
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Chapter One – The Lightning Bolt
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The first memory that ever burned itself into my mind was of a thunderstorm.

I was about four years old, sitting cross-legged on the floor of my classroom, when a bolt of lightning came crashing through the roof. It struck the floor between me and the teacher, splitting the air with a sound that made the walls tremble. Every child in that room screamed and cried, but I didn’t. I just froze.

I remember watching everyone around me in chaos, wondering why I couldn’t cry like they did. My little body had gone rigid, my mind quiet. I didn’t know it then, but that was my first trauma response — my first time shutting down completely, my body choosing survival over emotion.

Not long after that, life seemed to keep testing me. When I was eight years old, I was hit by a car. I woke up in hospital with a scar on my face, a week-long blur of white walls and whispers. The scar stayed, a small but permanent reminder. At school, the other kids called me Scarface. I laughed it off, but deep down I hated how I looked. I stopped meeting people’s eyes. I hated mirrors.

In between these things, another memory hides — one I wish I could erase. My friend and I were enticed into a man’s house. He would sit me on his knee and touch me in ways that made my stomach twist. I froze every time, trapped in my body again, unable to speak. I knew it was wrong, but fear locked my voice away. Eventually, I told my parents. My dad went round to see him — I never knew what happened after that, and nobody spoke of it again.

Home was no haven. My parents loved us, but their love was tangled in anger and alcohol. They argued, shouted, and sometimes hit each other. We were hit too. My dad’s party trick was to lift us by our clothes near the neck and pin us against the wall. I was terrified of him, yet I still loved him. Back then, being hit by your parents was normal — or so I thought.

At school, I was bullied for two long years. Eventually, something inside me snapped. I became the bully. I picked fights, screamed at teachers, and made sure no one could hurt me again. I didn’t realise it then, but I had become a mirror of my pain.
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