

    
        
          Fear of Abandonment: Finding Safety Where You Thought There Was None

        

        
        
          Ellie Hartfield

        

        
          Published by Ellie Hartfield, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      FEAR OF ABANDONMENT: FINDING SAFETY WHERE YOU THOUGHT THERE WAS NONE

    

    
      First edition. March 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ellie Hartfield.

    

    
    
      Written by Ellie Hartfield.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1 – What Is Fear of Abandonment, Really?

Chapter 2 – Separating Fear From the Core Self

Chapter 3 – The Layer of Fear About Fear

Chapter 4 – Processing Fear Instead of Being Consumed by It

Chapter 5 – How Abandonment Fear Shapes Relationships

Chapter 6 – Creating Inner Safety

Chapter 7 – The Unexpected Freedom on the Other Side

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1 – What Is Fear of Abandonment, Really?
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​1.1 The Heavy Weight of a Ghost

Fear of abandonment isn’t always loud. It doesn’t always throw tantrums, slam doors, or demand answers. Sometimes, it’s just there—a quiet pressure in the chest, a tightening in the throat, a restless energy in the limbs. It lingers in the silence after a message goes unanswered, in the hesitation before saying what you really mean, in the way you brace yourself for loss even when nothing is happening. It’s not paranoia, not exactly. More like a constant, low-grade expectation that something will be taken away.

This feeling doesn’t check in politely. It exists in the body, in the way muscles tense before the mind even forms a thought. It moves into the stomach, making food less appealing. It sits behind the ribs, waiting for a reason to surge. It doesn’t care how rational you are. It doesn’t care how much evidence there is to the contrary. It just exists, a shape without a clear outline, a weight without a solid form.

Have you ever noticed how it can settle in even before anything has happened? Before a conversation even begins, before someone has actually left, before any real threat presents itself? It anticipates. It watches for signs. A slight change in tone. A delay in response. A shift in someone's energy that might mean something. It pieces together clues from nothing, like a detective trying to solve a case that was never filed.

This isn’t about logic. It’s about survival.

A body that has learned abandonment doesn’t forget easily. It carries the memory in its bones, in its nervous system, in the way it tenses before relaxation even has a chance. It reacts to absence—real or imagined—before the mind even processes it as a thought. Someone takes a step back, and the body is already preparing for a storm. The mind races ahead, filling in gaps with worst-case scenarios. It doesn’t matter if the person simply got distracted, got busy, or had nothing at all to do with you. The body doesn’t wait for explanations. It reacts now, because once upon a time, waiting too long meant pain.

And so, the fear takes root in the tiniest moments.

The weight in the chest before pressing send on a message. The brief panic when a conversation feels like it’s ending too soon. The way a heartbeat quickens when someone doesn’t respond how they usually do. The split-second calculation of what went wrong, what needs to be fixed, how to prevent the worst before it happens.

But what is the worst?

That’s the thing, isn’t it? The worst is often undefined, just a vast, empty unknown. A feeling that something will be lost, without a clear picture of what loss even means. It isn’t just about a person walking away. It’s about the feeling that follows—the hollowed-out sensation, the unraveling, the way the mind scrambles to put itself back together. The belief, deep down, that if someone leaves, something inside won’t survive it.

This fear doesn’t arrive out of nowhere. It’s built over time, layer upon layer, reinforced by past experiences. Maybe the past tells a story of being left. Maybe it tells a story of unpredictability, of people being there one moment and gone the next. Maybe it whispers, "You should have done more. You should have seen it coming." Maybe it says, "You can’t afford to be blindsided again."

And so, the body stays on guard, scanning for any indication that abandonment is on the horizon. It doesn’t matter if the present is different from the past. The body doesn’t deal in facts; it deals in patterns. If something even remotely resembles an old wound, the alarm system kicks in.

Does any of this sound exhausting?

It is.

This fear drains energy, filling space that could be used for something else. It keeps the nervous system in a loop, always on edge, always waiting. And it doesn’t just sit quietly in relationships. It shows up in decision-making, in self-worth, in how freely love and trust are given. It creates a push-pull, a tension between wanting closeness and fearing it at the same time. It whispers that needing people is dangerous but being alone is worse. It complicates connection, making every interaction feel like a test, a delicate balance between holding on and pushing away.

But here’s a question: What would happen if the fear wasn’t trying to be fought off, ignored, or reasoned away?

What if, instead of tightening around it, bracing against it, or running from it, there was another way?

Not a solution. Not a quick fix. Just a shift. A way to notice the fear without becoming it. A way to feel its weight without letting it dictate every move.

Because maybe, just maybe, the fear isn’t actually about people leaving. Maybe it’s about what’s left behind when they do. Maybe it’s about the spaces that feel too empty, the silence that feels too loud, the question of who you are when there’s no one there to reflect you back to yourself.

And if that’s the case, then the real work isn’t about making sure no one ever leaves. It isn’t about controlling outcomes or making sure nothing ever changes. It isn’t about twisting yourself into someone who is always chosen.

It’s about meeting the part of you that fears abandonment and staying with it, even when it wants to run.

It’s about learning to be with the discomfort instead of reacting to it.

It’s about sitting in the silence and realizing that nothing inside is actually missing.

What would it feel like to carry the fear differently? Not as something that needs to be fixed, but as something that can be held without suffocating under it?

The body might not know the answer yet. That’s okay. There’s time.

​1.2 The Many Faces of Fear

Fear of abandonment does not always show itself the same way. It does not have a single expression, a single voice, or a predictable pattern. It can be raw and desperate, clawing for attention, or it can be quiet, hidden beneath layers of logic and self-sufficiency. Sometimes, it wears the mask of detachment, keeping people at a distance to avoid the possibility of pain. Other times, it turns into overcompensation—trying too hard, giving too much, bending in unnatural ways just to hold onto something that feels like security.

It can manifest in the smallest of actions. The pause before saying something honest, in case it pushes someone away. The need to check for reassurance, but making sure to disguise it as casual conversation. The way the body tenses at the first sign of emotional distance, even if nothing has actually changed. It is adaptive, flexible, and persistent. It finds ways to shape itself into habits that might not even look like fear at first glance.

Some people experience it as neediness, an insatiable craving for connection, always scanning for signs that someone is drifting. Every silence feels like rejection, every delay a confirmation of being unimportant. There is a constant measuring of closeness, a need to secure affection before it slips away. But fear does not just pull people in—it also pushes them away.

In others, it presents itself as independence taken to an extreme. A refusal to rely on anyone, an insistence on handling everything alone. It says, “If I do not need you, you cannot leave me.” It reinforces the idea that control is the safest path, that vulnerability is dangerous, that opening up is just an invitation for pain. It makes sure no one gets too close. And if they do, there is always an exit strategy in place.

For some, fear hides beneath perfectionism. If every word, every action, every moment is carefully managed, then maybe nothing will fall apart. It creates the illusion that abandonment can be prevented through effort. Be likable enough. Be useful enough. Be agreeable, be available, be indispensable. If no mistakes are made, if no reasons are given, then no one will leave. Right?

And then there is the version that is full of contradictions. The one that reaches for connection but recoils the second it gets too real. The one that longs for intimacy but picks fights to create distance. The one that feels exposed by too much kindness and skeptical of consistency. It can turn into a habit of testing people, seeing how much they can take before they walk away. Poking at stability just to prove that it is temporary.

Have you ever caught yourself doing this? Watching for signs that someone is pulling back, then pulling back first? Feeling relief at confirming that closeness is unreliable, even if the confirmation was engineered? It is a twisted kind of control—choosing abandonment before it chooses you.

But fear of abandonment does not stop with relationships. It seeps into self-worth, shaping how the mind interprets value. If connection feels fragile, then identity starts hinging on whether or not someone stays. If they leave, what does that say? If they lose interest, what does that mean? It turns every interaction into an evaluation. Not just of them, but of self-worth.

This fear is exhausting because it demands constant vigilance. It does not allow for ease. It treats relationships like puzzles to be solved, like problems to be managed. It replaces natural connection with strategy. It trades presence for overanalysis. It turns love into something that feels like work, because somewhere deep down, it does not believe that staying is simple.

But here is a question: If abandonment were inevitable, if people will come and go regardless of how tightly they are held, then what is the alternative?

Not a cure. Not a trick to make fear disappear. But something else. Something that does not require either chasing or avoiding. Something that allows for connection without making it a negotiation.

What if the fear is not about people at all? What if it is about what is left behind? What if it has nothing to do with others and everything to do with how much space is felt inside when no one else is there to fill it?

And if that is the case, then maybe the work is not about securing relationships. Maybe it is about facing the space itself.

​1.3 When Fear Becomes a Self-Fulfilling Prophecy
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