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Chapter One: The Start is Where It Gets Fuzzy
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The start is always the hardest to remember.

Not because it wasn’t important, but because it blurs — a smudge of memory where the lines between then and now refuse to stay sharp. Some days I think I remember it all, and then I try to pin it down, and it slips away, leaving only fragments. Scattered shrapnel. Flying toward me in slow motion — heat, noise, panic — and then nothing. Just the long, aching silence after the blast.

What I do know is this: when all of it began, I was a little boy.

At least, that’s what the world saw when they looked at me.

But inside? Inside was something older. Deeper. A quiet knowing I carried before I even had words for it — that I was a woman, locked away in a body built to keep me prisoner.
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