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What This Book Holds 

Unapologetically Single is the journey of a girl who becomes 

responsible at an early age due to life-altering circumstances and learns 

to build her life on her own terms. 

It is a journey shaped by loss, responsibility, and the quiet strength that 

comes from having no option but to move forward. 

In this book, I speak about what singlehood truly means in modern 

India—not as a label, but as a lived experience. I explore the freedom it 

brings, the pressure it carries, and the expectations that follow women 

who choose—or are forced—to stand on their own. 

I reflect on how women are raised, how we are conditioned to adjust, to 

compromise, and to fit into predefined roles—and how my own life 

moved beyond those expectations when responsibility came earlier than 

it should have. 

As the journey unfolds, I write about independence—not as a choice I 

proudly declared, but as a reality I grew into. Over time, that 

independence became strength. It shaped my decisions, my career, and 

my understanding of who I am. 

“Above all, be the heroine of your life, not the victim.” — Nora Ephron 

I also speak about the challenges that come with this strength—the 

judgments, the misunderstandings, and the quiet distance it can create in 

relationships, where independence is admired but not always accepted. 

This book is also an attempt to bridge that gap—to bring clarity to what 

independent women truly seek: not control, not validation, but respect 

and partnership. 

“A woman with a voice is, by definition, a strong woman.” — Melinda 

Gates 



In the end, this is not just a story about being single. 

It is about choosing peace over pressure, self-respect over expectation, 

and authenticity over approval. 

It is about living a life that feels complete—on your own terms. 

  



Preface 

This book was not written to challenge marriage, nor to promote 

singlehood as a superior path. It was written to explore a quieter, often 

overlooked truth—that fulfillment does not follow a single template, and 

that womanhood cannot be measured by one life outcome. 

For many women in India, independence is still viewed as a temporary 

phase rather than a legitimate way of life. Singlehood is often treated as 

an absence rather than a conscious state of being. Strength is admired, 

yet questioned. Autonomy is encouraged, yet closely monitored. These 

contradictions shape how women experience their choices, their 

relationships, and themselves. 

Over the years, I have observed how many women—particularly those 

who are independent—navigate admiration alongside judgment, 

capability alongside expectation, and freedom alongside scrutiny. I have 

also seen how men, often shaped by inherited roles, struggle to find 

language for partnership that does not rely on hierarchy or control. These 

observations, combined with lived experience, formed the foundation of 

this book. 

Unapologetically Single is a reflective journey through these realities. It 

examines how women are raised, how independence is formed, how 

relationships are negotiated, and how modern India is slowly redefining 

what fulfillment looks like. The chapters are not prescriptive; they do 

not offer rules or conclusions. Instead, they offer perspective—space to 

reflect, recognize, and reconsider. 

This book is written for women who are questioning inherited timelines, 

and for men who wish to understand evolving dynamics with empathy 

rather than defensiveness. It is for anyone who believes that dignity, 

respect, and inner alignment matter as much as—if not more than—

social approval. 



If this book prompts reflection rather than agreement, it has served its 

purpose. If it allows even one reader to feel less alone in their experience, 

it has achieved what it set out to do. 
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Chapter 1 

Introduction – The journey of Singlehood 

In modern India, singlehood is rarely seen as a complete phase of life. It 

is treated as an in-between state — something temporary, something 

waiting to be resolved. For women especially, being single is often 

viewed not as a choice, but as a question mark. A pause that makes 

people uncomfortable. A status that invites curiosity, concern, and 

unsolicited advice. 

From a very young age, most Indian women are introduced to an 

invisible timeline. Study well. Get a job. Get married. Settle down. 

Anything that falls outside this sequence is seen as delay, deviation or 

defiance. Singlehood, particularly beyond a certain age, is quietly 

labelled as failure — of adjustment, of compromise, or of fate. 

Yet, the reality of being single in today’s India is far more complex than 

this narrow narrative allows. 

Singlehood today exists at the intersection of freedom and pressure. On 

one hand, there is independence — financial control, decision-making 

power, mobility, and the ability to shape one’s own life without 

negotiation. On the other hand, there is constant scrutiny. Family 

concern disguised as care. Social judgment masked as curiosity. A 

persistent assumption that something must be missing. 

For many women, being single is not a rejection of relationships or 

marriage. It is simply the outcome of lived experiences, responsibilities, 

personal growth, loss, timing, or the refusal to settle for less than respect. 

It is often a space of self-discovery that society does not know how to 

acknowledge. 

Modern India celebrates women’s education, careers, and ambition — 

but only up to a point. Independence is applauded as long as it fits neatly 

within traditional structures. The moment a woman stands alone, 

comfortable and complete, the applause fades into suspicion. Questions 
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begin to surface. Why is she still single? Is she too strong? Too 

independent? Too opinionated? Too difficult? 

This contradiction defines the journey of singlehood for many women 

today. 

Being single comes with undeniable benefits. There is freedom to move, 

to travel, to choose, and to grow without constant compromise. There is 

clarity that comes from learning to rely on oneself. There is strength that 

develops quietly when decisions — emotional, financial, and personal 

— are made independently. There is peace in knowing oneself without 

roles or labels. 

But there are challenges too. Loneliness is real. So is social isolation at 

times. Festivals, weddings, and family gatherings can amplify the 

feeling of being different. Emotional labour does not disappear simply 

because one is independent. The expectation to always be strong can 

become exhausting. Society rarely allows single women the space to be 

vulnerable without judgment. 

This book does not romanticise singlehood, nor does it reject 

relationships. It acknowledges both the beauty and the burden of 

standing alone in a society that still measures women through 

partnership. It recognises that independence is not always chosen — 

sometimes it is inherited through circumstance, loss, or responsibility. 

And once learned, it cannot easily be undone. 

At its core, this book is about redefining womanhood beyond marital 

status. It is about recognising that a woman’s life does not begin with 

marriage, nor does it lose value in its absence. It is about understanding 

why many women today choose peace over pressure, self-respect over 

societal approval, and authenticity over expectation. 

The journey of singlehood is not linear. It is shaped by upbringing, 

responsibility, resilience, and self-awareness. To understand it fully, one 

must first understand how women are raised — the rules they inherit, the 

roles they are taught, and the expectations they are conditioned to carry. 

That story begins much earlier than adulthood. 

It begins at birth. 
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Chapter 2 

Growing Up as a Woman in Indian Society 

From Birth: Learning How to Be a Girl 

In India, a girl’s life does not begin with a blank page. 

It begins with expectations. 

From the moment she is born, she enters a world that has already decided 

who she should become. The instructions are rarely written down, but 

they are taught with remarkable consistency—through conversations, 

customs, praise, and warnings. 

A girl learns early how to sit, how to speak, how to dress, and most 

importantly, how to adjust. She learns that being liked is safer than being 

honest, that being agreeable is more valuable than being assertive. She 

learns that silence is often rewarded more than expression. 

These lessons are not always delivered harshly. Often, they come 

wrapped in concern and affection. 

“Be careful.” 

“Don’t talk back.” 

“Good girls don’t do that.” 

“Think about your future.” 

The future, of course, is almost always code for marriage. 

Even before she understands what marriage means, a girl understands 

that her life will eventually revolve around someone else’s comfort. Her 

own desires are optional—negotiable at best, dispensable at worst. 

I grew up absorbing these messages like background noise. They were 

everywhere, so constant that they felt normal. And yet, something in me 

always questioned them—not loudly, not rebelliously, but persistently. 
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Cultural Expectations: Womanhood in the 1980s and 1990s 

Growing up in India during the 1980s and 1990s meant living in a 

society caught between tradition and change. 

Women were encouraged to study—but were reminded not to outgrow 

men. They were told to be independent—but not too independent. 

Ambition was admired, as long as it did not interfere with family roles. 

The ideal woman was expected to balance contradictions with ease: 

· She should be educated but humble. 

· Strong yet submissive. 

· Modern yet traditional. 

· Independent yet dependent at the right moments. 

Marriage remained the central milestone around which everything else 

is expected to revolve. Education, career, and personal growth were 

valued—but always secondary. They were considered enhancements but 

not the core purpose. 

Girls were taught to prepare for life, not to design it. They learned 

adjustment before aspiration. Boys, meanwhile, were encouraged to 

explore, to make mistakes, and to claim ambition without apology. Their 

mistakes are often brushed aside as learning experiences. 

Girls, meanwhile, were trained for endurance. 

I watched women around me manage homes, careers, relationships, and 

expectations with remarkable strength yet rarely claim credit for it. This 

was the landscape in which my identity was forming, until life 

intervened in a way that changed everything. 

 

  



[5] 

Losing My Father and Brother: When Life Rewrites the 

Script 

There are moments in life that divide everything into before and after. 

Losing my father and brother at a young age was one such moment. 

In Indian society, fathers and brothers are often seen as protectors, 

decision-makers, and representatives of authority. Their presence offers 

a kind of social insulation. When that presence disappears, the world 

looks at you differently. 

Suddenly, I was no longer just a daughter or sister. I was expected to fill 

gaps that had never been meant for me—at least not according to 

tradition. 

There was grief—deep, consuming, and permanent. But grief does not 

pause responsibilities. It does not wait for healing. 

Life demanded that I step forward. 

Decisions had to be made. Responsibilities had to be handled. 

Conversations that were once deferred to male family members now 

landed on my shoulders. 

No one asked if I was ready. 

I learned quickly that society’s expectations of women do not adjust for 

circumstance. You are still expected to be polite, respectful, and 

composed—while carrying burdens that are anything but gentle. 

That was the beginning of my transformation—not by choice, but by 

necessity. 

 

Growing Up Faster Than Planned 

When girls lose protection early, they often lose something else along 

with it—the luxury of growing slowly. 

I became responsible before I became carefree. Practical before I 

became playful. A problem-solver before I fully understood myself. 



[6] 

I learned to manage situations, people, and systems that many women 

my age were shielded from. I learned to speak with confidence because 

hesitation was costly for me. I learned to stand my ground because there 

was no one else to do it for me. 

Strength became my survival skill. 

But growing up fast has its price. 

There was no space to be unsure. No room to fall apart. Vulnerability 

felt risky, even indulgent. I became someone others could rely on—but 

rarely someone others thought to protect. 

And yet, society still expected softness from me. Still expected 

compliance. Still expected that one day, I would step back into a role 

that fit more neatly into cultural norms. 

That contradiction shaped me profoundly. 

 

Becoming Independent Without Permission 

Independence is often portrayed as a bold choice. For me, it was a quiet 

consequence. 

I did not declare myself independent. I became independent because 

there was no alternative. 

I learned how to handle finances, responsibilities, and decisions with 

clarity and confidence. I learned how to navigate spaces where women 

were often underestimated. I learned to trust my judgment because there 

was no safety net beneath it. 

Over time, this independence became part of my identity. It influenced 

how I worked, how I travelled, how I lived. 

But independence in women is rarely seen as neutral. 

It is admired from afar but questioned up close. 

People respected my strength—but also seemed unsettled by it. There 

was admiration, yes, but also discomfort. As if my self-sufficiency 

disrupted an unspoken balance. 
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I began to notice subtle shifts in conversations, in expectations. In how 

people assessed me—not as someone to walk beside, but as someone to 

manage. 

 

The Unspoken Label: “Too Strong” 

As I grew older, I encountered a phrase that many independent women 

hear at some point: too strong. 

Too strong to adjust easily. 

Too strong to compromise unquestioningly. 

Too strong to be led. 

It was never meant as a compliment. 

Strength in women is celebrated only when it is convenient, when it fills 

gaps, when it supports others. But when that strength asserts itself—

when it asks for equality rather than approval—it becomes unsettling. 

I realized that society is comfortable with strong women as daughters, 

professionals, or caretakers. But strong women as partners? As equals? 

As individuals with firm boundaries? 

That requires a deeper shift—one many are not prepared for. 

 

Redefining Womanhood on My Own Terms 

Growing up without male protectors quietly altered the map of my life. 

Without the familiar figures society assigns to authority and safety, I was 

compelled to understand womanhood not as something inherited, but as 

something I had to build for myself. There was no template to follow, no 

reassuring script to lean on—only lived experience and responsibility. 

In that process, I learned that femininity is not sustained by dependence. 

It does not weaken when a woman stands on her own, nor does it 

disappear when she learns to make decisions without permission. I 

learned that strength, when it is lived honestly, does not harden the heart. 
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It can coexist with empathy, tenderness, and care—often deepening 

them rather than diminishing them. 

Independence, too, revealed itself differently than I had been taught. It 

was not emotional distance or detachment from others, but a grounded 

presence within myself. It allowed connection to be chosen rather than 

required, and relationships to be entered without fear or need. 

I also learned that walking an unfamiliar path often invites 

misunderstanding. A woman who does not wait to be chosen unsettles 

expectations. A woman who does not require guidance disrupts inherited 

hierarchies. I did not resemble the traditional image of womanhood 

shaped by patience and permission; I had already learned how to carry 

my life with self-reliance and accountability. 

This difference was not a declaration of superiority. It was simply a 

consequence of circumstance and growth. Yet difference, especially 

when embodied by women, is rarely met with ease. It is questioned, 

resisted, and often misunderstood—not because it is wrong, but because 

it challenges what is familiar. 

In redefining womanhood on my own terms, I did not reject tradition. I 

expanded it—making space for strength that does not ask to be softened, 

and for independence that does not need to be explained. 

 

What This Conditioning Leaves Behind 

The way girls are raised in Indian society leaves lasting impressions. 

It teaches them to doubt themselves even when they are capable. To seek 

validation even when they are competent. To question their worth when 

they choose themselves. 

For women like me—who were forced into independence early—the 

conditioning creates an internal conflict. We are strong yet constantly 

reminded to be smaller. Capable, yet expected to defer. 

Learning to unlearn these contradictions is a lifelong process. 

But it is also liberating. 
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Because once you recognize the patterns, you gain the power to rewrite 

them. 

 

Looking Forward 

This chapter is not just about how I grew up. It is about how millions of 

Indian women are shaped—by culture, by loss, by responsibility, and by 

resilience. 

My journey through early responsibility and independence laid the 

foundation for everything that followed: my career, my relationships, my 

boundaries, and my understanding of freedom. 

In the next chapter, I explore how this independence—born out of 

necessity—evolved into empowerment. How it opened doors to growth, 

travel, self-discovery, and a deeper understanding of what it means to 

live life on one’s own terms. 

Because sometimes, the women society tries hardest to define are the 

very ones who end up redefining it. 
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Chapter 3 

The Empowerment of Independence 

When Survival Turns into Choice 

Independence does not always arrive with celebration. 

Sometimes, it arrives quietly—out of necessity, not ambition. 

For a long time, I did not think of myself as empowered. I was simply 

doing what had to be done. Managing responsibilities. Making 

decisions. Moving forward because standing still was not an option. 

But somewhere along the way, something shifted. 

What began as survival slowly transformed into confidence. What began 

as responsibility turned into self-trust. And what began as necessity 

became choice. 

That is the moment independence becomes empowerment—not when 

the world applauds you, but when you realize you no longer need 

permission to live the life you are building. 

 

Learning to Trust Myself 

One of the most underestimated outcomes of independence is self-trust. 

When you manage life on your own for long enough, you stop second-

guessing every decision. You learn that mistakes are survivable. That 

uncertainty is manageable. That fear does not have to be paralyzing. 

I learned to trust my instincts—not because they were always right, but 

because they were mine. 

This trust changed everything. 

I stopped seeking constant validation. I stopped explaining myself 

excessively. I stopped shrinking my opinions to make others 

comfortable. 
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That does not mean I became rigid or closed off. It means I became 

grounded. 

For women, especially in Indian society, trusting oneself is a radical act. 

We are conditioned to seek approval—from family, from society, from 

partners. Independence interrupts that pattern. 

And once interrupted, it is very difficult to return to who you were 

before. 

 

Freedom Beyond Geography 

Freedom is often romanticized as movement—travel, relocation, 

independence of space. And yes, travel played a significant role in my 

journey. 

Being able to move—across cities, countries, cultures—expanded my 

understanding of the world and of myself. It showed me that there are 

many ways to live, many definitions of success, many forms of 

womanhood. 

But the deeper freedom was internal. 

It was the freedom to wake up without fear of judgment dictating my 

choices. The freedom to build routines that suited me. The freedom to 

explore who I was without constantly negotiating my existence. 

Travel teaches you adaptability. Independence teaches you ownership. 

Together, they change the way you see yourself—not as someone 

waiting for life to happen, but as someone actively participating in it. 

 

Career as a Space of Self-Definition 

Work, for me, was never just about income. It was about agency. 

Having a career meant having options. It meant not having to stay in 

situations that diminished me. It meant being able to choose—not 

perfectly, not without challenges—but consciously. 
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Professional growth gave me confidence not just in my skills, but in my 

voice. I learned how to negotiate, how to lead, how to take responsibility 

for outcomes—good or bad. 

And yet, I noticed something interesting. 

When men are career-focused, they are seen as driven. When women 

are, they are often seen as distracted—from marriage, from family, from 

“settling down.” 

Independence exposes these double standards clearly. Once you see 

them, you cannot unsee them. 

But it also gives you the strength to decide which narratives you will 

internalize—and which you will reject. 

 

Doing It All Alone—and the Quiet Strength It Builds 

There is a particular kind of strength that comes from managing life 

alone. 

Paying bills without panic. Making decisions without delegation. 

Solving problems without backup. Carrying responsibilities without 

applause. 

This strength is not loud. It does not demand recognition. But it changes 

you fundamentally. 

I learned that I could handle discomfort. That I could navigate 

uncertainty. That I could rebuild after loss. 

This realization did not make me invincible—but it made me resilient. 

And resilience has a way of calming fear. 

When you know you can survive your worst days, you stop settling for 

mediocre ones. 
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The Misunderstanding of Independent Women 

Empowered independence is often misunderstood. 

Independent women are assumed to be emotionally distant. Unwilling 

to compromise. Difficult to love. 

In reality, independence does not remove the desire for connection—it 

refines it. 

When you no longer need someone to complete your life, you want them 

to add to it. 

That changes the nature of relationships profoundly. 

You stop tolerating disrespect for the sake of security. You stop 

mistaking attention for care. You stop confusing dependence with 

intimacy. 

This clarity can be unsettling—to others and sometimes to yourself. 

Because independence raises standards. And higher standards reduce 

options. 

But they also increase peace. 

 

Loneliness vs. Solitude 

One of the most common fears associated with singlehood and 

independence is loneliness. 

But loneliness and solitude are not the same. 

Loneliness is the absence of connection. Solitude is the presence of self. 

Independence taught me how to be alone without feeling empty. How to 

enjoy my own company. How to sit with my thoughts without rushing 

to distract myself. 

This does not mean I never wanted companionship. It means I no longer 

feared being without it. 

That distinction is powerful. 
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When you are comfortable in solitude, you are no longer vulnerable to 

relationships built on fear rather than respect. 

 

Emotional Strength and Vulnerability 

A common myth about independent women is that they are emotionally 

hardened. 

The truth is more nuanced. 

Independence teaches emotional regulation, not emotional absence. It 

teaches you to feel deeply without being destabilized by those feelings. 

I learned that vulnerability does not require helplessness. That asking for 

support does not mean surrendering autonomy. That softness and 

strength can coexist. 

But vulnerability, for independent women, is selective. It is offered 

where there is trust, not obligation. 

And that selectiveness is often misread as coldness. 

In reality, it is discernment. 

 

Choosing Growth Over Approval 

One of the most empowering outcomes of independence is learning to 

prioritize growth over approval. 

I stopped measuring my life against timelines that were not designed for 

me. I stopped explaining why my path looked different. I stopped 

apologizing for choosing myself. 

This did not happen overnight. It happened gradually—with each 

decision that aligned more closely with who I was becoming. 

Approval is addictive. But growth is sustaining. 

And once you experience the fulfilment that comes from living 

authentically, external validation loses its grip. 
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The Quiet Confidence of Self-Sufficiency 

Self-sufficiency does not mean rejecting support. It means knowing you 

will be okay even if support is unavailable. 

That knowledge creates a quiet confidence—a steadiness that does not 

fluctuate with others’ opinions. 

I no longer felt the need to prove my independence. I simply lived it. 

This confidence is often mistaken for arrogance, especially in women. 

But it is not loud or performative. It is calm. 

And calm women make society uncomfortable—because they are not 

easily manipulated. 

 

Independence as a Foundation, Not a Destination 

Independence is often mistaken for a destination—as though once it is 

reached, nothing more is needed. In truth, independence is not the final 

achievement; it is the ground on which everything else stands. It is the 

foundation that allows a life to be built with honesty rather than urgency. 

From that foundation, relationships are no longer entered to fill a void 

or to secure safety. They are chosen—freely, consciously—because they 

add meaning, not because they provide rescue. Love, in this space, is no 

longer shaped by fear of loneliness, but by compatibility, respect, and 

shared growth. 

The same is true of work. Careers born of independence are not driven 

solely by survival or approval, but by alignment. They grow from 

curiosity, purpose, and the desire to contribute, rather than from the 

pressure to prove worth or meet imposed timelines. Independence gives 

ambition its integrity. 

And life itself changes when lived from this place. Decisions are guided 

by intention instead of expectation. Choices are no longer reactive, no 

longer shaped by what is demanded, but by what feels true. 

Independence sharpens discernment—it teaches the difference between 

what merely looks acceptable and what genuinely belongs. 
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It also offers something rare and necessary: the courage to walk away. 

Away from roles that diminish, relationships that require shrinking, and 

paths that erode peace. And equally, it brings the clarity to recognize 

what aligns—to stay, to commit, to invest—without doubt or self-

betrayal. 

For me, independence was never a rejection of love or companionship. 

It was a refusal to lose myself in their pursuit. It was the decision to 

remain intact, to carry my wholeness into connection rather than trade it 

for belonging. 

Independence, in this sense, is not separation. 

It is self-possession. 

And from that place, everything else—love, work, life—can finally be 

chosen with integrity. 

 

Looking Ahead 

This chapter marks a turning point—from survival to self-definition, 

from responsibility to empowerment. 

Independence taught me how to stand alone. But it also prepared me to 

engage with the world more honestly, more selectively, and more 

peacefully. 

In the next chapter, I explore the resistance that comes with this 

empowerment—the judgments, stereotypes, and societal discomfort 

faced by women who refuse to shrink. 

Because empowerment does not exist in isolation. It exists in 

conversation—and often, in conflict—with the world around it. 

And learning to navigate that conflict is its own form of strength. 
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Chapter 4 

Facing Societal Norms and Expectations 

When Strength Becomes a Problem 

There is a moment many independent women experience—often 

quietly—when admiration shifts into discomfort. 

It happens slowly. 

At first, people praise you. They call you strong, capable, inspiring. They 

say things like, “You’ve handled life so well,” or “You’re so 

independent.” 

But then comes the pause. 

The subtle recalibration. 

The realization that while your strength is impressive, it is also 

inconvenient. 

Because strength in women is acceptable only up to the point where it 

challenges expectations. 

The Questions That Never Stop 

As I moved through my thirties, the questions became more pointed. 

“Why aren’t you married yet?” 

“Don’t you feel something is missing?” 

“Are you too focused on your career?” 

“Are you too independent?” 

The word too appeared everywhere. 

Too independent. 

Too strong. 

Too comfortable alone. 

As if independence was a phase I should eventually outgrow. 
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These questions were rarely asked with cruelty. Often, they came from 

concern, curiosity, or social conditioning. But intention does not erase 

impact. 

Each question carried an assumption—that a woman alone must be 

lacking something. That independence is admirable only until a certain 

age. That singlehood is something to justify. 

Men, I noticed, were rarely interrogated this way. 

A Scene: The Family Gathering 

I remember a family gathering where someone—well-meaning, older, 

respected—looked at me and said, 

“You’ve achieved so much. Now you just need to settle down.” 

Just need. 

As though everything I had lived through was merely preparation. 

As though the life I had already built was only a waiting room for 

something more legitimate. 

I smiled, instinctively. That reflex is learned early—politeness as 

protection, grace as survival. But inside, something tightened. Not anger 

exactly, but a quiet disbelief. 

Because I wondered—where were these voices when life was not 

gentle? 

Where were they when I was learning adulthood too early, when 

responsibility arrived before choice, when there was no one to ask 

whether I was ready—only whether I could manage. No one asked if I 

was coping. No one asked if I was afraid. No one asked how a young 

girl learns to hold herself together when the ground beneath her 

disappears. 

Where were they when my mother and I were navigating a world that 

suddenly saw us differently—when strength was no longer optional, and 

softness became a liability? As a young child, I learned to grow up 

alongside my mother, not sheltered by her grief but shaped by it. We 

learned together—how to endure loss, how to navigate uncertainty, how 

to stand firm in spaces that sensed vulnerability and tested it. 
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There was no one asking whether we were managing, whether we felt 

safe, or whether the weight was too much for such young shoulders. No 

one wondered if I needed someone to walk beside me, someone to soften 

the edges of a life that had already hardened too soon. What existed 

instead was silence—and the unspoken expectation that we would 

simply cope. 

We did cope, and against all odds, we survived. Not because the path 

was kind, but because surrender was never an option. Responsibility 

replaced childhood. Awareness replaced ease. And resilience became 

instinct. 

In those years, no one questioned my completeness. No one measured 

my life against expectations or milestones. Strength, then, was enough. 

Survival, then, was the only proof required. 

It was only later—when the hardest part had already been lived—that 

the questions appeared. Questions that ignored the journey and focused 

only on the destination. Questions that forgot how much had already 

been carried, alone. 

And now, after all of that, I was being told I was incomplete. 

Not because I lacked depth. 

Not because I lacked responsibility. 

But because my life did not follow the expected order. 

I wanted to ask—when survival itself was the task, did completeness 

matter then? When loss reshaped everything, did anyone pause to 

consider what it costs to endure? 

No one asked whether I was settled within myself. 

No one acknowledged that strength, too, is a form of arrival. 

Instead, my life was measured against milestones untouched by grief, 

uninterrupted by early responsibility, unscarred by having to grow strong 

before growing soft. 

I realized then that incompleteness is often a borrowed judgment. A word 

used by those who have never had to assemble themselves from 

fragments, who have never had to become both shelter and spine. 
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I did not respond. Not out of weakness—but out of clarity. 

Because some lives cannot be explained in a sentence. 

And some strength does not require validation. 

 

Society’s Comfort with Defined Roles 

Indian society is deeply comfortable with roles. Daughter. Wife. Mother. 

Widow. Professional—only when carefully balanced. 

Independence disrupts this order because it does not fit neatly into a 

single role. It blurs boundaries. It asks uncomfortable questions. 

Who makes decisions when a woman does not defer? 

Who leads when she does not follow? 

Who defines success when she defines it herself? 

Rather than confront these questions, society often tries to correct the 

woman. 

Encourage her to soften. 

Advise her to adjust. 

Remind her of timelines. 

Not because she is wrong—but because she is unfamiliar. 

 

Being Admired but Not Chosen 

One of the strangest experiences of being an independent woman is 

being admired—but not chosen. 

I encountered men who respected my achievements, my intelligence, my 

resilience. They spoke highly of me. They enjoyed conversations. They 

appreciated my perspective. 

But when it came to commitment, hesitation crept in. 

Independent women are often described as intimidating, not because 

they dominate a room, but because they see clearly. They are admired 

for their confidence, their intelligence, their experience. They are the 
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women people notice—the ones whose presence is discussed, whose 

stories are retold, whose lives appear full and expansive. 

Many men are drawn to this kind of woman. They like that she is 

admired. They enjoy being associated with someone who stands out, 

who carries herself with ease, who has lived widely and knows the world 

beyond a narrow frame. Her strength enhances their image; her charisma 

reflects well on them. 

But admiration shifts when closeness demands honesty. 

A woman who is well-travelled, informed, and attentive notices details 

others might miss. She understands systems, logistics, possibilities. She 

asks questions—not to interrogate, but because awareness is her way of 

engaging with life. She does not accept vague answers where clarity is 

available. She does not romanticize inconsistency. She sees patterns. 

And this is where discomfort enters. 

Such a woman is not easily misled. She is not impressed by half-truths 

or unexplained absences. Her intelligence creates accountability—not 

by force, but by presence. For some men, this feels restrictive, even 

when nothing is being demanded. 

What unsettles them is not her independence, but her perception. 

It becomes easier to admire her from a distance than to live beside her 

closely. Easier to praise her strength than to navigate the transparency it 

requires. Commitment, then, begins to feel like exposure. 

This is why many strong women experience a peculiar contradiction: 

they are celebrated publicly, yet hesitated over privately. Desired as an 

idea but resisted as a partner. Welcomed into admiration but excluded 

from permanence. 

The issue is not that intelligent, independent women are unloving or 

unwilling to commit. It is that they bring clarity into spaces where 

ambiguity once offered comfort. 

And clarity changes the balance. 
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For those unprepared to meet it, admiration remains safer than intimacy. 

 

A Scene: The Date That Ended Early 

I remember a date where the conversation flowed effortlessly—until it 

didn’t. 

He asked about my life, my work, my experiences. I answered honestly, 

without exaggeration or apology. 

There was a pause. 

“You’re very self-sufficient,” he said. 

“Yes,” I replied. 

He smiled, but something shifted. 

The questions that followed were different—probing, almost defensive. 

“So… would you even adjust for someone?” 

“Do you believe in compromise?” 

“Would you let a partner lead?” 

I realized then that he wasn’t trying to know me. 

He was trying to assess whether I could be managed. 

We did not meet again. 

 

The Stereotypes That Follow Independent Women 

Independent women are often boxed into stereotypes: 

· Too career-oriented 

· Emotionally unavailable 

· Difficult to please 

· Unwilling to compromise 

These labels simplify what is actually complex. 

Independence does not remove emotion—it refines it. It does not reject 

partnership—it demands equality. 

But stereotypes are easier than introspection. 
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It is easier to label a woman “too much” than to examine why her 

presence feels threatening. 

 

Learning Not to Internalize Judgment 

There was a time when these reactions made me question myself. 

Was I too rigid? 

Too self-contained? 

Too unwilling to bend? 

But reflection taught me something important. 

Compromise is meaningful only when it is mutual. 

Adjustment is healthy only when it is chosen. 

Strength does not need to be diluted to be loved. 

The problem was never my independence. 

The problem was the expectation that love requires self-erasure. 

Once I understood this, the judgment lost its power. 

 

Choosing Peace Over Approval 

Facing societal norms eventually demands a decision—not loudly, not 

all at once, but persistently. It appears in small moments, in repeated 

questions, in the quiet pressure to explain choices that already feel 

settled within. Over time, the effort of constant negotiation becomes 

exhausting. Not because expectations are loud, but because they are 

unrelenting. 

I came to understand that there were only two ways to live. One was to 

remain in conversation with everyone else’s comfort—to keep adjusting, 

softening, rearranging my life to fit what was considered acceptable. The 

other was to live in alignment with myself, even if that alignment did 

not translate easily into approval. 

I chose peace. 
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Not the kind of peace that avoids disagreement, but the kind that no 

longer wages war within. Peace, I learned, is not the absence of conflict; 

it is the absence of self-betrayal. It is waking up without the weight of 

pretence, without the quiet resentment that comes from living someone 

else’s script. 

This choice carried consequences. 

My circle grew smaller. Some doors closed. Some invitations faded. 

Options that once seemed available dissolved—not because I rejected 

them, but because they no longer aligned with who I had become. 

Criticism arrived, sometimes subtle, sometimes direct. Silence replaced 

understanding in places where familiarity once lived. 

Yet what remained was clarity. 

Clarity about what I would no longer tolerate. Clarity about what truly 

mattered. Clarity that came from no longer needing to perform a version 

of myself that felt incomplete. 

And that clarity—steady, uncompromising, earned—was worth every 

cost it demanded. 

Because a life lived in alignment may be quieter, but it is also lighter. 

And peace, once chosen honestly, becomes its own form of freedom. 

 

Looking Ahead 

Societal expectations do not disappear when you challenge them. They 

push back. 

In the next chapter, I explore how this resistance plays out most 

intensely—in romantic relationships. How independence reshapes love, 

complicates it, and ultimately clarifies what modern relationships truly 

require. 

Because love, like freedom, cannot survive where fear dominates. 
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Chapter 5 

The Challenges of Modern Relationships 

“Love Without Dependency” 

Modern relationships are often caught between old expectations and new 

realities. 

Women are encouraged to be independent—but still expected to 

prioritize relationships above all else. Men are encouraged to support 

strong women—but rarely taught how to coexist with them as equals. 

This imbalance creates an unspoken strain. 

A tension between who we are becoming and what we are still 

expected to be. 

I lived within that tension—feeling its pull in conversations, in silences, 

in relationships that almost worked but ultimately could not hold the 

shape of who I was. 

 

Wanting Love Without Losing Myself 

I never rejected the idea of partnership. I rejected the idea of 

disappearing within it. 

I wanted connection—but not at the cost of autonomy. 

Companionship—but not control. 

I wanted closeness without contraction, intimacy without surrendering 

my sense of self. I longed for companionship that felt like expansion, 

not containment. 

This desire unsettled people. 

Because love, as it is often understood, is still bound to sacrifice—and 

sacrifice, too often, is mistaken for imbalance. We are taught that giving 
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more is proof of loving more, even when the giving slowly diminishes 

us. 

I was not resistant to compromise; I was resistant to becoming smaller 

to make space for someone else’s comfort. I was willing to meet, to 

adjust, to grow—but not to disappear. 

What I sought was not perfection, but reciprocity. 

Not control, but connection. 

Not dependence, but choice. 

 

A Scene: The Almost-Relationship 

There was someone I once considered deeply. 

We shared values, conversations, affection. But slowly, subtle 

expectations emerged. 

He wanted reassurance—not emotional reassurance, but existential 

reassurance. He wanted to feel needed. 

And I realized something painful. 

He did not want a partner. 

He wanted validation. 

My independence made him uneasy—not because I lacked warmth, but 

because I did not rely on him for identity. 

When I refused to centre my life entirely around the relationship, 

distance grew. 

We drifted—not dramatically, but inevitably. 

There are many independent women who find themselves in 

relationships that look balanced on the surface, yet feel quietly 

exhausting beneath it. 

These women are often admired for their strength. They are encouraged 

to work, to earn, to manage their lives well. Their independence is 

praised—so long as it remains useful and convenient. But slowly, almost 

imperceptibly, conditions begin to form around that freedom. 
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The woman is not asked to depend financially. In fact, she is expected 

not to. She is trusted to manage her career, her home, her responsibilities. 

And yet, that same independence is watched closely. Questions replace 

ease. Clarifications replace trust. Her professional world becomes 

something to be explained, justified, sometimes even monitored. 

Not because she has given reason for doubt—but because her autonomy 

unsettles. 

What emerges is a quiet contradiction: she is expected to be capable, but 

not unaccountable. Strong, but not fully free. Independent, but still 

orbiting someone else’s sense of security. 

When such a woman asks whether she can step back—whether she can 

rest, whether she can rely—she is often discouraged. She is needed to 

remain functional, productive, reliable. Her strength is required, but its 

weight is not shared. 

At the same time, she is expected to remain gentle. Polite. Emotionally 

accommodating. 

This is where the suffering begins. 

Life, when lived at full responsibility, changes a person. A woman who 

carries work, home, decisions, and emotional labor cannot remain 

endlessly soft. Survival sharpens her edges—not by choice, but by 

necessity. Yet softness is still demanded of her, as though resilience 

should come without cost. 

Many women endure this tension quietly. 

They are told they are admired, yet feel controlled. Supported, yet 

questioned. Valued, yet not fully trusted. And slowly, they realize that 

what is being sought is not partnership, but reassurance. Not equality, 

but emotional anchoring. 

When such women refuse to shrink their lives to soothe insecurity—

when they stop explaining, stop proving, stop rearranging themselves—

distance grows. Not always through conflict, but through clarity. 

The relationship does not end in drama. 

It ends in understanding. 
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Because love that requires control is not love—it is fear seeking 

comfort. 

And independence that must constantly justify itself is not freedom—it 

is permission on loan. 

This is not the story of one woman. 

It is the shared, often unspoken experience of many women. 

 

Strength and Vulnerability: A Delicate Balance 

Independent women are often accused of being emotionally guarded. 

In reality, we are selective. 

Vulnerability requires safety. Safety requires respect. 

I learned that emotional openness does not mean surrendering 

boundaries. That love does not require imbalance. 

But many relationships still operate on outdated scripts—where one 

person leads and the other adapts. 

That model does not work when both people are whole. 

 

Men Who Feel Intimidated—and Why 

Some men were honest enough to admit discomfort. 

“I don’t feel needed.” 

“I’m not sure how I add value.” 

“You’re already complete.” 

These statements revealed a deeper issue—not about me, but about how 

men are taught to measure their worth. 

If masculinity is defined by being indispensable, then an independent 

woman feels like a threat. 

But partnership is not about indispensability. 

It is about choice. 

And choice requires confidence. 
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A Scene: The Conversation That Ended It 

I remember a conversation where I was told, 

“You don’t really need anyone, do you?” 

I answered calmly, 

“No. But I want to choose someone.” 

He didn’t know what to do with that. 

For some, being wanted without being needed feels destabilizing. 

That realization ended things more clearly than any argument could 

have. 

 

Redefining Love on New Terms 

Modern relationships demand a redefinition of love. 

Love is not possession. 

Not control. 

Not hierarchy. 

Love is collaboration. 

It is two people choosing each other—not because they are incomplete, 

but because they are compatible. 

This kind of love is quieter. Stronger. Less dramatic. 

And rarer. 

 

Accepting Fewer Relationships—and Better Ones 

Independence taught me to walk away sooner—not because I was afraid 

of intimacy, but because I respected myself. 

I stopped trying to prove my softness. Stopped shrinking my 

achievements. Stopped apologizing for my life. 

This reduced the number of potential partners. 

But it improved the quality of peace in my life. 
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Looking Ahead 

Modern relationships are evolving—but not evenly. 

In the next chapter, I turn the lens outward—to men. Not to criticize, but 

to invite understanding. 

Because empowerment is not a battle between genders. It is a 

conversation. 

And conversations, when honest, have the power to change everything. 
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Chapter 6 

A Guide for Men – Understanding and 

Respecting Independent Women 

This Is Not an Accusation 

Before anything else, this needs to be said clearly: 

This chapter is not an attack on men. 

It is an invitation. 

An invitation to reflect, to understand, and to participate in a new kind 

of partnership—one that is already unfolding, whether society is ready 

for it or not. 

Independent women are not asking men to step aside. 

They are asking men to step forward—without fear. 

 

Why Independent Women Are Often Misunderstood 

Many men grow up with a very specific idea of what it means to be 

valuable in a relationship. 

To provide. 

To protect. 

To lead. 

To be needed. 

These roles are not inherently wrong—but they become limiting when 

they are rigid. 

When a woman enters a relationship already grounded—financially 

independent, emotionally self-aware, and capable of directing her own 

life—these traditional roles lose their centrality. The familiar scripts no 

longer apply. There is nothing obvious to fix, manage, or control. And in 

the absence of those roles, uncertainty emerges. 
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That uncertainty is often mistaken for rejection. 

Independent women are not pushing masculinity away. They are not 

dismissing care, strength, or leadership. What they are questioning is a 

version of power that depends on imbalance—where one person must 

remain dependent for the other to feel secure. 

This is the tension at the heart of misunderstanding. 

Independence does not threaten masculinity; it exposes how narrowly 

masculinity has been defined. When value is tied to being needed rather 

than being present, an independent woman can feel destabilizing—not 

because she lacks warmth, but because she does not require completion. 

What she seeks instead is partnership without hierarchy, support without 

control, and connection rooted in choice rather than necessity. 

Understanding this difference—between shared strength and 

dependency-based power—is essential. Without it, independence is 

misread as distance, and equality is mistaken for resistance. 

 

Strength Does Not Cancel Partnership 

One of the most common misconceptions is that independent women do 

not want partnership. 

The truth is simpler—and more challenging. 

They want partnership without control. 

Love without hierarchy. 

Support without supervision. 

They want to walk beside someone, not behind them. 

This requires a redefinition of value. 

If your worth depends on being indispensable, an independent woman 

will feel threatening. But if your worth comes from presence, integrity, 

and emotional maturity, she will feel like a collaborator—not a 

competitor. 
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Emotional Intelligence Is the New Strength 

Independent women are often emotionally literate not because they were 

taught to be, but because life required it. Years of reflection, adaptation, 

and quiet endurance have taught them how to sit with their emotions, 

regulate them, and grow through what was never softened for them. 

Much of this learning happened alone, in spaces where there was no one 

else to carry the weight. 

Because of this, they value communication that is honest, not 

performative. Accountability that is shared, not imposed. Self-awareness 

that invites growth rather than defensiveness. What they seek in men is 

not dominance, but emotional presence—the ability to stay open without 

retreating, to listen without feeling diminished, to engage without 

needing to win. 

They value those who can speak their feelings without shame, hold 

disagreement without turning it into conflict, and remain steady without 

asserting control. This kind of presence is often misunderstood as 

softness. 

 

Respect Is Not Passive 

Respecting an independent woman does not mean stepping back entirely 

or becoming invisible. 

It means engaging as an equal. 

Respect looks like: 

· Supporting her ambitions without feeling diminished. 

· Celebrating her independence without competing with it. 

· Offering partnership without demanding control. 

Respect is active. It requires confidence. 

And confidence does not come from superiority—it comes from self-

knowledge. 
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Independence Is Not a Rejection of Care 

Independent women still want care. They still want affection, warmth, 

and intimacy. 

What they reject is conditional care—care that comes with expectations 

of submission or gratitude. 

Care that says, “I support you, but only if you soften yourself for me.” 

True care says, “I support you because I respect who you are.” 

That difference is everything. 

 

A Scene: When Support Feels Like Control 

I once shared a decision I had made—thought through, deliberate, 

aligned with my goals. 

The response I received was, 

“Are you sure? Maybe you should reconsider.” 

Concern is natural. But when concern consistently questions 

competence, it stops being care. 

Independent women are not looking for approval disguised as advice. 

They are looking for dialogue. 

Support does not mean taking over decisions. 

It means trusting the person making them. 

 

How Men Can Show Up Better 

Understanding independent women does not require perfection. It 

requires intention. 

Here are some simple—but powerful—shifts: 

· Replace “I’ll handle it” with “How can I support you?” 

· Replace defensiveness with curiosity. 

· Replace comparison with collaboration. 
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· Replace fear of irrelevance with confidence in contribution. 

You are not being replaced. 

You are being invited to evolve. 

 

Masculinity Is Not at Risk 

Perhaps the most important truth is this: 

Independent women do not threaten masculinity. 

Fragile definitions of masculinity do. 

A man who knows himself does not fear a woman who knows herself. 

He meets her—without competition, without control, without insecurity. 

That kind of partnership is not only possible—it is necessary for modern 

relationships to thrive. 

 

Looking Ahead 

Understanding is the bridge between independence and intimacy. 

In the final chapter, I widen the lens further—to society itself. To modern 

India. To the quiet but undeniable shift happening in how women define 

fulfilment, peace, and partnership. 

Because this story is not just personal. 

It is cultural. 

And it is still unfolding. 
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Chapter 7 

The Evolving Landscape of Modern India 

A Quiet Revolution 

Not all revolutions are loud. 

Some happen quietly—in living rooms, on solo trips, in career decisions, 

in the refusal to tolerate disrespect. 

Modern India is undergoing such a revolution. 

Women are choosing later marriages—or none at all. They are 

prioritizing peace over performance. Respect over reputation. 

This shift is not always visible. But it is real. 

And it is irreversible. 

 

Seeking Peace, Not Permission 

One of the most profound changes I have witnessed—within myself and 

in others—is the prioritization of peace. 

Not temporary comfort. 

Not social approval. 

But inner alignment. 

Modern women are asking different questions: 

· Does this relationship bring calm or chaos? 

· Does this role honor my growth? 

· Does this life reflect my values—or someone else’s 

expectations? 

These questions reshape everything. 
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A Scene: The Moment of Clarity 

There was a moment—quiet, ordinary—when I realized I was no longer 

afraid of being alone. 

Not because I had given up on love. 

But because I had found peace. 

That realization was grounding. 

From that moment on, I stopped negotiating my worth. I stopped rushing 

timelines. I stopped forcing connections that did not feel right. 

I chose serenity over symbolism. 

 

Changing Attitudes Toward Marriage 

Marriage in India is no longer the singular measure of success it once 

was—particularly for women. This shift does not suggest a rejection of 

marriage, nor does it diminish its emotional or social significance. What 

has changed is its exclusivity. 

Marriage has not lost its value; it has lost its monopoly. 

Women increasingly view marriage as one meaningful chapter in a larger 

life narrative, not the defining purpose around which everything else 

must be arranged. Education, work, independence, personal growth, and 

inner stability are no longer seen as preparations for marriage, but as 

valid pursuits in their own right. 

This distinction is essential. When marriage is no longer treated as a final 

destination, it becomes a choice rather than an obligation. It allows 

relationships to be entered with intention instead of urgency, and 

commitment to grow from readiness rather than pressure. 

In this evolving understanding, marriage remains important—but it is no 

longer the sole measure of fulfilment. And that quiet rebalancing is 

reshaping how women imagine their lives, their relationships, and their 

sense of success. 
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The Resistance Is Real—and Understandable 

Change is uncomfortable. 

Older generations worry about tradition. Younger generations wrestle 

with expectations. Men and women alike navigate unfamiliar roles. 

Resistance does not always come from malice. Often, it comes from fear. 

Fear of losing structure. 

Fear of uncertainty. 

Fear of change. 

Understanding this allows compassion—without compliance. 

 

Choosing Respect Over Endurance 

Modern women are no longer taught to endure at all costs or to confuse 

silence with strength. Though the shift is gradual and imperfect, more 

women are learning to recognize harm, to speak up, and to leave 

situations that diminish them without guilt. 

Endurance is no longer mistaken for virtue. Staying is no longer praised 

when it erodes dignity. Respect has moved from being optional to being 

essential. 

And relationships—of any kind—that fail to offer this respect are no 

longer tolerated, not because women have become less committed, but 

because they have become more aware of their worth. 

 

A Life Defined From the Inside Out 

For me, this journey has been about alignment. 

Living in a way that reflects who I am—not who I am expected to be. 

Singlehood, independence, career, solitude, connection—all of these are 

not opposing forces. They are parts of a whole. 

A whole life. 
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What This Book Is Really About 

This book is not about rejecting marriage. 

It is not about rejecting men. 

It is not about rejecting tradition. 

It is about rejecting fear. 

Fear of being alone. 

Fear of being judged. 

Fear of living authentically. 

And choosing, instead, courage. 

 

Closing Reflection: Unapologetically Whole 

Being unapologetically single does not mean being incomplete. 

It means being whole—on your own terms. 

It is the understanding that a woman’s life does not wait for permission 

to begin, nor does it require completion through another. Wholeness is 

not something that arrives with marriage or partnership; it is something 

grown—slowly, deliberately—from within. 

It is shaped by self-trust earned through difficult choices, by peace 

chosen over performance, and by the courage to live without apology in 

a world that often demands explanation. It is the ability to desire love 

without surrendering oneself to it, to welcome companionship without 

making it the measure of worth. 

Whether a woman walks her life alongside another or alone, whether she 

chooses marriage or independence, the quiet truths remain unchanged. 

Fulfilment is not found in meeting expectations, but in honouring one’s 

inner alignment. It lives in the calm that follows self-honesty, in the 

respect that no longer needs to be negotiated, and in a steady trust in 

oneself that does not waver with circumstance. 

Modern India is awakening to this reality—not loudly, not all at once, 

but woman by woman. Through those who refuse to endure what erodes 
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them, who step away from fear disguised as tradition, and who choose 

lives that feel honest, grounded, and whole.

I am one of those women. And in claiming this life—unapologetically, 

peacefully, and fully—I claim my place in that unfolding story.


