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            "We are all just trying to become someone we can live with."-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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For the people who stayed,
for the people who left,
and for the versions of me that didn’t know the difference yet.
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“We are all just trying to become someone we can live with.”-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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I didn’t set out to write a book about love. I set out to understand why it keeps showing up in my life wearing different disguises—sometimes as a person, sometimes as a friendship, sometimes as silence that lasts too long.

These stories aren’t meant to be lessons, even though they sound like they are trying to be. They’re more like receipts I kept from moments I didn’t fully understand while I was living them. Some are about love. Some are about its absence. A few are just about me being dramatic at 2 a.m. and calling it emotional growth.

If there’s a pattern here, it’s that nothing stays fixed. Not people. Not feelings. Not the versions of ourselves we swear we’ll never outgrow.

I wrote this because I wanted to remember what it felt like before everything made sense in hindsight.
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Growing up doesn’t arrive with instructions. It arrives in fragments—late replies that hurt more than they should, friendships that fade without announcement, and moments where you realize you’ve been trying to be understood instead of actually understanding yourself.

This book is a collection of those fragments.

Each chapter is a small attempt to make sense of emotions that rarely behave logically: love that feels like urgency, friendships that stretch and snap without warning, jealousy disguised as indifference, and the strange relief of finally letting something end.

It’s not a guide. It’s not advice. It’s more like a map drawn after the journey, when the roads already look different than they did while you were walking them.

If anything, it’s proof that most of us are just improvising—and somehow, that still counts as living.
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1. Everything I Know About Falling 
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I didn’t used to think I fell too fast. I used to think I just felt things “deeply,” which is what people say when they want to make emotional instability sound like a personality trait instead of a pattern. Deep feels poetic. Too fast sounds like a warning label on a product you probably shouldn’t be using unsupervised.

It never starts like falling, though. That’s the trick. No one wakes up and says, “Today I will emotionally spiral over someone who has only replied ‘lol’ three times.” It starts smaller than that. Embarrassingly smaller. A conversation that doesn’t feel like effort. A laugh that arrives too easily. A message that makes you check your phone twice, not because it’s important, but because it felt slightly warmer than the rest of the day.

And that’s it. That’s the entry point. No drama. No thunder. Just a quiet shift in attention that you don’t notice until you’re already rearranging your emotional furniture around a person who has not agreed to move in.

I remember thinking, early on, that I was being normal about it. Which is always the first lie. I was being “casual,” which in my language means I was thinking about them more than I was thinking about sleep, hydration, or basic survival functions. But I told myself it didn’t mean anything yet. That I was just observing. That I was just “seeing where it goes,” which is another way of saying I had already emotionally boarded a train without checking the destination.

The person at the center of this particular episode of my life was not extraordinary in any cinematic sense. No slow-motion walk-ins, no tragic backstory revealed over coffee, no mysterious aura that justified emotional chaos. Worse. They were normal. Funny in a way that didn’t feel rehearsed. Easy to talk to. The kind of person who replies without making you feel like you’re interrupting something more important. Which, if you have even a slightly unregulated emotional system, is basically a trap.

At first, I didn’t even register it as anything. We talked like people talk when they are just occupying the same space in the world. Light conversations. Slightly longer replies than necessary. The kind of exchange that feels harmless because nothing has been named yet. And nothing unnamed can hurt you, or so I thought, which is hilarious in hindsight because unnamed things are usually the ones that destroy you the slowest.

Then I started noticing things I absolutely did not need to notice. The timing of replies. The tone shift between sentences. The difference between “hey” and “hey :)” like I was studying ancient emotional dialects. I became weirdly fluent in nothing. I could extract meaning from punctuation. I could feel distance in a lack of emoji. I could turn three words into a thesis on human connection and rejection.

It’s impressive, honestly, how quickly the brain becomes an unreliable narrator when it likes someone.

I told myself I was being rational. That I was just curious. That I wasn’t “invested,” a word I used so frequently it eventually stopped meaning anything. But then I started doing things like checking my phone with a frequency that suggested I was expecting urgent medical updates instead of a casual message from someone who, objectively, owed me nothing.

My friends noticed before I did. They always do. Friends are basically emotional CCTV footage you don’t want to review. One of them looked at me one day and said, “You’re doing that thing again,” in the same tone someone might use when pointing out a recurring structural flaw in a building.

“What thing?” I asked, already knowing.

“The thing where you start acting like you’re chill but you’re clearly building an entire imaginary relationship off one conversation.”

I denied it immediately. Not because it was false, but because it was too early in the collapse to admit anything. I said I was just “vibing,” which is a word people use when they are actively refusing to define their own emotional state.

But the truth was I had already started assigning meaning to everything. A delayed reply became distance. A quick reply became hope. A neutral tone became mystery. I was not communicating with a person anymore. I was interpreting signals like I was in some kind of emotional escape room designed by my own imagination.

And the worst part is how good it felt at first. That early stage is addictive. Everything is possibility. Nothing is confirmed, which means everything can still be anything. You’re not dealing with reality yet, you’re dealing with potential, and potential is extremely flattering because it always reflects you back at your most hopeful self.

I started becoming a slightly different version of me. Not dramatically different. Just... adjusted. Softer in some places. More available in others. I found myself saying yes to things I would have normally overthought into oblivion. I became someone who checked their phone during conversations, which I previously considered a character flaw in other people.

It’s funny how quickly your standards shift when you think something might turn into a story.

There was a moment, I remember it clearly, where I caught myself rereading a conversation. Not because it was meaningful in any real sense, but because I was trying to locate subtext that I had already decided must exist. That’s when I realized I wasn’t interacting anymore. I was decoding. And decoding is dangerous when there is no actual code.

The emotional intensity increased quietly. That’s the thing about falling too fast. It doesn’t announce itself. It just slowly takes over your internal weather system until your mood is no longer your own. It’s dependent on external signals that you have no control over and far too much interest in.

And then came the shift. It was not dramatic. No confrontation. No big emotional speech. No clear ending that I could neatly store in the “closure” folder of my brain. Just less. Less consistency. Less immediacy. Less of the small interactions that had started to feel disproportionately important.

At first I told myself I was imagining it. That I was overthinking. Overthinking is the emotional equivalent of telling yourself the house isn’t on fire because you don’t see flames yet, just smoke and increasing heat and a vague sense of panic.

I started analyzing more. Obviously. If something feels uncertain, the correct response is always to analyze it to death. I reread messages like they contained hidden instructions. I studied timing patterns like I was preparing for an exam in emotional probability. I became briefly convinced that I could reverse-engineer meaning from silence.

I could not.

Silence is famously uncooperative.

What no one really tells you about this stage is how undramatic it is. There’s no explosion. Just erosion. You don’t lose something all at once. You lose it in increments so small you keep convincing yourself nothing is happening at all.

I remember one evening sitting with my phone face down on the table, waiting for something I didn’t want to admit I was waiting for. And then realizing I had been doing that for days. Waiting. Not actively, but in the background of everything. Like a tab left open in your brain that drains battery without warning you.

And then, one day, I didn’t check it as often. Not because I had made a decision, but because my attention had started to shift elsewhere. That’s the strange part. People imagine letting go as an act of strength. Sometimes it’s just exhaustion. Sometimes your brain simply decides it is no longer interested in producing the same emotional noise for no return.

It didn’t feel like closure. It felt like quiet reduction.

Afterwards, I tried to make sense of it, because that’s what I do with things that don’t arrive with clear endings. I told myself I had learned something. I probably had, although learning is a generous word for slowly becoming slightly less naive in one specific direction.

If I had to summarize what I know now about falling too fast, it would be this: it’s not really about love. It’s about speed. The speed at which your imagination outruns reality. The speed at which you assign meaning to people who are still in the process of revealing themselves. The speed at which you decide something is significant before it has had time to become anything at all.

I used to think intensity was proof of truth. Now I think intensity is just intensity. It doesn’t guarantee depth. It doesn’t guarantee connection. Sometimes it just means your brain got bored and decided to create a situation.

There are still moments when I feel that familiar pull. That sudden, slightly irrational interest in someone new, that urge to make something out of very little evidence. But now there is a pause. Not always strong enough to stop me, but strong enough to make me notice what is happening while it is happening.

And noticing changes things. Not immediately. Not dramatically. But enough to create distance between feeling and action, which is probably the closest thing to emotional maturity I have managed so far.

I still don’t think I’ve stopped falling too fast. I think I’ve just started recognizing the fall while it’s happening. Which, honestly, feels like progress, even if it’s the kind of progress that doesn’t look impressive in photos or make for good stories at parties.

But maybe that’s the real shift. Not learning how to stop falling. Just learning how to understand the fall while you’re still mid-air, pretending for a moment that you’re in control of the direction, even when gravity has already decided otherwise.
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2. Learning the difference the hard way.
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I used to think love would arrive with a kind of certainty that made everything else in my life feel slightly embarrassing in comparison. Like I would just know. Like there would be a moment of emotional clarity so strong it would make all my previous confusion feel like a rough draft I could laugh at later. Instead, what I kept getting was intensity. Loud, convincing, exhausting intensity that felt like meaning, even when it was just my brain being overenthusiastic about ambiguity.

The first time I mistook intensity for love, I didn’t even have the vocabulary to question it. I just assumed that if something made me feel that awake, that preoccupied, that slightly unwell in a romantic way, then it must be important. I didn’t realize that anxiety and affection can wear the same outfit if you don’t look closely enough.

It started the way most of my questionable emotional decisions start: casually. Too casually, in hindsight. There was a person who entered my life not like a storm but like background music I didn’t notice at first and then suddenly couldn’t ignore. Nothing dramatic. Just conversation. Easy conversation. The kind that makes you think, “Oh, this is nice,” which is the first step toward completely losing your emotional balance.

At the beginning, I was still in control. Or at least I told myself I was. I was functioning, sleeping, replying to messages at socially acceptable intervals. I had hobbies. I had a life that did not revolve around another person’s punctuation choices. But then something shifted, as it always does, and I started noticing things I absolutely did not need to notice. The timing of replies. The tone of “hey.” The difference between “okay” and “okay :)” as if these were sacred emotional codes I had been chosen to decode.

I began to feel busy in my own mind. Not in a productive way. In a constantly distracted, slightly buzzing way. Like my thoughts had started running in the background of everything else I was doing. I would be mid-conversation with someone else and still have a parallel thread running: did they reply yet, what did that last message mean, was that emoji intentional, was I overthinking or just correctly thinking in advance.

I told myself it was nothing. That I was just “excited about a new connection,” which is what you say when you want to sound emotionally stable while actively spiraling. My friends noticed before I did, of course. Friends always notice. They don’t even need evidence. They just look at you once and go, “Oh no, you’ve started again.”

“You’re doing the thing,” one of them said over coffee, stirring sugar like they were stirring fate.

“What thing?” I asked, already defensive.

“The thing where you pretend you’re chill but you’re clearly building an entire emotional future based on three conversations and a slightly warm tone.”

I laughed, because denial is socially easier than honesty. “That’s not true.”

They didn’t even argue. That’s how you know you’re bad at hiding it. When people don’t argue, they just observe you like you’re a familiar disaster they’ve seen before.

And I really did think I was being normal about it. I thought intensity meant something important was happening. That if I felt this strongly, this quickly, then it must be real. I didn’t yet understand that intensity is not a measure of truth. It’s just volume. And volume can come from anything—love, fear, insecurity, boredom, imagination. My mistake was assuming all loud feelings were meaningful ones.

The person at the center of this emotional situation was not extraordinary in any cinematic sense. There were no grand gestures, no tragic backstory revealed under rainfall, no slow-motion eye contact across a crowded room. It was worse than that. It was ordinary. And ordinary things are dangerous because they don’t warn you. They just quietly become important while you’re not paying attention.

We talked. We laughed. We built something that didn’t have a name, which is always the most unstable kind of thing to build. I started associating their presence with a kind of emotional elevation. Like I was slightly more alive when they were around. Slightly more interesting. Slightly more me, but upgraded. Which is, in hindsight, a terrifying thought, because it means I had already started outsourcing my sense of self to someone who hadn’t agreed to carry it.

I began to wait. Not dramatically. Not in an obvious way. Just small waits. Phone checks that I pretended were casual. Moments of distraction where I was physically present but mentally hovering near a notification that might or might not arrive. I told myself this was normal. Everyone waits for messages. Everyone gets a bit excited. But there is a difference between anticipation and dependency, and I had started living somewhere in between without realizing it.

The intensity grew quietly, like something leaking into the room without anyone opening a door. It wasn’t just that I liked them. It was that I started to feel like I needed the feeling of them liking me back in order to regulate my own emotional weather. That’s the part nobody tells you about this stage. You don’t just like the person. You start using them as a mirror to measure your own worth, your own desirability, your own emotional safety.

And mirrors are not meant to be people.

I remember one evening very clearly, because nothing dramatic happened in it, which is why it stuck. I was sitting somewhere completely normal, doing something completely normal, and still feeling completely not normal inside. My phone was face down on the table, and I was trying very hard not to look at it, which is basically the emotional equivalent of holding your breath and calling it peace.

When I finally did check it, there was a message. Nothing special. Just a reply. But my brain reacted like it had been given oxygen after drowning. That’s when I should have noticed. That reaction was not proportional. It was not healthy excitement. It was relief. And relief means something has been taken away from you without your consent and briefly returned.

That’s when intensity started to disguise itself as love more convincingly.

Because love, I thought, is supposed to feel like this. Right? The preoccupation. The warmth. The urgency. The way someone occupies your thoughts without permission. I had seen enough films, read enough half-understood quotes, listened to enough songs about obsession disguised as romance to believe that emotional instability was just part of the package.

But intensity is deceptive. Intensity does not ask if it is good for you. It just asks if you can feel it more. Love, I think now, is quieter than that. Less theatrical. Less urgent. It doesn’t make you feel like you’re constantly on the edge of something. It makes you feel like you can stand still.

I did not know that yet.

What I knew was how to interpret inconsistency as mystery, and mystery as depth.

And then came the shift, which was not really a shift but a gradual reduction. Less attention. Longer gaps. Slight emotional distance that could still be explained away if I wanted to protect my narrative. And I did want to protect it. Because admitting that something is fading is harder than pretending it’s just temporarily busy.

So I adapted. I overthought more. I analyzed more. I became slightly more strategic in my responses, as if emotional clarity could be restored through careful timing and well-placed messages. I was trying to recreate intensity because I had mistaken it for connection, and now that it was disappearing, I thought I had to fix it.

That’s another thing I understand now. You can’t fix someone’s absence by increasing your presence.

But I tried anyway.

And the worst part is how normal it all still looked from the outside. I was functioning. I was laughing with friends. I was doing all the things a person is supposed to do while internally refreshing a conversation like it was a lifeline. That’s what makes this kind of experience so isolating. Nothing looks wrong enough to justify how wrong it feels.

Eventually, something in me got tired. Not wise. Not enlightened. Just tired. Tired of interpreting silence. Tired of building meaning out of fragments. Tired of waiting for emotional certainty to arrive in a situation that had never promised it.

One day I noticed I had stopped checking my phone as often. Not because I had decided to stop. But because the expectation had slowly lost its grip. That’s how it ends most of the time. Not with closure. Not with explanation. Just with attention shifting somewhere else because it can’t sustain the same level of uncertainty forever.

There was no dramatic ending conversation. No final statement that neatly explained everything. Just less until it became nothing significant anymore. And at first I tried to turn that into a story. I tried to extract meaning. I tried to locate the lesson. Because we are taught that if something hurts, it must also teach.

But sometimes things just happen and then stop happening.

What I learned, eventually, is that intensity is not proof of love. It is often just proof of internal chaos finding an external target. Love, when it is real and not imagined or projected or accelerated, does not feel like constantly falling. It feels like sometimes standing still next to someone without needing to interpret every silence.

I still fall too fast sometimes. That hasn’t fully gone away. I still catch myself assigning meaning too quickly, building stories out of small gestures, turning potential into certainty before it has earned the right to exist. But now there is a pause. Not a cure. Not perfection. Just a pause.

A moment where I notice what is happening before I fully disappear into it.

And maybe that’s the difference I was always trying to find without knowing what I was looking for. Not learning how to stop feeling intensely. Just learning that intensity is not the same thing as love, even though it will always try to convince you otherwise when you’re not paying attention.
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3. The First Time My Heart Didn’t Bounce Back
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The first time my heart didn’t bounce back, I thought I had just forgotten how to feel things properly.

That sounds dramatic, but at the time I was convinced it was actually quite scientific. Like maybe something in me had temporarily misfired—an emotional glitch, a buffering error, a system reboot pending. I even Googled it once, not because I expected answers, but because I wanted confirmation that I was not, in fact, becoming a person who stays stuck on things.

There’s a very specific arrogance in believing you’ve always recovered before, so you will recover again, obviously, like emotional elasticity is just a personality trait you either have or don’t. I used to pride myself on bouncing back. I could romanticize, spiral, recover, and pretend I was fine all within a socially acceptable timeframe. I thought that was resilience.

It wasn’t resilience. It was speed.

And speed only feels like strength until something refuses to move with you.

It started, as everything always does, with something I refused to take seriously at first. A person. There is always a person. I met them in the kind of context that feels too normal to later justify emotional collapse over: mutual space, repeated proximity, conversations that began as logistical and somehow became... personal.

At first, I didn’t assign meaning. I was careful like that. Or at least I told myself I was. I had rules. Internal guidelines. Emotional boundaries I believed I enforced strictly, like a very disciplined administrator of my own life. I did not “catch feelings easily.” I did not “read into things.” I was, allegedly, extremely grounded.

This is the part where the universe usually laughs.

Because I didn’t fall suddenly. I didn’t even notice the falling happening. It was more like slowly stepping off something I didn’t realize was a ledge.

It began with attention. Not even intense attention. Just slightly consistent attention. The kind that makes you feel selected in a room full of noise, even if you are not actually being selected for anything meaningful.

There were conversations that didn’t feel like effort. That was the first trap. Effortless conversation is dangerous because it feels like compatibility instead of coincidence. I started looking forward to it in a way I tried very hard not to name. Because naming things makes them real, and I was still under the impression I could exit whenever I wanted.

I could not.

There was a day I remember very clearly, although nothing significant happened in it. That’s usually how the important days work—they disguise themselves as nothing. We were talking, and they said something that made me laugh in a way that felt slightly delayed, like my reaction arrived a fraction of a second after my brain had already decided it mattered.

I remember thinking, very casually, “Oh. This is going to become something.”

Not is.

Not even might be.

Going to.

That should have been my warning. But I was already starting to confuse prediction with inevitability.

After that, everything became slightly louder in my head. Not externally. Externally, life continued normally. I went places. I met people. I functioned. But internally, there was a new background process running constantly, draining attention in ways I didn’t yet understand.

I started doing that thing where you check your phone even when you are not waiting for anything specific, just in case reality has changed its mind in the last two minutes. I told myself I was not waiting. I told myself I was just... available.

Availability is a lie you tell yourself when you don’t want to admit anticipation.

My friends noticed before I did. Friends always notice. They are like emotional weather stations with no optimism filter.

“You’re doing it again,” one of them said while I was mid-story about something completely unrelated.

“Doing what?”

“That thing where you pretend you’re not emotionally invested but you’ve already mentally rearranged your schedule around a person who hasn’t even confirmed they’re staying.”

I laughed too quickly. That is always step one of denial.

“I’m not doing anything.”

Pause.

“I’m literally just talking to them.”

They looked at me like they had seen this version of me before, and unfortunately, they had.

The thing about falling too fast is that it doesn’t feel fast while it’s happening. It feels right. Or at least it feels aligned, which is a very dangerous word because it suggests the universe is involved in your emotional decisions.

What was actually happening was simpler and more embarrassing: I was building meaning out of fragments.

A message sent slightly earlier than usual became significance. A delay became distance. A casual “haha” became emotional tone analysis material. I was no longer interacting with a person. I was interacting with patterns I had invented.

And I was deeply invested in those patterns behaving consistently.

They did not.

There was a shift at some point, although no one announced it. No dramatic conversation. No clean ending. Just reduction.

Less frequency. Less immediacy. Less of the small, harmless interactions that had quietly become structurally important to my emotional state.

At first, I did what most people do when reality becomes inconvenient: I denied it. Not in a loud way. In a quiet, strategic way.

Maybe they’re busy.

Maybe I’m overthinking.

Maybe this is normal.

“Maybe” is the emotional equivalent of staying in a room that is clearly on fire because you haven’t yet confirmed the smoke is real.

So I adapted. I became slightly more patient, which is another way of saying I became slightly more anxious but better at hiding it. I stopped initiating as much. I started observing more. I started, without meaning to, studying the shape of absence.

Absence has texture when you’re paying attention to it.

It becomes noticeable in gaps. In timing. In tone shifts that are so subtle you would miss them if you weren’t already looking too closely.

And I was always looking too closely.

This is the part where I wish I could say I confronted it. Or expressed myself clearly. Or behaved like a person with emotional regulation skills.

I did not.

I spiraled internally with impressive dedication and absolutely no external productivity. I reread conversations like they contained hidden instructions. I analyzed silence like it was a language I should have learned earlier. I tried to reverse-engineer what had changed, as if emotional distance is a puzzle you can solve if you just think hard enough.

You cannot.

People do not become distant because you failed a test. There is no test.

But try telling that to a brain that is desperate to turn uncertainty into something controllable.

Eventually, something inside me got tired. Not wise. Not enlightened. Just tired in the way a phone gets tired when too many apps are running in the background.

And one day I noticed I hadn’t checked my phone in a while.

That sounds small, but it wasn’t.

It was the first crack in the loop.

Not because I had stopped caring. I hadn’t. Caring doesn’t switch off cleanly. It just stops receiving reinforcement. Like a habit losing its reward system.

I remember sitting there, phone face down, and realizing I wasn’t waiting anymore in the same way. Not because I had accepted anything. But because my mind had started reallocating energy elsewhere without asking for permission.

That was new.

Before that, everything I had felt had bounced back eventually. Breakups, disappointments, misunderstandings, small emotional injuries that healed quickly enough for me to convince myself I was resilient rather than just lucky.

This was different.

This one didn’t bounce.

It just... stayed.

Not painfully sharp. Not dramatic. Just present. Like a weight I kept forgetting I was carrying until I tried to move too quickly.

I started noticing something strange: I didn’t miss them in a cinematic way. I didn’t lie awake crying into existential poetry. It was more subtle. I missed the version of myself that existed when there was still anticipation.

Because anticipation is addictive. It makes ordinary days feel charged with possibility. It makes you feel slightly more alive than you actually are.

And when that disappears, you are left with something quieter.

Not emptiness exactly.

More like neutrality that feels unfamiliar.

People don’t talk enough about that stage. The stage after intensity but before healing. The stage where nothing dramatic is happening but everything feels slightly recalibrated in a way you don’t fully understand yet.

I tried to explain it to a friend once and failed miserably.

“It just feels... flat,” I said.

They nodded like they understood, but I don’t think they did.

Because flat isn’t sadness. Flat is absence of spikes. It’s emotional terrain without peaks or crashes. And if you’ve lived on peaks and crashes for long enough, flat feels like something is missing even when nothing is wrong.

That’s when I realized something uncomfortable.

Maybe I hadn’t lost love.

Maybe I had lost intensity and mistaken it for love in the first place.

That thought didn’t arrive gently. It arrived like an interruption. Like someone turning on a light in a room you’ve been sitting in with your eyes closed for too long.

Because intensity is convincing. Intensity feels like proof. It makes you feel chosen by your own emotions.

But love, I started to suspect, might not actually feel like that.

Maybe love is less about being consumed and more about being understood without having to perform emotional extremity to earn presence.

I don’t know when the bounce actually stopped. There was no official moment. No clear ending where I could point and say, “There. That’s when it broke.”

It was more like noticing one day that I could think about them without my entire nervous system reacting.

That was the real shock.

Not that I stopped caring.

But that caring stopped controlling me.

I still think about it sometimes, not as a wound but as a reference point. The first time I realized my emotional system wasn’t as elastic as I assumed. The first time I learned that not everything returns to its original shape.

Some things don’t bounce back.

They just change form.

And maybe that’s what growing up actually is. Not becoming immune to feelings. Not becoming “better” at love in a clean, linear way. But slowly learning that intensity is not always instruction, and attachment is not always alignment, and just because something feels like it is taking over your life does not mean it belongs there.

I still fall too fast sometimes. That hasn’t gone away. But now there is a pause somewhere in me. Not always strong enough to stop it. But strong enough to notice it happening while it’s happening.

And noticing changes everything, even when nothing else does.
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4. When heartbreak stops being dramatic
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When heartbreak stops being dramatic and starts becoming real, it doesn’t announce itself. There’s no cinematic shift in lighting, no dramatic soundtrack, no moment where you suddenly clutch your chest and understand your life has changed shape. It’s quieter than that. It’s more insulting than that, honestly, because you spend so long expecting heartbreak to look like a scene from a film that when it finally arrives, it just looks like you sitting in the same chair, doing the same things, but slightly more tired inside.

I used to think heartbreak would be theatrical. That I would cry in a way that would at least feel narratively satisfying. That I would be the kind of person who writes long emotional paragraphs in notes apps at 2 a.m., deleting and rewriting sentences until they finally sound like pain with punctuation. And I did do some of that, of course, because I am not a robot, but the real heartbreak—the one that actually changes you—was nothing like that.

It started, as these things always do, with someone becoming slightly more important than they had any right to be. Not in a grand, romantic way. In a gradual, almost embarrassing way. Like when you slowly realize a song has been stuck in your head for three weeks and you don’t even remember when it started. There was a person. There is always a person. That’s the part nobody warns you about when you’re younger: your emotional life is not a series of rare events. It is just repeated exposure to people you are not prepared for.

At first, I told myself it wasn’t serious. I was very responsible about it, in the way people are responsible right before they lose control. I said things like “we’re just talking,” which is the emotional equivalent of standing in a burning room and insisting it’s just warm. I maintained my normal routines. I laughed with friends. I slept at reasonable hours. I functioned like a person who had absolutely no idea they were about to emotionally uninstall their stability.

But the thing about emotional attachment is that it doesn’t ask for permission. It just starts rearranging your priorities in the background while you’re busy thinking you’re still in charge. I started noticing small things. The way I checked my phone slightly more often than necessary. The way certain messages affected my mood more than they had any logical right to. The way I would reread conversations, not because I had forgotten them, but because I was trying to find hidden meaning in sentences that had no intention of being hidden.

I became, without realizing it, someone who believed in subtext more than reality.

And it’s funny, because nothing dramatic was happening externally. That’s what makes this stage so deceptive. There were no declarations. No fights. No defining moments. Just small interactions that slowly started to feel disproportionately important. A message sent slightly earlier than usual. A reply that felt warmer than expected. A delay that felt colder than it probably was. I began building an entire emotional weather system based on things that were never meant to be weather.

My friends noticed before I did, which is always humiliating but also inevitable. Friends are like emotional surveillance systems you didn’t consent to but desperately need.

“You’re doing it again,” one of them said over coffee, stirring their drink like they were stirring my denial.

“Doing what?” I asked, already defensive, which is usually the first clue that the accusation is correct.

“That thing where you pretend you’re chill but you’ve already emotionally moved into someone’s life without checking if they even offered you the lease.”

I laughed too quickly. “I’m not doing that.”

They didn’t argue. That’s how you know you’re in trouble. When people stop trying to convince you and just observe you like they’re waiting for the inevitable next episode.

The worst part is that I genuinely believed I was in control. I thought I was just “interested.” I thought I was just “seeing where it goes,” which is a phrase people use when they don’t want to admit they are already emotionally invested beyond repair. But I was not seeing where it went. I was actively constructing where it should go in my head and then getting disappointed when reality refused to follow my script.

That’s the thing nobody tells you about falling for someone: you are not falling for them. You are falling for your interpretation of them. And your interpretation is always slightly more romantic, slightly more forgiving, and significantly more dramatic than the actual human in front of you.

There was a point where I started waiting. Not dramatically. Not in a tragic, staring-out-of-the-window way. Just... quietly. Waiting for messages. Waiting for replies. Waiting for something that I never explicitly defined but somehow felt entitled to. And waiting, I’ve learned, is one of the most dangerous emotional states because it disguises itself as normal life. You are still functioning. You are still laughing. You are still existing. But underneath all of that, there is a constant low-level anticipation that starts to shape your entire emotional landscape.

I remember one evening very clearly because nothing happened in it. That’s how you know it mattered. I was just sitting there, doing something completely ordinary, and I realized I had checked my phone without noticing how many times I had already checked it. Not because I was expecting anything urgent. But because my brain had started associating this person with the possibility of something shifting at any moment.

That’s when it starts to become real.

Not when you realize you like someone.

But when your nervous system starts behaving like their attention is a renewable resource you have to monitor.

And then something shifted. Not dramatically. No confrontation. No big emotional rupture. Just less. Less consistency. Less immediacy. Less of the small interactions that had started to feel like emotional oxygen.

At first I rationalized it. I became very intelligent about it in the way people do when they are trying not to feel hurt. I said things like “they’re probably busy,” and “I’m overthinking,” and “this is normal,” which is the holy trinity of emotional avoidance.

But your body knows before your mind accepts it. That’s the betrayal of it. You can argue with logic all you want, but your nervous system does not care about your arguments. It just registers absence.

And absence is loud when you’ve gotten used to presence.

I started doing what I always do when I feel out of control emotionally: I tried to regain control by thinking harder. I analyzed messages. I studied timing patterns. I reread conversations like they contained encrypted emotional instructions I had somehow failed to decode correctly. I became convinced that if I could just understand it properly, I could fix it. Or at least explain it in a way that would make it hurt less.

But heartbreak doesn’t become less painful when you understand it. It just becomes more precise.

There was no dramatic ending. No closure conversation. No clear moment where everything snapped into place and made sense. That’s the part I didn’t expect when heartbreak stopped being dramatic. It doesn’t give you scenes. It gives you erosion.

Just less until it becomes nothing meaningful anymore.

And the weirdest part is how normal everything else continues to be. You still go to places. You still talk to people. You still function. You are just slightly displaced inside your own life, like someone moved your internal furniture and didn’t tell you where anything went.

I remember thinking at some point, very calmly, “So this is it. This is what it feels like when something just stops being part of your life without officially ending.”

And there was no emotional explosion. No breakdown. Just a very quiet adjustment inside me, like something recalibrating.

What surprised me most was not the sadness. I expected sadness. I had prepared for sadness. What I hadn’t prepared for was the dullness that followed. The strange emotional flatness where nothing felt particularly intense anymore in that direction, but nothing had fully healed either. It was like my emotional system had stopped broadcasting on that frequency and hadn’t decided what to replace it with yet.

People don’t talk enough about that stage. The post-drama silence. The absence of emotional noise that used to take up so much space. It’s not peace. It’s not closure. It’s just... absence of intensity. And if you’ve been living inside intensity, absence can feel like something is missing even when nothing is actually wrong.

That’s when I started realizing something uncomfortable. Maybe what I thought was love wasn’t love at all. Maybe it was just intensity that I had mistaken for meaning because it made me feel something constantly. Maybe love, real love, is not supposed to feel like emotional turbulence all the time. Maybe it’s not supposed to keep you guessing about your own stability.

But intensity is persuasive. Intensity makes you believe you are experiencing something important just because it is consuming a lot of your attention. And attention, unfortunately, is not the same thing as connection.

Over time, things softened. Not in a dramatic healing montage way. Just in a slow redistribution of focus. I started noticing other things again. Conversations that didn’t revolve around anticipation. Days that didn’t feel structured around waiting. Thoughts that weren’t constantly circling one absence.

I didn’t “get over it.” That phrase feels too clean. I just stopped feeding it attention until it stopped growing.

And somewhere in that quiet aftermath, I understood something I wish I had known earlier: heartbreak doesn’t always arrive as devastation. Sometimes it arrives as slow withdrawal from something you didn’t realize you were dependent on. And the real shift is not the moment it ends, but the moment you realize you can exist without constantly measuring your life against it.

I still think about it sometimes, not with longing, but with a kind of distant clarity. Like remembering a version of yourself who believed intensity was proof of love. And maybe that version wasn’t wrong exactly. Maybe it was just early. Maybe it just hadn’t learned yet that not everything that feels big is meant to stay.

Because heartbreak, when it stops being dramatic, stops being something you perform and starts being something you quietly integrate. It becomes less about what happened and more about what you stop expecting. And eventually, you realize you are not waiting anymore.

Not because you forced yourself not to.

But because something inside you finally stopped standing at the door.
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5. Why Some Goodbyes Don’t Feel Final
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I used to think goodbyes were supposed to be clean. You know, emotionally legible. A moment where something ends, you acknowledge it, maybe feel a bit cinematic about it, and then you move on like a well-edited character in a coming-of-age film. A tear, a nod, a bus driving away in slow motion, maybe a meaningful song swelling in the background that somehow understands your emotional arc better than you do.

Reality, unfortunately, is far less cooperative.

Real goodbyes don’t look like endings. They look like pauses that forgot to resume. They look like people slowly becoming less present until one day you realize you can’t remember the last time they were fully there. And the worst part is that nothing dramatic happens to justify it. No argument that explodes. No final conversation that neatly ties everything together. Just distance, wearing normal clothes, sitting next to you at dinner pretending it has always belonged there.

I learned this the way most people learn things they don’t want to understand: slowly, and then all at once, and then repeatedly in different forms until you stop pretending it’s new.

The first time I noticed it, I thought I was being dramatic. I always think I’m being dramatic at first. It’s my default defense mechanism against emotional reality. If I label something as “probably just me overthinking,” I get to postpone feeling it properly. So when someone important in my life started fading out in ways that were too subtle to call an event but too consistent to ignore, I told myself I was imagining it.

They were just busy. I was just sensitive. Life was just happening.

All very reasonable explanations, if you don’t look at them too closely.

But then something shifted, as it always does. Not in a dramatic way. Not in a way you can point at and say, “There. That’s when it happened.” It was more like noticing the volume had been slowly turned down on a song you didn’t realize you were still listening to. You don’t notice it immediately. You just gradually start leaning closer to hear what used to be obvious.

We still talked. Technically. But the texture changed. Replies came later. Conversations became shorter. The energy that used to feel effortless started to feel like something we were both slightly forgetting how to do.

And I did what I always do when something feels uncertain: I overanalyzed it into exhaustion.

I reread messages like they contained hidden emotional instructions. I studied tone like I was preparing for an exam I didn’t sign up for. I started noticing things that, in hindsight, were probably completely normal but felt like signs of something bigger because I was already emotionally invested in decoding a mystery that didn’t exist.

This is the part where I wish I could say I confronted it. Or communicated clearly. Or acted like a person with emotional maturity and boundaries. Instead
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