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The Soft Strength Series — Book 1

Dedication

For every woman who learned to love by earning it,
who waited to be chosen,
and who gave more than she ever received.

May this book be a hand on your back
as you walk yourself home
to a love that never asks you to shrink.

This is for your heart—
the one that survived,
the one that still hopes,
the one that deserves softness.

Author’s Note

The Soft Strength Series was created for women rebuilding themselves from the inside out—women who are healing from invisible wounds, reclaiming their self-worth, and learning to stand in their truth with gentleness rather than fear.

All three books in this series trace a journey that many women walk, often silently:

Book 1 — Soft Healing

Where we unlearn conditional love
and tend to the old wounds we once believed were our fault.

Book 2 — Soft Power

Where we rediscover our voice, begin trusting our emotions,
and learn that gentleness is not the enemy of strength,
but the foundation of it.

Book 3 — Soft Boundaries

Where we practice clarity, self-respect, and the courage to say “no”
in ways that honor our hearts rather than harden them.

Together, these books form a path—
from hurt to healing,
from shame to self-acceptance,
from silence to sovereignty,
from softness as survival to softness as power.

This series is not meant to teach you how to become someone new.
It is meant to guide you back to the woman you were always meant to be—
the woman underneath the conditioning,
underneath the guilt,
underneath the stories that told you to shrink.

The journey of soft strength is not loud.
It is not dramatic.
It is slow, tender, truthful,
and profoundly transformative.

Wherever you are as you open these pages—
exhausted, hopeful, grieving, awakening—
you are welcome here.

This is a safe space for your becoming.

There is a softness inside every woman that the world often misunderstands.
Some people call it weakness.
Some call it fragility.
Some try to reshape it, silence it, or demand that it behave more like strength as they define it.

But I have learned—through my own unraveling, my own heartbreaks, my own quiet awakenings—that softness is not the opposite of strength.
Softness is strength.
A strength that does not shout or threaten.
A strength that does not fracture under pressure.
A strength that bends, listens, feels, grieves, heals, and rises again—this time rooted more deeply than before.

I wrote these books for the women who have carried too much, felt too deeply, or blamed themselves for wanting tenderness in a world that rewards hardness.
For the women who have survived love that asked them to disappear.
For the women learning to choose themselves without apologizing.
For the women finding their voices after years of whispering.

If these words reach you in a moment of confusion, heartbreak, exhaustion, or quiet hope—I want you to know something:
You are not broken for feeling deeply.
You are not weak for wanting softness.
You are not late, behind, or failing.
You are in the process of returning to yourself.

And returning to yourself is one of the bravest acts a woman can do.

May these pages be a companion on that journey—gentle, steady, and honest.
Thank you for letting me walk with you for a while.

— Mira Solen
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The Illusion That Tastes Like Love

Ah, love. The very word can send ripples through our souls, can’t it? It conjures images of soft glances, laughter lingering in the air like the scent of freshly baked bread, and the feel of warm fingertips brushing against skin — a gentle reminder of our shared humanity. Yet deep within this sweet mirage lies an illusion, a false comfort we chase, mistaking its thrill for something more profound, something we can tether our hearts to.

Imagine this: You’re wrapped in the warmth of another’s embrace, your heart swells, swelling with all the promise that love can bloom. Yet, as the days turn to months, something begins to taste bitter beneath that sweetness. The laughter that echoed in the halls feels distant, and the warm gaze that once ignited your spirit flickers like a candle about to be snuffed out. It’s a bewildering realization, one that makes us question our worthiness of love’s embrace.

Perhaps you’ve danced with this notion, feeling that familiar weight in your chest, perhaps even the overwhelming temptation to dismiss these feelings as mere insecurities. You might think, “If I just love harder, maybe it will change. If I provide enough, surely it will reflect in their eyes.” But dear one, therein lies the tricky illusion — love is not a barter system, one where the return is dictated by the depths of our giving.

How easily we fall into a cycle where dependency masquerades as love, where we begin to see ourselves through the lens of another’s approval. It can feel intoxicating, can’t it? The way love wraps around us, like an ocean tide that carries us forth but also has the power to sweep us away. We become lost amidst the swirling current of emotions, clinging to the fleeting moments of joy while disregarding the weight of our own feelings.

Picture a scene: You’re at a gathering, laughter spilling like sunlight through tall glasses of wine. You’re telling stories, feeling buoyed by the energy of those around you. In that moment, it feels like love — community, connection, excitement. Yet, underneath, there lingers a disquiet, a longing for true acceptance. You glance outside where the moon hangs low, a silent witness, illuminating the night sky with its gentle glow. It begs you to reflect: is this light filling you up, or are you merely holding onto its reflection while your own darkness lies unaddressed?

Through conversation and shared moments, we often learn the language of love from the world around us. Romantic films, social media moments, even the whispers of fairytales shape our understanding of what love “should be.” We begin to construct a version of love that sparkles on the surface, lacking depth beneath the shine. It’s all too seductive, isn’t it? The kind that breeds longing yet leaves us empty, a beautifully wrapped gift filled with nothing but air.

In those moments of clarity, you may ask yourself: What does love truly taste like? If it were a flavor, would it be sweet like honey, or perhaps tangy like a fresh summer peach? So often, love can resemble something that’s meant to satisfy, yet leaves us wanting. Real love doesn’t thrive on the illusion of perfection — it’s messy, chaotic, and authentically raw in its essence.

The binding connections we forge can sometimes drag us deeper into the labyrinth of our own needs, blurring the lines between love and longing. When the curtain is pulled back, what’s revealed is often an unsettling truth: that we’ve been feeding off an illusion, mistaking it for nourishment. The feeling of being in love should leave us invigorated, not exhausted — a flame that lights the way rather than one that consumes all in its warmth.

Ask yourself: Have you found comfort in the illusion, believing it was love when it was merely a fleeting spark? It’s a brave step to confront this, to lay bare the moments you convinced yourself that something less than whole was enough. I remember a time when, like you, I held onto the crumbling edges of something that glittered. I sought solace in the mirage and ignored the hollow ache within. Can you recall a time when you brushed aside your instincts, paving the way for someone else’s happiness at the expense of your own?

The gentle letting go of this illusion can feel like a shedding of skin, painful yet necessary. It’s time for you to cradle your own heart, to honor its needs above the whims of another. Love should feel expansive; it should radiate warmth and authenticity like the first rays of dawn breaking through nighttime clouds. The sweetness you seek isn’t found by molding yourself into something for someone else but by grounding yourself in your own essence — your unfiltered beauty, your quiet strength.

As we journey through this exploration together, let’s bravely navigate these complexities, the intersections where love meets dependency and where our source of joy becomes twisted into obligation and sacrifice. You are not alone in this search. Love, real love, is about recognizing your own worth, embracing the scars of past betrayals, and allowing yourself to heal.

Take a moment now — close your eyes if you can, breathe deeply, and invite the light of awareness into your heart. What echoes reside there, whispering truths you’ve been too afraid to hear? In this space, I invite you to tune into your breath, allowing each inhale to pull you closer to the essence of what love truly means for you.

Imagine a soft dawn creeping into your consciousness, revealing a new path illuminated by self-acceptance and gentle authenticity. Love is not about a relentless pursuit of unyielding perfection or the chase of an idea but about the rich tapestry woven from our most vulnerable moments and our willingness to cherish our own hearts.

As we step forward together, remember that the journey is not about finding the right love in the world around you but nurturing the right love within you. You deserve that love — boundless, radiant, and true. Lean into this conviction; let it echo softly within your core and resonate outside into every corner of your existence.

So, dear one, remain curious. As you begin to see the illusion for what it is, remind yourself: you have the right to set your own standards, to choose authenticity over mere illusion, and to bask in the warm light of ever-present love — love that starts from within, gentle yet transformative, awakening the greatest version of yourself.

To the woman who finds herself grappling with the illusion, I urge you to take comfort in this truth: With each step you courageously take toward reconnecting with your own heart, you are sculpting a love that will be undeniably yours. Embrace this journey as it unfolds, and unfurl your wings to reclaim the radiant light that reflects from within.
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Chapter 1:
The Sugar Illusion
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Defining “Sugar-Coated Love” — when affection hides imbalance 

In the tender realm of love, we often find ourselves lured by a certain sweetness—a tantalizing allure that feels like a warm embrace but can sometimes conceal an underlying imbalance. This is what I call "sugar-coated love," the kind that sparkles like fairy dust yet leaves us craving nourishment on a deeper level. At first glance, it appears enchanting: a partner who showers us with affection, who whispers sweet nothings, and makes promises that sound like music. Yet behind this facade, the full spectrum of our emotional needs may remain unmet—a bittersweet truth that deserves our reflection.

Sugar-coated love often emerges from an innocent desire to please. Imagine two people, deeply enamored, wrapped in the soft glow of early romance. Each loving gesture seems imbued with affection; every word spoken carries a weight of tenderness. At this stage, love feels effortless, like a dance powered by the thrill of mutual admiration. But as we linger in this heady sweetness, it can be easy to overlook the subtle ways we might be losing ourselves within it.

Have you ever felt that tug in your heart when you're doing everything right in a relationship but still sense something is off? Like attempting to fill your cup from a well that has run dry? You find yourself sacrificing your own dreams and desires for the sake of harmony, convincing yourself that love should feel this good, always. Yet here is where imbalance often hides—underneath the sugar lies the viscous syrup of dependency, dwindling self-worth, and suppressed needs.

There are moments I'd like to share—fragile snippets from my own journey. In the shadows of my past, I became adept at slipping into the role of the “pleaser.” It felt comforting to keep the peace, to nurture my partner's desires while placing mine on a distant shelf, collecting dust. I was never more visible than in these moments, embracing delight in their smiles as if I could paint over my own dimmed reflections with their joy. But over time, I realized that this self-neglect carried a cost I hadn’t fully grasped.

Ask yourself: Are you truly seen in your relationship, or has your essence become intertwined with another’s ideal? Examine the moments when affection feels faintly conditional or when love seems to hang in a delicate balance dependent on behavior or performance. Think back to a time when warmth morphed into worry—an anxious cycle of needing validation rather than feeling secure in your worth. These are the whispers of sugar-coated love, tempting us to stay, even when we sense dissonance brewing beneath the surface.

Let’s explore this concept with greater clarity. When we view love through the lens of sugar, we often conflate affection with acceptance. The belief takes root that love is about perfect gestures rather than real connections. Our hearts want to cling to beautiful words and grandiose promises, yet it’s vital to remember that genuine love radiates from a foundation of honesty and mutual understanding.

Consider your own experiences. Has love brought you closer to your true self or distanced you from who you yearn to be? When affection feels like a smokescreen—like cotton candy spun from dreams—do you struggle to breathe beneath the fluff? In this delicate fabric, where disparity between want and need lies hidden amongst the threads, how do we take the steps needed to untangle our reality?

Imagine standing on a shoreline, the gentle waves lapping at your feet. The ocean’s depths signify your true emotions waiting to be explored, yet you’re often swept along by the tide of your partner’s preferences. Within that breathtaking beauty, it’s easy to lose touch with your own current, your own needs, trailing behind in the wake of another’s desires. This erasure, this quiet retreat into the shadows, breaks down the very foundation of connection.

To reframe this experience, let’s invite in self-awareness. There is power in recognizing when affection strays into imbalance. Picture a bloom struggling to reach the sun, its vibrant colors fading as it bends into the darkness. This may mimic the struggle for authenticity within our relationships. How often have we chosen to adorn ourselves in the sweetness of another’s affection, only to find that our own petals are wilting in diminished light?

Here, we must learn to illuminate our own needs, not only for ourselves but for our love. Instead of viewing vulnerability as an open wound, let’s
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The early signs: sweetness, attention, and subtle control
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Recognizing emotional hunger vs genuine care 
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Worksheet: Conditional Love Checklist



	Do you find yourself often questioning your worth within relationships? If you’ve ever felt that love is contingent upon proving yourself, pause for a moment. What does this reveal about the connections you’ve formed?


	Are there unspoken rules dictating your partner’s affection towards you? Perhaps it feels like a game, one where you must act in certain ways to receive love — like a child scrambling for approval. Reflect on moments when you felt love hinged on performance. How did that make you feel?


	Do you notice patterns of withdrawal or anger when you express your needs? Our worlds should be safe havens, where needs can be spoken and met with understanding, not fear. When did you last feel silenced?


	Is love often tied to tangible gifts or grand gestures? While beautiful, these can become conditions that overshadow the essence of connection. Can you recall moments when a simple act of kindness was more profound than anything monetary?


	In disagreements, do you often hear the phrase, "If you really loved me...” These words can seep like poison into the soul. Let’s challenge that notion together: love doesn’t come with stipulations. Reflect on a time when love was unconditional. What did that look like?
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