
FRAGMENTS FROM THE NOTES OF A CHILD PSCYHOLOGIST 

Sienna yelled her brothers’ name twice during orgasm. The first could have perhaps been forgiven; 

Benedict was, by nature, a very forgiving man. The second however, did not feel like a slip of the 

tongue. In fact, the name rolled off her tongue delectably and stuck a dagger in his back, like the 

red lacquered nails she had already slid across his spine as her moans grew more fervent.  

Lincoln! Lincoln!  

 Considering the circumstances, it made perfect sense for Sienna to yell her brothers’ name. 

Benedict knew, as he lay close-lipped beside her, that he was being stubborn but somehow this 

spurred him on even more.  

Benedict? 

 Sienna was stroking his arm now and kissing the stubble on his face. Her kisses posed a 

question: forgive me? And he knew that for the sake of her mental stability, he should probably 

call it quits. He should roll over, smile, put the whole scenario behind them and her mind at ease.  

But he’d reverted back to his childlike self and all he really wanted was a good nap and a 

sandwich.  

I’m sorry. What are you thinking? 

 So he told her: stilton and salmon would really hit the spot. She knew then that he was 

doing his “Thing” – the “Thing” by which he ignored his feelings and instead thought about 

anything to distract himself. Sienna had always found it a strange method of coping, possibly 

because she’d had to deal with very few emotions in the past three years. She relented though, 

because the numerous letters about, by, and to Freud which adorned her not-quite boyfriend’s flat 

insisted this method was called Repression. So instead of trying to make him open up, she swung 

her gaunt legs out of the bed and set about pandering to the male trifecta: Sandwiches, beer and 

blowjobs.  

 Benedict wondered, even as those perfect legs made their way from his side and out the 

room, whether this was manipulative. He made a mental note to hold that thought and then a 

physical note in the small book he kept under his pillow: Sienna’s reaction is always to please the 

man, never herself. She resolves conflict calmly – never by injecting her own emotions into the situation.  

 Given her situation it made sense, but it was still shocking to observe firsthand. The 

aroma of melted cheese met his nostrils and in that moment, a very important meeting occurred. 

Common meet Sense. Location? Benedict’s brain. Time? Now. For the love of all things – now!  

 He bolted from the bed and ran down the stairs and into the kitchen. Sienna had her back 

to him and was carefully monitoring the sandwich toaster. Her head was bent, her honey-coloured 

hair part at the nape of her neck and revealing the pale skin. She stood there naked, beautiful and 

bruised. Benedict wished she could understand just how beautiful. He wrapped his arms around 

her waist and buried his face into her neck. Her hands rested upon his arms, pressed lightly into 

the warmth of his flesh and posing the ever-present question: Forgive me? 

 “Don’t ask me to forgive you. Never ask me to forgive you. There’s nothing to forgive.”  



 So they ate stilton and made love. 

* 

It’s not easy losing a child.  But Arthur and Cassie Chambers had lost one child and gained 

another, which seemed to make the general public somewhat less empathetic. After all, was it not 

half the pain? Equal part happiness and misery?   

 Precisely three years and twenty six days after she’d disappeared, Sienna Chambers stood 

in her old hallway again. Her parents had envisioned a joyous reunion but that couldn’t have 

been further away from the truth. Instead of hugs, kisses and tears, Sienna had stood awkwardly 

in the corridor and had backed away when they approached her. Sienna didn’t speak a word to 

her parents for a full three weeks. As Lincoln said – they were the enemy. She barely ate or slept. 

She stayed in her room which was just as well considering the journalists that were practically 

camped outside her front door. She visited her brother’s room often and in secret, until one day 

her parents discovered her curled up on his floor, a razor in her hands, weeping. They carried her 

from his room and prized the offending object from her hands. The next day, they boarded up 

Lincoln’s room.  

 Benedict de Vere PhD was a psychologist with a very good reputation.  When Sienna’s 

parents initially contacted him, he had refused to see them. He lived too far away. Besides, he 

practiced child psychology and Sienna was eighteen. But curiosity had gotten the better of him 

when he realised Sienna was the girl that had made the front page news every day for the past 

week. 

 At this point, I feel obliged to remind you that Benedict was not a bad man. True, he had 

done things he was not proud of. Once when he was ten, he’d peed in the school swimming pool. 

Many years later, a whiskey and wine fuelled night had led to him waking up partially naked in 

the middle of a roundabout. Perhaps the worst one - he had not spoken to his own brother for ten 

years. On the whole, however, he was a man with good intentions and an aura that gravitated 

people toward him. 

 There is not time to introduce the trifles; how, at their first meeting, Benedict wore a 

sweater vest and trousers and Sienna wore a grey jumper and black knee-length socks. Alas, nor is 

there time to delve fully into their first conversation, interesting though it was. Perhaps it will 

serve all of us better to hear from Benedict himself.  

2.3.14 

Client seems younger than her years, which is only to be expected. Holds eye contact; doesn’t seem threatened 

by opposite sex. Takes up as little room as possible but may just be accustomed to an enclosed environment. 

(Little to suggest she left the basement on several occasions) Responds well when directly addressed but needs 

encouragement to talk. 

Fluent. Intuitive. 

4.3.13 

Client’s memories of abductor are rarely negative. Evident pining for brother – has identified him as ‘saviour’ type 

> Stockholm syndrome 

5.3.14 



Despite traumatic experiences, v little to suggest PTSD or similar. Seemingly well balanced. 

7.3.14. 

Flew into rage when brother’s integrity questioned. Interesting to note how... 

10.3.14 

She wishes to speak on brothers’ behalf on trial. Freudian CM most likely – Denial. 

12.3.14 

Evident change in Sienna. Relaxed and open about experiences. First time with brother was 15 – statutory rape. 

15.3.14 

When asked why crying, responded with ‘I miss him’ – rest of session held in silence. 

16.3.14 

Sienna jovial. Beautiful. 

17.3.14 

Went to hug her farewell at end of session. Raised arms – sign of anxiety following the abuse? 

 

 Perhaps it was because none of the conversations left the room, that the girl began to 

trust Benedict. Soon he was no longer her doctor, but her very attractive, older and intellectual 

male friend. At the end of their meetings, she began to hug him goodbye. Once, she went further.  

12.4.14 

She kissed me goodbye. On the cheek. She kissed me... 

He’d smiled curtly and left the room immediately. On the train back, he fought for space in the 

cramped tube with grumpy commuters but smiled to himself at the memory of Chanel No. 5 

perfume.  

 It was perhaps this strange blurring of the professional lines that prompted him to ask the 

question in their fifteenth meeting together.  

 “How did it feel?” 

 This in itself was not too much of a risk in terms of their relationship. If Sienna didn’t 

want to respond, he knew full well she would just tell him so. The one good thing that came out of 

her relationship with Lincoln – despite himself, he had to recognise that some good really had 

come out of it – was that Sienna was guileless. She told the truth with the same unabashed 

sincerity that is usually left behind in childhood. Then again, the question pushed the boundaries 

of his professionalism; it did not quite cross the line but it teetered on the edge of the Hippocratic 

oath and more importantly, it directly offended his conscience.  

 “With Lincoln?” she asked slowly.  

 He nodded.  



 “Sleeping with Lincoln was...the most amazing time of my life,” she said, with a hint of 

sadness in her voice. “He made me feel safe. He made me feel wanted. When I was with him, I 

never wanted it to end. Do you get that, Benedict?” 

 “Yes. Yes I get that.”  

  “He made me feel like I was the only person in the world. Sometimes we wouldn’t even 

have sex. Sometimes he’d just come home and we’d lie together and he’d tell me about his day. 

Don’t you think that’s sweet?” 

    “This isn’t about me,” he said evenly. “Continue – tell me more about him. What about 

him made you feel so safe?”  

 “He told me he’d always be there for me and always protect me.” 

    “Protect you?” 

 “From the people who wanted to tear us apart.” 

  “And those were your favourite times? When you’d just lie and talk?” 

 “Yes. I mean, don’t get me wrong, the sex was fantastic.” She smiled. “I’m glad you asked 

me, Benedict. About what it was like. Everybody else just shies away from it.” 

 “Well I am your psychologist. It’s my job.”  

 “No...you genuinely wanted to know. I’m glad you had the guts to ask. Why don’t other 

people ask? Is sex really that taboo a subject?” 

 Benedict had laughed then.  

 “In England it is.”  

11.5.14 

Id – I need her  

Ego – she’s a client  

Superego – Control yourself  

 

 Their sixteenth meeting was almost cancelled. Both Arthur and Cassie had to attend a 

business trip and so they emailed Benedict to rearrange the appointment. However, Benedict 

insisted that he had no issue travelling down and besides, Sienna should not be left unattended. 

Despite his deep trust in her, her apparent mental stability was unnerving to say the least.  

 The sixteenth meeting was different to all those that had preceded. Sienna seemed calmer, 

happier, and Benedict wondered if this was because her parents’ absence. After she made him a 

cup of tea, they sat together in the dining room and, after a silence; Sienna asked whether the tea 

was alright.  



 “It’s perfect, thank you.”  

 “Oh good. Cause I– I haven’t made tea for anybody apart from Lincoln in three years.”  

 “So I drink my tea the same way Lincoln does? I don’t quite know how I feel about that.” 

Benedict spoke with a slight teasing tone in his voice. He figured this was the close he could get to 

insulting the man without her flying into a rage. 

 “No, you don’t. I added an extra sugar. I just guessed...and I was right.” Then she was 

serious. “Why are you still here Benedict? Do you still think I’m crazy?” 

 “Nobody thinks you’re crazy. It’s just that you went through a strenuous time and we 

want to make sure you’re alright.”  

 “I’m no different than all the other girls out there who meet a guy and fall in love. I know 

this is unconventional but I wish people could just be happy for me and Lincoln. Why can’t you 

all just be happy?” 

 “Because he’s mentally deranged, Sienna! He locked you in a basement, he abused you, he 

manipulated and brainwashed you!”  

 He waited for her to retaliate; scream, claw his eyes out, something. Instead, she shook 

her head.  

 “You’re so human Benedict. Have you read Oscar Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray?” 

“What?!” 

“Well have you?” 

“Yes, but how - ?” 

“There’s one passage when Basil discovers the love of Dorian’s life has died, and he runs to 

comfort Dorian. Do you remember that? Well my favourite part has to be Dorian’s response. He 

calls Basil awfully unjust. Says something like, ‘Basil, you came down here to console me...You 

find me consoled, and you are furious! How like a sympathetic person!’ I love it because it’s so 

true about human nature. You came here expecting me to be messed up because of my brother. 

But even though I’m fine, you can’t except it. It irritates me but it’s so bizarrely human that I 

love it too. What are you thinking?” 

“That I’ve never heard somebody be so honest with me, Sienna. And I know that you’re 

in love with him, but you need to understand it from everybody else’s perspective. What about 

your parents? Suddenly the girl they loved and raised disappears. When they find her, they 

discover she’s been tortured and raped by their own son. They were oblivious. How do you think 

that would make them feel?” 

“It wasn’t rape.” 

“You were fifteen when he first took you, that’s under the age of consent. The law says 

that’s still rape.” 



“Then the law is stupid.” 

“The law is stupid, isn’t going to be a helpful defence for Lincoln,” Benedict smiled. 

“Speaking of which - are you sure you want to speak on his behalf?” 

“Yes,” 

“I would advise against it.” 

“The entire world advises against it. The newspapers are going to have a field day, aren’t 

they?” 

“You have no idea.”  

Benedict knew by now that nothing he said would persuade Sienna to change her mind. 

But still he tried for the next ten minutes until the clock hit 4:30pm. That should have been the 

end of their sixteenth appointment but as he made his way to the door, he noticed it was pouring 

heavily with rain.  

“Stay until it lets up?” Sienna suggested.  

Benedict sat in the living room, flicking through television channels whilst Sienna 

disappeared into the next room. She returned thirty minutes later, having made them both pasta.  

“You have no idea how weird it is, cooking for somebody other than Lincoln.” 

“Would he mind?” 

“I think he’d hate it.” 

The grin of a rebellious child was on her face. Most teenagers were out partying late, or 

hooking up with guys, or trying drugs for the first time. For Sienna, being a rebel meant making a 

pesto pasta dish for another man.  

And a splendid pesto pasta dish it was. Benedict once more despised himself for thinking 

these appraising thoughts – but damn, Lincoln had good taste. As they watched TV and ate, 

Benedict found himself sneaking glances at the young woman beside him. How Lincoln could 

have brought himself to harm one of the most beautiful women he’d ever known was beyond him.  

Pesto pasta night was the first time they slept together. 

 28.5.14 

During, it was wonderful. 

After, she just kept repeating, ‘he’s going to kill me.’  

I should leave – find her a new psychologist.  But possible reaction is suicide attempt. Cannot deal with pressure 

of being abandoned by two men in her life. Sienna craves control.  

Full scale of damage yet unknown. I make her feel safer than Lincoln. But her guilt is insurmountable  

After, Sienna was distraught. Lincoln is going to kill me she said over and over again. 

Benedict was mortified. What had come over him? He apologised so many times he lost count. I’ll 



tell your parents the truth, he said. I can’t be your psychologist anymore. But she wouldn’t let 

him. Nobody has to know. And she said it so many times he found himself believing her. If it had 

been anybody else, he would have left. But he’d grown fond of Sienna. More importantly, who 

would look after her when he was gone? He couldn’t trust just any psychologist. Besides, who 

knew how she would cope with losing another man in her life?  

Benedict had told many lies in his lifetime. Most notably, the wellknown family story of 

‘no mum, I did not eat the chocolate cake’ that was born some time in the mid 90s. In addition, 

the infamous ‘Sir, I’ve done the homework, promise. My printer just broke.’ There was also the 

Of-course-I’ve-read-the-terms-and-conditions. But he’d never told so big a lie (although reader, 

remember, with good intentions) as he then proceeded to tell Sienna that afternoon:  

“I’ll stay, but this can’t happen again.”  

To be fair to our lovers, they kept their hands off each other for the next few 

appointments. Trouble occurred on the twentieth appointment in which Benedict had an 

astounding breakthrough, managing to get Sienna to open up to him. Not about Lincoln, though.  

 “I love you,” she told Benedict, staring down at her hands. “I love you and I’ve thought 

about it and I don’t know what to do. I don’t want to love you. I hate this. I hate myself.”  

 “I love you too, but you understand why we can’t be together. Don’t you? Don’t you?” 

 Well of course they understood logically. The logic was infallible. Libidinal logic, however, 

prevailed.  

29.5.14 

Sienna confesses the terrible nightmares. Suppressed memories. Prescribed xanax.  

30.5.14  

Client has possible attachment to myself?  

31.5.14 

I’m falling for her.  

 ‘Caution’ was not a word that featured frequently in Sienna or Benedict’s vocabulary. The 

worst thing Benedict had done, up until now, was the aforementioned drunken roundabout 

bender. Similarly, Sienna had been too scared to keep a secret from Lincoln.  As a result, it didn’t 

take long for her parents to find out about herself and Benedict.  

 

 

 

   

 



 


