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SYNOPSIS


[image: image]




In Tinta y Mascaras we will learn the story behind the public figure of Sergei Sokolov, the leader of the Bratva, the dreaded Russian mafia. Sokolov believes himself to be untouchable, calling himself "the force of nature" and considering himself "the architect" of everything around him. There is no life under his command that is not guided by his orders, which are carried out as if they were a dogma of faith.

His life, beyond the typical moral perversions to which he could be subjected in the lower worlds of the illegal, is marked by other practices that both he and his wife, Alma Björklund, carry out behind closed doors. Within that lifestyle, although oblivious to the most shocking things that happen on the property, is the little Nadya Sokolov, the only daughter of the couple; a girl with enormous intellectual qualities at her short nine years of age, and who has grown up imprisoned within the security offered by the small paradise of the mafia on a private island in the Pacific.

Everything in the life of that man takes place with an almost timed perfection, however, that feeling of perfection is nothing more than a façade that gradually falls, revealing the decline of a relationship consumed by the personal aspirations of each one and, above all, by the desire for power and domination of the man of Russian nationality, who in his eagerness to keep everything under his control puts at risk not only members of his organization, but also the most precious thing he has in life: his family.

Along the way, Sokolov meets mysterious characters with ideals somewhat different from his own; each hidden behind a shell that keeps that sensitive part of them away from the reach of the world, but with a little attention they become deciphered by him while he himself understands a little more about his own personality and the motivation that, intrinsically, leads him to execute the decisions he makes. 

Therefore, Sergei will come to understand that power and money is not the most important thing in life, that prisons do not cease to be so even if they disguise themselves as a luxurious life, that love becomes opaque with the years and that custom distances more from what it brings people closer. The desire for adventure and to try new things, such as a drug, creates an addiction to which some are unable to escape and is able to lead them to betray the trust of those who have given everything to see them emerge from their humble beginnings. Can a father's love for his daughter lead him to do and endure unthinkable things in order to preserve his greatest treasure? It is something that Sokolov will have to discover, at the hand of you, the readers, throughout the next pages.

A novel with touches of sadomasochism and explicit scenes not suitable for all sensibilities. It is recommended to read with the most open mind, always understanding that all the events expressed in this story are fictitious, but that in a way they portray a part of humanity considered as taboo, ignored by many and lived in the shadows of prejudice by others. Enter these pages with the greatest caution, and with the desire to understand how things work beyond our points of view.

Writing Ink and Masks would not have been possible without the patience and support that you have always given to my work. It was not an easy road, as I faced obstacles to which I decided to surrender momentarily. But after a long wait, here is the play that I hope will captivate you just as it captivated me from the beginning. 
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As was his custom, every first of March a small private party was held in his residence, boasting of offering the greatest ostentatiousness the world could offer. Where every man was free to be as he really was, and every woman was able to keep up with any of her male counterparts. There was no hatred that was worth during those hours of the dawn of the first of March, for so he had established it, with his steady hand and iron impetus. The architect of everything, the almighty father of the Bratva, untouchable and feared by men and immortals alike.

So was he, Sergei Sokolov, a man of Russian nationality in his forty-five years, head of the Russian mafia, and of all the mafias that required some benefit from him. Husband of Alma Björklund and father of Nadya Sokolov, they were the most important to him in the world. Rather than power and governments bowing to his illegitimate dictatorial mandate, his world revolved around those two women, who turned him away from his role as a villain, and made him lose all the dominion he possessed over the rest of the world.

But not that night. That night was his night, like every year. The feast of the thousand masks was a delight for the senses, a waste of sensations that were complemented by the secrecy of wearing the face covered. The rule of the house was that, during that night everyone would arrive on their own, and those who decided not to do it that way should wear their own mask from the moment they arrived. That spacious room seemed to fill with wildlife, with the almost pixelated designs of animal faces in white, black, and pearly hues. There were even those who went a step further and opted for slightly less sober colors, like Miuchi Kiyomoto, head of the Yakuza, in his scarlet red suit and red and gold dragon mask. 

Even when it was not to her liking, she allowed Alma to dazzle with her mask, wearing on this occasion the face of a nymph, golden in color and wavy hair around her face, which matched that tight champagne-colored dress she wore, and her noisy pointed heels. It was quite a spectacle, with that neckline on the back of his dress, which showed the perfect curve of his back when he slid, almost floating, among the guests of that ceremony. It was a hallucination among deer, lambs, rhinos and other beasts.

From the top of the double marble staircase, dressed in red carpet of intense color and crowned with a chandelier of solid gold spider Sokolov could observe that sea of people, delighting in the living room to the rhythm of the harmonious chords of a violin solo. His own face was covered, as it could not be otherwise, with a lion's mask, with empty white eyes on a face of black onyx and with a mane of delicate silver threads. Only his mouth and chin were uncovered, and that mask made him look imposing in front of the rest. He was, in a rather figurative sense, the king of all those lives that coexisted that night under the roof of his property.

Next to him, graceful as his rabbit mask, Nina, his right hand, gave him the last report of the party attendees. Apparently Sinclair, Delacroix and Deveraux were there, as well as a representative of the Danish government, Jannik Bak, the very mayor of Copenhagen with his impressive white swan mask, with open wings and a long upright neck with his head turned to the left, positioned at the top of his forehead.

And, to top it all off, he informed her that his wife had disappeared from among the guests. Sokolov felt a pang in his stomach as the woman retreated silently, and glanced at the crowd. He had seen that dress less than a minute ago, rubbing shoulders with Nastassja Povarnitsyn, the wife of the Russian finance minister, and with Vera Borozan, the daughter of a Serbian magnate who owns the mines with the largest copper reserve in the country. Both seemed to carry a piece of their own land in their masks. And just a moment ago Alma had been with them. 

He rummaged through the pile of dancing bodies dodging each other as they sipped champagne, wine, or whiskey, or chopped a baguette of Swiss cheese or salmon roe. Others simply delighted in the hummingbirds that his good childhood friend had provided, completely naked girls, barely covered by body makeup to resemble the brilliant plumage of those little birds, and with faces covered by beautiful and colorful masks that perfectly hid their looks of despair and suffering, lost on the horizon.

Others simply enjoyed the music, a solo violin or a harp, played equally by a woman with delicate bodily features, painted from foot to head in gold, with a mask devoid of features, symbolizing the neutrality of the music.

He tried to look for her, but of course, at the moment he put his foot on that level, the handshakes, shrugs, and even hugs from his comrade and the beautiful young Spanish girl who was holding his arm, quickly made him lose the target. Alma never ceased to be present in her mind, let alone knowing what she was doing somewhere in the backyard of the mansion.

Those thoughts became more vivid as he stepped into the red room, a smaller, more private area, with low, red lights, where the attendees wore a mask rather than masks, and their expensive and luxurious outfits were replaced by the most vulgar leather suits. It was the BDSM corner[1], a place full of lust and pleasure, where the vouyerist was welcome to look without remorse at those brave ones who dared to exhibit their perversions without the slightest shame. He imagined his Soul, submissive before the fingers of anyone, part of his own personal guard, hidden, looking for that which, he knew, he was not able to grant him.

The drowned moan of an elderly woman, with a ball gag in her mouth, brought her back to reality, allowing the strong smell of leather, sweat, and body fluids to fill her nostrils. He felt sick instantly, and couldn't help but stumble upon a gay couple who were having sex a few steps behind him. The men froze in the act, prey to terror. Sokolov, however, paid no attention to the disturbance of both men, and crossed the red room in long strides that led him away from that place of perdition.

When he reached the other side, he breathed quickly, his hands trembled and his mouth salivated. I felt an uncontrollable anger, I lost control with every breath.

- You should stay away from that place if you can't tolerate a little leather and some rope.

That unexpected voice immediately seduced him, snapped his fingers in his mind, bringing him back to reality. When he looked up it was late, only a few huge ivory-colored deer horns was what he managed to see, in addition to a dress uncovered to just the place where his back stopped being so to bend in a provocative and voluptuous butt. That woman had disappeared in that place, in the red room, once he had the courage to go after her.

Frustrated, mocked, hurt and tired, he retired early to his office. She made sure to ask Mina that she wanted absolutely nothing to do with Alma, the party or the guests, with the exception of that mysterious woman in a deer mask. 

Who was she? There was nothing left. Why couldn't he recognize her from the guest list he had carefully prepared himself? More importantly, would you see her again?

Sokolov decided not to think about those women again, and finished going to his office, clearly demanding that he did not want any disturbances of any kind.
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After that ostentatious party only the ghost of the crowd remained, the emptiness in the soul that the alcohol leaves when it is discarded by the system, and that feeling of being incomplete when waking up and finding the other half of your empty bed.

Normally he was not a man of hangovers, but that day he had awakened with a rather strong one, which made him shine clear flashes in his sight, rumble drums in his ears and feel strong hammers in his temples. Those ailments had a name and a reason for being. After giving up his search in the main hall, and before entering the red room, Sokolov had chosen to have several glasses of wine with Croatian Assistant Secretary of State Mihovil Ivanovic and Rosana Valente, the first lady of Andorra. 

Having tired of so much political chatter, he decided to go and look elsewhere, and then, defeated, he retired to his private studio in the west wing of the second floor, where, sheltered by a fingerprint insurance, he isolated himself from the rest of the party so that it remained early in the morning. He drank directly from his bottle of vodka as he recalled memories in yellow, worn-out photos. After a couple of hours, his brain seemed to decide that the memories of what he was doing were not relevant, so he could not remember anything else after that blank framed photo in which he and his wife, Alma, were observed hugging on a private beach of Abebe Kalejaiye, the deputy foreign minister of Morocco, in “The Land of God.”[2]

Huge horns hovered over his mind, followed by the ghost of a sensual, but mute, unintelligible voice, only a meaningless, deep and sensual, powerful tone. Sokolov tried to put a face, or at least a somewhat clearer memory, on that memory, but when his headache did not allow it, he gave up the task at hand.

Breakfast was served on the silver tray on the small table next to his king bed, where Casilda always left it. Next to the covered plate, a large cup of heavy, steaming coffee and two aspirins with a small note next to them, as was the custom of the lady, who had been working for him for twenty years.

Two pills and a coffee for her headache, and a rich meal to warm up and cheer up her spirit, was what the woman's handwriting note said. She was his employee, but she would also have been some kind of maternal figure to him since he came home.

Sokolov drank that hot coffee calmly, holding the heat of the first drink that burned his throat when he took the aspirin, and reviewing what Casilda had prepared.

He checked his phone only to find notes and reminders of upcoming meetings, but he never found the justification for his wife's sudden disappearance. He tried to pretend he didn't care, finished his coffee and breakfast despite the knot in his stomach, caused by a mixture of anger, helplessness and pain, and headed for a shower to get his day started. One that, he boasted, would be quite long.

-
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The hours between papers, calls and meetings were passed in a heartbeat. He could barely steal himself a little time to spend with his little daughter, Nadya, in the pool on the third floor terrace, and then watch a few minutes of the new Shirley in Skates movie, one that Nadya seemed to love quite a bit but to which Sokolov found no sense. It was about a little zebra that learned to ice-skate and fulfilled her dream of being a professional skater, which had motivated Nadya to want to practice, so she had private lessons every afternoon on the fifth-floor ice rink.

After sharing with her, Sokolov withdrew to his private paradise, in the second basement of his property, far from the innocent reach of his daughter, and where he let his imagination fly and released his most lustful desires with the submissive on duty, who normally turned out to be his wife, although he had a whole catalogue of women willing to endure each and every one of his tortures in order to keep him satisfied, and to preserve his own life if we cling to that kind of details. The vast majority had been supplied by an old friend of his, who did business with the illegal trafficking of women, but it was always the most beautiful and delicate flowers his eyes had seen: young, no older than twenty-five, firm breasts, large and round, narrow waist and voluptuous butts. Yes, his colleague had an excellent taste in choosing women, not for nothing had he married that beautiful and intelligent Spanish who, at the time, was nothing more than another of those abducted girls.

Once he had satisfied his need for sex, pain and flesh, he went to the fourth basement, which served as a dungeon, where some of the man's enemies lay. It was with them that he used to take it out when the occasion merited it, and Alma's infidelities were always one of those occasions. He came to believe that the guards made bets among themselves to see who slept with his wife without being quickly discovered, only to see who Sokolov himself would come to kill in person. Of course, the rookie guards always ended up being deceived, who did not know the fate of those who dared to prove what did not belong to them.

He was a feared man, the prisoners who lay there were made in their pants when they heard him coming, because they knew that death was around the corner. Others even cried for relief when they were victims of senseless violence, which left them full of bruises, broken bones and inflamed organs, for they knew they could live another day. However, there were others who did not have the same fate, and who after being brutally beaten by the man, were slaughtered and hung upside down so that they had a painful, but rapid death.

He knew it. I knew something was wrong. And I was totally cool with it.

-
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At the end of the afternoon, when he was back in his room, some subtle steps caught his attention, some so familiar, and at the same time so distant from those he kept in his memories. He ignored them, didn't even pretend he cared about her coming back.

“I'm sorry I disappeared like that,” she said in greeting, the dry sound of her pointed heels filling the room's void. Sokolov merely shrugged, while taking off his shirt to take a shower after the meeting with Belgium's former foreign minister had ended.

- As always, the evening was wonderful, sweetheart, - a chill full of restrained anger ran through the body of that Russian. He felt his forehead warm and his jaw clench. He turned, however, with a calculated expression, devoid of contempt and hatred, and offered his wife a tiny smile that did not become perceptible to an untrained eye like Alma's.

- I'm so glad you had such a good time last night, my dear. But I believe that, by attending to your "affairs", you have neglected the man who loves you with all his soul.

The woman approached him, slowly, with the safety of a lynx, and the feline sensuality in full bloom. He dropped the golden mask to the ground, and a trail of clothing in his way; those noisy pointed heels, that tight champagne-colored dress and golden sparkles, and finally the underwear he wore only at the bottom. She hung around her husband's neck. It smelled like chocolate magnolias, and her hair was almost as perfect as it would have been the night before. Sokolov let himself be dazzled for just a moment, one that made him feel desire and hate at the same time. He did not touch her, only let her gaze run through each of the tanned curves that made up the Swedish exuberance that was Alma Björklund.

- You've been a bad girl. "You know that, right?”
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