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FOR EVERY GIRL WHO loved someone who broke her.

For every mother who carried pain quietly.

For every version of me that didn’t think she would survive.

This book is proof that you can walk through fire

and still rise with your heart intact.
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To my children .

You were my reason to keep breathing when the world felt too heavy.

Everything I survived, I survived for you—

and everything I became, I became because of you.

You saved me without even knowing it.
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Chapter 1 — Shawntay is a mother
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Emergency Room

Shawntay’s whole body trembled—not just from the contractions ripping through her, but from the shock still echoing in her skull. Russy’s real age...

Twenty-one.

She couldn’t even wrap her mind around it. The number repeated in her head like a broken alarm, but every few seconds another contraction hit so hard it snatched the breath straight out of her lungs.

She tried to focus on breathing like the nurses told her, but each inhale felt like it was dragged through fire. Sweat slid down her temples, her fingers gripping the side rails of the hospital bed until her knuckles turned white.

She heard the doctor say she wasn’t dilating fast enough.

She heard the nurses whisper “distress.”

She heard someone mention “meconium.”

But all she could think was:

I’m seventeen. I’m scared. I’m not ready. How did I get here?

Across the room, Russy sat low in his chair, head dropped, leg shaking. He looked like a boy who had just been caught in the middle of life and law colliding. His silence said everything—fear, guilt, panic. But he wasn’t the one holding pain inside his body like a bomb about to burst.

His older brother, the calm one, stayed right by Shawntay’s side. He placed a hand on her shoulder, telling her she was strong, trying to anchor her while the world spun out of control.

But nothing could stop the moment her worst fear slid across the doctor’s tongue:

“She’s not progressing. We may need to prepare for a C-section.”

Shawntay’s heart dropped. Her chest tightened so fast she choked on the air.

“No... no... please... I don’t want surgery,” she sobbed, shaking her head.

The panic rose so quickly she felt herself slipping. The baby’s heart rate kept dropping, the machine’s beeping growing more urgent. Every nurse in the room seemed to move faster.

She remembered every baby story she’d watched late at night—every scalpel, every incision, every mother who couldn’t feel her legs. In her mind, she imagined the surgeons talking casually while cutting her open. She imagined pain. She imagined dying.

She imagined never holding her baby.

Sha’s voice whispered in her ear like warm hands on her shaking shoulders:

“Sweetheart... breathe. This is to save both of you.”

But Shawn snapped immediately, fiery and loud:

“Damn all that—fight! Don’t let fear run you!”

Their voices clashed, filling Shawntay’s mind as the room swirled around her.

Her water had been broken already, and watery green fluid was the only thing that came out. The nurses exchanged looks—serious looks—looks that said this was bigger than pain. This was survival.

The doctor stepped closer, his tone turning urgent.

“Her heart rate is rising. The baby’s is dropping. We need to move now. We cannot risk the baby swallowing any more meconium.”

Shawntay’s eyes widened.

Meconium.

Her mind shot straight to the castor oil mixture Monique made her drink—supposed to start labor, supposed to get her body ready. Instead of making her go, it felt like everything had gone straight to the baby.

A sharp wave of guilt hit her harder than the contraction.

Oh my God... did I do this? Did I hurt my baby?

Russy looked away, jaw tight, face pale.

He didn’t say a word—didn’t even look at her. Maybe afraid for the baby. Maybe afraid of what would happen when the doctors found out his real age. Maybe just afraid, period.

The nurses exchanged worried glances, moving quickly now, checking monitors, adjusting wires, speaking in clipped medical phrases that made her heart pound faster.

But through all the fear and confusion, one person stepped forward—quiet, steady, and brave.

Russy’s little sister, Emma.

She walked right up to the bed, voice trembling but determined.

“I’ll go with her,” Emma said.  Emma was just 16 years old but braver than Russy.

Everyone else froze.

Even Russy stayed seated, staring at the floor like the weight of everything was finally crushing him.

But Emma didn’t back down.

She stood there—small but fierce—ready to walk Shawntay into the scariest moment of her life.

And in that moment, Shawntay realized:

Sometimes family isn’t just who loves you...

It’s who shows up when you need them the most.

“I’ll go with her,” Emma said again, voice steady even though her eyes were wide.

Russy shook his head, muttering something about not being good with hospitals.

But Emma didn’t move.

“I’m going,” she repeated.

Her bravery wrapped around Shawntay like a blanket she didn’t know she needed.
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Into the Operating Room

The hallway to the OR was cold, bright, and terrifying. Nurses moved fast, pushing her bed while giving instructions she couldn’t process. Her legs felt numb, her hands tingled, and her stomach tightened again, sending another belt of fire through her.

Inside the room, everything was metal, sharp, sterile. Machines hummed. Lights glared. The air smelled like disinfectant and fear.

The anesthesia team positioned her, curling her forward.

“Hold still,” they said.

How do you hold still while your life is splitting in half?

The needle touched her back and she squeezed her eyes shut.

Sha whispered gently,

“Imagine somewhere safe... somewhere warm. You won’t feel it.”

Shawn jumped in,

“Girl, don’t you dare pass out! Stay awake—watch everything.”

Between them, she found a strange focus—just enough to keep breathing as the numbness washed up her stomach, heavy and warm.

They asked if she wanted to be put to sleep.

“No,” she whispered. “I want to be awake.”

She wanted to hear her baby cry.

At last, the doors opened again and Emma stepped inside, wearing the same blue gown and mask as the surgical team. She looked tiny in all that equipment but walked straight to Shawntay’s side, grabbing her hand tightly.

“I’m right here,” Emma said.

And for once, Shawntay believed it.
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The Birth

The drape went up.

The surgeons murmured.

Time shifted—stretched—twisted into knots.

Each pull, each tug on the other side of the blue curtain made her chest tighten.

Emma never let go of her hand.

Minutes felt like forever.

Then suddenly—

A rush of movement.

A gasp.

A soft thump.

A suction tube.

Doctors speaking faster.

Then Emma’s voice burst out, raw with excitement:

“I see him!”

The surgeons shushed her quickly, but Shawntay didn’t care.

Tears streamed from her eyes, sliding into her hair.

And then—

A sound that changed everything.

Her baby cried.

A loud, beautiful, desperate cry that cut through every fear, every lie, every painful thing she had ever survived.

In that moment, Shawntay felt something shift deep inside her.

She wasn’t just fighting for herself anymore.

She wasn’t just a girl surviving chaos.

She was a mother.

Her childhood ended the moment his cry filled the room.

And a new strength—wild, trembling, powerful—rose to take its place.
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Chapter 2 — Baby Russy Jr. 
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Everything after the surgery felt blurry—bright lights, the cold sting of hospital air, the rhythmic beeping of machines. Shawntay’s body felt heavy, stitched together, but when she turned her head and saw the tiny bundle sleeping in the clear bassinet beside her...

Everything inside her went still.

He was here.

Her son.

All the fear, all the confusion, all the panic about going into surgery—none of it mattered for that moment. She didn’t care about Russy’s age, about what people might say, or how complicated life would get. Her heart anchored itself to him instantly.

Baby Russy Jr.

6 lbs 11 oz.

19 inches.

Jet-black silky hair.

Skin bright and soft.

And when his eyes fluttered open, they locked on her like he already knew her voice.

He didn’t look like anything she imagined—he looked like everything she needed.

A nurse stepped in holding a clipboard. She smiled warmly.

“You ever thought about breastfeeding?”

Shawntay shook her head. “No... I didn’t think that was for me.”

The nurse didn’t hesitate. She gently lifted Jr. and placed him against Shawntay’s chest.

He latched immediately.

Shawntay froze, then gasped as something inside her cracked open—something protective, something deep, something that said you’re his now, and he’s yours.

“You’re doing great,” the nurse whispered.

“Some babies don’t take bottles. If he keeps latching like this, he’s telling you what he needs.”

And just like that, Shawntay’s fear shifted into a strange, warm determination. She didn’t know how to be a mother. She didn’t know if she was ready. But in that moment she realized:

She wanted to try.

When the nurse left with Jr. to do his newborn checks, the room felt too quiet again. The staples in Shawntay’s stomach burned, reminding her she still hadn’t stood up. She was terrified she’d fall. Terrified she wouldn’t feel her legs. Terrified of everything... except her baby.

Nurse Kim walked in next with a friendly smile.

“Since this is your first baby, you’ll need a parenting class before you leave,” she said.

“But you can rest first. You’ve been through a major surgery.”

Shawntay nodded weakly. Her body hurt, but her heart was full.

[image: ]

Hours Later

A knock on the door pulled her from sleep.

The door opened—and her siblings stepped in.

Monique. LaShawn. DeShawn. Dewayne.

All of them carrying gifts, balloons, and big smiles that cracked the heaviness in the room.

LaShawn peeked into the nursery window and started laughing.

“Girl... that baby in there doing push-ups. He gon’ be bad as hell.”

Shawntay smiled for the first time in hours.

Monique eased into a chair, rubbing her own very pregnant belly.

Shawntay squinted at her.

“Oh, so now you pregnant too?”

Monique rolled her eyes.

“I’m grown. YOU ain’t.”

Everyone laughed—except Shawntay, who clutched her stomach when the pain hit too hard.

The nurse rolled Jr. back into the room a moment later, and everyone melted.

DeShawn rushed over first.

“I came to see the baby, not you,” he teased.

“Thought he was gon’ be ugly, but he kind of cute.”

LaShawn smacked him on the back of the head.

They passed Jr. around, soft voices filling the room. For a moment, everything felt almost normal.

Then the mood shifted.

DeShawn told her Dewayne was living with him now—safe, away from Aunt Hellder.

And Monique dropped her own news quietly:

“I moved back to Galveston... with Grandma.”

The words hit Shawntay like ice water.

Her smile disappeared.

If Grandma took Monique back...

Would she take her too?

Would she even allow a newborn in the house?

Would Shawntay have to leave Houston?

Would Russy stay... or walk away like Anthony did?

Her chest tightened.

Her throat closed.

Her vision blurred.

When her siblings finally left, the room fell into deep silence.

And for the first time since Jr. was born—fear rushed in again.
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A Voice She Didn’t Know

Then it happened.

Not Sha.

Not Shawn.

A new voice.

Older.

Calmer.

Steady.

“You’re not alone,” it said softly.

“You’re giving Sha and Shawn a rest. I’m here now.”

Shawntay didn’t know whether to trust it. But she was exhausted, scared, and sitting in a dim hospital room with her whole life about to change.

So she listened.

They talked—about fear, about options, about staying in Houston, about maybe living with Russy until school started again.

The voice didn’t judge.

It didn’t push.

It simply steadied her.

And she needed steady.

She was still listening when she drifted off to sleep—her baby breathing quietly beside her, the new voice promising things would settle.

Maybe not soon.

Maybe not easily.

But she wasn’t alone anymore.
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