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MAHATMA GANDHI

PROLOGUE

“Where did the dolls come from, Mommy? Where did the dolls come from?”

The woman didn’t answer. Perhaps, she didn’t hear the questions. She was busy. In her mind, she was practicing for the fight with her new lover. Or better yet, she was picturing how it would happen since she never had enough courage to confront him directly.

“Mommy, where did the dolls come from?”

Angry, she turned, thinking to shout at him.

“They came from...”

The boy leaned his head backward and looked up, plucking her sleeve insistently. She caught his eyes, hidden under the blue cap, and saw the bruise covering his entire left cheek. Her irritation instantly vanished. The child wasn’t guilty, neither for his father’s leaving nor for the violence of his mother’s new lover.

“Mommy, where did the dolls come from?”

“Where do you think they came from, dear? The stork brought them. The doll-bringing stork...”

“The doll-bringing stork?!”

The boy blinked his big blue eyes twice with grimace. For whatever reason, the explanation didn’t satisfy him.

“And why did the stork drop them in the water?”

“In the water?!...”

Where did that question come from? The boy had such a vivid imagination. Better if they went home, anyway, it was getting cold. She grabbed his hand and forced him to follow her, feeling his resistance.

“Where did the dolls come from?"

If she had turned around, she would’ve seen it. She would’ve noticed the peculiarity about the river. But she didn’t. Not even when the boy pulled her sleeve again. No, she had other more important things to worry about. In her mind, she had succeeded in teaching the bastard a lesson. And she enjoyed it as if it had really happened.

ONE

The dog had run toward the edge of the river. Vera Alexandrova decided not to follow it. She would let it do its thing first and then put the leash on. It was a dull, late autumn morning and the fog had settled over the village like a wicked witch. If it hadn’t been for the dog, she wouldn’t have even left the house. The arthritis was bothering her more than usual, and the pain from the left side of her chest was progressing slowly but surely from being acceptable to become worrisome.

The dog snarled; a sign which Vera knew very well how to interpret. Something had troubled it, something which her canine friend couldn’t yet tell whether it was dangerous or just intriguing.

She looked at its silhouette, half-melted into the fog. The yellowish body was holding itself erect on its three legs  –  the right leg was elevated as if it had frozen in a dramatic pose.

It growled again. Annoyed, but not afraid. Not yet.

“Come here, boy...”

Calling it in that way was usually enough. Maxim was an obedient dog and had never disappointed his master. He was too playful for an old lady like Vera, but that could be forgiven about a dog.

However, this time, the animal didn’t react. Instead, he kept growling, alerted, though he wasn’t afraid enough to back away.

She called him one more time but to no effect. Sighing, she squeezed the cane in her palm and went after him. Fortunately, the embankment wasn’t too steep, or she would never have made it to the bottom, not even in her good days.

“You’ll pay for this, Maxim. I’m not going to take your leash off anymore even if you beg me to. What is it, boy? What happened?”

The dog was staring at the water as if he was hypnotized by it. Vera followed his gaze.

“Dear God!” she cried, backing away from the river as far as her legs could carry her.

“Such horror...”

Vera Alexandrova quickly returned to the village and spread the news. By noon, everybody knew. The fog had broken up, revealing the magnitude of the horrible spectacle. From one shore to the other, stretching for miles and miles, the river was packed with thousands of little pink plastic bodies.

TWO

The groans, the groans had awakened him. So loud, so real... so frightful. But he realized it was just a dream.

Yes, another one of those damn dreams. Though, this time, it felt so real, so tremendously good.

Disappointed, he turned on his back. Only now did he sense the pressure that was making his pants bulge from the inside out. He was a man. He was still a man. He felt shockingly happy, accomplished even. Yes, he was still a man. Wasn’t this what he had always wanted? But his erection died before he could find a way to make the most of such an unhoped situation. It hadn’t happened to him in years!

“Bloody hell,” he said disgusted, staring down at his troublesome limb. Yes, it had died. It had come and gone. Perhaps it was for the best.

He turned on his left side, sighing. The blurry events of the night began to haunt him. He knew most people couldn’t remember their dreams, but he could. He could if he wanted to.

He dreamt about his very first girl, the little girl with the blonde doll. He still remembered them, not only her but all of them. How couldn’t he? However, he didn’t feel any pleasure when his mind showed him those memories, waving them in front of his eyes.

Of all the girls, he remembered the one with the curly blonde hair and freckled nose the most. He could see her snots running down from her left nostril again, pouring into her mouth, while a long translucent drop hanged like a cheap imitation of a diamond from her right one. The stream of tears had carved two deep and bright furrows on her deformed cheeks, emphasizing the cheekbones that were already too far apart from each other. She was crying, horrified...

“Please don’t hurt my doll, mister. Please, don’t hurt it...”

She kept repeating it over and over again, even after he... acted like a man. He started to hurt her, causing the little girl more pain than her body could perceive. What could she understand, anyway? She was just a snotty little brat, caring only about her stupid dolls. What kind of person cares about the fate of a damn plastic doll while she’s being raped by a psychopath? Her last words? Could he ever forget?

“Please don’t hurt my doll, mister. Please, don’t hurt it...”

He didn’t hurt it. He even snickered, suppressing a burst of laughter. Why would he hurt a doll? He placed it on a pine stump in the forest, next to its mistress’s remains, and started contemplating, occasionally shifting his gaze between the two females. Oh, and he was also drinking three bottles of beer; piss-poor lukewarm beer. One of the bottles even had an oil smudge on it. He recalled having experienced only a few other moments of such pleasure before.

Eventually, he decided to get out of there. He had to otherwise he risked being seen near the corpse, and knowing how fierce the people from that part of the country were, he would’ve probably been hanged in a jiffy, before he could’ve explained the situation. He had his own version of the story, and he was certain that, under other circumstances, he would’ve found understanding. He did what he had to do, then left.

Was he indeed a psychopath? He had never thought of himself to be one. It just happened. His mind was trapped inside a body that was too broken. The same could be said about men who liked other men. They suffered from a sickness which prevented them from falling in love with a woman or from craving her sex at least. But nobody considered them mentally disturbed enough to be imprisoned. Weren’t they the musicians, writers or even politicians that possessed ‘special’ skills? Maybe, in another country, but not in Russia.

Sasha sighed.

Yes, in another country. Perhaps there, they had unique methods, specialized medical equipment, and doctors who gave a damn about their condition. Though, his thought had to be kept a secret inside his mind. Who knew what could happen if others were to find out?

Nobody cared about him. Not even his parents. Who would want a monster? Who could love such a warped human being? He had been abandoned at birth, and although he had been shamelessly lied to about so many other things, he didn’t doubt that, in that specific area of his life, he had been told the bare truth. Abandoned. The only concern of those to whom he owed his miserable existence had been to name him, a name suited for both a boy and a girl. A tragic irony?! No, rather a painful
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