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Prologue
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Some stories begin with a moment you never forget.

Others begin with a feeling you don’t recognise until much later.

This one begins in the quiet.

Not peaceful quiet. Not the kind that settles you. The kind that presses against your ears and makes you listen harder than you want to.

Quiet can mean safety.

But it can also mean waiting.

Waiting for a voice to rise.

Waiting for a message to arrive.

Waiting for something to go wrong.

People talk about violence as if it always announces itself. As if it storms into rooms and leaves obvious damage behind. But more often, it arrives disguised as something else.

Concern.

Jealousy.

Love.

It grows in spaces where words are chosen carefully, where emotions are managed instead of shared, where one person learns to shrink so another can feel bigger.

It teaches you to doubt your instincts.

It teaches you that keeping the peace matters more than telling the truth.

And by the time the quiet breaks, you’ve already been carrying it for a long time.

This story is about two people who didn’t set out to hurt each other.

One who learned too early that staying calm was safer than speaking up.

One who learned too early that anger meant strength.

Neither of them were taught what to do instead.

This is not a story about villains or heroes.

It’s a story about choices.

About the moment concern turns into control.

About the difference between intention and impact.

About how responsibility doesn’t begin with apology, but with change.

It’s about learning that relationships are a two-way street. That respect doesn’t demand fear. That trust cannot exist where one person carries all the weight.

And it’s about understanding that when relationships break down, walking away is not failure.

Sometimes, it’s the bravest thing you can do.

If you recognise yourself in these pages, know this:

You are not weak for wanting peace.

You are not cruel for choosing distance.

You are not responsible for managing someone else’s anger.

Healthy relationships make room for who you are.

They do not ask you to disappear.

The quiet will break.

What matters is what you choose when it does.
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SECTION ONE: FOUNDATIONS
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This section establishes:


•  Olivia’s home environment and emotional framework

•  Mark’s internal world without excusing behaviour

•  Early trust-building and values

•  The subtle beginnings of imbalance

•  Foundations for later accountability
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Chapter One
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Olivia

The first sound was not the door.

It was the breath before it.

That sharp pause where someone decides not to stop.

Olivia was halfway down the hallway, her school bag sliding off her shoulder, when the sound cracked through the house. The door hit the frame hard enough to rattle the walls. A picture slipped sideways and dropped, the glass shivering but staying whole.

Her dad’s voice followed. Loud. Strained. Words blurred together, carried more by force than meaning. Then footsteps. Heavy and fast. The front door again. The engine starting.

Silence.

The kind that filled every room at once.

Olivia didn’t move for a moment. She listened for something else. Another shout. Another crash. Anything that would tell her what came next.

Nothing did.

She bent down and picked up the fallen picture. A family photo from years ago, taken on a windy beach holiday. Everyone smiling like it was easy. Like they belonged together without effort.

She put it back on the wall, but it hung crooked.

In the kitchen, her mum stood with one hand resting on the bench, staring at the kettle as if she’d forgotten why she’d turned it on. She didn’t cry. She didn’t swear. She didn’t say anything at all.

That scared Olivia more than shouting ever had.

That night, Olivia lay awake listening to the house settle. Pipes ticking. Floorboards creaking. The familiar noises felt different now, like they were watching her.

She wondered when arguments stopped being about fixing things and started being about winning.

No one had ever explained that part.
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Chapter Two
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Mark

Mark had always known when anger was coming.

It didn’t arrive quietly. It surged. Fast and hot, like someone striking a match inside his chest. His jaw would tighten first. His shoulders next. Then his thoughts would narrow until there was only one thing that mattered.

Being right.

Being respected.

People had told him it was passion. Fire. Something leaders had.

His uncle used to clap him on the shoulder and say, “Better than being weak.”

Mark believed that. He needed to.

At home, anger was loud but normal. Doors closed hard. Voices rose. Then everything carried on like nothing had happened.

Online, anger was praised.

Don’t let anyone disrespect you.

Set rules or get walked over.

If you care, you protect what’s yours.

Those words made sense to Mark. They gave shape to feelings he didn’t know what to do with. They told him his instincts were right.

No one ever talked about where the line was.
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