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Cesirys Espaillat                          
Orlando, FL, 32820                
(407) 242-0107 
Cessy809@gmail.com 
 

Love Therapy 

   
Today makes it 40 days, 40 days, 40 days, 40 days since the first day I saw her.  

Dr. Avery always moved the couch when I arrived, so that I wouldn’t expect 

things to be in the same spot every time I came into her office.  But it mostly felt like 

torture.  I was always distracted by the change, and she always answered, “Concentrate 

on my voice, not your surroundings, Nick,” and I would, if only she left everything where 

it was suppose to go.  

“Every Saturday, she sits in that spot for about 4 hours, drinking tea. I know her 

drink.  I know in the last month, she’s read 5 books, and I know every title of those 

books,” I told Dr. Avery. 

 “Nick, I don’t think it’s a good idea to track her like that.  It’s not good for your 

OCD.  I’m just trying to help you, Nick.” 

“She drinks a tea every 65 minutes.  That’s how long it takes to drink her tea.” 

Ah, Susan, I like Susan.  I’ve been practicing my S’s, I never gave it much thought 

before, and my name doesn’t have an S, just simply Nick Lopez.  She could be Susan 

Lopez.  Ah, yes, Susan Lopez is good.   

 Dr. Avery keeps telling me I should call her every time I start watching Susan too 

closely, or counting how many times she takes a breath, or writing down the name of the 

book she’s reading, but calling Dr. Avery could make me miss a breath or a detail.  I 

can’t miss any details.  
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“Nick, I think it’s time to try SSRI medication.” 

“I don’t need medication, I just need to talk to her!” 

“Nick, our time is up, but we should consider the medication.  It will be good for 

you.” 

I walked out of Dr. Avery’s office.   

     **** 

In the parking lot, Nick stood in front of his car.  Unlock, lock, unlock, lock, 

unlock; same sequence as always.  Nick has been doing even sequences for as long as he 

can remember. 

 Nick arrived at the library where he first saw Susan; he sat in his car, drying his 

sweaty palms on his dark blue jeans with eyes closed, concentrating on his breathing as 

he practiced what he wanted to say to her. 

“Hi, my name is Nick.  You’re beautiful.”  

No! No! That’s not good! 

“Mind if I sit with you?” 

Damn it! No! Just go inside and don’t try talking to her.  You’re going to ruin it. 

Nick walked into the library; he began inspecting the room from left to right.  

Susan always sat in the far right, but he had to count the four tables on the left of the 

room and then the next six that lead to Susan’s usual spot.  But on this Saturday, Susan 

wasn’t here.  After 40 days, Susan wasn’t there. 

Where is she? 2,4,6,8,10, Susan’s table… 2,4,6,8,10, Susan’s table… 2,4,6,8,10, 

Susan’s table… 2,4,6,8,10, Susan’s table…Where is she? 
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Nick’s breathing felt like he had been running a marathon, his hands colder and 

sweatier, as he tried drying them by rubbing them harder and faster against his jeans.  

This was how every panic attack began.  He closed his eyes. 

When you start to feel like you’re losing control, focus on the things you can 

control.  Take deep breaths, Nick, and focus on breathing. 

Eyes still closed, Nick turned to face the door and break the routine of the past 40 

days.   He opened his eyes and took one more deep breath, as he left the library. 

Unlock, lock, unlock, lock, unlock.  He sat in his car taping his right leg.  He 

looked up, and he could see Susan walking towards the library. 

She was just late.  Now is my chance. 

He grabbed the handle of the door and stared at his pale, sweaty hands on the 

door. 

He took another deep breath and retrieved his hand.   He searched for her again in 

the parking lot to see the goal in the flesh.  He saw Susan walking into the library, and in 

that moment, he felt the panic attack coming.   

Nick held his right hand up to his chest.  1, 2, 3, 4, his fisted hand hit his 

chest…1, 2, 3, 4, once more his fist met his chest… 1, 2, 3, 4, and one long, deep breath 

and the pain upon his chest once more…1,2,3,4, one last punishment to his sternum.   

Just go in there, ask her for her number and try to be normal. 

Nick took a deep breath and opened the door of his car.  As he stood outside of 

his car, the chilled breeze hit his face.  He placed his hands in the pockets of his jeans and 

began repeatedly tapping his fingers on his legs.   

I can do this.  I will do this. 
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     **** 

Nick walked into the library one more time.  Susan was already sitting in her 

usual spot, book out and tea on the table.  His skin felt like it was on fire, as he 

concentrated on her.  She hypnotized him; it wasn’t until someone bumped into him that 

he realized he had been standing there for 5 minutes. 

He slowly walked towards her table.   

“Hello,” Nick said. 

Susan looked up from her book, her perfect lips forming a smile. 

“Hi!”  

Nick remained silent staring at her. 

“Uh, can I help you?” 

Say something.  Anything.  Spit it out, dammit. 

“Sorry, sorry, sorry, sorry.  I just had to tell you that you are by far the most 

beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.” 

As soon as the words were out, Nick turned around, and began taping harder on 

his leg.   

“Well, you don’t have to leave,” her voice echoed in the room. 

At the sound of her voice, the room seemed to freeze around Nick. 

What? Did she just… 

He quickly turned around.  He could hear the drumming in his ears.  He was sure 

she could hear the loud and fast pace of his heart. 
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Again, he was standing in front of her.  All he had to do was pull the chair and sit.  

He placed his right hand on the chair, pulled it out, then back in.  He repeated this 8 

times. 

Susan’s eyes were wide just following the back and forth of the chair.  Nick’s 

sweat dripped down from his hands to the back of the chair. 

1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8… 

“Are you ok? You don’t have to sit if you don’t want to.” 

Shit! 

He froze for one minute; he reached his left ear with his free hand and began 

pulling.   

1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6…  

“Dude, what’s your deal?”   

Susan’s face only read one thing – anger - and at the sight of this, Nick could hear 

the drumming louder and louder in his ears. 

Crap, get it together! Get it together! 

Finally, Nick released his grip on both the chair and his ear.  He put his hands to 

his side and took a deep breath. 

As the air escaped through his mouth, Susan grabbed her book and got up.  She 

bumped pass Nick, murmuring under her breathe. 

The only word Nick could make out from her whispers was “weirdo.” 

He could feel the panic attack coming.  The air around him felt heavier, the sweat 

drowning his face.  He forced one deep breath and reached for his phone. 

 “Dr. Avery, I think it’s time. 


