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I was diagnosed with ADHD early, the kind of early where adults nod knowingly and say things like, “Ah. That explains it.”

I was put on medication. It helps. Mostly with the brain fog—the feeling that my thoughts are wrapped in cotton wool, bumping into each other, never quite lining up.

I won’t walk you through every daily struggle. I don’t want to bore you. ADHD is already very good at that without my help.

So let me just say this: I am all over.

That’s usually how people describe me when they’re trying to be kind.

“I love her,” someone once said, lowering their voice as if I couldn’t hear. “But she’s... everywhere.”

Everywhere is accurate.

I start a sentence and forget how it ends. I open three tabs, then twenty. I walk into a room and stand there, staring, because whatever sent me there has quietly slipped out the back door of my mind. I interrupt—not because I think my thoughts are more important, but because if I don’t say them right now, they will vanish forever.

“Can you just... focus for a second?”  “I am focusing,” I say. And I mean it. It just doesn’t look like focus from the outside.

I know I’m a nuisance to the people who try to keep up with me. They try so hard. They listen. They nod. They ask questions. They remind me gently. Then less gently. Then not gently at all.

“How is it possible you forgot again?” “I don’t know,” I say. Because I don’t. I wish I did.

How could they possibly understand what goes on in my head? The constant noise. The jump cuts. The way thoughts don’t line up politely but arrive all at once, shoving each other like commuters at rush hour.

Why I do things that make no sense. Why I don’t do the things I absolutely meant to do.

They’ve learned, over time, not to blame me for things I genuinely can’t help. They’re better now. Kinder. More patient.

But I see the looks.

The quick glance at each other.  The shared sigh.  The silent message: She’s going off again.

I don’t blame them.

Some days, I watch myself from the outside and think, Oh no. Not you again. I don’t like myself very much either—not always. Not when I’ve disappointed someone. Not when I’ve missed something important. Not when I’m exhausted from trying to be a version of myself that fits more neatly into the world.

But this is the brain I have. This is how it works.

Fast, messy, loud, curious, scattered—and sometimes brilliant in ways I don’t even notice until later.

I’m learning to live with it. I’m learning to forgive myself a little sooner. And on good days, I even think: maybe “all over” isn’t the worst place to be.

*  *  *
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I had a few boyfriends.  You can probably imagine how that went.

In the beginning, they loved it.

“You’re so different,” they’d say, smiling like they’d discovered something rare.

“I never know what you’re going to say next.”  “You’re fun. You’re alive.”

They were drawn to my quirkiness. My enthusiasm. My all-over-the-place loveliness. I laughed loudly. I talked with my hands. I jumped from idea to idea and dragged them along for the ride. With me, nothing was ever dull—and for a while, that felt intoxicating.

At first.

But what’s charming in the beginning slowly changes its name.

Quirky becomes chaotic. Spontaneous becomes unreliable. Energetic becomes exhausting.

“Can you just slow down?” “Can you finish one thing?” “Why do you always make everything so complicated?”

I wasn’t trying to. I really wasn’t. I wanted to be easy. Calm. Predictable. I wanted to be the kind of woman who remembers birthdays, returns messages on time, doesn’t derail a quiet evening with a sudden emotional detour.

But I’m not her.

Sex helped. For a while. It always does.

It smoothed things over, brought us back together when words failed. It created closeness when patience ran thin. In bed, my intensity made sense. My restlessness became passion. My distracted mind focused, finally, on one thing.

“You’re amazing,” they’d whisper, and I’d think, See? This part of me works.

But sex can’t carry a relationship forever. Eventually, real life taps you on the shoulder. Bills. Plans. Routines. Repetition.

And that’s where I started to lose them.

They’d grow quieter. Less playful. More tired. I could feel it before they ever said anything—the way their sighs got heavier, the way they paused before responding, the way affection turned cautious.

Then came the talk. “I’m sorry,” they’d say, looking genuinely sad.

“It’s not that you’re bad.”  “I just... I can’t handle you.”

Handle you.

As if I were something fragile or volatile. Something that needed instructions.

I’d nod. I always nodded. What else could I do? Argue them into staying? Promise to be someone else? I already knew the truth they were circling around.

I am a lot.

Too much, sometimes.  Too fast.  Too scattered.  Too intense.

They didn’t leave because they stopped liking me. They left because liking me took more energy than they had. And I can’t really blame them for that.

Still, every goodbye carved the same quiet thought a little deeper into me:

If this is who I am... how could anyone ever stay?

*  *  *
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My doctor suggested group therapy. Said it might help—hearing myself reflected in other people, learning strategies, not feeling quite so alone in my head. That part turned out to be true. I picked up good tools. Small tricks. Ways to cope when my thoughts ran off like startled horses.

And then there was him.

The facilitator—calling him a “teacher” feels closer somehow—was a young man about my age. Calm. Grounded. The opposite of me in the way that felt instantly soothing. He spoke slowly, deliberately, like every word had passed a quality check before leaving his mouth.

We all liked him.  Some of the women adored him.

He knew it, of course. You could tell by the way he kept things gently professional, never encouraging, never cold either. He had that careful warmth people trust. The kind that makes you feel seen without being exposed.

If I’m honest, I didn’t keep coming only for the coping strategies.

I came for him.

After a few weeks—two sessions a week—I started to linger. Just a little. Packing my bag slowly. Pretending to reread my notes. Waiting until the room had emptied out and the noise of the others had faded down the hallway.

He noticed. I could tell.

Sometimes, during sessions, his eyes would rest on me for a fraction longer than necessary. Not inappropriate. Just... aware. As if he clocked the way I leaned forward when he spoke, or how my attention sharpened when he addressed me directly.

One afternoon, after everyone else had left, I stayed behind as usual. He stacked chairs. I hovered uselessly near the door.

“You don’t have to rush,” he said kindly. “Take your time.”

I smiled. “I always do.”

That made him smile too, quick and restrained.

“Did you want to talk about something?” he asked.
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