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Chapter 1

	 

	 

	Brie Lake had come to know every nook and cranny of the hospital like the back of her hand. Her life had been tightly woven into the fabric of MearSea Mental Health Clinic, the place where her journey began and seemingly continued without end.

	Since she was a little girl, her mother and father would admit she was an “accident.” Her parents had planned to get rid of her in some capacity because of her mental disorders, so they took her to a psychiatrist at MearSea. It was a dim and quiet clinic with sterile white walls, flickering fluorescent lights, and a peculiar smell that was a mix of antiseptics and uncertainty.

	Throughout the years of going to this specialty doctor, her parents would complain about her actions as a young, disabled, and abused child. Each time, the doctor would prescribe a medication or two to try and solve the issue, but nothing seemed to help her.

	Brie's life had been a rollercoaster of emotions, marked by moments of confusion, frustration, and anger. She struggled to fit into a world that often felt alien to her. The way she saw things and experienced the world was different from most people, and it created a divide between her and her parents. 

	One day, the breaking point arrived. Her parents, overwhelmed by her erratic behavior and their inability to cope with her issues, decided to take drastic action. They dragged Brie into the psychiatrist's office, desperation etched on their faces, and demanded that they admit her to the mental health clinic side of the hospital because they “could not take her actions anymore.” The doctor, after considering the long history of Brie's struggles, reluctantly agreed to the parents' plea.

	Brie watched in silence as her parents, a mix of guilt and relief in their eyes, made the arrangements. 

	She had already packed her bags, anticipating that this day might come. As they prepared to leave her in the capable hands of the hospital staff, her father knelt down beside her, his voice quivering with emotion.

	“We'll come visit you, honey!” he said, attempting to reassure her. “We love you.”

	Brie looked at him, her eyes betraying the uncertainty that filled her heart. She wanted to believe her father's words, wanted to believe that their decision was out of love and not desperation. But deep down, she feared that this might be the last time she saw her parents. She mumbled a soft, “I love you too,” and they left the hospital, leaving her behind in the unfamiliar environment.

	The days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months. Brie found herself navigating the daily routines of the mental health clinic. She was in a ward with other patients who had their own unique struggles, and she began to establish some routines of her own. Group therapy sessions, one-on-one counseling, and medication management became her new norm.

	The clinic was a place of both despair and hope. There were moments when she felt utterly lost, drowning in the depths of her own mind. But there were also moments of clarity, when she realized that there were people who genuinely cared about her well-being. The staff at MearSea Mental Health Clinic, from the doctors and nurses to the counselors and support workers, worked tirelessly to help her find her way.

	Over time, Brie started to open up during therapy sessions. She shared her fears, her anxieties, and the traumatic experiences from her past. Her counselor, Dr. Angela Carter, proved to be a source of comfort and understanding. Dr. Carter had a way of making Brie feel safe, of assuring her that she was not alone in her struggles.

	As the seasons changed outside, so did the emotions inside the clinic.

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	Lax, a 34-year-old man with his own battles to fight, had become a steady presence in Brie's life. His warm smile could pierce through the darkest clouds of her mind, and his touch felt like an anchor in a turbulent sea. Their bond transcended the confines of the clinical environment, and they often found solace in each other's embrace. When the watchful eyes of the staff turned away, they would steal precious moments, cuddling in hidden corners and sharing intimate nights together, their connection deeper and more profound than any fleeting label.

	In the midst of the clinical routines, they discovered a love that defied the odds. Lax had his own demons to contend with, and together they supported each other through the storms of their minds. The love they shared was a refuge, a haven of stability in a world that often felt chaotic.

	One fateful evening, after a particularly passionate night spent in each other's arms, Bre's world shifted yet again. A growing sense of unease settled in her heart, and she knew she had to confront the possibility she had been avoiding. The bond between them had become more profound than they could have imagined, and their intimacy had consequences. She obtained a pregnancy test and waited, her heart pounding like a drum in her chest as the minutes ticked by. The result was a revelation that sent shockwaves through her being – she was pregnant.

	The news held within it a paradox of emotions. Excitement swirled with trepidation as Brie realized she was on the cusp of motherhood. A life was forming within her, a life that held both the promise of a new beginning and the weight of uncertainties. As her belly began to swell with the early stages of pregnancy, Brie's thoughts raced through a maze of hopes and fears.

	One question, in particular, cast a long shadow over her mind – what if her child were to be different? What if, against all odds, this tiny life growing within her would not carry the same burden of mental turmoil? The prospect of stability, of a life free from the confines of the institution, both thrilled and terrified her. The idea that her child might experience a world free from the relentless struggles she had known was both a dream and a source of anxiety.

	Brie's heart ached with the complexities of anticipation and the uncharted territory that lay ahead. She yearned for a world where her child would not be bound by the same chains of mental health disorders, but she also feared the unknown, the challenges that might come with being a mother, especially with her own history. Her mind became a battleground of hope and anxiety, a place where the future was both a beacon of light and a source of daunting shadows.

	 


Chapter 3

	9 months later

	 

	Brie sat on her hospital bed, the sterile aroma of the hospital-provided dinner filling the room. The utensils clinked against the tray as she absentmindedly took another bite, her thoughts drifting between the tasteless food and the movements in her stomach. 

	It wasn't unusual for Jax to make his presence known with a swift kick, but this time was different – a sharp pang followed by a gnawing ache that seemed to tighten around her abdomen like a vice.

	“Ooooh!” she let out an involuntary whine, setting down her fork. 

	She rose from the bed, her hand pressed to her belly, feeling the waves of discomfort wash over her. “Hello?!” she called out, as if addressing the mysterious force that had seized her body. She attempted to pace the room, hoping that movement would quell the pain that surged with each step.

	“It's probably just him doing something weird. I can't be in labor!” Brie's thoughts raced as she tried to rationalize the situation. “Not yet, at least!”

	Moments later, a hospital staff member burst into the room, their eyes widening at the sight of Brie clutching her abdomen. Without hesitation, they darted back to their desk, fingers flying over the keys as they urgently summoned help. The hospital's emergency response was swift, and a team of medical professionals hurriedly wheeled a bed into her room.

	Brie's breath quickened as the pain intensified, and suddenly, her water broke with a rush that left her gasping. The air was filled with a sense of urgency as they carefully transferred her from the mental facility to the emergency section of the hospital, the hallway's sterile lights blurring into a blur as they moved.

	Upon reaching the delivery room, Brie was overcome by an almost unbearable agony. The contractions pulsed through her body like an unstoppable tide, and she felt as though she were teetering on the precipice of an explosion. Her primal instincts kicked in, and with a primal cry, she pushed with all her strength, channeling every ounce of determination she possessed.

	And then, as if time itself had slowed, the culmination of her pain and effort gave way to a life-changing moment. With a final surge, her body released its grip, and the world seemed to hold its breath as baby Jax made his entrance into the world. The room was filled with a symphony of gasps and rustling fabric as the medical team worked in unison, swiftly cutting the umbilical cord and placing the precious bundle into Brie's trembling arms.

	As Brie cradled her newborn son, an overwhelming mix of emotions washed over her. She gazed down at his tiny features, resisting the urge to kiss him for fear of making him ill. Her heart swelled with a fierce determination – a promise she silently made to herself and her son. This child would have a different path, a life filled with opportunities she had never known, a future free from the shadows that had haunted her existence.
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