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​CHAPTER 1
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He looked at the helpless girl laying on the couch before him. She looked broken, spent. Like she had poured all of her energy into a life she couldn’t recognise. A life she could barely call hers, and it was his job to give her that life back. She was shrunken and frail, her eating disorder eating away at her body and mind.

“Annie, I am trying to help you, I really am but you have to help me help you. Please.” His voice was filled with genuine concern and sorrow for the girl in front of him.

“You worry too much Mr. Ward.” A thin smile barely reaching her eyes spread across her face.

“ It’s part of the job.” He stood up and closed the book he was writing in. “ See you on Thursday?” 

“See you on Thursday.” She got up and grabbed her backpack, stalling for Ward to open the door for her like he always did every session without fail. He got up from his seat and walked across the room to open the door. 

“Take care Annie.” She simply waved and walked out.

Sebastian walked back to his seat. He cared a lot for his patients. Some of them were forced to be there, others came willingly. 

Annie was referred to him after she suffered from a sudden cardiac attack due to her attitude towards food. She was treated, advised, had the complications accompanying her lifestyle explained to her, she met Sebastian as part of her treatment and then she was discharged from the hospital. 

Two months later, she was back with more complications and it broke Sebastian to see her the way he did that second visit. Machines hooked up to almost every part of her, barely breathing, barely a person.

Very much like how he saw Elizabeth on the night she died. 

Liz was his first girlfriend. They met in college when they were paired for a project. She was always focused on the work at hand and he was not interested in spending his college nights coding a random project with some weird shy girl.

Eventually they started to get along and became friends, and began dating after a year. Then Liz’s family lost everything when her father got involved in a huge government scandal. Her dad began to drink and abuse them,her mom turned to other men for validation and Liz turned to cutting and starving herself. 

Sebastian did everything he could to help her, to make her better. He took up odd jobs, sometimes selling drugs to fellow students, to be able to cover her tuition. Luckily he was on a scholarship and didn’t have to worry about his fees. 

Then one night, Liz called him, clearly distressed, crying about something incomprehensible. He rushed over to her dorm and found her on her bed, looking calm and peaceful in her sleep.

He called out to her but she didn’t answer. 

Confused, he tried to shake her awake but touched her cold body instead. She wasn’t breathing. 

The life he imagined for them flashed before his eyes; the laughter, the happy tears as he proposed to her, the little dance she did on the aisle, a weird looking cat that she picked from the shelter because she was scared no one else would love it. He sat there for an hour talking to her with tears rolling down his cheeks like a child. His body shook with sobs as the police tore him from her body.

Later he found out that she had starved herself for days, then overdosed on alcohol, sending her into a cardiac arrest not long after.

The days after her death were hard on him. He hated that he couldn’t be there for her. That he couldn’t get her to talk and confide in him. 

He hated that he couldn’t be there with her. She never drank. She knew what she was doing. And it broke him even more that he couldn’t see the signs.

It was a huge part of his career change. When he felt like giving up while pursuing his doctoral degree, that image of her, lying there, helpless, gone. 

It kept him up at night, working hard to help prevent others from experiencing the pain he did that night. An hour after his name was called to collect his degree, he was back at her grave, laughing and crying. He fell asleep there on that cold afternoon.

“Sebastian?” He looked up to the doorway where Heidi was now leaning in. “Oh good you’re not busy.” She walked in and closed the door behind her

. “Did you come here as soon as you saw Annie leave?” Sebastian asked, closing the book he was reading to pay attention to her.

“Who? Oh your patient?” Heidi asked as she sat on the sofa, shoulders relaxed, head leaning on the back of the soft cushion.

“Yes, her name is Annie.” Sebastian replied as he picked up his book again. “Is there anything you need Heidi?” 

She got up and walked across to his desk. “I just finished seeing a patient and I wanted to lay down for a bit.” 

“There is a sofa in your office.” 

“I like yours better.”  

“It is the exact same sofa, Heidi.” He picked his book back up but Heidi walked around his desk and grabbed it out of his hand before he could get back to his page.

“You seem really interested in this book.” She turned the cover to read it. “How To Read Body Language. Oh yeah you do need that.”

“Wait, what does that mean?”

“I mean ... we all need to learn to pick up subtle cues, I guess. Maybe you can tell me what you’ve learnt over dinner tonight?” She avoided looking at him, choosing to lean on the desk and fidget with the book.

“Well, I think it’s better to learn directly from the book. I don’t think I’m good at recognizing anything yet. I don’t think I can even express myself properly the way I want to.” He took the book gently from her. “ I’d be happy to lend it to you once I’m done with it.”

“Right. Well nevermind.” She stretched her lips into a thin smile. 

“Well I suppose you could grab a copy online.” He grabbed the book as she got up to leave.

“Bye Sebastian.” She called out as she walked out the door. She should be used to it by now. She’d subtly invite him to hang out and he would just completely ignore it or they would just end up having lunch together in the cafeteria with the other doctors in their building. She couldn’t master the courage to ask him outright and as the months went by, she felt like she was running out of time. 

She had been working at the hospital as a therapist for about 4 years and the few who showed interest in her were either workaholics, had no self respect, or in the case of that one nurse she casually went out with, quite aggressive. Sebastian started working here 8 months ago and he had shown zero interest in her or anything really.

All he seemed to care about were his precious patients and nothing else. She liked that about him but Michael found it slightly creepy. But then again Michael only liked about five people in the entire building. She happened to be one of those five, which was great except that he was brutally honest and did not approve of her little crush on Sebastian.

She walked in to see her next patient waiting for her on her couch. 

“Oh, Dr, Mike said to wait for you here.”

“Perfect.” She replied as she shut the door and walked over to start her session.

––––––––
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Sebastian looked up as he heard a knock on the door. Heidi never knocked on his door. Or did she? He got up and opened the door to see a cheery young man at the door. 

“Dr. Ward?”

“Hi. How can I help?” He stepped aside and ushered the man in. 

“ I’m supposed to meet you for my first session. I was referred to you, um, my name is David.”

“Alright David, have a seat I’ll be with you in a minute.” Sebastian went back to his desk to get out his notepad.

“So your name is actually Ward? And you’re a doctor in a hospital with wards? How does that happen?” David sounded genuinely amused as he plopped down onto the couch.

He didn’t receive the laughter he expected and was instead met with a blank stare.

“Alright David, why are we here today?”

“My sister brought me here. She threatened to kick me out of her house if I don’t stop using so here I am.”

“Stop using?” Sebastian looked up from his book. He gave him a quick once over. He looked healthy, normal. Nothing that would lead anyone to believe he was an addict or even a casual user.

“Yeah, you know -”

“No. I don't."

“Drugs and alcohol. She thinks I’m an addict but I’m not. You see, I have a method for this.” David leaned forward, arms on his knees, a wild smile gracing his face. Sebastian wondered if he was on drugs right then.

“I don’t do the same thing consistently. Yeah sure I take meth, weed, nitrous oxide, alcohol, cocaine when I get to party with the higher ups. But it is all calculated. See I never take more than one in a day. So, if I take weed, it's a weed kind of day.”

Sebastian sighed as he tried to gather his thoughts. “You’re still dependent on drugs.”

“So... not addicted. Got it.”

“When did you first start drugs and what got you into it?”

David relaxed on the couch once again. He told Sebastian about how he had the perfect childhood. The big house, the cars, loving parents, private school, everything. He never lacked anything. He tried meth randomly for fun, fell into the partying lifestyle and sold most of his possessions to keep up with his lifestyle. His parents finally cut him off and he had to beg to move in with his younger sister. He had no job, no source of income, no goals and no desire to change any of that. 

Sebastian sat back and listened to this obnoxious spoiled man ramble on and on.

He knew he needed help but how do you save a drowning man who was convinced he was afloat? David didn’t even think he was in the water.

The session ended and Sebastian was left alone to review his day. David was still very young, he could have a pretty average future ahead of him if he could get him to actually get his nose off the lines on the table. He was more worried about Annie. Her health was declining, she was in a terrible place and - .

Sebastian stopped his car a few feet from the club. Was that -? David? He was outside the club smoking with a bottle in the other hand. A scrawny guy in a hoodie came up to him, they spoke for a while and exchanged something. He left almost immediately after, leaving David alone in that dimly lit alley.

All Sebastian wanted to do was help. And he didn’t even care. He was back here like their session earlier today never happened. David literally had no excuse, no reason other than willingly wanting to throw his life away. Sebastian was so blinded by rage that he didn't notice when he grabbed the hoodie and surgical mask and got out of the car.

He walked up to David and grabbed the bottle from his hand flinging it onto the street.

“Hey man, what -”

Was David about to get aggressive? He was under the influence, anything could happen, maybe he didn’t think it through. Maybe David would act like his dad and -

THUD. He punched him. 

He looked helpless. 

Drunk.

Like he was having the time of his life.

THUD.

He punched him again. 

And again. 

And again.

All the pent up anger. 

Frustration.

Confusion. 

Everything he missed out on. 

Everything he endured.

Again.

THUD.

Again.

David was on the floor, crying.Begging for his life.At least he seemed to value it now. 

It gave him a rush of excitement. Like he had gotten through to him somehow. Sebastian turned around and walked slowly to his car. It wasn’t until he shut the door behind him that he realized he was crying.
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​CHAPTER  2
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He walked into his office and everything seemed brighter than usual. The walls seemed to invite him in, praising him for the heinous act he committed the night before. He cried about it all the way home. He tossed and turned until it finally clicked to him. He was helping. In his own unethical way, assaulting his client might end up saving his life in the end. He was like a messiah. NO. 

He actually was a messiah. 

Perhaps he was the good guy in the bigger picture. A little wrong to right the greater evil. 

“Oh hey Seb.” Heidi barged in just as he sat down. “Thought I saw you come in.” She smiled and leaned on his desk. “Well hello to you too, Heidi.” 

“So, what have you been up to? Had a fun night?”

Sebastian tensed up. Why did she frame it that way? Did she always ask that? Or was his mind playing tricks on him? Did she know something? Surely she couldn’t possibly -

“Same old, same old.” He let out a long shaky breath.

“Are you alright? Sounds like you had a long night.”

“I did not. But I hope you’re doing well?”

Heidi got up from the desk and walked over to rest on the couch. “I am doing amazing. A little behind on groceries, but I find new stuff everyday.”

“Well that’s great. If you don’t mind, I have some paperwork to get through and -”

The door shut before he could finish his sentence. He looked up at the door and then at the empty room. “OK, then.”

It took about half an hour for his first appointment of the day to walk in. John was a long time patient who was very on and off with his sessions. He pretty much came and went as he pleased. “Good morning  Dr. Ward.” He greeted as he plopped down onto the sofa and got comfortable. 

“How have you been John?” Sebastian asked as he closed his files and moved closer to his patient. 

“Well, it’s Sophie -”

“No. Not Sophie. You. How have you been?” Sebastian asked as he opened his notebook. Sophie was John’s on and off girlfriend. She was abusive and involved in some sort of shady business. John never got into the specifics but he had run-ins with the law on her behalf.

“I’ve been alright. Could be better. I miss Sophie. “ He sighed. A long tired sigh. Like he battled himself over his own thoughts. “I know I shouldn’t and she is bad for me but really, she loved me. She still does.”

“How do you know she still does? Have you been in contact with her?”

John fidgeted a little before he spoke again. Intertwining his fingers and looking over at John, he spoke. “She texted me a few days ago. We didn’t meet up, we just spoke over the phone for a bit.”

“And this is where I ask why she was unblocked in the first place?”

“I’ve been pretty lonely. And she understands me in a way no one else does. She loves me, she really does, she just has a different way of showing it. It is unconventional, true but it is love regardless.” John looked over at Sebastian like he was unsure of his response. He looked pleadingly at him hoping Sebastian would confirm his theory and he could convince him that he was right. He was met with a concerned expression instead.

“John, you have an unhealthy attachment to this woman. We spoke about this. You can’t move on if you’re too busy restarting the very thing you’re moving on from.”

“Help me, doc.”

Help me.  It spoke to him like a calling from above. Help.

That’s what he did. That is what he was there for. 

Because he could help. Perhaps - . No. 

“Let me help, John. I’m trying to. You just have to listen to me.”

Sebastian could barely remember how he ended that session. John cried. He knew that because he had to reach over to hand him tissues. He couldn’t remember the two other patients that came in after John. There was that girl who kept yelling, and the new patient he could barely recall.  That call, John’s call - it just spoke to him.

He certainly wasn’t able to help Liz but he could certainly help Annie. 

Help. 

Right?

That was all he was going to do. Talk to her and help.

That was it.

Maybe he could prescribe some pills to help with her appetite?

“Sebastian?” Heidi was standing at the door again, head poking into the room. “Are you going for lunch anytime soon?”

He stared at her unblinkingly for a second before he was drawn back into reality. “ Not sure, you go ahead. I can catch up later.”

“If you’re only going to be a short while I can wait. I don’t mind.”

“No, no go ahead.”

Heidi closed the door and headed toward the cafeteria. Sometimes she didn’t even know why she tried with him. She had always been shy and reserved, scared to put herself out there and voice her opinions. And the year where she finally decided to change, finally built some confidence, along came Sebastian to put her in her place. The old, dark murky place. She hated it. But she liked Sebastian so she kept trying.

“And where is your Prince Charming, fine lass?” Michael mocked as she sat next to him.

“I thought you like it when he’s not around.” Heidi placed her lunch on the table and began to dig in.

“I do. That does not mean I cannot enjoy your misery.”

She rolled her eyes and went on with her lunch.

“Ok well I am sort of having some issues getting through to a patient and I think he could benefit a lot from talking to someone else.” Michael asked Heidi, looking right at her, waiting patiently for her response.

“No work talk at lunch.”

“Great. Great. Except I have a session with him after lunch and I would really appreciate the help.Also, lunch is at work so yeah.”

“Talk to Sebastian about it.”

“Heidi. I do not want to have to interact with him any more than is necessary. I just want you to have one session with him, if you think he needs a prescription then we consult Sebastian.”

“This is a professional matter. Put your feelings aside and do what is best for your patient.”

“Ok, well professionally, I don't like him. Not as a person, not as a doctor, I find his work ethic quite creepy. I mean sure, in our line of work, we should care for our patients. Obviously. No doubt about that. However he comes across as a little too ... involved,you know? Like he takes them to heart. Almost like he sends their problems home with him. He seems very likely to go to a patient’s home to console them about their dead dog, you know ”

“I wasn’t aware you see your patients as an eight hour source of income.”

“No. You know what I mean. I do not like the man. Something just seems off about him, and my intuition is almost never wrong. I do not know why you like him so much and I certainly hope I never have to know, but I think he is bad for you and that you should stay away from him.”

Heidi stared at him in disbelief. She knew Michael disliked Sebastian, but she never knew why and never cared to ask. She thought maybe they had some complicated history, or something that was a little too complex to simply be spoken about and resolved. She didn’t realize it was a one sided hate train built on absolutely nothing. How do you simply hate a person because they exist?

To hate because there is something deep within you that you simply couldn’t put a finger on? She could understand if Michael simply avoided him or was indifferent to him but to try to actively garner someone against someone else for no tangible reason was simply absurd to her. 

“I was not aware you felt very strongly about him. Maybe it is coming from a place other than your ‘intuition’?” Heidi started to pack up what was left of her lunch and stood up. “You should find someone else to help you with your patient.”

She went back to her office and sat quietly for a bit. She wasn't mad, just a bit disappointed. She looked up to Michael as a quiet man and a smart doctor. Right now she just saw him as a regular man doing a regular job. 

She wondered if she should go back and check on Sebastian? He did care a lot about his patients. Maybe too much, if there was such a thing. But she found it endearing, not creepy. It made him a better doctor. 

Back in his office, Sebastian was researching appetite boosters for Annie. He felt they could really help her. She was terrified of eating but maybe he could talk her through it, make her feel less alone. Maybe he could help her understand the effects of her choices on her health. He pondered over how to introduce the idea to her in a way she was more likely to be susceptible to.

He considered showing her physical effects of undereating but he didn’t think scaring her was going to be the right approach. That could help but it did not seem like the best approach. Maybe he could try teaching her to count her calories? But that might even end her up worse off than she started? Or combining it with the gym, extra curricular activities or sports? That would probably be overwhelming for her. 

Or?

No.

But maybe?

No, that was very wrong.

But it could really help her.

But he could get fired.

Or worse.

Lose his license.

Then he could never help anyone ever again.

And that tore him on the inside. The thought of hundreds of vulnerable people who needed his help, unable to reach him because he made a stupid mistake. David. 

He made Davide better, right?  Or did he? He would have to wait for the next session to find that out. 

But he could really help Annie. He knew he could. He started offering her a protein shake as a joke a few months back but it had become sort of a tradition for them. She would drink half and pretend the bottle was empty, then throw the rest in the can down the hallway. He never asked about it, just pretended to be proud of her for drinking it anyway.

Sure it was unethical to give patients drugs without their informed consent or that of a medical proxy.


But this case was different.



He could potentially be saving her life. 



Not directly, but the appetite enhancers could increase her appetite and hopefully reverse some of the negative effects of her eating habits. Then maybe for once she could look and feel happy. 



He could give Annie the life she always deserved.



Messiah.



Messiah.



Yes, he could save her. 



Who else would?



He would tell her about the appetite boosters and if she said no, he would slip them to her.



Messiah.

That’s who he was.



And he would save her and nurture her and protect her.



He would not let her end up like his Liz.
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Sebastian woke up from his nightmares in a cold sweat. He walked straight into the shower, refusing to acknowledge the dreary visions that woke him up. He watched the water fall down on him and pool around his feet. He was over this. He was sure of it. He hadn’t harmed himself in months. He hadn’t cried. He hadn’t broken down and felt worthless, useless ... better off dead. 

He saw the flashes of his childhood. How his terrible dad would come home and beat him. The screams of his mom as he forced himself on her in front of their own son. That perfect annoying smile he had on at every function. How he played the perfect father and husband at his big events.

He hit his head on the bathroom wall.

But then they got away. Or so he thought. Finally his mom was able to put away her need to be the perfect woman for everyone else. She started to live for herself, but perhaps a part of her missed her old life. She loved the role of the victim. The pity stares, the voices of concern, the excuse to be messy and emotional. Or maybe she had just been traumatized to the point she was no longer herself.

He hit his head again.

She started to go out and come home late or not at all. She got a new boyfriend, who was kind and pure. He would always be around to take care of a 7 year old who wasn’t even his. He would hold that innocent child when his mom came home and yelled around. He would hold her when she eventually fell to the ground in tears. He would put the child to bed and make the mom feel human again.

Again.

Sebastian would watch as his mom glowed like the sun and danced around the house. She would pick him up and tell him she loved him with all his heart. Then a few days later she would go out and come home and yell at him again. Then she would be his mom again. Then not. Then again. Then not. Sometimes she would cook for just her boyfriend and refuse to give him some or touch it herself. This happened at least five times. One day he saw her rub some powder on his meat then stab it with some sort of injection.

Again.

He ran before she realized he saw her. She refused to give him some of that meal. She served her boyfriend and watched him eat. Slowly. He coughed. He inhaled sharply and clutched his heart. That  was his last breath. He fell to the floor unblinking. His mom said he fell asleep. He heard her leave the house that night while he was supposed to be asleep.  That was the last he saw of her. He stayed in the house with the body for two days before he crossed over to the neighbor to complain
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