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​The Weight of Wanting
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I am not afraid of love. I am afraid of what love asks of me.

Depression drags me into silence, anxiety fills my chest with static, and the ghosts of past relationships remind me that closeness can wound as much as it can heal. I want love, but I cannot carry the weight of constant communication, the endless expectation to be present, the demand to always be “okay.”

There are days when even a text feels like a mountain. Days when space is not a choice but survival. And yet, beneath all of that, there is still a pulse in me that longs for connection. A quiet ache for someone to see me—not the polished version, not the mask, but the broken truth of who I am.

This book is not a guide to fixing myself. It is not a promise of healing or a roadmap to romance. It is a confession: I want love, but I cannot hold it the way the world tells me I should.

It is a dedication to the broken, the anxious, the ones who need space but still ache for touch. To those who cannot handle a relationship right now, but still dream of love that does not demand, does not suffocate, does not break.

If you are here, reading these words, maybe you know that contradiction too. Maybe you have felt the weight of wanting.

This is where my story begins.
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​Depression as Gravity
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Depression is not just sadness. It is gravity.

It pulls me down into myself, into silence, into a heaviness that makes even the smallest gestures feel impossible. A smile becomes a performance. A conversation becomes a climb. Love becomes a star I can see but cannot reach, because the force holding me here is stronger than my will to rise.

People tell me to fight it, to push back, to “just try.” But gravity does not care about effort. It does not care about desire. It simply holds. And when depression is the gravity, I am the body pinned to the ground, aching for flight but unable to lift.

In this place, relationships feel like another planet orbiting too far away. I want to touch them, to feel their warmth, but the distance is too great. Depression convinces me that I am unworthy of orbit, unworthy of light. It whispers that anyone who comes close will be dragged down too, swallowed by the same pull that keeps me here.

So I retreat. I stay in the silence. I let the gravity have me. Not because I don’t want love, but because I cannot imagine love surviving in this atmosphere.

And yet, even here, I still look up. I still see the stars. I still want.
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​Anxiety as Static
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Anxiety is not silence. It is noise.

It hums beneath everything, a constant static that makes even the simplest moments feel unbearable. A message on my phone is not just words—it is pressure, expectation, the possibility of misunderstanding. Every vibration feels like a demand: answer now, prove you care, don’t let them down.

But my chest is already full of static. My mind already racing with invisible alarms. To add another voice, another need, another tether—it feels like drowning in sound.

Anxiety tells me that love is fragile, that one missed call will shatter it, that one pause will be taken as rejection. It convinces me that space is dangerous, that silence is betrayal. And so I avoid, I retreat, I disappear—not because I don’t want love, but because I cannot survive the noise that comes with it.

I crave a love that does not demand constant proof. A love that can sit in silence without fear. A love that understands that sometimes my absence is not abandonment, but self-preservation.

But anxiety does not let me believe such love exists. It whispers that no one will wait, that no one will understand, that no one will stay.

So I keep my distance. I hold my breath. I let the static fill the room, hoping one day it will quiet enough for me to hear something softer.
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