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To all the girlies whose fascination with American Horror Story got a little too deep, and the obsession with malevolent gods went a little too hard. For all of those who listen to the Queen of the Damned soundtrack on repeat and relate to Wednesday Addams on a spiritual level.

This one is for us.
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Zeus — zoos
Pandora — pan-door-uh
Brooks — br-oo-cks
Lytta — lit-uh
Geia — j-ee-yuh
Molpe — mole-pay
Clotho — klah-thoe
Lachesis — la-kuh-sis
Atropos — uh-traa-pose
Moirai — moy-rye
Xia — zee-yuh
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Human — Sevdaliza
Slept So Long — Jay Gordon
Change (In the House of Flies) — Deftones
System — Chester Bennington
Sound of Your Scream — Brain, Melissa
Flesh — Ghostmane
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Her Eyes — Fame on Fire
Lovely — Lauren Babic & Seraphim
Gods and Monsters — AHS Cast
STARZ — Elley Duhe
Don't Save Me — TWENTYTHREE
Comin Out My Cage — BertieBanz
Sick Like Me — In This Moment
Sleeptalk — Dayseeker
Just Pretend — Bad Omens









  
  
Asilent breeze rustled through the valleys of hell carrying the stench of battle and blood. Zeus inhaled deeply and reveled in his victory. The Olympians would spend days glutting themselves in celebration, but he had work to do. 
Zeus knelt, sank his fingers into softened clay, and piled handfuls of the moldable material until it reached his chest. He had never been one for dirty work, but there was something about the silence after battle that left him restless. Working with his hands soothed this feeling, his mind finding comfort in simple tasks.
Zeus wetted his hands with the cursed river and carved elegant dips and curves into the mud pile, his palms smoothing every crack and dimple. His mind drifted as he worked, falling back into the calculated dance of battle and recent victory.
The Olympians had been held in the throes of the Titans until Zeus came along and pulled their sorry carcasses together. Half were drowning in the bile of their father, Cronos, while the other half cowered in the shadows.
For years Zeus survived in a godsdamned cave, hidden away in fear by his mother Rhea, while his siblings cowered. His mother was just as weak as the rest of them. It was a mercy, really, what he had done for her. He spared her life and sent her to be a silent servant in her precious temple as he had been for years before he was strong enough to break the ties that held him there. 
Well, not a temple yet. But it would be.
It took ten long years to beat the Titans into submission, and his band of warriors were still clueless as to what he’d had to do to secure that victory for them. What he had to take and the sacrifice he had to be willing to make to obtain it.
Zeus paused his musing to focus on his work. The face was, after all, the most intricate. He used deft fingers to shape the contour of pouty lips that turned up ever so slightly at the edges. Her nose was pointed delicately at the end, and the dip between it and her lips was deep and feminine. 
He took time to weave every strand of hair and placed it in long exquisite waves down her back. Flecks of sand dotted the tops of her rounded cheeks that would morph into a cluster of freckles. Zeus carved well into the night, shaping the figure that would solve all of his problems. 
Zeus grimaced at that thought. He wouldn’t be in this position if everyone around him hadn’t given up hope – If they had been more willing to fight for their place in this world as he had. But, if one wants to control the outcome, one must sacrifice what it takes. 
He shook his head hoping to rid it of residual anger and focused instead on the finished product before him. She was perfect. 
Zeus placed a hand on the back of her neck and gently covered her lips with his own. With a soft but firm exhale he forced the breath of life to fill her lungs. Clay morphed to skin, the color of the river mud turning to a flushed, feminine pink from her rosy lips all the way down to her toes. Small strands of clay pulled from her head and came to life in the breeze, wisping around her naked shoulders and brushing his own.
She gasped for air, releasing his mouth and sputtering to life. 
“Shhh, there, there love,” he whispered and patted her back. “The first breath is always the hardest.”
She coughed and gulped oxygen, then bent over and vomited brown muck.
“That’s it, get it all up. That’s just your insides expelling the clay. It will all be over soon.” As she spit and sputtered, Zeus crafted a leather waterskin from clay and filled it with the cursed water from the Acheron. Known as the river of misery and woe, it ushered the dead into a newly reformed Underworld. 
While his clay goddess choked on the ground, Zeus walked to the tree line and searched the greenery budding along the forest floor. Reaching out toward the bank was an invasive vine with dark green leaves. 
Knotweed. Perfect. 
Zeus took a handful,drained it of life, and crushed the dead leaves between his immortal fist. He sprinkled the fine powder in the water skin and muttered the binding words over the elixir. 
He walked back to where the woman sat near the riverbank. Her coughing fit had eased and her eyes settled on the reflection in the river: stars.
Zeus passed the waterskin and urged it toward her lips.
“Drink. It will make you feel better.”
She watched him wearily as she took her first sip. The gluttony of drink soon became too much and she drank greedily, taking long pulls from the mouth until it was empty. 
“Good girl,” he crooned. “Drink it all. Every last drop.” Zeus patted her back as she lowered the water skin and wiped the excess from her chin. 
“You’re going to be very important to me, do you know that?” He said as he gazed across the river.
In a scratchy alto, the woman spoke, “Wh-who are you?”
“No one you need to be concerned with. You're free to go forth and live as you please, as long as you carry something of mine with you and never mention this night for as long as you live. And you will live, Pandora. You will live a long life if you do what I ask.”
She started to speak again but her raw voice caught in her throat. She cleared it and tried again. “What am I to do?”
“The water you drank was a binding agent. Water of the cursed and an herb to tie your life essence to mine.” She narrowed her eyes at him but didn’t speak. Good. “It will not be soul-bonding. If you decide to take your own life, I won’t fall with you. I have something within myself I need out, but kept close to me and hidden from others. It needs a vessel.”
She seemed to ponder this for a moment, her thoughtful gaze locked on the stars reflected in the water. 
“The Oracle says there is a madness within me. Evil. And if I nurture it, the future is unclear. Do you see why I cannot allow it to stay?”
Pandora looked down at her smooth-skinned hands. A rustle in the tree line behind them caught her attention, but before she could turn to inspect, Zeus took her chin in his hand.
“You will be my greatest release, Pandora. The blood lust, rage, greed, envy, craving for death, sickness, and blinding bitterness. You will relieve me from it. All of my madness will be held within your essence, and you will carry it for all time until I come to relieve you of it.”
“I can’t.” She shook her head frantically. “No, I’m not yet strong enough, I can’t carry the burden of an immortal. It will rip me apart!”
“Ah, that is the catch now, isn’t it? The bargain of life. I give you life eternal, and you give me the life I was meant to lead without the burden of the unknown. I’ve thought about this moment every day since the Oracle foretold my glory. How does one rid themselves of feelings that were bred into their very being? It’s simple really. I’ll never be rid of the seed, but I can cut the plant from the stem and place it elsewhere. Time. All I need is more time.”
The rustling behind them grew louder and Pandora moved to stand, to turn away, anything, but strong hands forced her in place and uttered soft whispers in her ear.
“This will only hurt for eternity,” he smiled cruelly, and it was then she could see the madness within the depths of his ochre eyes flashing like lightning. 
He forced himself on top of her and held her struggling form in place with ease. Skin on skin, they were pressed against each other, his body a slab of unmoving stone. Zeus forced her hands above her head where something slimy bound her wrists. She looked above frantically and saw the bank coming to life around her. 
The foliage surrounded them and pinned her down where his body had been before. She squirmed and screamed, but it made no difference. No sign of life was evident other than the possessed greenery and the more she wiggled, the tighter it held her. 
Zeus called for vines from the forest, different from the thin ropes already holding her. These cut her skin as they slithered down her arms. 
Thorns. 
He called forth the black roses that surrounded the river of death and wound the vines around her throat. These were no ordinary thorns, however. Bred to keep the dead from the living, they were as long as a man's fingers and as sharp as the steel that carried his armies to victory. The vines cut deep within her flesh and pulled tight until she couldn’t move without puncturing something vital. Not that it would matter. She was immortal. If she nicked an artery she would bleed out until death overcame her, but her curse would pull her soul back from the brink. She would feel every tendril of pain and it would show her no mercy.
“Please,” she sobbed. She’d do anything to make the fire radiating from her neck stop.
Blood ran down her skin in rivulets, tainting the soft pallor of her chest and shoulders. 
“Shhh.. Nothing can help you. We’re almost finished.”
Her eyes drifted shut as her vision darkened. Zeus hovered above Pandora and watched life drain from her eyes. As she faded further, he focused on her dying soul and guided it out.
Before him, rising slowly from her perfect, pouty lips, was her essence–a physical representation of the soul. 
Zeus closed his eyes and inhaled, centering his mind before diving deep into his own soul. He conjured the curdled sickness from his core, cutting it at the knees and balling it up with a fraction of his own light as he guided the piece of his essence from his chest to intertwine with hers. He would never be rid of the core, but this would have to do for now.
Pandora’s light was the purest of white as it had yet to be tainted by life. The ball of madness he brought forth from himself was a sluggish black mass plagued with disease. When it mingled with the purity of her essence, it spread like black ink in water, dulling the luminosity. 
Tainted. That’s what she would be. Blighted by his madness. 
Once he was sure the bond was complete, he sent the oily mass of dull light back down her throat and into her being. This time when the light shone in her eyes, it was a dead color of ochre. 
That just wouldn’t do. 
Any immortal would recognize the eyes of their ruler and the bloodlust that dwelling in the depths. They’d spent the past ten years cowering from it. No one could know what he had done tonight. His weakness would not be exploited and used against him, and there was no way he would allow even a single piece of his essence in someone else’s hands.
Zeus called more of the thorny bush forward and urged the black roses to bloom in the moonlight. Beautiful silk petals blossomed in abundance. He took a moment to appreciate the flower budding at death's doorstep. 
It was remarkable.
He drew his focus back to Pandora and rubbed a thumb over her cheek, wiping stray tears from the porcelain skin. She sobbed silently, the razor-sharp thorns mutilating her throat with every movement.
“Try not to scream, Pandora. It will only make it worse.”
She could have never anticipated his next move.
Zeus held her face, grazed the pads of his thumbs over her eyelids and urged them closed as he applied pressure to the delicate orbs. Slowly, drawing pleasure from every gasp of pain and muted scream, he pushed his thumbs into her eye sockets until he felt a soft pop beneath the thin skin.
She jerked and pulled against her botanical restraints as she gurgled a scream. Blood bubbled from every inch the thorns pierced. The movement mutilated her neck further, but the pain radiated from so many places that she soon became too numb to notice. 
Zeus kept pushing, tearing the paper-thin skin from the brow bone and disconnecting the cords holding the gelatinous orbs in place until he could remove the evidence of his essence with a scoop of his thumbs. 
Zeus looked down at his hands, studied the results of his act noncommittally for a moment, and then flung the contents to the side. He walked to the edge of the river to wash the gore from his hands as she continued to moan.
When he returned to the squirming body on the ground, he stopped to admire his brutality. 
He’d solved all of his problems tonight. 
His madness was stored in a being unknown to his people and erased any evidence of their encounter. 
Before he called back the vines and released her completely, he plucked two fully bloomed roses of death and placed one in each socket.
Zeus tsked, “You should have listened and not moved as I said. Look at you. It will take months for your neck to heal. It’s utterly mutilated.”
The skin was pulled back in all directions exposing delicate muscle, tendons, and ropey veins that pounded to the drum of her heartbeat. She lay in a pool of her own blood, hair matted to the back of her neck in sticky clumps.
“Listen to me. It will be a long first few months of life if you don’t. Follow this bank until you reach a small gathering of shelters,” he pointed over his shoulder. “I will erect it on my way back and send humans from Prometheus to it to help you. You will settle there until you heal, and then you will leave. You will not mention me, ever, and you will not speak of your scars. If I hear whispers of anything on the wind I will come and take your tongue as I have taken your eyes. Do you understand, Pandora?”
At her weak nod, he continued, “You will carry my madness with you, and it will take its toll. You will have to learn to keep it within the confines of your mind or settle alone. No one– are you listening?” Another meek nod. “No one is to overpower you and take your essence. Lock it in a box within you, Pandora. If it is released on the world it will wreak havoc, but it will be nothing compared to what I will do if you lose it before I come back. Do you understand me?”
Another nod. Good. 
“Go get some foliage and wrap your wound to stop the bleeding before you pass out and become useless. I would hate for you to be eaten by Themis’s beasts before you find a resting place.”
He was going to leave it there. He could so easily shift and fly away. He was done with her, but a sense of trepidation tugged at his mind. 
“You wouldn’t die, by the way,” he murmured. “Not with parts of my immortality inside of you. You would just lie in your own misery until your pieces could stitch themselves back together.”
She sobbed, and he scoffed at her weakness
“Leave the flowers to bind to your skin. They will reform what you’ve lost. They’re fertilized by the soils of the Underworld and will cover any lingering traces of my essence. Consider this information my parting favor for your help.”
With that, Zeus turned, transformed, and flew away leaving Pandora on the riverbank. She still bled from the mutilated sockets where her eyes used to be, and her neck throbbed as if the wicked vines were still lodged in her skin. 
Pandora rolled to her stomach as the agony burned white hot. She crawled in the direction she last heard the cruel voice, blood painting the drag marks in the muddy clay, and followed the sound of rushing water to what she could only hope was a sliver of solace.

      [image: ]When Zeus arrived back on the top of Mount Olympus all had fallen silent. He planted his feet atop the summit where he’d ruled since the end of Titanomachy. 
He should feel power and glory atop his mountain, but instead he felt a lingering air of dread. It felt as if the darkness would smother him if he took his eye off of it, creeping from its corner like an errant child while its mother’s gaze strayed. 
A cool breeze rustled his air and wound around his shoulders like a lover’s caress.
“You did great,” it whispered, the flow so feminine and ethereal he shivered. “Now rest, and revel in your glory. Your deed is done. For now.” 
That breeze left him with a soft laugh and, while her words should have comforted him, a stone of dread weighted his gut.
Without shifting his gaze, Zeus erected a throne of platinum from the minerals of the glorious mountain behind him. He sat, his eyes never leaving the horizon. 
Through the years the immortals would say he built his throne here so he could watch over them, to be the e’er seeing eye of man and immortal, but the truth was much more. 
No, Zeus erected his throne at the summit of the mountain facing north because chaos was coming, and gods be damned if he wouldn’t see it before it saw him.
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A man with no name roams through crowded halls with nameless faces. His body is agonizingly stiff and aches all over, but he can’t remember why.
Bright white lights burn his retinas, his mind too groggy to shade them. 
Where was he going again?
“This way, handsome.” A feminine voice rings in his ear.
Why does she sound so far away?
He stumbles and two sets of hands rush to keep him upright.
“I can’t hold them both,” came a high-pitched, whiny voice.
“Just put the watch in his pocket and we will take it out when we get him settled,” an older, more feminine voice says.
They walk, and walk… 
He wasn’t sure when they started. 
His head was too heavy to hold and his legs turned gelatinous. He couldn’t even muster a cry before his knees buckled and his eyes shut.
When he opened them, he was no longer standing. A ceiling with brown stains filled his vision as rough hands moved his body about.
“There we go,” came the lower female voice. “You’re all settled in, Brooks. Sweet nightmares, darling.” 
A brush of air tickled his ear as the high-pitched voice rang, “We’re going to be best friends, you and I. We’re going to play for eternity.” She giggled maniacally and his skin prickled.
A man with no name slips into his dreams, and in his dreams forever he will be.






  
  
Brooks stared at the ancient drop ceiling centered above his metal framed bed. The tiles were plagued with brown spots that ranged in color from sand to wet coffee grounds. If he stared hard enough, sometimes the stains molded themselves into identifiable shapes. Other days, they were just as abstract as his life. 
Every morning as he laid underneath those shit-stained tiles, he cataloged the atmosphere of his prison. Once-white walls had yellowed and peeled over the years, and a single barred window in the center of the back wall was his only source of light. He braced his ears against the ever present buzz that filtered through the walls and the smell of mold.
His bed, under the window, held a sagging mattress, fitted sheet, one hospital blanket and a pillow that the Void himself had slept on. 
He was one of the lucky ones, he supposed. Most of the patients in St. Dymphna’s Hospital for the Mentally Disturbed were only allowed a cot on the floor because of the risk metal objects imposed–whether to themselves or others depended on the day. It was the same reason the limp mattresses didn't have metal springs.
The worn cotton of the hospital-issued scrubs irritated his skin, the sensation like centipedes crawling across his sensitive flesh. Brooks focused on his breathing, tapping the fingers of his right hand against his thumb.
One, two, three, four.
One, two, three, four.
One, two, three, four…
He muttered a prayer to the goddess of peace and relaxation, Pasithe, knowing godsdamned well it would do nothing but try his patience. The gods had never answered him. Once, he’d prayed to any deity who would listen— the Christian God, Allah, Shiva, The Dagda, Odin, and Zeus himself. Their only answer had been a vast eternity of silence. 
“Fuck them.” He gritted his teeth and sprang from the bed.
“They’ve never done us any good anyway,” a feminine voice brushed his mind.
Brooks paced the small space, his fingers working at his side searching for an outlet. He’d never been one to punch things, but the wall to his left was asking for it.
Rather than earn himself a trip to the infirmary, he knelt by the bed and lifted the flaccid mattress from the frame. In one swift motion, he swiped a worn leather wristwatch from a tear in the mattress. It sat heavily in his palm. The clear face was scratched and whatever color had painted the edges was long gone. Both analog arms sat frozen at twelve along with the slim arm that ticked away seconds. 
“That old thing again?” she sighed. 
“How did you know?” he said aloud.
“You think out loud when you’re stressed. You practically screamed it at me.”
Brooks had found the watch in his scrub pocket the night he woke in this frozen hell hole. It quickly became clear that his possession of the watch was a misstep on someone’s part, so he kept it hidden. His one act of defiance.
“How was your night? Did you sleep well?” 
A vivid nightmare tinged with crawling black veins and blazing blue eyes flashed across his vision. The demon's stare was relentless and sent shivers down his spine.
“I slept fine,” he returned noncommittally.
“I know that tone…”
“Of course you do. You are, after all, a hallucination my sick mind likes to torture me with.”
“How many times–”
“I’m not doing this with you today,” he paced and ran his fingers through thick black hair. “Fuck! I’m not doing this with me today. Just get out of my fucking head.”
If only it were so simple as to demand a disease to rip its claws from your mind.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered, an edge of hurt in her voice.
He felt the need to apologize, but what did it matter? That was the definition of crazy, he supposed. Having a complete argument with yourself. 
Instead of facing his hallucinations, Brooks turned to something he was more than capable of dealing with.
Most of the time.
He returned to the watch and stared at the broken face as flashes of his recurring nightmares flitted through his mind like old movie reels. 
When he lay in bed every night, he may as well have parked his ass in a one-man theater, the wall to wall screen rolling films starring the one and only paranoid schizophrenic, Brooks No Last Name. 
Sometimes he was a monster with black fingers and shining eyes molding the planet to his will, other times he was a mass of shadows light as the wind gliding through the darkness. 
The one constant through it all was the terrifying ruthlessness of his dreams. The sick crunch of bones breaking in his grasp had become so common that he no longer flinched. Would he be too desensitized to feel horror if it happened in real life?
That was the shit that kept him up at night. Could nightmares mold you into a monster? Or did a kernel of it have to already exist inside to sprout?
“I can feel your anxiety. It’s making my heart flutter. What’s happening? Talk to me.” 
Brooks took a shuddering breath and answered reluctantly, “I just wonder sometimes. About my nightmares, I mean. What if they aren’t fake? What if that monster is just a part of me biding its time until I’m too weak to hold it back?”
“Even if there were a monster lurking somewhere inside you, Brooks, it wouldn’t matter. I know you, and your kindness exceeds any darkness you’re capable of.”
She, his mind, whoever, struck a sensitive chord. How could he trust what he was or wasn’t capable of if he was only a passenger in his own mind?
“You don’t know that,” he whispered.
“Trust me. Brooks. I know what a monster looks like and what ink stains his hands. You’re not one of them.”
His chest warmed a bit and a small smile crept up his face. Sometimes, he didn’t care if she was an illusion his sick mind created– she never ceased to illuminate the darkness within.
“That’s not the tune you were singing when I told you I sleep with socks on,” he teased. Maybe he was deranged for talking to himself, but what did it hurt if it could turn his mood and fight away the monsters?
“That’s truly atrocious and only psychopaths are capable of such debauchery.” She giggled and the serotonin burst through his veins like heroin.
“Debauchery, huh? Stick around, Siren, and I’ll teach you the definition.”
He swiped the pad of his thumb across the watch face and waited for something to happen but, like every other day, his ritual was fruitless. The analog arms refused to budge just as the gray lens shrouding his vision refused to lift. 
“What are your plans for the day?” she asked.
“Oh, the same as usual. Look at the color brown, sit around with people who either drool on themselves or talk to walls, and find a way to deal with the fact that I’ll never get to leave this place.”
“Wow, such an optimist.”
“What about you?”
“My plans sound about the same as yours.”
“Of course they are,” he scoffed. “That’s what happens when you are, in fact, a part of me.” Brooks said it more to himself, but that was the irony wasn’t it?
“Whatever, Debbie Downer. I’m choosing to be happy and hopeful today. It would do you some good to try it, too.”
Frustration nipped at his heels. 
He would bet his best pair of grippy socks that the food was shit and the world didn’t turn, just like every other goddamn day in the asylum. He sighed.
“Brighten up, buttercup. It’s time to face the day.”
He tried to stop the small smile from lifting the corner of his lip, but it was hard to be grumpy when she was such a ray of light. Even if she was a hallucination.






  
  

It was a sad existence when the only color in one’s day was the disturbing brown mush the kitchen staff called oatmeal. Brooks pressed his spoon into the shit pile and barely suppressed a shiver when the prunes sprinkling the top didn’t budge. 
“Fuck. I hope those are prunes,” he muttered under his breath. From the looks, it could just as easily be roaches. 
Brooks put the sludge to his lips and chewed begrudgingly, his gaze sweeping the room and cataloging everyone in it. Most of them avoided Brooks like the plague and didn’t dare sit too close. He wasn’t sure why, but didn’t care enough to seek an answer. It was fine by him. He preferred to be alone, anyway. 
When his assessing stare had come full circle, he stopped and looked at the bald man sitting across from him. His crossed eyes were so close together they almost merged and the hairy pudge hanging out of the bottom of his scrub top made Brooks cringe. He watched as the poor fucker shoved the prunes up his nose gingerly with a single finger, his paranoid gaze looking left and right to make sure he wasn’t caught. 
As the man buried his treasure with fervor, the thin cotton of his long sleeve undershirt slid down and a hint of black peeked out from under it. Brooks trained his vision on the spot and was surprised to see a tattoo.
A black, eight-pointed star joined by a circle in the middle decorated the mans wrist. Small tendrils of black bled from the design as if small shadows were seeping into the surrounding skin.
A loud gag pulled Brooks from his examination and he realized that the man had stuck so much up his nose that the airway was blocked there.
“You poor, sick bastard,” Brooks mumbled under his breath. 
The man didn’t even look Brooks’ way. He just gathered his composure and continued cramming shit into his numerous hidey-holes.
“Choking on a dick would be better than this,” a deep, male voice slithered through his mind.
He jumped at the intrusion, his eyes scaling the shadows pooled around the room in search of his Passenger. 
“Get out of my head,” he whispered. 
“How about we try something new, and you get into my head? Then we could blow this fucking joint.”
Before the paranoia could really set in, the intercom crackled to life around them. Maybe it made him a sexist motherfucker, but if he had to choose between the auditory hallucinations he would pick the sing-song woman over the serial killer any time. 
“Tables A through C, please proceed to the med station for your morning medications. Keep your hands in front of you, single order and make no contact with those in front of or behind you.”
Brooks dropped his spoon, pushed his chair back and made his way hastily toward the med station. He couldn’t help but throw quick glances over his shoulder to see if the shadows darkened or gathered where they shouldn’t. Paranoia was the name of the game here, but the way his spine tingled forced adrenaline to flood his heart. Someone was watching him, and he didn’t have the nerve to find out who.
To keep his mind occupied, he stared out the window on the far side of the cafeteria. The skies were ashen and clouds rolled by at an unsettling pace. Muted thunder rattled the walls during his early restless hours and he spent his time pondering the sound. Soft shivers of vibration shook his bed, but the sound never matched the intensity. Brooks assumed it was something to do with the thickness of the asylum walls and windows. 
He hoped the storm would pass before breakfast was over. If the skies were clear, sometimes they were able to visit the greenhouse.
He spent so much time shut in his room that any chance to be outside was something to look forward to. Even the miserable landscape choked with weeds was a better sight than the peeling paint of his four-walled prison. 
“For every rolling storm, a Siren has caught a sailor in her web,” that sing-song voice lilted.
“What does that even mean?” Brooks answered her silently. He couldn’t risk talking to her out loud with so many orderlies around. He wasn’t trying to get sedated into oblivion today.
“Good morning, Brooks,” the orderly’s voice pulled his attention back to the med station window. “Multivitamin, fiber, antipsychotic, and a little something for nausea.” The cup was passed through the small opening at the bottom of the plexiglass shield. 
Brooks grabbed the cup, his attention shifting back over his shoulder, and threw the meds back dry. After countless years of the same routine, you learned to complete the task without the fuss of water. 
Had it been years? He couldn’t remember.
He slid the empty med cup back through for inspection and opened his mouth, waggling his tongue. The orderly gave him a bored nod and waved him away with a swift flick of the wrist. 
“I know what your profession was before you landed yourself in the psych ward,” she laughed.
“Shut up,” he huffed, out loud this time. “You wish you could swallow even half as professionally as I can.” A smirk lifted the corner of his mouth at her resulting chuckle. 
Brooks was ushered by another faceless orderly to his first activity. His skin prickled as nerves raced down his spine, his hands clenching and releasing. 
Therapy time. 
Some days it was a sedative and hours in the sunroom where patients were encouraged to soak up the vitamin rich rays. Rocking chairs were placed in a line in front of a large protruding wall of glass facing the rising sun. If Brooks got to choose a therapy route, he would pick that one. Typically accompanied by a session with the psychiatrist or hydrotherapy, he would
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