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			Dedication

			To the women who loved beyond reason,
who stayed longer than they should have,
who believed, who prayed, who hoped,
and who sometimes lost themselves along the way.

			To the women who found the strength to leave,
and to those who are still gathering the courage to do so.

			To the ones who still carry invisible bruises,
who still wake up some days fighting old battles in their minds.

			To the ones who loved — fiercely, beautifully, tragically — but now choose to love themselves more.

			And to the brave souls whose stories were never told,
whose lives were cut short by a love that hurt more than it healed —this book carries your memory too.
You are seen. You are loved. You are not forgotten.

			
 This is for you.
 This is for us.

			

			Acknowledgements

			First and foremost, I give all glory, honor, and praise to God, my refuge and strength, my healer and constant companion. Without His unfailing love and mercy, I would not be here today, standing whole and free. Every step of my journey — from the darkest nights to the brightest mornings — has been held in His hands. He is the author of my healing and the source of every breath I take today.

			To my beautiful children — you are my heart walking outside my body. Your love, resilience, and quiet courage gave me the strength to fight for a better life. Thank you for your forgiveness, your patience, and your unwavering belief in me even when the world felt broken.

			To my family — thank you for being my shelter when I had nowhere else to go. Your support, encouragement, and prayers carried me through seasons I thought would destroy me. You reminded me that I was never alone, even when I felt invisible.

			To the friends who stayed — the ones who saw me, heard me, and never gave up on me — thank you. Your kindness was often the light in my darkest nights. You loved me when I could not love myself. You believed when I had lost all faith.

			To the counselors, therapists, and silent helpers along the way — thank you for giving me tools to heal, for holding space for my pain without judgment, and for teaching me how to trust my own voice again.

			To every woman who has ever walked through violence and shame — this book is for you. May you know that you are not alone.
May you find hope in these pages.
May you rise again and again, even when the world tells you to stay down.

			And finally, to the readers who have chosen to walk this journey with me — thank you. Thank you for opening your hearts to these stories, for honoring these voices, and for allowing yourself to be moved, challenged, and changed. I pray that something in these pages plants a seed of courage within you — a reminder that even after the fiercest storms, there is still a tomorrow worth fighting for.

			With all my love,
Fikile Masina
“Still standing. Still healing. Still hoping.”

			

			
			

			

			About the Author

			Fikile Masina is a survivor, a storyteller, and a champion for women rediscovering their voices after pain. After enduring and overcoming two decades of emotional, physical, and financial abuse, she found the courage to rebuild her life — not just for herself, but for her children, and for every woman still trapped in silence.

			Drawing from her own experiences of heartbreak, resilience, and healing, she writes with honesty, tenderness, and hope. Her mission is to shine a light into the dark corners of abusive relationships, helping women recognize the red flags, heal their hidden scars, and step boldly into the lives they deserve.

			When she is not writing, she dedicates her time to mentoring women, advocating for emotional wellness, and celebrating the quiet, beautiful victories of everyday survival. She believes that no story is too messy for redemption, and no woman is too broken to find her wings again.

			“Faded Ink, Hidden Scars” is her first book — a labor of love, a letter of survival, and a testament to the unstoppable spirit of women everywhere.

			She currently lives in Soweto, South Africa, surrounded by the laughter of her children, the comfort of faith, and the fierce, unshakable belief that even the most faded ink can tell the most powerful stories.

			

			

			Introduction

			There’s a kind of strength the world doesn’t talk about.
The strength it takes to get up every morning with a broken heart. The strength it takes to love someone who doesn’t know how to love you back. The strength it takes to leave — or sometimes, the strength it takes to stay a little longer while you gather the courage to go.

			This book is for you.
For the woman who stayed, who returned, who doubted herself a hundred times but still fought for her soul.
For the woman who prayed, who pleaded, who hoped, and who hurt. For the woman who sometimes called it “love” because no one ever taught her what real love should look like.

			This is a safe place for your heart to breathe.

			These pages are not written for the perfect.
They are not written for those who got it “right” the first time. They are for the brave ones — the ones who broke and rebuilt, cried and smiled, lost and found themselves again.

			You are not weak.
You are not foolish.
You are not alone.

			In these pages, you will meet women who have lived pieces of your story — women like Thandeka, Lindiwe, Thembi, and Dikeledi. Their faces may be different, but their scars will feel hauntingly familiar. Each chapter carries whispers of survival, pain, confusion, betrayal — and above all, hope.

			If you see yourself here, know that it’s not by accident.
You were meant to find these words.
You were meant to heal, and you will.

			

			And now, let me tell you a little more about why these pages exist. Because once, they lived inside of me — scratched in faded ink across the fragile walls of my heart.

			When you hear the word “abuse,” you often think of bruises and broken bones.
But what about the bruises no one sees?
What about the hidden cracks in the heart, the silent screams buried beneath a smile?

			This is not a story about weakness.
This is a story about hope.

			Faded Ink, Hidden Scars was born from the pages of my own life — the pages I once wanted to rip out and throw away. For a long time, I believed I had to hide my pain, to pretend I was “strong” by carrying it alone. I thought that if I stayed quiet enough, prayed hard enough, loved deeply enough, things would change.

			They didn’t.

			This book is not just about my story — it’s about our stories. It’s for the Thandekas, the Lindiwes, the Thembis, and Dikeledi’s of this world — women who loved, who stayed, who fought, and who sometimes lost themselves along the way.

			Each chapter introduces you to a different woman.
Each woman carries pieces of my own journey, but also pieces of thousands of others.

			Maybe you’ll find yourself in one chapter. Maybe you’ll see your sister, your mother, your friend in another.
Maybe you’ll realize you’re not alone after all.

			This book is a mirror, an invitation, and a gentle hand to hold. It’s for every woman who’s ever been gaslit, controlled, isolated, belittled, or broken — and for every woman still standing, still healing, still rising.

			You are not crazy.
You are not weak.
You are not alone.

			May these pages help you find the words for your own story, the courage to tell it, and the strength to write a new one.

			This time, with no faded ink — and no hidden scars.

			

			Opening Blessing:

			“She is clothed with strength and dignity;
 she can laugh at the days to come.”
 — Proverbs 31:25

			

			“Even shattered wings remember how to fly.”

			

			

			Preface

			Why I Wrote This Book

			There was a time when I believed silence was strength.
That hiding my pain made me noble.
That enduring quietly made me good enough to be loved.

			But silence only buried my wounds deeper. And I realized — too late, but just in time — that hidden scars still bleed. They bleed into our children, into our faith, into our dreams. They leave trails we don’t see until we are almost too broken to find our way back.

			I wrote this book for the woman sitting in that silence. For the woman doubting her own worth because someone told her she was too much, too little, too broken. For the woman who needs to hear that she is not alone, that her story matters, and that healing is possible — even when it feels unreachable.

			This book is stitched together from pain, from prayer, from survival. It is an offering of hope in a world that often forgets the quiet battles women fight behind closed doors.

			If even one woman finds courage between these pages, then every tear I cried was not in vain. If even one heart is softened toward someone else’s invisible pain, then the silence has been broken for good.

			This is not just my story.
It is ours.
It is a song of survival, and you, dear reader, are part of it now.

			Welcome to a journey of truth, healing, and the beautiful, defiant act of standing up again.

			

			Foreword

			Dear Warrior,

			If you are holding this book, you are holding a piece of my heart.
These pages were written with trembling hands, with a soul stitched together by both pain and hope.

			Faded Ink, Hidden Scars is not just my story — it is the story of countless women who have smiled through silent battles, loved with everything they had, and lost pieces of themselves along the way.

			I have walked the long road from fear to freedom.
I have doubted myself, prayed in tears, and fought invisible wars inside my own home.
I have hidden my bruises beneath laughter, and tucked my broken dreams behind polite smiles.

			This book is my offering — a hand reaching back to help someone else step forward.
May you find your strength in these stories.
May you see the red flags that I once missed.
May you know, with absolute certainty, that you are not alone.

			You are brave for turning these pages.
You are worthy of a life filled with peace, respect, and love.

			Let’s walk this road together.

			With all my heart,
Fikile Masina

			

			“No matter where you are on your journey — beginning, middle, or rebuilding — this book is for you.”

			

			“You are not the things done to you.”

			

			Chapter 1 

			When Love First Called My Name

			
They tell you that love is patient and kind.
They say it conquers all things — hopes all things — believes all things.
But what they don’t tell you is that sometimes, love shows up wearing a disguise.
It speaks in sweet whispers, draped in grand promises.
It holds your hand so tightly that you don’t realize it’s also weaving a chain around your wrist.

			When love first called my name, I answered.
Young.
Hopeful.
Trusting.

			I didn’t know then that not every “I love you” is pure.
Some are traps with a beautiful view.

			This is the beginning of my story...
A story not just of falling in love — but of falling into a world I didn’t see coming.

			Thandeka’s Story

			Thandeka met Samson when she was just sixteen years old. He was six years her senior — older, charming, and confident. There was an air about him that made Thandeka feel like she had finally found something — someone — worth holding onto.
They first noticed each other by chance, while Thandeka was walking a friend to the bus stop. Sam happened to be passing by with his brother. Their eyes met, and they exchanged warm smiles — a simple moment that felt magical, like destiny.

			Later, through a mutual friend at a church youth event, they were properly introduced. The connection was immediate. His eyes held a spark, and his words promised a future where she was at the center.
Within weeks, Thandeka was wrapped in the excitement of first love. Sam made her feel seen, cared for, special. He took her to movies, brought her flowers, and talked about a life they would share. But like all tragic love stories, the first signs of trouble were subtle — almost invisible.

			Two years later, both working and trying to find their place in the world, a deeper issue began to surface.
Thandeka had taken a lunch break from work, meeting up with a friend at a local café. As soon as she returned to the office, her phone buzzed incessantly — multiple missed calls from Sam.
Confused, she called him back, only to be met with fury.

			“You were out with other men, weren’t you?” His voice trembled with accusation.
The words were harsh, cutting through the air between them.

			Thandeka, caught off guard and confused, tried to explain. She had just been having lunch with a friend, nothing more.
But Sam wasn’t listening — his mind was already made up.

			“You don’t care about me,” he spat. “You’re just like all the others.”

			The argument escalated quickly, spiraling out of control. Sam’s voice turned into a crescendo of anger, each accusation landing like a slap across her spirit.

			Heartbroken and desperate to calm him down, Thandeka begged him to stay, assuring him she would never betray his trust.
But deep inside, something wasn’t right. This wasn’t love.
Love didn’t speak like this. It didn’t tear you down and then demand you crawl back in apology.

			But Thandeka couldn’t see that clearly just yet. The confusion made her doubt her own instincts.
She loved him — and that’s what she focused on.

			Sam’s affection soon returned. The gifts started again. The attention. The promises of a future together.
He showered her with affection, telling her how special she was, how lucky he was to have her.

			For

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
					Controlling Behavior Disguised as Love: Excessive jealousy and possessiveness masked as “care” or “protection.”

					Manipulation and Emotional Blackmail: Making you feel guilty or responsible for their insecurity.

					Love Bombing After Conflict: Showering you with affection after mistreating you, creating a confusing cycle of highs and lows.

					Early Signs of Financial Imbalance: Providing for you not out of love, but to create dependency or a sense of superiority.

					Withholding Affection as Punishment: Disappearing or giving silent treatment after conflict to manipulate your emotions.


			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Reflect on a time when you ignored a “gut feeling” because you wanted to believe in someone.

					What signs did you see? How would you respond differently now?


			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
					Controlling Access to Money: Refusing to provide basic needs as a form of punishment or humiliation.

					Financial Manipulation: Creating dependence by controlling how and when money is given.

					Public Humiliation: Causing shame or embarrassment in front of others to assert power.

					Joint Accounts Used Against You: Financial partnership offered as trust, but turned into surveillance and control.

					Silent Punishment: Withholding affection and communication when financial needs are raised.

			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Have you ever been made to feel guilty for needing financial support or essentials?

					What emotions did that create in you — shame, fear, anger, exhaustion?

					What small steps can you take to rebuild your sense of independence, even quietly?

			

			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
					Constant Criticism Disguised as Honesty: Repeatedly putting you down under the guise of “keeping it real.”

					Diminishing Your Achievements: Belittling your dreams, your ideas, and the things that bring you joy.

					Emotional Monitoring: Making you feel guilty or suspicious for how others engage with you.

					Gaslighting: Accusing you of being “too sensitive” or “too dramatic” when you express hurt.

					Withdrawing Affection in Public: Causing you to feel ashamed for being loved, seen, or praised by others.

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
					Think of a time when someone’s words caused you to doubt your worth.

					What lies did you start believing?

					What truths about yourself do you want to reclaim — starting today?

			

			
			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
					Blame Shifting: Turning their betrayal into your fault is a way to avoid accountability.

					Emotional Abandonment: Kicking a vulnerable partner and child out is not anger — it is abuse.

					Cruelty After Discovery: Punishing you for uncovering the truth rather than taking ownership.

					Reinforced Submission: Forcing you to perform acts of love in order to earn safety or shelter.

					No Remorse: An unapologetic heart reveals character, not just a bad mood.

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Have you ever been made to feel like you had to “earn” your place after being mistreated?

					What would it look like to create a life where you never have to beg for basic dignity again?

					What is one thing you want to say to the version of you that stayed?

			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Silent Treatment as Punishment: Used to manipulate or control.

					Emotional Withdrawal: Withholding affection, presence, and basic communication.

					Blaming You for Their Cruelty: Twisting your concerns into “nagging” or “sensitivity.”

					Emotional Blackmail Through Expectations: Punishing you for not anticipating needs.

					Isolation Through Uncertainty: You walk on eggshells, fearing the next wave of disapproval.

			

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
					Recall a time when someone’s silence hurt you deeply.

					How did it change how you saw yourself?

					What truth do you need to speak to that silent version of you now?

			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Monitoring your location without cause.

					Using “safety” as a reason to control your movements.

					Tracking your social media interactions and using them against you.

					Interrogating you about online activity or friend choices.

					Twisting connection into isolation.

			

			
			
					Real love doesn’t stalk your every step.

					It doesn’t demand access to your inbox, your friends, or your freedom.

					Love that thrives on surveillance is not love — it’s fear in disguise.

					You do not need to shrink your life to fit someone else’s insecurities.

					Your autonomy is not a threat to healthy love. It is a gift.

			

			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
					Have you ever been made to feel guilty for being yourself — online or offline?

					What part of your life did you feel you had to hide?

					What boundaries can you set now to protect your freedom and peace?

			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Speaking negatively about the other parent to the children

					Using children to deliver hurtful messages

					Making the child feel like they must “choose” a side

					Creating emotional tension that confuses a child’s love

			

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Did someone ever force you to take sides growing up?

					What did that do to your sense of belonging and truth?

					What would you tell your younger self — or your child — about what real love looks like?


			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Justifying violence by blaming you.

					Apologizing but shifting the blame back onto you.

					Threatening your self-worth (“no one else will love you”).

					Undermining your growth or independence.

					Hurting you and then calling it love.


			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
					Constant denial of things you know happened

					Being told you’re “too sensitive” or “crazy”

					Feeling confused or disoriented after conversations

					Apologizing even when you’ve done nothing wrong

					Journaling or second-guessing yourself to keep track of the truth


			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Constant location tracking disguised as safety

					Disapproval of your appearance or friendships

					Accusations after innocent moments

					Surveillance under the name of love

					Guilt-tripping when you ask for space


			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
					What parts of yourself have you silenced to keep the peace?

					What would it look like to live unchained again?

					What’s one small act of reclaiming your freedom you can do today?


			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					Believing marriage overrides consent

					Quoting religion or culture to justify forced intimacy

					Using guilt or entitlement to coerce sex

					Making intimacy transactional (“you owe me”)

					Dismissing your pain or refusal as “moodiness” or “selfishness”


			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					What does safety look like to you in a relationship?

					Have there been moments when you felt you had no voice over your own body?

					What would it look like to reclaim your power — spiritually, physically, emotionally?


			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					The constant manipulation and emotional blackmail: “You are the reason I’m like this. If only you did better...”

					The subtle erosion of self-worth, making you question your sanity, your memories, your emotions.

					The isolation: gradually cutting you off from friends, family, support systems.

					The slow removal of your voice, your confidence, and your identity until you can no longer recognize who you are.

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
					What does healing look like for you right now? 

					Write about the steps you’re taking toward reclaiming yourself and the things that bring you peace. 

					How can you practice self-love and forgiveness in your journey toward healing?
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