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Hello there, and welcome to Leo’s story. If you’re holding this book, chances are you’re curious about a journey that’s both deeply personal and, I hope, universally relatable. This isn't a story born from a sudden burst of inspiration; it's a narrative that has been simmering for a long time, a collection of thoughts and feelings about the invisible walls we build around ourselves, especially when our past has left us feeling exposed and vulnerable.
My intention with "Childhood Trauma Survivor Pushes Everyone" was to explore the complex dance of protection and isolation that can follow deeply impactful experiences. Leo’s journey is one of trying to navigate the world with a shield up, convinced that keeping distance is the only form of self-preservation. It’s about the deep-seated fear of further hurt, the belief that vulnerability is a dangerous gamble, and the profound loneliness that can result from such a stance.
But as we all know, life has a way of presenting us with unexpected connections, people who see beyond our defenses. Maya’s character was written to represent that gentle, persistent force that can begin to chip away at even the most formidable walls. Her presence is meant to highlight the transformative power of patience, understanding, and unwavering support, showing that sometimes, the greatest strength lies not in fighting alone, but in allowing someone else to see us, truly see us, and offer a hand.
This book is for anyone who has ever felt the urge to push people away, for anyone who has struggled to let others in, or for anyone who has ever been on the receiving end of such a struggle. It’s about the courage it takes to finally let down those walls, the messy, often painful process of confronting past wounds, and the immense relief and healing that can be found in human connection. My hope is that Leo’s story offers a glimmer of understanding, a sense of shared experience, and perhaps even a quiet encouragement for readers to explore their own paths to healing and openness.
Prologue: The Architect of Walls

PROLOGUE: The Architect of Walls
The first brick was laid when I was small enough to still believe in monsters under the bed, though my monsters wore human skin. I remember the chill that seeped into my bones, the way my breath hitched, and a tiny, terrified part of me whispering, never again. That whisper became a mantra, then a blueprint. I became the architect of my own fortress, a master builder in the art of isolation. Every shouted word, every slammed door, every silent, aching moment of my childhood became another stone, mortared with the bitter certainty that vulnerability was a death sentence.
I’ve spent my entire adult life reinforcing those walls. They’re thick, unyielding, and largely invisible to anyone who doesn’t try to breach them. And believe me, very few people ever get close enough to even try. Friendships? They’re like delicate birds that land on my windowsill for a moment, sing a pretty tune, and then flutter away, sensing the cold, hard glass between us. I let them land, I let them sing, but I never open the window. Relationships? Non-existent. The idea of letting someone truly see me, really know the scarred landscape beneath the carefully manicured facade, sends a cold dread through me that’s far more potent than any loneliness. I’d rather face the gnawing ache of isolation than the imagined devastation of another person getting close enough to hurt me.
People call me distant, aloof, even a bit of a jerk sometimes. I don’t care. Those labels are just more camouflage, more barbed wire along the perimeter. They help keep the curious at bay. My colleagues at the accounting firm learned quickly not to ask about my weekend plans. My neighbors stopped waving after a few weeks of receiving nothing but a clipped nod in return. It’s efficient, really. Less effort on my part, and everyone gets the message. Keep out.
I’ve perfected the art of the tactical retreat. Someone asks a probing question? I deflect with humor or a sudden change of subject. Someone tries to get too friendly? I conveniently become too busy, too preoccupied, too suddenly swamped with work. It’s not malicious, not really. It’s just survival. Every interaction feels like a potential breach, a soft spot in my defenses that needs shoring up. And God forbid anyone mistakes my politeness for an invitation. That’s when the more overt pushing starts. The short answers, the cutting remarks, the sheer refusal to engage. I’ve watched the light die in people’s eyes, seen their shoulders slump, and felt that familiar, cold satisfaction as they finally turn away. Safe again.
The silence inside these walls can be deafening sometimes. Late at night, when the city outside quiets down and the shadows stretch long across my apartment, that gnawing ache becomes a dull throb. It whispers of what I’m missing, of connections I’ve never forged, of a warmth I’ve never truly known. But I silence it. I tell myself it’s the price of peace, the cost of safety. Better the emptiness I know than the chaos I fear. Better to be alone and whole than exposed and shattered. That’s been my truth for as long as I can remember.
My childhood... it’s a blur of sharp edges and muted colors, a landscape I’ve actively tried to pave over with concrete and steel. The memories that do surface are like fragments of shrapnel, glinting dangerously, threatening to reopen old wounds. So, I keep them buried. Deep. Under layers of routine, cynicism, and carefully cultivated indifference. The past is a monster I locked away, and these walls are the only thing keeping it from clawing its way back out.
I was so good at it. So utterly, flawlessly impenetrable. My fortress was impregnable, my solitude absolute. I genuinely believed nothing could ever get through.
Then Maya arrived.
She didn't storm the castle with battering rams or siege engines. She just... sat outside the gate, humming. A quiet, persistent melody that somehow, impossibly, seeped through the thick stone. At first, I ignored it. She was just another bird, I thought, a particularly stubborn one. She worked in the coffee shop downstairs from my office, and her smile was like a burst of sunshine – bright, genuine, and utterly disarming. It annoyed me. Greatly.
She’d remember my coffee order, even though I rarely spoke more than two words. She’d ask about my day, and instead of taking my curt "Fine" as a dismissal, she’d just nod, her eyes holding a strange, knowing warmth. She didn't retreat. She didn’t get offended. She just... stayed. And that, in itself, was a breach.
My usual tactics didn't work on her. My clipped responses seemed to bounce off her patience. My abruptness was met with a gentle understanding that chipped away at my resolve like a slow, insistent drip of water on rock. She didn’t push, not aggressively. She simply was. Open, warm, and unnervingly present. She saw past the carefully constructed defenses, past the "Keep Out" signs I’d plastered everywhere. I could see it in her eyes – she saw the hurt, the fear, the raw nerves I thought were so well hidden. And instead of recoiling, she leaned in.
It infuriated me. It fascinated me. It terrified
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