= e
Yl .

INNER CONFIIGT

PLAYBOOK:
SHADO /jJ 1IG

3

SYSTEMATIZE YOUR
"' CRAVING

=
¥




INNER CONFLICT
PLAYBOOK: SHADOW
P1G

SYSTEMATIZE YOUR CRAVING

JUN LIU



CONTENTS

Chapter 1: The Shadow Pig Summons: Acknowledging Your
Trek 4



CHAPTER 1

THE SHADOW PIG SUMMONS:
ACKNOWLEDGING YOUR TREK

Sometimes it feels like the very act of being seen is too
much effort, and cushioning yourself in a blanket of
agreecable moments seems far more appealing than facing
the sharp edges of what actually exists. You know that
familiar pull toward the softest patch on the couch, the
easiest conversation to drift into, the comforting
predictability of a routine that requires no challenging
emotional expenditure. It’s as if life presents you with a
vibrant, slightly scary landscape demanding your full
attention, and you instinctively reach for the nearest
puddle just deep enough to float in until the light seems
less insistent. This tendency to use pleasure—a sudden
meal out, an enveloping embrace of distraction, a
delightful but ultimately superficial commitment—as a
kind of gentle anesthetic is deeply familiar to you right
now. You build these exquisite little bubbles around

yourself, structures filled with easy laughter and mutual



affirmation, because acknowledging genuine
disappointment feels like accepting a fundamental flaw

in the design of your own hopeful spirit.

This protective layer, while undeniably warm at first
touch, is also built on an avoidance of the inevitable
sting. It’s not that you don't care about depth; quite the
opposite. You possess a deep well of warmth and an
abundance of genuine affection for others, making the
anticipation of letting someone down, or worse, being let
down by them, feel like a physical weight too heavy to
bear. Therefore, you learn a quiet negotiation with
reality: if everything remains pleasantly manageable, then
nothing truly painful can happen. You become skilled at
accepting kindnesses that are perhaps too readily given,
trusting swiftly and broadly because the alternative—the
possibility of someone’s true measure failing your
expectation—feels existentially exhausting. It is this
gentle surrender to agreeable illusion that colors so much

ofyour current experience.

Does it feel like you are constantly curating the perfect
atmosphere for connection? You find yourself orbiting
people and situations where the primary emotional
currency seems to be effortless good times—the kind of

setting where nothing needs to be truly worked through,



only enjoyed in the moment. This is where your generous
spirit often gets tangled up in a delicate web of avoidance.
When you are with friends who share similar rhythms of
lighthearted distraction, or when you settle into
relationships that require little emotional excavation, it
teels wonderfully safe. The laughter flows easily, the food
tastes rich, and the conversation circles comfortably
around shared memories rather than challenging truths.
It’s here, in the soft glow of mutual enjoyment, that the
tendency to choose anesthetic over nourishment
becomes most apparent. You become exceptionally adept
at reading the mood of a room, not necessarily the depth
of its inhabitants, preferring instead to tune into the

frequency of agreeable consensus.

It surfaces particularly when deeper emotional currents
begin to stir beneath the surface polish—perhaps during
a quiet dinner with someone whose honesty feels
unexpectedly sharp, or when a creative project demands
you confront an uncomfortable vulnerability within
yourself. In these moments, your instinct is not to meet
the challenge head-on; instead, you might subtly steer the
narrative toward something more palatable, something
involving shared nostalgia or a planned outing that

promises immediate sensory reward. It's as if the thought



of difficult conversation triggers an almost physical
craving for distraction—a sudden interest in organizing
an event, agreeing to a weekend trip, or diving into a
binge-watch series with your companion. This pattern
isn’t rooted in malice, but in a deep, unacknowledged
fear: the terror that genuine connection might actually
feel like effort, and effort feels too much like
disappointment waiting around the corner. You build
these beautiful, glittering shields of enjoyment, believing
that if you just keep things pleasant enough, nothing

truly difficult will ever have to land on your lap.

Sometimes the deepest resistance whispers through your
muscles before it ever reaches your thoughts. For you,
dear reader, the body keeps score of every time comfort
has been chosen over a necessary stretch toward truth.
Notice where your shoulders habitually settle when you
are around someone who seems too bright, too easy to
love, or whose promises feel just slightly out of
reach—that almost imperceptible tensing in your upper
back. It is the physical manifestation of anticipating
letdown before the other person even speaks a word. You
carry a subtle, protective bracing, as if preparing for an
unexpected gentle shove that you somehow know is

coming. This tension isn't from a single trauma; it’s



woven from countless tiny moments where believing
someone might disappoint was simply too exhausting to
process in the moment. It feels like a perpetual readiness
to retreat into soft things—the velvet armchair, the
endless  scroll, the predictable warmth  of
routine—because those settings require no complex

emotional calculus, only gentle acceptance.

When you are deeply entangled with someone whose
affection feels overwhelmingly sweet and uncomplicated,
that familiar physical cushioning kicks in. Your jaw might
feel subtly locked, a small, unconscious guarding against
the sharp edge of true vulnerability. It’s as if your body is
whispering, "If T stay soft enough right here, nothing
difficult can possibly happen to this lovely feeling.” This
isn't weakness; it is profound, beautiful survival
mechanism honed over years of protecting that core
desire for uncomplicated joy. The physical signature of
the Shadow Pig in conflict is always a leaning *away*
from necessary friction. It’s settling into the familiar
plushness rather than accepting the momentary
awkwardness of growth. Your hips might feel slightly
weighted down, rooted to the spot of maximum
perceived safety, even when your spirit yearns for

movement toward something wilder or more demanding.



Recognizing this physical holding pattern is not about
self-reproach; it’s simply noticing the beautiful
architecture of avoidance you have so carefully built

around what you are afraid might break you.

There are moments when the sheer weight of avoiding a
difficult truth becomes almost physically exhausting,
isn't there? You might be sitting across from someone
whose words feel just slightly too sharp, or perhaps
you've been presented with an opportunity that seems
wonderful on the surface, but a quiet knot of unease
persists beneath your ribs. In those very instances, the
instinct takes over—the deep, warm pull toward
immediate comfort. It feels safer to nod along, to laugh at
the appropriate times, to agree even when the core truth
in your gut is whispering something else entirely. You
find yourself smoothing over edges that need sanding
down, accepting a version of reality because confronting
its jaggedness would require an emotional expenditure

you simply cannot afford right then.

This tendency shows up most clearly when someone
extends a kindness or offers a promise that seems too
perfect to be true; your immediate response isn't
skepticism, but overwhelming gratitude mixed with a

palpable sigh of relief—a relief that the necessary



disillusionment has been successfully postponed. You
build these beautiful little sandcastles of perceived safety
on foundations you haven't fully examined, preferring
the warm glow of assumed goodwill to the cool,
challenging water of actual discernment. It is an act of
profound self-protection, a gentle but persistent refusal
to allow disappointment—that sharp, unfamiliar flavor
of reality—to wash over you and potentially break your

current state ofbuoyant contentment.

The recognition moment arrives when that temporary
ease curdles slightly. Perhaps you realize, just after the
celebration fades or the conversation ends, that the
comfort you settled for didn't actually nourish anything
lasting; it merely padded the space until the next thing
arrived to fill the void left by the avoidance. You see the
pattern: choosing the sweet anesthetic of agreement over
the bracing clarity of necessary friction. It feels easier to
believe the lovely fiction than to wrestle with the messy,
imperfect truth of what someone else—or even your own
heart—is actually capable of offering when things get
hard. This moment is seeing the elaborate performance
you put on just to keep feeling warm and unthreatened,
knowing that while it keeps the immediate pain at bay, it

also starves the deeper, more vibrant colors of genuine



experience.






YOU'VE READ CHAPTER 1.

YOU ALREADY KNOW THIS ISN'T GENERIC
ADVICE. THIS IS YOUR MAP — BUILT
SPECIFICALLY FOR SHADOW PIG 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 SHADOW PIG
ENERGY CONSISTENTLY WINS IN INNER
CONFLICT. CHAPTER 4 NAMES THE STAKES —
WHAT YOU LOSE WHEN YOU IGNORE THIS.
CHAPTER 5 IS YOUR FULL INNER CONFLICT
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 "INNER CONFLICT PLAYBOOK:
SHADOW PIG" TO GET THE COMPLETE GUIDE.

ALSO BUILT FOR SHADOW PIG: SHADOW PIG
SHADOW SELF WORKBOOK.

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

LIFE.

SEARCH FOR "SHADOW PIG SHADOW SELF
WORKBOOK" TO FIND IT.

YOU WERE DRAWN TO THIS GUIDE FOR A
REASON.

INFO@TRANSFORMATION.PRESS



	Chapter 1: The Shadow Pig Summons: Acknowledging Your Trek

