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the ache of almost



There’s a particular ache that comes from being almost loved the way you need.


Almost chosen. Almost respected. Almost secure.


It’s not a scream. It’s a hum. Quiet, constant, like a refrigerator buzz. You stop hearing it until the night goes still … and then there it is again.


You tell yourself you’re fine. You’re strong, you can carry it, and you can … but not without cost. You start curating your own smallness, shaving the edges off your needs. Laughing at jokes that land like paper cuts, rearranging your day for a maybe. You turn your body into a waiting room: phone face-down, heart face-up, eyes on the door.


You begin performing for crumbs and calling it a meal. A story view becomes a sign, a ‘hey, sorry, been slammed’ feels like oxygen. You convince yourself that this is better than nothing … until you realise it’s costing you everything: your sleep, your self-respect, your intuition; the quiet animal inside that always knows. Always knew.


The ache of almost doesn’t take you out; it wears you down, dissolving you like sugar in hot tea.


If I’m a bit cooler, they’ll stay. If I explain better, they’ll understand. If I don’t ask for much, I’ll be safe.


You test both myths we’ve been sold. First, the Cool Girl who needs nothing, swallowing her feelings with her coffee and calling it peace. Then, the Emotionally Perfect Girl who shares everything on cue and calls it connection. Different costumes; same ache.


Because here’s the truth: ‘almost’ is a contract in which your worth is always on probation. You keep it only if you don’t need too much, if you carry both sides of the bridge, if you perform.


So you start editing yourself. Lighter, easier, smaller … and somehow heavier at the same time. Your mind becomes a control room of tiny levers: Don’t say that. Say it this way. Wait an hour. Wait two. Don’t look keen. Don’t look cold. Be available. Be chill. Be everything at once.


And still, you starve.


I know that hunger. The kind no podcast, pep talk or Notes app rule can touch. Don’t text first. Don’t double text. Be mysterious. Be transparent. You’ve tried both ends of the rope and burned your hands each time.


What if I told you that the problem was never your sensitivity, but your investment? You’ve been pouring sacred energy into leaky containers – people and patterns that cannot, or will not, hold it. You’ve been trained to treat your heart like a tip jar: optional, occasional, appreciated when convenient.


No more.


This book is an invitation to return to the woman beneath the strategies, the one who knows the difference between loving deeply and working overtime to be lovable. The one who can say ‘I want closeness’ without handing someone else the remote to her nervous system.


If you’ve lived in the ache of almost, you already have the raw material for this transformation. The attentiveness that once scanned every tone and timestamp? We’ll turn it inward, to create self-knowledge, self-soothing and self-trust. The devotion you lavished on inconsistency? We’ll re-home it in friendships, work and communities that reciprocate. The discipline you harnessed to perform ‘cool’? We’ll use it to protect your peace.


You don’t need to become a different person. You need to become the person you are when you stop bargaining. The woman who doesn’t audition, doesn’t beg safety from chaos. The woman who can let go without making it a war and receive without making it a debt.


The Unbothered Woman is not unfeeling; she just chooses what gets to move her. She knows what is hers to carry and what is absolutely not. Being unbothered is staying soft in the places that make you luminous, and firm in the places that keep you whole.


There will be moments as you read when your old wiring tries to negotiate: maybe I can keep the crumbs and get the feast. That’s just the hum talking.


For now, take a breath, hand on chest, hand on belly. Feel the rise and fall … the proof of life you don’t have to earn.


You were never meant to survive on almost, you deserve a life that doesn’t ask you to disappear to keep it. You were built for steady love.


The hum won’t like what comes next. You will.
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the science of holding on




Reframe neediness and overthinking as survival wiring (not character flaws) and show how understanding the science frees you from shame.




Women are living in a cultural tug of war.


On one side is Emily, an Emotional Oracle. She’s all about full transparency. She journals her feelings, names them out loud and believes that love is built on radical self-expression. She’s the woman on a yoga retreat who will tell you exactly what her heart is doing in this moment, even if it’s mid-conversation at the juice bar. She’s open, but she’s also asking others to hold what she hasn’t yet learned to hold herself. Men seem to respect her emotional clarity at first, but her constant emotional broadcasting can feel less like connection and more like handing someone else the remote control to her inner world.


On the other side is Amanda, the Cool Girl. She’s effortless, or at least she makes it look that way. She eats whatever she wants, somehow wakes up with abs and never flinches when her boyfriend flirts with the waitress. She laughs at everything, needs nothing and never, ever gets rattled. Amanda doesn’t just play it cool, she is cool … or so the story goes. In reality, the Cool Girl who gets the guy, the job and the invite is a character we’ve been sold through a highlight reel. That effortless girl is only part of a whole woman who would never disclose how much she edits out to keep the image intact.


We’re sold a false choice: Emily’s constant truth-telling or Amanda’s effortless cool, both incomplete women stuffed into a mould.


The sweet spot is the Unbothered Woman, the one you’re here to become. She holds both ends of the rope and stays whole. She has Emily’s emotional fluency but keeps her own regulation. She carries Amanda’s quiet magnetism without the armour. Real, rooted and radically honest, she knows expression isn’t a spill and cool isn’t the absence of need. She is where detachment lives, not cold or clingy, but a calm certainty that she can stand squarely in her own life and feel fully.


Attachment theory


Your patterns are not proof you are broken, but proof that you adapted. What once kept you alive can become your superpower, and if you learn to steer it, your nervous system will stop behaving like a runaway train and turn into a loyal GPS that can point you toward love that nourishes you.


Part of steering is understanding attachment theory, and not the Instagram version, but the real, decades-long research on how humans bond.


From the 1950s, Dr Harry Harlow’s rhesus monkey experiments flipped our idea of bonding. Baby monkeys were offered two surrogate mothers, one wire mother that provided milk and one soft cloth mother that provided no food. They clung to the cloth mother every time, seeking comfort, safety and connection. These were not bonus extras, but essential for survival.


Dr John Bowlby founded the idea of attachment theory, how the first bond between caregiver and child shapes emotional security for life. Dr Mary Ainsworth furthered this theory, developing three categories of attachment style, with a fourth suggested by her student, Dr Mary Main:




	
Secure: comfortable with both closeness and independence. Trusts that people are generally there when needed.


	
Anxious: craves closeness, scans for loss and ramps into hypervigilance when connection feels uncertain. Think Emily when a reply is delayed.


	
Avoidant: protects independence, downplays needs and sidesteps emotional intimacy to avoid disappointment. Think Amanda keeping it low-maintenance.


	
Fearful–avoidant (also called disorganised): wants intimacy but fears it, swinging between pursuit and withdrawal, sometimes in the same relationship.





Each of these styles develops from what your younger self had to do to keep love close enough and pain survivable. If warmth and repair were mostly there, your body learned it could relax into secure attachment. If love felt unpredictable or conditional, it learned to cling and over-function; if big feelings were shut down or ignored, it learned to go quiet and cope alone; if the same person was both comforting and frightening, it sprinted in two directions at once. None of this is proof you’re broken … it’s proof your nervous system was doing its best with the hand it was dealt, and it’s exactly what we’re going to learn to rewire.


Playing the Cool Girl is exhausting for an anxious system, as you are trying to override a primal reflex with a performance. It’s like trying to meditate while someone holds your head under water.


Radical openness as the Emotional Oracle can backfire for the same reason. Instead of regulating your own alarm, you hand it to someone else and hope they will soothe it.


Disorganised attachment meant growing up with inconsistent love, so you didn’t just ‘get sensitive’; you got trained. Your nervous system learned to scan for threat, read micro-expressions like headlines and move quickly to keep the thread intact.


The resulting neediness, overthinking and wanting reassurance aren’t moral failings or flaws. They are intelligent adaptations to the environment you grew up in.


The Unbothered Woman recognises her adaptations but has developed a skillset to manage them. She keeps a hand on the alarm, feeling the surge, but responds from a place of assuredness. She does not spiral or outsource her safety. She can want closeness without gripping, and she can give space without pretending she does not care.


This is your first rewiring. Your body learned what it had to do to keep you safe, and it kept doing it long after the danger passed. The work now is to choose which parts of that strategy you want to keep and which parts you are ready to rewrite.




story


Growing up, I didn’t know the words ‘anxious attachment’, but I became Emily all the same. I thought good relationships meant constant tending, and making sure they knew exactly how I felt and I knew exactly how they felt. Communicate, clarify, check in, rinse and repeat. If closeness wobbled, I worked harder, always the emotional stage manager, cue cards in hand, making sure the show went on.


I was an immigrant child, moving from Russia to England with my mum in her early twenties. She was loving, my safest place, and also young and under pressure, building a life from scratch. So I became the perfect easy child, but endlessly adaptable. I could read a room in seconds, sense the mood before a word was spoken and contort myself into whatever shape was needed to keep the peace. I believed my value lived in smoothing the water, and if everyone was calm, I had done a good job. Over time, the hyper-attunement turned heavy, like carrying a violin under my chin all day in case someone wanted a song.


I told myself maybe Emily had it wrong, and the answer was Amanda. Amanda does not need anyone. She is composed. She keeps her feelings to herself, values independence, never risks being ‘too much’ … So I swung. I held my cards close, practised not caring and convinced myself that needing less would mean hurting less. It worked for a while, on paper. I said all the right breezy things. I was low-maintenance, busy and seemed unbothered. Inside, my body was doing star-jumps. The texts I didn’t send lived in my jaw, the questions I didn’t ask sat behind my ribs. I wasn’t living calm, only performing it. Amanda got me out of the flood, but she put me in concrete.


That is the problem with extremes; Emily puts you on call for everyone’s feelings. Amanda puts you on mute for your own. In both cases, you are still outsourcing power.


Then it finally clicked: I did not need a new performance. I needed a new position. Not the girl who manages every breeze or the girl who shuts every window. The woman who can open the window when it is warm, close it when it is cold and trust herself to know the difference.





This is where the Unbothered Woman begins. She can say what is true without turning it into a flood and she can hold what she feels without turning it into a wall. She lets closeness grow at a human pace and gives space without pretending she does not care. She stops working as the weather girl of the relationship and becomes the climate of her own life.


The Emotional Oracle’s constant pursuit will burn you out, while the Cool Girl’s self-protection will keep you isolated. I learned the hard way, so you don’t have to, that the healthiest place is the middle.


How does all this affect your romantic relationship? Well, if Emily is intricately attached, hyperaware, always checking in and always trying to connect, she often finds herself with a man like Jake: charming, magnetic and present … until he needs air. Then he pulls back into work, hobbies or needing to think. He has to breathe but, to Emily, it feels like abandonment.


Amanda may meet someone like Daniel: warm, expressive and craving closeness. Her body reads that closeness as a trap, so she withdraws, works longer hours or disappears into solo plans like her survival depends on it. To Daniel, this feels like rejection.


These pairings are not random; they are magnets. Anxious energy (Emily) is drawn to avoidant energy (Jake) because it feels familiar. Avoidant energy (Amanda) is drawn to someone emotionally available (Daniel) because there is a genuine desire for love, just not so close it burns.


And you can’t escape this pattern by ‘finding a different guy’. If you don’t become the version of you who can self-regulate, self-soothe and self-validate, you’ll keep ending up with the same energy in a different body. Different haircut, same dance: Emily chases, Jake retreats; Jake comes back, Emily softens. Amanda leans in just enough to keep Daniel hopeful, then pulls back when things feel too intense; Daniel reassures, gives more, then quietly starts to feel unwanted. The cycle feels like chemistry, but it’s just your nervous system stepping into the same old choreography.


But doesn’t it feel so exciting to chase Jake and glance at your phone every five seconds, like a lab rat waiting on drug-laced kibble? This is one of the cruellest tricks our bodies can play: making anxiety feel like chemistry. Your heart races and your thoughts tunnel in on one person as this electric cocktail of cortisol (stress) and dopamine (anticipation) courses through you.


If you grew up around unpredictable love, the kind where connection came in bursts, your nervous system learned to equate chaos with desire. Those ‘butterflies’ you get? Sometimes they’re not romance but your internal alarm bells dressed up in a ballgown.


Pop culture doesn’t help. We binge shows where couples break up every other episode, reuniting with a big, dramatic kiss; we playlist the ache and scroll the will-they/won’t-they posts. So when we meet someone inconsistent, we mistake that jolt for fate.


What’s really happening when someone’s attention is unpredictable is your brain releases dopamine when they show up and cortisol when they vanish. That is the same chemical cocktail that an addict receives when they get their hit of choice, and the roller-coaster is addictive. It’s why the person who replies once in a while can feel more ‘magnetic’ than the one who checks in every morning.


Here’s the part you need to hold on to: real love often feels calm. Steady. Grounded. It won’t give you the dizzying high but it also won’t drop you from the ceiling without warning. If you have only known chaos, calm can feel suspicious at first. You will probably call it boring, but that is your body detoxing from adrenaline, so stay with it. Let your nervous system learn steady: that warm, even presence is not absence of passion but evidence of love.


Trapped by the system


Not everything you are feeling is just your attachment style. You are not broken, and you are not imagining it. Modern dating is psychological warfare for an anxious brain. Apps, last-seen timestamps, read receipts, typing bubbles and breadcrumb posts are crack for your nervous system. The system runs on intermittent reinforcement, the same reward schedule that makes slot machines addictive. You get a high when they reply. Then silence. Cortisol spikes and your brain spirals: What did I say? Why are they not responding? Did I do something wrong? Just when you are done … ping. Relief floods your body. You are rewarded for staying hooked.


Your phone is training you to crave crumbs, like Pavlov’s dogs, but swap the bell for a typing bubble and the food for a dopamine hit. When you run anxious, that rush feels like proof you care, when it is simply chemistry created by withdrawal and reward. Even the most grounded woman will wobble in a system built to hijack bonding.


The Unbothered Woman knows the game. She does not feed the loop. She protects her nervous system like it is the most valuable thing she owns, because it is.


Most stress responses were installed long before your first phone or first date. They are your oldest software, built to keep you safe when safety was uncertain. In modern dating, they often look like this:




	
Fight: you pick a pointless argument or send a test text to regain control. ‘Why didn’t you like my post? Who were you with last night?’


	
Flight: you ghost at the first sign of real closeness. You call it protecting your peace; really, it is leaving before you can be left.


	
Freeze: in conflict you shut down. Words vanish, your chest tightens, you go still. The conversation stalls not because you do not care but because your body goes offline.


	
Fawn: you over-accommodate. You smooth their moods, agree to what you do not want, laugh off what hurts and shrink so you stay chosen.





None of these make you broken. They make you human. Long ago, your nervous system decided these were the safest moves. But what once kept you safe can now keep you stuck.


Living the change


You do not get through this by wrestling yourself into new behaviour. Therapy, journalling and all the ‘be confident’ advice can help, but this is not about pretending to be someone else. It is about changing who you believe you are.


I see you. I see your DMs, your stories, your tears in the bathroom. I know how hard it is to live as Emily, thinking your way to freedom, pouring your feelings into other people’s hands and letting them decide whether you feel whole today. And I see you Amandas, swinging the other way, swearing you’re ‘done with people’, untouchable, throwing up walls, sinking into numbness.


The magic lives in the middle, in becoming the Unbothered Woman. She’s the version of you who doesn’t have to perform restraint or fake cool. She’s not interested in chasing, convincing or controlling anyone. Her worth is an internal setting, not something she wins or loses based on someone else’s text, mood or attention. From that place, you don’t have to ‘get’ a healthy partner; you can choose one.


This not a trick you try on; it’s an identity you grow into. And once you do, you stop thinking, Don’t text him, don’t text him, because you’re too busy living a life so rich and self-aligned that the thought doesn’t even occur to you.


The Unbothered Woman is not ruled by reflex. She takes a breath before she hits send. She says, ‘I need a moment to think about that,’ instead of disappearing. She practises tiny, almost boring acts of self-honour until her body learns a new message: I am safe now. I can choose differently.


Healthy detachment is that choice, and you do not need to wait until every boundary is perfect or every trigger is healed. You get up and carry yourself as the woman who does not chase, does not plead and does not trade her peace for a ping. You stop managing the symptoms of your old self and begin embodying your new one. Detachment is life-changing because it moves the power back inside your body. You choose what gets to move you, what you answer and how you spend your care. From that centre, relationships shift, rooms read you differently and your life starts organising itself around your steadiness.




Exercises and reflection prompts


Reading gives you awareness. Doing gives you range. These prompts are not about fixing yourself. They are about practising a different way of responding, one that belongs to the woman you are becoming. You don’t need to do all of these exercises: one done properly is enough.


Picture the Unbothered Woman clearly. She might look like you on a good day. She might be a blend of women you admire. What matters is that she feels real enough that you can ask, without overthinking: What would she do here? Then you act on it accordingly.


Attachment snapshot


You don’t need a diagnosis. You need pattern recognition. Make a best guess at how you tend to attach in romantic situations. Anxious? Avoidant? Somewhere in between? There’s no prize for accuracy.


Now write three ways this shows up when you’re dating. Be specific. Do you overthink messages? Pull away when things feel close? Stay longer than you should? Try to secure certainty early?


Next, look beyond dating. Where does this same behaviour appear in friendships? At work? In your family?


Circle the one response that repeats across all three areas. That’s not a flaw. That’s your default. Awareness of the pattern is the beginning of choice.


The anxiety high


Think of the last time anxiety masqueraded as attraction. The buzzing phone. The delayed reply. The sudden rush of energy that made it hard to sit still.


Notice what happened in your body. Tight chest. Raised shoulders. Restless energy. Now notice what happened in your mind. What did I do wrong? Are they losing interest? How do I fix this?


Here’s the reframe: that rush was not chemistry. It was your internal alarm reacting to uncertainty and calling it desire. Write one sentence acknowledging that alarm, without judging it.


Thank you for trying to protect me.


Now write one boundary you will hold the next time that feeling hits. For example:


Next time my anxiety spikes, I will pause before sending another message.


Next time I feel that rush, I will ground myself before asking for reassurance.


This is how anxiety stops being a cue to chase and becomes a cue to come back to yourself.


Future self-audit


Imagine waking up tomorrow as the Unbothered Woman. Not a fantasy version. A realistic one. How does she treat her phone in the morning? How does she move through the first hour of her day? How does she respond to an unanswered text?


Write a short, ordinary day in her life. Then choose one small thing you can do today that brings you closer to her way of moving through the world.


Not a transformation. A shift. That’s enough.





How we walk out of this chapter


If you have felt like your emotions run the show, relationships dictate your worth and/or you swing between overinvesting and shutting down, you are not alone.


The Unbothered Woman is not someone out there you have to chase. She is you, minus the patterns that kept you in survival mode. We will build her together, one choice at a time.


You have me. You have these tools. And you have more strength than you know.
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why love feels like survival




Explore the deep biological and psychological reasons why love, rejection and connection feel like life or death, so that we can stop seeing our reactions as weakness and start seeing them as instinct.





Still in the Stone Age


We’ve got wi-fi, Uber Eats, AirPods and AI, but our nervous system is still living in the Stone Age. It was built for a world of twenty people around a fire, not twenty notifications lighting up your phone. Back then, the rhythm of life was predictable: sun-up, hunt, gather, sundown, repeat. You weren’t scrolling or waiting for a reply; you were scanning the horizon for food and predators. Your survival wasn’t a solo endeavour; it was a collective effort. Belonging to the group meant safety, and losing connection meant losing protection. Rejection by the group meant you were alone and vulnerable, fending for yourself in a dangerous world.


And that’s the part your body remembers. Evolution is slow, and your hardwiring hasn’t caught up. So when a partner pulls away today, doesn’t text back, goes cold, asks for space, your body doesn’t register it as a small, neutral moment. It reads it as danger. Exile. Death. Your chest tightens, your stomach drops, your mind starts running disaster drills because your body is convinced you’ve been left to fend off lions alone.


That’s why ‘space’ can feel unbearable. Your system can’t tell the difference between your boyfriend ignoring your message and your tribe leaving you behind on the savannah. When someone you love goes quiet, why does it feel like you’re losing oxygen? Why does silence feel like danger? Because for your ancestors, silence was danger. No footsteps, no voices, no fire crackling beside you meant you were exposed.


So, no, you’re not crazy when you spiral over an unanswered text or your heart pounds at the thought of being left. You’re working on ancient wiring, connected to the survival code of every woman in history who had to make sure she stayed connected, because her life depended on it.


The biology of bonding


Falling in love isn’t just poetry, it’s chemistry – literally. When you connect with someone, your brain releases oxytocin (the bonding hormone) and dopamine (the reward chemical). Oxytocin is what makes you want to curl up in his hoodie and inhale it like oxygen. Dopamine is what keeps you checking your phone for the next ping, convinced that one text will fix everything. Together, they create that euphoric state we call chemistry. That’s why the early stages of love feel intoxicating. You can’t stop smiling, food tastes better and music suddenly has meaning. It’s not magic; it’s molecules.


The cruel flip side is that when that bond is threatened or broken, the cocktail goes toxic. Cortisol, the stress hormone, floods your system and your body reacts as if you’ve been hit by a car. Heart racing, appetite gone, sleep fractured. Brain imaging studies have shown that social rejection and heartbreak activate some of the same brain regions involved in physical pain (Eisenberger et al., 2003; Kross et al., 2011). That’s why heartbreak doesn’t just ‘hurt your feelings’; it hurts. To your brain, rejection might as well be a broken rib.


Emily feels this the hardest. She experiences the oxytocin flood as proof that love is forever, then crashes like it’s the end of the world when connection wobbles. Amanda does the opposite, telling herself she doesn’t care, that she’s ‘above it’, but her body betrays her too. She still gets the chemical spike; she just shoves it underground. Neither approach is freedom.


The Unbothered Woman feels the rush and the crash, but she doesn’t mistake it for truth. She understands the glow is a hormone surge, not destiny, and the ache is a stress response, not a sign she’s unworthy. When her heart is racing and her finger is hovering over her phone, she buys herself time: she breathes, names what she’s feeling, has a shower, moves her body, eats something, sleeps on it. She lets the wave move through her before she decides what a situation means. She starts reading her sensations as data – ‘my nervous system is triggered’ – instead of as a verdict – ‘this must be my person’ or ‘I must be the problem’.


Why rejection hurts more than it ‘should’


Humans are hardwired to seek belonging, which is why being ghosted, dumped or even accidentally left off the group chat can feel catastrophic. When he leaves your message on read or your friend forgets to invite you, your nervous system doesn’t go, ‘Annoying, but fine.’ It overreacts: ‘We are being ill-thought of by the tribe!’ Panic floods in. Obsessive thoughts loop. You feel like the world is ending.


Emily knows this spiral well. For her, rejection feels like suffocation. She’ll replay every text, every emoji, every pause in the conversation, hunting for clues as to what she did wrong. Her brain has done the survival math: If I lose him, I lose safety. Losing herself feels safer than the unknown alternative.


Amanda’s response looks calmer, but it’s just as primal. She tells herself she doesn’t care, rolls her eyes, moves on … but her body still registers the exile. She just copes by slamming the door first, cutting people off before they can cut her out. For her, this can look like replying slower and slower until the conversation dies, acting busy instead of saying she’s hurt, blocking or unfollowing after a conflict, or suddenly deciding a perfectly good relationship is ‘too much drama’ and walking away without really explaining why. She might lean harder into work, the gym, casual dating, or ‘I’m just not built for relationships’ jokes, while any part of her that feels rejected or scared gets pushed deeper underground.


I’ve been both. I’ve had days when being left on read hijacked my entire nervous system – like my body was convinced I’d been abandoned in the wild with no food, no fire and no tribe – and I’ve had seasons where I played it cool and convinced myself I was above rejection, when really I was just armouring up. Both left me exhausted.


Here’s the reframe: you’re not weak for spiralling when someone ignores you or for feeling like your chest is caving in after a break-up. You’re ancient. You’re coded. You’re carrying thousands of years of survival instincts that equated rejection with death.


The Unbothered Woman doesn’t shame herself for this. She sees it for what it is: software from another era running in the background. And once you see the code, you can start to rewrite it.



Intermittent reinforcement and emotional addiction



When attention shows up in bursts (hot/cold, close/distant, ‘good morning’ then silence), your brain gears up. Unpredictability pours lighter fluid on dopamine, so you start living for the tiny wins: a late-night You up?, a heart on your story, the typing bubble that pops up then disappears.


This is poker-machine love. Pull the lever; maybe you win, maybe you don’t. That ‘maybe’ is the hook. Your body learns to chase the hit, not the human, so you’re not in love so much as on a reward schedule.


Emily gets trapped here fast. Every breadcrumb feels like a banquet. He resurfaces, dopamine hits – ‘See, he does care!’ – then he disappears and she spirals, which only makes the next ping feel even more like oxygen. Amanda swears she’s above it. ‘I don’t do drama,’ she says, but watch her calendar. She’ll still rearrange her night for the guy who’s not that into her, because it feels familiar and familiarity masquerades as safe. If you grew up on inconsistent love – warmth some days, ice the next – guess what your body calls home? Exactly this. Chaos isn’t just exciting, it’s familiar.


I’ve fallen for it too. I used to label the jitters as ‘butterflies’, but it wasn’t fate, it was withdrawal (cortisol) and relief (dopamine) volleying in my nervous system. Not a soulmate, but a biochemical seesaw. Since diving deep into the art of detachment and making it a part of the fibre of my being, I cannot begin to tell you how these butterflies bore me … in fact, they annoy me. I open the window and let them fly out. Bye-bye, butterflies.


The Unbothered Woman spots the machine and steps away from the lever. She doesn’t bargain with crumbs or wait three days to ‘earn’ a hit. She opts out of the game entirely, refusing to gamble with her nervous system. She knows – and this was the game-changer for me – that butterflies and breadcrumbs leave you depleted.


Trauma responses masquerading as love


Here’s one of the most dangerous tricks your body can play: it can make trauma feel like attraction. If love in your childhood was conditional, unpredictable or tied to chaos, your nervous system didn’t just notice, it adapted and wired itself to that rhythm. Chaos has become familiar, uncertainty feels like desire and anxiety dresses itself up as chemistry.


So when you meet someone inconsistent – hot one day, distant the next – your body celebrates. It whispers, Yes. This is what love feels like. This is home. You don’t call it chaos; you call it fate. This is why Emily, our over-connector, will chase a Jake, who pulls back. The anxiety in her chest, the overthinking at 2 am, the hit of relief when he finally resurfaces … it all feels like passion. She mistakes survival mode for intimacy. And Amanda? For her, closeness feels dangerous. When Daniel leans in, offering warmth and consistency, her system panics. She calls it ‘too much’ or ‘smothering’. Both women are caught in the same loop: confusing old survival strategies for modern romance.


Here’s the revelation: the steady, grounded person who genuinely shows up for you will not feel like fireworks at first. They might even feel boring. But ‘boring’ is actually your body detoxing from the adrenaline rollercoaster. That calm presence you’re tempted to dismiss is actual love. This is where the magic happens.


The Unbothered Woman learns to sit in that stillness long enough for her nervous system to catch up. She doesn’t run back to the chaos because it’s familiar or numb herself to avoid closeness. She recognises: My body is wired for survival, not for love. But I can rewire it.




story


The text that hijacked her day


She was seeing a man with the very busy, very important vibe. Big job, board meetings that always ran late, on calls all day. Mysterious. Unavailable. Her nervous system sat up like, Ah, yes. This must be love.


They had a date pencilled for that evening. He had said, ‘Let’s do dinner after work.’ In her mind, that meant 7 pm. Did they confirm it properly? Not really. He tossed out the plan like it was obvious, and she clung to it like it was the event of the year.


By mid-afternoon, her phone was still silent. No Looking forward to tonight. No I will text when I leave the office. Nothing.


Her body went straight into survival mode. Stomach in knots, mind sprinting through scenarios and fingers hovering over her phone like she was trying to land a plane.


She drafted the casual-cool text. Hey, no worries if you are busy, just let me know about tonight. Delete. Too eager.


Lol I forgot what you look like, it has been so long. Delete. Trying too hard.


Might grab dinner with a friend if you are slammed. Delete. Passive aggressive.


Ten versions of ‘I do not care’ while secretly caring, each one an audition for Effortless Girlfriend.


Inside, her archetypes were at war. Emily was spiralling: Maybe he changed his mind. Maybe he is ghosting. Maybe he does not like me anymore. Amanda was pretending: Whatever, I am busy too while checking his stories every ten minutes. Overall, she was acting like her whole life depended on whether a man remembered dinner.


Hours ticked by. She could not focus on work. She could not eat. A friend texted about weekend plans and she replied, Sorry, cannot talk, waiting to find out if I have been abandoned on the savannah.


At 6:55 pm, her phone buzzed. See you soon. No Sorry for the late reply. No Can’t wait.


Her whole body unclenched and relief flooded in like a pardon. But by then, her nerves were fried. She felt like she had spent the entire day auditioning for his attention, trying to earn a seat at a table she had already been invited to.


Here is the shift. The Unbothered Woman does not audition. She does not sit in suspense for six hours to find out if she is worthy of a plate of pasta. If she has not heard from him that day, she sends a clean boundary: Hey, let’s raincheck. Tonight no longer works for me. Not as a game or punishment, but because her time, energy and sanity are valuable. She does not cling to half plans or chase crumbs.


When women practise this, it often feels like taking off a backpack they forgot they were wearing. And something interesting happens: plans get confirmed properly. Apologies appear. But more importantly, she stops feeling like she is stuck in a waiting room and starts feeling like she is back at the centre of her own life.


That is the shift. Rather than surviving the suspense, we opt out of it.





Are you auditioning or in your power?


Think about the last time you were waiting for a text, a call or a plan and run this quick gut-check.


Signs you are auditioning:




	
You draft ten different texts to nudge without looking like you are nudging.


	Your mood rises and falls with his reply.


	You re-read the last message five times, decoding tone like Shakespeare.


	You rehearse outfits, jokes or stories to seem cooler, sexier or more impressive.


	You avoid cancelling or rescheduling, even when the plan is shaky, because you fear losing your shot.





Signs you are in your power:




	If a plan feels half-baked, you clarify or suggest another time.


	You do not waste hours decoding. If he is unclear, you ask.


	You treat a date as a mutual vibe-check, not a proving ground.


	You can still enjoy your day if it is cancelled, because you don’t spend your life waiting to be chosen.





Auditioning isn’t a flaw, it’s a habit you learned when approval felt necessary. But you’re not in that room anymore. Each time you choose clarity over performance, something settles. You don’t need to announce that you’re done auditioning. Your behaviour will say it for you.




pocket mantra


I do not audition for love.




Shame keeps the cycle alive


The worst part isn’t the spiral itself but the shame that follows, when you label yourself ‘too sensitive’, ‘too needy’ or ‘too much’, stacking stress on stress. Instead of moving through the trigger, you start judging yourself for being triggered at all, which then keeps you in fight, flight, freeze or fawn. It’s not just the rejection that hurts but believing you’re broken for feeling it.
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