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Saving Rhiannon
The doctor’s waiting room is very small and dull, with sandpaper coloured walls, reminding me of a large cardboard box. A small photo, perfectly positioned in the centre of each wall, made me expect a doctor who is slightly obsessive compulsive. The photos were all of faraway places; a tropical island, a rainforest, a mountain and a desert. My eyes were drawn to the desert, why? Is this some sort of a test, where the picture we are drawn to says something about our personality?
The door opened, and the woman who stood before me was not as I expected. She was very tall and thin, and had striking cheek bones. With a very polished smile she extends her hand and meets my curious gawking eyes.
“Miss Bronte.” There is no question in her voice. Meekly I smile at her, stepping forwards off the leather couch to shake her extended hand, noting the neatly filed nails, and the flawless soft hands. Sheepishly I follow her retreating figure into the room. As I pass the door my eye catches the name plate, “Dr Sandra Giannodakas”.
Once the formalities were over, Dr Giannodakas settled herself in her chair in front of me, crossing one perfectly sculptured leg over the other.
“How can I help you Miss Bronte?”
“Please,” I hear myself stammer. “Call me Rhiannon.”
“Of course, Rhiannon,” She smooths down a crease in her pleated skirt, drawing my eyes once more to her tantalising legs. She stares at me with an encouraging expression, and I realise she expects me to talk.
“You want to know why I’m here.” She nods encouragingly, smiling prettily. I groan, lying down into my chair, burying my head in my hands. Why am I here? Why have I come to see a psychiatrist? Is it because of Adam, and how he broke my heart when I left him, or because I have been devoid of emotion ever since? Is it because I am obsessed with sex, and with people, or how I can’t look at anyone without feeling sexually attracted to them. Every sexy move anybody makes, like this doctor, the gentle cross of her toned legs, or the absent smoothing of a skirt crease, the tilt of her head when she smiles? Am I here for my urges?
“Rhiannon?” the doctor looks at me quizzically; I had lost myself in my train of thoughts. “Is it hard for you to be here?” To which I nodded enthusiastically, yes it was hard, it was so so hard. I nearly walked out of waiting room so many times, only curiosities made me stay. It was a curiosity for whether this doctor could help me or whether a shrink really was just a money making business.
“I don’t know who I am anymore!” I blurted out. Dr Giannodakas simply nodded and waited for me to continue.
“It’s like my whole life has been turned upside down and I just don’t care about anything anymore, nothing! Nothing matters, I don’t feel happy or sad, or upset, or anything, nothing, no emotions what so ever. I haven’t ever felt this way. And then there are the urges, I want everyone so bad; I want to be held, hugged, kissed by everyone. Everyone is so sexually attractive to me, but I can’t have anyone, I can never have sex again!” I gasped for breath, and then seeing the doctor just staring at me with a blank look, my cheeks went hot red. She nodded, jotting some notes into the thick pad on her lap.
“You mentioned that you can’t have sex ever again, why not?” I grimaced; this was the last thing I wanted to talk about.
“Can we talk about the rest of what I just said?” She paused, and is sensed she really did want to talk about the sex issue, but I couldn’t, I couldn’t discuss my secret with anybody.
“Of course, Rhiannon, so when was the last time you did feel an emotion? Is it just happy and sad you can’t feel or is it everything? Because right now I noticed you feeling an emotion, you were embarrassed.” My cheeks flushed bright red again, and she smiled a soft smile.
“Mmm…” I knew the answer to this question, but I pretended to be lost in thought. I knew the last time was when Adam told me he had cheated on me, and I had told him it was over. That day I wept for hours and hours, knowing nobody would ever have the chance to love me again. I told myself no one else would ever hurt me, nobody else would ever make me cry. So I stopped thinking about things. Anything bad, sad, hard I pushed to the back of my mind and told myself I would deal with it tomorrow. Of course, tomorrow never came.
“I remember,” I said, and sighed, unsure still why I was telling my life story to this woman who I had only met about 15 minutes ago. I knew why I was the way I am today, well I had a fairly good idea, I was just sick of being like this; I just wanted to be happy again, not devoid of emotions. “It was two years ago when I was last sad, I cried for like a whole day.”
“What happened to make you so upset?”
“Adam, my ex-boyfriend, he told me he had cheated on me.”
“And what happened then?”
“Obviously I broke up with him, I mean imagine if I didn’t; he would go on thinking he could get away with it all the time. And it’s not ok, he really hurt me, you know?” Dr Giannodakas nodded sympathetically.
“Do you know why he cheated?” she asked. I paused, thinking. Adam had tried to explain to me, but I was too busy screaming at him and yelling abuse, crying, to even really listen. He cheated because he couldn’t handle who I had become, what was happening to me, so he took the easy way out, he slept with somebody else, he wasn’t there for me when I needed him. So I nodded to the doctors questions.
“Yes, I know why he cheated on me.” Her eyes sought out mine, she didn’t ask the question again, and she just waited for me to continue.
“He cheated on me because I am dying.”
Rhiannon
“Tell me more about Adam.” Dr Giannodakas coaxed me. I was in therapy for the second time, surprisingly last weeks session actually made me feel better. Maybe it is true what they say, that talking about your problems actually does make you feel better.
“Well,” I begin. Honestly I don’t know where to start.
“How did you two meet?” she interrupted me.
“Oh,” I smiled. “Ok. We met back in 1999, so we were together for three years before we broke up. It was a friend’s birthday party, she was turning thirty, and she had like, this awesome masquerade ball. I wore this gorgeous tailor made purple dress, which was off the shoulder figure hugging, and then fell to the floor from my hips in this long flowing silken material, so beautiful.” Dr Giannodakas nodded, looking intently into my face, and I knew this wasn’t what she was asking; she wanted solid details about me and Adam.
“So,” I continued. “Adam was my friend, Lucinda’s, husband’s best friend. All night we had been checking each other out and making eyes at each other, it was really sweet. Every time I would catch his eye I would catch my breath, he took my breath away, he was gorgeous. Adam is so sexy, he’s like taller than me, with this gorgeous brown hair with like blonde streaks, and then he has these amazing green eyes. Totally amazing, you could just stare into them forever, very mesmerizing.” I smiled fondly, thinking of how sweet Adam is. “So then, we sat opposite each other for the dinner, which Lucinda had placed us all in these particular seats. Adam had begun to make some conversation with me, and every time he left the table to go outside for a smoke I would wonder where he was, and wait eagerly for him to come back. I just wanted him, right from the start. So anyway, we ended up outside together, I “pretended” I was looking for Lucinda, but as he told me afterwards he knew I wasn’t, because he saw us inside chatting a few moments before I came out to find him. Busted!” I laughed, and Dr Giannodakas smiled. I wonder if this lady has a sense of humour, or whether her job doesn’t allow her to laugh. “So we were just chatting and stuff outside, all every sweet, kind of romantic, and anyway, before you knew it we were kind of staring into each other’s eyes and we couldn’t tear ourselves away from each other, and then he leaned in for the kiss. It was so sweet and so nice too. The sparks were totally flying, if you know what I mean. So we pretended when we went inside that nothing had happened, although the huge smile neither of us could wipe off our faces kind of gave it away a little bit.” This time when I laughed the doctor actually joined in.
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