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            Gods are not born in heaven. They are born from what we refuse to understand.
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And so I was born.

Oh, this beautiful world—I came here to conquer you.

The first days of my life are blissful. I cannot yet see or hear, but I sense my mother’s scent—vanilla and milk. I feel the warmth of her body; her love keeps me alive, and the gentle, tender vibrations of her voice soothe me. I do not yet know what her voice sounds like, but its rhythm calms me, reassures me.

I know this is my first time here, in this earthly world, and yet I already feel ready to rule it. With my mother’s milk, I absorb knowledge, joy, and the pain of my parents—the ones who created me. My father gave a part of himself to my mother so that her body could weave me into existence, and when the time came, I arrived.

World, accept me.

After a while, I begin to hear my parents’ voices, to distinguish the sounds of the house and the life beyond its walls. How desperately I want to go out there—into freedom! A little more time passes, and I start to recognize silhouettes: my family, the furniture, the dog my father brought home just yesterday. I long to learn how to walk, run, and leap. I practice holding my head up on my own.

Time moves quickly. Today is my birthday. A bright cake is placed in front of me, topped with a single candle. The adults tell me to make a wish and blow out the flame. I wish to grow up faster. I take a deep breath, squeeze my eyes shut, and with all my strength, blow out the lone candle.

By the age of two, I had learned not only to walk, but to speak. Every new word, every phrase, or full sentence fills my parents with delight. I never tire of the feeling that comes when I am praised. Family and friends listen to my childish babble and exclaim that I am clever, handsome, and extraordinary.

And so I grow—like a little god.

I am adored, pampered, cherished. They throw celebrations for me, buy me everything I ask for, and indulge every whim. Then comes the moment: I start school, and I realize—this is it. At last, I have the chance to conquer the world with words and beauty.

In elementary school, I joined a drama club and performed on stage every month. My ego and vanity swell with every round of applause, with every cry of “Bravo!” I know I am truly beautiful and gifted, and I understand: the world will soon be at my feet.

In middle school, I became a true heartbreaker. Girls fall for me in droves, and I take full advantage of it. I change girlfriends like gloves. Sometimes, when I leave them, they scream or cry—but I don’t care. Their misfortune lies in their failure to keep me.

By high school, I am even more beautiful, even more popular. Girls still compete for me, and boys model themselves after me. On stage, I play only leading roles. I am invited to pose for articles in local newspapers. I work out, go to the gym—my body is strong, sculpted, confident.

I graduated from school and enrolled in a prestigious college. My family admires me, takes pride in me—I succeed at everything I touch. I moved to another city to study, to open new horizons. Yes, back home, people admired me and followed my achievements, but it wasn’t enough. I wanted more.

After college, I head to Hollywood to conquer the world of cinema. At first, I’m cast in minor roles, but very quickly, I break into the big leagues. Bright lights, red carpets, endless interviews, shrieking fans—all of it is mine. People from all over the world write to me, call me. To them, I am an idol.

I shine. I change women every day in luxurious beds. Everyone around me rushes to fulfill my whims and desires. Any mischief is forgiven—I am delightful, after all, and everything I do is meant to inspire admiration.

One day, I arrive at the Oscars—magnificent me. Camera flashes explode as the limousine door opens. To thunderous applause and the screams of fans, I flash my flawless smile.

Head held high, I walk the carpet, pose for journalists, and flirt shamelessly with young, foolish girls ready to do anything for a single night with me.

“I love you!” one girl screams especially loudly. She wears glasses, worn-out jeans, an old, faded shirt. She reaches out with a photograph, begging for an autograph. I ignore her—why risk catching her poverty and tastelessness? Instead, I sign the photo of a nearby blonde with stunning curves and a radiant smile.

The ceremony is magnificent. After the awards, a lavish celebration begins. Waiters swarm everywhere, and champagne flows freely. Exquisite appetizers cover endless tables.

We—the idols of the world—drink, smoke, snort cocaine.

I pick up a beauty and decide it’s time to show her my divine home, to grant her paradise by letting her spend the night with me. When the limousine arrives, I take the glowing girl by the arm and lead her toward the rear door.

Then something goes wrong.

A gunshot deafens me. Darkness falls. I feel unwell.

How did I end up on the ground? Why is everything so wet? Am I dead?

That’s impossible.

I hear the girl screaming hysterically, “Help!”—the same girl I was leading to the car. Meanwhile, I sink into darkness, drown in its silence, slip into death’s embrace, and let go of this life.

My life could not have ended so simply, so without glory. I achieved too much, invested too much effort—unlike the girls who swirled around me, desperate to taste a fragment of my fame and earn a handout for batting their lashes just right.
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I returned to this beautiful world once again. I had just emerged from my mother’s womb. Oh—I'm a girl! My mother cried tears of joy, named me Sabina, and pressed me to her warm breast. Along with her milk, I absorbed her love and warmth. But where was my father?

I grew up beside my mother—oh God, how unearthly beautiful she was—and I never understood why she didn’t make use of it. Life is easy for beautiful women: put on some makeup, dress well, flutter your lashes—and any man is ready to serve. My father never appeared, and my mother never spoke of him. The older I grew, the less I cared about his absence. I was happy with my mother. She worked a lot, and we always had enough to spare.

By my senior year, I was crowned prom queen. I was beautiful, smart, and boys followed me in crowds. They fought for my attention and allowed me to toy with them. But school was over, and I had no interest in those foolish boys who were only good at running errands for me.

I enrolled in a prestigious college and began dating a guy from my business class. He was finishing his final year and planned to work at his billionaire father’s company. He was crazy about me: I pleased him, smiled sweetly, and always looked like a cover model. Soon I would marry him, and I would never have to
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