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Chapter 1

Autumn winds crashed against the windows, dislodging flakes of paint. Outside, neat flower boxes that had once bloomed with color bore long withered stalks,
dirt and abandoned cobwebs. Susan couldn’t help focusing on the broken strands as
she stared from the window of her rented house. Rain made the threads glisten, so
pretty even if it was just a net. Then again, she knew all about making herself a
sticky web.
“You’re not a gardener.”
Susan spun around. Clutched her throat. Agent Frei stood there, stoic expression, raised eyebrow. She hadn’t heard her. She would have heard her. “How did
you get in?”
“The door, like everyone else.” Frei’s beautiful eyes flickered with a trace of
amusement. Maybe she was just imagining it?
“Why are you sneaking around?” She tried to ignore the way the pale light
made Frei’s skin more snowy; how it suited her.
“You wanted to talk.” Now there was a definite twinkle in the icy blue eyes.
Susan nodded. If her heart would remove itself from her windpipe, she’d find
getting words out easier. “I think I want to.”
Frei motioned to the sofa. “Shall we?” Susan slumped onto it. Frei took up
residence in the chair nearby. “You have questions.”
Straight to the point. “Yes.”
Frei sat ramrod straight. She raised her blonde eyebrows.
Yes, speaking might help. “I think… I am sure…” she stared at her nails. “I
am half-convinced that one of the staff is not treating the inmates in the appropriate
manner.” It sounded so petty saying it out loud. What did she know? Maybe Nora
Islington—who was still recovering on the ward—had attacked the guard? Why else
would she beat an inmate?
“Because?”
Susan avoided looking up at her. There was something enticing about Frei’s
intense stare. “One of the inmates. She was hurt… very badly. I needed the help of
another inmate to get her to theatre in time.”
She was the doctor yet Frederick Mainz—the head of Serenity Hills, her
boss—had been in scrubs. The nurse had said he used the operating theatres. Was he
medically trained?
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“By a guard?” The icy blues reminded her of a winter’s day. They were so
piercing, that blue. It was hard to ignore.
Susan glared at her toes. Oh get a grip, they were irises. Body parts. Organs
for sight. Because thinking in medical terms would help her ignore Frei?
“Susan?” Gentle tone. Warm.
She sighed. “Yes, I think so. I am concerned about how the guards have
turned a blind eye. I don’t know why she wasn’t investigated or disciplined for it.”
“They don’t have brand new cars for nothing.” Frei smiled a tight smile as Susan stared up at her. “I’m sure you’ve noticed the parking lot.”
“Serenity pay well,” she mumbled. It should anyway. Who would work there
otherwise.
“Good pay, yes,” Frei said, getting to her feet. “but not enough for Jaguars and
Mercedes.”
“So what are you saying?” The wind hit the window, rattled it. Susan jumped.
Why was she so on edge?
“Hayley Jones didn’t escape by herself.” Frei’s tone was blunt like it had been
when they’d met in the coffee shop. “She didn’t target Doctor Blake without help either.”
So they were back to that. A grisly crime scene, a mess, an escaped patient and
her predecessor. Not something she wanted to think about. “You think it’s a guard?”
“I don’t assume things.” Frei peered out of the window and up at the sky. The
sun was behind heavy clouds so the light bathed her face in a white glow. “If I had a
file, I may be able to find a connection.”
Susan frowned. “A file? You mean staff files or medical records?” Was she crazy? She couldn’t be asking that.
Frei shrugged, eyes still on the sky. “I haven’t suggested a thing.” She wandered to the door. “One way to stop a guard attacking inmates… and staff.”
“Maybe I should just tell Bison or Mainz,” they were her bosses. Patronizing,
irritating, and—in Bison’s case—creepy.
“They value your opinion?” Frei glanced at her. Raised an eyebrow.
“They are duty bound to investigate.” She folded her arms. Not in defiance
but for comfort. Why did it feel so cold?
“Or they could decide you are too much trouble.” Frei held her gaze. “They
may not be so forgetful about your… indiscretions.”
Susan scowled. “So you think I should just stay quiet?” She tensed, then
winced as she dug her fingernails into her arms. “You think I should ignore it?”
Frei’s expression held no emotion at all. How did she do that? “I didn’t give
my thoughts.”
“Yes, you did.” She glared at her, beautiful or not, she was playing games.
“You said they won’t forget my indiscretion.” As in one, as in a dumb mistake.
“I said they may not.” Frei went back to the window. “Something you said
they have mentioned before.”
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Had she? She must have. How would Frei know that otherwise? “What do I
do?”
“You said an inmate helped, perhaps the same inmate may wish to talk to
you.” Again there was that careful tone, that brief smile. “I know it helps to have an
expert on hand.”
Susan stared out of the back window, porch doors smothered by blankets of
rain. “What if the expert is meant to be prickly.”
Bison’s words about Lorelei being dangerous, about never trusting the inmates, ran through her mind. He was the head psychiatrist. He knew their mental
health diagnoses.
“You’re a doctor. You have a bedside manner.” Frei went to the door.
“I’m a physician not a psychiatrist,” she snapped. Where was she going? Susan got up, following her.
Frei opened the door. Leaves danced in on a gust of wind. “What is the most
beneficial bedside manner?” She asked as if she hadn’t heard Susan’s outburst.
“A doctor who is happy to admit they are human,” Susan mumbled out the
mantra her dad had always drilled into her. “That a patient appreciates confidence
and the knowledge that a medical professional has experience in being a patient.”
Frei strolled out of the door. “Someone who’s been there.”
Susan went to follow but the door slammed closed in a gust of wind. She shivered. The entire place creeped her out. Why had she rented such an isolated house
anyway? She was a city person. She did noise and people.
She pulled open the door but Frei was already driving away, dust spewing up
in her wake. She must have done her homework to know what Susan’s dad would
say, to know about her, about Serenity. Frei knew a lot more than she was saying.
She knew a lot more about Susan than she was saying.
Unnerving. She leaned against the doorframe and, oddly, made her stomach
flutter.
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Chapter 2
Susan felt an odd sense of fear prickle over her as she walked into the wing.
Val was in her office with Rhona, the guard who had attacked Nora; the inmates
were lining up for breakfast in the canteen, most of the other guards watching them
through glazed eyes. It was the same as it usually was: Bleak, angst-ridden and
noisy. Why was she so scared?
If anyone had seen Frei come to her house, if they’d been that bothered to spy
on her, would they have guessed Frei was a federal agent? Would they have cared?
Why would they?
She hurried up the stairs, smiling at Bison’s secretary and ducked into the
ward. Nora was recovering, slowly. She was still pale, still black and blue.
“Morning, doc,” she wheezed, coughing then groaning.
Susan cocked her head at the sound and went to her. “You’re in pain again?”
Nora shrugged, hiding her arm.
Susan frowned and pulled it to her. Bruises. Fresh ones. “She visited you?”
Nora looked down at the floor. Susan glanced over at the guard on the door,
then the two nurses at their station.
“Did the same guard do this?” she whispered.
Nora kept staring at the floor.
“Will Aeron tell me?”
Her eyes lit up with a warm smile. “She stopped her.”
And sustained a beating for it herself. If Val had thought Susan missed Aeron
being hauled off to solitary, she was more blind than she was slimy.
“If she comes in here, at all, I want you to call for me.” She held Nora’s gaze.
“I mean it.”
Nora nodded, shot a terrified look at the guard and coughed again.
“Morning, doctor,” Tracy, her nurse said as she strolled in. She shot a grin at
Nora. “You’re looking better. You want a jelly…” she held up her hands. “Jell-O,
right?”
Nora chuckled. “She keeps getting them mixed up.”
Susan smiled. “I know that feeling. Dad loved jelly on toast.”
Tracy pulled a face. “Jelly is only good with ice cream.” She smiled at Nora.
“Yum.”
“Jell-O and ice cream,” Nora said with a sigh. “You can’t eat jelly with ice
cream, that’s gross.”
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Susan held up her hands. “I’m staying neutral.” She gave Nora’s hand a quick
squeeze and headed into her office; a big stack of files already waiting for her. “Oh
how lovely, you bought me presents.”
Tracy laughed from behind her. “Yeah, toughie today, doctor.”
Her humor seemed to desert her. Funny that. She wandered over, took the top
files off and pulled out the bottom. She knew that Bison liked to give her the most
challenging patient after she’d seen all the other challenging patients. There were so
many sticky notes that some detached.
“Spitter, biter, bodily fluids, no shiny objects.” She felt all the hairs on her
arms try and detach themselves from the follicles. How lovely. “Tiz.”
Tracy murmured an equally enthusiastic sound.
“No last name?” Susan cocked her head.
“One of the girls said that they don’t even know her name. Tiz is her nickname.” Tracy glanced at the door. “Maybe she doesn’t speak English?”
Susan looked down the file. Tiz’s ethnic origin was Eastern Asian. What did
that mean? There were a lot of countries in east Asia. She knew, she’d visited most of
them.
“Maybe. Either way, I’m not sure how I can check her with a stethoscope unless you can find me a wooden one?”
Tracy sighed. “I suggest sedation. Strong sedation.” She shrugged when Susan
looked at her. Tracy was for the patients. She was kind, caring, unlike most of the
nurses. “I’ve seen her in action.”
“I’ll have it ready then.” She shoved the file at the bottom and dumped her
handbag under her desk. “Let’s hope they’re not all as volatile today.” She pulled on
her white coat and tucked her stethoscope in the pocket. “Do I get jelly and ice cream
for this?”
Tracy snorted with laughter. “Only if it’s proper jelly and not jam.”
#

The pile receded and Susan’s blood pressure soared until she felt like she’d
qualify for hypertension as she stared at the lone file on her desk.
“Doctor, ready?” Tracy’s smile was a strained one. She’d been flitting between
dealing with three patients on the ward who were screaming in pain, running the list
and assisting examinations.
“No, but send her in anyway.” Susan tensed. Two nurses had rang in sick; one
of the guards had been sent up to see her with gashes to her arm; and the main prison was a doctor down after a patient had decided he didn’t want treatment. A usual
day for Serenity Hills.
Two guards appeared as Tracy hurried out of the way. They were tussling
with, she assumed, Tiz.
What sounded like expletives filled the air. Definitely not English.
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Rhona, dug her in the ribs. Tiz grunted then launched for her. “Get the muzzle
on,” Rhona snapped at Tracy. “Now.”
Tracy glanced at Susan. The other guard was holding Tiz’s head to stop her
clamping onto Rhona. Susan nodded.
Tracy hurried over, fought to attach the muzzle. The three of them fought to
pin Tiz to the chair and strap her in. All three panted in relief as Tiz yanked at the
restraints.
“Can you understand me?” Susan tried to meet Tiz’s gaze but she couldn’t tell
if Tiz was looking at her or the guards with her eyes so closed in strain. “I’m Susan.”
Tiz fired off expletives, definitely expletives by the tone.
“I want to make sure you’re feeling okay.” Susan glanced at Rhona, she was
bulky, droops of fat over her triceps. “Bingo wings” as her dad had called them.
Shaved head, broader shoulders than most men. She hadn’t bothered taking off her
jewelry.
“Tiz, shut it.” Rhona smacked the back of the chair. “You want a shot?”
Tiz fell silent. Her eyes glinted with fear. Now she was still, Susan could see
she was diminutive in stature; under average height. She could have had any number of ethnic origins. She understood why Eastern Asian had been put down. Without Tiz’s help, they wouldn’t know any different.
“Tiz, I’d like to help you,” She said, hoping she didn’t sound like she had the
shot ready under the desk. “I want to know if you’re in pain or discomfort.”
A string of expletives. Italian. They were definitely Italian.
Susan got to her feet. “It won’t take a moment—”
Tiz threw herself back. The chair wrenched out of the bolted restraints. She
slammed into the floor. Susan nodded to Rhona as she hurried over. Tiz’s neck muscles had held her skull up enough to stop her concussing herself.
The guards held her there. Tracy swabbed the spot. Susan hit her with the
dose. A strong dose. “Why is she so bad?”
"Tiz has a thing about medical staff," the second guard muttered. "She goes
nuts every time.”
Why?"
The guard shook her head, panting. “Like I know. Doctor Bison does the
shrinking.”
“Alright, well…” Susan looked down at Tiz. She was still twitching. “We need
to do this some other way. Take her back to the cell.”
“Doctor?” Rhona said with a scowl. Yes, she’d fought her all the way up. Susan was telling her to take her back down again.
“I can’t assess her properly in that state. We’ll need to sedate her long before
she comes for her check-up.” Susan handed the spent syringe to Tracy. “I need to talk
to Doctor Bison.”
Rhona scowled deeper. “But—”
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“I’m the doctor. If she wakes up, which she may, I doubt you want to be in her
way.” Susan held her gaze. “I don’t know how well she responds to them, I don’t
know a thing about her.”
A flicker of understanding rippled across Rhona’s eyes. “So you’ll hit her before she comes to you next time?”
Susan nodded. “I want her under observation. I want to know how long it
takes her to fully come around.”
Rhona smiled at her. “You got it.”
She didn’t know why Rhona was smiling. What was there to smile about?
Safety first.
The two guards hauled Tiz out of the room and Susan righted the chair. “How
did she break them?”
“Oh, she didn’t,” Tracy said kneeling down and snapping the something into
place. “It’s a safety mechanism. If you need to administer a shot, you can hit the button under your desk. It’s easier to get a good shot.”
Susan looked back to her desk. “I didn’t press anything.”
Tracy smiled. “I know. Tiz pushed it too far and set it off herself.” She blew
out a breath. “She’s a strong one.”
“Do you know why she’s so anxious around medical staff?” Susan washed her
hands, happy to make few notes and throw the file onto the pile.
“No, you could ask Nora. She’s close to her.” Tracy nodded to the ward.
Susan sat back in her chair. Frei had mentioned asking an expert. If Nora was
close to her, surely she’d want Tiz to be looked after. It was worth trying. “I think
you’ve earned some jelly yourself.”
Tracy chuckled. “Nah, I’ll take a pint and a greasy burger.”
Susan smiled up at her. “Let me buy you it?”
Tracy blinked a few times.
Susan shook her head at the shock in her eyes. “We’ve had a tough week. Do
doctors not socialize with you in the UK?”
“Only when they want something.” She shrugged. “At least the ones I worked
with.”
“I want a burger and a pint, that good enough?” Susan knew her chuckle must
be twinkling through her eyes even though she was holding it in.
“You’re on.” Tracy thumbed over her shoulder. “I got to check on screamer
one.”
Susan sighed. “She’s still in pain?” She didn’t understand. She’d given her
morphine. Yes, she had a broken leg but she should have been out of it.
“Not sure.” Tracy sighed. “Maybe she just likes to scream?”
“My head doesn’t like it.” Susan pinched the bridge of her nose and massaged
the Procerus muscle, hoping to open her sinuses and prevent the headache threatening to bubble up. She’d have been better massaging her Levator Scapulae or her Sternocleidomastoid. She rubbed over them. Definite tension there. Not surprising.
“I can ask Doctor Bison if you like?” Tracy said, her tone filled with caution.
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“Your usual doctors have egos too?” Susan studied her for a moment. Nurses
were the ones who saw what went on, who understood how everything worked beyond the doctor’s gaze. An expert in her own right.
“Not sure I can answer that,” she said with a half-smile.
“Then don’t.” Susan grinned back. “Yes, please, ask Doctor Bison if he knows
how we can stop Nora developing a migraine.”
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Chapter 3
Tracy was welcome company. She wasn’t someone who knew the area well
either so they’d wandered around the local town like tourists. The only bar they
could find was filled with cholesterol-addled men pushing their sixties so they
picked up a pack of beer and made do with Susan’s porch and a take-out.
“Why did you decide to come to Serenity?” Tracy asked picking lettuce off
her half-eaten burger. “You seem like you’d be a high-flyer.”
“Flattery, huh?” Susan sprawled out her legs under a rug she’d dug out. It
was freezing but the porch seemed less intrusive than the house.
“Seriously. I’ve worked for a few doctors in mental health and they don’t do
surgery.” Tracy pushed the burger to one side. “You didn’t batter an eyelid when
you needed to help Nora.”
“You got me there. I was a surgeon.” Emphasis on was. She missed it. She
missed normal patients who didn’t need to be muzzled.
“So how did a surgeon wind up in Serenity?” Tracy studied her. She had intelligent eyes, bright, she was too young to be weary like the other nurses but that didn’t make her naïve. No, Tracy had a lot of knowledge.
“My dad was once the head psychiatrist.” It was close to the truth. It was better than saying she was hiding, hoping that her previous employer didn’t see her
struck off.
“Ah.” Something in Tracy’s tone said she noted what Susan hadn’t said.
“I left a relationship that was painful.” It was near enough. “I wanted a
change.”
“Yeah, I get that. I took the exchange post for the same reason.” She stared at
her hands. She had a tattoo under her right wrist. “Some people aren’t what they
seem.”
“Ooh, yowch.” Susan winced. “That sounds like heartbreak.”
Tracy nodded. “It was. He left me when I miscarried.”
Nice man. “Doctor?”
Tracy chuckled. “Consultant.” She swigged back her beer. “Egotistical, control
-freak, and I swear he had more obsessive habits than the girls on the wing.” She
shook her head. “Idiot.”
“What was he a consultant of?”
“Orthopedic.” She shook her head. “Met him when I was training. He was
supposed to be really sweet.”
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“Well, most of us with a PhD forget that we aren’t on duty all the time.” She
knew what she’d been like. She wasn’t an easy person to know. The consultants
she’d worked with were competitive, driven, hard to deal with let alone like. “Of
course there are a lot who are nice.”
“Yeah, you don’t come along often though.” Tracy sat up. “Come on, let’s
grab some tea, I’m freezing.”
Susan laughed. “Why not.” She paused as they got to her door. “Nora wouldn’t talk to me.”
Tracy turned, raising her eyebrows. “She didn’t?”
“No, she’s too scared of Rhona.” Maybe she could get something off Tracy.
Tracy talked to most of the staff.
“Yeah, most of them are. Just makes you glad you’re not an inmate.” She
shuddered. “Imagine getting stuck with Bison for hours.”
“Oh you don’t like him either?”
Tracy pulled a face. “As if, the guy has slime-ball written right through him.”
She shook her head. “What kind of creep gets it on with their patients.”
Susan swallowed back the surge of shame.
“I mean… not that I know he does,” Tracy said. She must have seen something in Susan’s eyes at the cautious tone. “He just looks the type.”
Susan shoved it away. “You think?”
“You don’t?”
Susan laughed. “Good point.”
They headed to the kitchen and Tracy made a beeline for the kettle. “You
know, Aeron is close to Tiz too. She’d talk to you.” She glanced over her shoulder.
“It’s funny to see her talking to staff.”
“She doesn’t normally?”
Tracy shook her head, pulling cups off the rack. “Nah, Lynne doesn’t like it.”
Lynne? Who was Lynne?
Tracy smiled. “Her cellmate. She’s… something else…”
“I haven’t seen her yet?”
“No.” Tracy pulled open the fridge. “Hopefully Bison won’t put you through
that.”
“She still needs medical care.” Susan leaned against the counter. Now she was
curious.
“Not her.” Tracy shuddered. “Even Aeron would tell you that.”
Talk to Aeron. She could do that. That’s if Lynne—whoever she was—would
let her.
#

Tracy had stayed over and camped in one of the spare rooms. She was glad of
the company, the friendly face and Tracy was pleasant. It was a relief to have a friend
14

The Whistleblower - Episode 2: No Shiny Objects

Jody KLAIRE

of some sort. She’d even offered for her to rent a room. So unlike her. She didn’t need
the money but the house freaked her out when she was on her own.
Tracy had accepted with the proviso that Susan didn’t ever bring Val back.
That had spurred a fit of hysterics especially when Tracy told her Val had been saying they were an item. Yuck.
Susan straightened herself out as she entered the gym the next morning. She
had decided that Aeron was going to be interviewed whether Lynne liked it or not. If
she was brave and kept telling herself she was, then hopefully she wouldn’t feel as
pathetic.
Aeron and another muscled woman shoved weights up like they were feathers. Zing, ting, ting, the benches rattled with the punishment. Aeron and the woman
chatted like it was nothing.
“Aeron?” Susan said, sounding more like a squeak.
Aeron looked up, smiled and waved her over, continuing to push with one
arm. “Hey, doc. You looking happier this morning.”
She did? Had she looked unhappy before.
“You just needed time to settle.” Aeron beamed like she was trying to make
her feel better. “Lynne always says you got to take time to adjust, right?”
Lynne’s muscles were much like Aeron’s, only with the deep black skin, they
were accentuated. “You looked after my girl?”
Who was her girl? “Um… I’m a doctor so probably.”
Lynne’s eyes were as dark as her skin. Her face had scars on the side, her arms
too. “You bein’ funny?”
Susan glanced at Aeron who sighed. “She’s nervous is all.” She flashed Lynne
a cheeky smile. “She can’t lift nowhere near what you can.”
Lynne bellowed out a laugh. “Not with those sticks.”
Susan shrugged. So she wasn’t a powerhouse. She didn’t have hours to spend
in a gym, neither did she want them. A run every… couple of months… would do.
Exercise was for people with time.
“I wanted to ask if Nora is okay.” She tried not to look at Lynne who was staring at her. “I don’t want her to get hurt again.”
“Who says she will?” Lynne said, her tone not quite aggressive yet the hair on
Susan’s neck prickled.
“No one. I just know that she was injured and hoped Aeron might be able to
help me make sure she’s okay.” Softly did it. It would take the guards longer to reach
her than was safe. She was sure Lynne could snap her in half if she wanted to, regardless of logic dictating that wasn’t possible.
“She ain’t gonna feel a lot better when Rhona is hangin’ round.” Aeron shot a
glare at the corner of the room. Ah, Rhona was there with Val… again.
“She causin’ you trouble?” Lynne’s voice was deeper, more threatening.
“Nah, I’m okay. You’d know if I weren’t.” Aeron was soft with her and was
lying. The bruises on her stomach, peeking through her wrapped up jumpsuit, didn’t
happen by themselves.
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“You’d better.” Lynne shoved up the weights.
Zing.
The bench shook.
“Um… I also wondered if you could help me with Tiz?” She swallowed back
the rising panic. Lynne’s stare was intensifying. “She gets very worried with medical
staff. I don’t want her to be worried.”
“Hah!” Lynne’s booming voice echoed around the gym.
Susan tensed, ready to be flattened.
“Medical people don’t know nothin’.” Lynne smiled at her. It didn’t reassure
her, just made her feel like lunch.
“We don’t.” Susan held up her hands, sweat dribbled from them. “I need your
help. An expert’s help.”
Lynne studied her. “Tell her, girl.”
Aeron nodded. “Tiz is scared that you’ll operate on her. She doesn’t like being
restrained.”
“But she wants to throw herself at me.” Susan knew her voice was higher,
squeaky but Tiz not restrained.
“The girl gave you her thoughts. You take ‘em or you don’t.” Lynne glared at
her.
Susan glanced over at Val who was strolling her way. “Right, well… thank
you for your time, Aeron.” She put on her best smile. “It was lovely to meet you,
Lynne.”
In a terrifying way.
Lynne stood up. She wasn’t Aeron’s height but she was over six foot. Susan
looked up at her. Lynne stepped into her space. “Back at you.”
A big, beaming smile showed Lynne had no need for a dentist. Wow.
Susan stumbled backward, nodded and hurried away, not even glancing at
Val. She hurried up to her office, ignoring everyone and everything along her way.
She shut the door, leaned against it and let out long slow breaths. Her hands were
shaking, she’d soaked her top with sweat. Definitely a flight response. Who’d be
dumb enough to fight Lynne?
She wheezed out a breath.
Tiz didn’t like being restrained? Well, Susan didn’t like being attacked.
Susan wandered over to the en-suite, changed her shirt for a fresh one. Habit
that she always had a spare set of clothes. She wouldn’t be going out here like she
did before. She may know Tracy but there wasn’t anywhere to go. It was too cold to
be driving around by herself. She missed the sunshine, the warmth.
She wandered back into her office as Tracy brought in a nice huge stack of
files for her to plough through. “Did Rhona tell you how long Tiz was out for?”
Tracy nodded. “Three hours, she was conscious but out of it.”
“Give her the same dose before you bring her up here.” She tapped the files on
the desk. “After we’ve gotten through all these.”
Tracy pulled the bottom file out and tucked it under her arm.
16
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“Light reading?”
Tracy chuckled. “If we’re dealing with Tiz, I don’t fancy another high-risk.”
She shrugged. “One a day is more than enough.”
Susan nodded. She wasn’t arguing with that.
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Chapter 4

Susan sighed as her pen ran out. She shook it, not wanting to bother getting
up but no, it had gone. She couldn’t engrave her notes into the paper. Gone were the
days she could just whip out a Dictaphone and let a secretary do it. Bison had a secretary. Why didn’t she get a secretary?
She scowled and got up, heading into the ward. Nora was chatting to the
woman who’d been screaming the day before. Now, you wouldn’t think she had broken her leg. Morphine must have kicked in.
“Have you seen Tracy?” She asked one of the nurses dashing around. She’d
have asked for a pen from them but she was a bit eccentric with pens. They had to
feel right, they had to write in a certain way. Cheap didn’t cut it.
“Think she went to the toilet.” The nurse didn’t stop, just fired her words as
she headed to the far bed with a cardboard bowl.
“Right.” Susan would leave her to whoever was emptying their stomachs. She
waved at Nora as she smiled and headed out into the corridor. It was quiet. Which
way were the staff toilets? Left was Bison’s office. She turned right. She’d never even
been down this section of corridor before.
“You trying to dig your claws in?” Rhona whispered to someone; threatening,
nasty.
Susan peeked around the corner.
Rhona had Tracy cornered, backing her into the wall. “Val don’t like people
treading on her toes.”
Tracy rolled her eyes. “Luv, Val isn’t in Susan’s class; I’m into blokes without
brains and if you come any closer, I’ll knock your lights out.”
Didn’t that stop Rhona in her tracks.
“Good move.” Tracy pushed past. “Now, do me a favor and get Aimee or I’ll
take your baton and shove it up your—”
“Tracy?” Susan called out, ducking back behind the corner just to hide her
snigger. “Tracy, I’m lost.”
She turned the corner to see Rhona had put distance between her and Tracy
and had plastered a fake smile on her face.
“Oh, there you are,” she said, hoping Tracy couldn’t hear the laughter she was
forcing down. “Do you know where I keep my refills?”
Tracy dropped her gaze to the pen Susan was wielding like a sword.
“You’ve run out again?” She stared at Rhona. “Aimee.”
“Right.” Rhona scurried off. She nodded to Susan on the way past.
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Susan watched her go. She turned back to Tracy. “Men without brains?”
Tracy shrugged. “I had other thoughts in mind but didn’t think Rhona would
cope.”
“You want me to report her?” She wanted to. She had a right mind to.
“Nah, she won’t bother me again.” Tracy smiled. “I could take her.”
Susan was beginning to think so too.
“Now, you want another refill.” Tracy tided up her uniform. “Do I need to
draw you a map to the supply closet.”
Susan nodded.
“So you can navigate the complex systems of the inner ear but you can’t walk
across a corridor?” Tracy shook her head.
“That wasn’t taught in med school.” Susan winked at her.
Tracy took her hand and led her along the corridor, taking her shoulders and
placing her in front of a door. “Doctor Susan Gossett, meet the supply room.”
“If you labelled it, it might help.” Susan glanced back at her. “Seriously, why
can’t they label rooms?”
“Something about the patients,” Tracy mumbled, letting her inside, there were
three locks, three, paper wasn’t that expensive, was it?
“Do I need to be frisked for paper clips?” She headed over to the stash of pen
cartridges.
“I’m going to start rationing you,” Tracy said with a cheeky smile. “Write with
less ink.”
“Hey, I’m detailed. I’m supposed to be detailed.” She held up her hands.
“And I like quality writing equipment.”
“If you don’t quit struggling I’m going to smack you one.” Rhona’s curt tone
carried.
Susan placed her finger to her lips.
“You’ll smack me one anyway, you stupid—”
Whoever was speaking yelped.
“You think Lorelei can keep you safe?” Rhona snapped.
Another yelp.
“You think I can’t get to you?”
A whimper.
Susan scowled. She stormed out of the room. The inmate was on the floor
holding her stomach, Rhona over her. “If you so much as look at her and I find out,
you’ll be an inmate with her.”
Rhona glared at her.
“Get back to work.” She held out a hand to the inmate on the floor. “Now.”
Rhona held up her hands and strode off.
Susan smiled down at the girl as Tracy joined them, locking up the cupboard.
“Let’s get you checked over okay?”
“Aimee,” Tracy said from beside her. “Once you’re checked, I’m sure we
could wangle some time for you to visit Nora.”
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Aimee grinned a daft grin. “Sure.”
Tracy marshalled them both through the ward into the room and nodded to
Susan. “I’ll go get a cold compress.”
Susan nodded as she examined Aimee’s left eye. “I take it Rhona doesn’t like
Aeron?”
Aimee shook her head. “She’s never liked her or Lynne.”
“If she does anything like that again, I want you to tell me, okay?” Susan held
her gaze. “I mean it. I won’t allow that kind of treatment.”
Aimee cocked her head. She was sweet looking, wholesome, she looked out of
place in Serenity. “Aeron said you were cool.”
Susan shrugged. “I’m here to keep you well. I don’t like people making my job
harder.”
“Sure.” Aimee sat there, quiet, patient as Susan examined her. Nothing broken, nothing that worried her. Tracy brought in a cold compress half-way through
and Susan sat down to take notes.
Tracy handed over the cartridge.
“Ah, thank you.” She grinned up at her.
“You have Tiz next, huh?” Aimee said, her gaze on the remaining file.
Susan tensed at the sight of it. “Yes.”
“I love Tiz, she’s one of my best friends.” Aimee chewed on her lip. “Be careful… she’s… well…” she glanced at the door. “She’s really sneaky when she’s
scared.”
“As in?” Susan tried to catch her eye.
“She just is.” Aimee shrugged and looked up at Tracy. “Can I see Nora now?”
Tracy looked to Susan and she nodded.
“Thank you for the word of caution,” Susan mumbled. Not that she was sure
what it meant.
“Sure.” Aimee got out of the chair and disappeared into the ward. Sneaky
when scared? Why was Tiz so scared?

#
Tiz was led into her office and strapped down. Susan tried to keep her calm.
Tiz was out cold. At least she looked it. The guards didn’t look like the type to check.
Rhona’s way of checking was most likely smacking her and seeing if she howled.
“Okay, you need to stay clear,” Susan said, steeling herself as she approached.
“What?” Rhona muttered. “Are you nuts?”
Susan stopped and stared at her. “Excuse me?”
Rhona waved at the sleeping Tiz. “You need back-up.”
“You said that she was out for hours before,” Susan said through gritted teeth.
“She only had the dose half an hour ago.”
Rhona folded her arms. “She’s still Tiz.”
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Susan noticed the furtive glance. Had she been watching her? She hoped so,
she really did. “Tiz,” she said in her best calm manner. “I know that you don’t like
medical staff, I know that I might look scary but I’ve taken care of Aeron, Nora and
Aimee. They trust me.” She hoped, they seemed to. “I won’t hurt you. I want to see if
you’re feeling okay.”
She edged closer. Her heart thump, thudded against her ribcage. Tiz was a
definite reason for anyone to have tachycardia. Definitely a hundred beats per minute over her resting heartrate. Maybe she could count this as a work out?
She covered the metal of her stethoscope with her hand, just in case and
placed it to Tiz chest.
Slow, fast, stop, fast, slow. Susan frowned. There was no mention of an irregular heartbeat in the notes. She counted against her watch. “Forty beats per minute.”
Most likely because Tiz was out or was it bradycardia? She held out her hand to Tracy. “Just hand it to me and step back. I don’t want Tiz to feel I’m crowding her.”
Tracy’s hand shook enough to flap the armband around.
Susan glanced at her. “It’s okay.” She turned to Tiz. “I’m going to check for
your blood pressure. I want to make sure it’s not too low or too high.”
Her hands were soaking, her underarms had joined in. How lovely. She
wrapped the cuff around Tiz’s arm. “It’ll inflate and feel tight, then slacken off.”
The machine started. Susan listened to the heartbeat again.
“Ninety over fifty nine,” Tracy squeaked from next to the machine.
“Far too low.” Susan pulled off the band. “Side effect of the medication Bison
has her on?”
“Would be if we could get her to take it,” Rhona muttered.
Susan stood up, her heart clattering about. Gushing noises pulsed in her ears.
Her skin prickled and she tried not to shudder. “I’m going to check your glands on
your throat and your ears, tonsils and your eyes okay?”
Tracy gripped hold of the blood pressure machine, taking the band back with
hands as soaked as Susan’s.
"Keep the muzzle on," Rhona said as Susan reached for it.
“I can’t check her tonsils or her glands with it on.” Susan met her eyes. “You
said she was out, so we should be just fine.”
Rhona stepped back.
Susan undid the muzzle, her hands as shaky as Tracy’s. “Tiz, I’m going to
check your glands, just a bit of pressure on the side of your neck that’s all.”
She felt over the areas. “All good.”
She pulled out her Otoscope and checked in Tiz’s left ear. “Dry, clear, healthy.
Ear drum intact.” She went to the right. “There’s crusting in the attic obscuring the
right drum. We’ll need to remove the wax under anesthetic. She could have Cholesteatoma back there.”
Tracy noted it down. She looked relieved to be behind the desk.
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“I want her on antibiotics until I can get in there.” She moved around to Tiz.
“You will feel much better when I take the gunk in your ear out but I’ll ask when
you’re completely awake, okay?”
Tiz remained still.
Susan took a deep breath. “I need to open your mouth to look at your tonsils.
It’s to make sure that they haven’t enlarged or that you don’t have any infection,
okay?” She used the same tone she did with the hundreds of kids she’d treated. She
hoped Tiz, no matter how sedated, could sense she wasn’t going to hurt her.
Rhona gripped hold of her belt; the other guard looked away and Tracy
gripped the desk like she was ready to hide under it. So all round pretty calm.
She pulled down Tiz’s jaw, her tongue was too big to see. She’d need her to
give the usual “aah” anyway. She had terrible dental work, whoever had given her
the fillings couldn’t have been qualified. Not in dentistry anyway.
“Do you need a spatula?” Tracy went to the metal cabinet and pulled one out.
Susan took it. Placing it in Tiz mouth.
Tiz’s tongue flexed.
Susan froze.
Her heart sped up again.
Maybe she was just being jumpy?
She eyed Tiz, then peered into the back of her throat. “All clear… at least what
I can see.” She pulled the spatula out. “You have lovely tonsils, very even.”
She doubted Tiz cared but it made her feel better.
“I’ll just check your eyes and then I’ll leave you alone,” she hoped Tiz heard it,
understood it and wasn’t going to try and rip her head off the next time she walked
through the canteen.
Susan pulled up one eyelid. “It’s just to have a quick check that they’re
healthy.”
She moved around, adjusting to get a good look. She frowned then checked
the other. “Overly responsive?”
That made no sense.
Tiz’s eyes flickered.
Susan froze.
She wasn’t asleep.
She wasn’t even sedated.
“Let’s stick the muzzle back on,” Rhona shot at her, striding over.
Tiz’s eyes flicked in Rhona’s direction. Narrowed. She gripped Rhona. Shoved
Susan to the side. Clamped onto Rhona’s face. The chair snapped back. Tracy must
have hit the button.
Tiz was free of the restraints.
Rhona grappled to free herself. The second guard shot forward, grabbing hold
of Tiz.
Susan hit the alarm. “Get me more sedatives!”
Tracy scurried to the cabinet.
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Rhona booted lumps out of Tiz, desperately trying to free herself. The other
guard grunted. More blood. Tiz had something in her hand.
“Dose!”
“Here!” Tracy handed it to her. Grabbed Tiz’s arm. Susan gave Tiz the shot.
Guards burst in. Grabbed Tiz. She dropped, limp into their arms.
Susan hurried to Rhona’s side. “Hang on.” She glanced at Tracy. She was applying pressure to the wound on the other guard’s side.
“Val!” Susan yelled to her as she ordered the guards around. “Call the theatre.
I need it prepped. Now.”
“On it.” Val yanked her radio off her belt.
Susan sucked in a breath as two nurses hurried in with stretchers. She looked
down at Rhona. The wounds were superficial but the eye was a concern. She needed
to get the wounds closed.
“Doctor, BP is dropping.” Tracy met her eyes, panic. The guard was bleeding
heavily.
“Mainz a surgeon?” She fired at Val as more of the guards carried the stretchers and they hurried along the corridor.
“Mr. Mainz?” Val asked, her focus on her guards.
Susan glared at her. “Yes, Mainz. Is he?”
“Yes,” Tracy said, ignoring Val’s glare.
“Tell him to get scrubbed up.” Susan snatched the radio off Val’s belt and
shoved it at her. “Do it.”
Val nodded and mumbled into her radio. Susan met Tracy’s eyes.
Sneaky when scared. So why hadn’t she hurt Susan? And why did Rhona lie
about the sedatives?
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Chapter 5
Susan wandered back up to her office and into her bathroom. She showered,
changed and tried not to dissolve into fits of tears. Rhona’s torn face flashed over
and over before her eyes.
Through her haze of shock, she heard her cell ring. She didn’t bother to look
at the ID. "Susan?"
"Have you thought any more about our conversation?"
Susan blinked away her tears as she stared at the floor. It was Frei. Stupid,
but it felt comforting to hear her voice. “No… I… no.”
“Are you okay?” Frei sounded genuine in her concern.
“Not really.” She felt her chin wobbled.
“Doctor,” Tracy said, knocking on the door. “Doctor Bison is here to see
you.”
“I have to go,” she whispered into her phone and cut the call. She tidied her
hair, dabbing at the mascara beneath her eyes in the mirror. She was decent
enough but there was no hiding how blanched she looked.
Bison would see through it as a psychiatrist.
Tracy knocked on the door again and Susan hurried to open it.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I had to give myself a team talk."
Tracy looked at her as though she wanted to say something. “He’s waiting,”
she whispered instead.
Susan nodded and Tracy stepped away. She was stunned by how quickly
Tracy had restored order to the room. If it wasn't for the broken bolts on the floor
where the chair had been, there would have been no way to tell that anything had
happened at all.
"Doctor Gossett," Bison said. He was sitting in her chair and she tried not to
baulk at his power play.
"Doctor Bison," she said refusing to sit in her visitor's chair. "What can I do
for you?"
"Tiz."
Susan sighed, it sounded as though he was blaming her for the incident.
She'd learned numerous things since she started and one of them was that Bison
had a way to make her feel like a delinquent teenager. "I was not informed that
she had an aversion to medical staff."
Susan left out the fact that she’d been told it by Rhona, by Tracy by the inmates; she wanted to know why Bison had said nothing.
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He merely offered a smile. "I was told that she was sedated and that her muzzle was in place."
Susan nodded.
He leaned back in the chair to study her. "So what happened?"
“I gave her a check-up.” Susan rubbed her hand over her face. She smiled at
Tracy. “I’m okay, you go get cleaned up.”
Tracy eyed Bison but Susan nodded encouragement.
“Doctor,” Tracy mumbled to Bison. “Doctor Gossett did everything by the
book. We thought she was out.”
“I was just about to finish up when…” Susan couldn’t say it. She blinked back
the flash of Tiz locking eyes with her.
“Thank you, Tracy,” Bison said in a condescending tone.
Tracy glared at him then walked out, shooting a smile at Susan as she closed
the door.
"But she was sedated,” Bison said, turning back to her.
Susan nodded. "So I'm not sure why she came round. She was out." She paced
around, trying to understand what went on. “I watched the nurse pull out the sedative from the box, I saw her walk out of the door with it. Rhona told me Tiz had been
out for three hours when we’d sedated her before.”
"Yet she still woke up?"
Susan brushed down her clothes, her hands clammy with the memory. "She
was waiting for the right moment. She must have been.”
“But she attacked Rhona not you.” He eyed her. “Even though you were directly in front of her?”
Her stomach lurched with the flashed image and Susan bent over at the waist
trying to calm the reaction.
"You administered a second dose, yes?"
Susan nodded, hoping that she hadn't given her too much. Panic had fueled
her reactions and only now did the possibility that she had harmed Tiz enter her
mind. "Is Tiz, is she—"
"Oh, she is fine, sleeping it off," he said. “Richards is in ICU.”
"But she's alive?"
"Mainz is working on that, they had stopped most of the bleeding at last update," he said. “She was lucky he is so good.”
"I'm not sure what to say," Susan said. "Sorry doesn't seem to cut it."
"Sorry?" Bison shook his finger in the air. "No, no, no… you have no reason to
be sorry." He got to his feet. "Hazard of the job. I needed to know if you were able to
continue after it and how you reacted."
His smile was one of confidence, like a father to a child who had just passed a
test. "I was making sure that it was simply an equipment problem and that you hadn't done anything foolish."
He motioned to the bolts on the floor.
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"The only foolish thing I did was getting within twenty feet of her," Susan
said. She wanted to take back the shock-fueled words the second they fell from her
lips, she didn't believe that. Tiz had no doubt been angry at Rhona. She could have
hurt Susan but she didn’t.
Bison again gave her a fatherly smile. "Good to hear it," he said. "I was beginning to wonder with your first name terms."
"It's just to get them to trust me," Susan said. "It's easier if they are worried
about a medical issue."
Bison tapped his nose with a spindle-like finger. "Give them enough to earn
their trust," he said. "I like it."
His thin lips twitched and Susan felt the need to put space between them.
She walked over to the window, feigning the need to return to her thoughts. "I
learned a lot at home."
"Good girl," he said making her flinch at the patronizing term. "Glad you are
more alert than Doctor Blake."
The name made tension shoot up through her body and she only just stopped
herself from an outward show of recognition. She wasn't meant to know that name.
"So, he, she, they were my predecessor?"
"Yes," Bison said. “Chad Blake was your predecessor. Unfortunate that he got
too friendly with his patients."
Susan kept her eyes rooted to the courtyard where the prisoners exercised.
"He was inappropriate?"
“"He was too friendly with them," Bison said. "These women are vicious killers.” His voice softened. "They can still lure you if you are not vigilant."
"And he fell into that trap?" Susan was staring at Frei’s business card on her
fridge, in her mind's eye, that number rattling through her mind like an incessant
tune.
"Yes, we were told Jones left a terrible scene." His voice grew cold and she
shivered. "Police shot first, thought about it later."
Susan had seen the pictures, she had no doubt in her mind that the police officers had acted in the only way they could. “You disagree with the law enforcement
reaction?"
"No," Bison relented. "I am angry at the waste."
Normally Susan would take that as a measure of how someone felt about human life but Bison was not that kind of man. "What made her so angry?"
Bison laughed. "You just saw for yourself that some inmates are incapable of
control." Susan did look at him, his eyes were blazing, a subject he clearly felt passionate about. "They are lost to their madness," he said. "It's only here that there is
any chance for a cure.”
"Serenity Hills is the place for those who have no place… isn't that the mantra?" Her dad had said it often. Even when they’d left Missouri, he would still talk of
Serenity but with regret. She’d always wondered why.
“Yes!” Bison leaned forward onto the desk. “A cure for them.”
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Susan held her answer in. Whatever game he was playing, they were way
over a professional line. "Doctor Bison," She said, hoping that her tone would stop his
wild-eyed
confession. "It's been a long day. The only thing I wish to cure is my headache."
Bison smiled. "Of course… You will see, Susan… You will see what this
place can do."
Thankful when he left their odd conversation at that point and headed out of
the door, Susan took her coat and bag meaning to leave. She got as far as the file
room where the nurses often flitted in and out of and stopped.
Frei had said that she could help if she had a file… or that she would be able
to know more if she had a file. Had she dreamt it?
She glanced down the corridor. Her curiosity prodded at her. She muttered
under her breath, headed back to her office and picked up Tiz's file from the desk
and her handbag. If anyone asked then she had reason to be in there.
She had triple checked that the corridor was empty, she headed into the room
and shut the door.
There were floor to ceiling rows of cardboard files, all of them would be
backed up on computer but Serenity Hills liked to keep hardcopies too. She walked
over to a set of drawers and pulled them open seeing that they were staff files.
Each one had a folder with their name and picture attached. Blake's file sat in
front of her nestled in amongst the others, calling to her.
She looked at the locked door and tried to clear the dryness. Frei and her infuriating eyes.
She snatched up the folder and flicked open the file. There was no sign that
Blake had any disciplinary problems while he had worked in Serenity Hills. Susan
closed the drawer and took a deep breath. There. She’d checked. Bison was wrong.
Hayley Jones' name circled in her mind. Frei really wanted that file. Susan
looked up at the row of J's and ran her finger over them until she came to Jones' file.
Had Rhona helped her escape, or maybe another member of staff? Why?
Susan eyed the corners of the room but there were no cameras, no security
lock on the door and if Bison was anything to go by, the staff believed that they were
a team. The “us against them” mentality seemed to run strongly through the institution.
Pulling out Jones' file she saw that the woman had visited Blake several times
before she broke out. She complained of headaches at first and then her behavior
seemed to become more and more erratic. Blake had noted several instances where
he had asked for a scan only for her to be pushed to the bottom of the pile.
Odd but then she’d seen that with Aeron. She needed a scan on her shoulder.
Whenever she asked where she was on the list, she’d be told Aeron wasn’t on there
so they’d have to put her in. If someone was hurting inmates, they didn’t want anyone to find out. Who? Could Rhona control the waiting list for a scan?
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Bison had noted her as being more sullen but his prognosis seemed at odds
with Blake's. Then Susan looked down at the date overleaf and frowned turning back
and forth to make sure she wasn't mistaken.
Her heart doubled its deafening beat in her ears.
A page was missing.
Why?
Susan stared at the closed door.
Before rational thought took hold, she hurried to the photocopier. Lifted the
lid. Placed the sheets on, one by one. “Come on,” she muttered to the machine. It was
painfully slow. “Come on.”
Footsteps sounded in the corridor outside.
She grabbed the sheets, stuffed them in her bag at the bottom and shoved
Jones’ file back in its place. She picked up Tiz’s file, pulled open the door and made a
show of standing there looking lost. “Tracy, that you?”
“Oh, doctor?” Tracy rubbed her hand over her chest. “What are you doing in
there. We don’t have cartridges in there.”
Susan laughed. "This was on my desk, I came to put it in myself… but… well,
this is a bit overwhelming."
“Not one for filing, huh?” Tracy took it off her with a smirk.
“Good thing I’ve got you, right?”
Tracy flashed her a cheeky smile. “Don’t tell Val or I’ll have to fend her off
too.” She tucked in Tiz’s file and tucked her hands in her long cardigan.
“You want to drop in the mini-mart on the way home?” She hoped Tracy
wouldn’t notice how flustered she was. If she was as she suspected, her cheeks
would be bright red. She’d never been good with sneaking around. How her… indiscretion hadn’t been found out earlier, she wasn’t sure.
“If you don’t mind. I only have to pick up a few things from the flat.” She
shrugged, then locked the file room. “Didn’t bother packing much when I left.”
“Fresh start?”
Tracy glared at Bison’s office as they walked by. “In theory.”
It didn’t take long with Tracy leading the way for them to reach the parking
lot. Val was puffing on a cigarette next to her car and Susan tensed.
“Need me to throw an arm around you?” Tracy said with a snigger. “Or do
you want her nicotine breath?”
“Don’t even joke about it.” Susan opened her car and tried to get in without
showing how desperate she was to screech off.
“She’s glaring at me now,” Tracy said, her sniggers getting louder. “You want
me to take your bag.”
Susan was still holding it. It wasn’t closed. She swallowed the panic, zipped it
and threw it in the back. “I was thinking of using it for protection.”
“Don’t blame you.”
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Susan dropped Tracy at her old place with the promise she’d take the groceries back to the house and put them away. Instead she drove around, the fact she had
a copied file in her handbag played on her mind.
Well, she couldn’t just keep it. Tracy might see it. She pulled over and dialed
the number embossed in her brain.
"Frei."
Susan cleared her throat. "It's Doctor Susan Gossett."
"You want to talk?" Frei’s voice was full of concern. "Are you alright?"
"I'm fine," Susan said. "I… I'm…" The tears burned as she rubbed at her eyes.
"I'm not okay… is there somewhere we could meet?"
"Take a left up ahead," Frei said. "Follow the road until you reach a clearing,
we'll talk there."
"Where are you… how do you know?" Susan looked around but there was no
one behind her.
"FBI," Frei answered. "Drive to the clearing."
The line cut and Susan composed herself, she had no idea who this woman
really was. She had no real proof that anything untoward was happening but she
needed answers and this Frei seemed willing to offer them to her. She liked Tracy but
to talk through her concerns would mean placing her in a difficult position.
It was better she talk to Frei.
She hoped.
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Chapter 6
The country road was deserted but it was surrounded by beauty. Susan loved
the rising mountains blanketed by forests of green; the rivers that sparkled sunlight
and danced their way through the countryside. She pulled over into the clearing and
stared out at it, taking it all in.
A knock on her window sent her heart rate soaring. She turned to see Frei at
the passenger side. Frei strolled off to a sleek looking car.
“I take it that means ‘get out’ then?” Susan muttered to herself, shivering as
she stepped into the icy evening air.
Frei leaned casually against the hood, aviators still on despite the dimming
light. She wasn't in a suit, oh no, she was in jeans a white shirt and a flight jacket.
Susan stumbled over her own feet.
Frei caught her with ease. She was probably used to being drooled over.
"What happened?" Frei stared straight ahead, hearing what sounded like concern.
Susan righted herself. What good was it reminding herself that Frei wanted
information? That was all Susan was, a way for Frei to get what she wanted. They
both knew it but somehow Susan couldn't quite get her pumping heart to agree.
Just being around Frei's silent strength made her feel… safer. "One of the inmates attacked a guard.” More flashes pulsed away in her mind and Susan pinched
the bridge of her nose willing them to dissipate.
"Were you hurt?"
Susan shook her head, the chill of the evening air making her hug herself. "No,
but Tiz could have hurt me. I was right in front of her. Instead she launched at the
guard."
Frei took the sunglasses off and slid them into the V of her starched white
shirt. Susan watched her, studied her, hoped she could find something close to a
flaw. Frei was North European in descent without doubt. The pale complexion did
not mean weak in any sense, just from the breadth of her shoulders and the veins in
her hands, Susan could see the strength, she could almost feel it too. It seemed to
pulse off her every move. No doubt the woman had the military in her veins. No one
without that training stood so straight.
"I called you because..." Susan sighed. Why had she called her? Why had she
stolen files? She slumped against the matt black BMW. "Why me?"
"Why not?" Frei said. "You said yourself that you were a new recruit."
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"You know about my dad," Susan said. "You know why I'm the least likely
person to help." She rubbed her arms to stave off the growing chill. "You know why I
am lucky to get this job."
"You care." Frei took off her jacket and wrapped it around Susan's shoulders
without being asked. The gesture and the warm fabric made her smile and groan internally. A personal touch and she was putty.
"Oh please,” Susan blurted. “I’m only in Serenity to hide. You know that, I
know that.”
Frei smiled, her eyes twinkled with it and Susan's stomach wriggled.
"If we're going to do this," Susan said trying to maintain some kind of dignity.
"I want the truth not some made up team talk."
"Fine," Frei said. "I need someone who isn't going to be won over by the views
the staff have there." She turned and focused her intense gaze on Susan. "You aren't
going to be won over because you don’t take crap.”
Frei had done her homework and then some. She was good, smooth and Susan wondered how often she wound people around her little finger. "Why? It's not as
though every member of staff buys into it. You could have anyone doing your dirty
work."
Frei opened her mouth but Susan smiled. "You could even have your own
agents in there…" Susan nodded at the narrowed gaze. "Why a doctor whose testimony wouldn't mean a thing in court?"
"That's not necessarily true."
It was and they both knew it. "You telling me that the defense wouldn't go
running to my previous employer and digging up my relationship with a patient?”
Again the intense eyes twinkled but there was no smile this time. "Liberty and
the courts finding in favor of justice, right?”
“Because you think those women should be free?” Susan shook her head.
“Ask Rhona who’s face is torn open or the other guard who is in the ICU.”
The sheer force of Frei's gaze made Susan look away unable to stand the scrutiny. Tears started to threaten, her breath shuddering in and out. She'd never been so
frank with anyone in years, why now? How could Frei get under her skin so easily?
“Tiz is someone who I’ve been watching for a while. If she didn’t attack you,
you earned that.” Frei put her hands behind her back like she was on parade. Oh
yeah, definitely military. “She was sent to Serenity purely because, when she was
found in prominent businessman’s house, she didn’t know who she was, where she
was and she didn’t know why she’d broken in.”
“Serenity is for—”
“Yes,” Frei held up her hand. “But it was the nearest prison and as they assumed a mental health issue, she went there.”
Susan tucked her hands in the pockets of the jacket. It was well loved, battered
and she couldn’t help love that. “So why is she still there.”
“Because her condition got worse.” Frei shook her head. “I think I know how
to help her.”
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“You a doctor now?” Susan raised her eyebrows.
“No, but I know what it’s like to be sick.” She handed Susan something in a
tube.
“What is it?”
Frei turned to stare up at the emerging stars, her long neck drawing Susan's
eye. No doubt the woman could wear anything and look incredible.
“I’m not at liberty to say.” Frei seemed to be so bound by those words, so tied
up with them.
“Then I won’t be giving it to her.” She held it out.
Frei sighed. “It will make her calmer, cure the reason why she has bradycardia
and it will stop her being so fixated on shiny things.”
Susan stared at the tube. The stuff inside looked unremarkable. She cocked her
head at the tube. Silver edging. “Where did you get this?”
“I’m not at liberty to say.”
Susan held up the tube. “Why do you know this will help her?”
“I’m not at liberty to say.”
Susan put her hands on her hips. “And you think I’ll do it?”
Frei smiled, still gazing at the stars. “Yes, because you’ll show it to her, she’ll
know what it is and you’ll understand I care too.”
As Frei continued to gaze up, Susan relaxed. There were so many thoughts
raging behind those captivating eyes, so many secrets. It was hard not to let her
thoughts wander, to imagine what had chiseled Frei into such an intriguing woman.
What was it that lay beneath the surface?
"You haven't just come here to talk," Frei said, clearing her throat. "Or for the
charming company."
Susan caught herself laughing, the quiet humor surprised her. "I went into the
file room."
Frei’s intense gaze returned with such ferocity that Susan didn't know if she
should run. "What did you find?"
She pulled out Jones’ file. “I made a copy.”
Frei's smile softened her features, making her look far younger. She took the
file and opened it. “Did anyone see you?”
Susan shook her head, watching Frei scan through the pages. Early thirties
maybe? Frei was far younger than her.
“Are you sure?” Frei asked. “Wait... there's a page—”
“Missing,” Susan finished. “Yes I know and I don't know why before you
ask.”
"So you'll help?" Frei flashed her a dazzling smile.
Susan looked away. Had she been lonely that long that she was a drooling idiot at the sight of a smile? Frei was a kid. She needed to get out more. “I don't know.
Isn't giving you the file enough?”
Frei shook her head. “It's a start.”
32

The Whistleblower - Episode 2: No Shiny Objects

Jody KLAIRE

Susan watched her stare off into the distance once more and she longed to ask
what haunted her.
“I can't make you any promises,” Frei whispered. “I'm here... It's a personal
favor.”
“I thought as much.”
Frei raised her eyebrows. Her lips parted.
Susan couldn't help but smile. She doubted Frei was shocked often. “We both
know that if this was official, you would steamroll through the place until you got
what you wanted.”
Frei's eyes twinkled. “I can't protect you from prosecution for this, but I will
protect you any other way I can.”
Susan felt the cold seeping through the jacket and shivered. “Wonderful. You
know how to reassure a girl.”
“I mean it. I can help if you get caught.” Now she sounded young too.
“Agent Frei—”
“Ursula.”
Susan tried not to smile at the Frei's softened voice. "Ursula," she said using
her best “doctor” tone. "If I am caught stealing files, feeding information to you how
will I explain it?" She shifted on her feet to capture Frei's full attention. "If I tell them
it's because I thought that my fellow colleagues were helping patients escape or that
a mysterious agent told me to give an unknown ‘cure’ to a patient, do you really
think that they would hesitate in changing my status from staff to inmate?”
Frei's shrug said it all. “Innocent until proven guilty.”
“Money talks, and Serenity Hills has more than I do.” Susan pulled the jacket
closed. It was heavy on her shoulders but somehow she felt at ease with it, like a
comfort blanket. She needed the comfort. “If I get caught, I'm on my own.”
“No,” Frei whispered. "Listen to me. If you get caught, if the police get anywhere near you, I'll give you another life... Another name."
"Don't you have to be a witness to get that?" Susan raised her eyebrows. “And
part of an official investigation.”
"I wasn't talking officially. I know enough to make sure that you can start
again.”
Susan frowned. "What's in this for you?" She tried to read the veiled expression tried to see the truth. "You must be risking your career at the very least."
Frei looked away. "It's a personal favor."
Susan let out the tension in her shoulders in one wheezed breath. The stars
were beautiful, the clear night air biting. Was Frei crazy enough to think that she
would risk her career, her freedom on a stranger's request? "Let me think about it."
Frei’s phone beeped. She pulled it out. Her brow dipped. "You have my number," Frei said. Her tone curt. "Call me with your decision."
Before Susan could answer, Frei got into the black BMW and sped off, leaving
Susan alone in the dark with her jacket.
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"Guess you have to go then," Susan muttered to herself, heading to her own
car. "See you round. Guess they don't do social skills in the Feds."

34

The Whistleblower - Episode 2: No Shiny Objects

Jody KLAIRE

Chapter 7
Susan stood outside the main corridor. The shift had been a long one. Rhona
would be back at work soon but would be scarred. The other guard was now out of
the ICU but Tracy had told her that she was taking medical retirement. Her conversation with Frei bounced around and around in her mind, when she slept, when she
worked. She had carried the tube in her handbag for over two weeks not sure if she
could give Tiz something that she didn’t know the contents of.
Val chatted to three other guards in the office and Susan steeled herself, the
tube tucked in her blouse.
“When you’ve finished discussing the game?” Susan gave her best, “I’m a
doctor, I’m busy,” look.
“Sorry,” Val mumbled and hurried over. “No one said you needed me.”
Susan cocked her head. “Well, I do.”
Val’s eyes glimmered with something. Susan turned to Tiz’s cell trying to ignore the slimy grin. “Really?”
Susan motioned to the door. “I don’t have a key.”
Val looked from her to the door and back then laughed. “Yeah, sure.”
Susan raised an eyebrow and held up the eardrops in her hand. “Sure.”
Val shook her head. “No, you can’t go in. She needs to be sedated.”
“Because that worked before?” She motioned to the door again. “Tiz will be
just fine.”
She hoped.
Val unlocked the door, kicking it. “Tiz, you behave or I’ll stick you in solitary.”
Tiz fired a string of abuse back… In Spanish? How wonderful, she could
swear in multiple languages.
“Tiz, it’s Susan. I’d like to give you the drops in your cell instead of you having to see me in my office.” She took a long breath. “I know that you don’t really
like the ward.”
Tiz stayed quiet.
Susan nodded to Val.
Val pulled it open. She looked a mixture of impressed and pitying.
Yes, Susan may well have lost it. Trying to explain that some highly attractive blonde had told her it would help might not have gone down well. She strode
in, hands trembling and sat on the bed next to Tiz. She turned to Val. “Shut the door
if you please.”
Val opened her mouth.
“Please.”
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She sighed, shook her head and did as told. All while muttering about crazy
people.
“Tiz,” Susan said, hoping her voice wasn’t wobbling like her hands. “I know
you don’t feel well.”
Tiz stared at her like she was crazy.
“I became a doctor because I had a horrible ear infection as a child.” She tried
to keep her breathing steady. “The consultant I saw drew out this little diagram. I
was fascinated and after he gave me drops that made me better, I was hooked.”
She turned to Tiz. “I need to get the infection out of your ear and I need to do
it soon.” She held her gaze. “But first, I think there’s something else you could
need.”
Tiz studied her. Intense eyes.
Susan glanced at the door. She reached in her blouse and pulled out the tube.
Tiz snatched for it, ripped the top open and slammed it back. She gasped out
a breath, relief twinkling in her eyes and slumped onto the bed.
“Better?”
Tiz nodded.
Susan took the tube and put it back in her blouse, then pulled out her stethoscope from her waistband. “May I?”
Tiz nodded again.
Susan eyed her but Tiz stayed calm for her to check her heartbeat. Regular,
no arrhythmias. She frowned. Maybe Frei had been right?
She held up a portable blood pressure monitor and Tiz rolled up the sleeve
on her arm. Her lips looked like they had more color. Low but in normal range.
She held up the drops.
Tiz leaned her head to the side.
Susan put them in. “If you won’t hurt her, I can send Tracy to put them in for
you.”
Tiz nodded.
“You won’t hurt her?”
Tiz shook her head.
“You’ll let me fix that ear?” Susan eyed it. “It shouldn’t hurt as much after
I’ve fixed it.”
Tiz nodded. She smiled. She looked like the kid she was not the crazed woman who’d clamped onto Rhona’s face. “Please.”
Her voice was gentle. What was that accent?
“Glad to help. I’ll put you on my list.” She smiled at her, got up and went to
the door.
“Thank you,” Tiz whispered.
“You’re welcome.” Susan knocked on the door, Val yanked it open and stood
wide-eyed. Her and half the guards, some inmates and Tracy.
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Susan walked out, smiled back at Tiz who gave her a thumbs up and strolled
through the gaggling crowd up the stairs.
Aeron was at the top, a smile on her face. “Knew you’d figure it out, doc.”
Her big brown eyes twinkled. “Think you got yourself a fan club.”
Susan glanced over her shoulder at the shocked faces below and nodded.
She strolled down the corridor toward the ward with a smile, waved at Nora
and headed into her office.
No shiny objects.
She pulled out the tube, the silver edging glinting in the pale sunlight from
the window. That was one sticky note she would happily discard.
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