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INTRODUCTION
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Modern society celebrates the Superwoman who does it all, but beneath that mask lies a silent exhaustion from carrying an invisible load that never ends. This book, Astitva: Beyond the Cape, pulls back the curtain on the performance of perfection to reveal the raw reality of the "Cool Girl" trap and the mental ticker tape that haunts a woman’s mind at midnight. It is an urgent call to stop prioritizing the comfort of others over your own safety and to finally return the weight of shame to those who truly deserve it. From unmasking the trauma hidden in the living room carpet to reclaiming your mirror from the beauty industry’s rigged game, this is a blueprint for liberation. True power is not found in a cape or a curated feed; it is built through financial sovereignty, the courage to travel solo, and the radical act of simply being enough exactly as you are. You are not a broken vase to be fixed, but a masterpiece of resilience where the cracks are filled with gold. It is time to drop the heavy shield, exhale the past, and start driving your own life.
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LEGAL DISCLAIMER
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The content published in The Girls Times is intended for informational and educational purposes only. While we strive to ensure the accuracy and reliability of the information presented, we make no guarantees or representations regarding its completeness, suitability, or applicability to specific circumstances. The opinions expressed in articles, interviews, and columns are solely those of the respective authors or contributors and do not necessarily reflect the views of The Girls Times, its editorial team, or its parent company.

The content should not be considered a substitute for professional advice. Readers are encouraged to consult appropriate professionals for guidance related to health, legal, financial, or other matters.

All articles, images, and other content published in this magazine are the intellectual property of The Girls Times or their respective creators. Unauthorized reproduction, distribution, or modification of any content is strictly prohibited and may result in legal action.

By accessing or using any part of this publication, readers agree to the terms outlined in this disclaimer.
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The Silent War in the Living Room: Unearthing the Trauma of Unsafe Touch at Home
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We are raised on a steady diet of cautionary tales about the world outside our front door. From the moment a girl is old enough to understand language she is told to be careful of the dark and to be wary of strangers and to never talk to men she does not know. The danger is always painted as something external. It is the wolf in the forest or the van parked too close to the playground or the shadow following you down a lonely street. We build our defenses facing outward. We lock our doors and we check the windows and we feel a sense of relief when we are finally inside the house. We are taught that home is the sanctuary. Home is where the heart is. Home is where you are safe. But for millions of women the most dangerous place on earth was never the dark alleyway. It was the living room carpet. It was the guest bedroom. It was the kitchen during a family gathering while everyone else was laughing in the other room. The wolf was not a stranger. The wolf was an uncle or a cousin or a grandfather or a neighbor who was treated like family. And the tragedy of this betrayal is that it does not just steal a childhood. It shatters the very foundation of what love and safety are supposed to feel like.

When we talk about safe touch versus unsafe touch we often try to sterilize the conversation. We use clinical terms and we look at statistics and we nod our heads solemnly. But statistics do not capture the feeling of freezing in place because an adult you are supposed to respect is doing something that makes your stomach turn. Numbers cannot describe the confusion of a five year old or an eight year old who is being told to be a good girl and give someone a hug when every instinct in her tiny body is screaming at her to run away. This is the first and most devastating wound of abuse that happens within the circle of trust. It destroys your intuition. You are a child and your world is defined by the adults around you. They are the gods of your reality. If they say something is okay then it must be okay. If they say you are being sensitive then you must be sensitive. You learn to silence the little voice inside you that says something is wrong. You learn to disconnect from your own body because being in your body is too scary. You float away. You watch the ceiling. You count the cracks in the wall. You wait for it to be over. And when it is over you straighten your dress and you walk back into the family party and you smile because that is what you are trained to do.

The silence that follows is not peaceful. It is heavy and it is suffocating. It is a living thing that grows in the corners of your mind. The abuser often relies on this silence. They rely on the fact that you are too small and too scared and too confused to speak. They might use threats but often they do not even have to. They use your own goodness against you. They use your desire to please the family against you. They might tell you that it is a special secret just between the two of you. They might tell you that nobody else would understand. Or they might act as if nothing happened at all which is a form of gaslighting so severe that it makes you question your own sanity before you even know what sanity is. You start to wonder if you imagined it. You start to wonder if maybe you are the bad one. The shame that belongs to the perpetrator is poured into the victim like concrete. You carry it around in your belly. You carry it to school. You carry it to the playground. You carry it into your teenage years. You build a fortress around that secret because you are terrified that if anyone saw the truth they would see you as damaged or dirty or broken.

This is where the story usually stops in movies. The abuse happens and then there is a dramatic reveal and then it is over. But in real life the abuse is just the prologue. The real story is the haunting. The real story is the woman in her twenties who cannot handle intimacy because being touched feels like being invaded. The real story is the woman in her thirties who sabotages every healthy relationship she has because chaos feels more familiar than peace. The body keeps the score. You might not remember every detail of what happened when you were seven but your nervous system remembers. Your body remembers the smell of their cologne or the texture of the sofa or the sound of the door clicking shut. You might find yourself having a panic attack in a meeting because a male colleague stood too close to you and your brain did not see a coworker it saw a threat. You might find yourself unable to say no to unreasonable demands because your brain has been wired to believe that your boundaries do not matter.

We have to talk about the betrayal of the mothers and the fathers and the aunts who looked the other way. This is the hardest part of the conversation. It is painful enough to accept that a family member hurt you. It is agonizing to accept that the people who were supposed to protect you failed to do so. Sometimes they did not know. Predators are master manipulators and they are very good at grooming the entire family not just the victim. They make themselves indispensable. They are the generous uncle who pays for tuition or the helpful cousin who drives grandma to the doctor. They weave themselves into the fabric of the family so tightly that pulling them out feels like destroying the whole tapestry. But sometimes the adults did know. Or they suspected. and they chose the reputation of the family over the safety of the child. They chose silence because the truth was too inconvenient. They chose to sacrifice you on the altar of keeping the peace. That betrayal cuts deeper than the abuse itself. It teaches you that you are not worth fighting for. It teaches you that your pain is less important than their comfort.

As you grow older this trauma shapeshifts. It manifests as perfectionism. You try to be the perfect student or the perfect employee or the perfect partner because you believe that if you are perfect enough then maybe you will finally be safe. You believe that if you can just control everything around you then nobody can hurt you again. You become hyper independent. You refuse to ask for help because needing things feels dangerous. You wear your exhaustion like a badge of honor. You look at other people who seem so easy in their bodies and so comfortable taking up space and you feel like you are a different species. You feel like an imposter in your own life. You are waiting for someone to find out that you are a fraud. You are waiting for the other shoe to drop. You are exhausted from holding up the sky.

But there comes a breaking point. There always does. You cannot hold a beach ball under water forever. Eventually your arms get tired and the ball shoots up to the surface with force. For many women this happens in their late twenties or thirties. Maybe you have a child of your own and you look at them and you realize how small and vulnerable they are and a rage ignites in your chest. You realize that you were that small. You realize that you were that innocent. You realize that what happened to you was not a mistake and it was not a misunderstanding and it was not your fault. It was a crime. It was a theft. And the anger that you have been suppressing for decades finally finds a voice. This anger is not destructive. It is sacred. It is the part of you that loves you waking up and saying enough. It is the warrior in you standing up to defend the child in you.

Speaking the truth about unsafe touch in the family is an act of revolution. It is like setting a bomb off at the dinner table. People will tell you to be quiet. They will tell you that it was in the past. They will tell you to let bygones be bygones. They will worry about what the neighbors will say. They will worry about the honor of the family name. But there is no honor in protecting a predator. There is no honor in silencing a victim. When you speak up you are not destroying the family. You are revealing the rot that was already there. You are shining a light in the basement and showing everyone the monsters that have been living in the dark. It is terrifying to be the one who breaks the silence. You might lose people. You might be ostracized. You might be called a liar or a troublemaker. But the people who leave your life because you told the truth were never really there for you. They were there for the version of you that was compliant. They were there for the version of you that kept their secrets. Losing them is not a loss. It is a liberation.
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