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	Preface

	Russian Roulette is a brutal, darkly comic collection of political satire where former presidents, dictators, thieves, and prophets are stripped of power and dropped into grotesque worlds of their own making.
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	Grimaces of Gerontology

	 

	Center of Gerontology

	The Moscow Center of Gerontology functioned like a well-oiled, extremely expensive, and highly nervous machine. The older Putin grew, the more generous its funding became—as if the state were hoping to prolong not only his life, but to secure its own immortality as well. Over the years of his “reign,” nearly all of Russian science had withered away. Only military research and the search for an elixir of eternal life never lacked money.

	When the Presidium of the Russian Academy of Sciences convened, the egg-headed elders—academy members, most of them ancient—would gather in one hall. Many of them looked with envy at their colleagues, the warriors against aging. Those, keenly aware of their exceptional status, returned the glances with condescending indulgence, flaunting their polished arrogance before the losers in threadbare suits. The caste of the chosen was tiny, and gaining entry into it was harder than becoming a soloist at the Bolshoi Theatre. You could be a towering intellect, the author of multiple breakthrough ideas in longevity research—but if you were suspected of disloyalty to the regime, the Center was closed to you. Either you were completely “one of us,” or you could go on gnawing at the granite of science with your own teeth. And without the unique equipment possessed only by the Center, serious achievements were out of reach.

	For many years, the Center focused on extending human life and achieved remarkable success. News of Russian gerontology’s breakthroughs spread around the world. More and more powerful and wealthy individuals began turning to the Center for its services. Soon it was able to operate on self-financing: like a chain reaction, it only needed an initial trigger to start the process.

	If there was one thing Putin could never be denied, it was his ability to turn any situation to his advantage. What had begun as support for the Center driven by a selfish desire to prolong his own life soon took on a broader meaning. Once tangible results appeared, he realized it was a powerful instrument of influence. On occasion, in conversations with leaders of other countries, eager to draw them into cooperation, Putin would confidentially speak of the Center’s achievements. He offered “useful people” an extra year or two of life. To most, this seemed an invaluable gift, and the planet’s power brokers were ready, in return, to forgive many of the Kremlin schemer’s sins. As a result, within the global elite Putin acquired the nickname “the seller of life”—a commodity far more valuable, as you understand, than oil or gas.

	Within the Center there was a department visited only by Putin himself and a handful of people from his inner circle. Only the most thoroughly vetted specialists worked there. They lacked nothing—except freedom. Even Soviet nuclear physicists during the development of the first atomic bomb were not guarded and classified as tightly as the few individuals initiated into the secrets of Putin’s body.

	Despite exclusive nutrition, exercise routines, and constant medical supervision, age, heredity, and a difficult childhood made themselves felt in the Russian president’s health. From time to time, one organ or another would begin to fail. When a problem could not be contained, surgery became necessary. And when cutting out and discarding—say, a prostate tumor in 2022—was no longer sufficient, they resorted to organ transplants. There was no shortage of donors: the entire population of the Russian Federation was at their disposal.

	 

	Bad News

	One day, an ultra-modern tomograph was delivered to the Center. During a routine brain scan of Putin, a physician noticed barely discernible growths in the posterior part of the skull. A medical council was convened, and after long deliberations issued a grim verdict under the stamp “Top Secret”: “The brain is affected by rapidly progressing cancer. An urgent transplant is required.”

	There was no need to explain under what level of secrecy this news was conveyed to the country’s leadership—in other words, to the “inner circle.” That very night, an emergency meeting of the government was convened in the Kremlin, together with specialists from the Center. It was chaired by a visibly dejected Putin. In the span of a few hours, the arbiter of the world’s fates had turned into a hunched old man.

	The doctors reported to the government that they had never performed such an operation on a human being, though they had come very close. By that point, successful transplants had been carried out on pigs and monkeys. The animals survived—but what they thought afterward was hard to say. A pig grunts before the operation and grunts afterward. What goes on in its head, it cannot tell.

	Nervous debates led to no conclusion other than to follow medical recommendations—namely, to proceed with a brain transplant. As usual, it was decided to inform the people of the country of nothing. If Putin wasn’t visible, then he wasn’t visible—meaning he was toiling for the good of the nation like a galley slave. To hell with everyone else. Shut up. Don’t dare squeak.

	They rushed to find a suitable donor. The task was extraordinarily difficult, since this was not about some localized organ—a kidney, a heart, a lung. The brain was an entirely different matter. It required a multitude of matching parameters, making the mission almost impossible. Almost… But now the issue was Putin’s own life. The generals tasked with finding the right person were ready to bend over backward to obtain an appropriate brain. Moreover, it could not be the brain of some simpleton. For that, they wouldn’t have hesitated to sacrifice a whole company of soldiers. A whole company? Why stop there. But how would Putin react upon waking to discover that the brain in his head belonged to an empty chatterbox? Obviously, he would tear off the personal heads of everyone involved.

	Herculean efforts eventually led them to a Siberian prison camp, where, just days earlier, through staff negligence or divine providence, a former scientist from Novosibirsk Akademgorodok had died from stab wounds. His name was Boris Goldstein. He had been imprisoned about five years earlier for frequent suspicious trips to international conferences—suspicious because he was far too popular with Western colleagues. Without much thought, the authorities decided to interrupt his research for seven to ten years. Let him cool off, they said; he had been far too active abroad. He had also cracked inappropriate jokes on political topics in loud company, and that treacherous “fifth line” in his documents raised doubts about his reliability.

	In short, this man’s brain was a near-perfect physiological match for Putin. And the deceased had not been a fool either—perhaps, after the operation, Putin would not feel a dramatic decline in his own intellect. At least, that was what the generals hoped.

	They decided not to delay the transplant. Metastases were spreading rapidly, and the “Tsar of All Russia” was suffering from excruciating headaches. Apparently, the progression of the disease had affected Putin’s level of aggression. He had always been a fairly vile creature and a killer, but the illness intensified the problem, pushing humanity to the brink of annihilation as early as 2022.

	It should be noted that Putin was panic-stricken by surgery. He was willing to spend endless hours on physical training and medical procedures, anything to avoid “going under the knife.” Yet, possessing frail health—whether by nature or due to a poor childhood—he had undergone a great many operations throughout his life. Each time, a medical council was forced to prepare detailed presentations of the forthcoming intervention, proving the absence of any therapeutic alternative. The master of the Kremlin would hesitate for a long time, visit churches, lighting candles before every icon of every saint available, and in the end would return resignedly to the surgeons’ clutches.

	Now, when the question of a brain transplant arose, Putin was seized by genuine panic. Saints were no help here; something stronger was required.

	“I seem to be getting nervous,” he once confessed to his aide, FSB General Ferapontov. “Do you know a good sedative?”

	“Vladimir Vladimirovich, I know nothing better than good Russian vodka,” the general replied crisply, with patriotic pride.

	“You idiot, I haven’t touched alcohol in years!” Putin muttered irritably.

	The general scratched the back of his head pensively. A minute later, his face lit up with a saving idea.

	“I suggest we contact Shoigu. He’s an expert in calming nerves with folk remedies.”

	“Is he even still alive?” Putin asked, emerging from his reverie. “I haven’t heard anything about him in ages. Didn’t we send him to the camps?”

	“He’s fine, sir! Living in Tuva, raising bees,” the general replied enthusiastically.

	“Then summon him.”

	Ferapontov joyfully rushed off to carry out the order.

	It should be noted that Putin avoided contact with old friends. All of them were “read books” to him—discarded and forgotten. So he did not meet personally with his former ally, but ordered his aide to handle the matter. The aide acted quickly, in a soldierly manner.

	The next day, a bathhouse was heated, and in a tub branches of some plant obtained from the retired defense minister were left to soak. A bath attendant—an FSB colonel, repeatedly vetted by lie detector—followed Shoigu’s attached recipe and treated the supreme ruler’s body with this bundle of twigs. While resting in the anteroom, it was “prescribed” that he sip some Tuvan infusion from a thermos.

	The procedure had a miraculous effect. Soon after the steam bath, Putin fell into the sleep of an innocent infant, as evidenced by the wandering smile on his face and his contented murmuring. By the next morning, the gloom had vanished as if by magic.

	Meanwhile, the academicians at the Gerontology Center were deeply worried, unlike the Tsar’s entourage. From a technical standpoint, they had no doubt the operation would be a success. But what would happen to Putin’s personality remained a profound mystery. Yet the millstones that had been set in motion could not be stopped or redirected. The preoperative week began. Throughout this time, the patient underwent the most thorough examinations. The doctors were surprised to find him in excellent spirits, joking with them, pinching nurses on their firm curves. Only the aide knew the reason for his master’s good mood: every day he added Shoigu’s potion to Putin’s food.

	“When I retire, I’ll quit drinking and go to Tuva to be treated by shamans,” Ferapontov decided firmly, watching his inspired “master.” Despite long exposure to modern medicine, he trusted folk remedies far more.

	 

	Revived to life 

	The operation lasted nearly twenty-four hours. Three surgical teams worked in rotation, relieving one another every four hours. After the planned procedure was successfully completed, the doctors were finally able to catch their breath, gathering in one of the intensive care rooms of the Center. The already tense atmosphere during the surgery had been made worse by the presence of high-ranking FSB officials looming in the corridors outside the operating theater. Fortunately for the surgeons, everything ended well. The patient, draped in garlands of sensors and connected to life-support machines, lay peacefully snoring in his hospital bed. All that remained was to wait for him to awaken. How would he behave? What orders and actions would follow? These questions troubled the doctors deeply, as they fully understood the delicacy of their position. However, emergence from the coma was expected only in a few days, and until then they could allow themselves a brief respite.

	Five days passed under constant monitoring of the dictator’s comatose body. No member of the medical staff was permitted to approach the patient alone. In addition, vigilant Chekists observed everything happening in the room through a glass wall from the corridor. On the morning of the sixth day, increased vital activity was recorded in Patient No. 1. The intensive care unit sprang into unusual animation. A medical council assembled and decided to begin bringing Putin out of the coma, gradually transitioning his body to autonomous functioning.

	Soon, a slight twitching of the patient’s eyelids was noticed, and then, unexpectedly, his eyes opened. At first they stared blankly into the space above the bed, but gradually they began to focus on the surrounding objects. Eventually, his gaze settled on the cluster of doctors standing nearby. The look in his eyes became conscious, reflecting shifting emotions. First there was fear, then surprise, then calm. Everything was present—except the cold indifference so familiar to those who had previously dealt closely with Putin. His lips moved in an attempt to say something, but no sound followed. The doctors understood that this was only natural: all connections between the brain and the rest of the body had been severed, and time was needed for new interactions to form. Convinced that recovery after the most complex operation was proceeding in the best possible way, the council decided not to rush events. The patient was returned to a restorative sleep, granting a reprieve not only to him, but to the doctors themselves.
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