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Dedicated

To the wild souls who never fit in.
To the ones who broke out in silence.
To the ones who felt too much and not enough.
Too sensitive and too intense.
To the seekers, the cycle-breakers, the visionaries awakening through pain.
To the daughters and sons of generational trauma who are now becoming the mothers and fathers of the New Awakened Generation.
To the souls that were buried in darkness, but outshine with their light.
To the lovers who lost themselves in relationships.
To the teachers who turned into karmic tests.
To every human being who dared to say:


This ends with me.
This book is for you.


If you ever felt burdened by patterns you couldn’t name , 
May these pages offer you language you didn’t have words to explain.
If you were seduced by illusions and cracked open by broken promises, 
May you rise from the ashes with more power and strength.
To all entangled in karmic love, soul contracts, and invisible threads of control, 
May you find your liberation, true love and choose yourself again and again.

This book is not just a story.
It is a frequency, a transmission, 
a guide.


May it meet you where you are, and carry you to your soul’s destiny.
Because you were never lost. 
You Are Awakening.
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Sample Chapters  

Chapter 2: Road to Zion 

Traveling through Asia felt like a dream at first, a whirlwind of tropical sights, palm trees, warm turquoise ocean, exotic foods for a dollar, and the freedom of being far from home. For three months, we hopped between countries, exploring Thailand’s famous cities, islands, and beaches. We visited Chris in Bali and rented a motorbike to explore Denpasar on our own, where I learned quickly how sacred places can be corrupt too, after my purse and phone were stolen on the second day. But even that could not ruin my mood, later, sharing a banana and a laugh with a monkey on the street, I realized paradise has its own sense of humor. 

In Malaysia, we explored the Petronas Twin Towers, wandered through enormous shopping malls, and tasted every new dish and Asian cuisines we could find. We embraced the adventurous lifestyle so many young adults crave once they break free from parental boundaries, mushroom shakes at Full Moon parties, late-night escapades, conversations with strangers until sunrise. It was everything we had imagined. But beneath the surface, cracks were already forming.

I then became obsessed with Muay Thai training for a month, completely changed my diet, and started eating healthy, shedding ten kilograms. I stopped watching the news, on TV or anywhere else, wanting to eliminate negativity and focus on a healthier mindset. Meanwhile, Sam slept in, more interested in motorbikes and smoking weed. The more time we spent together, the clearer it became how different we really were once the thrill of the party faded.

Even a vacation, a time meant for connection and recharging, could easily turn into emotional turmoil. We argued over small decisions, clashed over how we spent money, and I felt increasingly misunderstood. Part of me had hoped this trip would help us reconnect and grow, but instead, we were living two completely separate lives under the same roof. These months of traveling together only magnified our incompatibility, draining my energy instead of recharging me.

Finally, it was time for Australia. A whole new chapter awaited, and I arrived with almost nothing in my pocket. This country was more expensive than any of the 20-plus I had visited before, and I couldn’t even speak the language.

We started in Darwin as planned, but this town was so tiny and eerie at night that on the very first day, I pushed to book tickets to Perth. Sam didn’t see why at first, but on the third day he finally agreed and the sunniest city in Australia awaited us. Ironically, it rained nonstop for two weeks.

Luckily, we had bought a bundle of one-dollar CDs in Thailand, mainly all the seasons of Breaking Bad in German with English subtitles. At first, I wasn’t sure about the series. Watching a grown man in white underwear living in a trailer wasn’t exactly my vibe. But with nothing else to do, I joined Sam and our two flatmates and we binge-watched from 10 a.m. until midnight.

To my surprise, I got hooked. When Season 3 suddenly switched to English instead of German, I was too invested to stop. I sat there for hours, remote in one hand, English-to-German translator on my phone in the other, pausing constantly to follow the scenes. Even when everyone else had gone to bed, I stayed up until 3 a.m., determined to keep watching.

That rainy fortnight turned out to be a blessing in disguise. Not only did I fall in love with the series, but it became a breakthrough for my English. By the time we finished all the seasons in just two weeks, my understanding had significantly improved, my vocabulary expanded, and I felt more confident navigating the English language and the new country. 

The time of binge-watching Breaking Bad in a warm apartment quickly faded as we found ourselves in a new reality, one that would test my resilience, patience, and sense of self in ways I never expected.

The next thing on our list was to buy a car and find a farm job to obtain a two-year visa. Sam, being a car mechanic, found us a Mitsubishi where we could sleep in the back. It was cheap and in good condition. I focused on the work and managed to find us a job on an avocado farm. That was an experience, to say the least, a humbling moment and a drastic contrast to my life as a Financial Analyst in Germany.

With the new job came the new accommodation. The first, and worst, hostel I’d ever seen awaited us, full of people who didn’t care about reasonable hours for cooking, singing, or general behavior. Once we got a place on the farm, we shared a room with others and slept on four mattresses on the floor. It was nothing like a five-star hotel, a disaster by my standards, but shockingly normal for others willing to pay the price. 

I cried almost every day, because of the unbearable conditions at the farm, the lack of people I could connect with, the constant disagreements with Sam, and the overwhelming sense that this life was so far beneath what I was used to. Everything about it felt wrong, as if I had been dropped into a world that didn’t align with who I was or with the standards I had set for myself.

For several days, I checked out flights back to Germany. When I shared some pictures of the hostel and the farm with my mom, she begged me to come back and I was very close to buying one.

Sam: “I can’t see you crying every day. If you’re so unhappy and cry one more day, I’ll book you a ticket for tomorrow.”
I pulled myself together and tried to regain my strength. I reminded myself that I hadn’t traveled across the world, leaving everything familiar behind, just to give up at the first sign of difficulty. I had a one-year visa, and this was only month two. There had to be something on the other side of this struggle, something worth all the tears and discomfort. I clung to that thought, reminding myself I could finish the regional work somewhere else. It’s a huge country; I just had to save some money so I could keep going.

There was no Wi-Fi and no cell reception on the farm, except in certain spots, which made the experience even more tense and frustrating. After picking green avocados for five to eight hours a day, the moment I closed my eyes, I kept seeing avocados. An abundance of avocados was everywhere. For breakfast, lunch and dinner. So much so, two years later, I still couldn’t eat them.

After a month or two, things between Sam and me went even further downhill. Sam and I argued more, and started sleeping on separate mattresses. Intimacy was impossible, yet the distance between us grew every day. The rest of the farm crew was made up of twenty young Taiwanese who didn’t speak English, and an Irish couple who drank hard alcohol daily, the guy was our supervisor. Sam and the Irish couple would engage in what, to me, were surface-level conversations, or pure nonsense. It was painful for me to sit through these interactions, let alone join them. So I distanced myself.

After farm work, I’d sit in the car, listen to music, and smoke a joint just to keep myself from losing it. Somehow, this empowered me and allowed me to disengage from overwhelming emotions.

There was nothing left to talk about with Sam. We had become two strangers. Both of us saw how different our values and interests were, just trying to make it through the day, the week, eventually the month, growing colder and more detached with every passing day. 

One morning, I woke up and saw Sam staring at me in shock. 
Sam: “Holy shit, what happened to your face?”

I touched my cheek and felt swelling. My teeth hurt. 

Me: “It hurts. Why? How does it look?”

Sam passed me a mirror. 
Sam: “Your cheek is double its size.”

It didn’t make any sense. I’d checked everything with my dentist in Germany, and he’d said it all looked great. But suddenly, my left cheek was enormously swollen. I needed a dentist immediately, preferably one open on a Saturday. The closest was four hundred kilometers away.

When I told Sam, his response was: “If I go with you and miss work, I’ll lose $50.”
At that moment, I couldn’t tell what hurt more, my swollen face or how insignificant my well-being was to him.

I drove by myself for four hours. I was mad and in pain, but the farther I drove, the more clarity I seemed to gain. In the car, I called several dentists and managed to get an appointment. They let me in within minutes, and after a quick examination the dentist said, 

Dentist: “It’s an infected root canal.” The cost of fixing it on the spot was almost everything I had saved, four times the cost of pulling it. I had no choice. 

Me: “Pull it out, but please, no pain.” He was the best dentist I’d ever seen. The tooth came out effortlessly; in no time, I was done.

Less than an hour later, I left, asking myself, “What just happened this morning?” 

The dentist asked me to come back in three days for a check-up, so I decided to stay in Perth for the weekend and enjoy the big city vibes. I had planned to go to Perth anyway, maybe not like this, but it seemed the Universe was pulling me out of the circumstances for a reason.

Five days later, while I was still in Perth, Sam messaged me. 
Sam: “The boss is asking if you’re coming back.”

All my belongings were still at the farm, but I had no desire to return. I enjoyed my time in Perth, even though I had to lose a tooth for it. The drive back to the farm was full of insights. If it hadn’t happened, who knows how much longer I would have stayed on that farm, especially with Sam. Maybe this was the final push I needed to truly see things for what they were. It felt as though God had stepped in, pulling me out before I sank any deeper, making sure I wouldn’t just survive but keep moving forward.

These past few days gave me enough space to realize just how unhappy I was, with Sam, with the farm, and with the life I was caught in. The best part of the farm experience was the nature all around us. Every morning, we would drive past kangaroos and watch them in their routines, hopping gracefully through the misty fields.
The beauty of dawn, the sunrise melting into dew-covered grass, the gentle fog shimmering in the early light, and the profound stillness of nature, was priceless. At night, I often stood beneath the open sky, staring up at the Milky Way, lost in the vast, intricate mystery of the universe. I wondered what else might be out there.  Once or twice, I caught a falling star, a quiet miracle, as if the stars were trying to tell me something. These glimpses of peace and beauty were the only things keeping me going. I didn’t know how deeply I loved nature, until it became my saving grace.

Driving the quad bike was an adventure in itself, wild, untamed, and a little rebellious. It mirrored the longing I felt inside, a glimpse of the freedom I desperately craved.

The endless avocado tree fields, vast and abundant, had served me in more than one way, securing my visa, providing a source of income, and sustaining me as “healthy” food in every meal for almost two months. What was once a mix of luxury and survival had become inescapable, even in my dreams. Avocados were everywhere, repetitive and exhausting.

It showed me how staying in the same place or situation for too long can become suffocating, even if it once nourished you. And now their purpose had been served, and the time had come to move on.

On my way back to the farm, I told Sam I was leaving the next day. When I arrived, Aiden, someone we met at the hostel, was hosting a party at his house and invited us over. More than twenty people were there, and for the first time, I sat on the opposite side of the table, far from Sam.

It was unfamiliar for everyone else who knew us. I didn’t want to be next to him anymore. It finally clicked, I realized it was over. Later that evening, Aiden mentioned he wanted to catch a basketball game, and I offered to drive him. He was thrilled, so we jumped in my car. I couldn’t wait to leave the party, especially with Sam being there.

I put the car in reverse, shifted into gear, hit the gas, and bang. I crashed into a giant tree less than a meter behind me.

Me: “Damn it,” I laughed.

I had forgotten how close I’d parked, and it was pitch black outside. Aiden and I both looked at the rear windshield, it was completely shattered, a mosaic of cracks stretching from top to bottom and side to side.

Me: “Oops,” I said, strangely amused.
Aiden looked worried, but I waved him off.

Me: “No worries, it’s not your fault. Just give me the address, and I’ll still drive you there.”

Aiden and I got along, and I had a feeling he liked me. He asked where I’d been, and we had a nice conversation before I dropped him off. Back at the party, it was almost time to drive home with Sam.

Me: “I’ll drive.”

I didn’t want him to notice the smashed window in the back. As we drove, I kept talking, engaging him in conversation, distracting him from looking behind us. The night after my return wasn’t much different. Only I was different. I no longer sought his closeness, attention, or warmth. I was done with the relationship. Internally, something inside me had cracked, quietly, irreversibly. Just as the windshield had shattered, so had my connection to him. But unlike the glass, I wasn’t trying to hold it together anymore.

The next morning, I packed all my belongings and placed them next to the car while Sam was still gathering his. To my surprise, it looked like he was coming with me. For weeks, we’d been arguing about my 30th birthday, and I’d said clearly that there was no way I would celebrate it on this farm. Melbourne was my plan, but first, we had to get to Perth.

I walked to the kitchen, about 100 meters from where we slept and where the car was parked. Sam still hadn’t seen the broken window. As I sipped my coffee in the quiet, I suddenly heard a loud:

Sam: “FUUUUUCK!”
He had seen the windshield.

This was quickly followed by an even louder:
Sam: “JUUUUULIIAAA!!!”

I went to the car, barely holding back my laughter.

Sam: “How are we going to fix it?” he yelled, panicked, his hands flying from his head toward me, gesturing wildly like an Italian.

Me, amused: “Tape it.”
Sam: “Tape it?”

Me: “Yes. Just put tape over it so it stays together until Perth.”
Sam paused, looking at me like I’d completely lost my mind. Then, without a word, he turned to find some tape. An hour later, we were both in the car, driving to Perth. I was the happiest I’d ever been, heading into my new life and adventure. I glanced at Sam in the passenger seat, his eyes were red, his face tense. He was on the verge of tears.

Me: “What’s up?”
He didn’t want to leave.

It was painfully awkward to drive like that. The air between us was thick with unspoken words, an extreme contrast of emotions. I was filled with excitement, and enthusiasm I hadn’t felt in months, while Sam’s heavy presence sat between us like a weight I no longer wanted to carry. For the first time, our roles had shifted. We sat in silence. I turned on the music, hoping to break the tension.

As if sent by God sent, a familiar car appeared in front of us, it was the guys from the farm.

Me: “Sam, what are they doing here? Aren’t they supposed to be working?” 

Sam: “I don’t know… maybe something happened, and it got canceled.” 

Me: “They’re probably driving to get groceries; there’s no other reason they’d be here.” The closest grocery store was fifty kilometers from the farm, this was their only possible destination. Sam nodded, but didn’t say anything. 

Me: “You know what? I’m going to follow them to the parking lot. When we get there, you’ll decide what you want. If you don’t want to leave, you can take your luggage and put it in their car. And that’s it.” 

Sam: “And you?” 

Me: “I’m leaving. I’m going to Perth. It’s my birthday, and I can’t stay here any longer.”

Another ten to fifteen minutes of silence passed, the only sound was the music playing softly in the background. 

Sam: “Maybe you could go to Perth, travel for a while on your own, and then come back?”

I glanced at him. His face was so sad, shoulders slumped, head down, eyes wet with tears. 

Me: “You know me, Sam. Once I leave, I leave. I want to be in a big city.”

I signaled to the guys in front of us. As we pulled into the parking lot, Sam just sat there, frozen, unable to make a decision or speak. So I made it for him. 

Me: “Take your luggage and go.”

He wiped his tears, stepped out of the car, and lifted his bags from the trunk. The moment he shut it, I drove away, ending our relationship three days before my 30th birthday, in the middle of nowhere, Down Under.

It should have been painful, but all I felt was freedom and excitement. Finally, I could do things the way I wanted, without checking in with Sam or trying to find a compromise, as I so often had. A weight lifted off my shoulders, and once again I was driving into my new life, this time alone, with a smashed back window and a cracked front window from Sam’s fist a few weeks earlier. I was simply happy that it was just me, myself, and I.

They say broken glass is a sign of big changes ahead. At that moment, I didn’t fully understand it, yet I could sense it, watching the glints in the shattered glass, wondering what message it was trying to send me.

“I got to keep on walking on the road to Zion, man.. we got to keep it burning on the road to Zion, man…” The lyrics by Damian Marley and Nas filled the car, playing on repeat. 

It was my new favorite song. I first heard it out on the field, and fell in love with it instantly. Since its melancholy and resilience pulled me gently yet effectively towards a new road, instead of walking the same old path. 

It felt like I had discovered it for that exact moment in my life. For the next four hours, I played it over and over, celebrating freedom, which felt like both liberation and victory.

After only two and a half months together in Australia, our almost two years relationship was over. Back in Perth, I called Claudia to see where they were. The next day, I visited them at the restaurant where they worked. The sun was out, the air was warm, and for the first time in a long time, I felt truly happy.

Claudia and Christian introduced me to some regular guests, including an older gentleman with a boat docked right outside. He started a conversation with me and introduced me to his friends at a large table.

Claudia and Christian were happy, and kept slipping away from their shifts to chat, their laughter filling the air. Their carefree energy was infectious, and I found myself smiling again. By 5 p.m., we grabbed drinks and food and made our way onto the boat. The atmosphere was lighthearted, electric with freedom. Music, laughter, the scent of fresh food, the sun dipping into the horizon, the world felt wide open again. 
We partied past midnight, soaking in every moment of celebration, connection, absolute liberation. A perfect way to start my 30s.

This was exactly how I wanted my life to be, on a yacht, surrounded by luxury, adventure, and freedom. On my journey, I discovered something fascinating: there’s a deep energetic connection between our bodies and our spiritual paths. Losing that tooth was symbolic, like shedding a karmic tie I no longer needed. 

I also noticed that whenever my gums bled around certain people, it was a sign from my body of a karmic connection, like literally ‘paying’ with my blood. Once I left these relationships, the bleeding stopped too. 

But that pulled tooth had to be replaced. Missing teeth are like holes in your wallet, fix them first if you want to attract more abundance. 



Chapter 4 - When Success Isn’t Enough

I stood by the panoramic windows of my apartment on the 49th floor, looking out over Sydney’s Darling Harbour, stretching all the way to the Blue Mountains. The sun was shining, the sky was blue, a view of the city and nature I would never forget.

Sydney stretched endlessly in front of me, glass towers reflecting the golden hour’s sunset, the harbor shimmering gold, red, and pink: colors I felt I had a date with. The iconic Darling Harbour was so close I could look right into it; fireworks lit up the sky every Saturday, all visible from the comfort of my home. This place became my sanctuary. Nothing could make me leave. I felt like I was living my dream. The entire city pulsed with life below, yet up here it was silent, peaceful, like being on an airplane.

This view was what I lived for. Something about it made my life pause, forcing me to stop, reflect, and breathe. No matter what was happening in my life, the moment I stood here, watching the city in the last light of day, time stood still. The colors of the sunset felt like a masterpiece, yet once the show was over, a melancholy often crept in.

The view and the height reminded me how far I had come, from Germany to Australia, from uncertainty to building a life beyond anything I had imagined. The skyscrapers surrounded the marina and yachts docked along the promenade, right by the entry to countless restaurants that once felt like a dream to reach. Yet now, they have become so normal, a daily stroll or jog, sometimes even rushed to escape the smells of thousands of kitchens stretching all the way to Barangaroo Bay. 

The new six-star Crown Hotel was emerging from the ground. The endless depth of the horizon gently turned into a colorful sky, it was a vision board come to life, a dream I appreciated every day. And yet, something inside me didn’t feel right. I had it all, luxury, freedom, success, so why did it still feel like something was missing? What was I missing, despite being so grateful and privileged in my home?

The Anzac Bridge, standing strong in the distance, carried more meaning than I could put into words. Bridges always mesmerized me, not just as structures, but as symbols of connection, power, and purpose. A bridge separates two worlds. Stepping onto one side brought excitement and curiosity, but walking toward the middle, with its uneasy, shifting feel, often scared me. Sometimes I was so afraid I felt paralyzed. What if this massive structure collapsed?

Yet that’s where I often paused, taking a moment to breathe, enjoying the view from the top. Walking down was always the most relaxing part, as if I’d crossed a threshold. And maybe, without realizing it, I’d been searching for, and building, my own bridge: one that no one else had ever walked. To get to the bottom of the melancholy. To find the deeper reason why it or I existed.

It was here that I breathed, leaned on the glass window, trying to hug the view, and talked to myself, “There must be more to life.”

I was grateful for what I had built, what I had achieved, but I was hungry for deeper meaning and purpose. Something out there was calling me, and this time, I was going to answer the call.

So, what’s next?  

I knew something had to change. Life had to change. People had to change. Habits had to change. Work had to change.

Ultimately, I had to change.

I wanted to get happily married and have two healthy, happy children. In that moment, I realized I had to quit all of my old habits. I stopped going out, partying, drinking, smoking, and doing drugs. I changed my environment and even moved apartments after three years. If I wanted that life, if I wanted to give birth to two healthy children, I knew I had to start with myself. From that day, I was on a mission.

I started having very emotional dreams. I could see my deceased aunt helping me and holding my hand. In some dreams, she’d chat with my mom; in others, I’d see that my mother had passed away. The bond and love I felt for my mom were extremely strong and deep, especially in my dreams. In real life, she was my best friend. We’d messaged and talked on the phone every single day since I’d left Germany. She was my everything and had supported me financially many times.

When this dream happened three times in just a few months, it scared me. I’d wake up in the middle of the night, in tears, and call or message her to make sure she was okay. One night, I saw myself dead, and that truly freaked me out. I was anxious and worried, so I started searching for dream interpretations. What I found was that death in dreams symbolizes transformation, the death of the old and the rebirth of the new. It sounded like it was just about to happen.

I fell in love with Sydney the very first day, and nothing could make me leave. I tried applying for an Australian permanent visa, seeing it as the only way forward, even though I knew I didn’t want to work as an accountant. I locked myself away for an entire year, studying a subject I hated. I isolated myself. I stopped socializing. I gained significant weight. I sacrificed my happiness for a future I wasn’t even sure I wanted.
After several failed attempts, I started noticing the universe was talking to me, sending me signs. Every time before my exams, something significant would happen to distract me. I still remember sitting at my desk, studying, when I had my first mini panic attack. I had to leave my books and put myself to bed in the middle of the day. I was so stressed during these exams, and I failed again and again. But the way I failed caught my attention. I either failed by three points, three percent, or some other figure that added up to three. A pattern. The same pattern. Every time. It was so close, yet it felt like an invisible force was blocking me. I had never failed so many exams before.

A few days later, I woke up at 4 a.m., feeling wide awake. I sat on my bed, turned on my bedside lamp, and stared into the pitch-black darkness outside my window. That’s when I had my first spark of enlightenment: I saw the entire picture clearly. This path wasn’t meant for me. That night, I canceled all my remaining exams, for which I’d already paid in full. I accepted the financial loss, the year of isolation, and the realization that, no matter how hard I tried, this door wasn’t going to open for me. 

I reflected on all the time I had invested and finally accepted that it hadn’t worked from the very start. So, I closed this chapter with complete peace, knowing I had tried my best. I didn’t know what I would do next, but I knew this wasn’t it. It was no longer my path, and it definitely wasn’t aligned with what I truly wanted.

I had exhausted all my chances of becoming CPA-certified in Australia. The chapter was officially closed. It was devastating, but deep down, I knew I had to surrender. My entire lifestyle was on the line. I realized the only remaining option to get a permanent visa was to marry an Australian man. That was a huge problem.

I had never been a fan of fake love. That’s why I’d been single for four years. Since Sam, I’d had a few short relationships and some broken hearts, but I kept attracting the wrong men. So, I put love aside. I knew I needed to shift my focus to finding Mr. Right, yet all I felt was resistance from all the Mr. Wrongs.

Going to bars and clubs again wasn’t an option. Dating apps hadn’t worked for me either. My relationships were a mess, and I didn’t want to deal with that.

Hungry for meaning and fulfillment, I asked myself, “What will I do when I have all the money I desire? When I have all the luxury I want?” I knew I wouldn’t stay on the couch all day. Intuitively, I knew I’d be very wealthy one day, that wasn’t the question. The question was, what do I live for? I wanted to find true love and something I was passionate about. Just two things: love and passion, can’t be that difficult, right?

So, let’s face it: How do you find love and passion? How do you find both? How do you find a good man? And then, the Big Bang came. There must be a different way. I believed in long-lasting, true love, I knew it existed. “Where the heck will I find you? Where in the world are you?” I screamed out loud.

Thank God for YouTube. I’d never used it before, but I came across this Russian speaker talking about how to attract good men. YES. Jackpot. That’s exactly what I needed. I subscribed and wrote down everything he said. Over time, I implemented his advice, and it worked. Men were approaching me everywhere I went, but none of them were the right men.

So, where is he? Where is my Mr. Right?

Finally, he said, “If you want to find a good man, go to cafes where they go during work breaks. Some may even work from cafes. Attend concerts, sports events, and seminars. Good men want to educate themselves. This is where you’ll find them.”

Seminars? That sounded interesting.

“What seminars?” I asked myself. “Follow your heart, and love will find you,” I heard a whisper in my ear.

What seminars would interest me? I loved real estate, no question about that. I remembered attending an I Love Real Estate seminar when I first came to Sydney. I left after 30 minutes, not because I wasn’t interested, but because I couldn’t understand much of what they were saying. My English was still at a beginner level, and I found myself in a room full of property developers. I knew I’d come back one day.

Three years later, here I was again, in exactly the same place. Maybe this was the call I’d first resisted.

Over the next month, I attended several seminars each week. In the beginning, I went as often as I could, as long as it had something to do with real estate. Not because of the men, but because I discovered something I truly loved and enjoyed. It felt like Monopoly for adults, my favorite childhood game.

In the following four months, I met many people, attended three-day workshops, flew all over the country, and learned everything I could about the real estate business. A few men approached me, and the technique worked, but none of them were the right one.

I started thinking more about the type of partner I wanted. I made a list of ten to twenty qualities and hung it next to my mirror. My list began with: “We share similar hobbies, passions, and interests. We have the same mindset. He works in a similar field to mine. He has a millionaire mindset.” I even started exploring astrology and compatibility.

I followed my heart into a completely different life and never looked back. I attended seminars led by inspiring, wealthy people. Over the next three months, I spoke with the most successful speakers in the real estate business in Australia. I had discovered my new full-time obsession, 24/7, including weekends, and I was highly visible. I loved being around these kinds of people. They felt like my tribe.

But those seminars weren’t just about properties. The more I listened, the more fascinated I became with topics like mindset and psychology. Before I knew it, my focus shifted, I became obsessed with personal development, not the men. This was where my journey took a new direction.

One step led to another. At a Robert Kiyosaki event, my friend introduced me to Adam Hudson. When I returned to my seat, another person invited me to an I Love Real Estate three-day intensive. I had been dreaming about it for weeks, so I said yes, full of excitement. The manifestation game had begun.

Once I returned home, it was time to pack my bags for the property intensive. I remember taking the escalator upstairs, dressed in modern black heels, tight, elegant fire-red pants, and a black shirt. My hair fell just below my shoulders, brown and natural, flowing with the wind. As I stepped onto the red carpet in the main waiting hall, it felt as if a hundred eyes were staring at me, though only a few dared to smile. I walked as if I owned the room, not realizing I had arrived at the three-day Millionaire’s Mindset Intensive. 

At this event, I met an interesting lady, and I’ll always remember what she said to me: “Julia, you’re an oracle.” She was so right.

She continued, saying I had deep-rooted issues with my mother. She told me, “Your mother pushed you so hard in the direction she wanted that you completely forgot who you were. You gave up your God-given power to intuitively see things, through visions, pictures, and dreams.”

I froze. My mother was anything but spiritual and always dismissed my beliefs.

At first, I felt surprised and confused. I loved my mother; for all these years, she had been my best friend. I couldn’t yet see how much her controlling behavior had affected me. But now I was in Australia, far from anyone who could tell me what to do or talk me out of my decisions. It seemed the universe was finally working in my favor, opening my eyes and guiding me toward my true path.

Then something changed. I started noticing repeating numbers on houses and license plates. Animals crossed my path. Serendipitous events began happening regularly. I would think of something, and within the week, it would manifest. Someone even told me, “I can see your energy field walking one meter ahead of you.” Every day, something new amazed me. The real adventure had begun.

At the Millionaires event, I faced for the first time a deep subconscious belief that shattered me. It hit me like a ton of bricks, so intensely that I burst into tears when someone asked me about it. It’s hard to grasp how deep childhood trauma can go. No one in the room would have guessed that about me, I’d been hiding it for thirty-three years.

The last day was extraordinary. We ended with a twenty-minute meditation session, which, at the time, felt like torture. I had never meditated before. I was full of energy, and sitting quietly, attention focused on within, among hundreds of people wasn’t something I would choose. 

But I thought, “If the main speaker is doing it, it must be good.” So, I closed my eyes and listened to her voice.

As the session went on, the lights dimmed, and by the end, the room was bathed in red light. We were told to find a partner, someone we hadn’t sat next to and didn’t know. I was slow to choose, but as I looked up, I saw a woman who seemed anxious about being left out. I approached her, tapped her on the shoulder, and asked if she needed a partner. She turned around, and I almost fainted. In her face, I saw my aunt who had passed away.

The woman smiled when she saw me and looked relieved. Then we followed the instructions. We held each other’s hands and stared quietly into each other’s eyes for two minutes. It was the most awkward feeling for me back then. The whole time, all I saw was my aunt, looking straight at me and holding my hands. 

We didn’t speak, but I felt an overwhelming wave of emotion. Tears poured down my face, and she began crying as well. Then we smiled, and after a while, the exercise ended. Thank God, I thought. Two minutes like that felt truly long. We hugged sincerely, as if we’d known each other for years.

It was deeply emotional for me. Though I knew she was a stranger, I felt a profound connection to my aunt, as if she was truly there with me. I knew it was a sign.

As the event ended, tarot cards were in a big bowl near the exit. We were asked to take a card we felt drawn to and photograph it. I pulled two cards. One read “Change” and the other, “Transformation.” I remember feeling curious and intrigued. I didn’t fully understand their meaning, but I could sense it. Just looking around and being in a completely new environment, surrounded by a new level of people and conversations, already signaled it. Change was undeniable. But what kind of change, I wondered.

Today, I see that nothing I imagined for myself comes close to what has happened. Later, I bumped into the woman again in the bathroom. She looked completely different; I only recognized her by her clothes. It was as if I had seen two different people.

I left the event certain that I had been guided there. The invitation and those three days were miraculous. It was exactly what I needed, not about men or real estate, but about the Millionaire Mindset.

In the months that followed, I continued attending seminars. I was invited to Millionaire Mega-Conferences and gala dinners, traveled from city to city, and began working on properties, renovating and designing interiors. I even helped a friend successfully renovate, stage, and sell a house. It was a change that I deeply enjoyed. 






Chapter 17 - Trauma of Perfection and Procrastination 

I finally created my coaching program and was ready to launch it. But before doing so, I wanted Shaun to look at it first, give me feedback, and offer suggestions if I needed to adjust something. It was my first program, after all. Yet I was sitting on it for a week, putting immense pressure on myself. One day, when talking to a friend, she asked, “What are you waiting for? Why haven’t you sent it?”

Something clicked. Shaun had become more than a mentor, he had taken on a father figure role in my mind, and that realization unsettled me. I hadn’t sent it because I didn’t want to disappoint him. I was afraid he would reject it. I wanted him to be proud. The moment I admitted that, I recognized an old pattern.

As a child, my father checked my homework and would beat me for the smallest mistake, a misplaced comma, a misspelled word, it didn’t matter what it was. He would untie his leather belt and beat me on my bare skin, over and over again. I learned to hesitate, to avoid feedback, to obsess over my homework, or just hide what I wrote altogether. In my mind, writing came with mistakes, and mistakes meant pain. So hiding became a survival coping mechanism. I learned love was conditional, something to be earned through perfection.

I didn’t just have a visibility issue, it was a wound from abuse, often downplayed by parents who don’t understand the lifelong harm it causes.

No mistakes. No flaws. No room for error. That trauma was playing out now. I wasn’t just afraid of Shaun’s feedback, I was afraid of judgment, of being told I was wrong, of humiliation. My fear wasn’t rational, but it was real. My nervous system was reliving an old fight-or-flight response, making me freeze and procrastinate as if I was still that little girl, scared for her safety.

Personal development and continued self-education on psychology helped me catch that this was a subconscious loop, a pattern so many live in without realizing. I understood I couldn’t move forward until I changed it. I reminded myself: Shaun isn’t my father. He’s a mentor. His role is to help, not tear me down. But still, I was afraid. I had only a few weeks left to submit my work, and then another layer of resistance surfaced.

I hated asking for help. One simple exercise triggered a flood of emotion, fear, anxiety, shame, a need to prove myself, and deep discomfort with vulnerability. It felt like peeling back layers of wounds and outdated beliefs I hadn’t even known were there. The self-sabotage cycle was undeniable, and it needed my attention if I wanted to move ahead.

Submitting my coaching program should have been easy. But my whole body tensed at just the thought of it. Deep down, I wasn’t just sending a document, I was seeking approval. Approval meant validation, love, safety, worthiness, and being good enough. 

Whereas mistakes meant physical and emotional pain, abuse, judgment, rejection, abandonment. I had spent my whole life seeking approval, from my father, my mother, my teachers, my partners. And now, from Shaun.

Yet Shaun wasn’t just a mentor anymore. He had become someone more, something deeper, something between the lines. His approval started to feel like everything. 

Then it hit me: I was missing a father figure my whole life, someone supportive, someone I could ask for help. My mother always taught me to do everything myself. Still, I feared not being good enough, his punishments, his impossible standards. He learned from his parents, and from Ukrainian culture, that beating a child was “discipline.” Physical abuse was normal, even to a five- or seven-year-old. One wrong answer, and suddenly there was anger, violence. So I adapted:

Perfection and hiding were the only ways to stay safe. Perfection was survival. Decades later, that fear was still there. The same childhood wound was now repeating itself in my business, my relationships, my whole life. That’s when I started digging deeper.

The fear of abandonment surfaced, unraveling years of conditioning, self-doubt, and shame. It became clear how society reinforces this pain, conditioning us to seek approval, suppress emotions, and tie our worth to performance. It was both eye-opening and shocking. I saw why so many of us are stuck, afraid to be seen, afraid to fail, terrified we’re not good enough. So we comply, never daring to challenge the system or explore who we truly are.

This isn’t just about my father or Shaun. It’s about our social conditioning, how authority figures become toxic, keeping us small so we don’t wake up and question the system. That is why so many people are afraid to speak up, fear of isolation, of punishment, loss, or rejection. The same wound, just showing up in a different way. I was fed up with that.

What if your fear of being seen isn’t really yours, but planted to keep you small? What if playing small was never your truth, but just a carefully crafted system to keep you blind?

I knew what I had to do. I needed to break out of this system, this matrix, this generational cycle. Creating my own coaching program meant having my own business, independence, and freedom from people who wanted to dictate my life. I took a deep breath and forced myself to upload the document to the business group, being seen, asking Shaun for feedback. The moment I hit “post,” my body reacted.

Anxiety shot through me like an electric current. My heart pounded, my breath turned shallow, and I felt hyper-aware. I didn’t want to see his notification. I was terrified of what he might say. My adrenaline spiked, my nervous system went into overdrive. But I knew this was part of the process, trauma fighting to keep me stuck. I had to push through the discomfort. I took a deep breath. Five seconds inhale, five seconds hold, five seconds exhale. I repeated this until my body calmed down. 

Then I went for a walk, reminding myself this was just my body remembering what it once felt. And to heal it, I had to feel it, to sit through the emotional discomfort and pain. That I was safe and nothing would happen to me. That this reaction, breaking an old cycle, was normal and nothing to fear. The walk grounded me, and I felt myself once again.

Later, my right ear burned intensely. I checked the time, it was Shaun’s bedtime. The sensation lasted nearly an hour. He didn’t say anything, but I knew he was reading my program. I grabbed my pendulum and asked, “Is this positive or negative?” It swung to positive.

The next morning, I woke up to a response from Shaun. My heart raced as I opened the notification. I had to take a screenshot because I could barely believe what I was reading.

“This is incredible. I wouldn’t change a thing, except move the ‘Why’ from step two to step one.”

That was it. One small edit. All the fear, the hesitation, the anxiety, for nothing. Just a bodily memory. Suddenly it was clear, my entire childhood trauma had wired me to believe something I had long outgrown. That belief, that I was never good enough, was just an old echo, no longer real.

That no matter what I did, it wouldn’t be right was a sentence my parents used to repeat. That I had to earn love, that I had to be perfect before being accepted was their way to relate. And I had the power to use discernment to logically understand it’s a conditioning millions of people were taught to believe. Yet it doesn’t mean we have to stay there. 

So why was I so worried? Why did I put so much pressure on myself that I almost didn’t send it? That’s how subconscious conditioning recreates the emotional energy of childhood experiences. It recalls what happened before and overshadows the ability to move forward as an adult.
A belief that everything had to be perfect or it wasn’t worth doing lingered. That belief had paralyzed me. I knew I had to let it go. Because perfection is the enemy of progress. If we wait for the perfect moment, if we wait until we “feel ready,” we may wait forever. Whatever feels perfect today won’t be tomorrow. The moment you get the newest phone, laptop, or car, it’s already outdated. Perfection doesn’t exist. Not even a horizon line is perfect. 

The more I went within and worked on myself, the more I reflected and became self-aware, the more I uncovered deeper layers, shadows, memories my mind had blocked out completely. The root of these fears is often due to childhood molestation and abuse. Our subconscious mind hides it so well that we spend decades battling symptoms without knowing the cause. This wasn’t just about perfectionism. It was about deep-seated fear that being wrong, being seen, or being vulnerable meant danger. The body remembers what the mind forgets.

Once I saw the full truth, all of it began to make sense. The struggle to ask for help, resistance to share my work, it all traced back to a powerless time when my innocence was taken, my voice wasn’t heard, and my boundaries were crossed. Now, by hitting “post,” I was reclaiming my power. I was breaking this karmic cycle.
This wasn’t just about launching a coaching program. It was about reclaiming myself.
Next, I had to look at why I was seeking someone’s approval. Was I not confident enough? Did I need someone to validate what I already believed was right? A simple task had become a deep dive into old patterns and buried beliefs. The shedding of my wounded self was necessary to stop the behavior and free myself from its internal restrictions.

There’s a big difference between seeking approval and valuing someone’s feedback.
Approval-seeking comes from insecurity, those childhood put-downs, harsh words,  criticism, the “never good enough” loop. Approval is about permission. It’s about needing someone else to say, “You’re okay, it’s safe to be you.” When you seek approval, you hand over your power. Your worth becomes tied to someone else’s judgment. It’s emotionally loaded, if you don’t get it, you feel rejected or unworthy. Deep down, it’s the need to be chosen, loved, and allowed.

Validation, on the other hand, acknowledges your inner world. It’s being seen. Heard. Understood. It doesn’t require agreement, just recognition. “I see how hard you worked on this.” Or, “It makes sense that you’re nervous.”

Validation affirms your emotional reality and nurtures self-acceptance.
Feedback is something else entirely.

Feedback is a mirror. Information. A reflection meant to help you grow. Good feedback is not personal, it’s clear, specific, and constructive. It doesn’t question your worth; it supports your improvement. It assumes you’re already enough. You’re just refining the craft.

You can value honest feedback. You can receive meaningful validation.

But your self-worth? That must never hang on anyone else’s approval.

That’s self-reclamation. That’s inner freedom.

And then, there are people who will try to talk you out of your decisions, so that you finally learn to trust and value your own voice, regardless of what anyone else thinks.
Either way, my confidence returned. My first program was ready, and I was excited to share it.

What a spiral just to move forward.  And yet, that inner work is priceless. 

I was working through the invisible wounds and old patterns that dictated my worth. This wasn’t just about launching a business, it was about reclaiming my voice, rewriting my story, and finally choosing to believe that I am enough.

For me, the greatest rebellion is learning to stand tall in your truth, even when every old instinct tells you to run and hide. That day, I took one step toward freedom, and that’s how cycles are broken. That’s what courage really is, not living without fear, but moving forward anyway. In pressing “post,” I chose myself, and that changes everything.



Chapter 34 – The Psychic Within

Here I am, sitting in Bali at the YogaBarn, and suddenly it feels like Eat Pray Love has become my reality. That movie was my nudge to leave everything behind in Germany, my inspiration to seek meaning, purpose, and love. The romance, that ending. I can’t count how many times I’ve watched Julia Roberts pack her bags, leave her marriage, and adventure through Italy, India, and Bali, only to finally meet her true love.

It was so inspiring, I had to watch it again just before leaving Sydney. What I thought was my love has now turned into betrayal. I’m alone, not chasing love, but writing my own story. So here we are, in Bali. The spiritual heart of the world.

And it’s time to put this whole journey down on paper. 
Truth? It takes a lot of courage to do it. 
Why? I keep asking: 
Why am I still so hesitant? 
Is it the forbidden nature of this story? 

The unconventional path? 
Maybe it’s because the story is both beautiful and still raw. 
Maybe it’s because this ride has been full of taboos.
Asking me to drop everything I believed about reality.
And yet, writing feels cathartic. It’s where I can finally express what I once held back, and process what I had forgotten. During one of my recent practices, something shifted inside me. Tears, breath of fire, movement, and the sound of singing bowls cleared out old, clogged energy. And now, as I sit at the table waiting for my vegan bowl, looking into the palm-tree forest in silence, memories return like flashes of light, guiding me back to the parts of myself I once lost.
As a little girl, I once saw a magician, and ever since, I wanted a magic wand to call in abundance. Maybe I always knew, deep down, I was destined to create something big for myself. Even then, I saw the world as magical. 

My curiosity for the mystical began early. As a teenager, I called upon spirits for fun, fascinated by horoscopes, numerology, paranormal movies, anything that hinted at magic. My dreams were so vivid I could tell which ones would come true. Déjà vus felt normal. I could predict and foresee events, not just for myself, but for those around me.

During my teenage years, there were periods when I dreamt every night about the events of the next day. But as a child, I didn’t fully understand what it meant. My mother didn’t believe in any of it, brushing my visions off as nonsense or imagination. Still, my dreams saved and guided my life on multiple occasions.

The first time I encountered the spirit world was in my grandmother’s house. One night, I got up to use the bathroom. On my way back, I walked past a full-length mirror in the bedroom. The lights were off. The house was silent. Everyone was asleep. As I glanced at my reflection, I nearly screamed.

Behind me stood a tall, white-haired woman, dressed in a flowing white gown, her long hair cascading down her back and chest. She wasn’t just pale, she was entirely white, from head to toe, like a ghostly figure pulled from another realm. My heart pounded. I turned around to face her directly, but she was gone. I turned back to the mirror, nothing. My body froze before I rushed back to bed, curling up beside my mother and pulling the blanket over my head.

I never forgot that night. More than a decade later, I shared the story with my aunt. She told me that seeing a white spirit is often a sign that a loved one is about to pass away. Soon after, my grandmother died in that very house. The woman in the mirror, was she trying to prepare me? The spirit world had sent a message before I was even old enough to comprehend it.

These experiences shaped my understanding of the unseen. They were my evidence for what I knew existed, even when no one else saw what I saw. As if my eyes could see beyond the veil.

There are forces surrounding us that we cannot always explain. I’ve learned to recognize when they’re near. Whenever I read about spirits or go deep into these topics, I feel their presence. My body responds, chills, my hands and feet suddenly cold.

It made me question: What exactly are ghosts?

Spiritual teachings suggest they are souls in astral form, some lost, some at peace, some still tied to this world. Most people never see them, but young children often do. I believe children who experience the paranormal are often psychic, unaware of the impact of their sensitivity.

We are born into this world with a deeper knowing, but society conditions us to suppress it. In childhood, these experiences are intense, raw, and unfiltered. Many of us, overwhelmed by them, eventually push them away. I did too. There was a time when I was younger and wanted my psychic abilities to stop. And so, they did.
But the spirit world wasn’t done with me yet.

When my aunt, whom I was closer to than my mother, was battling cancer, I saw her passing before it happened. My dreams kept showing me glimpses of her departure. I told my family, but no one took my visions seriously. Deep down, I knew it was coming.

For years, I had a strong urge to leave my country and start over somewhere new, but I hesitated, afraid that if I left, I would never see my aunt again. Then, just two months before my big trip, she passed away.

One of the strangest things happened a few days after her transition. I had sent her a text message before she passed. Then, after she was gone, I received an SMS back from her number.

For a moment, my breath caught. Had I imagined it? Was it a glitch? A delayed message? Or was it her way of saying, I’m still with you?

The world might call these coincidences, but I know better now.

Over time, I realized these weren’t random occurrences, they were messages. Signs. Warnings. Guidance. These were my psychic abilities speaking to me, guiding me through life.

At some point along my journey, I understood that ignoring my intuition and suppressing my gifts was a mistake. To silence my abilities was to silence a part of myself. And when I tried to ignore them, life only became harder, more confusing.
This wasn’t just about seeing glimpses of the future. Like a dream that kept reappearing for decades. When life was stagnant, I was shown in my sleep that I was going to a place I have been to before. It is a magical place, a place of beauty, love, and my true home. Yet, as soon as I crossed onto there, everything blurred, or I woke up. Only a feeling of absolute bliss and wholeness remained, making me want to slip right back into it. 
I was never given a literal map, a country, or a city of destination. Maybe that’s why I traveled so much, searching for it over and over, trying to find this place. Only now do I realize it might be a whole different realm: a homecoming. Maybe the path to there is through here. And in my visions, I have already walked through it. 
If so, then who am I? Beyond the labels society and family put on me. 
What if these reoccurring dreams are unfinished spiritual assignments, a soul contract resurfacing, pointing me toward something much deeper than my 9–5?
Life was about trusting the signs, both within me and around me. It was about using these insights to make the right choices, especially in moments of darkness. Because sometimes, when the world feels uncertain, the only light guiding us forward is the one we carry within.
And my psychic abilities, they’ve grown far beyond what I perceived as a child. Those early memories were only the beginning, reminders of how powerful I’ve always been. But now? I’m no longer remembering. I’m becoming a Psychic.

When you suppress your truth in exchange for being accepted, life becomes misaligned, purposeless, and empty. But when you honor what’s real, and true for you, no matter how strange, inconvenient, or misunderstood, you begin to reclaim yourself and your innate power. Your gifts were never the problem. Your silence was. And the longer you deny what’s within you, the louder life will scream until you remember who you really are.
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