
Love

Lies

&

Fight



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LOVE, LIES & FIGHT

    

    
      First edition. October 27, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Terri D and Julie Bellatrix.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0983188766

    

    
    
      Written by Terri D and Julie Bellatrix.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

By Terri D and Julie Bellatrix

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Epilogue

Discussion Questions

Connect with Us

Closing Notes and References

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

By Terri D and Julie Bellatrix




[image: image]


Copyright ©TDUB Publishing 2020

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the publisher. Do not redistribute or upload to shared sites. Any attempt at pirating this work or brand is in direct violation of the author's copyright. The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded, or distributed via the internet or any other means of electronic or print, without the publisher’s permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/) 

Please purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted material. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

––––––––
[image: image]


ISBN 978-0-9831887-6-6

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue



[image: image]


My name is Joy Dickerson.  I am a Licensed Professional Counselor.  I have been in this field since graduating from college over 15 years ago.  I wanted to become a counselor ever since I was a teenager.  My mom died when I was sixteen and my older brother Darien and his wife Toni took me in while struggling to deal with my mother’s sudden death, which I felt somewhat responsible for.  I never knew my father, so it was a difficult time for me.  I found myself in the middle of major adult drama between my brother Darien, his wife Toni, and their circle of friends.  There were a lot of secrets, lies and half-truths amongst them all.  Ultimately my brother Darien lost his life by being in the wrong place at the wrong time as a direct result of the drama between their friends.  After my experience as a teenager I vowed to help others by becoming a counselor. 

This story is not about me though. This is a story about one of my clients named Valerie.  Valerie’s story is shared with her permission, names and other details being changed to protect the privacy of those involved.  I have worked with many clients over the years, but Valerie is different.  Once you read her story you will understand why.  The title sums up her journey.  She experienced love, she was betrayed by the lies she had been told, and then she fought to regain her strength and confidence to move forward. 
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After spending many years working as a counselor at an addiction clinic just outside of Richmond, I decided to join the virtual counseling movement for some extra cash.  I signed up with Empowerment Insights to work with clients via video sessions and through email chats.  I was more old school and preferred to interact with my clients face to face, but I was willing to give this a try.  My first few clients were the usual relationship issues or young women trying to figure out their purpose in life.  It was hard not to see some of my younger self in these women.  

I had come a long way over the years, but even the best counselors need someone they can talk to from time to time.  I still connected with my favorite therapist, Robin, at least once a month.  At first it was a therapist-client relationship, but over the years it seemed like we both needed each other to vent to and since then we have become great friends.  Robin is the one who encouraged me to branch out and try video counseling.  She felt I might be stuck in a bit of a rut dealing with the addiction clients.  At first, I was extremely passionate about my work in the addiction field.  My passion was fueled by the loss of a close friend’s partner.  The pain she endured while the addiction was active and the suffering after he overdosed was hard to watch.  I was on a mission to do as much as I could to help as many addicts and their families as possible.

About two years ago the clinic where I have been working was bought by a new company and things have not been the same.  We have shifted from dealing with true drug addicts, you know the ones, without private insurance to gambling and sex addicts.  These were the ‘high end’ clients with great insurance or wealthy families to foot the bill.  They were mostly men and over time the clinic began to look more and more like a country club than an actual clinic.  Just a little while longer and I could leave and retain some benefits.  That was the only thing good about the sale of the company, the employees got to keep their tenure and rich benefits package. 

I hurried home to prepare for my evening video clients.  My time with Empowerment Insights was my own.  I was an independent contractor.  I set my own hours and decided how many clients I would take on.  I retired to my office to review the files of the clients I had for the evening while nibbling on my turkey sandwich.  When I first read the summary for Valerie, my first thought was that she probably was a typical middle-aged woman suffering from empty nest syndrome.  I had no idea she would be the client that would forever change my life.

I logged into the video session a few minutes early and waited for Valerie to join.  She joined right on time.  I wasn’t sure what to expect but the woman who appeared on the screen looked tired, no, not just tired; her eyes looked vacant, void of emotion or feeling.  She was a middle-aged Caucasian woman with shoulder length curly brown hair.  I found myself wondering if those were natural curls.  Either way the style suited her. 

“Hello Valerie, my name is Joy.  How are you today?”  She hesitated for a moment before responding.  I waited patiently while thinking this might be a little harder than I thought.

“Hi, Joy.  Um, I’m okay, I guess.”  She said while trying to sound a little less annoyed than she really was.  I could tell that Valerie really didn’t want to be doing this right now.

“Okay, well, let us just jump right in.  Tell me why you’re meeting with me today?”  

“I was told this was a requirement for my release from the hospital.”  Her voice sounding very monotone.

I nodded and said, “How long have you been home?”

“It’s been about a week.” 

I looked down briefly to make a note, then continued.  “How have things been going since you have been back home?”

“Things have been going okay, I guess.  I did manage to make it to church on Sunday by myself.”   

“That is great you were able to do that Valerie.  Let me get some additional information.  Are you currently taking any medications?”  I asked while making a note about church being important to her.

“Yes, but I don’t have that information with me right now.”

“It’s okay you can just email me the names of the medications and their dosage when we get off this call.”  She nodded but did not respond.  

“Are you seeing any other doctors at this time?”  Valerie seemed a little uncomfortable, but I did not understand why.  

She sat up a little and asked, “Why do you need to know that?  Are you going to contact them and talk about me?”  

I shook my head while jotting down another quick note: potential trust issues.  “No, Valerie, absolutely not, I just like to have an idea of everything that’s going on with my clients, but if you’re not comfortable sharing, it’s fine.  Let us move on, okay?”  She relaxed a bit and I continued.  “Can you tell me a little bit about your hospital stay?” 

“I was in the psychiatric ward for two weeks over at the Medical Center.”

“I see, and did you check yourself in for treatment?”  I sensed by her body language my question had struck a nerve.  Her body tensed up and she hesitated for a moment, took a deep breath, and said softly but with clenched teeth, “Absolutely not.  I was taken there under false pretenses.”  

“By whom, and do you know why this person felt you needed to be committed?”  

She began to shake her head. “I still don’t have all of the facts but what I do know is my next-door neighbor, Paula, told me we were going to a psychologist appointment for my youngest son.”

“How old is your son?” 

“I have two boys, the oldest, Scott is a sophomore in college at UVA, he’s twenty and my youngest, David, is a senior in high school and he’s seventeen.”  Talking about her children seemed to perk her up a bit.

“Okay, why would your neighbor think you would believe your son would need to see a psychologist?”  

Valerie let out a heavy sigh.  “Because he was home with me when everything happened.”  I could see Valerie tensing up again.  She closed her eyes tight as if she were trying to block out a painful memory.  

I let her go for a minute or so and then said, “Valerie, are you still with me?”  

She opened her eyes. “Ah, yes, I’m sorry, the medications make me a little groggy and it’s hard to focus sometimes.”

“Yes, I completely understand.  I asked you what happened prior to your hospital stay that led you to believe your son needed to see a psychologist?” 

“Oh gosh, there’s just so much.  I’m not exactly sure where to start.”  She put her head down and covered her face as she shook her head.

“I understand, but just tell me what you think is the most important thing for me to know right now in order to understand why you would feel your son needed to see a psychologist.”  

She nodded to indicate she understood my request, took a deep breath, lifted her head and then responded, “My youngest son, David, was at home the night, um, my husband Seth came home and told me he was being accused of drugging and raping someone he worked with.”  Her voice trailed off and she closed her eyes as if she were trying to erase the painful memory.

Her matter of fact tone and lack of emotion surprised me.  I thought to myself that I would be hysterically crying if I had to explain this to someone.  “Oh, I see, so how did David react?” Valerie’s eyes were still closed, but I knew she heard me and was preparing to answer because I noticed her body tensing up again. 

“When Seth was explaining everything to me in the living room, David was right upstairs and could hear everything.  I wanted to make sure David understood the situation, so Seth called for David to come down.  Seth told David about the allegations and he attempted to minimize it by saying he had friends that had similar legal problems before, and everything turned out okay.”

“Yes, I agree, that is a lot for a child to deal with.  Okay, now tell me how you reacted when you first heard the news?”  

Valerie slowly reached for a bottle of water and took a sip before responding.  “I am, I mean I was, angry and very emotional.  I had just had a hysterectomy a few days before this all happened.  I was devastated, but I knew I had to try and be strong for my kids.  Seth left after talking to David and headed to our house in Charlottesville.  David and I thought we would hear from Seth when he met up with Scott a few hours later, but we never heard anything that night or most of the next day.  We both were not able to sleep much.  I tried to hold things together the best I could for him, but it was hard especially once it hit the news later that week.  That is why I thought it would be good for him to talk with someone about the whole situation.”

“I see, so I think it might be helpful if you gave me a little bit more information about your marriage.”

She sighed and responded, “My husband, Seth, whom I’ve been with for the past twenty-five years, came home a few weeks ago to tell me he was being accused of this heinous crime.  He assured me he had not done what he was being accused of.  He also told me he expected it to hit the news within the next few days and, at the advice of his criminal attorney, he needed to leave the house.  He advised me to unplug the house phone to avoid phone calls from the media.”  

“Okay, hold on, Valerie.  I am missing some key information here.  What does your husband do for a living?”

“He’s a member of the State Senate.  We live in Chatham, but he stays at the house we bought in Richmond quite a bit due to his work there.”

“I see, and how long has he been in politics?”

“It’s been about fifteen years.”

“That’s a long time.  Do you feel things have gotten worse since he’s been involved in politics?”

“I think that was a part of it, but that wasn’t the only thing.”

“Okay, at this point he’s come home and told you about these charges, but he’s claiming to be innocent?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Has he ever cheated before?”

“No, I mean yes, well, that night he did admit to cheating on me in the past, which he had previously denied in marriage counseling.  I let him know right then and there I would be filing for divorce.”

“He tells you he’s being accused of drugging and raping a woman; he denies it but then admits he has cheated with other women in the past and just not this woman?”

She nodded and explained further, “He told me the night of the incident he had attended several work receptions, so he had a few drinks which was normal for him to do. While telling me this, he admitted he knew his drinking was a problem and he planned to address it.  I had absolutely no faith that he would follow through on that promise.  His issue with drinking had been evident for years, but he never wanted to admit there was a problem.  He said when he woke up the next morning there was a woman in his bed, but he did not think or remember doing anything with her.  I asked him if this type of thing had happened before.  He said yes it had, and that is when he finally admitted to being unfaithful to me.  He admitted to cheating on me with other women, saying while it went on for years, he was not emotionally attached to anyone as if that made it all better.”

“No judgment here at all, but why did you immediately jump to divorce?”

“He and I already had a lot of issues with our marriage and this was the final straw.  I saw this was finally my way out.”  

“Okay, Valerie, we’ve covered a lot, and our time is almost up.  I think this is a good place to stop.”

“Yes, I’m feeling very tired and could use a nap.”  

“Okay, I understand.  So how about this?  Email me your list of medications.  You can email me anytime you want, and I will respond as soon as possible.  When you are ready, you can schedule our next session.”’  

“Yes, that would be fine.  I’ll email you the information.”  

“Great and I look forward to hearing from you again soon.” 

I had a short break before my next client.  I made myself a few more notes about my conversation with Valerie.  I really needed to know what medications she was taking because her overall mood did not match the things she shared with me.  I expected to see a lot more emotion than I was seeing.  I got up to stretch my legs a bit.  I walked into the kitchen to grab a bottle of water.  I found myself wondering what Valerie thought about me, a younger African American woman, being her therapist.  Maybe she felt as if I couldn’t relate to her situation and, in some ways, maybe I couldn’t.  I stood in the kitchen and thought about how after being with her husband for over twenty-five years, Valerie was more than eager to throw in the towel.  I knew there was much more to this story, but I wondered if she felt like it was worth it or not?

I had given up on love over fifteen years ago.  I loved a man once; I fell for him hard.  We made plans for a wonderful future together.  He broke me and I never looked back, never felt I really missed out on anything.  Seeing the pain and disappointment in Valerie’s eyes made me wonder.  Is love worth the pain?
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A few days passed with no word from Valerie.  I had taken on a few other new clients, but my mind continued to drift back to my session with her.  Robin and I had plans to talk tonight, and I wanted to discuss how I have been feeling with her.  As I drove home, I turned on the smooth jazz station and enjoyed the music while thinking about what I wanted to share with Robin later.  When I pulled up to my house, I sat in the car for a few minutes just staring at the house.  I remember how proud I was when I bought this house, a cozy Cape Cod.  I remember the realtor saying these were perfect for small families or first-time home buyers.  I’m still proud, but I’m realizing that the expression a house doesn’t make a home is very true.  I grabbed my bags and headed into the house with heavy thoughts on my mind.

My client session was uneventful.  A young college girl who is processing how to handle her newfound freedom and how to handle her parents’ divorce.  Parents who hold on until the kids are grown to get divorced do not understand they keep counselors in business.  Children are resilient.  Divorce is difficult, but they can survive it.  For young adults, it comes at the worst time for them.  They are already struggling to find themselves and when their normal is also blown up, it is often times too much for them to handle.  They are curious, exploring, and unfortunately many make poor choices ending up as my addiction clients. 

As I made dinner and prepared to talk to Robin.  I checked the time, and my phone rang.  Robin is always punctual.  I answered, “Hey Robin, how are you?”

“I’m great, and you?”

“I’m good, I can’t complain.  Well I guess I could, but what good would it do?”  

She laughed.  “Yeah, you are right.  Does no good to complain.  I’m eager to hear what you think about the online counseling.”

“It’s interesting, I think I’m getting the hang of it.”

“How many clients did you take?”

“I initially just accepted three, but I just added two more this week.”

“Okay, five is a good start.”

“Yeah, but I think I might be down to four again.”

“Oh, why is that?”

“My one client hasn’t gotten back to me yet.”

“How long has it been?”

“Today is the fourth day.”

“That isn’t too terribly long.  How did you leave things with them?”

“Well, I expected her to send me an email with the list of her medications.  I reminded her she can email me whenever she wants, but I have not heard anything from her at all.”

“You could email her and remind her about the medications.  See if you can start the conversation again that way.”

“Yeah, I thought about that, but there’s something else that’s bothering me a little bit.”

“Like what?”

“I am not sure.  I have not been able to stop thinking about her story since we spoke, and I feel like I’ve been so emotional since then also.  It’s interesting because during our session she displayed very little emotion, and based on the things she shared with me, there should have been a lot.”

“Hmm, that is interesting.”

“I knew you would say that.”

“So, you know what I’m going to ask you next?”

“Yes, I do Robin.”

“So, what is it?”

“I see a woman who is a little older than me, but our lives took quite different paths.  She’s married with children.”

“Okay, I see.  Her situation is making you question your choices?”

“No, I am not questioning my choices, not consciously, but I find myself wondering if she is questioning hers or feeling any regret.”

“Of course, I do not know all of the details, but it is not your place to ask those questions, at least not directly to her, not this early in your relationship.”  

“You are right, but I really am concerned about her lack of emotion.  I need to find out what medications she is on in order to get a better sense of why there’s a bit of a disconnect between her story and her emotions, or lack thereof.  I’m going to just send her an email to check in and leave it at that.”

Robin and I continued to chat for another half hour or so.  As soon as we hung up, I went into my office to check my email messages.  Nothing from Valerie yet, so I sent her the following message:

Valerie,

Just touching base with you because it has been a few days since our session.  I was expecting to hear from you by now, at least the medication list.  I hope all is well and please let me know you are okay, even if you have decided not to continue counseling services with me.

Joy

I did have a few emails from my other clients, so I read through them and responded accordingly.  Just as I was finishing up for the night and about to log off, I received a response from Valerie.  

Joy,

I apologize for the delay in responding to you.  Things have been hectic here the past few days.  I went to Charlottesville to visit Scott.  I also have had so many appointments.  I had my first session with my psychiatrist, which I am required to do to keep from ending up back in the hospital.  I also met with my attorney to get things moving on my divorce.  Prior to that, I visited Seth because I knew he was going through a rough time, and I wanted to be supportive.  You might think that is silly of me to want to be supportive of him after all that has happened, but I felt good about it.  I am still not taking him back, even though he seemed extremely remorseful in the letters he sent me. 

The medication is still making me very groggy, so I have not been able to find the time to email you until now.  I am currently taking Zyprexa 30 mg in the morning and Lithium 300 mg twice a day.  I also wanted to give you a little bit more information about my situation before our next video session, which I scheduled for the day after tomorrow. 

Anyway, Seth and I had problems in our marriage for many years.  I had ignored advice from others to get out because I really did not know how to make that happen, although I thought about it a lot.  In the past when we were having problems, I felt with Seth’s political connections he would have the best attorneys if I tried to file for divorce so it would be quite a battle.  At one point when I no longer felt Seth was there for me or the kids, I had trial separation paperwork written up.  He was furious I had taken this step.  If he agreed to go to counseling, I would not take further action.  We did start going to therapy, so I contacted the attorney and let him know we had reconciled but I kept his contact information. 

With everything that has taken place, I have decided it is time for a fresh start.  Things had already seemed to be getting much worse over the past several months.  The night Seth told me what was going on, I immediately sent an email to the attorney I had dealt with before and let him know I had an urgent situation to address.  He responded and gave me an outline of exactly what to do.  

Anyway, it’s late, and I am tired, so I will close for now.  We can talk further during my next session.

Valerie

My suspicions were confirmed.  Valerie was on an extremely high dose of medication.  That explains her emotionless demeanor.  Even though she said no response was necessary, I decided to send one.

Valerie,

Thanks for sharing the additional information with me about your marriage.  I look forward to talking to you tomorrow.  Since our time is so short, I would like to tell you what my questions are so you have time to think about them before our session. 

I would like for you to tell me why you felt things had gotten worse over the past few months leading up to your husband’s confession?  

You mentioned you previously went to marriage counseling together.  How long did that last and did things improve? 

I think that will be enough for us to cover during our next session.  I will talk to you then.

Joy
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I had a restless night, I tossed and turned for a while before drifting off to sleep.  I awoke around 4 am and could not get back to sleep.  I do not typically have trouble sleeping, this only happens to me when I am not dealing with something.  Finally, around 5 am, I gave up and got up to start my day; albeit much earlier than usual.  I showered and stood staring at my clothes for at least five minutes.  Although it was chilly outside which was appropriate for February, the office was always very warm.  Once I decided on an outfit, black slacks and a sheer long-sleeved teal colored shirt, I got dressed for work and went down to my office to review my calendar for the day.

I logged on and read the email from Valerie again.  Even though we were scheduled to talk the next day, I decided to respond to her email.

I checked my schedule and it looked like a light day, which I was grateful for since I did not sleep well.  I also only had one video session tonight after work at the clinic.  I could catch up on my sleep tonight.  I grabbed my bags and headed out the door to work.  The brisk air hit me as I stepped outside which caused me to rethink my decision to wear this blouse.  I hurried to my car and cranked up the heat.  I switched the radio to my favorite morning talk show and started my commute. 

I arrived at work a little early and decided to drink my morning tea in the breakroom and catch up on my social media before going to my office to start my day.  I noticed a few other counselors were in the corner chatting amongst themselves while sipping their coffee.  I was instantly reminded why I rarely came into the breakroom; the smell of coffee turns my stomach.  I found a small table as far away from the coffee as possible and settled in.  A few other therapists walked in, filled up their coffee mugs, and walked over to the table where the other therapists were sitting.  They began talking about their lives, boyfriends, husbands, and kids.  I thought to myself, ‘I have absolutely nothing to add to that conversation.’  I immediately began to feel a little sad.  I should at least have a boyfriend to chit chat about.  I checked the time and was almost time for my first appointment of the day.  I gathered up my things and walked down the hall to my office.  Something is still floating around in my subconscious which has me a little off-kilter.  I shake it off, sit down at my desk, and pull the file for my first client of the day.  It is Martha, she is one of my favorite clients.  Honestly, she has been in and out of this clinic for a couple of years now.  Every time she comes back, she asks for me.  I challenged her after the third time.  I said, ‘Clearly I am not doing a good job if you keep coming back.’  Martha laughed and said, ‘You are looking at it all wrong my dear.  Maybe I am coming back just to see you.’  She winked and strutted over to her favorite chair.  She was a spunky old lady with silver hair that reminds me of my grandmother.  She had a terrible gambling addiction that has plagued her for most of her adult life, but in spite of all of that she felt as if she had lived a very fulfilling life and she did not apologize for it.  

Martha arrives and gently taps on the doorframe.  I look up from my desk, smile, and welcome her into my office.  

“Good morning Martha, how are you feeling today?”

“I’m feeling pretty good Joy, and you?”  I resisted the urge to tell her that I did not sleep well last night because Martha had a habit of deflecting the attention from herself to others.  

“I am well, thanks for asking.”  I moved from behind my desk to the chair next to Martha’s and continued, “So, Martha, did you do your homework?”  She looked away for a moment then turned back to me.

“Well, not all of it.”  

I sighed. “Martha, do you want to get out of here?” She began to rock back and forth in her chair wringing her hands, which is something she did when she was trying to avoid conflict.  I asked again, “Martha, you need to answer me.  Do you want to leave here?”  She continued to rock back and forth, and she was looking down at her hands.  I decided to wait it out, let the silence become uncomfortable until she spoke up.  

Finally, after about five minutes of silence, Martha raised her head up, looked at me and said, “Joy, I’m afraid to leave here.”

“Afraid?  Why is that Martha?  I have known you for several years now, and I have never heard you use the word ‘afraid’ or express fear.”  She paused for a minute and said in a soft voice just above a whisper, “I am afraid of dying alone.”

“Oh, Martha, why are you worried about dying?  You are in better shape than most people much younger than you.”  

She chuckled.  “Yes, that is true, but I am still an old lady.  I have outlived three husbands and all but one of my children.  My grandchildren no longer want me in their lives, I do not blame them though.  I have burned so many bridges with my family over the years.”

“You have had some rough times, that is for sure, but I never got the impression that your family had given up on you.”  

She nodded her head.  “This last time was pretty bad for everyone.”

“Tell me what happened Martha?  Why are you back here again after only being gone for less than two months?”

“Well Joy when I first got home, I tried really hard to stay away from the casino, but after a few weeks I just could not help myself.  At first, I just drove there and sat in my car.  I did not go in.  One time I sat there in my car for so long the security guard stopped and asked if I was okay.  After that, I left and went home, but a few days later I returned.  I went inside and did not leave for a few days.  That is why I am back here.”

My session with Martha went a few minutes over, which caused everything to run late for the remainder of the day.  Thankfully, Martha’s was the most difficult, but I do think we made some great progress.  I might be finally getting to the root of her issues.  When she mentioned about being afraid of dying alone, I really felt her emotion because I too worry that I may always be alone.

Finally finished up with my last client of the day, made some minor adjustments to my schedule for the next day to fit another session in with Martha, and I was on my way out the door.  Right before I reached the door, my supervisor Bill stopped me, “Joy, glad I caught you.  Do you have a minute or are you in a hurry?”  

I really wanted to get home as I was exhausted, but instead I said, “Sure, Bill I have a few minutes.”  I turned and followed him to his office.  He held the door for me and closed it behind him.  I took a seat by his desk and waited for him to sit down.  

“Joy, I’ve been thinking about making some changes, and I wanted to run a few things past you about how I see your role.”  

I was intrigued and said, “I’m all ears, Bill.  Tell me more.” 

“I’ve been thinking about having you work more with me on policies and procedures, maybe look at starting that mentoring program again that we used to have.” 

Although I was very interested, I wondered what this meant from a time perspective.  I already had taken on online counseling, so I was not interested in having to be here at the clinic more.  I asked, “How do you see this impacting my client schedule and general work hours?” 

“I think we could reduce your client hours a bit.  It would mean you and I would be spending more time together as you work in a more administrative role.” 

I leaned back a little in my chair as I thought about his proposal.  It sounded very intriguing, but I couldn’t help but think there was a little more to this then he was letting on.  I noticed he emphasized that he and I would be spending more time together.  “Okay, this sounds like something I may be interested in, but can I have some time to think about it?”

“I know how you feel about your clients and I respect your position.  However, I could really use your help on this one Joy.  You are one of my most senior therapists and this is a great opportunity.” 

I nodded my head in agreement.  “Ok Bill, I’ll give it some more thought and get back to you.”

He stood up and reached out his hand.  I stood and shook his hand.

“Thanks so much Joy, I really appreciate you giving this idea some consideration.”

As I drove home, I felt excited about the possibility of being in the role of mentor again.  It had been awhile since I had been in that role.  The thought of being able to work with Bill to develop policies and procedures was also very appealing to me.  Maybe this challenge was exactly what I needed to get myself out of this rut I have been in for the past few days.  Even though it seemed like a wonderful opportunity, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Bill might be trying to get closer to me on a more personal level and that was not something I was interested in at all.

*****
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AT WORK THE NEXT DAY, I felt excited and motivated.  My conversation with Bill had given me a fresh outlook on how I could affect some positive changes.  I wasn’t quite ready to share my excitement with him, but I was fairly certain I would accept his proposal. 

I logged in, checked my emails, and was surprised when I saw one from Bill.  It was a meeting invitation to discuss my new role.  I shook my head in disbelief.  I hadn’t even accepted yet.  I decided to respond as tentative.  I continued to review my other emails and then decided to review my schedule to see if Martha had made another appointment.  She had and I would see her again later this morning.  

I was still annoyed by Bill’s meeting invite, but I decided to focus on Martha.  I pulled her file and reviewed my notes from our last session, and I went into my archives files to pull her older files to review them as well.

About an hour later, I was sitting on my sofa reading through Martha’s files when I heard a knock on my door.  I looked up and saw Bill standing in my doorway.  I stood up.

“Hello, Bill, I saw your invitation and responded.”  

He stepped inside my office and closed the door.  “Yes, I know, that is why I am here.  I decided to talk to you in person versus sending emails back and forth.”  His tone concerned me greatly.  He motioned for me to sit down, so I backed up and sat back on the sofa.  He sat in the chair I usually sit in while talking to my clients.  “I’ll start with the easy part first.”  I nodded and he continued, “The conversation we had yesterday, I really wasn’t 100% up front with you.  It really wasn’t just a suggestion, Joy.  It’s something that is going to happen.”

“Okay, why do I feel like that is just the tip of the iceberg?”  

He nervously chuckled.  “Well, Joy, I have always liked your intuitiveness, you are absolutely correct in your assessment of this situation.”  

I sat up a little in my chair to give Bill my full attention.  After a brief pause, he stood up and began pacing back and forth.  He began to tell me how corporate was making changes.  Since I was one of the more senior therapists, I had been flagged as someone to work on the project.  I really did not have a choice.  They wanted me to reduce my client hours to half of what they are now and for me to spend the other time working with Bill. 

“Bill, I have to be honest with you.  I left here last night very excited about the opportunity and all the possibilities.  With that said, I became a therapist because I like helping people.  I never saw myself in an administrative role and certainly am not interested in a management position.”  

He laughed.  “Joy I know you very well and I knew you would have concerns about being taken away from your clients.  I promise you that we can ease into this transition.  You will keep everyone you already have, and we will determine how any new ones are assigned to you.  I promise you will still get to work with clients.” 

“Okay, Bill, I trust you and yes, since you and I have worked together so long, you do know how much I enjoy the work that I do.  Any idea on the timing of this transition in my schedule?”  

“Actually, I think we should plan on making this adjustment immediately.  Why don’t you review your clients and where they are in their treatment today?  Get back to me tomorrow with a summary of where they are and how much more time you think you will need to work with them.  How does that sound?”

“That’s fine Bill, but please promise that you will allow me to finish with everyone that I am already working with and if Martha returns again, she will be assigned to me also.”

He nodded and said, “Yes, Joy, I promise.”  He got up and said, “Thanks, Joy, I really appreciate you.”  As he walked to the door and opened it and left.

I glanced at the clock and realized Martha would be arriving shortly.  I gathered up her files that were all over the sofa and table, threw them on my desk, and quickly went to the restroom.

When I returned Martha was waiting for me, but she was not her usual self.  She looked worn, almost as if she had aged since yesterday.

We jumped right into the session, picking up where we left off.

Martha shared with me she did not sleep well the night before.  She thought a lot about the things we discussed, and she told me she felt very unsettled all night.  It was the question I asked her about why she felt she continued to come back here, repeatedly.  After a little prodding, she finally opened up and shared with me what she thought about that.  

Previously Martha had always told me she loved to go to the casinos because she would go there with her late husband and it reminded her of him.  Martha had been married three times, but as the saying goes the third time was the charm for her.  She absolutely adored her third husband.  I remember her telling me he made her wish her life started the day she met him.  That is saying a lot, because she had children with the other husbands.  Martha has lived a very full life.  All her husbands were wealthy, which made the whole gambling thing hard for me to understand.  If you already have millions of dollars, why risk losing it that way? 

Today Martha told me although the casinos did remind her of her late husband, she knows she has a gambling problem and she wants to stop.  She comes here, and gets treatment, and then she leaves.  When she goes home, she is all alone.  Her relationship with her children had deteriorated over the years since she married the last time.  Her only surviving child, a daughter, does not come to visit or even call.  She told me the casino is always open, and it is a safe place for her to go because everyone knows her there.  She said she hardly ever gambles anymore when she goes, she just does not want to be home alone.  Coming here is also an escape for her.  I can see a heavy weight had been lifted from Martha as she spoke the truth to me.  I asked if she felt like she could repair her relationship with her daughter or not.  She wanted some time to think about it and we decided to discuss it some more in our next session.

Between my conversation with Bill and my session with Martha, I was whipped, and it was just lunch time.  Thankfully, I had a light afternoon schedule today so that I could begin going through all my files to provide Bill with the information he requested. 
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Chapter 4
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I arrived home about 45 minutes before my scheduled session with Valerie.  I had just enough time to grab a quick bite to eat and check my messages to see if she responded to my email.  I walked into my office to turn my laptop on.  I straightened up my desk, opened my file drawer, pulled Valerie’s file, and set it on my desk.  

I sat at the kitchen table scrolling through my social media feeds while enjoying my vegetable lasagna.  I finished dinner and logged in about ten minutes ahead of schedule.  I checked my inbox and I did not see a response from Valerie.  I opened her file and reviewed the email I sent her to refresh my memory.  While reading through my notes I received a notification Valerie was connected, and I joined the video chat.

“Hello Valerie, how are you?”  I noticed that she looked a little less tired today than before although her eyes still showed very little emotion.

“Hi Joy, I am okay.” She said and sounded a lot more interested than our first encounter.

“That is great.  Did you have a chance to read my last email?”

“Yes, I did, but I decided to wait for our session to answer your questions.”

“That is fine.  Let us jump right in.”

“You asked me to explain a little more about why I felt things had gotten worse between Seth and I recently.  I had to think about where to start because if I am
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