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         The circus was travelling around the region that had once been called Europe. This summer, the tour was heading down the west coast to warmer climates. This is where you would find most ex-Americans. They were poor people that didn’t pay any big entrance fees, but they were the sort of audience the ringmaster loved, so they were always admitted regardless. The gallery seats were all taken. Right at the top where there were no benches to sit on, people were squashed against the colourful, yet threadbare tent canvas. Curious eyes were peeping in through the odd tear in the fabric. The lighting at the back was rather dim and no one really knew who was standing next to who. Just an indistinguishable crowd of people. Worn out, hungry and often wistful people, who happened to spend an evening like this to forget about their mundane lives and let their mind wander as they were awed by the performance.

         The ringmaster loved the American refugees because of their excessive love for his circus. With their yelling, shrieking, hearty laughter and hushed admiration, they gave themselves up entirely for the benefit of his show.

         The American refugees were also the race in former Europe that had most stories to tell about the former country on the other side of the Atlantic. There were unique Republican stories and unique Democratic stories, and the only thing these had in common was the conviction that everything that had taken place was most certainly not their fault, but all down to the others.

         The ringmaster had taken many of these stories to heart and then used them in the creation of various clown acts. These acts were very much loved by the Americans, which is why he let the clowns make up most of this evening’s performance. There was, however, one act that was truly unique, which was used as the grand finale every evening. This act made the crowd in the cramped tent go all silent and come alive. Some of the onlookers started to masturbate. Bodies started moving and the air filled with moans of pleasure.

         The ringmaster himself liked to view his evenings as an act of seduction, a romance or a form of mating ritual where the audience and his actors eventually came together in a collective consciousness by all participating in the holiest act of all.

         And the fact is that halfway into the final act of the evening, many people in the audience had already shed some of their garments, or pushed them discreetly aside, as they were standing there squashed up tightly against the rest of the crowd. This all happened in the dark and most of the time in self-controlled silence. No one had to find out, but the very few people in close proximity to you, of course.

         But all through the night that followed, heavy moaning and sounds of wet smacks could be heard as bodies were united in sexual acts, there were people fucking like rabbits in the forest and on the meadows.

         Many descendants of the first wave of refugees had been told that they had been conceived during some hot summer night when the circus was in town. Only a few of them knew who their father was and the likelihood of actually meeting him was minute. Europe was a vast region.

         Or at least that’s what people were saying. But the ringmaster was sure many of the circus spectators had, at least in his personal opinion, the same father. As the guests started to arrive, the ringmaster was always standing at the entrance, greeting everyone welcome. That gave him the perfect opportunity to see what kind of people his audience consisted of, and as the years went on, he became more and more convinced he was right. There was not one but two generation of faces with the same distinct Roman nose, brown eyes and black, curly hair. The American refugees, the most uneducated and emotional race he’d ever met on any of his tours, thought that they looked similar because they were former Americans and that they shared the same genes from another continent, but he knew better. He had studied the gradual change that had evolved over the last two decades.

         They shared the same genes from one man and that was Zakorov. The man that was fully visible throughout the grand main act of the show, the nude acrobats.
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