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			Preface

			If you’re looking for a book about someone who had it all figured out, this is not that book.

			This is a book about chaos. About starting over. About crying in public bathrooms, laughing at wildly inappropriate moments, and accidentally eating a customer’s dessert on your first week as a waitress.

			It’s also about growth - ugly, messy, beautiful growth. The kind that happens when you get punched in the face (literally and emotionally) and still decide to show up again. The kind that comes from chasing dreams even when you don’t have health insurance, a backup plan, or a clue what you’re doing.

			I wrote this book because I needed to find the funny in the failures, the meaning in the madness, and the strength in all the WTF moments life threw at me. And trust me, there are a lot of them.

			So, if you’ve ever felt like the main character in a comedy no one else finds funny, or like everyone around you got the life manual and you’re just winging it with duct tape and desperation - I see you. I wrote this for you.

			Here’s to figuring it out as we go. And maybe laughing (or swearing) along the way.

			With love,

			Athena
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			Prologue

			They say every great story begins with a leap of faith.

			Mine started with a discount plane ticket, a suitcase full of tangled chargers, hope, and two very confused pets.

			I wasn’t chasing a dream - I was just running out of reasons to stay. I was living between my mum and dad’s house, my job had crumbled, my love life was a series of well-lit red flags I kept walking towards like a moth in denial, and my Google search history included things like “how to be happy on a budget” and “can dogs sense existential dread?”

			So, naturally, I moved to the other side of the world.

			It’s funny how no one talks about the in-between, the weird, wobbly part of life where you’re too old for excuses but too lost for blueprints. The time when you’re technically an adult but still Googling how to boil eggs and avoid emotionally unavailable men.

			This book is for that version of me. And maybe that version of you too.

			It’s about messes and meltdowns and mildly inappropriate coping mechanisms. It’s about side hustles, breakdowns, night shifts, and somehow, friendship. It’s about trying to build a life - even if all you have is a suitcase with a suspicious rattle, a credit card, and a wildly misplaced sense of optimism.

			Mostly, it’s about learning that you don’t need to have it all together to move forward. You just need to keep moving. Preferably with snacks.

			So buckle up, hold the leash tight, and lower your expectations.

			Let’s begin.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			My story began with a single suitcase, a golden retriever with separation anxiety, and a black-and-white cat who hates everyone but me - and even that’s conditional.

			Ten years ago, I did the thing you fantasize about when you’re microwaving leftover pasta in your dad’s apartment, questioning your life choices.

			I packed up, said goodbye to my hometown, and moved to Australia.

			Some people move for love, others for career opportunities. I moved because my therapist said I needed “a change of scenery.” She meant a new gym. I took that as “pack up your life, leave everyone you know behind, and figure it out on the other side of the world.”

			Spoiler: I did not figure it out.

			I had a degree in veterinary science, a trail of failed relationships, a talent for picking emotionally unavailable men, and a dog who insisted on licking my face mid-cry.

			I was thriving.

			This book is about what came next:

			The awkward job interviews. The catastrophic first dates.

			The business ideas that made sense at 3 a.m. but cost me $600 and a mild identity crisis.

			And the undeniable fact that somehow - despite the rent hikes, the cat vomit, and the emotional roller coaster of being 30- something and still figuring it all out, I’m still here.

			Laughing.

			Crying.

			And picking up dog poop in public while rethinking all my life choices.

			So, if you’ve ever felt stuck, confused, or like your life is one big chaotic meme, welcome!

			You’re not alone. We’re in this together.

			And I promise it’s going to be kind of okay.

		

	
		
			1

			The Month Before the Mayhem.

			A month before I moved across the world with a suitcase, two emotionally complex pets, and the attention span of a bread stick, I had what you might call…a minor identity crisis. And by minor, I mean full-blown, “maybe I should drop everything and become a cake decorator in Italy” level breakdown.

			I was working a night shift in a Vet clinic in São Paulo - Brazil, elbow-deep in a pug’s backside (don’t ask), when I had an epiphany: I hate this. I want out. I want…cake. Not just any cake. Those ridiculously cool, hyper-realistic cakes that look like roast chicken or a Louis Vuitton purse. That’s what I wanted. I wanted to create edible illusions that I posted on social media with passive-aggressive captions like, “Nothing is real, not even this steak.”

			I told my dad. He blinked three times and said, “Why don’t you think of something else?” Which, in father-speak, means: “I love you, but please don’t make me explain this to your mother.” So, I did what any emotionally spiraling millennial would do.

			I Googled: “Countries where I can work as a Vet with a semi- questionable grasp of English and a decent sense of humor.”

			A few searches later, Australia popped up.

			Kangaroos, warm weather, a Vet shortage. Tick, tick, tick.

			I had never been there, knew no one there, and had enough of a vocabulary that included such gems like “hello
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