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For the parts of us that learned to survive quietly—


and for the courage it takes to unlearn that silence.










  
  
Author’s Note




This book lives at the intersection of story and psychology. While the characters and events are fictional, the emotional patterns explored here are very real. 

Attachment shapes how we love, fear, withdraw, pursue, and connect—and most of us live these patterns long before we understand them. This is not a clinical guide, nor a diagnosis. It is an invitation: to notice, to reflect, and to understand how early emotional experiences echo into adult relationships.

If you recognize yourself in these pages, know that recognition is not a flaw—it is the beginning of awareness. Healing does not begin with blame. It begins with understanding.



— Anuj Kumar
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Introduction




Have you ever found yourself caught in the same kind of relationship over and over again? Perhaps you’ve felt an overwhelming closeness with someone, only to sense them pulling away the moment you needed them most. Or maybe you’ve noticed yourself withdrawing emotionally, even while longing deeply for connection. These patterns are not random. They are not accidents. They are echoes of something older and deeper—an emotional blueprint formed long before we had the words to understand what we were feeling. 

This book is about that blueprint. It explores attachment—the quiet force that shapes how we love, connect, and cope with closeness and distance. It is about the emotional map we inherit in childhood and carry, often unknowingly, into every friendship, romance, and heartbreak we experience.

Attachment theory is not a concept confined to psychology textbooks. It is lived reality—woven into our most tender memories and intimate moments. From our earliest days, the way caregivers responded to our cries, our needs, and our hunger for safety shaped our nervous systems. These early interactions taught us whether love feels safe or dangerous, whether closeness brings comfort or risk, and whether we are worthy of being seen, held, and cherished.

Over time, these experiences form what psychologists call attachment styles, and they often surface in adulthood with surprising intensity. Yet most of us don’t realize we’re living by them. We simply sense that something feels off. We feel too much or too little. We crave closeness or shut down when intimacy deepens. We cling, withdraw, disappear, pursue—and repeat.



In this book, we will explore six primary attachment styles:


	Secure – The foundation of healthy relationships. Those with a secure style are comfortable with intimacy, resilient during conflict, and able to give and receive love freely.


	Anxious – Deeply invested in relationships but often burdened by fear of abandonment. Emotional highs and lows and a constant need for reassurance can make love feel unstable.


	Dismissive-Avoidant – Highly independent and emotionally distant. Often perceived as aloof, they prioritize self-sufficiency and avoid deep emotional vulnerability.


	Fearful-Avoidant – A complex blend of anxiety and avoidance. These individuals crave closeness yet fear it, often caught in painful push–pull dynamics.


	Disorganized – Frequently rooted in trauma, this style lacks a consistent strategy for connection. Relationships are marked by confusion, intensity, and unpredictability.


	Narcissistic – While not a traditional attachment style, narcissistic patterns often emerge from profound attachment disruptions. Beneath the façade of confidence and control is often a deeply unseen child longing for validation.





Each of these styles carries its own emotional triggers, behaviors, and relational patterns. Most importantly, each originates from how we learned to survive emotionally. These patterns are not flaws. They are intelligent adaptations. They once protected us. But what kept us safe as children can quietly become a barrier in our adult lives—especially in our most intimate relationships.

This book is a deep exploration of these emotional patterns. Together, we will examine where attachment styles originate, how they appear in everyday relationships—from texting habits to arguments to breakups—why they are so difficult to change, and how healing can begin, one layer at a time.

But this book is not just a guide. It is a story—a human one. It unfolds through the lives of two people who didn’t simply love each other; they collided. Their connection was intense, intoxicating, and at times deeply painful. It was shaped not just by personality or circumstance, but by emotional maps drawn long before they met—in the quiet, formative spaces of childhood.

This is a story of love entangled with mental health struggles. Of connection that feels like salvation one moment and suffocation the next. Of trying to love someone while barely holding yourself together. It is about two people who couldn’t seem to stay away from each other—or remain whole when they were together.

As you follow their journey, you may begin to recognize your own. The anxious waiting for a reply. The relief when it finally arrives. The cold silences. The emotional shutdowns. The longing for safety paired with the fear of intimacy. These are not personal failures. They are shared human experiences, rooted in early emotional learning.

Throughout the book, you’ll encounter reflective questions, journal prompts, and psychological insights—gentle invitations to pause, turn inward, and explore your own patterns with curiosity rather than judgment. The aim is not to label or pathologize, but to bring these patterns into the light—where they can be seen, understood, and softened.

Because here is the truth: you are not broken. You adapted. And once you understand the why behind your emotional reactions, you can begin to write a different story—one where connection feels safer, love feels steadier, and you become your own secure base.

So whether you are in the middle of a complicated relationship, healing from a painful ending, or simply trying to understand yourself more deeply, this book is for you.

How will we do this? By telling the story of two individuals bound by their mental health struggles—learning how difficult it can be to navigate life together, and how painful it can be to survive apart.


      [image: ]Reflection

Understanding attachment is not about revisiting the past to assign blame—it is about reclaiming choice. When you recognize the patterns guiding your emotions and relationships, you gain the power to respond rather than react, to connect without fear, and to build love from awareness instead of survival.








  
  
Chapter 1 




The city buzzed with life as Columbia University opened its doors to the incoming freshman class that summer. Aarav, a boy from a sprawling metropolis like Mumbai, stepped down from the airport shuttle into a world that felt entirely unfamiliar. The air was crisp, laced with the scent of spring leaves and blooming flowers. He boarded another bus straight to campus, his thoughts racing as fast as the city around him. Slightly disoriented, he passed through the campus gates, searching for his marketing class while a sea of students moved confidently around him, each absorbed in their own rhythm. His arrival had been delayed by a cancelled flight, and now he hurried across the grounds, his suitcase clattering along the cobblestone path. The sound was rhythmic and oddly comforting—like a heartbeat anchoring him in this new place. As he walked, his mind wandered to what lay ahead: new friendships, unfamiliar experiences, and the long-awaited freedom from the watchful eyes of his family back home. 

“Aarav, right?” a voice broke through his thoughts.

He turned to see a tall guy with curly hair and a warm, welcoming smile, his hand already extended.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Aarav replied, shaking hands with his dorm roommate, Mark.

“Welcome to Grandview! Let me show you around,” Mark said, effortlessly lifting Aarav’s suitcase and leading him toward the dorm building.

They walked through the residence halls and across campus, Mark pointing out the historic library and student unions along the way. Aarav took it all in—the architecture, the energy, the quiet confidence with which everyone seemed to belong. Beneath his excitement lingered a soft ache of homesickness. He felt grounded and restless at once, aware that there was so much ahead of him, yet none of it was certain. Still, he reminded himself of the promise he had made to his mother—to give himself the world. This place was about to become home for the next few years, and he felt ready to claim it.








  
  
Chapter 2 




Back in the dorm room, Mark introduced him to a few more people, all of them warm and eager to talk. Their friendliness eased Aarav’s nerves even further. As the evening settled in, he found himself sitting on a couch, flipping through orientation brochures, when a sudden burst of laughter shifted the energy in the room. He looked up to see a group of girls walking in, their presence instantly filling the space. 

Her heels tapped against the wooden floor, drawing every eye toward her. Auburn hair cascaded down her shoulders, lips the color of ripe cherries, and a laugh that seemed to occupy the entire room before she even spoke. She stood there with her girlfriends, radiant and unapologetically present.

“Come on now, Aimee, we’ve been waiting,” Mark called out.

“Aimee,” Aarav repeated silently. The name lingered with unexpected weight. He felt drawn to her in a way that startled him—almost embarrassed him. It sounded cliché, the idea of being so affected at first sight. And yet, life had a way of unfolding in moments you never see coming. She was European, he quickly gathered from her accent, and she carried a confidence that was both intriguing and slightly intimidating.

“Hey there, new guy,” Aimee said with a playful smile, her eyes locking onto his. “First-day jitters?”

“Something like that,” Aarav replied with a nervous chuckle, warmth creeping into his face. “Just getting used to everything here.”

She nodded, her expression softening. “It can be overwhelming at first—but trust me, you’ll love it here.”

Their conversation flowed with surprising ease, drifting between culture, travel, and the shared thrill of being somewhere new. Aarav found himself captivated by her stories of life in Paris and her reasons for choosing to study abroad in America. Neither of them could name it yet, but something had quietly begun—a connection they didn’t fully understand, yet both instinctively felt.

As the night stretched on, Aarav and Aimee continued sharing jokes, laughter, and the discovery of how much they had in common. With her, Aarav felt an unfamiliar sense of ease—one that exhilarated him even as it unsettled something deep within. Weeks passed almost without notice. They spent countless hours together after classes, meeting whenever they could. In Mumbai, Aarav’s relationships had often been shaped by a need for reassurance and closeness—patterns that eventually pushed people away. With Aimee, things felt different. She seemed to understand his desire for connection without judgment, offering a sense of security he had never truly known.


      [image: ]Reflection

Beginnings often feel gentle and full of promise, but beneath that ease, patterns are already forming. What feels like comfort and chemistry can also be the quiet alignment of unmet needs—drawing two people together before either understands what they are truly seeking.








  
  
Chapter 3




In Aarav’s mind, he was growing attached to Aimee far more quickly than he cared to admit. He had no real sense of how she felt—whether she shared even a fraction of what stirred inside him. To Aimee, however, Aarav felt like a breath of fresh air. She admired his enthusiasm for life, his ability to find meaning in ordinary moments, and his openness toward vulnerability. Still, an unshakable fear lingered beneath her warmth. Her avoidant attachment often compelled her to retreat from emotional closeness—a defense that had once protected her heart but had also kept her isolated from deeper bonds. Their connection became a delicate dance, a quiet negotiation between Aarav’s longing for closeness and Aimee’s instinct to pull away. Despite the tension, they found comfort in each other’s presence, a temporary sanctuary from the noise of the world. 

One October evening, they wandered down Fifth Avenue with mint chocolate chip gelatos in hand—Aimee’s favorite, which had quickly become Aarav’s ritual too. The setting sun painted the sky in soft oranges and pinks, leaves rustling gently as if the city itself had paused to watch them pass.

“Aimee, have you ever thought about what it really means to connect with someone?” Aarav asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

She stopped and looked out toward the shimmering water, her expression thoughtful, as though the answer wasn’t easily accessible.

“I think it’s about letting someone in,” she said finally, meeting his gaze. “Allowing them to see the parts of you you usually keep hidden.”

Aarav felt the weight of her words settle deep within him. He wanted to be that person for her—the one she could trust, the one she could lean on. Yet he sensed the invisible barriers between them, shaped by attachment patterns neither of them fully understood yet. As they made their way back toward the university, Aarav realized that their different approaches to closeness would be complex to navigate. Still, he was willing to try—even if it meant confronting his own insecurities and fears.

Their cultural differences added yet another layer to their unfolding story, sometimes intriguing, sometimes challenging. Aarav’s upbringing in a traditional Indian family had instilled in him values of loyalty, respect, and deep familial bonds. Aimee, raised in a more liberal European environment, had grown up celebrating independence and self-expression. One weekend, after submitting assignments, Aarav suggested they try something different—an Indian restaurant. Aimee hesitated briefly, then agreed, her spontaneous side winning out.








  
  
Chapter 4 




The moment they stepped inside, familiar aromas wrapped around Aarav, stirring a sharp wave of homesickness. He was pulled from his thoughts when Aimee clutched his arm. “There—let’s sit by the window. I like watching people on the street,” she said. They took the table, and Aarav ordered a generous spread of his favorite dishes—kebabs, naan, and rich chicken gravies. When the food arrived, he eagerly dug in. Aimee watched him with quiet amusement, charmed by the unfiltered joy on his face. She reached out and gently wiped a stray smudge from beneath his lip. Startled, Aarav flushed and quickly looked away, pretending not to notice. When Aimee took her first bite, she laughed through watering eyes. “I think you’re trying to kill me with this heat!” 

“It’s called flavor,” Aarav teased, a playful glint in his eyes. “You Europeans don’t know what you’re missing.”

After dinner, Aimee checked the time. “I should head back—papers to finish. Let’s make this quick.” As they walked, a light drizzle began, soon turning into a steady downpour. Autumn rain had its own way of transforming New York. Cars sped past, water splashing onto the sidewalks. Instinctively, Aarav pulled Aimee closer to the safer edge, his grip firm, unwilling to let go. For a suspended moment, everything seemed to go quiet. Aimee looked at him with an expression he couldn’t yet decipher. All he could see were her brown eyes, steady and searching. Is this love? he wondered. The moment broke as she gently pulled her hand away. Aarav felt a flicker of embarrassment, but they continued walking.

“Have you always been this way, Aarav?” she asked.

“What way?”

“There’s more to you than meets the eye,” she said with a grin. “So much more. One day I’ll figure it out—I promise. No mystery escapes me.”

In the days that followed, life resumed its usual rhythm until excitement began building around Harper’s Halloween party—the party everyone on campus talked about, the one that felt impossible to miss.


      [image: ]

Reflection

When two people want closeness in different ways, affection can feel both comforting and confusing. Attraction grows easily in moments of warmth, but the real tension lives in the space between approach and retreat—where unspoken fears quietly shape what love is allowed to become.








  
  
Chapter 5 




Aarav had been texting Aimee regularly. She replied—always—but on her own time. In person, she felt warm, present, almost intimate; through text, she felt distant, unfamiliar. At times, Aarav wondered if he was speaking to two different versions of the same person. He dissected every message, every pause, searching for meaning between the lines even when there was none to be found. His anxiety deepened as his attachment grew. He woke to his alarm sweating beneath heavy blankets, his first instinct always the same—reach for his phone and check if Aimee had texted. It became routine. After classes, when they met, he hid it well, wearing ease like armor. Around her, when she listened and laughed and seemed wholly present, he let himself relax. But once he was back in his dorm, the cycle returned—scrolling through old messages, refreshing screens, every notification igniting hope only to extinguish it moments later. How could someone feel so close in person and so far away in absence? The question gnawed at him nightly. He replayed every interaction, blamed himself for imagined missteps, and denied how deeply this anxious attachment was affecting him. This wasn’t new—but it was stronger, heavier, more consuming than before. This time felt serious. The feelings, the uncertainty, the endless questions about them—or whether them even existed. 

Then came the night of Harper’s party. The moment Aimee arrived with her friends, the room seemed to turn toward her. Her dark, glossy hair cascaded down her back, catching the light with every movement. She wore a shimmering black dress, sequins scattering reflections like a thousand tiny mirrors. Confidence and mischief sparkled in her eyes, drawing attention without effort.

When the DJ slid into a popular remix, Aimee’s friends pulled her onto the dance floor. The music surged through her, syncing with her heartbeat. She moved with fluid grace—effortless, magnetic. Her feet traced the beat with precision, arms carving the air as though the rhythm belonged to her alone. It was a seamless blend of contemporary flow and hip-hop edge, unmistakably her.

The crowd slowed, mesmerized. It felt as though the music was moving through her, guiding each step with instinctive certainty. A loose circle formed, granting her space. She spun, hair fanning out like a halo, eyes closed, a serene smile softening her face as she surrendered fully to the moment. Cheers erupted. Applause followed. People joined in, inhibitions dissolving as the room pulsed with shared energy. In that instant, Aimee became the heart of the party—confident, luminous, alive. As the beat shifted electronic, she adapted effortlessly, locking eyes with friends and drawing them into an impromptu circle. Laughter rang out. Camaraderie took hold. When the song peaked, she finished with a dramatic flourish that left the room breathless. Applause thundered. She bowed playfully, grinning as compliments poured in. Dancing was her language—the way she expressed what words could not—and tonight she shared it freely, leaving an imprint that lingered.

As the night wore on, Aimee drifted from group to group, talking and dancing, her presence weaving unity through the house. Amid flashing lights and pulsing music, she felt exhilarated, entirely in her element. Eventually, the crowd’s attention scattered, the party splintering into smaller moments as the music continued its steady thrum.


      [image: ]

Reflection

Anxious attachment feeds on distance and ambiguity, turning silence into stories and pauses into proof. When connection feels inconsistent, the mind searches for certainty—but what it often finds instead is exhaustion, confusion, and the quiet erosion of self-trust. 








  
  
Chapter 6 




The party was in full swing inside the sprawling mansion owned by Harper Kane. A tall, striking senior with a reputation as large as his bank account, Harper was infamous for hosting nights that bled into dawn. His presence carried equal parts excitement and unease; he was popular, but often for the wrong reasons. Harper thrived on chaos, wearing his notoriety with a grin that never quite reached his eyes. His father, a powerful real estate tycoon, owned the lavish mansion that had become the unofficial epicenter of campus excess. Rumors followed Harper everywhere—reckless adventures, whispered scandals, and a charm so effortless it was almost dangerous. The mansion itself, with its vast rooms and opulent décor, felt like the perfect stage for indulgence—a place where secrets were exchanged and illusions quietly unraveled. 

As Harper scanned the dance floor, his attention landed on Aimee. She still held the room’s energy, her laughter rising above the noise as she stood with her friends, the afterglow of her performance lingering around her. Something about her pulled him in. Her presence was magnetic, luminous against the dim lighting. He watched her brush her hair back, cheeks flushed with exhilaration, and felt an undeniable urge to approach. With practiced confidence, drink in hand and a charming smile ready, Harper made his way through the crowd. Heads turned instinctively—Harper Kane rarely went unnoticed.

As he reached her, Aimee’s friends subtly shifted aside. She looked up, momentarily surprised, curiosity quickly replacing it.

“Aimee, right?” Harper said smoothly. “That dancing—everyone’s talking about it.”

She smiled, pride tempered by modesty. “Thanks. I didn’t realize I had an audience.”

Harper chuckled. “Trust me, you did. It’s rare to see real talent at parties like this.”

There was a glint of mischief in his eyes, and Aimee felt a flicker of excitement. She knew his reputation—everyone did—but in that moment, his charm was difficult to resist.

“You’re flattering me,” she replied lightly. “But I’m sure you’re used to being the center of attention yourself.”

“Maybe,” Harper said, raising an eyebrow, “but tonight’s about you. How about we show them what real dancing looks like?”

He extended his hand—part invitation, part challenge. The crowd seemed to pause, anticipation thick in the air. Aimee hesitated, aware of the watching eyes and the inevitable gossip that would follow. Still, the thrill of the unknown tugged at her. With a confident nod, she placed her hand in his, letting him lead her back onto the dance floor. The crowd parted instinctively, murmurs trailing behind them.

As the music shifted to a seductive beat, Aimee felt it surge through her, her body syncing effortlessly. Harper surprised her—he moved with skill and awareness, keeping a careful balance between flirtation and restraint. Together, they danced in seamless harmony, their chemistry unmistakable. It was a wordless exchange, a charged push and pull that captivated the room. Harper spun her with practiced ease, and adrenaline flooded Aimee—excitement threaded with danger, quickening her pulse.

For a moment, the rest of the party disappeared. The room blurred into background noise as the music and their shared rhythm took over. When the song slowed, Harper drew her closer, their bodies swaying in sync, the air between them heavy with unspoken tension. She felt alive, unburdened, caught in the glow of the moment.

Unseen by her, Aarav stood at the edge of the room, his fingers clenched tightly around his drink. He had arrived earlier, hoping to surprise Aimee, to spend the night with her. What he witnessed instead sent a sharp surge of jealousy and anger through him. His deep blue eyes stayed fixed on the dance floor as Aimee and Harper moved as though no one else existed. When Harper leaned in to whisper something that made her laugh—a sound Aarav felt should have belonged to him—it cut deeper than he expected.

A storm churned inside Aarav. Betrayal, insecurity, and fear collided in his chest, each emotion feeding the next. He had always trusted Aimee, believed in their connection and the quiet bond they were building. But seeing her in Harper’s arms—a man infamous for recklessness—felt like a blow he hadn’t prepared for. The image lodged itself painfully in his mind, leaving him questioning everything he thought he understood.
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Attraction doesn’t always threaten a relationship—uncertainty does. When closeness feels fragile, the sight of another person stepping into that space can awaken fear, jealousy, and a desperate need for reassurance, revealing how deeply attachment is tied to our sense of emotional safety.








  
  
Chapter 7 




Aarav’s grip tightened around his drink as he tried to make sense of what he was witnessing. He had always trusted Aimee—believed in the connection they were building, in the quiet bond that felt real and meaningful to him. But watching her with Harper, seeing the ease and chemistry between them, cracked that certainty wide open. Doubt crept in where trust had lived. 

The rational part of his mind urged him to walk away, to leave the party and allow Aimee her night. But the jealousy burning inside him refused to be quiet. It clawed at him, demanding action, demanding that he reclaim what he believed was slipping from his grasp. As the music pulsed on, his eyes never left the dance floor. With every synchronized movement between Aimee and Harper, the distance between Aarav and her seemed to widen—a gap he felt powerless to cross, one that threatened to consume him.

As the song reached its peak, Aimee, caught in the intensity of the moment, leaned closer to Harper. The world around them dissolved into noise and blur, leaving only charged silence and proximity. Harper’s gaze held hers, intent and unflinching. Before she could fully register what was happening, their lips met in a brief, electrifying kiss. It was sudden and overwhelming—a spark that left Aimee breathless, stunned by the rush of emotion it ignited.

For Aarav, watching from the shadows, the kiss was the breaking point. The final thread of self-control snapped. Rage surged through him, sharp and uncontainable. Without thinking, he pushed through the crowd, driven by instinct rather than reason. He reached Harper just as the kiss ended and shoved him with all his strength.

Gasps rippled through the crowd as Harper stumbled backward, arms flailing before he toppled into the pool with a loud splash. Water erupted in all directions, soaking those nearby. The music faltered, then stopped altogether, a stunned silence settling over the party as all eyes turned toward the chaos.

Aimee stood frozen for a heartbeat, shock written across her face—anger and confusion colliding at once. Then she turned and stormed away, pushing through the stunned onlookers. Laughter and hoots rose behind her as disbelief spread—no one could quite grasp what a freshman had just done to Harper Kane. Aarav himself seemed momentarily paralyzed before snapping back into motion and chasing after her.

Outside, the air had turned cold. Aimee walked quickly, clutching her sweatshirt tighter around herself. She could hear Aarav calling her name, but she didn’t slow down. When he finally caught up and grabbed her arm, she spun around sharply.

“Ouch—you’re hurting me!” she shouted, anger flaring.

“I—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I just didn’t want you to think—”

“Think what, Aarav?” she cut in. “Is there any way you can explain what you just did? Why you did it?”

“No,” he said quietly, panic rising. “I don’t think you’re ready for that answer yet.”

“What is it? Try me.”

The words spilled out of him then—raw and unfiltered. How hard it was to see her with someone else. How scared he felt. How confusing it was when she felt distant over text but warm in person. How he waited for her replies, how the silence ate at him.

“What do you want me to do?” Aimee interrupted, her voice sharp. “Is that it? Is that why you’re acting like this?”

Aarav’s face fell. He had no answer.

“Thought so,” she said quietly. “I’ve liked being around you, Aarav. I’ve liked spending time with you. But I don’t know what you expect from me. I don’t like feeling as if you’re clinging to me. I can’t change who I am. If you’re okay with me just being me, then we can talk.”

“Or?” he asked softly.

“Or not tonight,” she said firmly. “Let me sleep on it. We’ll already have enough to deal with tomorrow after what you pulled.”

He asked if he could walk her back to her dorm. After a pause, she agreed—hesitant, guarded. They walked in silence. After leaving her at the door, Aarav returned to his own dorm alone, his thoughts heavy and relentless. He replayed everything, questioning where he had lost control, why this part of him kept overpowering reason. He wanted to be calm, to let things unfold naturally. But anxiety had a way of resurfacing when least expected—unhealed pieces carried quietly until they erupted.
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