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PRAISE FOR THE CLINIC


“The Clinic drew me in from its tense first page and left me thinking long after I finished it. It’s a twisty mystery with feeling that kept me turning the pages until well into the night.”


—Sara Ochs, author of The Resort


“With relentless writing and twists around every corner, Cate Quinn weaves a gripping mystery through the world of luxury rehab that will have you saying ‘one more chapter’ until you hit the final page. So be warned: once you step foot in The Clinic, the doors lock behind you.”


—Tony Wirt, author of Just Stay Away


“Cate Quinn’s propulsive thriller The Clinic reads like an edge-of-your-seat page-turner, with clever twists and turns and redirections, all while taking place at an unconventional rehab clinic in the wilds of the Pacific Northwest coast. But at its core, this is a haunting story of addiction, long-lasting trauma, and the power of transformative change—I absolutely loved it.”


—Ashley Tate, author of Twenty-Seven Minutes


“The Clinic weaves moving portrayals of rehab into a twisty, beautifully written mystery. With enigmatic characters and a vivid atmosphere, Cate Quinn delivers a pitch-perfect page-turner. I devoured it.”


—R. J. Jacobs, author of Always the First to Die and This Is How We End Things


“An absolutely propulsive read that grabbed me by the throat and never let me go until the final page.”


—Cass Green, author of In a Cottage in a Wood
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Author’s Note


This is the first book I have written sober.


In 2020, I checked into rehab, simultaneously the scariest and most rewarding thing I have ever done. I was terrified of all kinds of things, but uppermost in my mind was I might never write another book. For fifteen books, I’d used alcohol for creative insights and bouts of introspection. It seemed invaluable to the process. Suffice to say, I did go on to write another book, and this is the one I’m most proud of. The Clinic is dedicated to anyone anywhere struggling with addiction. And to Sam, T, D, L, J, H and M, the original do or die crew.





Prologue



The clinic was usually loud at night. Addicts, detoxing, shouting. But this part was quiet, the disinfectant smell less pervasive.


No one had said rehab would be easy. But Haley hadn’t counted on it being this hard. Her agent had painted it as a vacation. A break from the drugs before returning to the recording studio and celebrity parties. They hadn’t mentioned how Haley would have to perform an Oscar-worthy set of panic attacks and tearful breakdowns to avoid therapy getting personal. Because Haley couldn’t go there. She really couldn’t. At twenty-seven she had enough bad memories to last a lifetime.


That was why she was padding barefoot along the squeaky, bleached floor of this dark corridor at night, headed for the medical store. And here it was. Haley’s painted toes came to a halt outside.


Rehab went on and on about not trusting addicts and keeping everything locked away. But a security system is only as effective as the people who run it, and with her trademark charm, Haley had needed barely a minute to win over the guard. Sometimes she was so good she impressed herself.


The door was plain. Unmarked. Electronic key code. Stupid. All that plate glass and double locks for the daily pharmacy, and then they keep ten times the drugs behind this flimsy panel of wood. Haley had kicked holes in bigger doors during fights with her manager.


She breathed out. Zipped her pink velour onesie a little higher over her chin—designer label, naturally, bought especially for rehab. The cute loungewear clung to her pixie frame, with a useful hood for pulling down low over her eyes.


Tapping the override code, she almost paused. Haley had been clean for over three weeks. She’d sworn to herself she would stick to a few lines at parties from now on. No crazy weeklong binges. She’d get acting work too. That was why she’d gotten the singing contract anyway. “We can autotune your voice, kid. It’s the looks and sweet country-girl charm we need.”


Maybe it would be nice to get through the full month without anything. Just to prove she could.


But the lock was whirring as Haley remembered how addicts in group therapy had been ragging on her. There was this guy. OK, two guys, in actual fact, who never let up. Admittedly she had played them during her first days there, when she had been going out of her mind with detox and boredom. What else was going to keep her occupied?


So these guys couldn’t get over that she’d ditched them, basically. Trying to get to the bottom of why she was here, who she was. But there was some stuff she would never tell anyone. Stuff she really, really didn’t appreciate being reminded of.


Which was why when the door swung open, Haley at first only had eyes for the rows upon rows of white cardboard boxes arranged neatly on shelves.


Relief hit her in a golden wave.


She’d come for a little something to help her sleep through the bad thoughts. Get through the last few nights of rehab. Now that she was here, she figured she might as well take a couple extra servings from the all-you-can-eat buffet of annihilators. How much fun it would be to float through those therapy sessions without caring. It was such a nice idea that she could feel herself physically wriggling into it, like a cozy blanket. After all that raw pain, she’d be armored up in a fluffy padded suit of couldn’t-care-less. A smile tugged itself onto her face. So many names she recognized on the boxes. Haley hardly knew where to start.


It was only when she reached for the first package that she saw… In the corner of the room. Her hands flew to her mouth.


“Oh my God…” Bile rose in her throat.


Footsteps sounded in the corridor outside.


Haley knew no drug could help her now.


This would be the room she would die in.





CHAPTER ONE




MEG



The high-roller pits in Luckie’s Casino have fancier bathrooms than any LA five-star hotel. And at 3:00 a.m., no one is in here but me, leaning over the crisp square lines of the porcelain sink.


The girl looking back at me in the gold-tiled mirror needs some work. She’s altogether too neat and groomed with her blond chignon, professional makeup, and designer shoes.


Sliding a package of white powder from my bra, I tap the tiniest dab neatly under my nose and another little touch to my black cocktail dress. Taking in the effect, I take an eyedropper from my purse and drip the contents fast into both blue eyes.


“Shit!” I recoil reflexively, grabbing my face, hunched over. I uncurl, wincing. My pupils have dilated to double the size. One of my colored contact lenses has slipped, revealing a halfmoon of deep-green iris. I nudge the lens back and take a breath before tidying my smudged mascara enough to show I’ve tried. A little spritz of water to make my forehead look sweaty, and a few strands pulled from the neat wig covering my own dark, wavy hair. The girl in the mirror is drug fueled. Wired. She’s perfect.


“Showtime,” I tell her.


The casino floor looks different through my bloodshot eyes. Golden palm trees are blurry. I scan the crowded pits of high rollers.


As I return to the table, I see it. The slight relaxing of the body language of the two men I’m playing against.


“Hey, Francine,” says Charlie, the guy I lost two grand to an hour ago. “Powdering your nose?”


I wipe self-consciously with the edge of a knuckle. Charlie is an oily little man with a loan shark for a boss. He’s probably been shuffling poker cards since he was old enough to shake a can for dimes on skid row. Same as me. Give or take.


“Gotta stay sharp for y’all,” I tell him with my best country-girl twang. “Win it all back.”


The dealer gives us the nod. “Ready?”


“Sure.” I beam. “Let’s play.”


He slides out cards. Three each. I pull mine up, feeling the eyes on me, waiting for the tell. I flatten the cards back a little too quickly before breaking a wide smile.


“I’m in,” I say.


Charlie eyes me. “You know,” he says slowly, “you remind me of someone.” He thinks some more. “That girl.” He clicks his fingers. “What’s her name? That country singer. Haley. Haley Banks. The party girl.”


“Yeah?”


Took you long enough, asshole. I’ve been channeling my messed-up sister all night.


My whole life I’ve been compared unfavorably to Haley. She was the blond, blue-eyed princess; I was dark. She got lithe little curves; I grew up wiry. There are similarities though. Arched brows and an elf-like slant to our eyes and cheekbones. A certain disregard for the rules and an ability with accents.


“I’ll take that as a compliment.” I frown at the table. “I’m in.”


“I’m gonna do you a favor,” Charlie says. “How ’bout I give you a chance to win everything back? Double or quits.”


“Sounds good.” I twitch an eyelid.


“How about you?” Charlie turns to the other player, who I’ve quietly dubbed the Viking, on account of his large stature, blond hair, and strong, silent method of play.


The Viking eyes Charlie. “I’ll sit this one out. You guys are too crazy for me.” He leans his long body back against the chair.


“Looks like it’s only you and me who still got balls, toots.” Charlie winks at me, and gestures without thanks for the dealer to issue more cards. I pull a wide smile.


“My luck is about to change, fella. You just wait and see.”


Charlie peels back his cards, face completely neutral. Some people will tell you that reading tells is an art. But it isn’t an art; it’s a science. Faces tell you nothing. You’ve got to blank them out entirely. Hands tell you a lot. Feet too if you can get a look. The way legs are crossed. Breathing.


Cross-reference that with patterns of past behavior, assess what cards are down, and run a probability matrix. You need all this, even if you’re trying to lose.


I collect my cards and make an exaggerated glance at my chips. An amateur giveaway that I like what I see and my brain is telling me to bet high.


“You know what,” I tell him. “I’m all in.”


It’s impossible to tell what Charlie’s thinking. He caught that chip glance. Question is this. Does he buy my act? He riffles chips thoughtfully.


Come on, Charlie. I know it’s you who’s been setting up loan sharks in here. Say something incriminating.


Eight hours of continuous play are hitting me now. I wonder if that chip glance was too obvious.


“Know what?” he says. “I’ll raise.”


I lower my eyes. “Um. I think… Can I bet this?” I hold up my wrist. “It’s a Rolex.”


The dealer shakes his head firmly.


Charlie leans toward me, then hesitates.


Come on, Charlie, I beg silently. Offer me a loan.


It takes every ounce of self-control to keep my face sweetly clueless.


Charlie lowers his voice. “You want me to help you out? I can get you a number of a guy who can wire you two thousand right away. Ten if you need.”


Yes!


“Really?” I reply in an uncertain whisper. My heart is soaring. Finally. “You’d give me the chance to stay in the game?”


He leans back, his eyes sliding to the dealer. Then he pushes a card across with digits scrawled on it.


“Make a trip to the bathroom. Use your phone,” he says. “The money will be in your account by the time you get back to the table.”


I stand. Smile.


“You know what?” I tell the dealer. “I need another bathroom break. I’ll be back in one little minute.”


As I walk away and give the signal, two security guards peel from the sides of the room, moving to take Charlie in. Loan sharks aren’t welcome at Luckie’s.


Shame. He was a good player. And I had a winning hand.


I exit the casino floor as a TV blares early-morning news. An anchor announces urgently to the camera, “World-famous singer Haley Banks checked in to the world’s most expensive rehab last month…”


I roll my eyes as I pass. Not bothering to listen to the rest.


Typical. I catch bad guys. But my big sister, Haley, is the one who makes headlines.






CHAPTER TWO



CARA


Through the lobby window of the Clinic, I watch for the police car. My manicured hand drops to discreetly rub where my designer heel catches.


Outside, the Pacific Northwest morning is the same as yesterday and the day before. Our oceanfront resort lives under an unremitting wash of salt mist. Not freezing, but fresh, dappling everything in a green fuzz of moss and punky shoots of emerald grass. Even the firs look larger and darker here, with low branches trailing lichen garlands and tree bark wrinkled so deep you could fit a fist in the folds.


It’s still hard to believe that only a few months ago I was in sunny LA, managing an extremely basic hotel, with no idea that the mysterious cream-colored envelope on my desk was about to change my life. I had opened it to discover a handwritten invitation to a job interview.


The position I was invited to try for was simply stated as “manager,” and the facility was described as a “luxury addiction rehabilitation clinic.”


Printed plane tickets were included. To an airport I later discovered was midway between Seattle and San Francisco.


There were no other details besides a name. Dr. Alexander Lutz. I’d never heard of him.


It has only crossed my mind recently that another person might have declined Mr. Lutz’s understatedly glamorous invitation. Personally, I didn’t have a whole heap of options. I wonder if I would have chosen differently if I’d have known what would happen to Haley Banks.


On the lobby window, there’s a small streak on the outside of the glass. With the lemony morning sun casting its low light, the smear looks like an outline of a girl’s face. Curved chin. Closed eyes.


A blaze of shock memories flicker like wildfire. The dormitory where Haley was found two days ago. Patients clustered around the bed in a white noise of terror and grief. I seem to recall someone was shaking the body. A last-ditch attempt at CPR maybe.


I tap the smeared glass with a glossy fingernail, then lift the bulky radio from a clip on my waist.


“Housekeeping? Could we attend to lobby window three, please?”


A distorted “Yes, ma’am” has me stow the radio. I check my scheduler and return to my desk—a huge polished-wood structure like an upturned boat in the large lobby.


A panel of lights shows the occupation status of various areas in the facility: Spa. Therapy rooms. Treatment suite.


I pick up the phone receiver and begin pressing buttons in rapid succession, working through tasks. Fresh hot towels for the spa. Aromatherapy oils in the treatment suite. We have a sound-healing session this afternoon, and I ensure the correct cleaning schedule for the acoustic cave has been followed.


Plenty of work to be getting on with. I return my attention to the panel. One “occupied” light flared for the first time ever this week. My eyes match it to the corresponding location.


Morgue.


Dark images crowd in. A gurney. Bloodstained surgical gloves. Yesterday, when I came to let the pathologist out, he hadn’t yet covered the body. The naked corpse, with its brutal autopsy cuts, had the singer’s expensively colored blond hair and the notorious “Heartbreaker” tattoo on her slender, tanned hipbone. But the slack face was empty of that signature blend of charisma and mischief. The girl who’d lit up stages around the world was a nobody. It occurred to me at the time that you don’t truly understand what lifeless means until you see the remains of a person like Haley Banks.


I check my slim gold wristwatch. Straighten my notepad. Spritz the client-facing side of my desk with lavender-scented spray. Adjust my computer screen. I can’t help but feel nervous about what the police might ask.


My mind conjures an imaginary squad car navigating the route I took on my first arrival.


Having risen early, I’d driven the pretty coastal road, taking in all the little towns with their clapboard houses, ice-cream and fishing stores, old-fashioned boardwalks, and poetically named landmarks. Squirrel Cove. Redwood Bay. Thunder Point. Abruptly, the towns ran out.


I made a sharp turn back inland, shedding the sea view for winding fir-lined roads and then a peat dirt track through boggy forest.


It was a long, long drive to nowhere.


Several times I was sure I must have the wrong route. I seemed to be driving away from the coast. But eventually, the road turned back to asphalt, and the world ran out. I was on the rocky edge of a cliff face, with wild ocean crashing beyond.


Perched on the summit was a very large, very grand old house. Victorian, with turrets and fish-scale sidings; magnificent, flawlessly finished, with no indication the squalling ocean weather affected it at all. A high metal fence sealed it from the road, with a discreet brass sign saying, “The Clinic.”


Through the car window, I had watched for a long moment, taking it all in. The quiet majesty and gleaming grandeur of the exterior. This was the kind of property I had always dreamed of managing. A picture of perfect luxury, completely removed from the dirt and disorder of the outside world. From the glossy slate tiles of the roof to the high polish of the entry sign, every last inch was impeccable.


I decided right then and there to overlook the strangeness of the invitation.


Whoever this Mr. Lutz was, he knew how to run things right.


An engine sound jolts me out of my thoughts. I glance toward the window. The police are here.


I stand. Smooth my skirt. Adjust where my waistband digs in. As my heels click over the shining lobby, I try not to imagine what the police might ask. Or rather, who they might ask about.


Haley Banks was our most famous patient.


Platinum hair, impish blue eyes, and tanned little legs in a denim skirt and cowboy boots. Smiles like butter wouldn’t melt. Right from the second I checked her in, I knew she was trouble.






CHAPTER THREE



MEG


I push through a set of doors marked “Staff only” and cross into the backstage world of the casino. It’s a warren of ultrasecure corridors with card-accessed areas. The Los Angeles golden-orange dawn is rising in its slow heat. Tiredness is hitting me, along with the throb of my old shoulder injury. I reach for my medication and realize eight hours at the tables has almost worn me out. Two tablets left. I swallow them both without water.


Ahead is a cupboard labeled, “Electricity. Danger. Do Not Open.” I stop by it, flash my ID at the hidden sensor, and push it to pass through into the next level. Two more coded doors take me to the inner circle of casino security. A huge room banked by walls of camera screens showing the gaming tables. Green baize, red diamonds and hearts, and black clubs and spades as far as the eye can see.


“Meg!” Harry comes to greet me, loping over with his usual half grin. We work together on casino sting operations, which given our hours means he’s basically my best friend. This despite his terrible fashion sense. He dresses like a New York cop on vacation who forgot to swap his boots. The no-nonsense clothes downplay the tall, broad-shouldered frame, thick crop of bouncy curling black hair and deep-brown eyes. Harry is what I call “stealth cute”— good-looking but he doesn’t know it.


“You did it.” He grins, drawing me into a tight hug, then stepping back and clearing his throat. “We got him!”


“So it was a Saint-Clair man?”


“Yep. One of Saint-Clair’s loan sharks. That’s the last of ’em. Revenge is sweet, right?”


I nod. Another wave of tiredness hits, and my mind moves to the now-empty pack of medication. As I pull off the blond wig and let my unruly black hair spill free, I notice a stocky, balding man loitering behind Harry, staring.


“Oh.” Harry stands aside. “This is our new camera guy, Randy.”


Randy moves forward, pointing incredulously. “I recognize you from the casino floor. The girl from Ohio, hoping to win big in LA. You were a redhead.” I remember him too. He headed security on slots.


I extend a hand. “That was last week. Today I was coked-up Francine from Texas. But my real name is Meg. Welcome to the secret service.”


“Yeah.” I can see him still trying to process my total change in accent and demeanor.


“It’s an act I put on for the casino floor,” I explain. “Helps flush out certain types. It’s not only hustlers and loan sharks we go after. Some of our stings are for casino staff. We don’t want regular staff to know too much about us.”


He shakes my hand limply. “Sure was a good act. So…you’re ex-NYPD like Harry?”


“Nope.”


“Meggy always winds up sounding like the last person she talks to,” fills in Harry. “It’s a thing she does.” He looks at me. “Right now she sounds like me. In actual fact, she’s Hollywood royalty.”


I fix him with a warning glance and he winks, unapologetic.


“Can’t believe I had no idea what went on up here,” says Randy, oblivious to my steely-eyed glare at Harry.


“We got the same resources as an undercover police operation,” I agree. “Except most of us have records.” I flash him a smile. “Apart from Harry. He got unlucky. Someone on the force realized his family had mob connections.”


“It was news to me too,” growls Harry, who never likes to be reminded of his unfair dismissal. “Least this joint serves better coffee.”


I cross the floor to a series of whiteboards showing which operative is on which detail.


My name isn’t there.


My eyes track back and forth. “I thought I was on Pit 5 tomorrow?” I turn to Harry. He shrugs.


“Boss is in his office. Ask him.”


“Must be a mistake,” I decide, heading from the room. But I have a bad feeling about this.


My shoulder is killing me. Distractedly, I pull out my phone, checking if my dealer has dropped my oxycodone already.


There’s a message.


Oxy will be there in 20 min. You can pay me later.


I fire a quick text back.


Think I’m stupid enough to owe a drug dealer? I’ll leave you cash.


I’m about to close my screen when I notice a slew of earlier messages.


They arrived almost two days ago, in the middle of the night. Must have missed them as I was starting my epic twenty-hour shift.


The screen shows a run of text messages all from the same person.




Haley: Call me.


Haley: Call me NOW.


Haley: I have to speak with you NOW.


Haley: Call me.





I roll my eyes. My big sis likely did a forgiveness therapy session and wants to reach out. Either that or she’s mixed my number up with her dealer.


Since she sent the texts almost a day ago and has now gone silent, I guess she found someone to supply her drama.


I consider replying. Don’t know what to write.


Probably not a good idea to rile her up again.


Pushing the phone back in my pocket, I head to my boss’s office.






CHAPTER FOUR



CARA


The police have parked at an untidy angle on the deep-green lawn. I trot out to greet them, pausing to straighten a fan of magazines in the lobby as I pass.


I’m fast at navigating the complicated access system for the exterior gate. But opening the gigantic wooden door is usually a two-man job. I manage it the best I can and head into the courtyard. Walking past the tall fence are a man and a woman in uniform. Both wear trooper hats, and the woman has an ill-advised shoulder-length cut to her thick, curly brown hair that sends it projecting almost horizontally from the wide brim.


The man has piercing eyes, the biggest graying mustache I’ve seen outside a Wyatt Earp movie, and a way of standing with his thumbs in his belt loops, feet pointing outward. I can picture him on his downtime in a flannel shirt and trapper’s cap with a can of beer in one hand, fishing rod in the other.


“Good day to you, ma’am.” He tips his hat. “You’re Cara? The manager here?”


“Manager, housekeeper, butler, accountant.” I smile at him. “Plenty to do.”


“Can’t get the staff somewhere so remote?” he suggests.


“We keep hire numbers small to protect the privacy of our guests. You’re Police Chief Hanson?” I supply.


“Correct.” His giant mustache jumps in agreement. “And this is Officer Meyers.” He talks slowly, moves slowly, like a mountain growing moss.


Meyers is short, squat, and beaming, with a bulky flak vest and enormous sunny smile of untidily applied pink lipstick. If the ever-present mist could be chased away by sheer ebullience and a hasty slick of Maybelline, she would be the woman to do it.


My mom always told me, there’s no excuse for a plain woman. Taught me to contour my long nose, fill in my narrow brows, shade the blue eyes that are my best feature. Meyers is like a lesson in how not to use makeup. Or fix hair. I touch my own honey-blond highlights, wondering at the fright wig beneath her hat.


It’s only as she closes in that I realize the flak jacket around her chest is a sling.


With a baby inside.


What the…?


I unintentionally take a step back.


“Don’t worry about him,” Meyers says, smiling and registering my surprise. “He’s sleeping. My oldest got his thumb caught in a raccoon snare, and it was all hands on deck.”


Explains the bad haircut and the milk stain on her shoulder.


“Nothing for it but to bring the little guy for a ride-along,” supplies Hanson, in a noncommittal tone that makes me wonder if he’s entirely on board.


Hanson moves to help me open the door, and I realize I must look pretty silly to these outdoorsy, baby-wearing folk, in my high-shouldered dress, pin-sharp makeup, and Marilyn Monroe styled waves. Teetering in designer shoes as I yank the handle with French-manicured nails.


“Thanks.” We lever back the gate, me standing awkwardly to one side. “I hope the drive over wasn’t too long.”


Hanson considers this. “Glad we’re here, I’ll say that much,” he decides. “Meyers and I, we had something of a set-to in the car, finding the route. Fought like an old married couple.”


I’m never quite sure how to deal with admissions of this nature. My eyes dart back and forth at them uncertainly. Moments like this, I wonder how it feels just saying whatever’s on your mind.


“GPS says you don’t exist,” fills in Meyers, with a sideways glance that suggests the animosity on her part is not entirely dispelled.


I nod. “Dr. Lutz requested the address be removed from mapping systems.”


A jolt of uncertainty hits me as I question whether this is legal, but Hanson makes no further comment. Maybe because Meyers is cutting him an I-told-you-so glance.


I walk them through the next tall gate and finally through the interior oak doors.


“Sierra Johnson is a patient here. Did the newspapers get that right?”


“We don’t disclose the names of our patients,” I say tightly.


“My daughter owns every last one of her band’s albums,” says Meyers. “Won’t stop singing that one… What’s that one?”


I give her a politely noncommittal smile.


“Quite the security system,” adds Hanson, taking in the wider setup. “What do we have? Double entry. Fingerprint access. Cameras. And did I spy an electric fence outside?”


“Yes,” I say. “Dr. Lutz is careful to use the very best. On account of our famous guests.”


There’s an awkward pause.


Because the failure of Dr. Lutz’s comprehensive security is why the police are here.


For all the processes and checks, something has gone badly wrong. The famous singer Haley Banks—the one who always struck me as a drama queen—got the override code somehow.


She was a lot smarter than she seemed, because she found the medication room without being seen. It’s incredibly sad, not to mention disruptive for the other patients. Privately, I have real concerns about their ongoing recovery.






CHAPTER FIVE



MEG


The door to Sol’s office is a very basic security model that I know for a fact will be modified, since the boss is paranoid with good reason.


I push it open without knocking. Inside is a mix of plush chair and plain desk, latest computer and stained coffee cup with “World’s Best Dad” emblazoned across it. The office is never quite neat, as though a world of chaos is only inches from spilling out.


Sol gives a tired smile when he sees me. He’s showing his age now.


“Hey, Meg.” His tone says it all. He raises his hands before I can speak. “Yeah. I moved you. You’ll have to survive on comps that aren’t lobster.”


“Don’t give me that bullshit, Sol. What’s going on? You got Corinne’s name on there. Corinne. She can work a small-town hustler act, but she’s never going to make it on the big tables.”


Sol meets my eye. “She knows when to fold.”


“What?” I’m completely thrown for a second—until I remember. I throw my hands up in frustration.


“That game? C’mon! I handed you Saint-Clair’s last loan shark. The guy before was an asshole.”


“And you should know enough not to let that rile you. You were tilting like fucking crazy.”


Tilt. It’s a poker term meaning you’re out of control of your emotions. The insult must show in my face, because Sol’s hard expression loosens.


“Meg. Losses happen. Even to our best players.” He inclines his head to show I’m included in the definition. “But that guy was practically dancing on the table, begging you to call. And you served him up thousands of dollars on a silver platter. We have to pay that out, Meg.”


“I know, I know.”


“Do you?” He looks fierce. “Even before the Saint-Clair case, when have you ever folded a hand, Meg?”


A flash of anger. “I fold all the time!”


He waves an annoyed hand. “I don’t mean in the shallows. I mean when it matters.”


I swallow.


“You still living in that hotel?” he asks.


“It’s a serviced apartment.”


“Anyplace got a breakfast buffet, that’s a hotel. We pay you enough to get your own place, right?”


“Sure, you pay me plenty.”


“OK. ’Cause you know that’s important to me. I like to take care of my best staff.”


“I’m good. Really.”


He shrugs, perplexed as ever by anyone’s choice to live alone, when his family have inhabited the same block in LA since two generations before he was born.


“I just wonder if you’re OK all alone there, Meg.”


I’m caught off guard. “I… Yeah. Sure. I got new pills.”


“Your bar spend is double any other undercover.”


I try for a winning smile. “That’s why you hired me. Bad guys drink to keep up with me.”


“I hired you because you’re the best poker player I’ve ever seen. Look. Meg. I’m no doctor, but even I know pills and fifteen shots of JD don’t mix.”


I flush, ready to defend myself, but he stands and walks over to me, placing a paternal hand on my arm. “What happened to you with Saint-Clair’s men in the warehouse was fucked up. No shame if you’re not over it.”


“Give me a break, Sol. That was almost a year ago!” Without me meaning to, my hand reaches for my injured shoulder. Sol’s eyes follow the movement.


“Yeah. Well. A few of our guys are still messed up about that and they didn’t even… They didn’t go through half what you did.” He nods, massages the bridge of his nose. “I heard you didn’t take up our offer of therapy.”


I hunch my shoulders in a shrug. “My mom was an actress, Sol. She dragged me and my sister through every known therapist in LA. All that crying and hugging it out was a lot of fun for them. Never saw the point myself.”


He hesitates. “OK, sure. I never understood why rehashing all the bad stuff was a good idea, either.”


I nod. “We got the last guy tonight. It’s all over.”


Sol gives me a long look. “The therapy is there if you want it. OK, Meg? Best money can buy.”


I give an earnest expression, knowing I’m never going to take him up on that.


Finally he heaves up a sigh. “You’re slipping, Meg. You need to cut down on the booze and pills. Take a couple days off. Get some sleep. I’ll call you Friday.”


I nod fast, realizing this is a reprieve. Sort of. Unless I shape up, I’m going to lose the best job I ever had. My injured shoulder burns.


As I walk out through the camera room, a radio is blaring.


“Troubled singer Haley Banks checked in to a luxury rehab center last month,” begins the announcer. “The platinum-selling megastar has struggled with addiction…”


Typical. No matter how hard my day is, big sister Haley is frontline news.


I shoot out a hand and kill the sound as I blaze past. “Can people just do their jobs instead of listening to celebrity shit?” I demand. I know I’m being an asshole, but I don’t care.


“Sheesh, Meg. Who yanked your chain?” says Harry.


I ignore him, and as soon as I’m out of sight, I pull out my phone and drop a text.


Coming to collect oxy. Usual place?






CHAPTER SIX



CARA


I pass the police through the secure vestibule and toward the main lobby.


“This was a prison back in the day?” asks Meyers.


“That’s right,” I say. “Prisoners were brought by tall ship. There were two hundred small cells, but when the beaver trade collapsed, the prison was left derelict.”


“Not derelict anymore,” says Meyers meaningfully.


“No,” I say proudly. “Dr. Lutz restored every square inch. You’ll see inside. It’s very impressive.”


“Dr. Lutz. That’s the man we’re here to see?” asks Hanson.


“Yes. He’s the owner.”


They troop dutifully behind me as we enter the lobby. Inside is an explosion of carved wood. The effect reaches triple height, with a grand central staircase, sweeping curved banisters, and elaborately tooled balustrades and pillars.


“I guess small wasn’t in fashion, back in the day,” observes Hanson dryly.


“The lobby was the old governor’s house,” I explain.


“This whole house. This is the lobby?” Hanson asks.


“That’s right,” I say proudly. “The Clinic is a very large facility.”


Meyers moves from foot to foot, rocking the baby, craning her neck up at the mahogany flourishes in a way that pushes her crazed sideways hair out at an even more bizarre angle. Her eyes follow the intricate dark-teak cornucopias of fruit, laurel wreaths, swags, and bows on the walls and the pitched ceiling.


“I can maybe make a little makeshift crib with towels?” I suggest. “Dr. Lutz will be here soon.”


“No need,” Meyers says cheerfully. “He’ll only wake up if I set him down.” Right when I thought her smile couldn’t get any wider, she proves me wrong. “First baby, you watch ’em while they sleep. By the fourth, you pay ’em the same mind as a bag of groceries.”


I try for a smile, feeling a little sorry for the groceries-baby, wondering how Dr. Lutz will respond to the newborn. I check my pager nervously.


“You been working here long?” Meyers asks conversationally.


“A few months,” I admit. “It’s been a steep learning curve.”


“You come down from Seattle?”


“I grew up in Maine,” I reply, faintly insulted. “Was in San Francisco for a while before moving to a basic hotel in Los Angeles.”


I glance at Meyers’s face, waiting for the next question. The one about me, my boss, and the viral meme. Surely she uses social media?


“Maine, huh.” Meyers beams, jiggling. “Yuh cahn’t git theah from heah.” She uses the r-less native accent I had taken pains to shed.


I smile politely, relieved. Never heard that one before.


Mercifully, my pager sounds. I check it.


“Follow me, please,” I tell them. “Dr. Lutz is waiting for you inside the Clinic.”


We troop together toward the back of the lobby.


The governor’s house backs onto a huge glass atrium, enclosing what was once an outside courtyard.


“This part is what connects us to the old prison building,” I explain.


Beyond is a heavy-walled building made of hand-cut stone, with a polished concrete floor and soft, warm lighting.


Meyers sniffs the scorched-smelling air as we make multiple turns in the warmly lit corridors.


“Sauna and spa rooms,” I explain. “We’re passing our Chumash Indian sweat lodge.” I point to a sign showing an igloo-shaped clay construction. “It has lemongrass-infused steam for inhaling and healing herbs and mud for your skin.” In my nervousness, I’ve switched into tour-guide mode.


We reached the breakout area where Dr. Lutz asked us to meet him. Moroccan-style low seating and lamps.


A potted plant near one of the doors is growing at an odd angle. I adjust it so the leaves spread more tidily, then check my watch.


“Dr. Lutz will be here shortly,” I say, wondering where he could be. Dr. Lutz is never late.


“You worked in fancy hotels before?”


“I’ve been lucky enough to work at some luxurious facilities,” I say. “I got on the Beaumont Hotels fast track.”


My voice can’t help but betray my pride. Even Hanson and Meyers will have heard of the Beaumont Group.


Meyers’s mouth pinches. “Fast track, but they put you in charge of a basic hotel in LA?”


I hesitate. “I imagine you’ve seen my face on social media,” I say with as much dignity as I can muster.


Meyers shakes her head slowly. “Nope,” she says. “Can’t say we caught that one down here. Did we, Hanson?”


“We don’t do much in the way of twittering and whatnot,” confirms Hanson in his slow, rumbling voice.


“Cara is far too modest to tell you herself.” A friendly voice breaks loudly into our conversation. “But we were incredibly lucky to steal her away.”


We all turn to see Dr. Lutz has made an entrance from a direction I wasn’t expecting.


Meyers stares with undisguised surprise. Even Hanson’s gunmetal-gray eyes tighten slightly above his huge mustache. On first appearance, Dr. Lutz could be an aging Seattle hipster. Full beard, sideways-combed hair, and roomy jeans around a slight paunch.


He wears a clean-pressed T-shirt with the words “Addiction Recovery Warrior” set in angel wings, flip-flops on his leathery feet, and at his wrists, a curation of woven bracelets. His Swiss accent, however, is pure old-world European.


“Cara transformed a dingy LA hotel of junkies and hobos into a profitable premises in under a year. Prior to that, she beat ten thousand applicants to make the Beaumont fast track. Her eye for detail is unsurpassed.”


I smile gratefully at the interruption. “This is Dr. Lutz,” I explain, realizing they must be as surprised by his appearance as I was when we first met.


In answer, Dr. Lutz folds his hands together in prayer and bows, brown eyes twinkling. With his stocky limbs and soft belly, he is a teddy bear of a man.


“You are Dr. Lutz?” Hanson’s tone delivers what his face doesn’t.


“I am.” Dr. Lutz treats Hanson to a charming smile.


“Owner of…this resort?” confirms Hanson.


“Owner. Designer. Architect. Clinical manager.” Dr. Lutz’s Swiss inflection is clearer now. “This facility is my life’s work.” His eyes land on Meyers’s baby, sleeping in the sling. There’s a pause before he decides to simply ignore this bizarre actuality.


Meyers is sniffing the air. Dr. Lutz has brought with him the spicy scent of tiger eye and Balinese oils.


“My meditation-blend incense,” says Dr. Lutz, noticing. “Forgive me. I was deep in mantras when you arrived.”


“Dr. Lutz,” says Hanson, recovering himself by degrees. He stands belt loops stance. “Do you know why we’re here, sir?”


Dr. Lutz is eyeing Hanson. With his heavy boots and outsized salt-and-pepper mustache, the officer looks particularly provincial in contrast to Dr. Lutz’s curling beard and slogan shirt.


“I admit I am curious,” Dr. Lutz says, pursing his lips and nodding slowly.


There’s a pause. Meyers’s baby issues a sudden earsplitting shriek. She jiggles back and forth as she and Hanson exchange glances.


“Cases like this, we like to look over the premises,” Hanson says finally. “Check things are being done right.”


Dr. Lutz is silent, parsing this information. His hands fold again in prayer, this time under his bearded chin. “What is it you should like to see?”


Hanson’s face is steady.


“We’d like to see the bed, sir. The one Haley Banks died in.”






CHAPTER SEVEN



MEG


I’ve changed from my work costume into jeans and a black T-shirt. Standard casual wear for a girl who doesn’t care about fashion.


The best place for a drugs drop in a casino is the metal amnesty box. No cameras and no security. My guy, Dean, tapes my pills to the bulky box. I approach as usual and slide my hand casually round the back.


Three boxes of oxy. I peel them free, dizzy from the long night’s work, lack of food, and shoulder pain. Pop three. Even before they hit my stomach, I feel better.


Casinos never have clocks, but I figure it must be 9:30 a.m. Time for a drink.


I message Harry. Figure he’ll want to celebrate Saint-Clair’s final demise with me.


Ten minutes later, we’re both sitting on barstools. I always liked that the rest of LA are picking up Starbucks while we wind down from our night shift.


“What’ll it be?” I ask Harry. “Tequila shot?” I watch his face. He shakes his head, so I smile like it was a joke.


“Coffee. I’m buying.”


“Coffee? C’mon, Harry. Have a beer with me. Bud is basically a soft drink. I have that on my cornflakes.”


He sighs. “Fine. Two beers.”


The drinks arrive. I take a long pull.


“So, what’s up with you, Meg?” asks Harry. “Getting Saint-Clair’s guy making you nervous?”


My hand jerks, and a puddle of beer forms on the table. “Jeez,” I say crossly, jabbing around the spillage with a napkin. “Why does everyone keep going on about that fucking gangster?”


Harry shrugs, his eyebrows rising. “Maybe because you ditched that guy you were crazy about right after it happened?”


He gives me a long, searching look.


“I never said I was crazy about you.” But I can’t meet his eyes.


“Yeah you did, Meg.” He sighs. “Maybe you forgot. Around the time you started working twenty-hour shifts and taking oxy?”


“Wait.” I hold my hands up. “You think I take oxy because of some fucking low-rent loan shark?”


He opens his mouth to reply.


“I take oxy because my fucking shoulder hurts, Harry. Nothing to do with Saint-Clair. Nothing.” I raise my hand. “Bartender? Could I get a tequila shot over here?”


“If you say so.” Harry’s eyes turn steely. “So what’s your excuse for what happened to us, Meg?”


“Jesus. Make that two tequilas.” I turn to Harry and let out an exasperated sigh. “For fuck’s sake, Harry. Enough already. I told you. I’m not the sort of girl you take to dinner.”


“I don’t buy that.”


“You know the work we do. Relationships leave you vulnerable. That’s the end of it. At the poker table, all emotions are tilt, right? Good or bad, they affect your play. Relationships are the tilt of life.”


“You’ve started thinking of relationships in poker game terminology?” He looks away toward the nonexistent windows.


“In this job it’s better to turn things off,” I say. “Feelings and stuff,” I add because he looks confused. “It’s a gift I learned, growing up in Hollywood.” I meant it as a joke, but his expression is pained.


“You know, Meg, sometimes you’re kind of a sociopath.”


“Because I work damn hard catching bad guys? No one calls James Bond a sociopath.”


“They do call him a sociopath. Nowadays at least.” Harry lifts his beer and swigs. “And Bond did want to settle down. His wife got killed. By Blofeld.”


I down my tequila. “Then I’m one step ahead. No dead husbands.”


There’s a pause. “Is that honestly what you think?” says Harry quietly. “You’d put me in danger?”


“Do you honestly think I wouldn’t?” I tip back the second shot.


“This is the Saint-Clair thing,” Harry says. “I knew it.”


“Could we drop it? Please?”


He spreads his hands. “Look, all I’m saying is you’ve been different since it happened.”


I wouldn’t take this from anyone else. But there have been differences, haven’t there?


I roll my beer glass thoughtfully. We sit in silence for a moment.


“Harry. Do you ever have nightmares?”


“Sure, I have this dream about a woman. She’s pretty unique, and I think we could be really something. But she keeps jerking me around.”


“Ha-ha.”


I frown at the polished bar and pick up a beer coaster emblazoned with a loud advertisement for Lady Luck Slots.


Harry takes a pull of his beer and fixes me with a look I sometimes like and sometimes don’t. He sees too much.


“You not sleeping good, Meg?”


I shred the edges of the cardboard coaster.


“Not so much.” I’m relieved at not having to explain.


Suddenly, I don’t want to go home.


“Sure you don’t want a tequila?” I ask Harry.


He looks weary. “Another morning. You want a ride?”


“I might stick around here.”


He gives me a long look.


“Stay,” I tell him.


He shakes his head slowly. “I wouldn’t be doing you any good.”


Tequila on an empty stomach is hitting me now. “Stay and drink with me. We’ll have fun.” I try for a wink but the tequila is mismatching my reflexes.


Harry tilts his head to one side, and his mouth twists. There’s a loaded silence. “I’ll catch you later.”


“Plenty of guys in this bar who’d be happy to join me,” I tell him petulantly.


He leans in and kisses me slowly on the cheek. I feel the hairs on my neck stand on end.


“Sometimes it’s the hands you don’t play that win you the game.” He says it quietly into my ear, then stands to leave.


I watch him walk away, still hoping he’ll turn around. He doesn’t. The footage of Harry leaving skips. One minute he’s there, then he’s gone.


I catch my face reflected back in the shiny steel bar top. Sad green eyes with makeup smudged underneath, strands of dark hair sticking to the sweat on my face.


I try to focus. My eyes settle on a little TV high up in the corner of a bar. There’s a familiar face on it.


Haley.


You forget how pretty Haley is until you see a good shot of her like this.


There’s something wrong with that, I realize slowly. Haley is usually televised staggering out of limos. Throwing drinks at the Grammys. This is a still of her smiling face. A cold feeling pools in my stomach. A knowing that doesn’t quite connect with my mind.


This is the kind of picture you show when something bad has happened.


My eyes bring the written headline into focus.


COUNTRY SINGER HALEY BANKS DIES IN REHAB, AGE 27






CHAPTER EIGHT



CARA


Dr. Lutz is smiling at the police officers in polite confusion. He strokes his curling beard, woven bracelets dropping down his aging wrist.


“You’d like to see the bed where Haley Banks was found?” he asks finally, tilting his head. “But a verdict of suicide has already been issued.”


Hanson looks at Meyers, then nods slowly. “Well, sir. Here’s the thing. In all my years of policing, I have never known an autopsy to happen so quickly. You have a mortuary on-site? Correct?”


“Sadly, this is standard in rehab,” replies Dr. Lutz, nodding in an understanding way as if Hanson had shared a personal truth. “Rehabilitation is dangerous. As is drug addiction. Perhaps we moved a little faster than you felt comfortable with.”


I notice Hanson’s mustache curl inward.


“Oh, that is true enough,” Hanson agrees without emotion, glancing at Meyers. “We certainly have our own pace out here. Isn’t that right, Meyers?”


“We sure do,” Meyers treats us to an unevenly lipsticked grin.


“Least…three, four days for an autopsy. Right?” confirms Hanson.


Meyers jiggles the baby. “I’ve known it take up to seven,” she says.


“Right,” Hanson says. “I’m sure you city folk find us all very backward. But slow and steady wins the race. We’d like to check the scene of death. If you don’t mind.”


Dr. Lutz’s mouth flicks up in a smile.


For a moment I expect him to refuse.


“Of course,” he says. “Please follow me.”


Without pausing for confirmation, Dr. Lutz turns on his flip-flopped foot and heads for the spa. We follow behind in his trail of spicy incense.


The back of Dr. Lutz’s shirt reads: “One Day at a Time.”


“You like my building?” Dr. Lutz asks the police, beaming at them encouragingly as we take a different route from the one we came in by.


“It’s…very impressive, sir,” begins Hanson in his low voice.


“As you will see, the Clinic is one of the largest of its kind,” continues Dr. Lutz, gratified. “I left Switzerland in my twenties and spent a decade in Indian drug treatment facilities. Ever since, I have dreamed of a world-class facility. Somewhere that can offer the holistic treatments of the East, with the progressive science of the West. And I have done it. Here. My masterpiece.”


He fans out his hands as if expecting applause.


“I’m amazed you folk can find your way around,” Meyers says, eyeing the maze of passages spun out in every direction.


“This part was built by convicts using rocks from the coast,” Dr. Lutz explains, running a loving hand over the refurbished walls. “Many died during construction. Each stone was hand polished during the renovation, at a cost of one million dollars.”


Hanson’s giant mustache twists a few degrees.


“Takes a lot of money to cure addiction, huh?” he observes neutrally.


Dr. Lutz hesitates. “Yes,” he says. “If only the government would realize how much it takes to help addicts,” he adds sadly.


“Guess a place like this is outside the public purse,” says Meyers.


“They said it would take two years to renovate and complete,” agrees Dr. Lutz proudly. “I said, with my high standards, it would take three. In the end it took four.” He holds up triumphant fingers and giggles, apparently delighted with this evidence of his unreasonableness.


Dr. Lutz’s flip-flops are slapping the polished concrete, taking us quickly toward the dormitory. But Hanson slows to a sudden halt outside a door cordoned off by warning tape.


“This is Haley’s room?”


“You are very observant,” Dr. Lutz says.


“But she didn’t die here, right?” Meyers cocks her head to one side, smiling pleasantly.


“Correct.” Dr. Lutz’s tone is icy.


“That’s the part we wanted clarification on,” says Hanson. He flips slowly through a pad of neat handwriting. Dr. Lutz eyes the unhurried pace with distaste.


“Security footage shows Miss Banks breaking into a medication room and stealing a quantity of medical-grade heroin around 1:00 a.m., correct?”


“You have the footage,” confirms Dr. Lutz.


“Any reason a rehab facility would keep heroin on the premises?”


“This, again, is standard,” Dr. Lutz says. “Rehabs carry FDA-approved pharmaceuticals for all eventualities. Detox can be life threatening.”


Hanson nods. “And after raiding the medication room, Haley next went to the spa.” Hanson looks at me.


“Right.” I nod slowly. “There’s a camera outside the spa. You can see Haley’s face clearly. She entered in the early hours of the morning. Right after leaving the medication room.”


“Any thoughts on why she might have done that, ma’am?”


“I suppose…she had shot up medical-grade heroin in the medication room. Decided the spa was a good place to enjoy the effects.”


Hanson nods. “But Haley didn’t die in the spa? Or in her room. She was found dead in a shared dormitory room.”


Dr. Lutz makes a small sound of frustration. “We have already explained this at length. Several times.”


“Apologies, sir,” Hanson replies unapologetically. “I want to be sure I understand. Haley had her own room. Here.” He points. “While others shared?”


“Rehabs maximize group camaraderie to aid recovery,” Dr. Lutz explains. “Shared bedrooms, bathrooms, therapy sessions. But… Ms. Banks was very insistent about having a room and bathroom to herself.”


The baby issues another high-pitched yelp, and Meyers adopts a wide-legged stance, lunging back and forth like a baseball player fixing to swing.


“Shall we go to the shared dormitory now?” suggests Hanson.


Dr. Lutz checks his watch pointedly. “It’s this way,” he says.


“Female dormitory, right?” Meyers glances at me.


It takes me a beat to catch up to his meaning.


“Yes,” I reply hastily. “Patients weren’t permitted in opposite-sex dormitories.”


Meyers wrinkles her glossy pink mouth, taking her cue and turning to Dr. Lutz.


“Probably I’m not getting enough sleep these days,” she says, rocking the sling. “Because I still can’t make sense of why Haley Banks decides, after the spa, not to return to her own private bedroom. She went to where other people are.” Meyers looks at me, polite, questioning, one hand on her baby’s pink head. “Almost as if she’s trying to get help.”

OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Praise for the Clinic



		Title Page



		Contents



		Author’s Note



		Prologue



		Chapter One: Meg



		Chapter Two: Cara



		Chapter Three: Meg



		Chapter Four: Cara



		Chapter Five: Meg



		Chapter Six: Cara



		Chapter Seven: Meg



		Chapter Eight: Cara



		Chapter Nine: Cara



		Chapter Ten: Meg



		Chapter Eleven: Meg



		Chapter Twelve: Meg



		Chapter Thirteen: Cara



		Chapter Fourteen: Meg



		Chapter Fifteen: Meg



		Chapter Sixteen: Cara



		Chapter Seventeen: Meg



		Chapter Eighteen: Cara



		Chapter Nineteen: Meg



		Chapter Twenty: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-one: Cara



		Chapter Twenty-two: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-three: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-four: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-five: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-six: Cara



		Chapter Twenty-seven: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-eight: Meg



		Chapter Twenty-nine: Cara



		Chapter Thirty: Meg



		Chapter Thirty-One: Cara



		Chapter Thirty-Two: Meg



		Chapter Thirty-Three: Cara



		Chapter Thirty-Four: Meg



		Chapter Thirty-Five: Cara



		Chapter Thirty-Six: Meg



		Chapter Thirty-Seven: Cara



		Chapter Thirty-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Thirty-Nine: Meg



		Chapter Forty: Cara



		Chapter Forty-One: Meg



		Chapter Forty-Two: Meg



		Chapter Forty-Three: Cara



		Chapter Forty-Four: Meg



		Chapter Forty-Five: Cara



		Chapter Forty-Six: Meg



		Chapter Forty-Seven: Meg



		Chapter Forty-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Forty-Nine: Cara



		Chapter Fifty: Cara



		Chapter Fifty-One: Meg



		Chapter Fifty-Two: Cara



		Chapter Fifty-Three: Meg



		Chapter Fifty-Four: Meg



		Chapter Fifty-Five: Meg



		Chapter Fifty-Six: Cara



		Chapter Fifty-Seven: Meg



		Chapter Fifty-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Fifty-Nine: Meg



		Chapter Sixty: Cara



		Chapter Sixty-One: Meg



		Chapter Sixty-Two: Meg



		Chapter Sixty-Three: Meg



		Chapter Sixty-Four: Cara



		Chapter Sixty-Five: Cara



		Chapter Sixty-Six: Meg



		Chapter Sixty-Seven: Cara



		Chapter Sixty-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Sixty-Nine: Cara



		Chapter Seventy: Meg



		Chapter Seventy-One: Cara



		Chapter Seventy-Two: Meg



		Chapter Seventy-Three: Cara



		Chapter Seventy-Four: Meg



		Chapter Seventy-Five: Cara



		Chapter Seventy-Six: Meg



		Chapter Seventy-Seven: Cara



		Chapter Seventy-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Seventy-Nine: Cara



		Chapter Eighty: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-One: Cara



		Chapter Eighty-Two: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-Three: Cara



		Chapter Eighty-Four: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-Five: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-Six: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-Seven: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Eighty-Nine: Cara



		Chapter Ninety: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-One: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-Two: Cara



		Chapter Ninety-Three: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-Four: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-Five: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-Six: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-Seven: Cara



		Chapter Ninety-Eight: Meg



		Chapter Ninety-Nine: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred One: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Two: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Three: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred Four: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred Five: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Six: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Seven: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred Eight: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Nine: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred Ten: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Eleven: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred Twelve: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Thirteen: Meg



		Chapter One Hundred Fourteen: Cara



		Chapter One Hundred Fifteen: Meg



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Also by Cate Quinn



		Copyright













Page List





		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431



		432



		433













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading













OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE

CLINIC

CATE QUINN

OOOOO





