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We drive past them every single day.

We see them tucked away in the leafy, affluent lanes of South Delhi, standing tall with their pristine glass facades in the gated communities of Gurgaon, or brooding in the quiet, historic stretches of Civil Lines. We look at the manicured lawns, the warm yellow light spilling from the bay windows, the expensive sedans parked in the driveways, and we think to ourselves: What a beautiful home.

Society has trained us from a very young age to worship the facade. We are taught that success looks like a three-story marvel of modern architecture, that happiness is measured by the imported Italian leather in the living room, and that a perfect marriage is perfectly documented in heavy silver frames on the mantelpiece. We stand on the outside, separated by invisible boundary lines and heavy iron gates, and we project our own aspirations onto the bricks and mortar. We assume that because the outside is flawless, the inside must be safe.

But bricks do not feel, and mortar does not speak.

Every House Has A Story is not a collection of tales about haunted houses—at least, not in the traditional sense. There are no ghosts rattling chains in the attic, no supernatural entities lurking in the shadows. The horror within these pages is far more terrifying because it is entirely real. It is the atmospheric, psychological horror of domestic captivity. It is the story of what happens when the front door closes, the deadbolt clicks, and the performative smiles are finally allowed to drop.

For generations, the home has been romanticized as a woman’s ultimate sanctuary. It is the kingdom she is supposed to curate and protect. But what happens when the sanctuary is actually a terrarium? What happens when the walls are designed not to keep the dangers of the world out, but to keep the woman locked in?

The monsters in these stories do not have fangs, nor do they hide under the bed. They sleep right next to you. They wear tailored suits, navigate complex corporate ledgers, and smell of expensive whiskey and roasted garlic. They speak in soft, measured tones. They do not always leave physical bruises that can be photographed and presented as evidence; instead, they leave psychological fractures. They weaponize logic, using it to slowly, methodically dismantle a woman’s reality. They turn down the thermostat of a smart home to assert dominance. They colonize a guest bedroom with mahogany desks and tax manuals, silently suffocating the space until the woman forgets who she was before she became a wife.

This book strips away the wallpaper to reveal the ugly, rotting drywall beneath our societal expectations. It forces you to look at the "perfect" couples—the ones who post hyper-curated vacation photos from Prague, the ones who host the flawless Diwali dinners—and asks you to look closer. It asks you to look at the woman in the red saree and wonder if her smile is genuine, or if she has simply mastered the art of swallowing glass.

In our culture, women are heavily conditioned to be the caretakers of these museums of lies. They are taught that the sanctity of the household is paramount. It is the woman’s unspoken job to buy the frames, print the glossy photos, and hang the proof that the family is happy. Even if she is dying inside, the walls must project perfection. The world doesn't care if you cry yourself to sleep, as long as your living room looks like a Pinterest board for the guests. Women are taught to negotiate their boundaries, to accept the shouting, the disrespect, the cheating, and the suffocating control, all in the name of holding the family together.

And society is entirely complicit in this silent tragedy. We are the neighbors who pull our curtains shut when we hear the shattering of glass at 2:00 AM. We are the friends who accept polite excuses. We are the parents who tell our daughters to adjust, to focus on their studies, to ignore the shadows next door because the man of the house is "highly respected." We build the invisible cages that hold these women, enforcing a bro-code of silence that protects the abuser simply because he pays the mortgage.

But this book is not an obituary of broken women. It is a chronicle of their awakening.

There comes a moment—a singular, quiet, terrifyingly clear moment—when the psychological fog lifts. It doesn't always happen with a loud explosion or a dramatic fight. Sometimes, it happens on a Sunday afternoon while holding a cup of black coffee. Sometimes it happens when looking at a rusted Olivetti typewriter in a dusty attic, or when finding a hidden box of old sketchbooks. It is the moment a woman realizes that the picture on the wall is a ransom note. It is the moment she realizes there is nothing left to save in the illusion.

The stories you are about to read are about the visceral, magnificent roar of women taking their space back.

You will read about the satisfying thud of a heavy canvas being dropped to the floor, the smell of burning photo paper in a balcony fire pit, and the deafening echo of a sledgehammer smashing through drywall to release years of hidden agony. You will witness the absolute, unclouded clarity of a woman who realizes that she does not have to share her home with smiling strangers or the ghost of a marriage that never existed.

You will meet women who pick the locks on ancestral terraces, refusing to let the passions of the women before them rot in the dark. You will meet daughters who discover the unimaginable, silent sacrifices their mothers made—mothers who built multi-million rupee empires inside their cages just to buy their children the sky. You will see young girls wielding telephoto lenses and pen drives, armed with the fierce, calculated authority to bring down entire corporate giants at a neighborhood dinner party.

To the women reading this: This book is your validation. If you have ever felt like you were drowning in a sea of logical reasoning, if you have ever been told that your voice is just "visual noise," or if you have ever sat in a beautiful, multi-crore house and felt completely trapped—you are not crazy. Your instincts are real. The isolation is a tactic, not a romance. May these stories remind you that the power they hold over you is an illusion, dependent entirely on your compliance. You have the strength to tear down the rot, rip up the floorboards, and build a foundation that is fiercely, unapologetically your own.

To the men reading this: Do not look away. Do not dismiss this as mere fiction. Read these stories and look at the reflection in the glass. This book is a challenge to the patriarchal god-complex that equates financial provision with ownership. It is a mirror held up to the quiet, insidious ways control is disguised as protection. If you read these pages and feel a creeping sense of discomfort, sit with it. Recognize that true strength is not found in locking doors or controlling the narrative, but in having the courage to share the space without shrinking the people in it.

Every House Has A Story takes you past the polished iron gates and straight into the dead center of the empty bedroom. It is raw, it is unapologetic, and it breathes with an electric energy that will hit you right in the chest.

So, step inside. The front door is unlocked. The velvet drapes have been pulled back, and the heavy steel shutters are rolling up. The air might smell of damp earth, old paper, and stale perfume, but for the first time in years, it is breathtakingly honest.

Welcome to the neighborhood. It’s time to listen to the walls.
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“A house is made of walls and beams; a home is built with love and dreams.”





We’ve all heard the proverb. But what happens when the walls become a prison, and the dreams are systematically dismantled by the very person holding the key?

When I began writing Every House Has A Story, my goal was to peel back the heavy velvet drapes and look past the meticulously curated, Pinterest-perfect living rooms. Society conditions us to respect the invisible boundary lines drawn outside our neighbors' homes. We are taught to blindly admire the twenty-crore glass mansions and the sprawling ancestral bungalows, assuming that a flawless exterior guarantees a safe, happy life.

But the most profound, terrifying horrors aren't supernatural. They are deeply domestic. They happen in deafening silence, orchestrated by men who view their lives as an ultimate balance sheet, where women are treated as malleable assets to be managed, mitigated, or discarded. The true psychological thriller lies in the slow, atmospheric erosion of a person’s identity, often disguised under the mask of protection or logical reasoning.

In these pages, you won't find traditional haunted houses. Instead, you will walk into a heavily automated "smart home" that functions as a high-tech terrarium. You will discover a locked terrace that serves as a mausoleum for the stolen passions of generations of women. You will stand in an immaculate Gurgaon villa where a woman must strip a room down to its raw concrete just to find space to breathe, and you
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