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So... Why Does Love Feel Like a Dumpster Fire?

Let’s be honest. Modern dating feels less like a romantic comedy and more like a chaotic social experiment where nobody knows the rules, the lab rats are drunk, and the scientist rage-quit three seasons ago. What used to be a slow, meaningful journey of connection has turned into a glitchy game of emotional pinball. Swipe, match, flirt, ghost. Repeat.

Somewhere along the way, “meeting someone” stopped being organic and started feeling like applying for a job you’re not sure you even want. You’re crafting a bio, optimizing your photos, worrying whether your face looks too eager or too dead inside, and then—if you’re lucky—you get the interview: a date where both of you pretend you’re not secretly googling “signs they’re emotionally available” mid-meal.

It’s exhausting. It’s absurd. And it’s happening to all of us. Whether you're single and searching, situationship-surfing, or post-breakup and emotionally hungover, chances are good you've had at least one moment where you stared at your phone and whispered, “What the actual f*ck?”

That’s what this book is about. Not just the romantic “WTFs” we all experience, but what happens after them. Because let’s face it—love, dating, sex, and connection have gotten weird. And by weird, I mean... alarmingly unserious. Somehow, we've been convinced that genuine intimacy is cringe, that wanting commitment makes us desperate, and that anyone who responds to a text too quickly is obviously unhinged.

We tell ourselves we're "just having fun" while crying into our boxed wine over someone who couldn't even spell our name right. We convince ourselves we’re chill, unbothered, and “not looking for anything serious,” while our Notes app is secretly full of future wedding hashtags and deeply unhinged draft texts we’ll never send. It’s fine. You’re not alone. This is the paradox of modern romance: we all want to be chosen, but nobody wants to admit they care.

This isn’t a book that’s going to tell you to delete all the apps, journal in the moonlight, and just “focus on self-love” until the universe drops a perfect partner into your lap. This is a book for people who are messy, complex, and maybe just a little tired of getting turned on by red flags. It’s for those of us who’ve hooked up hoping it would turn into something, only to be met with a disappearing act Houdini would envy. It’s for the ones who’ve thought, Maybe if I’m just cool enough, funny enough, hot enough, unavailable enough... they’ll finally want me.

Spoiler alert: they won’t. Not because you’re not worthy—but because real connection was never meant to be a performance.

We’re all carrying things. Old wounds. Attachment styles that read like horror movie plots. The voice in your head that sounds suspiciously like your ex. But under all that? A real desire to feel safe. Seen. Desired, yes—but also respected. Understood. Held. And that’s not weakness. That’s just... being human.

This book is a love letter to the ones who care too much, text back too fast, fall for potential, and keep trying anyway. It’s a field guide for dating in an era where ghosting is the norm, vulnerability feels illegal, and “Do you wanna come over?” is somehow a first date.

You don’t have to be perfect. You don’t have to pretend you’re not affected. You just have to be honest—with yourself first. That’s what From DTF to WTF is here to help you do. It’s not about shaming your past. It’s about understanding it, laughing at it a little, and deciding that maybe—just maybe—you deserve more than a hot body and a cold goodbye.

So, grab a drink, a blanket, or a flashlight for your emotional baggage. We’re going in. And this time, we’re rewriting the script—with clearer boundaries, better decisions, and fewer WTFs.
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Let’s talk about the foreplay of modern romance: thumb gymnastics. You’re lying in bed, blue light tanning your face like a sad little moon, thumb twitching like it has a purpose. You open the app—maybe Tinder, maybe Hinge, maybe that one you swore you'd delete after the last emotionally stunted DJ ghosted you. But here you are again. Swiping. Scrolling. Judging people’s faces like you’re casting a Netflix original where everyone needs to look emotionally unavailable but hot.

And then—ding! A match. A little burst of dopamine tickles your brain. You’re not just someone spiraling through your seventh rewatch of “The Office” with a questionable snack in hand. No. You are now a viable romantic candidate. A catch. A prize. You’re someone’s type. Someone out there looked at your filtered selfies and said, “Yes, I could emotionally damage this one.”

The conversation starts. There’s a little back-and-forth. You’re trading flirty quips, maybe one too many GIFs, and you're thinking, Okay, this could go somewhere... or at least to brunch. Hope peeks its little head out like a nervous prairie dog. Is this chemistry? Is this fate? Or is this just two bored adults with decent Wi-Fi and a healthy fear of intimacy?

Eventually, a date is proposed. It’s usually drinks, because nothing says “I’m serious about getting to know you” like ethanol-fueled small talk at a bar with music so loud you can’t tell if they’re saying they love dogs or hate kids. You show up dressed like you tried but not too hard, trying to strike that delicate balance between "effortlessly attractive" and "I swear I’m not unwell."

The date goes... fine. Maybe even good. There’s conversation. Laughter. Eye contact. You don’t hate them. They don’t talk about crypto or quote Joe Rogan. The bar is in hell, but hey, it’s been cleared. Maybe you make out. Maybe you go home together. Maybe you lie in bed next to this almost-stranger thinking, This feels like something. Or maybe you think, I hope they don't see the weird stuff on my bookshelf. Either way, you’re invested. Emotionally, hormonally, sometimes even logistically—because their cat already sat on your lap and now you feel weird about leaving.

Then comes the morning after. You text. Maybe they text back. Maybe they take three days and then send something vaguely charming like, “Sorry, been crazy busy lol.” And you, against your better judgment, ignore every cell in your body screaming NOPE and respond like the loyal little golden retriever your therapist keeps warning you about.

Thus begins the cycle. The emotional casino. You pull the lever (aka send the flirty text), hoping for a jackpot (a good morning message and clear interest), but mostly getting lemons. Three. In a row. Again. And again. But you're hooked on the maybe. The potential. The story you're writing in your head because their eye contact during sex was just intense enough to make you think, This could be something.

And that's the lie hookup culture sometimes whispers when it's feeling extra toxic: that you can turn sex into love if you just play it cool enough, hold back your feelings, and never, ever ask for what you actually want.

Here’s the thing: there’s nothing inherently wrong with casual sex. Sex is amazing. Sex is human. Sometimes it’s just what you need, and that’s valid. But when sex becomes a placeholder for emotional connection? When it’s a tool you’re using to feel wanted because deep down you’re terrified you’re unlovable? That’s not sex. That’s self-abandonment wearing a crop top.

We’ve gotten so good at pretending we’re okay with casual that we’ve forgotten to check in with the one person who actually matters in all this—you. Are you okay with this? Or are you hoping that by not asking for more, they’ll magically offer it?

Modern dating is full of plot twists and passive aggression. You can spend six weeks texting someone every day, sleeping with them semi-regularly, and still have no idea if you're dating or just starring in a rom-com they’re writing in their head where you’re the quirky barista they can’t commit to because of their childhood. It’s exhausting. It’s confusing. And yet—we keep coming back. Not because it’s fun (it rarely is), but because the chase has become the connection.

We’ve been taught to associate desire with distance. That if they make us feel anxious, they must be worth it. That if we’re left wondering where we stand, it must be because there’s something deeper beneath the surface. Spoiler: there’s not. If they wanted to show up, they would. If you have to decode their texts like they’re ancient runes, you’re not building a relationship—you’re solving a puzzle no one asked you to solve.

And here’s where the “funny but make it painful” truth hits: the thrill of the swipe isn’t really about the other person. It’s about how you feel being wanted. For a moment, it lights you up. Makes you feel chosen. Seen. Desired. But if you need someone else’s attention to feel that way, you’re not dating—you’re outsourcing your self-worth to strangers in your phone.

And that’s not sexy.

The good news? You don’t have to live in this loop forever. You don’t have to keep playing it cool when your heart wants to burn bright. You don’t have to keep pretending casual is working for you when it’s clearly not. You can want sex and clarity. Desire and respect. Fun and something that doesn’t leave you feeling like you just got hit by a truck named “Unmet Expectations.”

But first, you have to admit what you
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