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This story is dedicated to everyone like me. Everyone who picked up some old magazine or comic book or beat up paper back, fell into the world of imagination, and decided to never leave.
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The office had cream walls and watercolors of nature scenes that looked like they had been selected from catalogues to be neutral and calming. The wood and cloth furniture was comfortable, made in a mid-century rustic style. 

The middle-aged Doctor, a woman, wore black pants and a pink, silk top. She looked at the disheveled man the receptionist had led in through her circular glasses. Dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, he was wiping his sweaty palms on his pants so she’d given him extra time to settle down.

“Mr Floyd, may I call you Terrence?”

“Sure. Dr. Holloway?”

“Debra, please.” She smiled as she wrote on her legal pad with efficient strokes. 

“Debra, okay.” He clasped his hands together and tried not to have his leg vibrate.

“You seem a bit nervous, can I get you something to drink?”

“Uh, tea? Something with chamomile?”

“Absolutely. Sugar? Milk?”

“A little sugar, please.” He forced himself to smile.

The doctor walked over to an electric kettle, opened a wooden box, took out a teabag, and fixed his tea in a white cup. Her flat shoes made no sounds thanks to the thick, brown rugs. She gave him the cup before resettling behind her desk with a fresh cup of coffee for herself. 

“Now, Terrence, have you seen a psychiatrist before?”

He shook his head jerkily. “No, never.”







OEBPS/images/6d4b3c3a-9dad-4a7c-97e3-64dfcdad3411.jpeg
Liam Armitage

RED3TENNIS

ol





OEBPS/images/b72daae6-9091-4932-bdfa-fb4813b4eb63.jpeg
‘ &f— /Llam Armltage

REDG3TENNIS







