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Chapter 1
The icy air misted up the windows. Dim lighting from an old oil lamp flickered casting long shadows throughout the room and deeper shadows on the faces of
two women sat around a makeshift table.
“Her cellmate has been moved,” The younger woman said. Her spiky blonde
hair as sharp as her icy blue eyes.
“Why?” The older woman had long dark hair which caught flecks of light.
“According to the report, she took out several guards.” The younger woman
sighed, glaring at the laptop in front of her. “Lorelei is vulnerable.”
“Yes,” the older woman played with the wedding ring on her finger. Her eyes
glinted with sadness. “Her new cellmate has too much damage. I don’t like it, Agent
Frei.”
“I know,” Frei said, rubbing her frown line. “It appears as though someone is
trying to isolate her.”
“I can’t let that happen to her.” The woman rubbed at her wedding ring. “I
can’t.”
“Which is why I scared off Bison,” Frei said, her tone flat, cold. “The camera
Susan Gossett installed for me gave me the ammunition needed.”
“How so?” The woman frowned. “Agent Frei, I dislike guessing games.”
Frei let through a tight, thin smile. “He was using hypnosis and abusing his
patients.”
“Disgusting.”
Frei shrugged. “Didn’t take a lot to get him to run.”
“Why? Was he the one targeting her?” The woman tapped her long nails on
the table.
“No. It’s cleared a space for me to send in the one person who can get both of
them out.” Frei tapped on her laptop, her smile thin.
“You think she can after…” The woman glanced at the door. “Yannick?”
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“I have no doubt.” Certain, curt and confident.
The woman smiled. “Good. You understand that Lorelei needs to be handled
carefully. She seems to have inherited…” She shook her head. “Who am I to assume?”
“Noted.” Frei nodded. Her gaze hard. “We both know Renee can get her out.”
“She can’t know about her, she can’t be told anything.” The woman looked at
the corner of the room as if seeing someone else. “Mamma, I know. I can feel how
good she is inside.”
Frei raised a bored eyebrow. “Nan believes she’s innocent?”
A gust of icy wind knocked the reports onto the floor. Frei looked down. The
case she’d been pouring over to find answers. She had a gut instinct who had put Lorelei in prison but it was only an instinct. Worries seemed to mist her logic whenever
she tried to think too hard. Odd feeling. Not welcome.
“Agent Frei?” The woman frowned. Her beautiful, deep eyes studied her.
“Nothing.” Frei tapped her coffee cup. “I don’t want Susan to lose everything
because of this.”
“Don’t get too involved.”
Easy for her to say. Renee was better at this kind of thing. Renee did the undercover. She was a general. “I’m trying not to but I won’t see her harmed.”
“That sounded like an order?”
Frei held the woman’s gaze. “It is. I’m the one in charge now.”
The woman smiled, a warm smile. “It won’t be easy for her. Her father disappeared for a reason.”
“Disappeared?” Frei scowled. “You’ve seen something?”
“I’ve seen enough. They didn’t hire her for her talent.” The woman sighed a
heavy sigh. “Shame, because she really is a wonderful surgeon.”
“So how do I get her out?” Frei fiddled with the cross around her neck. “I’m
not leaving her there.”
“You support her.” The woman played with her wedding ring again. “We’re
there to steer, they must make their own choices.”
“Susan and Lorelei?” Was that who she meant. It was never easy to decipher
what she was saying.
“All three of them.” The woman placed Renee’s file between the other two.
“They have a story to tell.”
It was all Frei needed to hear. “I’ll send her in.”
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Chapter 2
Winter had set in and snowflakes fluttered across the window as Susan stared
out. She prided herself on being a thorough doctor, one who kept going until she
found a diagnosis but, right now, she was flummoxed.
“So, it hurts when I press here?” She asked, turning back to her patient.
Aimee screeched.
That was over the quadriceps, but she had run an ultrasound over it and
couldn’t see a tear. She pressed on the pressure point. Aimee didn’t even flinch.
Hmm.
“All the way down to your knee?” Susan asked. Aimee was walking like she
had a pole stuck inside.
“Can’t bend it, doc, too much pain.” Aimee flumped back in the seat, howling.
“Well, the x-ray is clear.” Susan chewed on her lip. She’d given her codeine
and it still wasn’t helping. “Best we check with a scan.”
She went back to her desk and jotted out the request form. Aimee’s bloods
were clear, her temperature normal, her blood pressure and her pulse rate were normal. In fact, she was pretty healthy. Susan didn’t like it. She didn’t like it at all.
“For now, you stay on the ward. You’ll need help getting out of bed.” She
nodded to Tracy who pulled a face. Tracy wasn’t the most sympathetic of nurses
sometimes. Caring, kind, but she was the kind of nurse who strode over and got the
patient up whether or not they were ready.
“Keep her on a regular dose, please,” she said, trying not to laugh at Tracy’s
scowl.
“Come on,” Tracy said, pulling Aimee up. “You shower before you get in my
beds.”
Aimee nodded and limped out.
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Had she missed something? She must have. She stared down at her notes. She didn’t
really want to start on morphine. She was careful who she gave it to. Some inmates had… attachments to it. No, she’d keep her on codeine.
“She’s writing her…” Tracy’s grunt of disapproval made Susan look up.
A blonde woman with the craziest lipstick she’d ever seen strode it. She had to be internal affairs or something. After Lynn had taken out so many guards, it had to be.
“Good morning, Doctor Gossett.” Scraped back hair, impeccable, bland skirt suit. “My
name is Doctor Serena Llys.”
“Doctor?” They were blaming her. They must be. With Tiz chomping on the guard’s
face, Uma taking out a guard and a nurse and then Lynn… Why wouldn’t they?
The woman nodded. “I thought you had been informed?”
All Susan could do was shake her head. Bison could have fired her to her face.
“Well, that does make things more awkward.” Llys smiled a thin lipped smile. She
walked over to the visitor’s chair and perched herself on the edge. “Not to worry, I’m sure I
can fill you in.”
Great. Fired by her own replacement. “I assume you’ll need me to do a handover.”
“A handover?” The woman shook her head. “What would you know about psychology?”
Susan flinched under Llys’ curious stare. “I… well… I started recently. I assumed that
you were here…”
Llys sat forward. “Why would they need to replace you, Doctor Gossett? Are you inept?”
Susan gripped the desk. “I am very capable.”
Llys nodded, a prim and proper smile on her face. “Very well.”
“Who did you replace.” Wait, she’d said psychology. “Bison?”
“Yes. Doctor Bison had to retire for medical reasons last Monday.” She fussed with her
skirt. Knee length, gray, something her grandmother would have worn. “He was reluctant to
cause a fuss so I was approached to take over.”
The role of psychiatrist or the institution? The woman sounded like she should be in the
army. “So you’re the new Head Psychiatrist?” They hired old men, old men who smelled as
stale as they looked. “I… I mean… you’re young.”
Llys’ smile didn’t reach her eyes. It felt like she had fifty layers of steel around her. “I
am more than qualified.”
Oops. Smooth over the ego. “Lovely to hear. It’ll be nice to have another woman around
the place.”
“Are we not in a women’s institution?”
Lovely, sarcasm. How nice. Bet she made a lot of friends. “Well, it’s… nice… to meet
you… What was it again?” Sure fire way to irritate the persnickety woman.
“Llys,” Llys’ said. “Much like you would say lease.” She laughed. “But I don’t supposed telling you to pronounce the Welsh double L will go down well.”
Welsh double L? Was it any different to other double Ls?
Llys laughed at her.
Oh she was a real warm personality. “Right, well… Welcome.”
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Llys strode out and Susan picked up her pencil. Maybe she could hurl it fast
enough to hit her. Her head was a big enough target.
“Looks like you love her already,” Tracy said with a sniff. She strode in and
dumped more files on Susan’s desk.
“Is there such a thing as a Welsh L?” Why was it bugging her? Why did she even
care. The woman was an idiot.
“Dunno, I visited the Brecon Beacons once. They don’t do vowels.” Tracy
shrugged. “They do good whiskey though.”
They did? She didn’t equate Wales with much. They had a dragon on their flag but
that was about it.
“Mainz is peeved.” Tracy perched on the edge of the desk, stealing a tissue from
the box there. “Don’t think he knew Bison was leaving.”
“Llys said he had a medical problem.” Did he? He wouldn’t have talked to her
about it anyway. “So now we’re stuck with her.”
Tracy nodded and leaned in, sniffing. “I heard he might have had a gambling
problem too.” She glanced at the doorway. “One of the girls said she overheard Mainz
ranting about him taking money.”
Bison a creepy thief? Now that made sense. “Mainz rants?”
“Not normally. The bloke couldn’t do emotion if you locked him in with Uma.”
Tracy shook her head and tapped the stack of files. “Anyway, you got a list and I want to
have my tea.”
Susan leaned on her hand. “Yay.”
Tracy laughed and strolled out.
Susan leaned back in her chair. Bison gone? Would Frei have known about it? She
hadn’t said anything.
“Or doesn’t think you warrant knowing,” she muttered to herself. It wasn’t as if
the agent owed her. Yes, Frei had spent more time at her house while Tracy was away
than was normal; Yes, they’d talked for hours, dissected every moment of Susan’s life…
but what did she know about Frei? Nothing.
She sighed and leaned on her fist. Since Tracy had come home, Frei had been a no
show.
“Doctor!” Tracy burst in.
Susan was up and on her feet, bag in hand. “Who, where?”
Tracy led the way out, hurrying through the ward. “Fight in the canteen. Blood
everywhere.”
“Inform Mainz. Have him ready the theatre.” Susan glanced to her left. Llys was
outside her office, watching from the balcony. Her eyes were steely. No emotion, not a
flicker.
“Got it,” Tracy left her at the bottom of the stairs, sprinting down the corridor.
Val shook her head. “There’s no point.” She glared at her guards. “Get them locked
down. Now!”
Val walked too close like she was a possession. Yuck. “I’ll decide if there’s a point.”
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They passed the inmates all resisting the guards’ orders. Every one of them silent,
eyes on the middle of the canteen. She squeezed Lorelei’s arm as she walked by. Those big
brown eyes filled with a hollow ache that hurt to look at.
Val was right. She knew it before she reached the two bodies. Too much blood. Susan
knelt to check each pulse. Nothing. Bleeding had stopped with their hearts. “Call through to
Mainz.” She looked up at Val. “There’s no need.”
She nodded and turned to the inmates and staff. “What are you looking at. Move.”
“Lorelei, move.” A guard smacked Aeron in the side. She hunched, growled and
turned to walk away. Some high-risk inmate she was. Susan knew grief well enough to spot
it.
Susan glanced up at the balcony. Llys had been watching. Some welcome.
“Doctor?” Tracy said as she hurried over. Her gaze dropped to the blood and she
sighed. “I’ll get the paperwork.”
Susan nodded. “Guess I’d better call it.”
Tears welled up and she blinked them away. The guards seemed unbothered; the inmates resigned; they were used to it. Too used to it.
Something flickered inside as she met Llys’ eyes. She didn’t want to be used to it, ever.
She was sick of it. Blood, pain, loss, grief: in that moment she realized, she hated it.
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Chapter 3
Susan stretched out her back as she locked her office. She waved to a harassed-looking Tracy and wandered out into the corridor. She was ready to curl up
on her sofa but she knew poor Tracy had been lumbered with a double shift, again.
More and more staff seemed to be sick, leaving or just not turning up.
She didn’t blame them.
“Get out. Now.”
Susan heard Llys’ arrogant tone and turned. The secretary blinked a few
times, craning her neck to look at Aeron as the guard wrestled her out.
“I’ll escort her,” Susan said, glaring at the guard as she raised her baton.
The guard shoved Aeron forward like she was relieved.
“What happened?” Susan asked as Aeron fell into step with her.
Aeron had a cocky smile on her face, a hint of defiance. “I made a new
friend.”
“Doctor Llys?” Susan glanced over her shoulder. “Bit stuck up, isn’t she?”
Aeron chuckled. “You’re too good for this place, doc.” Her eyes glinted with
sadness. “You don’t want to waste effort bein’ trapped in these walls.”
It sounded wise, observant, genuine. “Just how old are you, Aeron?”
“Doesn’t really matter. It don’t mean nothin’.” She tapped her head. “I feel
like a seventy year old baby in here.”
“What makes you say that?” They rounded the corner at the bottom of the
steps. Val and her cronies were cackling again. She looked up at Aeron. “Why don’t
you tell anyone about their treatment?”
She raised her eyebrows, hair flopping into her eyes. “Who is gonna listen,
doc?”
“It’s Susan.” She smiled the warmest smile she could muster. “They shouldn’t be able to get away with that.”
Aeron stopped, eyes twinkling. “You’ll fix that.”
Susan tensed. It hadn’t sounded like an order just an observation. “Me?”
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“Yeah, you’re good at fixing stuff.” Aeron glanced over her shoulder as they
reached her cell. “Your heart will see you right.”
Susan leaned against the wall. She’d heard Nora, Tiz, Aimee all talk about
Aeron, about how different she was. “Are you really what they say you are?”
“A freak?”
Susan tutted. “You’re not a freak. I meant…” She sighed. “I meant what Doctor Bison said.”
“You figured he was on his own mound of crazy, huh?”
And then some. “You have no idea.”
“So you also get he didn’t always say the truth?” Aeron folded her arms. She
had visions of Bison telling her it was negative body language but to her, it looked
like comfort.
Susan stared at the guard station, at Val and her cronies. Comfort in a place
colder than the snow outside. “You didn’t answer.” She turned to look at Aeron.
“Are you?”
Aeron smiled. “If I was as mean as they say, would I say so?”
Susan sighed. “Probably not.”
“Then trust what your heart is sayin’.” She smiled a distant smile. “My nan
used to tell me that.”
“Your nan?” She asked, opening the cell door.
Aeron sighed. “Yeah… I miss her.”
The sad, lost tone seemed to echo through the corridor as Aeron wandered
into her cell. Susan hated Serenity but she could leave. She locked Aeron in and
slipped the key in her bag. She wanted to let her out, let her free. She headed down
the corridor, ducked and scurried under the window to Val’s office.
After Uma, after her instinct had failed her, she wasn’t so confident. Trust
what her heart was saying? Her heart was saying that she missed being a consultant,
that she missed operating on patients, that she missed sunlight.
How could she leave when Mainz could have her struck off?
She sighed. Prison was but a word. She was as trapped as Aeron.

#

Susan trudged up the steps, wincing as the cold snow soaked through her
shoes. She was using most of her energy not to cry. Was she due her period? Maybe.
Maybe that’s what it was. She’d moan to Tracy about it but she was in work. She
fished in her bag for her keys. She’d moan to Frei but she hadn’t seen her since Tracy
had been back. Maybe with Bison out of the picture, she wasn’t needed anymore. She
tapped the keys with her finger. Sad. She didn’t even know Frei, not really.
“Hi,” Frei said from behind her.
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Susan shrieked, dropped her keys and clutched her chest as tachycardia
thumped lumps out of her pericardium. She shuddered out her breaths, turning to
see Frei’s pale cheeks redden.
“Sorry,” Frei mumbled. “Habit.”
“What are you, a thief?” Susan sighed and stooped to pick up her keys.
Smack.
She head-butted Frei who must have been doing the same.
“Sorry,” Frei mumbled again. “Okay?”
Susan rubbed at her head. Tears brimmed and she tried to breathe through it.
What idiot cried because she’d been head-butted?
Frei furrowed her brow, concern in her eyes. “Let’s get you inside.” Her normally blunt tone was warmer, more caring.
“I owe you an explanation,” Frei said as she moved Susan into the house and
started bustling about the kitchen. “I know that I’ve been quiet.”
Susan slumped onto the sofa, not bothering to take off her coat.
“Understatement.”
The coffee machine whirred into life and Susan rubbed her forehead. The
fuzzy aura of a migraine flushed through her. Great.
“I do it a lot.” Frei brought over the coffee and migraine tablets. “It’s… I…”
“It’s your job,” Susan muttered, trying to ignore the migraine tablets. How did
Frei know her so well? She’d had long term affairs who noticed less. “You do your
job then leave.”
Frei stared at her coffee. “No… yes…” She headed to the rocking chair and
perched on the edge, like always. “It was because of an assignment.” She met her
eyes. “It’s how I’m wired… social things…” She rubbed a hand over her face. “I
don’t…”
“You don’t need to explain to me about giving up your social life.” She cocked
her head as Frei ran her hand over the faint scar on her cheek. “You didn’t get stitches?”
Frei’s icy eyes hardened. She snapped her hand away, glaring down at it.
“You don’t have to explain anything to me.” What had hurt Frei so much?
Frei closed her eyes, took a few breaths and opened them again. “You look
like you had a tough day.”
“Thanks.” Change of subject noted.
Frei stared at her coffee. “Sorry I—”
“It’s fine.” Even if her own sharp tone disagreed. “My day was… difficult.”
She sipped on her coffee and smiled, it had the addition of whiskey. “I see you got
what you wanted from Bison?”
“No.” Frei gripped her cup.
“He’s medically retired… with half the budget from the psychiatric department.” Susan laughed. She could see why he’d done it. If she had any criminal skills,
she’d consider it.
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“He was abusing the patients,” Frei said. “You made sure he couldn’t anymore.”
“Me?” Susan shook her head. “He didn’t know I’d placed the camera.”
“Maybe he found it?” Frei got up. “He was a creep. Let’s hope his replacement
is less into abuse.”
“I wouldn’t put it past her,” Susan mumbled.
Frei raised an eyebrow.
“I’m serious. Doctor Llys is not the kind of woman who makes you happy to
be around her.” Susan flicked off her shoes and slumped back.
“And you think she’s capable of Bison’s crimes?” Frei sipped at her coffee. She
normally gulped it down.
“Who knows. It’s Serenity.” Susan flopped her arm over her eyes feeling a
warm buzz wash over her. “Why are you trying to get me drunk again?”
“Saves you getting drunk alone.” Frei studied her. “You’ll sleep better.”
“Tracy is working tonight, I won’t sleep well.” She held up her hand. “Not
that she sleeps with me.”
Frei cocked her head.
“Don’t look at me like that, she doesn’t. Tracy is into weedy men with moustaches.” At least she was sure that was the description Tracy had given. The polite
version.
“You’d suit a moustache.” Frei got up and went to the drinks’ cabinet, pulling
out a bottle of whiskey.
Susan chuckled. “I think I have one already.” She rolled her eyes. Why was
she saying that?
Frei appeared above her, bottle and glasses in hand. “Maybe.”
Susan narrowed her eyes. “Cheeky.”
Frei let through a warm smile. “I’m easier to cope with after alcohol.”
Susan groaned and sat up, taking the offered glass. “Fine.”
“I had the results from the sedatives back.” Frei filled her own glass. “They
were vitamin shots.”
Susan gripped the glass. “What?”
Frei nodded. “Someone had switched the doses.”
“Why?” Her legs wobbled, her head wobbled. Good thing she was sitting.
“Good way to cover their tracks. Good way to make sure unstable patients can
stay aggressive.” Frei sipped on her whiskey much like she had the coffee. The ice in
the glass clinked.
Lynn had been sedated. At least the junior doctor on duty had tried to.
“A good way to blame me if something goes wrong.” It didn’t sound good.
Panic soaked through her palms. Really not good.
Frei looked away.
“What is it?” Susan reached out and pulled Frei’s face to look at her. “What?”
“I think that’s why you were hired.” Frei’s tone was steady but something too
close to concern flickered in her eyes. Concern that couldn’t be faked.
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“Which is why you’d hire someone like me in the first place.” Nausea sparked
through her stomach. “How could I argue. I know I should have been struck off.”
“You’re a good doctor.” Frei took her hands and gave them a squeeze. “But
the fact there’s been so many problems since you started concerns me.”
“So what do I do?” She slammed back her glass. “I’m not an agent. I can’t just
spring myself.”
Frei held her eyes. “But I’m an agent and I can get you out.”
“Doubt you could if they send me to Serenity.” She stared at the floor. Maybe
she should run?
Frei pulled her chin up. “I can get you out.”
“I don’t want to be convicted. I haven’t switched the doses. I can’t do it…” The
room darkened. Slow breaths. Passing out wouldn’t help.
“If you trust me, I can make sure we find out who is responsible… and see
them charged.” Frei smiled. Odd to see her fully smiling. “Maybe we can make sure
the inmates don’t have to put up with any more abuse too.”
“There’s more?”
Frei nodded. “And I’ll need your help to bring it to light.”
Susan held out her glass. “Sounds risky and terrifying.”
“It is.” Frei filled her glass. “But first, you’ll need get Bison’s replacement on
side.”
She slammed it back. “Then I’ll need more alcohol… a lot more alcohol.”
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Chapter 4
Susan rubbed at her forehead. Why had she thought it was a good idea to
drink with Frei, again?
“Your liver needs a rest,” she muttered to herself as she wandered down to
the yard for some fresh air.
She stopped and scowled. Aeron was hurrying away from three vicious inmates, her gaze locked on the gate. Why was she in the yard with them, alone? A
new guard, or at least one she hadn’t seen before unlocked the gate, shutting it before
the women caught hold of Aeron.
Susan spun on her heel and stormed to Val’s office. “Tell me what idiot put
Aeron in the yard?”
Val looked up from her computer. “What?”
“Lorelei,” Susan snapped. “Why is she in the high-risk section?”
Val blinked a few times. “Lorelei?”
Susan pointed to the corridor. “Why was she in the yard?”
“She’s not supposed to be.” Val frowned. “She goes out with the oranges.”
The guards’ color-codes. Green – staff, yellow – low risk, orange – medium
risk, red – high risk. So original.
“Well she was out there with the reds.” There should have been another color
code for “unhinged.”
Val pulled her radio off her belt like Susan had lost it herself. “Rhona, Lorelei
in the yard?”
“Not anymore,” Rhona grunted. Nice to know the bully was back on shift.
“Legged it back to the gate.”
Didn’t she sound delighted by it.
“Maybe we can put her out there and see how she feels?” Susan snapped.
Val raised her eyebrows. She pressed the button on her radio. “Lorelei shouldn’t be out there. Give me a reason. Now.”
“Doctor Llys ordered it.” Rhona cleared her throat like Val’s tone had shaken
her. “She did.”
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Val scowled. “She didn’t run it by me.” She took her finger off the radio. “I’d
have told her she needed to be sectioned.” She depressed the button. “You know how
many forms I gotta fill in when inmates get hurt?”
“Yeah, I got it.” Rhona didn’t sound bothered.
“You will if I got to spend any more time filling out forms.” She grunted and
stuck the radio back on her belt. “When you yell at her, make sure you do it for us
both.”
Susan frowned.
Val met her eyes. “You’re gonna yell at her and you know it.”
She was right. “Fine.” She turned on her heel and stomped upstairs.
The secretary smiled a polite smile. “Doctor Llys is in. Would you like me to
hold her calls.”
Susan smiled back. “She might need you to.” And maybe remove the phone
from her… nasal passage.
She stared at the door. The brass plaque was shiny. Bison’s had been more
dulled. Maybe he’d stolen it and taken it with him?
“Doctor?” The secretary asked.
Susan knocked on the door. Llys was not going to target Aeron. No.
“Come in.”
She stepped into the room. Large mahogany desk, homey, walls painted in
pastels and a squishy looking bed instead of the rickety wooden one Bison had.
“How can I help you, Doctor Gossett?”
Susan blinked a few times. Doctor Llys crossed her legs, her skirt shorter than
usual. She had toned legs, very nice legs.
“Doctor?”
“Why did you put Aeron in the yard?” Not so much the angry “how dare
you” she had been going for. It had sounded… stunned.
“Because she is on the high-risk list.” Llys studied her. It felt like she was
reading her. “I don’t know why she wasn’t with the correct group.”
“She shouldn’t even be on a list.” Susan folded her arms, then unfolded them.
Negative body language.
“Her crimes say differently.” Llys raised an amused eyebrow. Her eyes were
more twinkly. Her long eyelashes were blonde too. Natural then.
“I don’t care what it says. Aeron saved my life.” Susan jutted out her chin. “I
know she’s… well… I don’t think she hurt anyone and I really don’t think she should
be here.”
Llys sat back in her chair. “You don’t?”
“No, I know I’m a physician not a psychiatrist but I grew up with the best. I
know she’s a good person, I just know it.” She sounded more like a whiny school kid
than a doctor. “She isn’t who they say she is.”
“We shall see. Some can be deceptive.” Llys ran her nails over her skirt.
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Susan tried to look somewhere… anywhere… but at her. Attracted? To Llys,
really? Oh not good. She needed to get out more or at all. “Why would she risk her
life to help me?”
“I will take into account what you have said.” Llys’ tone was warm. “It’s not
every day a member of staff defends and inmate so… avidly.”
The unsaid question “why?” hung there.
“You’ll see for yourself. Please don’t put her in harm’s way, please.” Was she
pleading. Did she care that much?
“Very well, I’ll change her medium risk… for now.” Llys smiled a pleasant
smile. Perhaps the smarminess had been nerves? “I am stopping her having anymore
cellmates however. I would rather not have anyone hurt too.”
Said like Susan was overstepping her role but it would do. “I’ve seen enough
of them hurt.”
“And have you talked about it?” Here came the classic psychiatry.
“Yes, to myself, all the time.” She nodded. “Sometimes I talk back too.”
Llys’ eyes twinkled when she smiled. “Touché.”
“Are you… are you doing okay after the fight?” Frei had said to get Llys onside. She could be pleasant.
“It was an introduction.” Llys studied her again. “But I had expected a difficult role here.”
“You like a challenge?” Susan held up her hands. “Probably best you don’t
answer that.”
“I love challenges.” The smile was there again, the eyes twinkly again, the odd
dopey feeling roused itself, again.
“Lovely…” She cleared her throat. “Well, if you need anything…”
“Lunch.”
Susan raised her eyebrows. “Excuse me?”
“Lunch.” Llys held her gaze. “I could do with someone to show who is best to
avoid.”
“Val?”
Llys laughed. “Oh, I got that before I got to my office.” She shuddered.
“Very… welcoming.”
“Glad it’s not just me then.” Susan felt herself relax. She glanced back at the
door. “Tracy, my nurse, walked me through it.” She smiled at Llys. “Happy to pass
on her tips.”
Llys smiled again. “I’ll look forward to it.”
Susan nodded, turned and wandered out before she said anything more. Tracy would laugh. She’d laugh or shake her head. Maybe she could give her the number of another psychiatrist?
Lunch with Llys? It would be interesting, that was for certain.
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Chapter 5
Susan wandered up from theatre in her scrubs. She’d missed surgery but she
hadn’t appreciated Mainz’s order for her to assist him because they were so short
staffed. She wasn’t a theatre nurse. She was a consultant.
She didn’t do years and years of extra training, long hours, boards, just for
him to make her a nurse. She’d need to be far more organized. Tracy was organized.
“I can’t!” Aimee burst into tears as Susan entered the ward.
Tracy rolled her eyes. “You shouldn’t be able to feel it at all. You need to get
up.”
“It hurts.” Aimee sobbed harder. “I can’t.”
“I’m not giving you a bed pan.” Tracy folded her arms.
Organized but not empathic. “There a problem?”
Tracy’s stern glare was more potent. She looked paler too. Tiredness made her
grumpier. “If she doesn’t put compression socks on and she’s not using it, she’ll have
problems. I’ve told her that.”
Susan nodded. She could imagine she had. “Aimee, I don’t want to give you
morphine injections. You won’t want me to either. Is it still bad after the codeine?”
Aimee sniffed. “It hurts when I bend it.” She glared at Tracy. “She can yell at
me in her funny accent all she likes but it hurts.”
“Funny accent?” Tracy folded her arms, then sneezed. “You’re the one with
the accent.”
Susan could hear the throatiness to Tracy’s voice. “You,” she said to a nurse
she’d never seen before. “Get the commode, we’ll try that.”
The nurse nodded and scurried off. “Aimee, you can keep your leg straight in
the chair.”
Aimee nodded. “Doc.” She poked her tongue out at Tracy.
“You,” she said to Tracy. “Follow me.”
Tracy sighed. “Doctor.”
Susan led her into her room and sat her on the chair. She pulled out her scope.
“Open.”
Tracy stared at her.
“ENT surgeon.” Did she need to remind her? “Open your mouth.”
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Tracy shook her head.
“What? Are you worried it isn’t sterile?”
“I don’t like them.” Tracy shrugged. She was ashen, heavy eyelids.
“I can see how swollen your glands are from here and you’re infecting my patients.” Susan stepped toward her but Tracy got up.
“I don’t like them.” She glanced at the door. “I don’t.”
“I can’t see if their infected but I want you to get some of this.” She jotted out a
prescription for an anti-inflammatory rinse. “Dose yourself up, go home and get
some rest.”
Tracy took the prescription. “That bad?”
“You sound like someone has stuck balloons in your throat. Go.”
Tracy nodded, rubbed at her throat and wandered out. A stern nurse scared of
a scope? She chuckled. Only in Serenity.

#

Susan was still in her scrubs when she went down for lunch. Llys shook her
head with a smile when she spotted her.
“What is it with surgeons and green?” Llys took a seat next to her, pulling out
a lunchbox.
“Matches our eyes.” Susan felt much better in scrubs. More normal. “Same as
psychiatrists and couches.”
Llys laughed. “How else can we lull you into telling us things?”
“Whiskey?” If they were anything like Frei. She’d got more out of Susan than
any professional.
“Remind me to buy you some should I need a confession.” The teasing smile
shone through Llys’ eyes. She could cope with this side of her.
“What do you need me to confess? Other than I like green?”
Llys pulled out some feeble excuse for a sandwich. “Where you keep the biscuits?”
“You don’t look like a sugar addict.” What was that she was eating?
“Soya, gluten free, lactose free and vegan.” She chomped on the sandwich.
“Food intolerances?”
“Cholesterol.” Llys shrugged. “Didn’t fancy having someone in green chasing
me.”
“We don’t chase,” Susan said, tucking into her burger. “We have someone
wheel you in on a bed.”
“I see you have met?” Val’s tone sounded odd, like an accusation. The kind of
tone someone would use to a wayward spouse.
“You see well.” Llys’ tone held it’s guarded edge. Her eyes had lost their sparkle and were steely like they’d been before.
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“Susan likes greasy food,” Val snapped, glaring at Llys’ dinner.
“Correction,” Susan said, trying to ignore the insinuation. “I love greasy food.”
Llys smiled a guarded smile.
“There’s plenty of room over with me,” Val snapped, leaning on the table.
“You two don’t need to sit alone.”
They were hardly alone. There was a canteen full of staff all staring at them.
“We’re discussing the psychological benefit of removing brain cells.” Llys’
tone was completely calm.
Val pushed off the table. “Oh.”
“Do you have any theory on whether partial or full removal is better?” Again,
the tone was deadpan. Again, Llys looked serious.
“No… I…” Val shrugged. “Work then?”
Not unless they were performing lobotomies. “You may want to keep an eye
out for staff with croaky voices. I’ve already sent Tracy home.”
Val sucked in her chin. “I can do that.”
Susan nodded and Val strode off like she owned the canteen.
“For the record, I have no idea why she knows I like greasy food.” Susan finished off her burger and opened the ketchup to dip her fries in.
“No?” Llys’ smile was back. “Other than she needs more therapy than the inmates?”
Susan laughed, waved her fries in front of Llys and popped them in her
mouth. “Just jealous.”
“Of the fries or Val?” Llys finished her sandwich. “Good to know she’s more
focused on you.”
Susan dipped another fry in response. “Tracy would protect me.”
“Your nurse?”
Susan nodded. “She’s renting off me. She has to.” She polished off her fries.
“Even if she’s germ filled.”
“Sore throat?”
Susan nodded. “She’s got tonsillitis if I haven’t lost my touch. Although if it is
a virus too, then Aimee will have something else to complain about.”
“Aimee?” Llys pursed her lips. “The one who sits with Lorelei?”
Llys paid attention. “One of them. There’s Nora, Tiz, Aimee and Yasmin. Aeron keeps them safe.”
“Are you certain of that?”
“Yes.” Susan pulled out her chocolate bar. “She’s a good kid.”
Llys nodded. “Did Aimee get hurt?”
Susan shook her head. “No, she has something peculiar with her leg. I sent her
for a scan but they’ve come back clear.” She sighed. “I’ve checked everything.”
Llys smiled. “Perhaps there isn’t any pain?”
“She’s not on morphine, I’m careful of that.” She chewed on her lip. “I could
lower her codeine but she could be in pain and I’ve missed something.”
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“I have a session with her today, perhaps I can help you determine that?” It
sounded like Llys was asking to help.
“Er… yeah… yes, that would give me an idea if I need to look deeper.” She
chomped on her bar. “At least I could rule out her playing on it.”
Llys smiled. “Perhaps.”
Susan pulled out her can of diet soda. Llys laughed.
“What?”
“Think the drink is the least of the problem.” She pulled out a bottle of water.
“You’ve still consumed more calories than is healthy.”
Susan shrugged. “I have a fast metabolism. I only have the diet because the
sugar version makes me jittery.”
Llys chuckled. “If you say so.”
“Hey, I’m not kidding.”
Llys tapped her nose. “May need the whiskey sooner than I thought.”
Susan glanced over at Val who was stewing in the corner with her cronies.
“Make it a bottle.”
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Chapter 6
Susan paused as she reached the door of the ward and cocked her head.
Aimee was still limping and whimpering but… maybe she’d just got it wrong… wasn’t it her right leg not her left?
Susan waited for Aimee to turn away and strode to her office, pulling out the
notes. Definitely her right. She peered around her door. Nope, Aimee was keeping
her left leg straight.
Hmm.
“Call Aimee in, please,” she shot at the passing nurse and went back to her
desk. So Llys was right.
Aimee hobbled in.
“Pain moved?” Susan asked fixing her with the best doctor’s stare she could
manage.
“No.” Aimee shook her head.
“It was the right before.” Susan held her gaze.
“It was?” Aimee shrugged. “It must have moved then.”
Susan held up her hand and went to Aimee’s bed on the ward, she pulled
back the cabinet, searched the bed. She reached under and smiled, detaching the cup
of discarded painkillers Aimee had spat out. So she wasn’t doing it for the medication. Why?
One way to find out.
Susan walked back in and took a long, “oh dear” breath.
“What is it?” Aimee’s eyes searched hers.
“Well, I’ve seen this problem before,” she said, sitting back down. “It’s hard
for me to say this…”
Aimee gripped hold of her chair.
“I’ll schedule you in this evening. Let Dr. Mainz know. It can’t be cured any
other way.” She looked down at her notes. “Double amputation.”
“What?”
Susan looked up and nodded to the nurse. “If you could find a free theatre?”
The nurse’s face paled. She went out but she’d be a while. Susan had the theatre list in her filing cabinet.
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“What do you mean, doc?” Aimee’s knuckles turned white.
“I’ll have to start at the knee and work up. Several operations, all with too
many risks to go through…”
“No… no. I don’t want operations.” Aimee gripped her legs. She bent her
knee. “It’s better now.”
“That’s part of it. I’m sorry, there’s nothing else that can be done. We have
to operate now. I’ll get the forms…” Susan stood up.
So did Aimee. “I’m okay. Legs are fine. Doc, I don’t want an operation.”
Susan raised an eyebrow. “So why are you in my ward?”
Aimee sighed and slumped back down. “I’m scared of Greta.”
Who was Greta?
“My new cellmate,” she muttered. “She hurts me.” She pulled up her top to
show a huge purple bruise. Even days old it was mean-looking.
Susan went to her and felt along the ribs. “You’ve broken three, cracked
more maybe.” She scowled. “Can you breathe properly?”
Aimee nodded. “She said she’d do worse if I snitched.”
“The painkillers would have helped this.” Susan tried not to sound too exasperated. “And X-ray would have been useful.”
“I got more the other side.” Aimee winced as she picked up that side.
Deeper bruising.
“Why didn’t you tell Aeron?” She knew that Aimee was her friend and she
doubted Aeron would be happy.
“She was the one who told me to come to you.” Aimee looked away. “Just
not for my leg.” She yelped when Susan felt over the bruise. Didn’t feel like there
were breaks. Maybe cracks. “Besides, that new stuck up shrink got issues with
her.”
“With Aeron?”
Aimee nodded. “She stuck her in the yard. Nora told me she did.”
“I fixed it.” She held Aimee’s gaze. “And I’m going to help you fix this.”
“How, Greta will go nuts if she knows.”
Susan picked up a form for an x-ray and filled it in.
The harassed nurse hurried back through the door. “Doctor, I can’t find the
forms.”
Susan smiled. “Don’t worry, but if you’ll take Aimee for an X-ray and get
her back to bed, please?”
The nurse frowned. “You don’t need the theatre?”
“No.” Susan handed her the form. “Then could you make sure Aimee does
take her pain medication?”
Aimee shrugged.
The nurse looked from Susan to Aimee and frowned deeper. “But I…” She
sighed. “I’ll take her down. Come on.”
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Aimee got to her feet casting a bashful smile at the nurse who scowled at her.
Susan watched them go and sat back in her chair. Llys might be able to fix it now. Bison would have let Aimee be beaten but Llys, maybe she was different.

#

The secretary smiled as Susan walked up the Llys’ office. “She’s in but she’s
on a call. Would you like to wait?”
Susan nodded and took a seat just outside. Bison had made everyone stand.
“I’m trying to get through to her but it’s so hard,” Llys’ voice was a murmur
through the door. The secretary didn’t seem to hear it at all. “I know she’s important
but I’m struggling. She pushes my buttons.”
Susan knew a lot of people like that. It sounded personal though.
“I can’t do it.” Llys sighed. “I know you think I can just get on with it but…”
Susan leaned closer to the door. When did she start listening at doors?
“… You think I can. I mean… after the… divorce?” Llys let out a shudder.
“You think I can start again?”
Susan sat back. Explained a lot about Llys’ guarded mood. Heartbreak. She
could empathize.
Llys’ door opened and she dropped her gaze to Susan. “Oh, are you my next
patient?”
Susan smiled. “I have too many issues for you.”
Llys leaned back against the door and motioned inside. “Try me.”
Gone was the worry from the phone call. Llys must have been used to picking
herself up quickly.
“I have a request,” Susan said as Llys closed the door and took a seat in her
chair. The couch looked comfy. Maybe she could just have a psychiatric appraisal.
Worth it for a nap.
“I’m listening.” Llys smiled her warm smile.
Susan wandered over to the certificate on the wall just to avoid drooling. She
was bad enough with Frei. “You were right. Aimee doesn’t have a bad leg, she has
several broken ribs.” She focused on the letters. Llys had secured top honors, why
was she stuck here then? “She’s being beaten by her cellmate.”
“Ah.” Llys pulled out two files. “Greta?”
Susan nodded.
“I re-labelled her as high-risk this morning.” Llys pulled open the file. “She’s
not likely to change her moods anytime soon.”
“I can’t really keep Aimee in the ward indefinitely.” Tracy would quit. She
needed Tracy. Who else would organize her?
“No…” Llys clicked her tongue. “Yasmin, Tiz, Nora, Aeron and Aimee, yes?”
Wow, she had a sharp memory. “Yes.”
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“Tiz and Nora, I’ve placed in a cell together. They calm each other and now
Tiz has her temper under control, it should work.” Llys tapped her pen to her palm.
“Aeron needs to be on her own.” She looked up. “I would like to be certain before I
place anyone in her cell.”
Susan nodded. Sounded fair.
“Yasmin has a maternal side, she might help Aimee feel secure.” Llys jotted
down some notes. “I like it. I’ll move Greta to solitary.”
“Why?”
“She floored the guard earlier.” Llys frowned. “Could have sworn she had
enough sedation.”
Susan eyed the door. “You gave her a shot?”
“When she got agitated, yes.”
She couldn’t put Llys in danger, she had to tell her. How did she explain it?
“Don’t trust the sedatives.”
Llys raised her eyebrows.
“I think there’s a problem with them. My advice would be to call for me if
there’s a problem.”
“You?” Llys interlinked her fingers.
Susan smiled. “My dad did exactly the same when he switched into listening
mode.” She shook her head at herself. Where had that come from? “There’s no undercurrent, just that I think the current batch of sedatives may not be working as
they should and I’d like to keep you safe.”
Llys laughed, her eyes twinkling. “Habit.”
“That’s what he always said.” Susan looked back to the certificate. “Anyway,
I’ll let Aimee know so she can stop creating pathologies for me to diagnose and you
call me if you need the correct medication.”
“Can’t I just have my own batch?” Llys’ tone held that hint of teasing.
“Not unless you change the lock on your cupboard first.” Susan held her
gaze, hoping she didn’t sound worried. “Things aren’t always straightforward
here.”
“Sounds like you have stories I need to hear,” Llys said with a gentle smile.
“Glad I have you looking out for me.”
Susan shrugged. “… my job.” She shrugged again. Yes, very teenage-like.
“Good to know,” Llys said with a warm chuckle.
Susan wandered out and shook out her shoulders. The secretary watched
her, a curious look in her eyes.
“It’s a doctor thing,” she mumbled. “Like fencing.”
The secretary nodded and went back to work like it had satisfied her. Susan
straightened her shoulders and headed to the ward. Aimee would be more than satisfied, she’d be safe. Maybe there were perks to the job?
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Chapter 7
The snow made driving an obstacle course. It stuck to her windscreen faster
than she could clear it. When she pulled up to the house, her steps were already
mounds of white. She watched it fall for a while. Snow was like a window to her
childhood: skidding into piles of it with her dad close behind; sledding down the
hillside together; building the worst snowmen ever. It had just been them. He’d
been her dad and her best buddy. They’d moved too much for her to find friends.
For some people, that made it easier but for her, it reminded her how rootless she
was. Like snow. Only visiting.
She shoved open her car door and trudged up the steps. No lights were on
inside and she hoped Tracy was in bed, sleeping it off.
She wasn’t. She was on the sofa, curled up and snoring. Susan shook her
head and pulled out her scope from her bag. She turned Tracy over, opened her
mouth and nodded. Tonsillitis. She checked in her ears, moving her head side to
side. Congested.
“Tracy?”
Tracy fluttered open her eyes and groaned.
“You have an infection. I want you to take these and go back to sleep.” Susan
placed the box she’d got at the local drugstore on the table.
“I have?” Tracy snapped the box up and grabbed for her water. “Worth a
shot.”
“A week off,” Susan said in a stern tone. “No arguing.”
Tracy grumbled, nodded, took her tablets and wandered off up the stairs.
Susan flicked off her shoes and padded into the kitchen. She smiled at a note
on the fridge and glanced up the stairs. It wasn’t Tracy’s writing.
Call me when you need to drink more.
Susan chuckled and placed the note in her bag. Best Tracy didn’t know about
Frei. She stopped and narrowed her eyes. How had Frei got in? Had she given her a
key? Tracy wouldn’t have let her in. She checked the back door: locked.
Hmm.
Maybe she’d just left it when she’d stayed over?
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Ah well. She bypassed the drinks’ cabinet and headed up the stairs. The floor
to ceiling windows in her room looked out on the countryside beyond. Snow had
coated it, the moon adding a silvery touch. She sat on the window seat, pulled a
blanket over her and watched the snow falling. It was easy to forget when she did
that. Easy to ignore all the evidence that someone wanted to frame her; someone
had hired her for that reason alone; that someone was not as they appeared. Not
genuine. If only everyone came with sticky labels.
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“Tiz and Nora, I’ve placed in a cell together. They calm each other and now
Tiz has her temper under control, it should work.” Llys tapped her pen to her palm.
“Aeron needs to be on her own.” She looked up. “I would like to be certain before I
place anyone in her cell.”
Susan nodded. Sounded fair.
“Yasmin has a maternal side, she might help Aimee feel secure.” Llys jotted
down some notes. “I like it. I’ll move Greta to solitary.”
“Why?”
“She floored the guard earlier.” Llys frowned. “Could have sworn she had
enough sedation.”
Susan eyed the door. “You gave her a shot?”
“When she got agitated, yes.”
She couldn’t put Llys in danger, she had to tell her. How did she explain it?
“Don’t trust the sedatives.”
Llys raised her eyebrows.
“I think there’s a problem with them. My advice would be to call for me if
there’s a problem.”
“You?” Llys interlinked her fingers.
Susan smiled. “My dad did exactly the same when he switched into listening
mode.” She shook her head at herself. Where had that come from? “There’s no undercurrent, just that I think the current batch of sedatives may not be working as
they should and I’d like to keep you safe.”
Llys laughed, her eyes twinkling. “Habit.”
“That’s what he always said.” Susan looked back to the certificate. “Anyway,
I’ll let Aimee know so she can stop creating pathologies for me to diagnose and you
call me if you need the correct medication.”
“Can’t I just have my own batch?” Llys’ tone held that hint of teasing.
“Not unless you change the lock on your cupboard first.” Susan held her
gaze, hoping she didn’t sound worried. “Things aren’t always straightforward
here.”
“Sounds like you have stories I need to hear,” Llys said with a gentle smile.
“Glad I have you looking out for me.”
Susan shrugged. “… my job.” She shrugged again. Yes, very teenage-like.
“Good to know,” Llys said with a warm chuckle.
Susan wandered out and shook out her shoulders. The secretary watched
her, a curious look in her eyes.
“It’s a doctor thing,” she mumbled. “Like fencing.”
The secretary nodded and went back to work like it had satisfied her. Susan
straightened her shoulders and headed to the ward. Aimee would be more than satisfied, she’d be safe. Maybe there were perks to the job?
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