
Epigraph 
 

"The first session revealed my wounds. The second forced me to decide whether I would keep bleeding from them or finally become the one who heals."
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            The first session revealed my pain. The second revealed my power."
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C11: Dr. Becomes the Patient 
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The office looked exactly the same.

The diploma still hung on the wall.

The books were still arranged alphabetically.

The clock still ticked with mechanical precision.

Nothing had changed.

Except the person who belonged behind the desk.

Elias stood at the doorway, briefcase in one hand, keys in the other. For twenty-three years, this room had been his sanctuary. A place where chaos entered but never stayed. People came in shattered and walked out carrying pieces of themselves they thought were gone forever.

Today, the room felt unfamiliar.

Not because of the furniture.

Because of the silence.

Marcus was already there.

He sat behind Elias' desk with a legal pad resting in front of him. He wasn't pretending to be a therapist. He looked like he had always been one.

Without looking up, Marcus spoke.

"You're three minutes late."

Elias closed the door behind him.

"This is my office."

Marcus nodded.

"And yet you hesitated before walking in."

Elias didn't answer.

Marcus finally looked up.

"Sit down."

Elias looked at the chair across the room.

The patient chair.

How many people had he watched sink into that leather seat?

How many had gripped the armrests trying not to cry?

How many had lied to him before finally telling the truth?

He had never imagined how heavy the chair could feel before anyone even sat in it.

"I'll stand."

Marcus wrote something on the pad.

"What did you write?"

"'Patient avoiding vulnerability through control.'"

Elias laughed once.

"You're enjoying this."

"No."

Marcus folded his hands.

"I'm respecting the process."

"The process?"

"The same one you've expected every patient to trust."

The words landed harder than Elias wanted to admit.

Slowly, he walked to the chair.

He sat.

For the first time in his career, the desk felt impossibly far away.

Marcus let the silence stretch.

Thirty seconds.

A minute.

Two.

Elias felt the urge to speak just to break it.

Then he realized—

This was his technique.

He had used silence for decades because people rushed to fill it with truth.

Marcus smiled faintly.

"You just realized why I haven't spoken."

Elias exhaled.

"I hated this."

"I know."

"So did everyone else."

Marcus leaned forward.

"Tell me your name."

Elias frowned.

"You know my name."

"Tell me anyway."

"...Dr. Elias Voss."

Marcus shook his head.

"I asked for your name."

A long silence.

"Elias."

Marcus wrote again.

"What now?"

"'Patient introduces himself with a title before his identity.'"

Elias looked down.

He had never noticed he did that.

Marcus asked another question.

"Who were you before you became Doctor Voss?"

Images flashed across Elias' mind.

A notebook.

Rain against a hospital window.

A young boy writing poems because they were easier than speaking.

"I... don't know."

Marcus nodded.

"Good."

"Good?"

"That's the first honest answer you've given me."

Elias felt anger rise.

"I'm trying."

"I know."

"Then stop treating me like I'm lying."

Marcus looked at him with unexpected kindness.

"I'm not."

He paused.

"I'm treating you like someone who's forgotten."

The room fell quiet again.

Marcus reached into a drawer and placed an old cassette recorder on the desk.

Yellowed with age.

A cracked label.

Written in faded black ink:

SESSION ZERO

Elias stared at it.

His heartbeat quickened.

Marcus rested a finger on the Play button.

"Everything changes after you hear this."

Elias swallowed.

"What is it?"

Marcus met his eyes.

"The first time you became my patient."

Marcus pressed Play.

A burst of static filled the room.

Then...

the unmistakable voice of a frightened fourteen-year-old boy.

"My name is Elias..."

The tape clicked.

"...and I don't think I'm supposed to remember what happened
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C13: The Room That Remembered

[image: ]


The room was quiet.

Not peaceful.

Quiet.

There’s a difference.

Peace feels like you finally made it somewhere.

Quiet feels like the world stopped talking long enough for you to hear everything you’ve been running from.

The chairs were still empty.

The walls still carried the shadows of conversations that never happened.

And the air still held the weight of people who walked away without ever saying goodbye.

He sat there alone, staring at the seat across from him.

The seat where someone used to sit.

The seat where questions were asked.

The seat where lies were exposed.

The seat where he learned that sometimes the person sitting across from you isn't the one hiding something.

Sometimes it's you.

He looked down at the notebook in his hands.

Page after page.

Confessions.

Memories.

Pain.

Truths he couldn't say out loud.

The pen had become the only witness that never interrupted him.

Never judged him.

Never walked away.

He whispered:

"Funny how I spent my whole life looking for someone to understand me... and never took the time to understand myself."

The smoke from the old room floated upward, creating shapes that disappeared before he could recognize them.

Like memories.

Like people.

Like versions of himself he had buried.

Then the question appeared again.

The one question that started everything.

"Who were you before the world told you who to be?"

He hated that question.

Because he knew the answer.

He was a kid who believed anything was possible.

Before survival became his personality.

Before pain became his introduction.

Before he learned how to smile while breaking.

He closed the notebook.

For the first time, he wasn't searching for answers.

He was accepting the truth.

The room wasn't built to punish him.

It was built to reveal him.

Every empty chair represented someone he blamed.

His father.

His past.

His mistakes.

His losses.

His regrets.

But the last chair...

The one nobody wanted to sit in...

Was his own.

Because forgiving everyone else was easier than forgiving himself.

He slowly stood up.

Walked across the room.

And sat in the chair he avoided the entire time.

The moment he sat down, everything changed.

The room became lighter.

Not because the pain disappeared.

But because he finally stopped fighting the fact that it existed.

He opened the notebook one more time.

On the empty page he wrote:

"Session Zero was never about finding out what was wrong with me. It was about discovering what happened to me... and deciding what happens next."

He looked around the room.

The chairs were still empty.

But for the first time...

He wasn't alone.

Because he finally met himself.
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