
Therapy:

By TerraMGP


Collin hadn’t quite been sure what to expect when he was called in to the principals office. It wasn’t’ done as an announcement, like so often happened for Justin. No, instead the vice principal, Ms. Dixon, had come to him personally in video media class.


Even six months ago that class would have seemed absurd for him to take. It was his last semester, and Collin could pick anything he wanted for that one last class to help him relax amid AP history and trig and everything else he had to put up with. Truth be told there were not that many options though. Most of the electives that would have fit included shop classes or techie things he didn’t want to do. Messing with digital media seemed way more like something Becky would want to take. But after his little ‘experiment’ for lack of a better term, there was admittedly a small sliver of curiosity if it might be useful. Plus, well, art credit not tied to stupid music.


He was snapped from his thoughts when he realized where they were. Mrs. Garcia’s office. The school therapist. It was a small room away from many of the other faculty facilities. Nice enough, but likely used for something ages ago before the school had to have a therapist, he figured. Ms. Dixon led him in and nodded to the plump, cheerful Coati woman. Her reddish-brown headfur tied up in a neat bun and her light blue dress far more casual than the severe, angular suit Ms. Dixon wore.


If being called on by the faculty was worrying before, this was alarming. Collin froze for a moment as he looked at the woman. She seemed cheerful enough. But she was someone who usually talked to kids like Justin, or any of the other school fuck ups. Sure, Collin had stopped caring about how he looked to these people, or so he kept telling himself. But he had to wonder if he’d fucked up this badly.


“Hello, Collin. Is it ok if I call you Collin?” The plump woman asked. Her ring tail thudding on the floor a bit as she pulled herself up and offered a handshake.


Collin took the paw and reciprocated nervously. He was slow to sit down. His whole body fidgeting as he looked up to Ms. Dixon.


“Your parents had been talking to me recently about some behavioral changes you’ve been going though, Collin.” Ms. Dixon’s voice sounded almost artificial as she tried for the more casual and familiar tone. It was clear she was a woman who didn’t do this with students much. “I have to confess some of your teachers had noticed it as well. I wanted to ask you some questions, if that’s ok.”

“Ok” Collin winced a bit. He’d agreed on instinct, as always. Not that he had a choice. “Though, uh, why are we doing it here?”

Mrs. Garcia sat back down in her chair and wrinkled her muzzle, the white tip seeming to take the bulk of the scrunching. “Well in part because we want you to know you aren’t in trouble, and if there is any need to offer you help I’d like to be the one to see about it myself.” It was at the very least a more genuine feeling statement than Ms. Dixon’s. Not a reassuring one, though.


“Well, I know my grades have dropped a bit.” Collin muttered “But I didn’t think I was worrying anyone. That happens a lot with senior year, right?”

“It can.” Ms. Dixon nodded “But we’ve noticed other changes as well. Both the faculty and your parents. It’s not just our job to get you to have good grades, Collin. We need to make sure that you are happy and productive. So you can keep up that momentum for your higher education and eventually the rest of your future, too.”

“Everyone has problems.” Mrs. Garcia added “The thing is, not everyone is willing to address those problems. Many are. You’d probably be surprised by the number of students who come in here of their own volition. Though I know there’s still a stigma attached to therapy.”

“Something like that.” The wah sighed “So, ma’am, can I ask what has everyone so worried? I mean, sorry. I’m not trying to be rude.” He slumped a bit more. The whole ‘submissiveness’ thing didn’t feel right anymore when it was like this. Just feeling boxed in by authority. But it was a hard habit to break.


Ms. Dixon moved beside the therapist’s chair and leaned a hand on it, her face still a flat plastic mask of concern. “That’s sort of the problem. We aren’t sure. We know some of this might have something to do with Ms. Blake. The extracurricular interest she’s shown with you and Mr. Flannery seems to coincide with the changes in behavior. I’d asked her about it, but she claims it’s something you don’t really feel comfortable discussing with you parents for some reason.”

There it was. The other shoe dropped and it landed right on his face. The small, meek Collin went rigid upon hearing that. His face set in stone. His eyes darted between the two women while only barely hiding the ruthless thoughts shimmering behind them.


The panther smiled her biggest, most concerned smile. The thing saccharin, fake, something Collin could see though easily. He looked to Mrs. Garcia. She too was wearing a placating smile. But it was at least more genuine. The smile of someone who was mentally prepping to help. Of someone who smiled because they didn’t know what else to do without scaring him off.


Collin could deal with that kind of smile.


“I want to talk to her.” Collin said “Alone. Please.”

Miss Dixon didn’t like that. She made only a passing effort to hide her displeasure. “Mr. Sang, Collin, I realize that this might  be a bit overwhelming but-”

“Now now, this is progress.” Mrs. Garcia said “Didn’t you say that Ms. Blake’s concern was that Collin here thought I couldn’t really help? This should clear things right up, at least enough to give an idea of what’s going on.”

“I still think I should be here.” The panther said it, but it was clear she was floundering for an actual reason why.


The Coati woman shook her head and smiled “It’s fine. If it is actually something serious we will address it. A lot of the time these things are far more simple than that though, Ms. Dixon. It may be that Collin just needs someone else to vent to or another perspective on something.”

The mask of civility slipped for a moment. Collin could see it. He watched it return just as quickly, but it cemented in his mind just why so many of the other students didn’t like their VP.


Collin waited for the panthress to leave. He did what he could to hide the scorn I his wimpy and timid gaze. His hands clutched tight together and squeezed between his knees as he felt the woman’s gaze on him. He waited a while after she left before looking up at the other woman.


“Listen. I want to make sure of one thing before I am willing to say anything. What I tell you here, stays here. Right?” Collin muttered


“It does” Mrs. Garcia nodded


“No, I mean it. What I say, You can’t tell them. I want to know you can’t tell them. Otherwise I’m not going to say anything.”

The woman sighed and nodded solemnly. “If it’s something that I feel could lead you to harm yourself or others, I have to tell someone. Same if it’s something illegal. Beyond that, you’re technically an adult. Even if you were not, the law protects you in this case. So if you are worried about my telling other people, I can assure you it would get me investigated and probably lose me my whole career.”

The wah drew a deep breath and let it out. Only when he did so was it clear how much he was shaking. He nodded and took another, then looked up to meet the woman’s gaze.


“I think I’m Trans. O-or something. Maybe not. I don’t know. I have feelings. They’re odd. I’m still trying to figure it out.”

The therapist sat stunned for a long moment. Indeed the silence between them became uncomfortable as the wheels slowly turned in her head. She looked the boy over carefully and jotted down a few notes on her tablet before plastering on that ‘I’m here to help’ smile once more.


“And what does that have to do with Miss Blake?” She asked in the most calm and rational tone she could muster.


“A lot of things. I don’t know. She ‘gets’ me. She, she’s not trying to hammer me into a box like all of you. Make me fit somewhere I don’t want to go.”

“I’m not trying to hammer you into a box Coati Assured him calmly.


“Oh no? The wah’s ears perked up a bit “Ma’am, I’m Asian. With a capitol ‘A’. I know I probably don’t sound it, but I have dual citizenship. I could technically go off to China right now and live there if I wanted. I was born there. I have family there.”

“I see.” The woman nodded. Her placating tone like nails on chalkboards to the red panda boy.


“No, you don’t.” Collin sighed. “You can’t. Maybe you want to, but it’s different. ‘They’ are different. I always have to get good grades, so I always have to do homework. I can’t get a job because I need to focus on my studies. I can’t get a car because we can’t afford it. Justin can afford it. His family got him one. He got an internship, too. But I have to go to music lessons because it looks good on college applications.”

“Is there somewhere specific you were looking to work?” The woman asked


“I don’t want to work.” Collin snapped “I just want them to let me, something. I don’t know.” The boy gripped the back of his head as he tried to form the words and force them out. His foot started tapping on the floor. His chest heaving as he drew in each breath. “My best friend gets a car. His parents are proud of him, even though he’s kind of an idiot. Like, a huge idiot. He even screwed his car up and they let him drive again after it got fixed. If I did something like that my parents would use it to point out why they don’t let me drive. And then we have Hui.”

Mrs. Garcia nodded and flipped though her notes “She’s your sister, yes?”

“Little brat.” Collin growled “She gets away with everything.”

“So she doesn’t have to keep up those same grades? Or do the same activates?” The woman’s voice was not judgmental or condescending. Part of Collin knew that. The rest of him simply didn’t care.


“She’s the favorite. Yeah she has to do music and homework too. But she gets to date. And they don’t have any trouble talking to her.” He scoffed and cast his eyes around the room to avoid the woman’s gaze. His Hazel-brown eyes falling on a small dish of generic looking candies sitting on the table by his chair.


“Go on.” Mrs. Garcia nodded “You can have some”

He nabbed up a little wrapped log of what looked like it was orange and fried. The wah unwrapping it and tossing the candy into his mouth. Chawing on it angrily, trying to use the impotent rage and frustration as some sort of challenge to the woman who had so graciously offered the treat. It felt stupid instantly. He didn’t stop.


The woman took a few more notes before setting her things aside and leaning forwards. That big bright smile had become a bit more genuine. “There’s a lot for us to unpack here. If you’d be willing to I’d like to see you more about that some time. Or I can refer you to someone if you want.”

“No.” Collin snapped “I don’t want.”

“Fair enough.” She nodded “You mentioned that you have… questions, let’s say, about your gender? Is there a reason you feel worried about bringing those up with your parents?”

Collin snorted derisively at the question and picked up another of the candies, popping it in his mouth. He then looked at the wrapper and quirked his brow. “Wait, do these have chicken in them?”

“Not that I know of” Mrs. Garcia snickered


He rolled his eyes at the laugh, but then continued to chew all the same. “My parents are super Asian, like I said. They’re also super Adventist. I mean I know most people around here are puritanical in some way or another. Even asking questions isn’t something safe. But my folks? You don’t know them. They find out I even wonder about it and I’d probably get shipped off to one of those stupid ‘straight camps’. You know, the torture places you hear about?”

The boy didn’t even realize that he’d curled his tail around himself as a means of childish comfort. His leg still tapping up and down anxiously while he looked between the woman he was forced to talk to and the floor. “You still can’t tell anyone about this stuff, right?”

“Well let me ask you.” The woman said calmly “Do you have any thoughts of self harm? Of doing anything to hurt yourself? Or worse?”

“What? No!” Collin snapped


“Then no. Legally I can’t, and I wouldn’t even if I could. The point of this sort of thing is to give you a safe space to talk about these things. Though we do have to at least bring up Miss Dixon’s concerns about you and Miss Blake.”

“What about me and Ms. Blake?” Collin could hear the fear in his voice as it cracked. He wondered if the woman could hear it too. He kept his eyes on her face, frantically searching for some sign. Wondering if she knew. If she suspected. The boy hugging his tail harder now and just dimly aware he was doing so.


“Well on the one hand, one can understand the notion that she has taken more of an interest in students who were not doing well in her class. As I understand it you and your friend Justin would slack off, and you would often skip?”

“That one was Justin’s fault.” Collin corrected


Once again she nodded. Once again Collin wondered if she was taking anything he said seriously.


“Be that as it may, you’ve been doing noticeably worse in your other classes. So naturally we are concerned. So are your parents. I’m sure they have talked to you about it. As you said they take your education very seriously.”

“It shouldn’t be enough of a drop to hurt my scholarship chances.” Collin scoffed “Mom tells me I have to work harder. She asked if I need a tutor again. I don’t. Don’t need some idiot telling me how to do stupid schoolwork. Been doing it my whole life.”

“But they are still concerned. It would help if you gave me something I could tell Miss Dixon at least? A question on why you feel you can go to Miss Blake about all of this instead of-”

“Instead of you?” Collin snapped “Because I still don’t know if you’ll tell them.” He slumped back in his chair. His fur was on end. The wah grinding his foot into the floor now as he glared burning holes though the kindly Coati. When his composure had started to rebuild itself the boy sighed and leaned forwards. “You know Miss Blake is a, well, Herm. Right?” he asked. His words more calm. They should be. He’d practiced this in the mirror god knew how many times.


“I am aware.” The woman nodded.


“She knows what it’s like to not fit in with just the ‘normal’ set gender binary. She’s the first person to kind of ‘get’ it. It’s why I can talk to her. Justin, well, Justin’s a rage fueled idiot. She’s a biker. Well, used to be, I guess. I don’t know how that works. She helps him with that because she kinda knows how he was going. She helps me because…”

He had more to say. He couldn’t. Even now, even with the scripted lie he had to wonder why she helped him. Why she let him be ‘hers’. If she really was just using him as a sex toy and now she was done with him since it was causing her trouble. It’d be easy to get back at her if that was the case. Astoundingly easy. Just a few chosen words could ruin her life and absolve the wah of any guilt in the eyes of his parents or the school. Three little words and he’d be able to go back to the way things were without people breathing down his neck as much.


He couldn’t do that. Not to her. Especially not to himself. He wasn’t going back. Kathoey wasn’t going away. He’d never let that happen.


“Well” The woman sighed “That’s something I can tell Miss Dixon at least.”

“It is?” he tensed up


“Oh, don’t worry.” Mrs. Garcia assured him “I don’t have to go into any of the details. But it does explain things fairly well to me. Enough that I can confidently assuage her fears. I would like it if you’d come see me again, Collin. But I understand if you are not comfortable with that. I could also make some recommendations if you feel you’re comfortable talking to your therapists about seeing a specialist. I don’t even have to tell them what it’s about. But since you don’t have a car I’d assume you’d still need them for a ride.”

“That’s how it goes when you’re trapped.” Collin sighed “I’ll think about it. Ok?”

“All I ask” She nodded “And please stop by any time. My door is always open.”
--------------------


Tabs hated doctors offices. Even a psychiatrist. Psychologist? She was pretty sure it was the one who can give you meds. Not that she wanted any, or needed any. Whatever was wrong with her, it was less than what she deserved for all the shit she put people though.


The room was mostly empty. Off to one side a couple kids played with toys that were probably as old as Tabs while their mother played the stupid song from that magic family movie on a tablet. Another man was there reading a fishing magazine. A rather gothy kid sat away from everyone on their phone. She presumed girl, but found it almost cute that she couldn’t quite tell.


People had come and gone in the half hour she’d been there. She tried to tell herself this was just how doctors offices work. But it was also why she rarely went to them.


Eventually, and mercifully, one of the receptionists came out of the small door leading to the offices and called her name. Tabs was quickly led though a nice if simple hallway towards a room near the back of the building. The door opening to a clean and sparsely decorated office done up in blues and greys. Something almost custom tailored to be as middle of the road as possible.


“Miss Blake.” The clean cut 30 something feline nodded to her, gesturing to one of the comfortable looking leather seats sitting across from him.


Tabs sighed. She didn’t feel comfortable with ay of this. She was about to tell the man she was doing this under protest. But then that was probably the kind of thing that would get her arrested. Or committed. Or whatever it was called.


“Doctor Shelby, right?” Tabs asked “Sorry, I suck with names sometimes.”

“You can call me Winston, if you’re more comfortable with that.” The calico snickered


“how about just Doc?” Tabs offered a wry smile. The smile fading quickly as she took in a nice deep breath and sighed.


The man nodded and leaned forwards in his chair. Fresh pressed blue shirt and suit pants. A matching suit jacket hung up by the door. No tie. It was this odd hip semi-casual thing that still clearly looked to be professional yet approachable.


Somehow that just unnerved Tabs all the more.


“So I’m going to ask you a few questions.” The doctor’s tone even and calm. “Just relax, answer as truthfully and as completely as you can. But don’t worry too much about all of the details. Just give me what comes to mind. Ok?” He waited for Tabs to nod before continuing. “First question. Tell me about the most traumatic or frightening experience. It’s ok if you need time. I know this one is usually hard to talk about. But we do need to get it out of the way first.”

Tabs scoffed and scratched her arm. Her finger grazing the spot under her fur where the bullet wound in her shoulder rested. The scar long since healed, yet somehow even now it felt almost painful to touch. “I was, am, in an MC. Motorcycle club. I… ok you can’t talk to anyone about this, right? So I know for sure?”

“Unless you’re presenting a danger to someone or yourself, no.” He assured her


“Ok. Because I want you to know I did end up going though the system for this. Got a not guilty verdict. But you never know. People find this shit out and they look at ya different.” She took another deep breath and let it out slowly. Then another. Each time telling herself she’d speak. Each time not quite managing it. “We were a gang. A small one. Only chapter of ours to exist. Not well known or some major badasses or anything. Just sisters who found life on the road easier than the shit we left behind.” Her voice was already getting a bit choked up, and her mouth already feeling a bit cottony as she continued. “There was this one night. A long time ago now. Down in Arizona. We stopped at an abandoned motel for the night. Another gang had apparently claimed it. We didn’t see the signs. Or maybe they didn’t bother to put any up. The gun fire… they didn’t give us any warning. If they’d been sober we’d probably all be dead.”

The words caught in her throat. Tabs could feel tears starting to sting her eyes. Her muscles tensing as she bit back the memories as best she could. Trying to be as matter of fact as she could. To drive things out and get though this without thinking about it.


“It’s ok, Miss Blake. Take your time.” Dr. Shelby assured her


“A lot of us got shot. Nothing too life threatening. Jo actually had a gunshot kit to patch us up and was able to get most of the girls ok after the fact. We had this girl. She was new. I was… I guess I was a bit sweet on her. She was just a kid though, even more than the rest of us. Barely an adult. Wanted away from her life. Wanted adventure. She got it though the head. Opening Salvo. I don’t know if we all even noticed right away. We shot back. Had to defend ourselves. Well, we keep saying that. ’I’ keep saying that.”

She sighed and looked to the man to say something. Watched to see his disgust, or even just fear. Some shift in demeanor. There was something. But it wasn’t as hateful or fearful as she expected. Somehow that was even more unnerving. She took another breath. The feeling of her heart threatening to hammer out of her chest almost overwhelming. “I don’t remember if I was out of ammo. I think I was. I don’t know if I shot someone before. I don’t think so. I don’t remember most of it really. Lots of shouting. Lots of loud bangs. The wall popping around us. I remember jumping though the broken window. I remember a burning feeling. Maybe more than one. The guy… he went down so easily. I tackled him over like he was a store mannequin. Then I just… I don’t know. I don’t know what I was doing. He was there. He was down. I must have been hitting him in the head. I had him pinned. At some point the girls were pulling me off of him and I just… My hands were all bloody. He was bloody. He looked… he looked normal. But he didn’t.”

“Do you need some water?” 


It was the Doctor’s voice. Tabs only barely registered it. She looked down at her paws again. She tensed them. She could almost feel the screaming tension. A memory of another life. She was dimly aware that she had nodded. Barely aware of the water cup being put in her hands. The cold of it sparked her brain enough to look back up at him and helped her to finish the rest in a large gulp.


When she was calmed, the doctor took the cup and made his way back to his seat, setting it to the side “I think we can both agree that it does affect you quite deeply. Is that a typical reaction?”

“I try not to think about it that much.” Tabs muttered


The man nodded as he began taking some notes. The room falling quiet save for the scratching of his pen. “So the next set of questions, I want you to answer as thoroughly as you’re comfortable with. More information will help. But I don’t want you to push yourself. Ok?”

Tabs nodded dumbly.


“How often do you think about that event? Or perhaps others similar to it?”

The wolverine shrugged “I try not to. More recently. I was doing good keeping it out of my head for a good while there.”

“Are the thoughts ever intrusive? As in, do you think about it when you don’t want to? Perhaps at random?”

“You think I’d focus on this by choice, doc?” Tabs scoffed.


“Some people do.” The man shrugged “What about nightmares?”

The word itself made her wince. Her eyes slipped shut as she tried to figure out if she was going to laugh or cry. “All the time.” Tabs sighed softly


“Flashbacks?” Dr. Shelby continued “It’d be something akin to a hallucination, or a waking dream”

“A little bit recently.” She sighed “It’s hard to explain. Until a few months ago I felt like I was doing ok. I still don’t feel like this is PTSD or anything serious like that. It’s just me being fucked up.”

The calico shook his head bitterly at that comment and leaned in a bit more. “Miss Blake, that’s never what it is. People are not just ‘fucked up’ as you put it. Trust me. I’ve seen people who have done far worse than you and who are far less affected by it. In the end there’s always some root cause of it. It’s just a question of getting to the roots of the problem.”

“That kinda sounds like a BS line.” Tabs scoffed “Something to tell people to make them feel better.”

“You can think what you want.” The doctor smirked “But the fact that you are here at least suggests you buy it to some degree. That you at least ‘want’ to get better. That’s a good step.”

“But it’s still not something I ‘deserve’.” Tabs grumbled “Trying to fix this. I mean.”

“You don’t think so?” Dr. Shelby asked.


The woman had to bite back a laugh as she glanced at the clean-trimmed and professional looking man across from her. So well groomed. Not a fur out of place. His markings looked as if they’d been set in with a marker by some talented artist, the result of someone who probably paid to have someone trim his furs that way at a spa or something. She expected him to be snooty. She expected Frasier Crane at the very least. She was still waiting for the other shoe to drop. But she could play along.


“I think that might be something we have to talk about more later.” The doctor noted “Let’s put a pin in that. I want to ask you how that trauma makes you feel. I know it can be a bit hard to be objective about that. It’s a big question. But what I mean is if your general feelings changed drastically at some point after the incident.”

“Changed how?” Tabs blinked


“Well, for example, has anything about it changed the way you feel when around your family or your friends? Or just people you interact with in general. More irritable? More possessive? Maybe just ‘not’ feeling things as much?” Dr. Shelby Asked


Tabs felt a dry smile crossing her muzzle. It was bitter, and it hurt. “It happened a long time ago, doc. Another life. A real shitty one. I don’t know if-. No. That’s a lie” She sighed. She didn’t mean to. Not really. She was trying to be honest. But her brain was still trying to reject how she’d just treated her friends. Tabs looked up at the man and took a shuddering breath. “I was always a fuck-up, doc. My parents knew it. They let me know it too. I know my friends were always carrying me in the end. I was just the dumb thug they cared for like some stray feral dog. I always knew it. I never said anything to them about it. But I know they know.”

She watched the doctor scribbling away some notes and laughed bitterly. “That a usual cliché you hear? Or I give you a new one?”

“You’d be surprised.” The doctor said with that same smile on his face “A lot of people feel the way you do. They usually turn out to be quite wrong.”

“Yeah?” Tabs scoffed “Trust me, I’m not. After that went down we all went and settled somewhere quiet. Settled about where we’d started. I went out and got my degree. Spent a few years renting until I could show the bank I was a stable teacher and then they tossed me a mortgage. Did all the same kind of boring shit my friends did. Enough of it to keep them from worrying too much, anyways. That was the goal.” Her paws slipped into her headfur and curled against her scalp. It took quite a few slow breaths to get her composure back, and Tabs was sure the doctor was growing impatient with each one.


“I kinda fell into a rut. Drink, do my job, hang out with the girls. Lots of riding when I got the chance. It kept them from worrying about me too much. I wasn’t sad. I wasn’t happy either. I guess you could call that ‘numb’ maybe. Would you?”

The doctor nodded solemnly ad put his note pad aside “At the risk of compromising the integrity of all this? Absolutely. I’d say that’s the kind of example of it you’d put in the DSM.”

“The what?” Tabs blinked


“Medical book” Dr. Shelby said as he shook his head “Nothing you have to worry about. That is unless you like reading extremely dry reference texts.”

The woman’s blue eyes flickered with a hint of amusement. “You know until the last few months I’d probably give your typical reaction. Just shake my head and act all disgusted and horrified at the idea of reading that kinda stuff unless it was for work or something. Lately, I don’t know. Things changed I guess.”

“Do you know what changed, exactly?” Dr. Shelby asked


A lot of things had changed. Tabs wasn’t quite sure where she should start with that. Obviously she couldn’t start at the very beginning. She leaned forwards, rolling it all around in her head. The doctor didn’t seem to be rushing her. She was aware of the time, and how hypocritical it was that she was probably wasting his time when that was the one worry she had. “I think I started to do better.” Tabs finally muttered. Only half aware that she’d even said it at first. “I donno. I was just kind of comfortable with how things were. Then some things changed, and I started to try, I guess. Which, because it’s me, meant I was always going to fuck it all up.”

“Try, as in, try to be happy?” The doctor leaned forwards, his curiosity seeming to swell up at that.


“I guess so.” Tabs nodded “That’s one way to put it. I wasn’t just hanging around anymore. So then when things inevitably went south I just kinda” she sighed “I should know to just stay in my little corner in life. You’d think I’d know better by now.” She smiled bitterly and shook her head “If I try anything else I’m just gonna drag everyone else down with me, and apparently my brain is so messed up that I’ll make my friends worry on top of it.”

“Miss Blake.” The doctor sighed. It wasn’t a frustrated or condescending one. It was more simple worry. But it was heavy all the same. “I want to ask you right now, and please be frank. Do you have any feelings of hurting yourself? If I let you go home today, are you going to hurt yourself?”

That was the question. Tabs felt her stomach drop. Her whole body tensed. She’d practiced this a dozen times. The last thing she needed was to be committed and chained up in some room no matter what. She had a whole speech ready. More trickery. More of the bullshit half truths she’d fed to Dixon and her little attempted show trial of a meeting.


“No.” The answer was honest. It was simple. It shocked Tabs. She looked up at the man and sighed “I Don’t think I want to die, doc. It’s just… it’s so hard. I hurt everyone I get near, and I fuck things up, and I’m tired. I’m so, so tired.”

He nodded and turned to get a pad of paper, writing a few things down on it “Ideally I’d ask if you’d be willing to stay for observation. But honestly I’m worried that will only make things worse if I do. I’m going to give you a couple of numbers, and I’d like us to set up regular meetings if that’s ok. If you’re able, two times a week would be ideal.”

“Isn’t that a lot?” Tabs blinked


“It is, but I think we have a lot of ground work to cover.” The man noted “Honestly, Ms. Blake, if I had the time open in my schedule I’d want to get your first session out of the way now. At the very least I’d like to ask that you stay with some friends for a few days if you are able, and avoid drinking or any other substance abuse. I know you said you only drink but sometimes people try to self medicate after their first session and that would be the worst thing for you.”

Tabs took the slip of paper from him and looked it over. “Wait, I can actually read your hand writing.”

“Not all doctors are borderline dystrophic.” Dr. Shelby chuckled “Odds are good that we’ll be looking at some prescriptions and helping you create some tools to help you deal with all of this as the weeks go on. But for now I want to leave you with those. The first one is the suicide prevention line. I admit I don’t think you’re at as high a risk right now. I’m still concerned but honestly I think holding you for observation would just make it worse. If you really have an issue that second number is to my office, and I will keep an eye on the voicemail for it. As I said, though. For the next few days at least I want you to stick close to those friends. They sound like good people. I think they’ll be able to offer more help in the short term than I can.”

“So what?” Tabs scoffed “No pills?”

“The wrong medication will only make things worse. First we need to figure out what’s wrong. Then we can fix it. No sense in making things worse by just fiddling around.”

Tabs, to her shock, actually bit back a laugh at that. The doctor quirked his brow at her reaction. “I say something wrong?” He sighed “Don’t tell me I stumbled into another one of those meme joke things.”

“Nah” Tabs shrugged “Just sound like the kid who fixed my riding mower. Kinda made me feel like my brain is broken the way my bike would be.”

“Well I’m sorry about that.” Dr. Shelby was quick to offer “I didn’t mean to-”

“Nah, doc.” Tabs smiled “That’s the thing. Almost made me think for a sec my brain could get fixed too.”

