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CHAPTER 1

THE FIXER/RESCUER CALL:
FINDING YOUR APPROACH

The fluorescent lights hummed, a high, insistent whine
that seemed to vibrate directly against your temporal
bone. You were already navigating the familiar fog of
sensory overload—the too-loud chatter from the
breakroom coalescing into a single, abrasive roar. Your
hands began their rhythmic, almost involuntary
fluttering, a deep, grounding stim that usually offered a
pocket of manageable quietude amidst the chaos. Then it
happened. A colleague, noticing the visible distress
radiating off you, leaned in far closer than was
comfortable, their expression a mixture of concern and
intense curiosity. “Can we just... look at each other for a
minute?” they murmured, their voice pitched too high
over the general din. The request wasn't about
connection; it felt like an invasive data-gathering
procedure. Suddenly, the need to maintain eye contact

became paramount, as if your ability to regulate was



contingent on meeting that unwavering gaze. Your
shoulders tensed immediately, a physiological recoil
against the sudden, uninvited demand for mutual focus.
It was too much input, too many demands stacked atop
the already taxed sensory processing unit. Instinctively,
you began to retreat, trying to angle yourself toward the
nearest perceived shadow, wishing the floor would
simply absorb the unbearable brightness of their
attention. This moment crystallized something painful:
your need to be understood versus the sheer physical
impossibility of accommodating another person's
expectation when your nervous system was screaming for
decompression. You found yourself trapped between the
desire to shield your internal state and the overwhelming
pressure to perform normalcy, making you acutely aware
of how little agency you possessed in that instant, a
captive audience to someone else’s need for reassurance

through proximity.

The boundary violations weren't always so dramatically
sensory; sometimes they were more insidious, woven into
the very fabric of perceived professional competence.
Consider the constant, probing questions regarding your
stimming behaviors during meetings. “Are you okay?”

one manager might ask, tilting their head with that overly



sympathetic look that implied a puzzle needed solving.
Another colleague might chime in, “Do you ever just...
stop doing that? For us?” Such comments weren't
inquiries of care; they were thinly veiled criticisms
disguised as concern, demanding an explanation for your
self-regulation techniques. You find yourself constantly
needing to manage the narrative surrounding your
neurological reality, explaining the mechanics of flapping
or humming as if you are presenting a complex scientific
paper on yourself. The sheer exhaustion involved in
preemptively justifying your neurology is draining. At
times, you feel that simply existing requires a
performance—a constant calibration of acceptable
behavior for an audience whose understanding remains
frustratingly underdeveloped. You rehearse polite,
measured responses in your head: *“It helps me focus,”
or *It’s just how my body processes stress.” But the
effort to maintain this fagade is monumental, feeling less
like communication and more like intricate emotional
acrobatics performed before a critical panel. When you
finally manage to articulate a boundary—a polite but
firm deflection when someone gets too close to
discussing your stimming patterns—the resulting
awkward silence feels deafening, confirming the

underlying assumption that your needs are inherently



inconvenient or abnormal.

It is in these moments of necessary resistance that the
guilt begins its familiar, toxic spiral. The trigger was
deceptively simple: a single, exhausted meltdown episode
at work, precipitated by an unforeseen confluence of
fluorescent buzz and poorly ventilated air. You managed
to signal distress, withdrawing into a quiet corner,
attempting to ride out the wave untl your coping
mechanisms could regain purchase. However, instead of
allowing you the necessary space—the breathing room
that felt like oxygen after being submerged—a
well-meaning superior approached. “You just need to
*try* harder,” they stated gently but with an undeniable
edge of disappointment. The words hung there, heavy
and accusatory: *try*. As if your neurodivergence were a
matter of insufficient willpower, something you could
simply elect to power up when faced with mild
discomfort. That single suggestion ripped through the
fragile scaffolding of self-acceptance you had managed to
build that day. Suddenly, every boundary you had
tentatively established—the need for quiet time, the right
to stim without explanation—felt flimsy and undeserved.
You immediately began reviewing your actions from the

previous week: when you’d canceled a lunch date because



the restaurant’s noise level was too unpredictable; when
you’d left an appointment early because the waiting
room felt like sensory torture. The internal monologue
shifts instantly, replacing self-advocacy with scathing
critique: *See? If you just managed your anxiety better,
this wouldn't have happened.* This instantaneous
internalization of blame proves how deeply ingrained the
belief is that your discomfort is a personal failure rather
than a predictable Dbiological response to an

overwhelming environment.

The pattern has been repeating itself across all spheres,
most painfully visible in your family dynamics. You find
yourself  cancelling  necessary  alone  time—the
non-negotiable blocks of solitude required simply to
process the day’s input—because you are paralyzed by
the fear of disappointing a demanding relative. Their
disappointment, even when exaggerated or imagined,
carries the weight of perceived failure. The conversation
about rescheduling becomes a negotiation where your
need for quiet recalibration is pitted against their
established expectation of presence. You can practically
feel the gentle but firm disappointment radiating across
the phone line: *It’s okay; we understand.* But 'okay’

teels like a polite synonym for 'unacceptable.” Every time



you reschedule that solitary hour to accommodate an
extra visit, you are not making a sacrifice out of love; you
are engaging in preemptive self-erasure. Eventually, the
pattern solidifies: your boundaries become invisible walls
you keep building up only to immediately dismantle
them before anyone can notice their existence. You end
the phone call feeling physically depleted, not from the
conversation itself, but from the emotional labor of
convincing yourself that putting someone else's comfort
ahead of your own essential maintenance is an act of
profound care, rather than a slow, steady erosion of

self-respect.






YOU'VE READ CHAPTER 1.

YOU ALREADY KNOW THIS ISN'T GENERIC
ADVICE. THIS IS YOUR MAP — BUILT
SPECIFICALLY FOR FIXER/RESCUER ENERGY.
THE PATTERNS YOU JUST READ? THEY'RE
YOURS. NOT ANYONE ELSE'S. YOURS.

THE OTHER FIVE CHAPTERS ARE WHERE IT
GETS PRECISE.

CHAPTER 2 GIVES YOU PERMISSION TO STOP
FIGHTING YOUR OWN NATURE. CHAPTER 3
SHOWS YOU EXACTLY WHERE FIXER/RESCUER
ENERGY CONSISTENTLY WINS IN
NEURODIVERGENCE. CHAPTER 4 NAMES THE
STAKES — WHAT YOU LOSE WHEN YOU
IGNORE THIS. CHAPTER 5 IS YOUR FULL
NEURODIVERGENCE PLAN, BROKEN INTO THE
CYCLES THAT ACTUALLY WORK FOR YOU.
CHAPTER 6 IS YOUR INTEGRATION — WHERE
THIS BECOMES IDENTITY, NOT STRATEGY.



MOST PEOPLE READ CHAPTER | AND THINK
THEY UNDERSTAND. THEY DON'T. THE
ARCHITECTURE ONLY REVEALS ITSELF IN
FULL.

SEARCH FOR "FIXER/RESCUER
NEURODIVERGENCE SUCCESS GUIDE" TO GET
THE COMPLETE GUIDE.

ALSO BUILT FOR FIXER/RESCUER: WORKPLACE
TOOLKIT FOR FIXER/RESCUER.

THE SAME DEPTH. THE SAME PRECISION.
APPLIED TO A DIFFERENT ARENA OF YOUR
LIFE.

SEARCH FOR "WORKPLACE TOOLKIT FOR
FIXER/RESCUER” TO FIND IT.

YOU WERE DRAWN TO THIS GUIDE FOR A
REASON.

INFOADTRANSFORMATION.PRESS
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