look worried,” Susan mumbled from her position hunched 
over Sheila’s file. “Did you find anything?” 

Frei shook her head. “I have an agent looking into something.”  
“And you need them to get back to you?” Susan threw down the 

file with a wheezed breath. “Why can’t you ever tell me anything?” 
“Because I like you enough not to.” No matter how much she liked 

Susan, that was all she could—and would—give. Everyone in CIG was 
the same. Renee had been burned by it; most other agents did, she’d 
never been sympathetic. Wasn’t that fitting? 

“Sugar coat it all you like.” Susan rubbed at the bridge of her nose. 
“I keep coming across Rowlands in her file?” 

Frei cocked her head. “As in a person?” 
“I don’t know. I’d ask myself but if I start having full  

conversations, I am going to commit myself.” Susan met her eyes,  
confused, lonely. “I keep putting it next to her inmate number.”  

“Why?” Frei strode over and hunched to read the file. “It doesn’t 
give her a surname.” 

“No, she is another inmate with only one name.” Susan looked up 
at her. “You think Rowlands is her surname?” 

“Yes, and I think that’s what got her killed.” Frei hurried back to 
her laptop. “The medication you keep taking is from Rowlands  
Pharmaceuticals who don’t exist.” 

“So I recognized her?” Susan shook her head. “I can’t have, can I?” 
Frei turned her laptop around. “Is this the patient you had an affair 

with?” 
Susan studied the screen. “Yes.” 
“Sheila Rowlands.” Frei leaned onto her knees. “Which means that 

the vaccination is defunct.” 
“No,” Susan stared at the screen, eyes misting. “I removed every 

trace of it from her computer.” She tapped her head. “I took the device 
you gave me.” 

“I didn’t give you a device.” Frei shut the laptop.  
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“Yes, or… wait…” Susan shook her head. “No, I took it from your 
kit, or I still had it. Either way, I plugged it in.” 

Frei pulled her laptop back open and tapped in the code for the  
device. Susan was right, she’d plugged it in. It had activated it’s security 
measures and whatever it was attached to had blown. “Did Sheila have 
any burn marks on her?” 

“Facial scarring.” Susan eyed her. “You think she tried to take it 
out?”  

“I think that you just protected every inmate who was tested on.” 
Frei let through the odd tingle of affection in her smile. “But whoever is 
in charge of those trials is cleaning up.”  

“Wait,” Susan muttered and skimmed through the file. “Roger.”  
Frei typed in Roger Rowlands. “He runs an office North of  

Oppidum.” She pulled out her cellphone. Aeron had told Renee  
something similar. “I need to get you back to Serenity.” 

“Hey, I can’t help being crazy.” Susan folded her arms.  
“I know.” Frei shut the laptop and threw it in her rucksack. “I need 

witnesses.” 
Susan raised her eyebrows.  
“If you don’t get your butt to Serenity, you’ll get framed.” She 

checked her watch—Late into the evening. “Find Aeron Lorelei.” 
“Why?” Susan frowned but hurried toward the stairs. “I don’t  

understand.” 
Frei met her eyes. “I trust her… but she can’t ever know that.” 
Susan raised her eyebrows and hurried off.  
Frei pulled her cellphone out and glanced at the staircase. She’d  

follow Susan until she was near Serenity and head north. If Aeron was 
like her mother then she could catch whoever was heading for Roger 
Rowlands and hopefully stop Susan being targeted.  
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Chapter 6 

S usan hurried through the empty hallways, trying to avoid 
Val who was cackling somewhere within hearing distance. 

She glanced toward the canteen then back toward the exit out of the 
wing—Aeron Lorelei, right.  

She crept to Val’s office relieved to see that no one was inside and 
dashed in and yanked Aeron’s cell key off the hook.  

“Doctor?” Val called from behind her.  
Ah great. Susan took a breath and turned around. “Yes?” 
“You get lost or you looking for company?” Val asked with a 

smarmy grin.  
“Neither. I heard Aeron call, she said she feels sick. I want to check 

on her.” Susan put on her best doctor’s stare. “I don’t want any more 
problems.” 

Val nodded. “Sure but she’ll be out cold by now. Maybe she hol-
lered in her sleep. She does that sometimes.” She shuddered. “Creeps 
me out.” 

“No, she talked to me.” Frei had better have been right.  
Val shrugged. “Sure, but you don’t have to go checking alone. I’ll 

happily escort you.” 
Lovely. Susan smiled and it felt strained as Val gave her a nicotine 

grin. “Yes, well, lead the way.” 
Val turned and marched down the corridor, turning right, then 

marched up to the cells which had their own water feature: The stone 
work was even growing its own moss. Lovely. Their own penicillin on 
hand. “Lorelei, you call the doc?” 

“Sure,” Aeron said back—sounded half-asleep. “I got to get 
checked out or I’m gonna… er…” 
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“Be sick,” Susan cut in. “Very well, let’s get you to the wing.” 
Val stared at her. “Doc, she probably just needs it up, why the 

wing?” 
“Are you a doctor?” Susan glared down at her.  
Val rolled her eyes. “Yeah, yeah, pull that one.” She opened the 

cell. “Lorelei, if you’re just making stuff up, I’ll beat you.” 
“Do that and I’ll beat you,” Susan snapped.  
Val crinkled up her mouth. “Just a joke, doc.” 
Aeron stumbled over from her bed and met Susan’s eyes. “Doc, I… 

er… I’m… getting over… um… stimulated?” 
Sounded like something Llys would say.  
“Like Nora, you know… I got to have alone time.” Aeron nodded 

not looking the least bit convincing.  
Val looked her up and down. “Uh huh.” 
“You wanna see me pick?” Aeron held up her hands. “Think of the 

Band-Aids.” 
“Fine.” Val waved them off. “Call me when you finished shoving 

tools up her…” Susan glared and Val shrugged. “When you finished 
checking her over.” 

Susan pulled Aeron by the elbow and guided her down the  
corridor. “I got the funniest idea to find you and ask for your help?” 

Aeron smiled. “I kinda had the funniest dream that I led you to sol-
itary.” 

Susan shook her head. “Good thing I’m crazy.” 
“Yeah, it helps,” Aeron whispered and rubbed at her stomach, 

making groaning noises.  
How did Frei know that? How could she have known Aeron 

would help? How many talents could one mysterious woman have? 

 
# 

 

F rei sped along the narrow lane, lights off, night-vision on 
her car’s head-up display. Susan was under Renee’s pro-

tection now, she had to get to Roger Rowlands. She saw headlights up 
ahead and pulled into a small opening to a field, waiting until it drove 
by.  

She couldn’t follow, she couldn’t show herself. Lilia had made that 
clear. This was Susan’s path, they were only there to assist. Even when 
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she knew the culprit was in the car and that Roger Rowlands would be 
placed in position when she got to the scene. It sucked working in the 
background. It sucked pretending not to care when she did; She did so 
much her stomach rolled. Stupid, but somehow she cared about Lorelei. 
She didn’t know her. She’d never met her but Renee cared, Frei could 
see it almost flicker in her gray eyes, almost. Hope stung but she’d keep 
hoping.  

She pulled back out onto the lane and sped up to the trailer and 
drew her gun. Best she tried to push Renee from her mind. She still  
hadn’t made contact.  

Frei crept up the steps—door was ajar—and pressed the scrambler 
to knock out any surveillance inside. Just a dim light from a desk lamp 
right at the back. She went to the man slumped over the desk—no pulse 
and cold. He’d been stored and moved to the trailer. She gloved up and 
replaced the handset—no doubt the culprit had called the police. She 
had to work fast.  

She inserted her stick into the computer and hit copy, one eye on 
the screen and the other on spotting any detail leading back to Susan: A 
diary with her name and number in it. Wallchart with her extension in 
Serenity, copy of Sheila’s file; on the computer there were emails and 
pictures of Sheila and Susan. Frei pulled out the stick and inserted a  
device just like Susan had borrowed. In seconds the screen froze and 
blanked out.  

Frei pulled a bag from the wastepaper basket—bills to Susan for 
her medication—and filled it with all the planted evidence. She wanted 
to believe that the police would see through it but that depended on the 
police not being influenced. No, she’d clean up.  

“I’m sorry to have to do this, but you can’t stay here,” she  
whispered to the body and hauled him over her shoulder. She strode 
over to a cupboard and picked up some chemicals for cleaning the floor. 
Then she sprayed it onto every surface in the office. The police would 
be there before the whole place went up but hopefully it would keep 
them busy.  

She carried the body out into the night air and stashed him in her 
backseat before she pulled a box of matches from her trunk and headed 
back inside.  

“Hopefully, this counts as being in the background,” she  
whispered to the deserted trailer, lit the match and threw it.  
The chemicals caught light and she hurried back to her car.  
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“Let’s get you to the lab,” she said to the body, slamming the car 
into gear. “And figure out if you are Roger Rowlands… and just what 
happened to you.”  

 

# 
 

R enee took long slow breaths as she tried to keep con-
scious. Stupid that she hadn’t seen someone creeping up 

on her. If she’d had peripheral vision, she would have. If Greta woke up 
and attacked her, how would she fight her off?  

Her back throbbed with agony, her whole body aching with it. 
Some agent she was. Yet again she was in a situation that could  
compromise CIG and her POIs. Frei had hoped she could be a good 
agent again but she needed to face up to it. She wasn’t fit anymore; she  
couldn’t shoot like she used to; she couldn’t retain information, even 
twirl a pen like she used to. Her logical mind demanded that she accept 
it and give everyone a break by taking medical retirement. Every  
stinging part of her agreed but this whisper, this strange, faint whisper 
kept telling her to keep going; that she was needed, that Aeron needed 
her to get up, get out of the cell and give her back her freedom.  

Tears tickled her cheeks as she fought to keep from sobbing. To get 
Aeron out, she needed to work with what she had, then she’d retire. 
Yes—Greta shifted in her sleep—that’s if she got out of the cell without 
being pummeled.  

She closed her eyes. Her dad had always told her that she was solid 
when she quietened her thoughts and let herself breathe. Aeron had 
said similar to her but did she know, could she know, what that meant? 
She imagined energy filling her, like her dad had always taught her; 
 imagined that she could be heard, that someone, that good, was  
listening to her.  

“I need help,” she mouthed, tears dribbling into her mouth. “I 
want…” how could she put it? “I know I can do something to make a 
difference; I know I can help… I want to help… but… I feel so alone.” 

“Doc, I’m telling you, that I get sicker when we get closer to this 
cell,” Aeron said in her soft tones.  

“This one,” Susan said, like she was hoping Aeron was wrong.  
“That one. Best we get Doc Llys some ice ‘cause my head hurts just 

from standing out here.” Aeron let out a moan.  
Greta stirred.  
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“You,” Susan muttered. “Open the cell and get the sedatives.” 
“Doctor,” the guard said.  
Clunk.  
Greta growled.  
“Hit her, quickly,” Susan snapped and Renee could see light from 

the doorway, and someone peering into her face. “I need to get her to the 
wing. Now.” 

“You got it.” Aeron’s hands slid around her—how could she feel 
they were Aeron’s? They tingled with warmth, with something…  but 
what? “I got you, doc. I got you.” 

Renee felt Aeron lift her; the strength, the warmth, everything she 
needed.  

“Let’s move out before Greta wakes up,” Susan said, her tone  
urgent.  

“You got it, doc, whatever is in those shots ain’t done a whole lot,” 
Aeron mumbled and Renee winced as the overhead strip lights of the 
corridor dazzled her. “Lean against me, I got enough bulk to keep it nice 
and dim for you.” 

Renee nestled in, not sure why it felt so good. Then a scent, a scent 
that triggered something filled her nostrils, filled her soul. Aeron’s 
hands warmed, tingly bursts rippled up through her and her headache 
seemed to calm. Renee clung to her, not caring about her cover or  
hiding, but soaked up the comfort.  

“I ain’t sure why you decided to give Greta a session,” Aeron  
whispered as they started up steps. “I should block that thought cause it  
raises my blood pressure.” 

“What did you just say?” Susan said from somewhere beside them.  
“I dunno, doc. Sometimes my mouth says stuff.” Aeron shrugged 

and Renee jostled about. Her vision cleared. Odd.  
“No, no… you said block… blood pressure…” Susan sounded like 

her brain was firing ideas at Frei-speed. “That’s it, you’re a genius.” 
“Er… doc, you kinda need to lay off those meds… they ain’t helping 

your case,” Aeron said with a chuckle.  
“I have… at least I think I have.” Susan muttered on to herself.  
Renee sighed, she wasn’t meant to tell Aeron that. What was she do-

ing?  
“Have I?” Susan asked.  
“Nope. You make me feel fuzzed. I didn’t get that from you before.” 

Aeron hoisted Renee upward, turned and shifted sideways like they 
were fitting through a door.  

Renee dared to look up—the ward was clear, like she hadn’t been 
knocked out even if her peripheral vision was still gone. “I feel better.” 
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  “Serena, you have a lump the size of Aeron’s elbow on your 
head…” Susan cleared her throat then checked through Renee’s hair. 
“Maybe I just imagined it.” 

“I saw it too,” Aeron mumbled, peering down at Renee, confusion 
in her eyes. “You looked a lot more beat up in solitary.” She placed 
Renee down on a spare bed and smiled. “Kinda glad you look less beat 
now.” 

Susan muttered on to herself about blood pressure and Renee met 
Aeron’s eyes, not sure how or why she felt so safe and sent up a prayer 
of thanks. “You are something else, Lorelei.” 

Aeron nodded, cleared her throat then rubbed the back of her 
neck. “You got it, doc.” 

“I don’t know how you did that…” Renee reached for Aeron’s 
hand and gave it a squeeze. “But… I really mean it when I say thank 
you.” 

Aeron’s beautiful face slid into a gentle smile and she winked. “I 
believe you.” 
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Chapter 7 

I n the sparse surroundings of a large meeting room, one long 
desk stretched out with three stone-faced staff behind it: 

Mainz, a guy from the board of directors and Llys. The cold sunshine 
bounced off the plastic flooring and Susan steeled herself, file in hand.  

“Susan, I am glad that you decided to plead your case,” Mainz said 
like he wasn’t. “However, there is a lot of evidence showing your  
misconduct.” 

“You made a mistake, Doctor Gossett,” the guy from the board of 
directors said in a smarmy tone. “We can’t afford that kind of problem.” 

Susan met Llys’ eyes.  
“I would like to hear your side of things,” Llys said, her tone cold 

but her eyes urging her to stand her ground. Llys had recovered well 
from her concussion and Aeron had sat in the bed next to her,  
chattering away about cookies. Susan had left her to it because it was 
clear Aeron being near soothed Llys’ shock. She smiled to herself, Aeron 
was enough to make anyone feel better.  

“Thank you, Doctor Llys,” Susan said and placed her file down on 
the table. “All your evidence is in here. You will find that Sheila  
Rowlands…” She held Mainz’s hard stare. “Wasn’t meant to be here 
and she had been placed, incorrectly, on ACE inhibitors before leaving 
her previous confinement.” Susan held up the name of the institution, 
she’d never heard of it and doubted it existed. “You agreed with the  
diagnosis, Mr. Mainz.” 

Mainz scowled and looked down at it. “That’s not me, it just comes 
under my name because I’m the head physician, you know this.” 
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“Yes, but I sign my own sheets.” She held up a wad of them. “Only 
your staff in the main prison use your stamp.” 

He nodded. “Correct. However, why is this helpful to you?” 
Did he know or was he asking to prove a point to the guy trying to 

throttle his pencil? 
“There was nothing wrong with her heart yet the main prison staff 

placed her on ACE inhibitors which cause the blood pressure to drop. It 
caused her to have cardiac arrest.” Susan wandered over to Llys. “And, 
someone had to have seen this and resuscitated her.” 

“How?” Llys asked like she wanted to smile.  
“I found traces of chemical based adrenaline that, again, is only 

used in the main prison.” She placed the results on the desk. “I did not 
place her on betablockers, and her notes do not contain any reference to 
ACE Inhibitors or medical resuscitative procedures.” 

“So you’re saying someone hid that she had a heart attack?” Llys 
said, scowling.  

“Yes. One of your staff made a mistake, Mr. Mainz. Then tried to 
cover it up only they made it worse.” She placed her findings on the 
desk—Frei had another copy. “Now, if you would be so kind, I would 
like to get on with my job.” 

Mainz met her eyes but his steely ones held a glimmer. If she didn’t 
know better, she’d have assumed he was impressed. “Agreed.” 

“But what of this issue?” The guy muttered.  
“I’ll have it looked at,” Mainz said in a bored tone. 
Llys smiled at her then nodded. “Agreed.” 
“That’s two votes,” Mainz said. “You’re free to get on with some-

thing useful.” 
Susan nodded then strode out of the room. Thanks to Frei, to  

Aeron, to Llys, she’d earned the shot at finding out who was targeting 
her and who’d hit Sheila with the inhibitor.   
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Out Now! 


