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This book began in silence.
Not in the silence of peace, but in the silence of women whose stories were never asked, only endured.
They stirred rotis with bruised wrists. They stitched clothes while stitching together broken selves. They wept alone while the world praised their patience. I watched them — in villages, in cities, behind veils, in kitchens, on buses, in courtrooms, in masjids — and I knew: love had lived inside their wounds far longer than any man had stood beside them.

Love That Lives in Wounds is not about pity.
It is about the persistence of tenderness in the face of abandonment.
It is about the power of women who were denied choices, but still chose to love — fiercely, quietly, dangerously.
These stories are fiction. And yet, they are real.
Drawn from whispers, shadows, diaries, stifled sobs, forbidden verses, and the haunted softness in a woman’s eyes after midnight.
If these stories touch you, let them change you.

If they hurt, let them heal something buried. 

And if you recognize yourself in these pages — know that your wound is not invisible, nor is it without meaning.
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To the women who trusted me with their stories —
Even when they did not tell them aloud.
To the women who said, “It’s nothing,”
when their world was falling apart — this book is for you.
To the men who still believe that love means control —
I hope these pages burn softly in your conscience.
To every mother who cried alone in a room so her children wouldn’t see —
You are the strongest story I will ever know.
And to those I’ve failed to listen to fully — I am still learning.
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Introduction: Why This Book, Why Now
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We live in a time where noise surrounds us, but listening remains rare.

The loudest voices often belong to those who have never been afraid to speak. But what of those who speak in silence? Whose love was not shouted from rooftops but buried beneath veils, sarees, sacred texts, and the unsaid rules of family, culture, and religion?

This book is born from that quiet.

I did not set out to write tales of pain — I set out to understand the many ways love survives despite it.

Each story in this book explores the space between longing and letting go. Between power and surrender. Between the roles women are told to play — wife, mother, servant, sacrifice — and the self they secretly guard beneath those names.

There is no single heroine here. No neat endings. No perfect villains.
Only lives — messy, sacred, broken, and brave.
These are not just women’s stories. They are human stories —
about what happens when love is misunderstood, misused, misnamed... and yet, somehow, still present.
And maybe that’s the question at the heart of this book:
Can love live in a wound?
Not despite it. But because of it?
Turn the page.

And listen.
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1. The Silence That Carried Her Pain
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“She never raised her voice. But it was her silence that filled the room like smoke.”



She wasn’t always quiet.

There were days — long ago — when her laugh startled the kitchen windows and her words came like rain before monsoon. But years passed, and with each one, her voice folded further inward, like a letter never posted. Now, her husband said, “She doesn’t talk much,” as if it were a compliment. Her children didn’t notice. They had grown up learning how to read her gestures instead of her words.

Only the old radio on the shelf knew the truth — it remembered when she used to sing.

Every morning, she swept the floor with rhythm. Her bangles did not clash. Her footsteps were deliberate. Even her sorrow had a choreography. The tea was always brewed before the clock struck six. Not once did she forget the sugar. Yet no one remembered the last time she asked for any.

People said she was “simple.”
She was not.
She was silenced.
Not by anyone's fists. But by expectations that arrived dressed in gold jewellery, sweet words, and rituals. When she first entered this house as a bride, her mother-in-law had whispered, “Speak softly. A woman’s dignity is in her silence.” She took that advice and stitched it into her breath.

The first time her husband forgot her birthday, she laughed and said it didn’t matter.

The fifth time, she didn’t say anything at all.

When her sister called from the city and asked, “Are you happy?”
She replied, “Everyone is fine.”
When the neighbor’s child ran in and called her "auntie who never shouts," she smiled.

She smiled a lot.

But silence was not peace.

Silence was her graveyard — where she buried disappointments with careful hands. The gift she never received. The apology never spoken. The dreams that came like birds but found no sky. The touch that was duty, not desire. The name she wanted to write on something that belonged to her alone.

Once, she had written a poem on the back of an old newspaper and folded it under the mattress.

It read:
"My voice lives inside the vessel I stir.
When I serve tea, I serve pieces of myself."
She never showed it to anyone.

At night, her husband snored beside her while she stared at the ceiling fan and counted the cracks in the plaster like rosary beads. She cried rarely — not because she didn’t feel, but because tears had begun to feel like a luxury.

Her pain was quiet.
But it echoed in the kitchen tiles.
It hummed inside her bangles.
It lay curled in the corners of every room.
One day, the family maid told someone at the local clinic, “She is the calmest woman I’ve ever seen.”

The nurse looked up and said, “That’s how depression often looks in women. Like calm. Like control. Like being the last one to eat.”

But no one asked her anything.

So she continued.

Until one evening, when her daughter — now a woman herself — came home bruised by her own marriage. She entered the kitchen and saw her mother preparing roti as always. Quiet. Efficient. Small.

Suddenly, she burst into tears.

The mother didn’t ask why.

She just sat down next to her daughter and, for the first time in years, said gently:
“You don’t have to bear everything. Not like I did.”
And in that moment, something shifted.

Her silence did not end.

But it became something else.

It became a bridge.

A breaking.
A balm.
A beginning.



(Because sometimes the loudest scream is the one no one hears. And sometimes, a lifetime of silence speaks volumes — not in thunder, but in the quiet passing of pain from one generation to another... until someone listens.)
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2. While Kneading Dough, She Dreamed of Freedom
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“Her hands made roti for others, but her mind kept rising like leavened bread.”



The dough was always softest just before Fajr. That’s when she liked to knead — before the children woke, before the complaints started, before her name became a summoning bell.

She mixed flour with warm water in a silver basin. A pinch of salt. A drizzle of oil. And then — the rhythm. Right hand over left, push, fold, press. Her fingers were covered in flour, but her thoughts were not.

She thought of the girl she used to be. The one who recited Faiz on the terrace and laughed too loudly during debate class. The girl who once said no to a boy and yes to a future. That future now sat in the next room, snoring — her husband, whose love was as lukewarm as the tea he sipped every morning without thanks.

The kitchen was her geography now. The stove, her mountain. The sink, her river. The window, her only sky.

She had memorised every tile.

But her mind was wild and borderless.

While her hands worked the dough, she rewrote her fate. In her mind, she opened a school for girls in the village. In her mind, she travelled alone on a train to a city where no one knew her name. In her mind, she signed her own bank slip. Bought her own bed. Wore silver rings and chose silence not out of fear, but dignity.

The dough stuck to her palm. She













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
that lives
in wounds





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





