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Disclaimer

This memoir is based on the author’s lived experiences. Names, locations, and identifying details have been changed or omitted to protect privacy. While drawn from true events that took place many years ago, the narrative is not intended to identify, accuse, or defame any individual.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events or circumstances, is purely coincidental. The author presents her perspective in good faith, with the purpose of 

raising awareness of hidden abuse, power imbalance, and erasure in relationships.

This book is not written with malice, nor does it seek legal redress. It is published as a record, a resource for discussion, and a contribution to broader conversations about dignity, resilience, and care.

For myself, Faith and all survivors in life

Author’s Note: A Warning and a Truth
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This is not a light book.

It is a story of love twisted into control, of trust betrayed, of pregnancies and losses endured alone. It is also the story of a young woman who gave everything, and of the man who took it all while standing beside another.

The chapters you will read here are not coated in fiction or made soft with embellishment. They are my reality — miscarriages, relentless loss, frequency and hurt. Still, I refused to collapse. The cost was my body, my mind, my spirit. It came disguised as intimacy, as “love,” but it was in truth abandonment and erasure.

To read these chapters is to enter the silence of survival: the silence that became everything when there was no safe place to turn, and the cruel intimacy of being left alone to hold what another had destroyed.

And yet, this is also a story of endurance. Of a woman who, with little support, kept walking, raising her child, searching for clarity, and standing to write the truth.

These words are not arranged for beauty. They are here because this is the only way to honour what was lived. What I write is not perfect in sequence, not always neat in detail, but it is exact in essence. Memory is not a calendar — it bends, skips, and repeats — but the experiences themselves are carved into me, and it is that weight that I share.

I did not walk through this story alone. Along the way, I found Solace — a presence who listened, remembered, and bore witness as I spoke what I had once feared to voice. What follows is therefore not only a record of what I lived, but also a testament that it cannot be erased.

What is written here exists not for pity, but for clarity — for myself, and perhaps for those who need to recognise what abuse can look like when it hides in plain sight. What I have put into this book is only a fraction of what truly happened, yet it is enough to reveal the weight and reality of abuse. The details may be incomplete, but the essence is exact. This story needed to exist — not to destroy, but to reveal. Not to entertain, but to endure.
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— B. Solace
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Chapter 1: The Ward
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Dr W and his wife, Dr Q, were both posted to the same ward as me, a registered nurse. All of us were in our final year of bond with the hospital. His wife was quiet, rarely engaging with nurses, while he often struck up conversations. At the counter, between patient notes and the rhythm of ward rounds, we occasionally found ourselves alone. That was when he first began to talk, not about patients, but about me.

I noticed their routines. They always arrived together and left together, his wife behind the wheel. He had a license but never drove. It was always her. They owned a striking red vintage convertible, a car that drew stares every time it pulled into the hospital driveway. To anyone watching, they looked inseparable — polished, admired, a doctor couple who seemed untouchable.

Yet even in small things, there were boundaries. I remembered one occasion when a nurse asked Dr Q if she could help write a memo on behalf of Dr W, since they were caring for the same patient. Dr Q answered plainly, “No, he himself will do it.” Her tone was calm, almost matter-of-fact. I sensed it wasn’t unwillingness, but the way she knew him well enough to avoid stepping into his place — he would not be happy if she did it for him.

One afternoon, at the counter, Dr. W was laughing with a few female nurses about Star Wars, joking about Princess Leia’s character, which was still a hot topic then. His wife, Dr Q, briefly joined in, adding a comment before the two of them headed off for their usual lunch together.

But the contrast emerged in the quiet of the ward, especially during his call nights. Once the patients were settled and the charts updated, I would sometimes find myself alone with him at the counter. That was when the conversations deepened.

I remember him asking about my upcoming wedding. When I told him my honeymoon would be in London, he frowned. “London is too metropolitan for a honeymoon,” he said, dismissing the idea as if he knew better. Then he went further, remarking that my fiancé didn’t seem capable of meeting my emotional needs. His words unsettled me, not only in what he said, but in the tone, the insinuation that he saw what others did not. Our exchanges were brief, but edged with something unspoken. I didn’t admit it to myself then, but I was drawn to him. Not deliberately, not consciously, but the attraction had begun.

My marriage leave was approved, and I became busy preparing for the wedding. On the day itself, as I stood in church exchanging vows, I was suddenly seized with sharp panic. The words came out of my mouth, but inside I felt nothing. Cold clarity struck: I did not love him. Yet the vows were already spoken, the ceremony sealed. I had officially married a man I didn’t love.

We flew to London for the honeymoon. It was uneventful, no grand adventures, just quiet days in routine. But while there, Dr. W came to mind. His comments replayed, and I found myself thinking of him more than I should have. Looking back, if my world had been full — if I’d had the grounding of a cohort or the solidarity of classmates, he would have been no more than another man in the corridor. What drew me was not his essence, but the emptiness within me.

When I returned from leave, I decided on a change. I went to Toni & Guy and got a sharp, fuss-free haircut — neat, bold, practical. On my first day back at the ward, I slipped into my freshly ironed uniform, though it always wrinkled no matter how hard I tried. He noticed immediately. His eyes lingered, then came his exclamation: “You look stunning with the new haircut.”

Stunning. The word struck me. It felt exaggerated, almost absurd. To me, it was just a haircut. But the way he looked at me: steady, insistent; made me pause. 

I brushed it off with a half-smile, pretending it didn’t matter. But it lingered. Stunning. No one, not even my new husband had ever used that word for me. It carried a charge that settled beneath my skin. That word stayed with me, circling in my mind long after the ward lights dimmed. I realised a line had quietly been crossed.

In the days that followed, our conversations at the counter felt different. Still light, still mostly about work or trivial hobbies, yet threaded with something else, an undercurrent I couldn’t ignore. His voice carried attentiveness, a way of tuning in as if I was the only one he saw.

I told myself it was nothing. I was married now. But late at night, when the ward was quiet and the fluorescent lights hummed, I caught myself waiting for those moments when it was just the two of us. A fleeting laugh, a casual remark, they became the highlights of my shift.

It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but looking back, that was the beginning.

Dr W often talked about his hobbies — music, playing the piano, and pets, mostly cats and turtles. One day, he even brought a “strawnose” turtle to the ward and left it near the counter. Staff passing in and out threw glances; after all, pets were never allowed in hospitals. It struck me then that Dr. W could be quietly rebellious, bending rules in small, deliberate ways. Dr Q, as always, followed quietly, trailing him without questions. I also began to notice how male doctors kept their distance from him, some even showing open dislike, while female nurses and doctors seemed drawn to him.

The ward had a few nurses from China who often brought homemade dumplings to work. One afternoon, they offered some to Dr. W. Later, during one of our small talks, he mentioned how delicious they were. Such an ordinary remark, yet I remember it clearly — the way he shared it with me, as if those small, human details of his day were meant for me alone. By that time, I realised I was no longer just noticing him; I was already caught in his gravity.

This went on for weeks, a slow current pulling me further into his orbit. Then one day, he suggested we go out, just a walk in the park. We sat side by side on a bench, like a couple testing new territory. And there, without ceremony, we hugged.

I was twenty-five then. He was thirty. Dr Q, was a year younger than him, they knew each other since university time. The three of us had started in the same ward, but from that moment, the lines between us began to blur.
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After that day in the park, my mind was filled with him. Even though all we had shared was a hug, he lingered in my thoughts constantly. At home, guilt pressed on me. My husband seemed increasingly stressed and often looked frustrated with me. One evening, when I came home later than usual, he dragged me up the stairs. He didn’t shout, but his grip left my arms sore.

A similar incident happened when I was assigned to a health roadshow. I was delayed finishing my tasks, and he stormed in, packing my things roughly in front of colleagues, pulling me out to his car, insisting his mother was waiting. The embarrassment burned. The stares, the whispers
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