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Chapter 1 
 

The walls of Serenity Hills filled with a cacophony of yells, calls, 
screeching and slamming. The guards whispered to each other as new 
inmates were shunted in and the resident inmates jeered and heckled 
the wide-eyed new arrivals.  

One arrival bore a dripping gash to her face. She was led through 
the canteen up the speckled stairs, past the office where a watchful Dr. 
Llys leaned against her office door, and down the narrow corridor to 
the medical wing. Val hammered on the door which swung open to an 
empty ward.  

“Doc?” She croaked out, her hoarse voice wheezy. Her allergies 
bugged her although maybe it was spending too much time in the bar? 
Nah. Allergies. “You here, Doc?” 

“In here,” Tracy muttered, poking her head out of the doctor’s of-
fice. “Are you flipping joking. She’s only just got off the bus and she’s 
in here?” 

Val shrugged. What was she meant to do? “Girls were checking her 
over. She slipped.”  

Tracy rolled her eyes. “This that slapper you’re into again?” She 
shoved the arrival on the chair in the office. “She makes everyone acci-
dent prone.” 

“Dunno what you mean.” She wasn’t into anyone. Not exclusively. 
Not unless either Llys or Gossett were going to flash those pretty smiles 
her way. Yeah, wouldn’t she love— 

“Try not to dribble,” Tracy snapped and turned to the patient. “I’ll 
have to fix that now, won’t I?” 

The arrival stared at her feet.  
“You better not squeal.” Tracy put on gloves, grabbed a load of 

stuff from the side and stared dabbing at the arrivals wound. “You got 
anything nasty?” 

The arrival shook her head.  
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Val pulled out her cellphone and flicked through her messages. 
“You hear that they’re still looking for the guy who shot old Marshall?” 
She picked at her tooth. Shouldn’t have had a burger for breakfast. 
“Who’d care about him enough to pull a trigger?” 

Tracy slopped a load of stuff on the inmate who yelped. “I said, 
don’t squeal.” She slapped her across the head. “I have a hangover as it 
is.”  

Val snorted. Yeah, Tracy got around the prison more than she did. 
Like she could call anyone else slapper? Most of the guys over in main 
prison had a running score on her. She smirked. Bet she was feisty.  

“What are you smirking at?” Tracy glared at her.  
“Nothin’.” She went back to her phone. “Police are saying that 

someone was seen leaving the house… like the Stanfords can see past 
their noses let alone as far as the road.” She yawned, then belched. On-
ions. Nice. “Billy from the main prison said that the police are saying it 
was a woman.” 

“Val. I couldn’t give a crap about some old bloke on a farm.” Tracy 
yanked out a load of needles and whatever the stuff was on the side. 
Looked like string. “I don’t care what Billy thinks, and if a woman want-
ed to shoot the fool, then good on her.” 

Val raised her eyebrows. “You should take Aspirin for that head-
ache.” Tracy was prickly most days but she looked more sour-faced than 
normal.  

Tracy stopped from threading her needle and wagged it. “Do you 
want me to sew your mouth shut?” 

Val held up her hands. “Didn’t think you were supposed to do that 
stuff. Thought the doc was meant to.” 

Tracy narrowed her eyes at the inmate. “She is but, as you can see, 
the doctor has more important things to do than fix up some stupid 
gash.” She jabbed the needle into the inmates cheek. “If I do it wrong, 
she can just cut it open and start again.” 

The inmate’s eyes widened.  
Tracy clamped their shoulder with her hand. “Move and I’ll sew 

your eye shut.” 
Val snorted. “Where is the doc?” 
Tracy sewed up the wound. “Exactly.” 
 

# 
 
Susan pulled on her shoes and shot a smile over her shoulder as Frei 

stretched and sat up against the pillows. She should really feel guilty 
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about not answering Llys’ text when she was hard at work on a double shift, but 
she didn’t. The only thing she felt was smug.  

“Why don’t I drive you to the clinic?” Frei whispered, her eyes brighter in 
the streaming sunlight through the window. It was a motel room of all places. 
Hardly romantic but she didn’t care. “We can fix the issue in Serenity remotely.” 

“We had this argument already.” She stood up and brushed down her skirt. 
Crumpled. She should go home and change that first.  

“Yes. You seduced me as a distraction.” Frei’s eyes softened. It hadn’t taken 
a lot of convincing. It hadn’t even taken whiskey. Just a kiss and she unraveled.  

“No, I seduced you because I love you.” She leaned over and kissed her. 
“And I’m still going to work.” 

Frei pulled the bedsheet up and folded her arms across her chest. “Then 
how do you call it love when you want me to watch you hurt yourself?” 

“I want you to let me fix something personal. Then I want you to let me look 
after you.” She sighed and picked up her handbag. “Just like I don’t ask ques-
tions when you disappear. I trust you to come back.” 

“I’m an agent. I carry a gun.” She got out of bed and pulled Susan around to 
face her. “You don’t even know who’s pointing the gun at you.” 

Susan smiled. Far too pleasant a view.  
Frei lifted her chin and narrowed her eyes. “It doesn’t matter how many 

times you seduce me, I’m still going to protest.” 
That sharp blunt tone was gone. It had faded into a warm soft sound full of 

a beautiful lilt, a foreign lilt. “Ursula, I don’t know who you are. Unless you want 
to answer my questions, don’t ask any of me.” 

“I told you who I am.” Frei scowled, her white blonde eyebrows almost 
translucent in the sun.  

“Yes, you did but the person you showed me last night didn’t match up.” 
She leaned in and kissed her again. Frei made it far too easy to just stay in the 
motel room. “And it… it changed something.” 

“What?” Frei studied her, eyes glinting, shoulders hitched. Was she really 
scared of rejection? How could she be? 

“I love the woman I met in here so much more.” She smothered Frei’s face 
with kisses until she chuckled. “There, right there, that woman.” 

Frei thunked her head to Susan’s shoulder. “You’re not meant to know 
about her.” 

“No… but I do now.” She kissed Frei’s soft earlobe and pushed her back. 
“And I’m expecting to meet her far more often, especially when I’ve resigned 
and can spend more time hearing her laugh.” 

Frei sighed. “You had better fix it, you’d better get through this…” Her tone 
was blunt again. “You dare get hurt and…” 

“And…?” Susan smiled. Oh she was cute underneath.  
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Frei growled. “You’ll see me in a bad mood.” She turned and strode off 
into the shower room.  

Susan cocked her head and walked to the shower room door. “Is that 
your way of telling me you love me back?” 

“Yes.” Frei shoved on the shower, back turned to her. “Go to work.” 
Susan snuck in and kissed her between the shoulder blades, squeezed 

and hurried out to a soft chuckle. Frei loved her back. Homerun.  
 

# 
 
Susan hurried down the corridor hoping that Llys was in her office and 

no one was going to catch her before she could sneak to her desk and pre-
tend she’d been doing paperwork.  

“Doctor,” Tracy snapped as she headed into the ward. “You forget your 
watch?” 

“Morning, Tracy,” she chimed. Always good to have staff who heckled.  
“Morning?” Tracy glared up at her from doing some poor souls blood 

pressure. The way the poor woman was wincing made it look like her arm 
was being crushed. “We moved on from morning about two hours ago.” 

Was it really that late? She looked down at her watch. Oh well. “I had to 
do some research.” 

Yes, didn’t that make Tracy roll her eyes. “I got here, on time, with a 
raging hangover.” She scowled. “You just wander in when you feel like it.” 

“Yes,” Susan said with a grin. “I’m a doctor. We do it a lot.”  
“First time you’ve acted like one in a while.” Tracy pointed to the pa-

tient still wincing. “New one, she decided to visit. I had to sew her up. Me. I 
don’t get paid to sew people.” 

Susan raised her eyebrows and examined the stitches. “That’s not bad. 
I’m not sure she needed twelve but it’ll make it neater I suppose.” 

“Blame that on Val. She was nattering on about some bloke getting 
shot.” The BP machine beeped and she glared up at it. “It’s high. Why?” 

“I don’t think she’s doing it on purpose.” Susan smiled down at the 
poor woman. She didn’t like to think how Tracy and stitches worked. “Did 
you use local anesthetic?” 

“No.” Tracy filled in the chart and shrugged. “I can’t give it and I’m go-
ing for tea.” She turned and stomped out of the ward.  

“I see you met my delightful staff.” She smiled at the inmate. “Do you 
need me to give you something for the pain?” 

The inmate glanced at the closed door and pulled something from her 
bra. “Help.” 

Susan took it. A note that said. “Ted Stevens. Sick. Meds make me sick.”  
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“You’re Ted?” She leaned forward and adjusted the BP strap and started 
the reading again. Too tight and the reading would be high.  

The inmate shook her head. She pointed with a shaking finger to “Meds 
make me sick.”  

“So Ted gave you the medication?” She asked.  
The inmate nodded. “Help.” 
“Do you know what it is?” She looked up at the BP monitor which beeped. 

Low BP, far too low.  
The inmate reached in her bra again and handed her a handful of mashed 

tablets.  
The guards were on form with their searches today it seemed… or… 

“That’s why you cut your head?” 
The inmate nodded.  
“Why did you think I could help?” She studied the inmate. She looked 

withered, exhausted, some definite neurological symptoms if the bobbing head 
was anything to go by.  

“Corporal.” The inmate spluttered it out.  
Susan frowned. “You know her?” 
The inmate nodded.  
“Then you must keep this to yourself.” She took the tablets. “I’ll run these. 

Just rest now. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”  
The inmate winced and lay back into the pillows and Susan hurried into 

her office and pulled out her phone.  
“You’ve decided to resign?” Frei asked, her tone the usual blunt sound. 

Hadn’t taken her long to pile back on the armor then.  
“No. I have medication I need you to run… and could you run a search on 

Ted Stevens. He may be a doctor or not, but he’s giving out medication.” She 
chewed on her lip and covered her mouth with her hand. “My mother sent 
someone my way.” 

“How do you know it’s her?” Frei grunted, yet she was tapping. Must be 
checking.  

“She knows her name in here.” Susan stopped. Footsteps in the ward. “I 
have to go, text me.” She shoved her phone in her pocket, the meds in a sample 
bag and shoved them in her handbag.  

“Doctor?” Tracy shoved her head around the door. “Are we running the 
usual list today or are you slacking on that too?” 

Susan put her bag in her bottom drawer and locked it then shrugged on 
her lab coat and hung the stethoscope around her neck. “Happy now?” 

“Happy?” Tracy rubbed at her head. “There’s too much pain in here for 
that kind of crap.” 

Susan raised an eyebrow. “Alcohol does do that to you.” 
“Yes.” Tracy narrowed her eyes. “You know that better than anyone.”  
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“Ooh, you are in a lovely mood.” She chuckled. She was usually 
still too drunk to have a hangover. Then again, she hadn’t realized she’d 
been on medication. “You’ll feel better when I tell you to run a batch of 
bloods on our inmate.” 

Tracy pursed her lips. “Don’t blame me if she squeals.” She 
slammed the door.  

Susan perched on her desk and picked up her first file. Business as 
usual then.   
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Chapter 2 
 
Frei strode from the car, the sun warm on her face. Renee leaned 

against the fence in the clearing with a scowl dipping below the rim of 
her sunglasses.  

“Susan didn’t call back,” she muttered and flicked her hand through 
her blonde hair. “I don’t know where she was. I’m on a late lunch.” She 
snapped a blade of overgrown grass fluttering against her cheek. “I 
called you... and you didn’t call back either.” 

“No.” She stared at the greenery. It was odd to think that just 
through the woodland, over a brook, the gray stone of Serenity blotted 
the vista. “She’s sent me the name of a doctor. Ted Stevens. From the 
vague stories I could find, Stevens was a British hematologist who was a 
high-flyer, young, got struck off for missing a basic condition and tried 
covering it up.”  

“What does Stevens have to do with her not answering her phone?” 
Renee snapped off another blade of grass and fiddled with it. She liked 
to do the same with her trash too. She’d make all kinds of shapes with it.  

“I followed the trail to California. Stevens fell off the grid there.” 
Frei leaned her head back to enjoy the sunshine.  

“Helpful, as usual.” Renee pursed her lips and twisted the blade of 
grass more tightly. “Why are you telling me about Stevens?” 

“Susan thinks Stevens is the one experimenting on the patients.” She 
flicked out her phone. Susan was convinced of it. Why? Yes, someone 
claiming to be her mother had smuggled in the patient but how could 
they be sure. All they had were Susan’s unreliable memories.  

“I think Susan is unstable and needs to be pulled out before she 
hurts herself or someone else.” Renee put her hands on her hips. “Urs, 
the woman has more mental health issues than the inmates. She thinks 
she remembers these things but she can’t remember having a conversa-
tion with me most of the time, with or without that medication.”  

“I agree.” And it hurt to say it. Personally she believed Susan. She 
trusted her memory but professionally, what could she say? Renee was 
being logical. Susan had been fed experimental medication since she was 
small. Gossett Senior had manipulated her thought process under the 
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medication. Yes, she’d been in the archives and found some file, yes that 
file seemed to tell them a lot but only Susan could read it. So could she 
really read it or was she just experiencing some delusion? 

“So why aren’t we pulling her out?” Renee peered over her sun-
glasses. “Why isn’t she on her way to some location with a new identi-
ty.” 

“I’ll talk to Lilia. It’s her call.” Frei flicked through her messages. Su-
san’s patient was having complications of some sort. She needed the re-
sults quickly. “Until then. I need you to take the medication off her 
somehow and get it to me.” 

Renee raised her eyebrows. “I’m an agent not a locksmith.” 
Frei smiled. “Fine… Susan will get them to me.” She eased her 

shoulders back. “Update on Lorelei?” 
“I sent an appointment letter. She’s supposed to meet me for an up-

date in a few days.” Renee sighed and shoved her sunglasses back up. “I 
don’t know. All the press about her being released… it was brutal.”  

“You’re not supposed to check up on your POI once they’ve been 
helped.” Frei folded her arms. Yes, if only she took her own advice. 
“And you can’t become emotionally involved.” 

Renee glared at her. “I am not emotionally anything. I’m doing my 
job.”  

Hmmm. Defensive for someone so innocent. “I’ll talk to Lilia. Keep 
an eye on her in the institution.”  

“And what about the little problem with the police?” Renee threw 
her hands in the air. “I’ve been questioned twice. As if they could tell I’m 
lying through my teeth.” She wagged her finger. “It’s an insult.” 

“Unless they have her on camera?” Frei pulled off her aviators and 
tapped them to her lip. “I’ll hack the department.” 

Renee raised an eyebrow. “You haven’t already?” She rolled her 
eyes. “I’ve been working my ass off, double shifts, keeping a watch on 
the wandering one and you, you’re just working out.” She turned and 
limped to the car. “You owe me a drink for that.” 

“You can handle the hangover,” she shot back and strolled to her 
car.  

“Hah!” Renee got in and revved her pathetic excuse for an engine.  
Frei roared her engine to life and slid on her aviators.  
Renee scowled and sped off. Why bother? Renee’s car could only 

manage zero to a hundred in ten seconds. She slammed her foot to the 
floor and shot past her. Yeah, her baby did twice that. She leaned back 
into the seat and grinned. Oh yeah.  

 
# 
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Susan pinched the bridge of her nose as she read the latest kidney 

function test from her inmate. So far the only identification she could get 
was a mumbled response that sounded like Floss. That’s what Susan was 
going with, and Floss’s kidney function was at thirty percent. 

The bloods were normal other than the kidney function, no traces of 
acute kidney injury, no reason why the kidneys would be suffering so 
badly. She’d run an ultrasound and they looked fine. She didn’t want to 
resort to more invasive until she knew what the medication was. She 
picked up the blood count again. The B12 was… fifty? She shook her 
head. Why wasn’t it highlighted? Severely deficient should be in read 
with an asterisk not in black. Must be the deficiency. It caused neurologi-
cal issues, oxygen to organs, like with the others. Aeron wasn’t in the in-
stitution to take a blood sample and convert it. No, she’d have to try 
something else. She injected her with B12… she only hoped it would 
work.  

 
Three hours later, she scowled at the lab report. After injecting her 

the numbers should have soared but no, the B12 level was now forty. 
Why wasn’t it working?  

 
L.A – Her practice was busy but she was so exhausted. She ran her own 

tests and just could not raise her B12 even with injections. She needed extra 
help. The office of the hematologist was bland, boring, the usual no nonsense dé-
cor of a busy physician.  

“Doctor Gossett,” the doctor said. “Come in. I had the chance to evaluate 
your lab results.” 

 
Susan blinked away the memory. She’d been through it too? It was 

when she had a convertible. She changed that when she started having 
an affair with her patient—less easy to spot. So it was before. So how had 
she raised it? 

“Doctor Gossett,” a man snapped in a rough voice. Sounded half-
drunk.  

She turned and peered at the sweaty looking man in front of her. 
“And you are?” 

“Detective Evans.” He flashed his badge, attached to the inside of 
his jacket. Sweaty armpits. Very nice. “I’ve been trying to contact you.” 

“I’m a busy doctor, Detective and my patient needs my full atten-
tion.” She went back to the bloods. Hopefully he’d thrown himself out.  

“I need to ask you a few questions.” He stomped up to her.  
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“Then do but don’t expect me to answer.” She walked over to the 
cabinet and drew another dose of B12 up. She held up the needle and he 
winced. Ah, the sight of a nice sharp needle could always sort the detec-
tives from the dropouts. “Fire away.” 

“I need to know where you were between the hours of eight and ten 
pm a week ago.” He pulled out his notebook and mumbled some date.  

“I’d have to consult my diary.” She gave Floss another dose. If that 
didn’t work, she’d have to think about an infusion.  

“You don’t remember?” He scowled at her.  
She pulled the needle out and swiped it through the air. He jumped. 

“No. I have slept since then.” 
“Where is your diary?” He scuttled out of the way as she strode at 

him and over to the sharps bin. 
“On my phone in my pocket. However, I’m a little bit busy right 

now.” She walked back to Floss and pulled out the reflex hammer. She 
tapped the knees. Brisk and then some. She tapped the heels. Nothing. 
“Sub-acute degeneration of the spinal cord.”  

The detective winced again. “I need to know.” 
She glared at him. “Is this the same silly conversation I had with 

your colleagues?” She fixed him with her best doctor’s stare. “They 
showed up at my house asking questions before. I believe I told them 
where I was and so did the two women present?” 

He nodded. “Yes, they did confirm you were talking to them.” He 
went back to his notes. “Doctor Llys?”  

“Then why are you asking me again?” She would have to get the 
medication analyzed soon. The BP was low but it was lowering. It would 
affect the heart.  

“Because we have a contradictory witness account.” He cleared his 
throat. “And I happen to believe them.” 

She laughed. “Good for you.” She wrote down her notes. The night-
shirt nurse strode in with a stern face. “I want you to escort this gentle-
man out of my ward, then I want you to run this to the lab.” 

The nurse nodded. “Yes, doctor.” She stepped in front of the detec-
tive. “The doctor needs to work now, thank you.” 

He scowled. “I’m not done with my questions.” 
The nurse tutted. “Well, the doctor is and, in this ward, she is more 

important than you.” She barged him out of the door and Susan chewed 
on her lip. She was in trouble, she could hear by his tone. He had some-
thing on her. She smiled at Floss, hoping it was reassuring. She may be 
in trouble but she was a doctor first.      
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Chapter 3 

 
Susan leaned onto the polished wood desk in her father’s office and 

tried to focus on her own notes. Floss still hadn’t stabilized but she had 
needed to get the medication to Frei so she could run a sample, and she 
wanted to write down what she could remember of her memory from 
L.A.  

Not a lot, was the short version. She couldn’t remember the face of 
the doctor, the voice was cultured and British, the voice was female how-
ever. Distinctly female so there was no way it was Dr. Stevens. She 
couldn’t remember how they’d raised her B12 level either. The only 
thing she could remember was an odd voice in her head soothing her, 
and telling her that having an affair would help relax her. Must have 
been two memories mixed into one.  

She pushed her own notes to the side and focused on the Pacemak-
er’s file. She was hoping that Gossett Senior, or Bucher as he was really 
known—still couldn’t fix the name to him—may have information on 
what was in the medication. 

 
The Pacemaker has done the impossible. She has escaped from heavily 

armed guards and walked out of Serenity without so much as being spotted. 
Every staff member has been questioned but none can remember. Pacemaker has 
used the trial medication on the staff. I am unsure if I’m impressed or horrified 
how our staff lack the awareness to know when they are being medicated.  

Nevertheless, with Pacemaker at large, I will have to relocate with Susan 
until Pacemaker can be recaptured.  

 
Susan smiled. She shouldn’t have, Pacemaker had been a violent 

criminal but, it was a victory over the guy who’d made her that way. 
Gossett Senior had then listed the trial notes. Not the actual chemicals in-
volved but the side-effects. Cyancortical, Cobalaminide, and neuron-
suppressors. She frowned. The neuron-suppressor could diminish 
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memory perhaps but neurons were needed for a lot more than memory. 
Cortical loss occurred when the kidney suffered injury or disease etc. 
and Cyan was for Cyanide, the small portion of the medication that 
helped it metabolize. She’d never had the kidney problems the patients 
in Serenity did now. She’d only lost one through an accident. So did it 
protect the kidney? And Cobalamin was B12. The “nide” could mean it 
was a toxin of some sort. So why would they want to damage a patient’s 
B12 or did the original neuro-suppressor cause an increase?  

She scribbled out her notes. If she could remember more, she could 
list side-effects, compare them with Floss’s and come up with some ideas 
of how to help.  

 
“Runt, you want to do something useful.” The guy followed her from the 

hospital where she was doing her residency. Everytime she thought she’d gotten 
rid of him, he just found her again.  

“Go away.” She hurried down the windswept street. It was bad enough 
that her father was on at her to strike out on her own and not take the limelight 
of his surname. He wanted her to change it. She wasn’t going to. It wasn’t like 
he was a physician. The only doctors who’d know about him would be into psy-
chiatry and she was not going to hang out with them.  

“Runt. You’re needed. I’ve got a girl in trouble.” He hurried alongside her. 
Nasty eyes. Slimy. “You gonna help?” 

“I’m not interested.” She fixed on the light of the block of flats. It was a se-
cure place. She’d found one with its own security. Next, she would learn to 
drive and then he wouldn’t be able to get to her on the street.  

“I don’t care. You’ll do as you’re told.” He grabbed her by the elbow. 
“When Pacemaker wants something, you give it to her.” 

She slammed his arm back and shoved him into the wall. She turned and 
ran. The security guard stepped out onto the street. Just focus on him. Ignore 
the guy. Just get to safety.  

 
“Susan, you in?” Tracy called out from the door.  
Susan shoved the files and her notes in the bottom drawer and 

locked it then picked a random book off the shelf and eased into the 
reading chair beside the window. “In here.” 

Tracy poked her head in. “You look comfy. You planning on sleep-
ing through again?” 

“I must have needed it.” She yawned. “And Floss will keep me on 
my toes so I’m sure I’ll make up for it.” 

“Yeah.” Tracy rubbed at her face. “You know, I got all dolled up for 
that idiot and the whole date he goes on about you.” She pursed her lips, 
shuffled to the desk and slumped onto the edge. “Can you believe it?” 
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“Who?” Susan asked. Tracy went on more dates than any woman she 
had ever met. At least five nights a week.  

“That hunky officer who was here.” She sighed and let out a shud-
dering yawn. “He said the detectives are all focused on that stupid shoot-
ing.” She picked at her very short skirt. “I’m there showing leg and the 
guy is asking if I’d seen you before they showed up.” 

“Yes, I had a similar conversation with a detective, in the ward.” Su-
san tapped her fingers to the armrest. “He decided to let me know, he had 
a witness saying that I was near this place, wherever it was, and that he 
didn’t believe Llys.” 

Tracy laughed, eyes wide. “No!” 
“Yes.” She chuckled. It sounded comical retelling it. Maybe she was 

overtired? Couldn’t imagine why that was… “I can only assume what 
Llys will tell him when he asks her.” 

Tracy nodded. “You were on the phone to her, couldn’t he track the 
log or something?” 

She hoped not. “Probably.” 
“Where were you, anyway?” Tracy let out another yawn. “Other than 

shooting innocent blokes for fun.” 
Think, where was she. “I went to pick up a surprise for Llys… and 

then my car wouldn’t start.”  
“Oh, so just tell them that,” Tracy said like that fixed everything. 

“The shop or whatever could confirm it and I can be the focus of my 
date’s attention.” 

Susan laughed. Tracy was always one to prioritize. “I can’t.” 
“Why?” Tracy leaned in.  
Yes why… think… “I’d rather no one know what the surprise was…” 

That sounded terrible. Sounded like she was proposing but she was sure 
Llys was wearing a ring already.  

Tracy sniggered like a teenage girl and tapped her nose. “Oh… I’m 
with you.” She winked and got up. “You fancy a coffee. I need coffee.” 

Susan shook her head. “No, I’m going to sleep… again.” 
Tracy tapped the book. “Good, because you’re holding it upside 

down.” She sniggered again and strolled out.  
Susan covered her head with the book. How was she going to explain 

that excuse to Llys?  
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Chapter 4 
 
Susan checked the lab report again. She had to do something. She’d 

injected Floss with ten milligrams of B12, and the nurses had done the 
same overnight, and Floss’s B12 level was seventy five. It should be in 
the thousands. The active B12 test was even worse. That was only thirty.  
The folate had dropped so she’d ploughed that into her and that had ris-
en. The higher range of normal for that would help the B12 metabolize 
into something useful. The iron level was moderate.  

“Doctor, why do you look like you’re going to cry?” Tracy mut-
tered, peering over her shoulder. “Whoa, she doesn’t much like the B12, 
huh?” 

Susan shook her head. “Her kidney function is only thirty. It’s not 
getting worse or better which is something I suppose.” She threw the lab 
report on the bed. “We’ll try the infusion.” 

Frei hadn’t come back with anything on the medication. Where was 
she?  

“You got it,” Tracy said, heading over to the medical supply store-
room. “You got the power?”  

“How do you know what it is?” Susan frowned and then smiled at 
Floss but she was glazed over.  

“You made me do it with a few others when they had that virus or 
whatever it was.” Tracy pulled out the drip, the bag and smiled. “You 
made me watch a video too.” She wagged the drip at her. “You better 
not make me do it again.” 

Susan smiled. She hoped that it didn’t look vague. “Right. Well, if 
you know what you’re doing, take another blood sample then run that to 
the lab.”  

Tracy scowled. “Which means you’re off somewhere.” She stomped 
over to the bed. “If you’re making coffee, I want a coffee.” 

Susan smiled. “Of course.” She hurried out of the ward and down to 
Llys’ office. The receptionist looked up. “Is she in?” 

“Yes.” The receptionist glanced at the door. “She’s not in the best of 
moods though.” 

And that was probably her fault. She winced. “I’ll try and fix that.” 
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“Please do,” the receptionist whispered. “It’ll save me hiding under 
my desk.” 

Susan knocked on the door.  
“What?” Llys snapped.  
Oh she really was in a bad mood. Susan took a deep breath and 

walked in, shutting the door behind her. “Before you start, I don’t know, 
I woke up in my car, I may have consumed a lot of chips.”  

Llys sighed. “You’re lucky that I believe you.” She went back to 
whatever she was stabbing out onto paper.  

“Your back?” Susan walked over and knelt in front of her. “Did you 
try lifting something?” 

“No. It’s this chair. I’ve been in this chair more hours than I’ve been 
out of it and I may throw it through the window.” Llys wrinkled up her 
mouth. “And my painkillers ran out.” 

“Then I’ll prescribe more.” She helped Llys up off the chair and 
eased her over to the couch, making her lie flat. “Take the pressure off 
it.” 

“I can’t just lie around, I’ve got patients to see.” Llys groaned and 
relief filled her eyes.  

“Then try telling them that you’re working from their perspective. 
Make them sit in your chair and take notes.” She smiled down at Llys. 
Guilt nibbled at her, this kind woman loved her, cared about her and 
was in pain. Where had she been? With Frei, the lovely Frei in a motel 
room.  

Llys raised her eyebrows. “Does me wincing really have that ef-
fect?”  

Oh dear. She may have been drooling. “Always. It’s a physician 
thing.” She leaned on the edge of the bed. “Can I use your beauty to help 
me think?” 

“As long as I don’t have to move.” Llys studied her. Her eyes twin-
kled like she was genuinely tickled.  

“Thank you. You see B12, Folates and Iron work together. They are 
the heavy load carriers, if you lose any of them, you are anemic in differ-
ent ways.” She walked over and pulled a spare sheet of diagnostic paper 
and a pen. “Usually this shows up in your MCV reading… however, 
megoblastic anemia, B12, enlarges Mean Cell Volume…” She tapped the 
pen to her lip. “Iron can shrink it.” She frowned. “Maybe they equal each 
other out?” She scribbled the results down. “But the Ferritin level, the 
Iron store, was normal.”  

“Riveting. If I understood a word of that, I’d be delighted for you.” 
Llys let out a heavy sigh.  
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“However Homocysteine rises when certain B vitamins are deplet-
ed. Folate is one, that’s B9 and Cobalamin, which is B12 are two. The B6 
was fine. But that was normal, you see. Even before I treated with fo-
late.” She scribbled that down. “And that makes no sense with a read-
ing as low as Floss has.” 

“Then maybe the other vitamins were okay?” Llys muttered it like 
she was mad at the B vitamins for being anything other than correct, or 
maybe it was her back pain. “Would the other two make the result nor-
mal.” 

“Yes!” Susan put her hands on her hips. “But the kidney function is 
low and there’s no rise in the urea reading.” She wagged Llys’ pen. 
“Malabsorption would show up. There’d be other low readings. The on-
ly ones are where the cyanocobalamin injection is dropping the level.”  

“I’m completely lost.” Llys eased her back around and groaned. 
“But keep going.” 

“Yes. Cyanocobalamin isn’t right. No. She needs Methylcobalamin 
or better Adrenocabalmin.” Susan tapped her lip again. Yes, of course. 
“The experimental dose contained cyanide. The replacement I’m giving 
her could just be flushing the toxin… keep going!” 

“There are too many cobalamins for my poor brain right now.” 
Llys held up her finger. “But flushing toxins is always good.” 

“Yes, and that’s why we have an issue with this medication.” She 
nodded and strode around in a circle like she’d done in theatre when 
she was excited. “To reset the damage, you first flush the toxin, only 
then can you inject the active form needed.” 

“So she’s having side-effects from a medication?” Llys turned her 
head with a whimper and studied her.  

“Yes. The same… or a similar one to mine.” She wagged the pen in 
the air again. “And by depleting B12 and raising the Homocysteine lev-
el, you cause brain shrinkage.” 

“Why would that be the aim?” Llys raised an eyebrow.  
“Because that’s a sure fire way to make them forget and no one 

would go looking for why that damage has been done.” She met Llys’ 
eyes. “I’m going to cross-analyses both samples, mine and Floss’s. There 
has to be a difference.”  

“Still confused… but you sound like you know what you’re on 
about.” Llys whimpered as she shifted about again.  

“Brain shrinkage causes all sorts of neurological issues… but one is 
almost irreversible and would make it impossible for the patient to be 
listened to…” She circled her findings. It wasn’t what her old medica-
tion did, but the trial victims in the institution now showed the same is-
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sues. The early indicators of the damage were all there. “Dementia. Psy-
chosis… a whole host of neuropsychiatric symptoms and conditions.” 

Llys frowned. “But…” 
Susan nodded. “Yes, think how many women are in here with 

those diagnosis. If we get this right, we could help a lot of them.” 
Llys smiled. “Then, as confused as I am… go do whatever you 

were mumbling to yourself about.” 
Susan grinned and left the room. She smiled at the receptionist and 

headed back to the ward.  
Tracy was there with the results, glancing from them to Floss and 

back. “They all say normal.” She smiled. “Guess you must be onto 
something.” 

Susan looked down at the lab reports. They couldn’t be accurate. 
She’d have to take a sample herself and get it to someone, a certain gor-
geous agent, who might just help her fix the whole lot of trial victims.  
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Chapter 5 
 
 Frei looked up from her desk as Lilia motioned to her and sighed. 

She was waiting on lab results. They were taking too long. She wasn’t in 
the mood for a debrief.  

“Ursula, you can ignore me as much as you like,” Lilia said in her 
maternal tone. It was strange how she captured such authority with it. 
“We can have this conversation in private or out here?” 

Frei fixed Fitzpatrick with a hard stare. “I don’t need an audience.” 
Fitzpatrick ducked his head. “I can go get coffee.” He looked up at 

the empty office. “Yeah, I’ll… I’ll go do that.” 
“You don’t have to go anywhere, Ewan,” Lilia said, again in that 

maternal tone. “Ursula is going to come into my office.” 
Frei sighed and pushed off her desk. She strode past Lilia and over 

to the window in the Poky office. “I’m in charge, Lilia, you can’t just or-
der me around.” 

Lilia tutted, then shut the door. “Breaking the rules makes you jit-
tery, hmm?”  

Frei tensed. “Rules?” 
“Yes, you’re not meant to go anywhere near the POI.” Lilia strolled 

to her chair and eased down into it. “You’re certainly not meant to take 
her to a motel?” 

“Then fire me.” She shoved her hands on her hips and drew back 
her jacket. “Oh right, you can’t, I’m in charge.” 

“You’re worried about her. I’m not pulling her out. She has to un-
ravel who is targeting her.” Lilia fixed her with a look only a mother 
could pull off with such ease. “Ring Renee.” 

Frei flicked out her phone.  
“She’s crazy but I think she thinks she is onto something,” Renee 

muttered into the mouthpiece. “I’m trying to follow her pattern of 
thinking but, Urs, I don’t get it. Why would anyone try and give some-
one dementia?” 

“To shut them up.” Frei met Lilia’s eyes. As always, Lilia said noth-
ing, just watched, just studied. She put the phone on speaker. “The 
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medication has two ingredients: a neuro-suppressor of some sort and 
the lab called the other a Cobalaminide.”  

Renee clicked her tongue. “She muttered something about that… 
wait… no she wrote it here.” Papers fluttered and rustled. “Yes, but she 
has three. There’s a Cyanocortical too.” 

“That’s not on this report.” Frei gripped the paper in her hand. 
“The bloods she sent me show a low B12 reading of eighty and an eGFR 
of forty.”  

“That’s the kidney function. It’s rising,” Renee said, then whim-
pered. “Whatever she is doing is working, just not enough.” 

“Yes.” She held Lilia’s watchful gaze. “Susan and Aeron are both 
POIs, so what is it that they have in common? Why are we focused on 
those two in particular?” 

“I don’t know, I’m the protection officer,” Renee muttered, then 
whimpered again. “Ask someone whose brain isn’t frazzled.” 

Frei cut the line. She texted the results to Susan then met Lilia’s 
gaze once more. “What do they have in common?” 

Lilia shrugged. “I really don’t know. That’s your job.”  
“And Aeron is important to you so why aren’t you helping.” Frei 

slammed her hand to the table. “How can you sit back and watch her?” 
“I trust that she has the right people taking care of her.” Lilia gave 

that maternal smile and nodded. “So go break rules and get Susan to 
safety.” 

Frei pushed off the desk. “Why do I get the feeling you know exact-
ly what I’m going to do?” 

Lilia smiled once more and leaned back in her chair. “Maybe you 
have more sense than you realized.” 

 
# 

 
Susan read through the results from Frei. Something was shifting 

but it wasn’t enough. Floss’s heart was in distress, the electrical circuits 
sparking under the strain.  

“Doctor Gossett,” the detective said in his graveled tone. “I need to 
ask you some more questions.” 

“I’m busy.” And where was Tracy? She’d gone to get coffee twenty 
minutes ago.  

“Maybe you’ll be less busy when I tell you that I’ve got you.” He 
smiled at her like he was clever. His words were slurred on the edges. 
Was he ever sober? “We picked up DNA at the scene. I know it’s going 
to be a match for yours.” 



The Whistleblower - Part II—Episode 10: Defibrillator  Jody KLAIRE 

24 

And he’d be right. She swallowed that back and raised an eyebrow. 
Tracy, on cue, appeared in the doorway.  

“According to this rookie, I am guilty of shooting people.” She 
turned back to Floss and her lab report.  

Tracy shook her head and placed the cups down.  
“I’m no rookie,” the detective snapped.  
 
“I’m no rookie.” The guy had caught her on the street, shoved her into a 

car. Now she was in some freezing warehouse with a body. “But I can’t help 
them.” 

He laughed. “Oh I don’t want you to. You tell me where Bucher is.” He 
kicked the body. “You connect the dots.”  

“Who?” She shivered.  
“You heard.” He laughed. “Oh the Pacemaker is going to love getting one 

over on him.” He pulled out a gun.  
Bam.  
He yelped and gripped his bleeding hand. He glanced at the shadows.  
Bam.  
He yelped again and gripped the outside of his shoulder. He turned and 

fled.  
She cowered. Whoever it was could shoot better than she could hide.  
“It’s okay,” her mother whispered into her ear and a warm hand helped 

her out. “He’ll leave you alone now.” 
 
Susan shook the thought free. “I am busy, detective. If you feel I am 

guilty then it’s best you go through my lawyer from now on.” She 
waved him off. “No leave or I’ll have you removed.” 

He glared at her.  
“Now.” 
He turned and stomped out. Tracy handed her a cup of coffee. 

“Sorry, didn’t think you wanted me to pipe up.” 
Susan smiled at her. “Don’t worry about it. I can look after myself.” 
 
L.A – She’d been back to see the hematologist over and over and the levels 

weren’t getting any better. Each time the doctor was clueless.  
“Then give me a reason why it’s dropping,” she snapped at the doctor. 

“Tell me why we can’t raise the level.” 
“I don’t know. Maybe it’s this medication you keep talking about.” The 

doctor leaned over to examine her. “I have never heard of it.” 
“What medication?” She snapped.  
“You can’t remember?” The doctor looked at her in the strangest way, like 

she’d discovered gold.  
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“Doctor?” Tracy urged the cup at her. “You’re doing that vague 

dazed thing again. Did you take your meds.” 
“Yes.” She was lying. She hadn’t taken them in months. The hema-

tologist… maybe Stevens had learned of the medication from her? May-
be he decided to build on it?  

 
“Susan, this is what you have to prescribe. You do it for yourself.” Gossett 

smiled but it was weary. They travelled so much and he wasn’t the plump man 
he’d always been but gaunt. “You can’t tell anyone about it but it’ll come from 
this laboratory in California.” 

 
Susan dropped the cup. Smash. It split on the floor. She’d taken the 

job in California on a whim or was it? Then this hematologist appeared? 
They must have tracked down the lab.  

“You need to have a sit down,” Tracy muttered and ushered her 
back from the bed. “Go and rest in your office. I don’t need you wan-
dering off again.” She waved her off. “Get moving.” 

Susan nodded and stumbled to her office. Had she led the hematol-
ogist to Serenity? 
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Chapter 6 
 

Frei tapped into her laptop and shook her head at the report on the 
DNA. Yes, it was Susan’s DNA and it was everywhere. She doctored it 
and then frowned. How could it be everywhere? Susan had only said 
she’d visited, talked to Marshall and then tried to help before she’d had 
to flee. Why would it be everywhere? 

“Okay, I’m officially thrilled with Susan’s medical expertise,” 
Renee said in too jolly a tone and slumped down beside her in the of-
fice. “You hollered?” 

“You’re high on pain meds?” Frei pulled her mouth to the side. Su-
san must have thought Renee needed it.  

“Yes.” Renee smiled and shoved a polystyrene cup in front of her. 
“Strong coffee that is inferior to yours.”  

Frei took it and went back to her screen. “Both Susan and Aeron 
were connected. They were both experimented on, so what makes them 
different?” 

“Aeron has a freaky side and Susan is more freaky than I want to 
go into?” Renee winked at her and downed her coffee.  

“And, if someone gave Aeron the dose, they were trying to make 
her forget something.” Frei drummed her fingers to the desk. “Susan, I 
understand because she wasn’t Gossett’s child, she was Corporal’s… 
and whoever this doctor was.” 

Renee nodded with a dopey grin. “Ooh… I can do this one. Aeron 
didn’t really know a lot about what put her in the institution.” She 
screwed up her face. “She thought she was responsible… she wasn’t. 
When she told me… it sounded like she’d never realized it before.”  

“Like Susan when she has a problem?” Frei handed Renee her cof-
fee. “As much as I’d like inferior coffee, you need something to sober 
you up.” 

Renee nodded and downed Frei’s coffee. “Yeah, like Susan when 
she realizes she’s forgotten something… she got dazed.” 

“And… Susan tried to help someone else with a memory issue… 
who was it?” Frei rubbed at her forehead. Thinking hurt. 

“You?” Renee kissed her on the cheek.  
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Frei shook her head. “A patient. She was trying to get her released 
before we sent you in. She was convinced the woman was innocent. Her 
family were foreign to her or something…” She growled. Being with Su-
san had mushed up her brain. Inconvenient. “She was set on it… like she 
was trying to release Aeron.”  

“Uma?” Renee nodded too emphatically and wobbled. “She had 
Capgras Syndrome. Couldn’t recognize her own family.”  

“That’s it.” Frei brought up the files that Susan had stolen. “Then 
Uma went crazy.” 

“Yup.” Renee tried to lean on her fist but only succeeded in flop-
ping forward into Frei’s chest. “I think I need a lie down.” 

Frei pulled her closer and sat back. She needed to send Renee in, to 
get Uma talking, somehow, but it would have to wait. She rubbed at her 
forehead again. Hopefully Susan wouldn’t piece it together first. 

 

# 
 
Susan drew out her theory. If Cyanocobalamin was flushing the tox-

in then if she moved the metabolism chain along and used Methylcobal-
amin, then Floss would use more of it and it would work faster. She 
glanced around. Tracy had gone home for the night. The nursing staff 
were busy setting up their station for the night and Susan injected to the 
dose. It was the second dose.  

Floss gasped and her eyes fluttered open. Yes. Got her.  
“I’ll be in for my shift in the morning.” She nodded to the draw be-

side her and handed Floss the key. “Can you inject yourself with this, 
every four hours, until I get back.” 

Floss nodded. “I’m… nurse.” 
Susan frowned at her. “You are?” 
Floss nodded again. “Was in work…  woke up in prison.” She let 

out a long slow breath. “Corporal said to find you.” 
“How do you know who she is?” She leaned closer but Floss flicked 

her gaze to the nurses’ station. No, she couldn’t say when there was a 
risk of being overheard. “I’ll come and check on you then.” 

Floss smiled and closed her eyes.  
Susan hurried from the wing to her car and sped home. She needed 

to tell Frei, to see her. Yes, she really needed to see her. She slowed the 
car and pulled it into a field. Police cars were outside the house. She shut 
off the engine and got out. No, she needed to get her notes, get to Frei. 
She had to help Floss.  
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  She snuck up the steps at the back and hurried in from the kitchen. 
Tracy was outside the front door but it was ajar.  

“I told you, she is in work,” Tracy snapped like she was ready to 
punch them. “What do you want a picture?” 

“She’s left work,” the detective grunted back. “I have her DNA. 
She’s guilty. We’re taking her in.” 

“Well, she isn’t here, her car isn’t here… and I think you’re an idiot 
but there you go.” Tracy didn’t seem at all phased. She sounded like 
she was talking to patients with the tone too.  

Susan snuck into her father’s office, pulled the files and the notes 
from the bottom drawer and scurried back to the kitchen. She bumped 
into the counter, Tracy’s full glass of wine toppled. She dived for it. 
Wine covered her arm but she had the glass.  

“We want to check inside.” The detective was fixed on getting his 
own way.  

“Do you have a warrant?” Tracy wasn’t one to give in.  
“Yes.” 
Susan hurried from the kitchen with the glass in one hand her files 

in the other and sprinted to the hedgerow, threw herself over it and 
sprinted to her car. She slammed it into gear and sped down the road. 
She dialed Frei’s number and placed the glass on the passenger seat.  

“Susan?” Frei sounded panicked.  
“Yes. The police have my DNA. They know I was at the scene.” 

She took a shuddering breath. “I have the files.” 
“Forget the files. You’re being framed.” Frei growled under her 

breath. “I’m getting you out.” 
“No.” Susan looked down at the files on her passenger seat. “I 

need to help out Floss… and I need to talk to Uma.” 
“How did you figure that out?” Frei muttered. Then tapped away. 

“There is no DNA linking you. He was lying.” 
“Should I turn around and get Tracy?” She slowed. She’d left her 

there. What if the detective was going to hurt her.  
“No, she can handle him. He’s just trying to get her to break.” Frei 

tapped away again. “You need to get out, Susan.” 
“No, I need to blow the whistle on this first.” Susan gripped onto 

the wheel. “I need draw out Stevens. I need to put it right.” 
Frei let out a weary sigh. “I knew you were going to say that.” 
Susan smiled. “Good. Then I know you’re going to say you’ll help 

me.”  
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Chapter 7 

 
The morning was a crisp one as Susan nodded to Frei and left her 

at the main road to walk up the driveway to Serenity. There was one 
police car parked in the parking lot along with the usual staff cars and 
she tried to steal herself as she headed through security and to the wing.  

She had promised Frei that she was going to get Floss to safety, talk 
to Uma to get her account and leave. Simple, in theory at least.  

She snuck along the corridor to the wing and slipped through the 
door. It was changeover time so all the guards would be in the break 
room debriefing the nightshift and she had a ten minute window before 
they poured out and to work.  

She ducked into Val’s office and picked the key for solitary off the 
hook, then she crept along the corridor to the break room and paused. 
Cackling. Val was telling some crude story about a woman at the bar.  

Susan hurried through the canteen and up the stairs. Llys’ recep-
tionist would be in soon. She took a breath and strolled down to the 
ward. The nurse looked up.  

“Oh, doctor, you’re early.” She smiled a cheery smile. “Floss has 
made a big improvement.”  

“Wonderful.” She beamed, plastering on her most confident smile. 
“Why don’t you clock off. I’ll be here now and Tracy will be in soon.”  

The nurse grabbed her coat. “Well… if you insist.” She scurried out 
before Susan could nod. Leaving an hour early would please most.  

“Floss?” Susan ducked around the curtains.  
Floss was up. Her short brown hair fell into her face and she 

smiled. “She knew you would figure it out.” 
“My mother?” She glanced at the door.  
“Yes.” Floss smiled at her. “Listen. I worked in the hospital with 

you in LA. I used to be your nurse.” She sighed. “I used to be a lot 
more.” She shrugged. “Then you changed, I didn’t know what hap-
pened but then you left and I got… I was fine then I wasn’t and I woke 
up in a prison.” 
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“You sure you want me to stay behind?” Floss said with a cheeky smile. 
“You might need to concentrate on something other than me.” 

“Floss, I don’t want to concentrate on anyone else…” She held her hand. 
“I really want… I want more than we have here.” 

 
Susan swallowed. Oh great. Another barrel-load of guilt. “We lived 

together.” 
Floss smiled. “Yes.”  
“An affair…” Susan frowned. “That’s what it meant…” 
Floss sighed. “You were getting tired, then you decided to see 

someone about it and…” she glanced at the door again. “Your whole 
behavior changed.” 

 “The hematologist.” Susan put her handbag on the floor and 
pulled out the rolled up clothes. “You need to put these on.” 

“I don’t know if I can walk that far.” Floss smiled but it was wob-
bly. “I need help.”  

“I’m going to get you some.” She met Floss’s eyes. “I’m so sorry 
you went through this because of me.” She held her gaze. She couldn’t 
remember enough, but her stomach churned so much that it was clear 
she’d been happy with Floss. Really happy. “I got fed medication… it 
did this… It changed me.” 

Floss pulled on the clothes. Guard uniform. One way to slip out be-
fore change over. “I just want to feel well again.” 

“Yes, take this, cash it in. Stockpile it. Keep going until you don’t 
have any symptoms then ease off until it’s bearable.” She couldn’t ex-
plain. She didn’t know who could help. “I have somewhere you can 
go… if you want to be around me.” 

Floss shook her head. “You’re not who I remember anymore.” She 
smiled a sad smile. “I can’t… I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be.” She hugged her and stepped back. “Follow what I said, 
use this key in the door and just stroll out. Anyone asks, Val let you go 
early because she thinks you have potential.” The way Val tried to se-
duce new guards.  

Floss took the key. “I don’t know why your mother helped me, I 
don’t know who you are anymore… but…” She leaned in and kissed 
her on the cheek. “Please be careful.”  

Susan nodded and led her to the door. Llys was the other side.  
“Could you take her out to the parking lot? The bus will be by 

shortly to take her home. She said she doesn’t want me to call anyone.” 
Susan smiled as if she always helped guards.  

Llys looked from her to the guard and back.  
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“She gashed her face. Rough nightshift.” Susan smiled and 
squeezed Floss’s shoulder.  

“Of course.” Llys beamed and lead Floss down the corridor. “You 
were lucky you didn’t give yourself concussion.” 

Susan breathed out a sigh. One task done. She picked up her hand-
bag and hurried down the back stairs. She came out in the wide area by 
the showers and toilets then turned left to the narrow corridor leading 
to Solitary. She hunched as she headed through and pulled back Uma’s 
slot. “I have something that is going to help. If you put your hand 
through… I can help.” 

Uma slammed her hand through the gap. Good. She trusted her.  
Susan injected her with the dose.  
“Breathe.” Uma gasped out. “Can breathe.” 
“Yes.” She unlocked the door and hurried in. “Please don’t beat 

me.” 
Uma shook her head and slumped onto the bed. “Doctor.” 
“Yes.” She glanced at the door. “Look, the dose won’t last long but 

I’m giving doctor Llys what she needs to help. It might not fix every-
thing… but it will help.” 

Uma smiled. “Please.” 
“Good.” She knelt beside the bed. “What happened to you?” 
Uma sighed. “I wanted to go home. You nearly got me there.” Her 

eyes filled with big tears. “A doctor… they said you were sick. They 
made me sleep. My head hurt…” She rubbed at it. “Then… I forgot… 
and everything… I was angry.” 

“Like you’d been made to do it?” She focused on Uma and pulled 
out her Dictaphone. “Can you say that into here?” 

Uma nodded. “I was going home. New doctor came in… Made me 
sleep… hurt my head. I forget then… and was angry… so angry.” 

Susan stopped the Dictaphone. “I can’t leave any doses with you. 
You might hurt yourself… Llys will help… okay?”  

Uma nodded. “Thank you.”  
Susan smiled. “Just get better.” She hurried out of the cell to the 

bathroom. She just needed to place the Dictaphone somewhere and— 
“Doctor?” Tracy said, her tone tight.  
Susan turned over her shoulder and zipped up her bag. “Yeah, you 

okay?” 
Tracy blew out a breath. “Okay? I had the police ripping the house 

apart looking for you.” She threw her hands in the air. “They wouldn’t 
listen. Said they had evidence on you.” 
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“That detective needs to drink less.” She hoped her voice held. Her 
knees were wobbling. Her whole spine seemed to.  

Tracy leaned against the doorjamb. “But you’re hiding something. 
He showed me a picture.” She furrowed her brow. “You were near the 
place.” 

“Might have been.” She shrugged. “I forget sometimes.” 
“Did you hurt him?” Tracy put her hand through her hair. “Did 

you?” 
“No.” Susan held up her hands. “He’s just got things wrong. I’ll go 

and talk to him okay?” 
Tracy shook her head. “You shouldn’t. I don’t trust him. He’s got it 

in for you… you should run.” 
 
The tape of the patient talking of how Susan seduced her played 

out. Sordid, detailed, in a way that left no doubt how she’d taken ad-
vantage of a vulnerable client.  

“What would your girlfriend think?” She asked, her voice too calm, 
hypnotic almost. “You should run.” 

 
Susan swallowed. Cultured accent. “I should, you’re right.” 
Tracy tutted. “I know that look.” She stepped inside and the door 

swung shut as she pulled out a pistol with a long barrel. “Susan, I have 
seen that look so many times.” 

“Stevens… you’re Stevens.” 
Tracy laughed. “Yes.” Her voice was different, more cultured. “You 

wandered into my office with a gold mine.” She smiled. “Imagine how 
delighted I was. There was this famous doctor, well respected… hooked 
on some experimental treatment.”  

“You’re Ted Stevens?” She still couldn’t process it but glitches flick-
ered through her brain. Ted? 

“Tracy Edwina Stevens.” Tracy chuckled. “I always went by Ted. 
Got further with a male name.” She cocked her head. “Didn’t think 
you’d be so easy to play with though. Disappointing really.” 

“Why? Why would you blow your cover?” She glanced around. 
Nothing to hide behind. The stalls were wooden. She fumbled in her 
bag and flicked the Dictaphone on again.  

Tracy held up the gun. “Come on, we know you didn’t bring a gun 
in.” She sighed. “I went to the people about your meds… they showed a 
cold shoulder…” She frowned. “Had to shoot them.” She tapped the 
gun to her thigh. “Then the Pacemaker contacts me and offers me a little 
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info to get rid of you.” She looked down at the gun. “Wasn’t happy 
with me dragging it out but a girl has to have fun.” 

“So you think the Pacemaker is going to honor her promise?” Su-
san laughed. How did she get out of a bathroom past a gunwoman? 
Where was Frei when she needed her?  

“No, but if she thinks about messing me around, I’ll send my copy 
of that file you have stashed to a few places.” She flicked off the safety. 
“Even if it’s a load of rubbish.” 

“Why does the Pacemaker have an issue with me?” Didn’t she 
know that Susan was Corporal’s daughter? She must know.  

“You’re Gossett’s. She wants to get her own back.” Tracy raised the 
gun. “And now I’ve got you running from the police, stealing files… 
easy to cover you being in here.” She grinned. “I’m going to be late for 
work myself today.”  

Slam.  
Tracy’s gun clattered into the wall. A muffled clunk. Flash. Bullet 

pinged off the tiles. Susan ducked.  
Uma picked up Tracy and threw her into the wall. “Go.” She 

smiled up at Susan. “Go.” 
Susan sprinted by her and out of the toilets. She hurried through 

solitary. The sound of a squeal cut through the air. She sprinted on, 
through the canteen, glanced up. Llys stood at the top. Susan hurried 
up to her, gave her the letter. “Uma will need it every day when she’s 
stabilized.” 

Llys studied her. “Of course.” 
Susan kissed her on the cheek and sprinted back down, hurried on. 

She burst by the break room, Val’s office, headed for the doors.  
The alarm blared into life.  
Llys? Maybe.  
She hurried through the doors which clunked locked behind her. If 

it was Llys, she knew Susan could get out first. She sprinted to the re-
ception as guards looked up.  

“We have a problem. I can’t get in.” She thumbed over her shoul-
der. “I need to grab my bag. I need to get supplies.” 

The guards glanced at each other then hurried past her to the door. 
She ducked through the security office around the scanners and out into 
the warm summer sunshine. More guards getting out of their cars hur-
ried toward the blaring alarm. Mainz stepped out from his car.  

“I need to get the gatehouse to help. Riot.” She hoped it sounded 
convincing.  
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He pursed his lips. “I have a full theatre schedule.” He stuck out 
his jaw. “Fine. I expect you to assist.” 

“If I have to.” She said it like she was thinking of doing any such 
thing.  

Mainz looked her up and down and strode in through the doors.  
Susan scurried down the drive, through the gates, down the road 

way around to the back. She glanced up at the window. Llys watched 
her from it. Nodded and turned away. She hoped Llys didn’t get hurt, 
that she wasn’t seen as responsible.  

Susan turned and ran into the woodland, through the river, over 
the hedgerow and Frei’s car sat purring in the clearing. She yanked 
open the door and collapsed into the passenger seat.  

“You get the information?” Frei asked, roaring the car into life.  
“Yeah. I also got Tracy pointing a pistol at me and Uma saving 

me.” She shook her head and pulled a laptop from the backseat. “She 
was working for the Pacemaker.” 

Frei sighed. “Then we get you out of the way.” She screeched them 
around a bend. “Please.” 

Susan smiled. “I’ve had enough dodging guns, thank you.” She 
tapped out the message, uploaded the files from her Dictaphone and hit 
send. “Every media outlet, every authority…” She met Frei’s eyes. 
“That offer to run the clinic still going?” 

Frei smiled and sped them onto a long field where a slick helicop-
ter was waiting. “Yes. That way I can keep an eye on you.” 

Susan shut the laptop. “What about the police…?” 
“I’ll cover you.” Frei screeched them to a stop. “I said I would.” 
Susan grabbed her and kissed her, furious, adrenaline-filled. 

“Good. I expect you to visit. You hear?” 
Frei pulled down her aviators. “Yes, doctor.”  
Susan kissed her again and hurried out of the car. The chopper 

blades swooped and the pilot nodded to her as she climbed on. Susan 
shut the door and blew a kiss to Frei through the door, then slumped 
into the seat and buckled in. She hugged her handbag. Everything else 
she was leaving behind. She smiled and closed her eyes, her own email 
rolling before her eyes.: 
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These are files I have recorded of the patients wronged by 

my father and by experimental medication. I have detailed 
every account to show how Serenity Hills lay at the heart of 
it. These are the stories of those patients, and my adopted fa-

ther.  
I hope you will compensate, heal and help those affected. 

For in helping them, I find I have healed much of my own past 
scars.  
Sincerely, 

The Whistleblower. 
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