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Introduction


Success is a trendy subject these days, and there is a rapidly growing interest in how to achieve it. Today, most people, especially young people, strive for success! In my opinion, this is also due to the development of the internet and the popularity of social networks. The idea that you need to be successful means to be on trend with the times!

Unfortunately, many people don’t realize what it means to be successful for themselves as individuals. They blindly follow the instructions, behavioral standards, and lifestyle imposed by modern society and the media. I believe that people in today’s society have lost the ability to think for themselves and listen to themselves, to their inner voice. Very often, people are afraid to publicly express their opinions if they do not coincide with the opinions of the majority. As a result, the lives of most people unfold in the ways dictated by society overall. Most people are scared to be themselves. They are afraid to show their individuality, and they are fearful of living the way they want. They are terrified of the consequences of not conforming to social norms and standards of behavior. People are afraid to listen to their inner voice and to fulfill their spiritual needs for fear of being rejected by society. As a result, they are unable to become the unique individuals they were born to be, and unable to demonstrate their talents and natural skills — all because they have low self-esteem! 

Out of fear of loneliness, people are ready to sacrifice their individuality to conform to society’s imposed standards of behavior. They even sacrifice their unique appearance to adapt to modern standards of beauty. Because of low self-esteem, people lose not only the individual uniqueness of their personality, given to them by nature, but also doom themselves to a life that they would otherwise not want to live. They miss their opportunity to live their life as they dreamed! Even when people realize that they are not living the way they want, as society, friends, and colleagues dictate to them, they still don’t do anything about it because they are afraid of change. This is all due to low self-esteem, which leads to weakness and a lack of desire to improve yourself and your life! As a result, most people just go with the flow and miss opportunities to be happy and successful.

In my own life, I embrace the idea of manifesting my unique personality! I believe that each person was born special and unique, inimitable, with an individual set of talents and personal qualities that must be preserved and developed. No one can copy another and hide under the mask of a different character! Being yourself allows you to achieve happiness and freedom that provides a strong foundation for the development of self-confidence. When a person is honest with himself, he hears his inner voice, a real-life beacon that can guide a person through life. The ability to listen to your soul’s voice gives you a clear understanding of who you really are and what you want to achieve in life—who you want to become, and what specific people you want to attract in your life. Thus, a clear understanding of oneself and one’s self-confidence appears (which is the basis for the development of inner power), helps a person develop in life and overcome difficulties and obstacles on their path to happiness and success.

In my life, sexuality is the driving force in my development as a person and my inner power to achieve success! I was born with a naturally high sexual drive that gives me strength and inspiration in life. It allows me to create, have inner harmony, achieve success in my business, and develop as a person. Since childhood, I have been listening to my inner voice and focusing mainly on my spiritual needs, since what my soul wants is the real me. My self-confidence helps in the development of my inner power, which has always helped me walk my own path in life, even though public opinion often tried to impose its guidelines and values on me and to cast me aside. But, my strength of character, supported by my strong sexual energy, stubbornly led me along the path of life chosen by my soul! Happiness and success mean to live the life that you want.

Since people often do not listen to themselves and the inner voice of their soul, they cannot formulate their own life goals and desires. Instead, they adopt and copy the goals and values that society dictates for them. Thus, many people program their brains with the ideas of others about the meaning of success and happiness. They live someone else's life contrary to their own dreams and ideas about success! The opinion of society is that of the majority. There is a mistaken belief that the majority is always right, but in fact, it is not! The majority is often mistaken since this majority consists of individuals with low self-esteem, afraid to express themselves and their opinions on this or that. They simply copy each other's opinions without checking or refuting the truth of their judgments or facts. As a result, a harmful public opinion is often formed, then imposed on people through the media. Therefore, it is necessary to strengthen your own self-esteem and develop your strength of spirit and character so you can ignore the opinion of the majority and embark on your own path of development!

Very often, people think that if they become famous, this means success, but it does not. You can become famous all over the world, but at the same time, be completely dissatisfied with your life. For example, you obtain quick success through YouTube or Instagram, but what comes next? People often confuse success with material well-being, but very rich people are frequently profoundly lonely and unhappy in their personal lives. I cannot call this success. But these are the standards of success that society imposes on us. Many people blindly follow this because of their low self-esteem and lack of fortitude to create their own formula for success.

I believe that success is a personal matter for each individual. Since all people are born with different individual qualities and needs, each must fight for his or her own happiness and achieve success in their own way. One thing remains unchanged — the need to listen to the voice of your soul, your inner voice, and follow your dreams. Dream often and boldly. Believe in miracles, and gradually plan your actions to realize your dreams. Always seek to improve your personal development and believe in yourself, even if no one else around you believes in you! Each person is busy with their own life. If someone does not believe in you and your success, their opinion should not matter, since they are not you, they do not feel like you, they do not live like you, they do not want the same things as you. No one else can provide an objective assessment of your talents and potential.

I believe that success is a lifestyle involving constant personal development and self-renewal! Time does not stand still. Therefore, having achieved success once, you need to take it to the next level and improve yourself and your skills, since everything changes and nothing is constant!

For me, the main formula for happiness and success is to have a harmonious state of mind and soul. When they are in harmony, nothing can hold you back! This means that I do what my soul wants, and my mind is always looking for ways to further develop my soul’s desires. When you find something to your liking, you work at it with pleasure and inspiration, you do not get tired, and you never call it work. Instead, it is a paid hobby that pleases you and inspires you to develop yourself in your business and in your life. This is real success that will allow you to achieve happiness. You will also naturally attract like-minded people around you. I discovered myself through my sexuality. In this book, I am happy to share my experiences with you, as well as my thoughts on personal development and achieving success.

 

Valentina Dzherson


 




Growing Up in Siberia


My name is Valentina, but to the world, I am known as Gina Gerson, a famous model and an adult film star. This is my story.

I come from a poor but hard-working Russian family in Siberia. My grandmother, Valentina, for whom I was named, was born in 1932 during the Stalinist era in the Soviet Union, which was during the forced period of collectivization. Grandma Valentina was like me when she was young: physically small, yet well-proportioned, with dark hair and brown eyes. She was very pretty as a girl, but not very sociable, and despite being admired by many boys, she never married, relishing her independence. I have inherited her sense of humor, irony, and strength! 

Her family were successful and wealthy farmers whose land and possessions were taken away by the communists during collectivization under Stalin. She was just a child when World War II broke out. 

She grew up during some of the most challenging times imaginable: the Stalinist purges, forced collectivization, and the Nazi invasion of our country. My grandmother felt like she grew up alone because her older sister, Ana, who was two years older, was their father’s favorite. She learned to work hard, but she didn’t receive love and affection from her parents. This shaped her personality. They only had one pair of shoes between them, and during the cold winter, she and Ana would have to take turns going to school because they couldn’t walk in the winter snow. They had very little to eat — sometimes only a few carrots. Valentina became very introverted. The stresses on her father, who found himself suddenly impoverished, made him very strict. Her upbringing and experiences gave her a thick skin and a tough character, traits that I inherited from her. Grandma Valentina was uncompromising. She was a very beautiful woman, but her personality was too strong for most men.

My grandmother Valentina didn’t have any children until my mother, Galina, was born in 1974 when Valentina was 42. I never knew my maternal grandfather because my mother’s parents divorced soon after she was born, and she was raised as an only child by my grandma. My grandmother didn’t give Galina the love and affection she needed because this was the way that she had been raised. Everything was focused on survival in case another war came. She was very sensitive and over-protective, which made her seem harsh.

I was born in the early hours of May 17, 1991, in Russia, in a small town in Siberia called Prokopyevsk, only months before the collapse of the Soviet Union. Just like my grandma, I grew up during a period of great turmoil in the history of my country that would have a profound impact on me. 

My mother, Galina, was very young when she got pregnant with me, only 16 years old. Her boyfriend was about 20 years old at the time, but I never saw him, even in pictures. Actually, I never even knew he existed until many years later when I learned the truth about my early childhood and asked my mother, “Who is my real father?”

She told me the story of how, when she was 16 years old, she met a guy that she liked very much. His name was Evgeniy. They started dating and having sex. After a few months, my mom realized that she was pregnant, but she was too far along to have an abortion. 

Evgeniy’s mother, Tatiana, did not want him to be with my mother because she was very poor. She didn’t consider Galina to be good enough for her son because she came from a poor family. However, he secretly dated my mother because he loved her. His mother found out and sent him off to university in another city. Galina told his mother about her pregnancy, but Evgeniy still left her because he was young and not ready to take on such a responsibility. This left my mother in a very difficult situation because she was only a child herself and had not planned on having a baby. She lived alone with her mother, and she didn’t have a father either.

My grandmother Valentina was a very tough, hardworking woman who always strove to take care of the family and put food on the table. She was never afraid to speak her mind. We were a poor family, and my mom and grandma worked hard in our garden to grow vegetables to feed us. My grandma also had a job at a dairy in the city nearby and was gone all day, so my mom was mostly on her own.

My mom was only 17 years old when I was born, but she was not really ready to have me or to take care of a baby. She didn’t know what to do. During her pregnancy, she never felt any maternal instinct, and she thought about putting me up for adoption. She was under a great deal of stress because our family was so poor and she didn’t know how she could take care of me. But my grandma told her that she would not give me up and that she, Grandma Valentina, would take care of me. Because my mom was under 18, she had no legal right to make any decisions of her own. As a result, my grandma’s decision was final. 

It was many years later that I learned about all this when my mother finally told me the story. She told me about how, when I was born, she didn’t even want to breastfeed me. The doctors gave me milk from surrogate mothers, and my mother would squeeze her breast milk into a glass to feed me. One day, one of the doctors at the hospital where my mom was staying after my birth, said to her, “Galina, you know I have a good life, and a good husband, but I have no kids. I would be happy to adopt your baby and to take good care of her.” My mom agreed to this, but my grandma refused the offer and said that she would keep the baby. Since my mom was still a minor, my grandma’s decision was final. The doctor persisted and came to Valentina’s home and saw how poor she was. The house was in disrepair, as it had been built on swampland, which destroyed the foundation. The doctor offered money, but grandma again disagreed.

So, my mom and grandma brought me home from the hospital and took care of me. Three generations of women on their own! About a month after I came into her life, my mother’s maternal instinct kicked in. She no longer wanted to give me away to anyone. So, for the next year, I was raised by my mom and grandma in a small village called Usiata. We lived in an old house, with no man in our lives, and it was very hard for my mom during that time. The house was so cold that my mom had to send me to an orphanage for three months so I wouldn’t get sick and die. The house was really old and decrepit, and she was scared to be alone there. Strange noises would come from the ceilings and the walls, and she was always afraid that they would cave in on us. My grandma planted a large garden in the backyard so we would have fresh vegetables to eat. My mom continued going to school and worked in the garden while Grandma went into the city to work at the dairy, where she was in charge of the production of all kinds of milk products. At home, she would help my mom in the garden.

After about a year, my mom, Galina, met my stepfather, Alex, with whom she would live for the next 17 years. He was a young boy, the same age as my mom, and it was love at first sight for him. My mom was a uniquely beautiful woman, and Alex was a tall, skinny boy, although as he grew older, he filled out. He had short dark hair, green eyes, and broad shoulders. He had lost two fingers on his hand in a childhood accident, but that didn’t stop him from doing anything. He was a possessive and bossy character and would change his personality to please those around him. He always had nice cars, and he dressed well to impress society. Although she had no money for makeup or fancy clothes, purses, or nice shoes, her personality drew people to her. She was very kind and very charismatic, with a beautiful smile, dark hair, and a lovely voice. Alex told her, “I want to bring you home to meet my family.” Shortly after she met them, my mom and I went to live with Alex and his family in their apartment in the city. So, by the time I was one year old, I finally had a complete family. Alex told his mother that I was his baby. However, my mom told her the truth about her relationship with Evgeniy and how badly his family had treated her.

Alex’s family treated us very well and made us feel like we were part of their family. Of course, we often visited my grandma Valentina in the village where she lived by herself. In the beginning, Alex was very loving and caring toward my mom and me, even though my mom didn’t really love him. Still, he adored her and offered her a home and family. This was what had been missing in her life. 

My step-grandfather, Anatoly, was very kind to me, and I enjoyed spending time with him. There was a lot of conflict between my step-grandparents—perhaps they were too much alike. But Anatoly had become wiser with age. My step-grandmother, who was called Galina, like my mom, was one of the kindest people I had ever known. She truly loved me and treated me as if I was her own grandchild. She was a very loving and caring person, and she was a mature woman who knew how to raise children, which neither my mom nor Grandma Valentina knew much about. She became closer to me than even my mom was, and became my ideal of female love. When she suddenly died of an aneurism when I was 14, I was devastated. She died while she was at her job working as a nursing assistant for the ambulance service. Her loss greatly affected me because I loved her so much, and I spent my breaks from school each year with her. She was one of the most influential people in my childhood; I felt loved and protected when I was with her. She really taught me so much about life, and I would listen to her. If my mom or Alex said something to me, I wouldn’t listen, but I always listened to Grandma Galina! I mourned her loss for over a year. I dreamt about her and kept her memory alive. After her death, I wasn’t afraid to lose anyone anymore because I knew I had to make it on my own, and I couldn’t count on anyone else to be there for me. Things changed after she died, and I realized that nothing lasts forever. 

The only time I was ever jealous was when I saw her kiss my cousin on the cheek twice and me only once when I was about ten years old. I was so jealous! Later I asked Grandma if this meant she loved me less. She told me no, she actually loved me more but didn’t want my cousin to feel that, so she kissed her twice. After that, I was never jealous again. If someone loves me, they do, and if not, it isn’t something for me to worry about.

Throughout my childhood, everyone told me I was very pretty, and I received a great deal of attention.

We moved out of Alex’s family apartment when I was four or five years old, and we lived in our own place in the city, just the three of us. During all those years, I never knew that Alex’s family was not my own flesh and blood. They were a very loving family, and I felt totally accepted by them. We thought life would be good.

 However, at this time, Alex, my stepfather, became more heavily involved in criminal activities, and he started to become more violent toward my mom. The relationship became very toxic. He became increasingly jealous of her and was constantly obsessed that others might take her from him. He wanted her to stay home and take care of the house. He knew he didn’t deserve her. Everyone she came into contact with loved my mom because she was a very sweet and caring person, but Alex said if she ever left him, he would destroy her life. The Mafia influenced him, and he became a dictator in the house. My mom didn’t know any better and felt trapped in the relationship, living in fear because the police could show up at our house at any time, day or night. Even though they lived together, my mom was never involved in any of his business or criminal activities. Still, she worried that the police would come and search the house looking for something illegal, such as a gun.

Alex never worked at a regular job. He was a young boy when he joined the local Mafia. It was the 1990s in Russia, and people did whatever they wanted; there were no longer any strict rules, and the politicians did nothing to make the situation better. It was all about gangsters and the Mafia—all kinds of different rackets—the crazy things you see in the movies were happening then: protection rackets, illegal gambling, blackmail, robbery, and even murder. Everyone knew what Alex was doing, but no one could control him.

As early as I can remember, I harbored doubts about my stepfather. I just didn’t feel any emotional bond, nor did I see any physical resemblance between us. He never accepted me as a daughter, and there was always an underlying tension between us, even though at the time, I didn’t quite know the cause of it. He began to regard me as competition for my mom’s attention. I remember my mom even took me to the doctor when I was around seven years old because I exhibited signs of stress after I saw him physically abuse my mom and slap her face. That really hurt me, and I began to view Alex as the enemy in our home.

My doubts were confirmed around the time I was 10 years old, and Grandma Valentina told me that Alex was not my real father. My relationship with Alex was complicated. He tried to make me feel insecure, but I understood that it was just manipulation on his part to hide his own insecurities. I saw how this worked on my mom, but it didn’t work the same way on me! There was a lot of verbal abuse, but I learned to give as good as I got, maybe even better, using black humor and biting sarcasm. He was ambitious, obsessive, and controlling, and his way of thinking influenced me over time in unexpected ways. He always thought about the easy way out, how to lie, cheat, and steal to get what he wanted. My stepfather became a negative role model for me, teaching me how not to be, and he would never apologize for anything.

My mom cooked and cleaned and took good care of our home and all of us. She was a perfect housewife, but one could always feel the lack of love between her and Alex. The fact that she did not show him any love made him angrier and meaner. All of his friends were also gangsters, and because our families were friends, that was the environment I grew up in. I would play with the kids of other Mafia people. At home, we would hear the adults talk about stealing cars or stealing money. As kids, we played these sorts of games. It’s not that we dreamed of becoming gangsters; it was just the world we lived in. For some reason, when I was very young, little girls never wanted to play with me. My mom says I was a little bit wild and aggressive, kind of a tomboy. The little girls played with Barbie dolls, but I was usually playing war games with the boys. However, at home, I still played with Barbies.

As a little girl, I also took some karate lessons two or three times a week to learn how to fight, which my mom signed me up for. I had a conflict on the first day and eventually got kicked out for beating up a boy for making a comment about my mom. Then I went to ballet school. For one day. I think this was due to the influence of my stepfather. This is how the world works. When kids would say bad things about me, I would beat them up. I did this to protect myself. I would always fight back when attacked.

For this reason, a lot of the other kids were afraid of me. I attracted the same type of kids around me, and I was kind of like a gang leader. I understood at an early age that you either had to take control of a situation or else others would take control of you. Of course, growing up around Alex influenced a lot of this. I was fighting with the world outside to survive the world inside, compensating, with no fear of the police.

My situation at home influenced my behavior as a young girl. I had an aggressive attitude, and I always surrounded myself with boys and other Mafia kids who came from similar backgrounds. We realized we could relate to each other. Our games always involved imitating the illegal activities that framed our lives at home. When I was about seven years old, my mom asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up, and I responded in all seriousness, “A drug dealer!” This was because of Alex’s influence. I didn’t use drugs, but I heard you could make a lot of money selling them. Obviously, my mom was very upset. She cried and begged me to promise on her life that I would never be a drug dealer. I had another dream job, which was to be a stripper, a beautiful woman, dancing sexily and having people give her money.

I never did drugs, though. It was all about power. I was the smallest in the group of kids I hung out with, but I was always the boss, like in a gang. I was a tough little girl in grade school. If anyone talked bad about me, I would beat them up. If someone tried to beat me up, I always fought back. I learned early on that if you didn’t fight back, they wouldn’t respect you.

Growing up this way, I never felt the love of a father. I really have no idea what that is like, so I can’t say miss it. My stepfather never really felt any love for me. He was just a young man, and, in many ways, he felt jealous of me, as my mother naturally directed her love and attention toward her child. However, when I became a teenager, I grew braver and started to talk back to Alex.

Other changes also happened as I entered my teenage years. At the age of 13 or 14, I started to become more feminine, and I gave up fighting. My interests now turned to dresses and make-up, as I always wanted to look as perfect as my mom did. My mom had started to dress nicely since she now had some money from my other Grandma, who worked as a nursing assistant. My mom began to work with Grandma to make her own money, and sometimes Alex gave her money. She was my role model for physical beauty. My mom taught me how to dress, and showed me how to use makeup, take care of my hair and nails, and give me advice on how to look beautiful. She didn’t allow me to overuse make-up, but she did allow me to use perfume. She supported me in my desire to look attractive. She didn’t oppose me having a romantic relationship; in fact, she encouraged me to have a boyfriend. 

I was proud of my mom—she always made such a good impression on everyone at school or when we went out in the city. This intimidated the other girls, and as I wasn’t the kind of person to approach other people, I didn’t have many girlfriends. I kept company with people I considered loyal and strong, people who really liked me. As a teenager, I attracted a lot of attention from boys, not in a sexual way, but in a sweet, innocent way. I learned that I could get them to do things for me whenever I wanted. Some girls were mean and hated me, while others were attracted to me; two sides of the same coin in many cases. I always strove for perfection for myself. As a result, many people admired and respected me, while others didn’t like this about me. I was still the smallest, but an inner power to be the strongest always drove me, and I was an excellent student and got good grades.

Although my family wasn’t very wealthy, we still managed to survive somehow. My mom didn’t have much education, as she had me while she was still in high school, and she never attended university because Alex would never allow it. He wanted to control her and make her dependent on him. He was also jealous that she would meet other men at the university. Later, she took some night classes to acquire new skills. Thanks to my step-grandmother, Galina, my mom got a job as a nursing assistant at an emergency clinic, where she worked part-time. I would sometimes run away from kindergarten to see her, as the clinic was nearby. She worked day shifts, and sometimes night shifts, going along with doctors on house calls. It was challenging work.

Alex, my stepfather, also didn’t finish school. Instead, he began his involvement with the Mafia. His criminal activities made life complicated, but we survived as best we could. Life had its ups and downs, but over time, Alex became more established as a gangster, recognized as a leader by the group of people with whom he worked. He always tried to give the impression that he had a lot of money. He wanted to look rich, dangerous, and powerful by wearing expensive clothes and driving a Mercedes. It was all a façade. He would spend all his money on this, even when we had nothing. This illusion worked well for him. I learned from him how to pretend that you are something that you are not and how to adapt to every situation. Alex could act charming and kind, but at other times, he would be very tough and powerful. He used fear and intimidation, especially with other men. 

However, the relationship between my mom and Alex had deteriorated over the years. At the age of 15, I saw him physically abuse her. I saw him slap her across the face in the kitchen when I came home from school, just as had happened when I was 7 years old. For me, it was like dèjá-vu. Nothing had changed in all these years. It made me realize that the only person you can change is yourself. I knew there was nothing I could do—only my mom could decide to make a change, and I couldn’t involve myself in their problems or waste my energy on them. When I was only seven, I was scared, but now I just took my mom out of the kitchen and ended the fight. They argued all the time. He cheated on her, and eventually, she started cheating on him. Finally, one night after I had already moved from home to attend university, she’d had enough and just packed her bags and left.

From a young age, I realized that life could be complicated, primarily because of my stepfather’s lifestyle. When we moved out of my step-grandparents apartment, I started kindergarten, and I remember that many times, late at night, the police would come to our door. They would kick it in, then search every inch of the apartment, looking for a gun or other illegal items. They would even look inside my toys, under the bed, in the closet, and through my mom’s things. From the conversations I overheard, I realized that they were looking for a gun. The only thing they didn’t check was the inside of my panties! Several times they took my mom and my stepfather to the police station for questioning, and I realized that Alex was involved in some terrible things. The police took my mom in also, not because she had done anything wrong, but because she was part of his family. My mom was not involved in Alex’s business, and because I was left at home alone, they would let her go after a few questions. However, the length of time the police left me alone for when I was only seven or eight years old was not suitable for a child, but it did make me a stronger person. My stepfather would also be released after a few days because the police did not have enough evidence to hold him.

Life was the same, year after year. Alex would leave in the morning and return in the evening. His friends would come over and discuss some of the illegal money-making activities that they were involved in. I was just a little kid, but I already understood that life has no rules—or that all rules can be broken. They would discuss ways to defraud the bank, make money through blackmail, and other things of that nature. Such was the life of a local Mafioso. It was painful for me to watch my mom have to endure all this, even though she had no involvement with his activities. I can say that Alex loved her but in a sick, obsessive way. He always feared losing her and didn’t want her to work, saying that he made enough money to support us, but it really was a way to control her and keep her dependent upon him. I could see that my mom wasn’t really happy the way a woman should be. I realized from a young age that two people could live together but not truly be happy.

Although she had harbored doubts when she first became pregnant with me—which was perfectly understandable for a teenage girl—growing up, my mom always loved me with all her heart and soul. She gave me all the love she had, and I never felt that anything was missing. Both of my grandmothers loved me also. I never felt that my grandma on my stepfather’s side was not my real grandmother because she gave me unconditional love. In general, I was a happy child; the only thing that really affected me was my mom’s lack of happiness. My step-grandfather also treated me as his own flesh and blood, and he would often take me on trips to the lake or the forest to collect berries or mushrooms. He spoiled me as much as possible with candies and fruit, but I was never what you would call a spoiled child, maybe because of my stepfather, who never really showed me any love. It was a family without harmony. He didn’t show my mother real love, and as a result, he didn’t get that love in return.

Growing up, you could say I was like a little bandit, and most of my friends were little bandits too. We lived in a small town in Siberia, and because of my reputation, some of the other kids were not allowed to play with me. It didn’t hurt my feelings at the time because I always had other kids around. Besides, I was like a little Mafia boss in my group. Even as a child, I enjoyed wielding power.

My step-grandparents really loved me and always gave me treats and took good care of me. I learned from childhood what unconditional love was about. (For this reason, as I grew up, it became easy for me to recognize fake love.) From my family, I learned about real love. But there was a lot of stress within the family. Because of the criminal activity of my stepfather, we moved often. My mom left him sometimes, and then she went back. She was very unhappy, trapped in an abusive relationship, but she always showed me love.

Once I started school, I changed schools often (five times in all) because we had to move because of problems with landlords and neighbors. This was stressful for me as a little kid because I had to go to class and meet new people all the time. I always felt like an outsider. Everyone else knew each other, and the new kids were usually bullied. I was often the smallest, making me an easy target, but I knew I had to fight back. After changing schools three or four times, I knew exactly what to expect and was always ready.

I became used to fighting to get by, but I was never completely alone; I always had a few loyal friends who stood with me. The need to defend myself made me a stronger person because I always felt that I had to win or die in any confrontation. If a group of kids tried to attack me, I would fight back. I knew that if I won, they would respect me, and if I lost, I would be bullied all year. Being a kid from a Mafia family, I learned early on in life how to break the rules. My school life was challenging, and I earned respect by standing up for myself, but also because I studied hard. I was a very good student, so I won over most of the teachers to my side. I was smart, and I could think. I realized that intelligence could give me power. Boys generally liked me because I was pretty. Few girls liked me, though. Many of them viewed me as a rival. Because of this, most of my friends were boys. 

As my stepfather became further involved in Mafia activities, the police visited our home more and more often. Every summer, I went to a youth camp in the countryside for three months. We had morning exercises, competitions, trips, discos, and you had to have ‘connections’ to get in. I was very popular there; some people loved me, and some hated me. There was a lot of freedom, and I always got close to the counselors. I saw myself as being different from the others. I had my own ideas and opinions, and I always liked to share them! 

We’d sneak out at night through the window and go to the boys’ room, just playing and having fun, breaking the rules. We always tried to skip calisthenics. I didn’t want to be home for the summer; I wanted to be away from home because of Alex, but Mom came to visit.

I never experienced the love of a father. It is something I never missed because I never had it. Other kids had it, and one day, when their father died or went away, they felt a sense of loss. I never had this, but I had love from all the other members of my family.

Even though there was a lot of tension in the house, we still did things as a family, such as going on trips or vacations. However, I always preferred just to be with my mom. As I became a teenager, I started to feel more hostility from other girls because I was beautiful. Friends of my stepfather began to notice my beauty and call me ‘jailbait.’ No one ever tried to do anything to me, but I learned to use the power I had over men. I quickly realized that I could use their desires to my advantage.

My stepfather was always very critical of me, and he would pick on me for little things. As a small girl, I listened, but as a teenager, I learned to talk back and to stick up for myself. Alex was very insecure, and I needed to prove that I was in charge. I learned to play the game. Sometimes I would act as if I agreed with him. I remember once he was yelling at me for not doing something around the house, a typical fight, and he came up in my face and pushed me against the wall. I looked him straight in the eyes and didn’t back down. He just walked away. He hadn’t expected my reaction, and he realized I wasn’t a little kid anymore. These were the same techniques he used in extortion. He tried to scare me. When he realized this didn’t work, he was afraid to lose power, and he would use other methods. My mom couldn’t fight back. When I wouldn’t listen, he pushed her more, covering his fear with aggression.

My mom began to cry more often, so I told Alex I didn’t choose this kind of life; it was their decision if they wanted to live like that. If I showed I cared, he would use it to hurt me more by manipulation; my mom was afraid for both herself and me. She chose to be afraid. I chose to live and not be afraid. If it was a case of live or die, I chose to live.

For some reason, my mom and Alex never separated, even though there was no love or happiness in their relationship. I started to realize that he became more aggressive toward me to fight his own sexual desires that he couldn’t act upon. We never had any father-daughter type relationship. As a teenager, I came to realize that I had power. But because I had an aggressive father at home, I was never afraid of men. I never backed down in life, and this has also helped me in business.

As a teenager, my stepfather got into some trouble with other Mafia people. For her safety, Grandma Valentina left the village to stay with us in the city. While she was away, his enemies burned her house down. I was ten years old.

I called Alex ‘Papa’ because he had asked me to do this from early in my childhood, but even before I learned that he was not my biological father, I never felt this type of connection.

At the age of ten, me, my mom, my grandma Valentina, and Alex lived together. Alex and Grandma Valentina were both dominant personalities, and they did not get along. She would only visit when he was away. But when his Mafia rivals took revenge and burned Grandma’s house down, she had to move in with us. Grandma didn’t like Alex, but she had no other choice. 

As I grew into an attractive teenage girl, Alex would always tell me things like, “Don’t get pregnant like your mom.” When I came home at night, he would always check to see if I smelled of alcohol or cigarettes. He would try to check out every boy I had contact with. It wasn’t that he really cared; it was that he wanted to control every aspect of my life; my school, my friends, what time I came home. The pressure from him increased when I was a teenager. I think this was due to all the sexual tension he felt.

Because a lot of boys liked me, most girls didn’t, especially the older girls. I had to learn to avoid conflict because, as I grew up, I didn’t want to fight any longer. So, I had to learn to use my mind to make them respect me, using words instead of actions. To make girls respect me without using physical violence wasn’t easy because they would talk behind my back a lot. Even at this young age, I felt the power of my sexuality, and I never felt that I was in competition with anyone. I also felt physically attracted to females and fantasized about teachers and other schoolgirls. Sometimes teachers would touch me, but more in an admiring way rather than a sexual one. If you are smart, intelligent, pretty, and sexually powerful, it attracts people to your side. 

I studied hard in school and learned my lessons. I was very intelligent, beautiful, and sexy. Even women told me this, and when they said how beautiful I was, it really meant something. People seemed to either love me or hate me. I never tried to be the center of attention, but I enjoyed teasing people, even those who hated me. I learned to manipulate people by using my sexuality, and I found that it gave me power, and it always motivated me to be smart. I was well-groomed, dressed well, and took care of myself. I never wanted to be the stereotypical dumb blonde girl, so I worked hard in school. I had no interest in parties, alcohol, or drugs when I was in high school—not because my stepfather was constantly checking on me, but because I just never had any interest in them.

When high school ended, I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do. I was good at French, so I decided to go to university to improve my foreign language skills. Other kids wanted to become doctors or teachers, but I wanted to become a diplomat. People told me this would be impossible; I didn’t have the money, I was blonde, I looked good, and because I was a girl. Also, my family didn’t have the right political connections, so no university would take me. This just motivated me all the more. If I wanted this, I knew I could achieve it because I was smart enough. All I had to do was work hard. So, I prepared myself for the entrance exams. Grandma gave me the emotional support I needed to achieve my dreams. Mom wanted me to be more realistic and do Plan B.

To everyone’s amazement, I passed all my exams and was accepted into the faculty for diplomats at Kemerovo, the capital of District 200 KM, as well as to the linguistic university. I was very proud of myself. I just wanted to prove myself so that I could achieve my dream. I had no interest in politics. I showed my inner power and proved I could do anything I wanted to if I set my mind to it—but I asked myself, “Do I really want this?” I chose the more pragmatic solution and decided to attend the linguistic faculty at the University of Tomsk, about 600 km away from home, where I received a full scholarship. I had fulfilled my goal of free university tuition! I was thrilled to leave home. I wanted to live my own life. I felt like a painter ready to paint my own canvas. I wanted a job, money, and respect. I wanted options, such as to be a professor or translator. I knew I wouldn’t like diplomacy. I wanted to be a lawyer, but there were no free places available, and I couldn’t afford the fees.

I learned that all responsibility is within yourself. If you are strong enough and have inner power, no one can hurt you. No matter how small you are, whether you are a boy or a girl, all your power is inside yourself. Sexuality is part of that power. Energy is part of that power. It makes your body produce the right hormones because of your sexual power. You become your own angel. I always felt like I had an angel looking over me.

My mom broke up with Alex two years after I left home. He had trapped her, and she only stayed with him because of me. He would put her down, and he would always take her back, but he’d threaten to ruin her face. Like I have said, I never saw or talked to Alex once I started university. I think that deep down, I hated him. Conflict and fighting might have been the only solution for us, and worse things could have happened. Alex and my mom continued to live together for another two years after I left for the university until one day, my mom came home and found two glasses of champagne on the table, one bearing the lipstick of another woman. We think he did it on purpose as he didn’t have the courage to break up with her. She realized that he was cheating on her, so she just packed her bags and left.
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