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For my son Jack Welch, who drew the image that opens this story, and for my daughter Kena, whose presence has shaped so much of the path that led here.





BEGINNINGS

My family and I moved to a village in Kent called Pratts Bottom when I was 11. We moved from a council estate to what, at the time, seemed like a mansion. It had a driveway and four bedrooms, with a large garden.

I have twin brothers, Sean and Keith, and this home holds many of my key memories of growing up, from my first-ever boyfriend to being severely bullied.

I did not grow up knowing I would work with skin. I grew up learning how to read people.

Long before I understood the epidermis or barrier function, I understood silence. I understood the way adults smiled when they didnt mean it, how humour was used to soften things that felt sharp, and how some people carried their stories on their faces, while others buried them deep beneath the surface.

Looking back now, I realise those early years quietly shaped the work I would one day do. Skin is not just biology; it carries emotion, experience, and memory. Long before I was trained in skin therapy, I was already learning to notice the stories people reveal without saying a word.

Skin, I would later realise, remembers everything.

I grew up in a small English town where everyone knew everyoneor at least thought they did. A place where nicknames stuck, laughter travelled fast, and vulnerability was often disguised as wit. It was the kind of place you learned early how to fit in, how to see, and how to sense what was not being said aloud.

I became good at noticing.

Who was tense.

Who was pretending.

Who needed space.

Who needed softness.

At the time, I did not know this was empathy. I just knew how to adjust myself to the room.
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SKIN AS A LANGUAGE

People think skin work is about appearanceabout fixing, correcting, improving. But skin is a language long before it is a surface.

It tells you when someone is stressed.

When they are holding their breath.

When they have not been touched with care for a long time.

Skin carries emotion. It holds memory. It responds to safety.

I did not enter this industry because I wanted to change faces. I entered it because I understood how much trust lives in touchhow powerful it is to truly be seen, and how rare that is.

What I do now may look clinical, but it is deeply human.





HOW I FOUND MY WAY HERE

This book is not about becoming a skin professional. It is about becoming a person who understands people.

The work came later. The science followed. The training, the protocols, the disciplineall of that can be learned.

Empathy cannot.

That came first.

It came from growing up where humour masked discomfort. Where people were close but not always open. Where learning to read between the lines was not optionalit was survival.

And somewhere along the way, I realised that skin was where all of this met. Science and intuition. Structure and softness. Boundaries and care.

Over time, I began to understand that what people seek is rarely treatment alone. What they are often searching for is relief, understanding, and a place where they can quietly exhale.

This book is about that meeting point.





WHY I AM TELLING THIS STORY

I am telling it because empathy is often dismissed as weakness, when it is one of the most precise tools we have.

And I am telling it because sometimes, the work we end up doing makes sense only when we look backwards.

This is my looking back.

This is the story of how I learned to liveand workin my own skin.

Not in words, not in stories we can always recallbut in sensation. In tightness. In flareups that arrive without warning. In inflammation that appears when life feels too loud, too fast, too much.

We often think of skin as something we weara surface to perfect, correct, manage. But skin is not passive. It is living.

Responsive, protective. It is our first boundary with the world, and it absorbs more than we realise.

Long before we can articulate stress, the skin responds.

When the nervous system is overwhelmed, blood flow shifts. Cortisol rises. The barrier weakens. Inflammation simmers quietly beneath the surface. Skin becomes reactive, defensive, vigilantmirroring exactly what the body is doing internally.

I learned this earlylong before I became a nurse.

At eighteen, my nervous system was under constant strain. School was not a place of safety for me. Bullying had become a daily background humthe kind that does not always leave visible marks but keeps the body on high alert. I learned to brace, to stay small, to predict impact.

And then my body spoke.

I developed Bells palsysudden facial paralysis that arrived without warning. One side of my face stopped responding. Muscles weakened. Symmetry disappeared. Doctors searched for a cause, but what stayed with me was the understanding that my system had been under stress for far too long.

It was frightening, but it was also revealing. My body had been speaking long before I was ready to listen.

My skinmy faceheld what I could not say.

It was not just a neurological event. It was a nervous system overwhelmed, signalling in the only language it had left.

This is not a failure of the body. It is communication.

In the clinic, this pattern becomes impossible to ignore. You start to see it everywhere. Skin that flushes easily in people who are constantly bracing. Breakouts that persist in those carrying unresolved pressure. Barrier damage in people who have learned to push through rather than pause.

Often, the skin issue is not the beginning of the storyit is the result of one.

I have watched clients lie down on the treatment bed, shoulders tight, jaw clenched, breath shallow. Their skin reflects itdull, congested, inflamed, guarded. And then something subtle happens. The light softens. Hands slow. Touch becomes intentional. Breath deepens.





AND THE SKIN RESPONDS

Colour evens. Heat settles. Muscles release. Not because of a product or a machinebut because the body has finally received a signal of safety.

For many people, this is the first time their nervous system has been allowed to stand down all week. Sometimes all month. Sometimes all year.

When a client says This is the only time I truly relax, it is never really about the face treatment its about being held physically, energetically, emotionallywithout expectation.

Skin needs that too.

We underestimate the power of safe touch. Not rushed. Not clinical in the cold sense. But steady. Present, grounded, hands that are not trying to fix, but to listen.





THE SKIN KNOWS THE DIFFERENCE

This is why aggressive treatment without regulation often backfires. Why over-exfoliation, over-correction, and constant intervention can worsen the very condition we are trying to resolve. Skin that is already in defence mode does not need more forceit needs reassurance.

Calm skin is not just flawless skin.

It is skin that feels safe enough to repair.

As a nurse, you are trained to look for pathology. But with skin, you also learn to read posture, breath, tone, and tension. You begin to understand that inflammation is not just chemicalit is contextual.

Skin recognises intention. It knows the difference between being treated and being cared for.

What is this body carrying?

What hasnt been processed?

What has the skin been protecting against?

Sometimes, during a cleanse or a slow massage, emotion surfaces unexpectedly. Tears arrive without warning. Not because something is wrongbut because the body has been given permission to let go.

The skin does not forget neglect.

It does not forget stress.

And it does not forget care.

When skin is touched with intention, something deeper settles. The nervous system recalibrates. Repair pathways switch on. Healing becomes possible again.

This is why skin work is never just cosmetic.

It is relational.

It is neurological.

It is deeply human.

If your skin has been reactive, inflamed, or unpredictableit has not betrayed you. It has been trying to keep you safe. It has been responding exactly as it was designed to.

The question is not: Whats wrong
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