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AUTHOR’S FOREWORD


	Dear readers, I hope that the title of the book does not scare you away. It is not about death, it is about the spiritual search and the value of life.


	This book is not autobiographical; it is an alternative story of my life.


	Hello! My name is Darina Frein. I am a spiritual practitioner. I have created a new concept of the world order "Nante-Namar", and I teach and write my books about it. I am a top esotericist, a first-class specialist, I have a happy family, amazing friends, and my life is filled to the brim with insights.


	At 18, the Revelation came to me, and I broke through the barrier of 10 worlds, which separate our world from the Upper world Avi_10, from where my consciousness was sent to my body. I was severely punished, born in Siberia in conditions as far from spiritual development as it can get. At the age of 18, I moved to Moscow, where the Revelation came. I began to communicate with the consciousnesses of the Upper World, whom I dubbed “my boys”. They are my friends, my team, who stayed in the Upper world after my imprisonment within the body.


	At the age of 20, due to the false prophecy, I returned to Bratsk and stayed there for 5 years. I gave birth to a daughter and then left for Ukraine at 24, having survived the collapse of everything. I was flat broke. And my way of success begins from there.


	Just recently, I published my first book, "Hado_O", about my true path, my practice, and methods of development.


	Throughout my life, I applied myself to different fields: I was a fashion blogger, an editor of a gossip magazine, I was selling jewelry, and organizing parties.


	At the age of 32, at the peak of my career in strategic marketing, I took part in the TV project "The Battle of Psychics", and my life took a big turn. I openly stated that I created my own knowledge system, and my exploration of this world helped a huge number of people find their way in this world.


	For me, no gods can decide my destiny. There is my personal energy structure, which works like a supercomputer: calculates all versions of reality according to the parameters I set.


	And so, while I was describing my actual biography, just for fun, I asked the system to calculate the option – what if at the age of 20 I hadn’t left for Bratsk, but remained in Moscow.


	Just like that, this book came out in two months.


	All events and characters exist somewhere, but since I made another choice, I am not familiar with them, and their fates turned out differently without meeting me. Therefore, any coincidence is just a coincidence; I have never met any of the characters of this branch of Being.


	Do you believe that if you are destined to meet someone, you’ll meet them no matter what? Whatever variation of reality you find yourself in, the fateful meeting cannot be avoided?


	We'll check it out soon.


	BUBONIC PLAGUE HOME DELIVERY


	My name is Elia and I kill people. That’s right, I kill people and I do it with style.


	I’m 35 years old, height 167 cm, weigh 51 kg. Single, no kids. Reside in Ostozhenka, Moscow, no pets. It’s November 2018 now.


	I send about 10 people per year (give or take a couple) to meet their maker. With every dead man, I gain from 160 000 to 800 000 bucks.


	But let’s not jump to conclusions. My activities never cross the boundaries of legal, no one ever could say that I breached the law for one simple reason: there’s no code in the book of Criminal Codes containing the words “Murder perpetrated by magic”. By the way, I detest the word “magic”, I consider it as primitive; it doesn’t reflect the true nature of things, however, it’s the kind of word you’d understand, so be it.


	I perform contract killings with the assistance of magic. And yes, karma has no power over me: I never get sick and I never broke any of my limbs. I look stunning as I take good care of myself: I work out on a regular basis, frequent spa and beauty parlors, get a full health checkup annually, travel, and just enjoy my life. 


	Friends think that I am a guru introducing rich and successful dudes into spiritual practices, although that’s not where the money’s rolling. And no one would serve you a lobster and a glass of Martini for this. 


	Today, I’ve got an appointment with Mr. V., an oil tycoon, and philanthropist, who recorded two albums of Chanson française. In short, he’s an evil mastermind responsible for about 40 corporate raids all over the country, blood, and tears of devastated families and the fists of mobsters made of steel. Besides, he adores his only son, who plays the violin and lives in Switzerland with his mom and grandma (our tycoon’s mom).


	Valeriy Petrovich looks like a good preacher: sharp features, hooked aquiline nose, noble white hair, and piercing blue eyes. He’s a little over 60.


	We’ve been texting for some time now, and so far he’s been very evasive and managed to postpone our meeting several times. For the first time, it was the soccer match in London, the second time – an urgent business meeting in Monaco, the third time he was feeling under the weather, caught a cold, perhaps.


	I texted him that I’m sending healing energy his way and wished him a quick recovery. Looks like my text has melted Mr. V’s heart and the next day he made a life-changing appointment with me in his office in Moscow-City. 


	A security guard with a square jaw asked me to leave my phone and personal belongings, and invited me first to the waiting room and then to the meeting room. It was completely white inside, with an amazing panoramic view of the city. There were two armchairs in the middle of the room, facing each other. They served me coffee and left me to enjoy the breathtaking view for 15 minutes. Mr. V stormed into the room, accompanied by two of his bodyguards. They checked the surroundings quickly and then left us tet-a-tet.


	“Elia, my dear! I’m so sorry! Traffic jams, you know. I’m in need of a pair of spare hands: can’t manage everything on my own. One of my business locations isn’t equipped with a helipad yet.”


	“I’m lacking a pair of spare hands myself,” I point out flatly. “That’s why the Hindu gods got at least 3 pairs of hands each.”


	“Have you asked them yourself?” Mr. V tries to throw in an awkward joke. However, the Master of Black Water (this is what I call my spiritual capacity) knows the answer to any question, and this answer quickly turns an ironic smirk into a tragic frown.”


	“Pardon me?! I actually work closely with their kind. And, as a matter of fact, I did. In the old times, the gods had no digital instruments to their disposal, so they had to develop multitasking in some other way – by growing spare hands, for instance.”


	“Interesting. You surprised me, Elia. Let’s get to the business now. I’m a very busy man, and as much as I'd like to spend some more time with you talking about the spiritual matters, I have to come back down to earth and discuss rather mundane matters instead. 


	“Sergey Ilyin. A former employee of the Federal Protective Service. A sleazy type, as you know, there’s no such thing among these guys as a "former employee". He’s playing a retired businessman now. This is my territory!” a tycoon was getting visibly angry, he showed me a pin on the map on his smartphone. “There. I plan to build a shopping mall in this location. Ilyin and his puppets, he’s got a hand up the Federation Council’s ass, they’re voting down the bills that are beneficial for me. Ilyin wants to build a housing estate on this spot – I can’t have that! I tried to reach an agreement many times, but they refuse to take bribes, they want to make a fool of me, leave me high and dry! 


	This Ilyin is a scumbag! Can you imagine, he sent me tickets to the theater, for "Pinocchio"! The sender was anonymous, of course, but I knew it was him. The bastard’s got a nerve. Will you help me?”


	“I did my background check on this Ilyin guy: he’s as healthy as an ox. He’s under the protection of an experienced witch who’s also in love with him, basically, she’s willing to die for him. His fate is filled with good fortune – he’s a damn lucky man! Besides that, Ilyin studied ancient spiritual practice and managed to rewrite his fate. Helping you won’t be easy, Mr. V. It’s gonna be time-consuming and quite troublesome for me.


	‘’You see, Mr. V, any evil just bounces off his protective field. I need to find his weakness (might be his stomach, might be anything) and push down on it. Or to be more accurate, to persuade his body to give in, to annihilate itself. With a proper persistence and concentrated everyday effort, a man will eventually kick the bucket.


	And if the “mark” has a weakness for alcohol, we need to start a train of misfortunes which will bring him to the bar where he’s going to meet another unlucky fellow, get into a fight with him, and find his untimely death.


	We need to push on his weak spot gently, little by little, with persistence and stability. As they say, little strokes fell great oaks. Of course, the mark is going to have a zero idea about me influencing him.


	“But Ilyin has no weak spots, same as there’s no information available about him. He’s in favor with the greedy gods and I've got no agreement with them. Yes, there are the gods who do not take an interest in the little worlds like ours, and it's impossible to reach an agreement with them”.


	“I’ll triple your fee! I’ll pay you fifty percent today, in advance! Elia, you are my only hope! You helped Rudolf and other important people, I’ve made my inquiries! You are a sorceress after all!


	Tempting pictures of the stuff that’s been on my wish-list for far too long started swarming in my mind: an antique dressing table from the times when the tsar was around, a tour to Mount Fuji in Japan, a new car…


	“Deal! Let’s give it a try. A year, maybe a year and a half… I'll keep you posted.”


	“I’ll send you the first payment right away. I hope, when the construction of my shopping mall finally kicks off, I’ll take you to India. So you’ll have a chance to tell me all about these gods with many hands.”


	“Sure,” I smiled politely.


	I should tell you now, that I never sleep with my clients. Strict no fucking policy. Little flirty is fine but not more than that.


	About three years ago, when I was still learning my ways, I met a stunning boy – Forbes, Billionaire, and an amazing body of an athlete. I got rid of his rivals without shedding a single drop of blood and secured him the position in the government.


	Our texting got rather frisky and I was ready to jump in bed with the guy – he bought the tickets to Mauritius. On the last day before the flight, when I was packing my suitcase with all those gorgeous bathing suits I’d been buying on the internet for the past couple of days, he canceled the trip. 


	He texted me that a woman belongs to an ornamental species, and he just can’t get involved with someone who surpasses him in a number of ways. He’s used to pretty charming girls, but it turns out that a woman like me intimidates him.


	A delivery boy brought me a fat envelope with compensation for "the troubles". I was devastated, on the heap of my best bathing suits and pareos, I cried for two days in a row. Then I took a trip to sacral ancient forests, rented a cabin, and spent three days practicing and enforcing the block on my lower female energy centers. 


	I’ve got a plan, a mission that requires spiritual stamina and devotion, due to my mission I have to keep my spiritual level at its highest. However, let’s not talk about it now, I’ll tell you all about it later, when you get to know me better. 


	For the last eight years, I chose to limit myself to one-night stands and short holiday romances. When on a trip, I take up a fake name and never disclose my contact details. 


	I need to solve the mystery, why my consciousness has been placed here, in this primitive puny world! And what kind of a man in his right mind needs a wacky spiritual wife who’s more interested in exploring the Being than in making her husband happy? The ultimate dream of all the Slavic women is not for me.


	As the driver was taking me home, I received the message from my bank, saying: “N amount of USD has been transferred to your account”. With a content smile, I text the seller of the antiques to prepare a table for me. After that, I order food delivery. I’m going to have a cozy evening at home, binge-watch naïve TV-shows about people, their love, jealousy, duty, and other funny human emotions that I’m not capable of feeling. 


	A week went by, and Mr. V called expressing a high interest in the fate of "our dear patient". I told him I was working on identifying his weak spots.


	“He’s trying to outplay me again! He bought off one of my people! I hope the bastard rots alive! Is it possible? I’m paying extra!”


	“It’s quite tricky to get a strain of bubonic plague here, in Moscow,” I’m trying to turn it into a joke. “Alternatively, it might happen to Ilyin if he decides to embark on the search for wisdom in third world countries. Although, by now they have probably defeated the disease even in the most hopeless places.


	“Don’t worry, Mr. V, I’m working on it. It takes time.”


	To tell you the truth, I even experienced a little panic attack: for the first time I had no idea where to start. Though, I still had time to handle this difficult, almost impossible task. And to obtain some new experience as a bonus! 


	 




ROUTINE DAY OF PSYCHIC KILLER


	I believe in the magic of mornings.


	At 6:30 a.m., the alarm clock starts buzzing gently, soft light turns on automatically, meditative music begins to play, and wake me up. I stay in bed for about 10 minutes more, just lay there with my eyes closed and practice a deep breath and exhale technique. Then I open my eyes, slowly put my feet down on a soft heated mat, and stay like this for 10 seconds. Afterwards, I stretch my arms up in greeting of all inhabited worlds.


	After that, I go to the kitchen, drink a glass of warm water, eat flaxseed soaked in water overnight. Wash it down with 100 ml of warm water with a spoonful of linseed oil and honey. In five minutes, I treat myself with a cup of espresso. No milk or sugar, of course. The first cup in my morning ritual is an authentic clay coffee mug, about 80 years old.
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