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CHAPTER 1



––––––––
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THE FIRST CHOKE



––––––––
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I was eight years old when Marcus choked me,

I spilled the milk on the table while Mom was busy making tea for breakfast.

It wasn't much just a splash. White liquid pooled around my cereal bowl like a tiny lake. I froze. Marcus didn't yell. Didn't shout. He just... reached.

His hand moved faster than fear.

One moment, I was reaching for my spoon.

Next, his fingers were wrapped around my throat - slow, deliberate, like he'd practiced this in his sleep.




"You're useless," he whispered - not loud enough for Mom to hear, but loud enough to shatter something inside me.




I didn't scream. Couldn't. Air vanished.

My vision flickered stars, then gray, then nothing.

When I woke up, I was lying on the kitchen floor. Cold tiles against my cheek. Mom stood over me, eyes hollow, hands still holding the teapot. Marcus was eating his toasted bread like nothing happened




I didn't cry after I woke up.

Not because I was brave.

Because I knew if I cried, he'd choke me again. And next time? Maybe I wouldn't wake up.

Mom didn't help me up. Didn't hug me. Just wiped the milk off the table like it was nothing. Like I was nothing.




Nia peeked out from under the table, eyes wide as saucers. Her little fingers clenched around her bunny the one with the torn ear she called "Mr. Snuggles." She didn't say a word. But I saw it in her eyes: Why didn't you scream? Why didn't you fight?_

I wanted to tell her I tried. My throat wouldn't let me._




Marcus finished his toast. Crunched it loud. Smacked his lips. "Clean that up," he said to Mom, nodding at the spilled milk. She nodded back. Silent. Obedient.

Then he looked at me.




"You're lucky I didn't break your neck," he said, smiling like he'd just given me a gift. I swallowed hard even that hurt.
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And that's when I made a promise.

Next time... I won't wait for him to choke me.




Next time... I'll choke him backJhat what's been happening in my thoughts




Ohhhh

I remember the weight of his hand - not crushing, but claiming. Like he owned the air I breathed. I stopped fighting. And when I woke? The milk was cold. Mom's hands were still moving. He was eating




Mom's hands were always warm -  the kind that cupped my forehead when I was sick, wiped sweat off my brow after schoolyard races, tucked blankets around me at night.

But that morning... her hands weren't comforting. They were anchors.

Pressing my shoulders into the chair. Holding me still while Marcus leaned close. "Don't move," she whispered

Her hands became walls I couldn't climb




The tea was too sweet. The steam curled like ghosts around Mom's face. I could taste iron my own blood from biting my tongue to,I didn't scream. I didn't breathe. I just set there and life goes on
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While i passed out i heared moms voice as a dream she said "I'm making tea.

Always tea.

Cinnamon today.

Because Marcus likes it sweet.

Because I like pretending it makes things softer."




The kettle whistles.

Like a train in a train station.Silent. Like snow on a grave,

His hand moves.

"I see it slow, sure curling around her neck. Her eyes widen.

Her little fingers claw at his wrist. I drop the teapot.It doesn't clatter.

It sinks.Like a heartbeat stopping" Mom said




No one moves.

"I stare at the steam rising from the spilled tea.

It smells like home.Like safety.Like lies." She kept talking to her self




Nia is under the table.Silent. Watching.Her bunny's ear twitches.SHE brushed my hair from my face.

Warm.Still warm.

She whispered

"Don't cry, baby. He doesn't like it."
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Mom was at the stove, humming softly to herself while pouring tea - Earl Grey, steaming, fragrant with bergamot. She always made tea when Marcus was home. Like ritual. Like armor. Like prayer.




Marcus didn't shout.




He never shouted.




That's what made it worse.




He turned slowly - eyes flat, almost bored - and looked at me like I was a bug he'd decided to crush under his heel.




His hand moved.




Not fast.




Slow.




Deliberate.




Like he'd practiced this in his sleep.




One moment, I was reaching for my spoon. Next -fingers closing around my throat.

Not squeezing hard yet.

Just... holding.

Claiming.




I remember the sound - or lack of it. No gasp. No cry. Just... silence.

My lungs forgot how to work. My vision blurred.

Stars blinked at the edges - tiny, sharp, beautiful. Then darkness.

When I woke up?
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Gold floor against my cheek. The smell of burnt toast.

Marcus chewing slowly - smack-smack-smack - like he was enjoying breakfast, not watching me die.




Mom stood over me.




Her hands - always warm - hovered near my face, then pulled back like she'd touched fire. She didn't kneel.

Didn't hug me.




Just whispered:

_"Don't cry, baby. He doesn't like it.�_ Her voice cracked like glass.



OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
rssoy P

THE FAND TEAT HELD: US






OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png
Powered





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.png
CamScanne





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png
THE FANDITEAT HELD US






