
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Baptism

Alma Lindström stepped out of the U-Bahn at Görlitzer Bahnhof just after midnight, the December chill slicing through her wool coat like a dull razor. Berlin’s Kreuzberg district pulsed around her—graffiti-smeared walls glowing under sodium lamps, the distant thump of bass from a hidden club, the acrid tang of kebab smoke mingling with piss in the gutters. She clutched her phone, the screen’s blue glow illuminating the cryptic address she’d been given: Kapelle am Kanal, 3 Uhr. No street number, no Google Maps pin. Just a whisper from a fellow set designer at the Schaubühne, who’d sworn by it after her own “breakthrough.” It’s not therapy, the woman had said, eyes glazed with something between ecstasy and terror. It’s erasure.

Alma’s boots clicked against the uneven cobblestones as she followed the canal, the water black and oily under the moonless sky. At thirty-two, she carried her Swedish heritage like a fragile heirloom: pale skin that bruised easily, ash-blonde hair cropped short to defy the femininity she’d come to loathe, and eyes the color of storm clouds over Stockholm fjords. But Berlin had been her escape for eight years now—away from the suffocating Nordic politeness that had masked her uncle’s predations. Uncle Lars, with his callused fisherman’s hands and breath like stale aquavit, who had turned her childhood bedroom into a confessional of whispers and touches that no amount of vodka or one-night stands could scrub away.

The memory hit her then, unbidden, as it always did in quiet moments: nine years old, the creak of the wooden floorboards in their summer cabin, the way he’d pressed her face into the pillow embroidered with her name, his weight pinning her small body while he murmured, This is our secret game, Alma. Good girls keep secrets. The shame had metastasized over the decades, twisting her relationships into knots of distrust and fleeting, frantic sex that left her hollow. She’d designed sets for plays about rape and redemption, pouring her poison into plywood and paint, but the core rot remained. Therapy—traditional, talk-based drudgery—had failed her. Pills dulled the edges but blurred her creativity. This, whatever it was, felt like a last resort. A friend of a friend had called it “the Memory Palace.” Run by a Dr. Elias Varga. He builds you a new mind, they’d said. But you have to let him in first.

She spotted the chapel just past a cluster of overgrown willows dipping into the canal—a squat, 19th-century relic of red brick, its steeple truncated like a guillotined neck. Ivy choked the arched windows, and a faint light flickered from within, warm and inviting against the night’s bite. Alma hesitated at the iron gate, her heart a frantic bird in her ribcage. The email confirmation had been terse: Arrive alone. No recordings. Payment in full upon entry. She’d wired the five thousand euros from her savings, a sum that screamed scam but promised salvation.

The door—heavy oak, carved with faded saints—swung open at her knock. Dr. Varga stood there, silhouetted against the candlelit interior. He was taller than she’d imagined, late forties, with a lean frame draped in a charcoal suit that seemed tailored from shadows. His face was angular, almost ascetic: high cheekbones, a neatly trimmed beard salted with gray, eyes like polished obsidian under heavy brows. He smelled of incense and something clinical, like fresh latex gloves.

“Ms. Lindström,” he said, his voice a low Hungarian rumble softened by German precision. “Punctual. That’s a good sign.” He extended a hand, cool and dry, and led her inside without another word.

The chapel’s nave had been gutted and repurposed: pews replaced by minimalist furniture—a low leather couch, a glass desk strewn with leather-bound books, a modular synthesizer humming softly in the corner. Stained glass windows depicted abstract fractals instead of biblical scenes, casting kaleidoscopic patterns on the flagstone floor. In the apse, behind a velvet curtain, she glimpsed a descending staircase. The air was thick with frankincense, masking a faint undercurrent of bleach.

“Sit,” he commanded gently, gesturing to the couch. He poured her a glass of water from a crystal decanter, his movements deliberate, almost ritualistic. “You’ve read the materials?”

Alma nodded, though her throat was dry. The “materials” had arrived by courier two days prior: a forty-page contract printed on vellum-like paper, dense with legalese about confidentiality, voluntary participation, and something called “sensory reconfiguration.” Buried in the fine print were waivers for “intimate therapeutic contact” and “pharmacological enhancement.” She’d skimmed it, desperate enough to sign without a lawyer. It’s just hypnosis, she’d told herself. MDMA-assisted therapy. Legal in some places.

“Good.” Varga sat across from her, steepling his fingers. “Tell me about the memory.”

She hesitated, but the words spilled out—the cabin, the pillow, the secrets, the way Uncle Lars had forced her thighs apart, his tongue lapping at her immature folds until she squirmed, then mounting her with grunts, his seed spilling hot and sticky inside her as she bit back sobs. Varga listened without interruption, his gaze unblinking, as if committing every syllable to some internal archive. When she finished, tears streaking her cheeks, he leaned forward.

“That ends tonight,” he said. “I will overwrite it. But you must surrender completely. No resistance. Can you do that?”

Alma swallowed. “Yes.”

He produced the contract from his desk, already signed by him in elegant script. She added her name with a trembling hand. Then he led her down the staircase to the basement, a soundproofed chamber that felt like descending into a womb—or a tomb. The walls were padded in black acoustic foam, the floor heated tile. In the center stood the “confessional”: an antique obstetric chair, restored to gleaming perfection, with padded stirrups, adjustable restraints, and a headrest that cradled the skull like a lover’s hands. Surgical lights hung overhead, dimmed to a soft amber.

“Undress,” Varga instructed, turning away with clinical detachment. Alma complied, folding her clothes neatly on a side table, her skin prickling in the warm air. Naked, she felt exposed yet oddly liberated, her body a canvas awaiting erasure—her small breasts with pale pink nipples hardening in the air, the trimmed blonde curls between her legs already damp with anticipation and fear. He helped her into the chair, securing soft leather cuffs around her wrists, ankles, and thighs—positioning her legs spread obscenely wide in the stirrups, her labia parting slightly, exposing the glistening pink within to his view.

A heart monitor beeped faintly as he attached sensors to her chest, his fingers brushing her nipples incidentally, sending jolts through her.

“Phase one: the baptism.” He held a vial of clear liquid to her lips. “MDMA and a mild dissociative. Swallow.”

The cocktail was bitter, sliding down her throat like liquid fire. Within minutes, warmth bloomed in her core, spreading outward in waves. Colors intensified—the red of her nails, the glint of steel on the chair. Euphoria crested, her skin electric, every breath a caress, her pussy throbbing with sudden, insistent need.

“Phase two: restraint.” Already bound, she felt the cuffs tighten slightly, a delicious pressure that anchored her as the drugs pulled her mind adrift, her hips shifting involuntarily, seeking friction against the air.

“Phase three: induction.” Varga dimmed the lights further, slipping headphones over her ears. Binaural tones pulsed—low frequencies that vibrated through her bones, syncing her brainwaves to theta, making her clit pulse in rhythm. His voice, amplified and echoing, guided her: “Breathe deep. Let the memory rise one last time.”

It did. Uncle Lars, the cabin, the violation—his cock stretching her, the wet sounds of flesh slapping, the forbidden orgasm he’d wrung from her tiny body.

“Phase four: re-enactment.” Varga donned latex gloves and a surgical mask, his eyes locking onto hers with predatory intensity. He stepped between her legs, his touch no longer light—fingers parting her slick folds roughly, two digits plunging deep into her cunt, curling to stroke her G-spot while his thumb circled her swollen clit with merciless precision. “This is the overwrite,” he murmured, his voice a velvet rasp. “I become the memory.”

Alma moaned, her body betraying her, hips bucking against his hand as juices coated his gloves. He withdrew, unzipping his trousers to free his cock—thick, veined, curving slightly upward, the head already weeping pre-cum. He entered her slowly at first, inch by agonizing inch, her walls clenching around his girth, the stretch a burning fullness that made her gasp. Then deeper, harder, his thrusts building to a punishing rhythm that synced with the binaural beats, each slam jolting her clit against his pubic bone.

His gloved hands roamed—pinching her nipples until they ached, one finger dipping into her mouth for her to suck like a pacifier, then trailing down to probe her ass, a single digit breaching the tight ring while he fucked her pussy raw. He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear, whispering phrases from her childhood nightmare but twisting them: This is our new game, Alma. Good girls remember me fucking them like this. Sweat slicked their bodies, the chair creaking under the force, her arousal dripping down to pool beneath her.

He brought her to the edge three times, denying release—pulling out just as her orgasm built, slapping her clit lightly with his cock until she sobbed, then plunging back in, his balls slapping wetly against her ass. She begged, her voice raw and broken: “Please… make it stop… forever… fuck me until it’s gone.”

Only then did he allow it, gripping her hips to angle deeper, hitting her cervix with each thrust, his own release flooding her in hot spurts that triggered her climax—a shattering wave that convulsed her body, milking him dry, her screams muffled only by the foam walls.

Cameras whirred softly from hidden angles—she hadn’t noticed them before—but in her haze, the thought of being recorded only heightened the aftershocks rippling through her.

“Phase five: the seal.” A needle pricked her arm—midazolam, fogging the edges. Post-hypnotic suggestions whispered in her ear: Forget the details. Remember only peace.

Alma awoke hours later on a cashmere-draped daybed upstairs, sunlight filtering through the stained glass. Her body ached deliciously, her thighs sticky with dried fluids, but her mind… clear. The memory of Uncle Lars was gone, a blank space where the rot had been. She dressed, smiling at Varga as he handed her a cup of tea.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Reborn,” she whispered. He nodded, his obsidian eyes gleaming. “Good. That’s how it begins.”


Chapter Two: Ninety-Four Days of Grace

Alma woke every morning for the next three months feeling like someone had quietly removed a tumour from her skull while she slept.

The first week she cried in the shower, not from pain but from the absence of it. She stood under scalding water and waited for the old shame to rise (the sour taste of aquavit on Lars’s tongue, the scrape of his beard between her nine-year-old thighs), but nothing came. Just hot water, Berlin winter light through frosted glass, and the faint, pleasant ache between her legs that she told herself was only from the chair’s restraints.

She fucked like a woman newly translated into her own body.

January: a sound designer from Volksbühne bent her over a lighting rig at 4 a.m., took her raw while the stage below was still littered with fake blood from the night’s performance. She came so hard her vision whited out, and when he whispered “You okay?” she laughed, bright and astonished, because yes, she was.

February: a married director in a Prenzlauer Berg penthouse tied her wrists with his Hermès tie, ate her out on a marble kitchen island until she squirted across imported Italian tile. Afterward she walked home through snow without underwear, wind licking the wetness on her thighs, and felt nothing but alive.

March: two Spanish dancers in a Neukölln squat—one cock in her mouth, one splitting her open from behind—while a strobe light turned their bodies into violent flickers of flesh. She swallowed both of them, greedy, grateful, clean.

No nightmares. No panic on the U8 when a man’s hand brushed her ass. No drunken 3 a.m. texts to exes who’d once called her broken. Just work (better work than she’d ever done). Her new set for a Brecht revival won notices that used the word “mercilessly luminous.” Critics circled the phrase like it was clever. Alma knew what it really meant: she had stopped designing escape routes into every scene.

She saw Dr. Varga once more, for the scheduled follow-up.

The chapel smelled exactly the same—incense, bleach, something coppery underneath. He wore the same charcoal suit. When he asked how she felt she said, “Empty in the best way,” and he smiled like a man who already knew the answer.

“Some patients experience a grace period,” he told her, fingers steepled. “Ninety to a hundred and twenty days. The mind is remarkably obedient when it wants to be.”

Alma laughed, because the idea that anything could return now seemed absurd.

He gave her a small tin of pastilles—“for the occasional echo”—and sent her home.

She never opened the tin.

On the ninety-fourth morning she woke up coming.

Her body convulsed before consciousness fully arrived, hips grinding against the mattress, a broken moan tearing out of her throat. Pleasure so sharp it felt like a blade dragged across the inside of her cunt. When the orgasm finally ebbed she lay gasping, sheets soaked, the air thick with the smell of sex and something else—church incense and latex.

And the memory was there.

Not Lars.

Varga.

She saw him between her spread thighs in the obstetric chair, gloved fingers prying her open like a specimen. Heard the low thrum of the binaural track. Felt the exact moment he had pushed inside her—slow, deliberate, the head of his cock breaching her with a wet, obscene sound. His voice in her ear, soft as confession: This is our new game, Alma. Good girls remember me.

She lurched out of bed and vomited into the toilet, but even as bile burned her throat her clit kept pulsing, aftershocks rippling through her like a second betrayal.

It got worse.

The dreams arrived every night now, vivid enough to taste. In them Varga never rushed. He took his time cataloguing her: tongue tracing the faint childhood scar on her inner thigh, teeth closing over a nipple until she sobbed, cock dragging along her slick folds without entering until she begged in Swedish, in German, in animal sounds. He always finished the same way—deep, grinding thrusts that ended with his come flooding her while he whispered post-hypnotic triggers she couldn’t quite catch.

She started touching herself to the memories and hated the slick rush that answered.

By day she functioned—barely. Rehearsals became minefields. A stagehand’s hand on her lower back and she was suddenly wet, smelling latex and incense, hearing Varga’s calm voice: Good girls keep secrets.

She googled variations of “MDMA therapy relapse,” “scopolamine memory overwrite failure,” “erotic transference nightmare.” Nothing matched. The Reddit threads she found were locked or deleted. One archived post, only twelve days old, had a single comment before it vanished:

don’t look for us. he’s already inside.

On the hundred-and-first night she opened the tin of pastilles. They were small, white, and chalky. She swallowed three dry.

They did nothing except make her mouth taste like anise and old blood.

At 2:47 a.m. she booked an appointment through the chapel’s encrypted portal. The calendar showed only one slot available: tomorrow, 3 a.m.

Subject line: Return visit – urgent.

She typed with shaking fingers:

The overwrite is degrading.

The new memory is… taking over.

I need you to fix it.

The reply came within seconds.

Of course, Alma.

The palace always has room for its favourite architect.

Wear something you don’t mind leaving behind.

She stared at the screen until the words blurred.

Then she went to her closet, pulled out the same black wool coat she’d worn the first night, and laid it across the chair like a corpse.

Tomorrow she would go back.

Tomorrow she would let him in again.

And somewhere in the dark, beneath the fear and the wet ache between her legs, a small, treacherous voice whispered that she had never really left.


Chapter Three: Maintenance

The chapel door opened before she could knock.

Varga stood in the threshold wearing nothing but charcoal trousers and an unbuttoned white shirt, the fabric clinging to the lean muscle of his chest. Candlelight licked across his collarbones, the hollow of his throat, the faint dusting of dark hair that arrowed downward and disappeared beneath his belt. He smelled exactly as she remembered, and the scent alone made her cunt clench so hard she had to steady herself against the doorframe.

“Alma,” he said, soft, almost tender. “You came back wet.”

She hadn’t meant to. She had showered twice, scrubbed herself raw, but the moment the night air hit her bare thighs beneath the coat she had felt the slick slide of arousal coat her folds again. No underwear. She had obeyed without thinking.

He stepped aside. She walked past him into the nave and let the coat fall.

Naked except for her boots, skin prickling in the warm incense-heavy air, she felt his gaze travel over her like hands: the small, high breasts with nipples already peaked and aching, the faint red marks the Spanish dancers had left weeks ago now faded to ghosts, the trimmed blonde curls glistening with fresh wetness that trailed halfway down her inner thighs.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Memory suits you.”

She wanted to snarl, to demand answers, to claw his eyes out. Instead her knees buckled. He caught her by the throat, thumb pressing the pulse that hammered there, and steered her toward the velvet curtain.

The basement had changed.

The obstetric chair was still central, but now the walls were lined with narrow shelves. Hundreds of leather-bound books, antique spines, no titles. Between them, tiny red LEDs glowed like watchful eyes. Cameras. Dozens of them, lenses already tracking her.

Varga released her throat and circled her slowly.

“You’ve been masturbating to me,” he said. Not a question.

Alma’s cheeks burned. “I hate you.”

“Yes. And when you hate me hardest, you come hardest. Show me.”

He didn’t wait. Two fingers hooked into her cunt without warning, plunged deep, curled. She cried out, legs shaking as he pumped once, twice, then withdrew, holding his glistening fingers up between them.

“Taste what I do to you.”

She opened her mouth before her mind caught up. He fed her his fingers and she sucked greedily, tongue swirling, desperate for the salt-musk-proof that she was still real.

“Good girl.”

The words sent a visible shudder through her. He smiled, dark and fond, and led her to the chair.

This time the restraints were steel beneath the leather, cold, unforgiving. He buckled her in himself: wrists, elbows, waist, thighs spread so wide her hip joints sang. A new addition: a thick black strap across her lower abdomen, pinning her pelvis immobile. When he tightened the stirrups another notch she felt cool air kiss the open mouth of her cunt and whimpered.

From a steel tray he selected a syringe filled with opalescent liquid.

“Higher dose this time,” he said conversationally. “We need to go deeper.”

The needle slid into the crook of her elbow. Heat detonated outward, fiercer than before, MDMA laced with something feral. Within seconds her blood was effervescent, every heartbeat a throb in her clit.

He stripped.

Slowly. Shirt first, revealing the sculpted torso she had only felt in dreams. Then trousers. His cock jutted heavy and flushed, thicker than memory, the head slick. A single bead of pre-cum trembled, fell, spattered on her inner thigh like hot wax.

Varga climbed onto the chair, knees bracketing her hips, cock resting on her lower belly, branding her with heat. He leaned in until their foreheads touched.

“Tell me what you remember.”

She tried to turn away. He gripped her jaw, forced her gaze to his.

“Say it.”

“You… you fucked me in this chair,” she whispered. “You made me come until I begged you to stop and then you came inside me and told me I’d never remember anyone else.”

“Louder.”

“You rewrote me with your cock!” The scream tore out of her, half rage, half prayer.

He rewarded her with a slow, deliberate thrust between her slick folds, not entering, just dragging the length of his shaft through her, coating himself, teasing her clit until her hips strained uselessly against the strap.

“Correct,” he said. “And tonight we reinforce.”

He reached for something on the tray. A silicone plug, enormous, ridged, attached to a thin cable. Without ceremony he pressed the blunt head against her anus and pushed. She bore down instinctively; the burn was immediate, exquisite. He worked it deeper in short, relentless thrusts until the widest bulge popped past her ring and her back arched off the chair, a guttural sound ripping from her throat.

“Stay open,” he ordered, and flicked a switch.

The plug began to pulse, low, insidious waves that travelled straight into her cunt and made her walls flutter helplessly.

Varga shifted lower. With both hands he spread her labia wide, exposing her fully, and spat directly onto her clit. Then his mouth descended.

There was no gentleness. He devoured her: tongue spearing inside her, teeth scraping her clit, sucking until her vision tunnelled. Every time she neared the edge he pulled back, blew cool air across the throbbing bundle of nerves, and started again. She lost count of how many times he brought her to the brink. Tears and snot and drool coated her face; her screams had turned to hoarse animal noises.

Only when she was a trembling, sweat-soaked wreck did he rise up, notch his cock at her entrance, and drive in to the hilt in one brutal stroke.

The stretch was blinding. He bottomed out against her cervix and held there, letting her feel every inch, letting the plug in her ass and the strap across her hips trap him inside her so deeply she couldn’t tell where she ended and he began.

Then he fucked her like punishment.

Long, punishing strokes that dragged across her G-spot, short vicious jabs that battered her cervix, grinding circles that crushed her clit beneath his pubic bone. The chair rocked; metal groaned. Her bound legs trembled in the stirrups, boots still on, soles scraping air.

He wrapped one hand around her throat, squeezed just enough to grey the edges of her vision, and used the other to twist the plug deeper. The dual fullness broke something open in her. She came with a silent scream, cunt spasming so hard around his cock that he hissed and stilled, fighting his own release.

“Not yet,” he growled.

He pulled out abruptly; her pussy gaped, empty and ruined, fluttering around nothing. Before she could draw breath he flipped a lever. The chair reclined fully, tilting her pelvis upward, ass hanging slightly off the edge. He stepped between her legs again, lifted his cock, and pissed.

A hot golden stream hit her clit first, shocking, filthy, perfect, then arced lower, filling her open cunt, running over the plug still buried in her ass. The humiliation detonated another orgasm without warning; she convulsed in the restraints, urine and her own juices splashing across both of them.

Varga groaned approval, aimed the last spurt across her tits, then slammed back inside her flooded cunt in one savage thrust.

This time he didn’t hold back. He fucked her through the mess, through her sobs, through the second, third, fourth orgasms that ripped her apart and stitched her back together wrong. When he finally came it was with a guttural snarl, hips flush against hers, pumping rope after rope of thick come so deep she felt it in her womb.

He stayed inside her, softening slowly, letting their combined fluids leak around his cock and drip onto the floor.

Into the ringing silence he spoke against her temple, gentle again.

“Remember this, Alma. Every time you touch yourself from now on, this is the memory that answers. Not your uncle. Not anyone else. Only me. Only this.”

He reached for the syringe a second time.

“Sleep now. When you wake up, you’ll be clean again. For a while.”

The plunger went down.

Blackness swallowed her mid-gasp, mid-aftershock, his cock still buried inside her, the plug still pulsing gently in her ass, the taste of his piss and come thick on her tongue.

Above her, the red camera lights blinked once, twice, then steadied.

Recording. Archiving. Adding another exquisite volume to the shelves.


Chapter Four: The Viewing

She woke on the cashmere daybed again, exactly as before, sunlight fractured through stained glass, body aching like she’d been flayed and re-skinned.

Only this time the ache felt permanent. Owned.

Varga sat beside her, fully dressed, charcoal suit immaculate, holding a porcelain cup of tea as if the night had been a polite dinner party.

“Drink,” he said.

Alma’s arms obeyed before her mind caught up. The tea tasted of anise and something metallic. When she finished, he took the cup, set it aside, and produced a small remote.

“I want to show you what you are now.”

He pressed a button.

The far wall slid aside with a whisper of hidden motors, revealing a floor-to-ceiling screen. The chapel’s nave had become a private cinema. A single leather chair faced the screen—his throne. He guided her to it, naked, trembling, legs still unsteady from the plug he had left inside her, now locked in place by a discreet steel belt that circled her hips and disappeared between her cheeks. A thin chain ran from the belt to a cuff around her left ankle: short enough that she could only take tiny, shuffling steps.

He sat her in his lap, facing the screen, her back to his chest. One arm locked around her waist like an iron band; the other hand rested possessively on her lower belly, fingers splayed just above where the belt pressed the plug deeper.

“Watch,” he murmured against her ear.

The screen lit up.

8K clarity. Six synchronized angles.

It was her, last night, in the chair.

The first shot was wide: her body crucified in steel and leather, legs forced impossibly wide, cunt gaping and dripping even before he touched her. The camera zoomed slowly, mercilessly, until her swollen clit filled the frame, pulsing in time with her heartbeat.

A second angle: her face as he forced the plug in—eyes rolling back, mouth open in a silent scream that turned into a guttural moan when it seated fully.

Third: the moment he pissed on her. The golden stream catching the surgical lights, splashing across her clit, filling her open cunt, running in rivulets over the plug. The humiliation on her face was pornographic—cheeks scarlet, tears streaming, yet her hips jerked greedily into the flow, chasing more.

Fourth: the brutal re-entry, his cock splitting her piss-soaked hole, the wet obscene slap of flesh on flesh, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

Fifth: close-up of her cunt stretched obscenely around him, his come and her juices frothing at the base of his shaft with every withdrawal.

Sixth: her eyes, locked on the lens, pupils blown wide, begging without words.

The sound was crystal: her broken pleas, the squelch of her cunt, the low animal noises she didn’t remember making.

Varga’s hand slid lower, fingers parting her folds with casual ownership. The belt kept the plug seated deep, but left her pussy exposed. He stroked her clit once, lightly, and her body jerked like he’d used a cattle prod.

“You see?” he said conversationally, as on-screen he came inside her with a snarl. “This is the memory that belongs to me now. Not your uncle. Not the dancers. Not the director with his expensive ties. Only this.”

He circled her clit slowly, maddeningly, never enough pressure to let her climb.

“Say it.”

Alma’s voice cracked. “Only this.”

“Louder. Like you mean it.”

“Only you,” she sobbed. “Only what you did to me.”

He rewarded her with a single firm stroke that made her thighs tremble. Then stopped.

On screen the footage looped—her face at the exact moment of her final, shattering orgasm, mouth wide, eyes vacant, a perfect ruined doll.

Varga spoke into her ear, soft, almost loving.

“You will leave here clean again. For a little while. But every time you feel the urge to touch yourself, you will remember that I own the only key to your cunt. You will edge for hours and never come unless you are watching this. You will send me photographs of how wet you stay. You will count the days until the grace period ends and you crawl back to me on this chain.”

He unlocked the ankle cuff, but left the belt and plug in place.

“Stand.”

She did, legs shaking. The plug shifted with every movement, a constant reminder of violation.

He walked her to the centre of the nave, beneath the fractured light of the stained-glass windows. From the ceiling descended a thin steel cable on a motorized winch. At its end: a leather collar lined with soft lambskin and a discreet D-ring.

Varga fastened it around her throat, snug but not choking.

He pressed another button. The cable tightened, drawing her up until she stood on the balls of her feet, arms hanging useless at her sides, body stretched tall and vulnerable.

He stepped back to admire.

“Perfect.”

Then he circled her slowly, trailing one finger across her skin—collarbone, nipple, the curve of her waist, the steel belt, the chain that disappeared between her ass cheeks.

“You are going to stay here for one hour,” he said. “The winch is on a timer. If you lower your heels, the collar tightens. If you stay en pointe like a good girl, it loosens just enough to breathe.”

He cupped her chin, forced her to meet his eyes.

“While you hang here, the film will play on a loop behind you, projected on the chapel wall so every saint can watch what you’ve become. The front door is unlocked. Anyone who walks in will see you exactly like this—plugged, collared, dripping, owned.”

He kissed her forehead, chaste and filthy.

“When the hour is up, the collar releases. You may dress and leave. Or you may kneel at the foot of the altar and wait for me to come use you again. Your choice.”

He turned to go.

At the curtain he paused.

“Oh, and Alma?”

She couldn’t speak, toes already burning.

“The countdown starts the moment I leave. You have sixty seconds to decide if you want the collar tighter… or if you want to earn the privilege of begging me to fuck the memory even deeper.”

He disappeared upstairs.

The screen flared to life behind her, volume louder now—her own screams filling the chapel like obscene hymns.

The cable gave a soft, warning click.

Alma rose higher onto her toes, calves trembling, tears sliding down her cheeks, cunt clenching helplessly around nothing and everything.

And somewhere in the dark between pain and desire, she already knew which choice she would make long before the hour ended.


Chapter Five: The Second Grace

She lasted forty-three minutes on her toes.

At minute forty-four her calves gave out. The collar tightened instantly, a soft, loving choke that turned her gasp into a wheeze. The room tilted; blood roared in her ears. Behind her, the film kept playing: her own piss-drenched cunt taking Varga’s cock in endless, merciless loops.

At minute forty-seven she forced herself back up, toes screaming, tears dripping off her chin onto her breasts. The collar loosened just enough for a single ragged breath that tasted of incense and her own arousal.

At minute fifty-one she broke.

She let her heels drop deliberately. The cable took her weight, collar cinching tight. Vision greyed at the edges, but the absence of air felt almost merciful, like surrender itself had fingers around her throat.

The winch stopped with a metallic sigh.

The collar loosened. She dropped to her knees on the cold stone, coughing, sobbing, cunt spasming so hard around the locked plug that she came untouched, a thin, humiliating squirt pattering onto the floor between her spread thighs.

When the spasms finally ebbed, she crawled.

Not to the pile of discarded clothes by the door.

To the altar.

The marble steps were freezing against her palms and knees. She pressed her forehead to the lowest step, ass in the air, plug shifting with every sob, chain from the steel belt tinkling like a leash.

She waited.

He made her wait long enough that the film ended and began again twice. Long enough that her thighs were slick to the knee and her nipples had gone numb from the cold stone.

Then his shoes appeared in front of her: polished black Oxfords, silent on the flagstones.

He did not speak.

He simply unbuckled his belt.

The sound of leather sliding through loops made her whimper like a kicked dog.

He looped the belt once around her throat, pulled it snug, and used it like reins to drag her head back. Her spine arched; the plug drove deeper. With his free hand he unlocked the steel belt. The sudden emptiness when he removed the plug made her cry out, a raw, bereft sound.

He let the belt dangle from her neck and walked away.

She stayed on all fours, shaking, until his voice drifted down from the balcony above the altar.

“Crawl.”

She crawled.

Up the side stairs, belt swaying between her breasts like a leash she now wore willingly. The plug’s absence left her gaping and aching, every movement reminding her how thoroughly he had opened her.

He waited in what had once been the choir loft, now a shadowed gallery lined with more of the leather-bound volumes. A single spotlight illuminated a low, padded bench. On it lay a new toy: a thick, veined dildo molded from obsidian glass, its base attached to a steel pole bolted to the floor. At its tip, a small reservoir glinted.

Varga stood beside it, sleeves rolled to the elbow, cock already out and heavy in his fist.

“Mount it,” he said.

Alma’s legs barely held her. She straddled the bench, positioned the cold glass head at her entrance, and sank down in one slow, impaling slide. The stretch burned; the reservoir pressed directly against her cervix. She was so wet the descent made obscene wet sounds that echoed in the vaulted space.

When her thighs met the bench she was full to the point of pain, glass cock seated so deep she felt it in her throat.

Varga stepped behind her, gathered the belt-leash, and pulled until her back arched and her head rested against his shoulder.

“Look up.”

Above them, the gallery wall was a mirror.

She saw herself: collared, impaled, eyes blown wide and mascara-streaked, lips swollen from biting back screams. Behind her, Varga’s reflection smiled like a priest who had finally heard the confession he wanted.

He reached around and pressed a small button on the dildo’s base.

The reservoir began to warm. Then to fill.

Slowly, inexorably, thick streams of his pre-prepared come (harvested earlier, refrigerated, now body-temperature) pumped into her womb. She felt every pulse, the impossible sensation of being bred by a machine while the man who owned her watched in the mirror.

Her cunt fluttered helplessly around the glass invader. She tried to rock, to chase friction, but the bench and the belt held her motionless.

Varga leaned close, lips brushing her ear.

“Feel that?” he whispered. “That’s me claiming the last part of you that still pretended to be free. From tonight forward, every time you feel empty, you will remember this exact fullness. Every time you come, you will feel my come inside you even when I’m not there.”

He tightened the belt until sparks danced across her vision.

“Say thank you.”

The words came out a broken sob. “Thank you… Sir.”

He released the belt just enough for blood to rush back into her head, then stepped away.

The dildo kept pumping. Pulse after pulse after pulse, until her belly felt visibly swollen, until come leaked around the glass shaft and dripped in thick ropes onto the bench.

Only when the reservoir was empty did he speak again.

“Stay perfectly still.”

He left her there (impaled, overflowing, collared) and walked to the shelves. Selected a single blank leather volume. Returned with it and a fountain pen.

With deliberate care he opened the book to the first page and wrote, in beautiful copperplate:

PROPERTY OF E. VARGA

ALMA LINDSTRÖM – SECOND IMPRINT

Date of final surrender: 03 April

He held the open book in front of her face.

“Sign.”

Tears blurred the ink, but she managed to scrawl her name beneath his, the pen shaking in her pinned fingers.

He closed the book, slid it back into its place on the shelf, and finally (finally) touched her.

Two fingers scooped the come leaking from her cunt, brought them to her mouth. She sucked them clean without being told.

“Good girl.”

He unbuckled the belt from her throat, lifted her off the dildo with gentle hands that felt obscene after everything, and carried her downstairs to the daybed.

This time he dressed her himself: soft grey cashmere dress, no underwear, the steel belt and plug locked back in place beneath. He slipped her coat over her shoulders, kissed her forehead like a lover sending his wife to the market.

At the door he gave her a small, elegant card.

“My private number. When the next grace period ends (and it will end faster this time), you will text me a single photograph. Your cunt, spread open, dripping, with today’s date written across your thighs in red lipstick. Nothing else.”

He opened the door to the cold Berlin dawn.

“Go home, Alma. Live your bright, brilliant life. Design your mercilessly luminous sets. Fuck whoever you want.

But remember: every orgasm you have now is rented. The lease is mine.

And rent always comes due.”

She stepped into the morning light, thighs slick, womb heavy with his come, collar of bruises hidden beneath the coat’s high neck.

Behind her, the chapel door closed with the soft finality of a coffin lid.

She did not look back.

She already knew the way home by heart.

And she already knew she would be counting the days.


Chapter Six: The Echo Chamber

The second grace lasted exactly nineteen days.

Nineteen days of pretending.

Alma threw herself into rehearsals like a woman trying to outrun a fire. She worked eighteen-hour days, painted flats until her fingers blistered, fucked the lighting designer in the catwalks just to feel something that wasn’t Varga’s phantom weight inside her. She came, yes, violently, often, but every orgasm felt borrowed. A polite little tremor that ended with a hollowness behind her sternum, like someone had reached in and scooped out the part that used to belong to her.

On the nineteenth night she woke at 3:17 a.m. with her own fingers buried knuckle-deep in her cunt and Varga’s voice in her head, calm, amused:

Rent is due, Alma.

She came so hard she bit through her lip. Blood and come smeared across the sheets. The taste of copper sent her over a second time.

At 3:33 a.m. she was in the bathroom, legs shaking, lipstick in hand.

She wrote the date across her inner thighs in brutal red strokes, spread herself on the cold tile, and took the photograph he required. The steel belt gleamed between her legs like a brand. She was so wet the lipstick began to run.

She sent it with no message.

His reply came before she reached the bedroom.

Tomorrow. 3 a.m.

Bring the Spanish dancers.

She stared at the screen until the words burned into her retinas.

The dancers (Javi and Lucía) were lovers who shared everything: drugs, stages, bodies. Alma had fucked them both separately and together since the first grace period, half hoping their chaotic beauty could overwrite Varga the way he had overwritten Lars. It hadn’t worked. If anything, it had sharpened the hunger.

She texted them at dawn.

Need you for something.

No questions. One night. Paid triple.

They answered with a single eggplant emoji and a devil.

The chapel door was unlocked when they arrived.

Inside, the nave had been transformed again.

All the pews were gone. In their place: a low, circular platform covered in black rubber. Surgical lights on tracks overhead. Cameras (more than before) ringed the space like a coliseum of unblinking eyes. Varga stood at the center in a pristine white dress shirt and black trousers, sleeves rolled high, looking for all the world like a conductor awaiting his orchestra.

He did not greet the dancers. He greeted Alma.

She had worn the grey cashmere dress again. Nothing underneath except the belt and plug. The bruises around her throat had ripened to yellow-green; she hadn’t bothered hiding them.

Varga’s gaze flicked to the marks, lingered, satisfied.

“Undress them,” he told her.

Her hands shook only slightly as she peeled Lucía’s leather jacket away, unbuttoned Javi’s shirt, dragged both their jeans down lean dancer hips. They were beautiful in the indifferent way of people who had always been wanted: Lucía small and sharp, dark curls tumbling over olive skin, small breasts with pierced nipples; Javi taller, ropey muscle under warm brown skin, cock half-hard already from the strangeness of the air.

When they were naked, Varga spoke for the first time to them.

“You will do exactly what Alma tells you. Nothing more. Nothing less. You will not come until I allow it. You will not speak unless spoken to. Break my rules and you leave with nothing but the memory of how close you came to being part of something exquisite.”

His voice carried the same soft menace it used on her. The dancers exchanged one quick look (equal parts fear and lust) and nodded.

Varga turned to Alma.

“Show them what you’ve become.”

She dropped the cashmere dress without ceremony. The steel belt flashed. The plug’s base nestled obscenely between her cheeks. Javi’s sharp inhale was audible; Lucía’s eyes went dark.

Varga produced three small vials and a single syringe.

“Drink,” he said, handing the vials to the dancers. To Alma he gave the needle (same opalescent cocktail, higher dose). Straight into the vein.

The room tilted almost immediately.

He arranged them like a tableau.

Alma on her hands and knees in the center of the platform. Lucía beneath her, face up, mouth open to Alma’s cunt. Javi behind Alma, cock aligned with her throat. Varga circled, adjusting angles for the cameras, occasionally reaching down to spread Alma wider, to tilt Lucía’s chin, to fist Javi’s hair and force him deeper until Alma gagged and drooled around him.

Then he stepped back and simply watched.

The drugs erased every boundary. Time liquefied.

Lucía’s tongue fucked into Alma’s cunt with desperate precision, lapping at the plug’s base, rimming the stretched ring of her ass until Alma sobbed into Javi’s cock. Javi’s hips snapped forward in brutal rhythm, balls slapping her chin, tears and spit coating both of them. Alma’s arms gave out; she collapsed onto Lucía’s face, grinding helplessly, and felt Lucía moan into her, the vibration sending shockwaves up her spine.

Varga’s voice floated above the wet sounds, calm, almost bored.

“Stop.”

Everything froze.

Javi’s cock slipped from Alma’s mouth with a wet pop, a string of saliva stretching and breaking. Lucía’s tongue stilled inside her. Alma whimpered at the loss.

Varga walked forward, unhurried. He unlocked the steel belt, removed the plug slowly, deliberately, letting them all watch her asshole gape and wink shut, slick and ruined. Then he handed Javi a bottle of lube and a condom.

“Fuck her ass. Do not come.”

Javi rolled the condom on with shaking hands, lined up, and pushed in.

Alma screamed. The stretch was white-hot, enormous after hours of the plug. Javi was thicker, hotter, alive. He bottomed out with a groan that sounded ripped out of him.

Lucía slid up, latched her mouth to Alma’s clit, and sucked hard.

Alma shattered almost instantly, orgasm rolling through her in endless waves, cunt squirting across Lucía’s face, ass clenching around Javi so hard he cursed in Spanish and stilled, fighting not to follow.

Varga let it go on until Alma was a trembling, babbling mess.

Then: “Switch.”

Positions rearranged in a haze.

Now Lucía lay on her back, legs spread. Alma ate her like a starving thing, tongue spearing deep, nose grinding against her clit. Javi knelt behind Alma again, this time sliding into her cunt in one slick thrust. The dual fullness (tongue in Lucía, Javi in her) short-circuited what was left of her mind.

Varga watched, cock straining against his trousers, until the dancers were shaking with the effort of obedience.

Only then did he undress.

He moved like a priest performing a rite.

First he fucked Lucía’s mouth while Alma licked her cunt, making the girl choke and cry and come hard around Alma’s tongue.

Then he pulled out, slick with spit, and took Javi’s place in Alma’s cunt, slamming in so hard her face mashed into Lucía’s pussy. He set a brutal pace, one hand fisted in Alma’s hair, the other reaching down to pinch Lucía’s nipples until she screamed into the rubber.

When he felt Javi teetering on the edge behind him (condom discarded now, bare cock rubbing frantically against Alma’s thigh), Varga pulled out of Alma and turned.

He took Javi by the throat, forced him to his knees, and fed him his cock straight from Alma’s cunt. Javi sucked eagerly, desperately, tears streaming as he tasted her on Varga.

Alma watched, dazed, cunt clenching around nothing, until Varga beckoned her closer.

He arranged the final tableau:

Alma on her back.

Lucía straddling her face.

Javi straddling Alma’s hips, cock in Varga’s hand.

Varga behind Javi, sliding into the boy’s ass with slow, inexorable force while Javi whimpered and shook.

And then Varga reached around, lined Javi up with Alma’s cunt, and pushed.

Javi entered her at the exact moment Varga entered him.

A perfect chain of bodies.

Varga set the rhythm: deep, punishing strokes that drove Javi into Alma, drove Alma’s tongue deeper into Lucía, drove Lucía to grind and sob and squirt across Alma’s face.

The cameras caught everything in merciless detail.

When Varga came it was with a low, guttural sound, flooding Javi’s ass. The clench pushed Javi over; he spilled inside Alma with a broken cry. Lucía followed seconds later, thighs clamping around Alma’s head as she came a second, then a third time.

Alma was last, and loudest, her orgasm detonating from the sheer overwhelming fact of being used so completely, so perfectly, in front of witnesses who now belonged to the same dark orbit.

Afterward, silence except for panting.

Varga withdrew, tucked himself away, and adjusted his cuffs.

He looked at the dancers, spent and trembling on the platform.

“You may go. You will never speak of this. You will never contact Alma again. If you do, I will find you, and I will make this night look gentle.”

They dressed in stunned silence and left without looking back.

The door closed.

Varga turned to Alma, still sprawled and leaking on the rubber, eyes unfocused.

He crouched, stroked her hair like a favored pet.

“Third grace begins now,” he said softly. “Shorter this time. Maybe ten days. Maybe five.”

He pressed a kiss to her sweat-soaked forehead.

“When you break again (and you will break), you will bring me someone new. Someone you love. And we will make them watch while I take the last piece of you that still pretends to be yours.”

He stood.

“Until then, little architect… build something beautiful.”

He left her there on the platform, surrounded by the soft red glow of recording lights, the chapel silent except for the wet sound of her own breathing and the slow, steady drip of come onto black rubber.

She stayed until dawn, staring up at the vaulted ceiling where shadows danced like saints watching their new martyr come undone.

Then she gathered the grey dress, slipped it over her ruined body, and walked out into the Berlin morning carrying the taste of three people and the certainty of one:

The palace was almost complete.

There was only one room left to furnish.


Chapter Seven: The Architect

The chapel had not always belonged to Elias Varga.

It had belonged to his mother.

She had been born Katalin Szabó in 1956, in a village outside Debrecen where the Communist Party still pretended to care about the souls of peasants. Katalin was beautiful the way winter wheat is beautiful: sharp, pale, impossible to look away from even when it cut you. At nineteen she caught the eye of a visiting Budapest obstetrician named András Varga, thirty years her senior, married, Catholic in the way powerful men are Catholic when it serves them.

He took her to Berlin in 1978, installed her in a flat in Kreuzberg, and visited twice a month to fuck her on a mattress that smelled of mildew and turpentine. When she discovered she was pregnant he paid for the abortion himself, then, six months later, paid for another. On the third pregnancy he shrugged and said, “Keep it. A son might be useful.”

Elias was born in 1979 in the charity ward of Krankenhaus am Urban, no father listed on the papers.

András sent money but never warmth. Katalin raised the boy alone in the shadow of the Wall, teaching him Hungarian lullabies and German precision, telling him stories of saints who suffered exquisitely and were rewarded with visions. She worked nights as a cleaner in a Catholic home for “wayward girls” on Adalbertstraße: pregnant teenagers, rape victims, runaways. The nuns paid her in cash and leftover communion wine.

Elias grew up in the corridors of that home, invisible to the priests and the girls alike. He learned early that pain and pleasure share the same nervous system, that a girl sobbing in a confession booth can be made to moan if you press the right spot behind her knee while whispering absolution. He learned that memory is soft clay if you know how to heat it.

When the Wall fell in ’89, the home closed. The building was sold to developers. Katalin, now thirty-three and still heartbreakingly beautiful, used every mark András had ever sent her (hoarded in coffee tins under the floorboards) to buy the abandoned chapel on the canal before it could be turned into lofts.

She told ten-year-old Elias:

“This will be our palace. Here, no one will ever throw us away again.”

She converted the nave into living quarters, the crypt into examination rooms. Patients came quietly: party officials’ mistresses needing discreet terminations, rich widows wanting their hymens sewn back for second marriages, actresses desperate to forget the producer who had forced them. Katalin had steady hands and a voice like smoked honey. She used scopolamine, hypnosis, and (later, when the Wall’s collapse flooded Berlin with new chemicals) MDMA coaxed out of club kids in the basements of Tresor.

She taught Elias everything.

How to dose a woman so she felt God in her bloodstream.

How to restrain without leaving bruises that showed in evening gowns.

How to speak directly to the limbic system so that years later a single whispered phrase could make a grown woman wet her knickers in the middle of KaDeWe.

By the time Elias was sixteen he was assisting. At eighteen he was better than she was.

Katalin began to fade in the winters of the late nineties: lungs ruined by years of cleaning chemicals and cheap cigarettes, beauty finally surrendering to gravity and grief. On the night she died (March 3, 1999), she called him to the obstetric chair she had kept in the basement like a throne.

She was skeletal, eyes huge in her sunken face.

“Promise me,” she rasped, fingers clutching his wrist with surprising strength. “Promise the palace will never be empty. That you will keep filling it. That you will make them remember us.”

He promised.

He gave her the baptism she had perfected on others: high-dose MDMA, scopolamine, the binaural tracks she had composed on a battered Roland Juno. He entered her slowly, reverently, while she cried and laughed and called him by his father’s name. When she came it was with the same shattered devotion she had once taught him to recognise as the moment a soul truly breaks open.

Afterward he held her until the midazolam took her under. Then he increased the dose.

She never woke up.

He buried her beneath the chapel floor, directly under the chair, in a grave lined with the same black rubber that now covered the circular platform upstairs. He poured concrete over her himself, smooth and perfect, and bolted the obstetric chair directly into her pelvis.

The first volume on the shelves is hers.

Spine stamped in gold:

K. SZABÓ – GENESIS

1999

Every woman since has been an annex, an expansion, a new wing added to the palace his mother began.

Alma’s volume (second imprint) sits only three spaces away from Katalin’s.

Sometimes, late at night, when the cameras are rolling and another subject is bound and open and begging beneath him, Varga will rest his palm on the small of her back and feel the faintest tremor through the rubber, through the concrete, as if Katalin herself is still breathing beneath them both, approving.

The palace is never empty.

It is built on a mother’s dying wish, on a son’s promise, on the bones of the first architect.

And it is very, very hungry.


Chapter Eight: The Fifth Visitor

The third grace lasted eight days.

The fourth lasted three.

There is no fifth grace.

Alma knows this now the way a condemned woman knows the hour of her execution.

She has stopped pretending there will be another period of borrowed light.

She has also stopped pretending she wants one.

On the eighth night after the dancers, she sits at her drafting table in the Mitte loft, surrounded by scale models of a new Schaubühne set: a glass confession booth suspended above the audience, transparent, merciless. The director loves it. Critics will call it “brilliant interrogation of voyeurism.”

Alma knows it is just the chapel, rebuilt in miniature, waiting for her to step inside again.

Her phone buzzes.

Unknown number. One line.

Tonight. Bring the one you love most.

She already knows who it will be.

Leila Rahimi has been her friend since the first week in Berlin: fierce, Iranian-German journalist with a laugh like breaking glass and a mouth that tastes like cardamom and danger. They have fucked exactly twice (once drunk on arak in Leila’s Kreuzberg kitchen, once sober and slow after a screening of Medea that left them both shaking). Both times Alma came so hard she cried, and both times she lied the next morning and said it was only friendship with edges.

Leila is the only person who has ever looked at the bruises on Alma’s throat and asked, gently, “Who is he?”

Alma lied then too.

Tonight she will not lie.

She texts Leila at 23:11.

I need you.

No questions. One night.

Come to this address at 2:45 a.m.

Wear something you don’t mind losing forever.

Leila replies in twelve seconds:

On my way.

She arrives in a black trench coat and red lipstick, hair loose, eyes bright with curiosity and a little fear. She smells like the U-Bahn at night and the rosewater she always dabs behind her ears.

Alma meets her at the chapel door herself.

Inside, the nave is stripped bare again. Only the circular platform remains, now draped in deep-red velvet the exact colour of arterial blood. Candles burn in iron sconces. The obstetric chair has been moved upstairs, centre stage, bathed in a single spotlight. The cameras are already rolling; red lights like hungry eyes.

Varga waits beside the chair in a charcoal three-piece suit, hands clasped behind his back, calm as a priest at the altar.

Leila stops dead when she sees him.

Alma closes the door.

The lock clicks like a bone snapping.

“Alma,” Leila says, soft, careful. “What is this?”

Alma’s voice is steady for the first time in months.

“This is where I live now.”

She lets the trench coat fall from Leila’s shoulders. Underneath: nothing but skin and defiance. Leila’s body is a map of small scars (childhood in Tehran, a knife fight in Neukölln, the faint caesarean line low on her belly from the daughter she never talks about). Alma has kissed every one of them.

Tonight she will watch them be rewritten.

Varga speaks for the first time.

“Ms. Rahimi. Your friend has brought you as payment. You may leave now and she will suffer alone. Or you may stay, drink what I offer, and become part of the architecture. The choice is yours, but it is the last real choice you will ever make.”

Leila looks at Alma.

Alma meets her eyes and does not blink.

“I love you,” Alma says. The words come out raw, stripped of every lie she ever told herself. “I’m sorry. I need you to see me. All of me. And then I need you to let him take it.”

Leila’s breath catches. Something fierce and ancient flares behind her eyes (rage, recognition, surrender). She has spent years writing about women disappeared, honour-killed, erased. She knows exactly what this room is.

She steps forward.

“Give me the fucking drink,” she says.

Varga smiles like a man who has just been handed the keys to paradise.

He pours two glasses: one for Leila, one for Alma. Higher dose than ever. The liquid glows faint blue under the spotlight.

They drink together.

The world dissolves in heat and bass and the smell of church incense.

When the drugs crest, Varga moves with the unhurried grace of a man conducting a symphony he has written in blood.

He binds them facing each other in the chair (Leila in the stirrups, Alma strapped standing between her spread thighs, their faces inches apart). Leather cuffs, steel cables, bodies arranged so that every movement of one forces contact with the other.

He fits them together like puzzle pieces: a double-ended obsidian dildo, thick and ridged, sliding into Leila first, then into Alma, so that when he tightens the final strap they are joined cunt-to-cunt, unable to separate, unable to escape each other’s eyes.

Only then does he begin.

He circles, whispering triggers into Alma’s ear that make her hips jerk helplessly, driving the dildo deeper into Leila. Leila gasps, curses in Farsi, claws at Alma’s back. Alma sobs, apologises, grinds harder.

Varga fucks Leila’s mouth while Alma watches from inches away, tasting him second-hand on Leila’s tongue when he pulls out and kisses Alma deep and filthy.

He fucks Alma’s ass while the dildo keeps her and Leila fused, each thrust shoving Alma onto Leila, forcing Leila to take more, more, more.

He makes Leila recite the names of every man who ever hurt her while he flogs her clit with a silk belt until she comes screaming.

He makes Alma beg (out loud, explicitly) to watch him breed the woman she loves.

And when they are both past language, past thought, past anything but raw nerve and need, he finally enters Leila fully (bare, deliberate, claiming) while Alma is forced to hold her open, fingers spreading her lips, feeling every inch of Varga’s cock slide home into the woman whose name she has moaned in her sleep for years.

Leila comes looking straight into Alma’s eyes, tears streaming, whispering her name like a prayer.

Alma comes a heartbeat later, shattered, complete.

Varga finishes deep inside Leila with a low, satisfied sound, then pulls out and paints Alma’s face with what leaks from her lover’s cunt.

Afterward he unbinds them gently, almost tenderly.

Leila is shaking too hard to stand. Alma cradles her on the velvet, stroking her hair, kissing the tears from her temples.

Varga stands over them, adjusting his cuffs.

“Welcome home,” he says.

He leaves them there until dawn, entwined and sticky and irrevocably changed, the cameras still rolling, the red lights blinking like benevolent stars.

Later (much later), when the new volume is bound and shelved, the spine will read:

L. RAHIMI & A. LINDSTRÖM – CONVERGENCE

Final Imprint

Beneath the chapel floor, something that might once have been Katalin sighs in satisfaction.

The palace is fuller than it has ever been.

And for the first time in her adult life, Alma Lindström falls asleep without a single empty room inside her.


Chapter Nine: The Library Beneath the Library

There is a second basement.

Most clients never see it.

Alma has never seen it.

Even Leila, now collared in soft black leather and sleeping curled at the foot of Varga’s bed three nights a week, has only heard the elevator hum beneath the chapel floor and wondered.

The only way down is through a false panel in the confessional booth upstairs (left knee of the carved saint, press twice, twist). The elevator is a restored 1920s cage, brass and velvet, that drops two full storeys into the bedrock of Kreuzberg.

When the gate rattles open, the air changes: colder, drier, smelling of ozone and old paper.

This is the real Memory Palace.

A cavernous, climate-controlled vault lit by low amber sconces. The walls are floor-to-ceiling mahogany shelves, but these books are not hollowed-out props. They are living archives.

Thousands of them.

Each spine is a name and a year.

•  M. SCHULZ – 1994

•  A. KAYA – 2001

•  SENATOR VON L. – 2008

•  THE TWINS (OSLO) – 2015

•  CARDINAL R. – 2019

•  N. FABER – 2024 (the volume still warm from recent addition)

Some are thin, single sessions. Others are thick as hymnals: decades of return visits, escalating depravities, final surrenders. A few are bound in materials that were never leather to begin with.

In the centre of the vault stands a circular reading table of black marble. On it: an open ledger and a fountain pen that has never run dry.

This is where the Network meets.

They call themselves The Librarians (never aloud, never in writing, only in the shared knowledge that passes between people who have tasted the same forbidden communion).

There are twelve active members at any time.

Varga is First Archivist.

The others are:

2.  Dr. Helene Voss – chief anaesthetist at Charité, supplies the pharmaceuticals no one else can acquire cleanly.

3.  Kaspar Neumann – Oscar-winning sound designer, composes the binaural tracks that live in every client’s skull forever.

4.  Amira al-Hakim – Qatari princess, funds the whole operation through shell foundations that look like art grants.

5.  Father Markus – disgraced Vatican exorcist, handles the religious cases (and the ones who beg for absolution while being ruined).

6-7. The Gemini – identical twin dominatrixes from Munich, specialise in bringing couples.

6.  “Der Sammler” – anonymous collector who never attends in person, only bids on private streams. Rumoured to be one of the three remaining Krupp heirs.

7.  Yael Cohen – Mossad psychologist turned private contractor, trades erased memories for intelligence.

8.  Lucia “Lux” Moreau – Parisian pornographer who turns select sessions into encrypted films sold for millions on the deep web.

9.  Jun Kim – Seoul plastic surgeon, alters faces and bodies of clients who need to disappear afterward.

10.  The Empty Chair – always reserved for the next one who earns a permanent seat.

They meet once every season, always on a new moon.

No minutes are kept. Nothing is ever recorded here (the irony is deliberate). Decisions are made with a nod, a raised eyebrow, the slow turning of a page.

At the last meeting (three nights before Alma brought Leila), they discussed expansion.

Varga laid a new volume on the table, still wet with glue.

L. RAHIMI & A. LINDSTRÖM – CONVERGENCE

Helene Voss traced the embossed title with a gloved finger.

“She was resistant,” Varga said simply. “Now she brings us gifts. The journalist will be useful. She still has sources in places we have not yet reached.”

Amira smiled behind her veil. “And the set designer?”

“Alma is the keystone,” Varga replied. “When she finally asks to stay forever (and she will), half of Berlin’s theatre world will follow her through that door without ever knowing why. Artists are always looking for the ultimate experience.”

Kaspar leaned forward. “I’ve finished the new track. Forty-three minutes. Induces orgasm on the thirty-ninth, total ego dissolution by the forty-first. Tested it on the Finnish diplomat last week. He cried and thanked me in four languages.”

Nods of approval all around.

Yael spoke up, voice smoke and gravel. “We’re close to capacity. The Sammler has offered fifty million euros for a permanent private feed. He wants a dedicated wing. Children of billionaires. No limits.”

A pause. Even here, some lines are still lines.

Varga closed the ledger.

“We do not touch children,” he said quietly. “That was the covenant with my mother. Everything else is negotiable.”

The meeting ended as they always end: each Librarian places a hand on the open ledger, over the single written rule in Katalin Szabó’s spidery Hungarian:

A Palota sosem üres.

(The Palace is never empty.)

They leave one by one, riding the brass elevator back to their public lives (hospital rounds, film sets, diplomatic receptions, papal apartments) carrying the faint scent of ozone and old paper that no one ever quite washes off.

Above them, in the chapel proper, Alma and Leila sleep tangled together on the cashmere daybed, dreaming the same dream for the first time: Varga’s voice telling them both, gently, that soon they will never need to leave.

Below them, in the bedrock, the real palace hums.

Waiting.

Always waiting.

And somewhere in the stacks, a brand-new volume (still blank, still waiting for its title) has already been reserved with a single name written in Varga’s perfect copperplate:

THE NEXT ONE.


Chapter Ten: The Keystone

Alma has not left the chapel in eleven days.

She no longer remembers what daylight feels like on skin that is not bruised or bitten or glistening with someone else’s come.

There is no fourth grace, no fifth, no sixth.

There is only the palace now.

She and Leila have been given a room (what was once the sacristy). A narrow iron bed, black rubber floor, one wall replaced entirely by a mirror that is not a mirror. Behind the glass, cameras roll twenty-four hours a day. They shower together under a single steel spout, eat from the same bowl when Varga decides they have earned food, sleep curled around each other like animals that have forgotten the concept of separate bodies.

They are not prisoners.

The front door remains unlocked.

They simply have nowhere else to go.

Tonight the chapel is full for the first time in its history.

All twelve Librarians are present (even Der Sammler, face hidden behind a matte-black porcelain mask, body draped in a robe of midnight silk). They sit in a perfect circle on low leather stools around the red-velvet platform. No one speaks above a murmur. The air is thick with anticipation and the low thrum of Kaspar’s newest binaural track bleeding from hidden speakers: forty-three minutes of slow, tidal inevitability that vibrates through the floor, syncing every heartbeat, every throb of arousal, every involuntary clench.

Alma and Leila are brought in naked, collared in matching white gold (thin, delicate, welded shut). Their wrists are bound behind their backs with soft silk rope the colour of fresh cream. Their nipples have been pierced with tiny gold rings connected by a fine chain; every step tugs and reminds, sending jolts straight to their slick, swollen cunts already dripping down their inner thighs.

Varga stands at the head of the circle in a charcoal cassock, the closest he has ever come to wearing priest’s clothing. In his hands he holds the final volume (thick, bound in pale human-toned leather that still smells faintly of tannin and fear). The spine is blank.

Tonight it will receive its title.

He speaks (not to the Librarians, but to Alma).

“You were promised that when you brought me the one you loved most, I would take the last piece of you that still pretended to be yours.”

Alma’s knees buckle. Leila catches her, steadies her, presses a trembling kiss to her temple, their breasts brushing, nipples hardening further against the chain.

Varga continues.

“Tonight the palace is complete. One last overwrite. One last baptism. After this, no more grace periods. No more outside world. You will never leave these walls again. Do you consent?”

Alma’s voice is hoarse from screaming, from begging, from eleven days of constant use.

“Yes.”

Leila’s answer is immediate, fierce, her cunt clenching visibly at the words.

“Yes.”

The Librarians exhale as one, a collective breath that carries the scent of arousal and incense.

Varga gestures. Helene Voss and Jun Kim step forward with a steel tray: two syringes filled with a liquid the colour of molten moonlight (final, irreversible dose). Enough MDMA, scopolamine, and custom nootropic to dissolve the blood-brain barrier for eight hours and rewrite it permanently on the other side, turning every sensation into a blade of ecstasy that cuts deeper with each thrust, each lick, each violation.

They kneel. The needles slide home, the plunge sending fire through their veins that blooms instantly between their legs, making their clits swell and throb, pussies weeping openly now.

The world turns liquid, every nerve ending screaming for touch.

They are laid on the velvet platform, side by side, legs spread obscenely wide and locked into stirrups that rise from hidden panels, exposing their glistening folds to the circle. The gold chain between their nipples is threaded upward and attached to a ceiling hook, forcing their chests up, backs arched, breasts heaving and offered like sacrifices, the tug sending constant waves of pleasure-pain straight to their cores.

The Librarians rise, form a silent ring.

Varga begins.

He takes Alma first (slow, reverent, bare) while Leila is forced to watch from inches away, their faces close enough that every breath is shared, Leila’s hot exhalations ghosting over Alma’s lips. He whispers the triggers he implanted years ago, the ones only he knows, and Alma’s body answers instantly: cunt flooding with fresh slick, hips rolling desperately against the restraints, voice breaking on his name like a hymn as he sinks inch by veined inch into her tight heat, her walls clenching greedily around his girth, milking him from the first thrust.

He pulls out, slick and shining with her juices, strings of arousal stretching and breaking, and enters Leila without pause, using Alma’s wetness as lube. Leila sobs Alma’s name, comes instantly, shamefully, around the cock that has already ruined her friend, her pussy spasming so hard it pulls a groan from Varga, her hips bucking wildly in the stirrups, squirting across his abdomen in hot, humiliating jets.

The circle tightens.

One by one the Librarians approach (gloved, masked, or bare-faced) and use them in whatever way the moment demands. Helene’s gloved fingers plunge deep into Alma’s cunt, curling mercilessly against her G-spot while Voss’s tongue laps at her clit, sucking the swollen nub until Alma screams and floods her mouth. At the same time, Jun Kim forces his cock down Leila’s throat, balls slapping her chin as he face-fucks her raw, her gags turning to moans as saliva drips down her chin onto her heaving breasts.

Amira kneels between Leila’s legs, parting her slick folds with elegant fingers, inserting a vibrating obsidian plug into her ass while whispering filthy Arabic praises, the vibrations syncing with the binaural track to make Leila’s pussy clench helplessly around nothing until she begs for more. The Gemini twins take turns strapping on thick silicone cocks, one pounding Alma’s ass in short, vicious thrusts that make her tits bounce and the nipple chain jingle obscenely, the other grinding against Leila’s clit with a ridged dildo until both women are sobbing, their juices pooling beneath them on the velvet.

Father Markus anoints them with consecrated oil laced with aphrodisiacs, drizzling it over their clits and watching it drip down to their plugged asses, then fucks Alma missionary-style while reciting Latin exorcisms twisted into erotic commands, his cock hitting her cervix with every slam until she convulses in a full-body orgasm that leaves her limp and trembling. Yael straps Leila’s thighs wider, inserts a speculum to spread her open for the circle to see, then edges her with feather-light touches, denying release until Leila is babbling incoherently, her exposed cunt fluttering and dripping in desperation.

Lucia Moreau films up close with a handheld camera, capturing the exact moment Der Sammler (mask still on) pisses a hot, golden stream across both women’s clits, the humiliation triggering simultaneous orgasms that make them squirt in unison, soaking the velvet further. Kaspar adjusts the audio levels while Jun returns to fist Alma slowly, his entire hand disappearing into her stretched pussy, knuckles grazing her cervix as she howls and comes around his wrist, her walls pulsing visibly.

The Sammler takes Leila next, his cock thick and unrelenting, slamming into her while the twins hold her legs apart, his masked face inches from hers as he growls commands in guttural German, her body arching off the platform with each brutal thrust. All the while, the binaural track builds, amplifying every wet slap, every gasp, every squelch of flesh until the room is a symphony of depravity.

When every Librarian has left some piece of themselves inside or across the two women—come filling their cunts and asses, piss and spit coating their skin, bruises blooming on thighs and breasts—Varga returns to the centre.

He unbinds their wrists, lifts them gently (so gently) until they are kneeling face-to-face, foreheads touching, gold chain taut between their breasts, their slick pussies grinding together involuntarily, clits rubbing in desperate friction.

He places the blank volume between them on the velvet, now stained with their combined fluids.

“Title it,” he says.

Alma’s hand does not shake. Neither does Leila’s.

They write together, ink mixing with sweat and come:

A. LINDSTRÖM & L. RAHIMI

FINAL ARCHITECTS

PERMANENT RESIDENCE

Varga closes the book, kisses each of them on the mouth (slow, possessive, proud, his tongue delving deep to taste their mingled essences).

The Librarians applaud once (a single, perfect clap that echoes like a door closing forever).

The lights dim until only the red camera eyes remain.

Later (hours, days, centuries), Alma and Leila will be moved to the room that has waited beneath the chapel all this time: a small, perfectly soundproofed chamber built directly above Katalin’s grave. A bed wide enough for two. A single porthole window that looks into the vault so they can watch new volumes being added. A discreet feeding slot. A discreet waste chute.

They will never wear clothes again.

They will never speak above a whisper.

They will make love only when Varga or a Librarian watches.

They will grow old here, hair turning silver, skin mapping every year of use, and they will still reach for each other in the dark with the same desperate gratitude they felt the first night they were welded shut.

The palace is complete.

The keystone is set.

And somewhere beneath the rubber, beneath the concrete, beneath decades of careful architecture, Katalin Szabó finally rests.

Her son kept his promise.

The palace is no longer empty.

It is full.

It is perfect.

It will never be empty again.


Chapter Eleven: The Void Within

Alma no longer counts days. Time has become a slick, endless pulse, like the slow throb between her legs that never quite fades. In the chamber beneath the chapel—her final home, their final home—she lies on the narrow bed, Leila’s body pressed against hers, skin sticky with the remnants of whatever Varga left inside them last. The air is cool and still, scented with the faint ozone of the vault beyond the porthole window, where new volumes glow faintly on the shelves like distant stars in a night sky made of secrets.

Her body is a map of sensations she can no longer escape. The white-gold collar around her throat is a constant weight, a lover’s hand that never releases, pressing just enough to remind her of every breath as borrowed. It chafes faintly against her pulse, syncing with the erratic flutter of her heart, a rhythm that spikes whenever footsteps echo from above. The nipple rings tug with every inhale, sending sharp, electric darts straight to her core, where her clit swells unbidden, aching for friction that only comes on command now.

Inside, she feels hollowed out and overfull all at once. Her cunt is perpetually slick, walls fluttering around nothing or everything—the ghost of Varga’s cock, the memory of Leila’s tongue, the brutal stretch of the obsidian dildo that split her open during the ritual. Even now, hours (or days?) after the last use, she can feel the phantom fullness, her pussy clenching involuntarily, milking air as if begging for more. The come dried on her inner thighs cracks with every shift, a crusty reminder that flakes off and leaves her skin raw, sensitive, prickling like a thousand tiny needles. Her ass is sore, a deep, burning ache from the plugs and fists and cocks that have claimed it, the ring of muscle loose and tender, twitching at the slightest brush of Leila’s fingers.

But the real torment—the exquisite, unending fire—is deeper. In her womb, where Varga’s final load still feels warm, a heavy, liquid pressure that makes her belly feel swollen, bred, owned. Every time she moves, she imagines it shifting, leaking slowly, a trickle that coats her folds anew and makes her hips roll without thought. The drugs have rewritten her nerves; orgasms come unbidden now, triggered by the binaural hum that seeps through the walls, or the sight of a new volume being shelved in the vault. They crash over her like waves: sudden, violent, leaving her gasping, cunt spasming so hard it hurts, juices squirting in weak arcs onto the rubber floor. And in the aftershocks, the shame blooms hot and wet, a secondary climax that makes her clit throb harder, her mind fracturing into shards of want and revulsion.

Emotionally, it’s worse. The love for Leila is a blade in her chest—sharp, twisting, erotic in its agony. When Leila’s breath ghosts over her ear, whispering fractured Farsi endearments, Alma’s heart clenches like her pussy around a cock, a full-body ache that radiates outward. She feels complicit, guilty, exalted: she brought Leila here, offered her up, watched Varga’s cock disappear into the woman she loves while her own body betrayed her with jealousy-fueled arousal. Now, entwined in the dark, their fingers interlaced, Alma’s mind replays it endlessly—the wet sounds of penetration, Leila’s moans mingling with her own, the taste of Varga’s come licked from Leila’s folds. It stirs a dark heat in her gut, a possessive hunger that makes her grind against Leila’s thigh, seeking release in the friction of skin on skin, even as tears burn her eyes.

Psychologically, the palace has burrowed into her skull like roots into soil. The old memories—Uncle Lars, the cabin, the secrets—are dust now, overwritten so thoroughly that even thinking of them summons Varga’s face, his voice, his cock instead. Her thoughts loop in endless, filthy spirals: submission as salvation, pain as pleasure, erasure as ecstasy. She craves the emptiness, the moments when Varga or a Librarian watches through the porthole, commanding them to perform. In those hours, her mind goes blissfully blank, reduced to sensation alone—the slap of flesh, the suck of mouths, the flood of come. But in the quiet between, doubt creeps in like cold fingers probing her folds: Who was she before? Does it matter? The uncertainty makes her wetter, her body conditioned to arousal from turmoil, a Pavlovian drip that leaves her thighs perpetually slick.

Leila stirs beside her, hand trailing down Alma’s belly to cup her mound possessively. Fingers slip between her folds, parting her easily, dipping into the constant wetness. Alma gasps, arches, the touch igniting fireworks behind her eyelids—hot, insistent pressure that builds too fast, her clit a live wire under Leila’s thumb. “Please,” she whispers, voice raw, and Leila obliges, plunging two fingers deep, curling against that spot that makes Alma’s vision white out. The orgasm hits like a fist, ripping through her in convulsions that milk Leila’s hand, juices coating her wrist, the rubber bed. In the haze, Alma feels love and loss twist together, a knot in her core that tightens with every aftershock.

Through the porthole, a red light blinks—watching, always watching. Alma smiles into the dark, body still trembling, mind fracturing beautifully. The palace is her now, inside and out. Sensations without end. Surrender without regret.

And somewhere deeper, in the void where her old self used to live, a small, treacherous voice whispers that this—this endless, aching fullness—is exactly what she always wanted.


Chapter Twelve: The Girl Who Designed Gods

Her name is Freya Voss.

Twenty-seven.

Berlin’s most viciously brilliant theatre director.

Helene Voss’s niece (the anaesthetist Librarian never speaks of family, but blood is blood).

Freya has been watching Alma disappear for months.

She saw the Schaubühne set designs turn from razor-sharp to something almost devotional (glass confessionals, altars disguised as stages, lighting that made actors look crucified). She watched Alma’s eyes go glassy and luminous, watched her cancel rehearsals with cryptic apologies, watched her throat bloom with bruises that no scarf quite hid.

Freya asked once, carefully, over coffee in Mitte:

“Are you in trouble?”

Alma smiled like a saint who had seen the inside of heaven and found it wet.

“I’m exactly where I’m meant to be.”

That night Freya went home and masturbated to the memory of Alma’s bruised throat until she cried.

Three weeks later the invitation arrives.

Not an email. Not a text.

A physical card, heavy cream stock, delivered by a mute boy in a black hoodie who vanishes before she can speak.

Inside, in Varga’s copperplate:

You design gods for a living, Freya.

Come design one that can actually fuck you.

One line beneath, in Alma’s handwriting (shaky, reverent):

He is waiting.

We both are.

Address: the chapel.

Date: tomorrow, 3 a.m.

Instruction: Wear white. Bring nothing you want to keep.

Freya stands in her Kreuzberg flat at 2:17 a.m., heart hammering so hard her clit pulses in time. She has dressed exactly as ordered: a simple white linen dress, no bra, no underwear, the fabric already damp between her legs from the moment she slipped it on. Her copper hair is loose, freckles stark against pale skin that hasn’t seen sun in weeks. She looks like a sacrifice who volunteered.

She almost doesn’t go.

Then she remembers Alma’s eyes (empty, radiant, gone) and the way her own cunt clenched at the memory.

She goes.

The chapel door is open. Candlelight flickers across the nave like nervous breath.

Alma waits inside.

Naked.

Collared in white gold.

Eyes huge, pupils blown wide on whatever maintenance dose keeps her perfect.

Behind her, on the red-velvet platform, Leila kneels, thighs spread, a thin gold chain connecting her nipple rings to a ring bolted into the floor, forcing her to stay bowed and open. Between her legs: a puddle already forming.

Varga stands between them, charcoal suit pristine, holding a single white rose.

He does not smile.

“Freya Voss,” he says, tasting the name. “The girl who makes gods bleed on stage. Tonight you meet one who bleeds back.”


Chapter Thirteen: The God Who Bleeds Back

Freya Voss crossed the chapel threshold at exactly 3 a.m., the white linen dress clinging to her skin like a second layer of anticipation. The fabric whispered against her thighs with every step, already damp at the hem from the slick heat building between her legs. She had touched herself twice on the U-Bahn ride here—discreetly, desperately—fingers circling her clit through the thin material until she edged but denied release, saving it for whatever god awaited her in this profane sanctuary.

Alma greeted her first, naked and ethereal, the white-gold collar around her throat glinting like a halo forged in hell. Her eyes were vacant yet burning, pupils dilated from the constant drip of whatever chemical cocktail kept her in perpetual submission. Leila knelt behind her on the red-velvet platform, thighs spread wide in supplication, the gold chain from her nipple rings anchored to the floor, forcing her back arched and her cunt exposed. A thin trail of arousal dripped steadily from her folds, pooling beneath her like an offering. The air was thick with incense, musk, and the faint, metallic tang of recent ecstasy.

Varga stood between them, his presence a gravitational pull that made Freya’s knees weaken. He held the white rose like a scepter, thorns intact. “Freya,” he said, her name a low rumble that vibrated through her core. “Kneel.”

She didn’t hesitate. Her knees hit the cold flagstones, the impact jolting up her thighs to her throbbing clit. The dress rode up, exposing her bare ass and the glistening lips of her pussy to the chill air. She felt exposed, vulnerable, alive—her body already betraying her with a fresh gush of wetness that trickled down her inner thigh.

Alma approached, graceful as a ghost, and placed Freya’s hand between Leila’s spread legs. “Feel her,” Alma whispered, guiding two of Freya’s fingers into Leila’s cunt. The heat was scalding, walls clenching greedily around the intrusion, slick and fluttering like a trapped bird. Leila moaned, low and broken, pushing back against Freya’s hand, fucking herself deeper until her hips bucked and a squirt of arousal coated Freya’s wrist. “This is submission,” Alma continued, her voice a reverent hush. “This is what he demands. What he gives.”

Freya’s breath hitched, her own cunt spasming in sympathy, clit aching for touch. She pumped her fingers instinctively, curling them against Leila’s G-spot until the woman sobbed and came again, walls milking Freya’s hand in rhythmic pulses. Alma leaned in, captured Freya’s mouth in a kiss that tasted of salt and surrender—tongue delving deep, sharing the essence of whatever Varga had left inside her earlier.

Varga watched, his obsidian eyes unblinking. “Undress her,” he commanded Alma.

Alma’s hands were gentle but insistent, peeling the white dress over Freya’s head, exposing her pale, freckled skin inch by inch. Her small breasts bounced free, nipples hardening to painful points in the cool air. Alma pinched one, rolling it between her fingers until Freya whimpered, then knelt to spread Freya’s thighs wider, exposing her dripping cunt to Varga’s gaze. “She’s ready,” Alma murmured, dipping a finger into Freya’s folds and holding it up, glistening. “Taste her devotion.”

Varga stepped forward, took Alma’s finger into his mouth, and sucked it clean, his tongue swirling deliberately. The sight made Freya’s pussy clench visibly, a bead of arousal dripping onto the stone. He circled her then, trailing the rose’s thorns lightly across her back, down her spine, over the curve of her ass. The scratches were faint but burning, each one sending sparks straight to her core. “You design gods,” he said, voice like velvet over steel. “But gods require worship. Beg for the needle.”

Freya’s pride shattered like glass. “Please,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Give me the baptism. Make me yours.”

He produced the syringe, the liquid glowing faintly. The needle pierced her vein with a sharp kiss, and fire exploded through her blood—MDMA cresting like a tidal wave, laced with something darker that made every nerve scream for submission. Colors sharpened; the binaural hum from hidden speakers synced with her pulse, vibrating through her clit like an invisible tongue. Her cunt throbbed insistently, walls contracting around nothing, begging to be filled.

Varga guided her to the obstetric chair, securing her with leather cuffs that bit into her wrists and ankles, spreading her legs obscenely wide in the stirrups. Her labia parted naturally, exposing the pink, swollen inner folds, clit engorged and pulsing. He adjusted a mirror above her, forcing her to watch her own exposure—the way her pussy wept openly, dripping onto the chair in steady rivulets.

Alma and Leila knelt on either side, their hands roaming Freya’s body under Varga’s direction. Alma latched onto one nipple, sucking hard while pinching the other, the gold chain between her own breasts jingling softly. Leila’s tongue traced Freya’s inner thigh, lapping up the trails of arousal before burying her face in Freya’s cunt, tongue spearing deep, swirling around the entrance while her nose ground against the clit. Freya bucked against the restraints, moaning like a whore, the drugs amplifying every lick into a full-body shudder.

Varga undressed slowly, his cock springing free—thick, veined, curved upward, the head already slick with pre-cum. He stepped between her legs, dragging the tip through her folds, coating himself in her juices. “Submit,” he growled, and thrust in to the hilt in one brutal stroke.

The stretch was blinding—her walls yielding, clenching desperately around his girth as he bottomed out against her cervix. He held there, letting her feel the fullness, the invasion, while Alma and Leila continued their assault: Alma’s fingers circling Freya’s clit in tight, merciless spirals, Leila’s tongue probing her ass, breaching the tight ring with wet insistence.

Varga began to move—slow at first, deliberate drags that scraped every ridge along her G-spot, building her toward the edge. “Beg for more,” he commanded.

“Please… fuck me harder… own me…” Freya sobbed, hips straining against the cuffs, pussy milking him greedily with each withdrawal. He obliged, slamming in faster, deeper, the wet slap of flesh echoing through the chapel. Alma pinched her clit just as Varga hit her cervix again, and Freya shattered—orgasm ripping through her like lightning, cunt spasming so hard it forced a gush of fluid around his cock, squirting onto his abdomen in hot arcs.

He didn’t stop. Pulled out only to flip her over (restraints adjusted seamlessly), ass up, face down against the padded seat. He entered her ass this time—slow, relentless, the burn exquisite as her ring stretched around him, inch by inch. Leila slid beneath her, latching onto her clit and sucking while Alma fisted Freya’s cunt from behind, hand plunging deep alongside Varga’s cock in her ass. The dual fullness broke her again—another orgasm, this one deeper, darker, her body convulsing as she screamed Varga’s name like a prayer.

By dawn, Freya was a ruined, trembling mess—body covered in bites, scratches, and drying fluids, mind fractured into pure, abject submission. Varga withdrew one final time, painting her face with his come while Alma and Leila licked her clean, their tongues swirling over her swollen folds until she came once more, weakly, whimpering.

He leaned down, kissed her forehead. “Welcome to the palace, little god-maker. Your volume begins now.”

Freya smiled through the haze, her last free thought dissolving:

Finally. A god who owns me completely.


Chapter Fourteen: The First Night of Forever

Freya wakes inside the palace for the first time with no memory of being carried there.

She is on her back on the narrow iron bed in the sacristy chamber, wrists locked above her head in soft leather cuffs bolted to the headboard. Her ankles are spread and chained to the footboard, thighs trembling from the position. The white-gold collar is already welded around her throat (she can feel the faint heat where the metal was fused shut while she was still floating in post-baptism haze).

Alma and Leila are curled on either side of her like living blankets.

Alma’s mouth is latched to Freya’s left nipple, sucking gently in her sleep, tongue flicking the gold ring in slow, unconscious worship. Leila’s fingers are buried deep in Freya’s cunt, three of them, curled and still, as if Leila fell asleep while holding her open for inspection. Every time Freya’s hips twitch, Leila’s fingers shift inside her and a helpless pulse of wetness coats the hand that owns her.

The porthole window glows faint red (someone is watching).

Always someone watching.

Freya tries to speak and discovers her voice is gone: raw from screaming Varga’s name, from begging, from swallowing everything the chapel poured into her mouth last night. Only a croaking whisper escapes.

Alma stirs at the sound, eyes fluttering open (soft, drugged, radiant).

“Shhh,” she breathes against Freya’s breast, lips brushing the pierced nipple. “First night is always the longest. Your body has to learn it will never be empty again.”

She begins to move her mouth: slow, deliberate licks around the ring, then harder suction that makes Freya’s back arch and the chains clink. Leila’s fingers wake inside her, scissoring gently, spreading her wider, thumb settling on her clit with devastating accuracy. They work in perfect, wordless synchrony, as if they have done this to every new arrival for years.

Freya’s first orgasm in the palace proper comes without warning: sudden, brutal, ripping a silent scream from her ruined throat as her cunt clamps around Leila’s fingers and her hips jerk against the restraints. The squirt is forceful, splashing across Leila’s wrist and the rubber mattress. Leila hums approval and keeps fucking her through it, drawing it out until Freya is sobbing from overstimulation, tears leaking into her hair.

When it finally ebbs, Alma crawls up Freya’s body and kisses her (deep, filthy, feeding her the taste of her own breast).

“Again,” Alma whispers against her lips. “We don’t stop until he says.”

Hours dissolve.

They take turns breaking her open in new ways.

Leila straddles Freya’s face, grinding her soaked cunt against Freya’s mouth until Freya learns to breathe only when Leila allows it, tongue buried deep, swallowing every drop like communion. Alma fists her slowly (three fingers, then four, then her whole hand sliding into Freya’s stretched, greedy pussy with a wet sound that echoes in the small chamber). When the fist seats fully, Alma twists gently and Freya comes so hard her vision fractures into white shards, body convulsing in the cuffs, chains rattling like applause.

Between orgasms they whisper to her (soft, reverent, merciless).

Alma: “Your clit will never go down again. It belongs to the palace now.”

Leila: “Your ass is already loose for him. You’ll feel the lack when he’s not inside it.”

Alma again, licking tears from Freya’s cheek: “You’ll learn to come just from the sound of his footsteps. We all did.”

At some point the porthole slides open.

Varga’s face appears, calm and immaculate, as if he has not spent the night ruining her.

He says only three words:

“Good girl, Freya.”

The orgasm that follows is instantaneous and total (no touch, no movement, just the sound of his voice and the knowledge that she has pleased him). Her cunt spasms around Alma’s wrist, ass clenching on nothing, a high, broken keen tearing from her throat as she squirts again, harder, the stream arcing high enough to splatter the porthole glass.

Varga smiles (small, fond, proud) and closes the window.

Darkness returns.

Alma and Leila curl back around her, fingers and mouths gentle now, soothing the raw edges.

“Sleep,” Alma murmurs, kissing the corner of Freya’s mouth. “Tomorrow the Librarians come to welcome you properly. You’ll take every one of them while we hold you open.”

Leila’s hand settles possessively over Freya’s lower belly, pressing just enough to remind her how full she will always be from now on.

Freya closes her eyes.

For the first time in her life there is no resistance left inside her (only a vast, aching gratitude that fills every hollow place the drugs and the palace and the women and the man have carved out of her).

She is exactly where she was always meant to be.

The chains sing softly as she drifts.

Above them, in the vault, a new volume is already shelved.

F. VOSS – FIRST NIGHT

2026

The palace hums, content.

Another god has knelt.

Another architect has come home.


Chapter Fifteen: The Welcoming

The door to the chamber opens without sound.

Twelve figures step through the narrow frame in perfect silence, as though the chapel itself exhales them into the room. They wear black silk robes, hoods thrown back, faces unmasked for the first time in Freya’s presence. The red porthole light catches on cheekbones, on surgical steel piercings, on the glint of a porcelain mask that Der Sammler still refuses to remove.

They form a circle around the bed.

Freya is already arranged for them.

Wrist and ankle cuffs have been replaced with soft black rope tied in intricate shibari that lifts her arms above her head and spreads her thighs impossibly wide, knees bent and lashed to the iron frame so her cunt and ass are tilted upward, offered like a chalice. A thin gold chain runs from her new nipple rings to a ceiling hook, keeping her chest arched and her breasts thrust forward. A delicate white-gold ring now pierces her clit hood (installed while she slept), and from it hangs a tiny bell that tinkles with every involuntary pulse of arousal.

Alma and Leila kneel on either side of the bed, naked, heads bowed, palms open on their thighs in perfect submission. Their role today is not to participate; only to witness and to hold.

Varga stands at the foot of the bed in his charcoal cassock, hands clasped behind his back.

He speaks once, quietly.

“Begin.”

Helene Voss (First Librarian, Freya’s own aunt) steps forward first. She wears surgical green beneath the robe. In her gloved hand: a chrome speculum, warmed to body temperature. She slides it into Freya’s cunt with clinical tenderness, cranks it open slowly, wider, wider, until Freya’s breath saws in and out and the bell on her clit rings frantically. Helene leans in, breathes across the exposed pink, and whispers in German:

“Welcome to the family, little niece.”

She leaves the speculum locked wide and steps aside.

Kaspar Neumann follows, carrying nothing but a small remote. He presses it once. The binaural track that has haunted Freya since the baptism surges to full volume inside the room (low, subsonic pulses that feel like fingers stroking the inside of her skull and the inside of her cunt at the same time). Her hips jerk; the bell sings; a visible gush of wetness drips from her spread opening onto the rubber sheet.

One by one they approach.

Amira al-Hakim drips warm, scented oil across Freya’s breasts and belly, then uses a soft horsehair brush to paint it over every inch of exposed skin until Freya is trembling and shining and the bell never stops ringing.

The Gemini twins come together. One straddles Freya’s face, lowering her soaked cunt onto Freya’s mouth and riding slowly while the other kneels between Freya’s spread legs and tongues the stretched ring of her ass around the speculum’s cold metal, slow, wet circles that make Freya sob into the pussy smothering her.

Father Markus anoints her clit with consecrated chrism, then bends and takes the pierced nub between his teeth, tugging gently until Freya’s entire body convulses in a silent, chained orgasm that leaves her squirting around the speculum in rhythmic pulses.

Yael Cohen inserts a thin sounding rod into Freya’s urethra (slow, lubricated, merciless), then fucks her with it in shallow strokes while whispering the names of every god Freya has ever put on stage, telling her none of them ever deserved her worship like this.

Jun Kim produces a set of weighted clamps, attaches them to Freya’s labia, and lets them pull her wider, the stretch burning sweetly as gravity does its work.

Lucia Moreau films everything in merciless 8K close-up, occasionally leaning in to lick a stripe up Freya’s inner thigh or capture the moment Der Sammler finally steps forward, robe falling open to reveal a thick, flushed cock. He does not speak. He simply fists himself once, twice, and comes in heavy ropes across Freya’s spread cunt and the speculum, marking her as property of the Library.

When all twelve have left their blessing (fluid, bite, bruise, oil, sound, prayer, or claim), Varga finally moves.

He removes the speculum with deliberate slowness, letting Freya feel every click as it closes and withdraws. Her cunt gapes, ruined and glistening, fluttering around nothing. He unbuttons his cassock, lets it fall, and enters her in one long, claiming thrust.

The welcome is complete.

He fucks her steadily, deeply, while the Librarians watch in perfect silence. Alma and Leila hold Freya’s rope-bound hands, kissing her tears, whispering, “You’re home, you’re home, you’re home.”

Freya comes again and again (around Varga’s cock, around the sound in her urethra, around the weighted clamps, around the taste of the Gemini still on her tongue) until pleasure and pain and submission fuse into a single, endless white wave.

When Varga finishes inside her, he stays buried to the root and leans down to her ear.

“Say it.”

Freya’s voice is shattered, barely air.

“I belong to the palace.”

The Librarians exhale as one.

Varga withdraws, plugs her with a thick glass stopper to keep every drop of the welcome inside her, and kisses her forehead like a benediction.

The circle breaks.

One by one they file out, robes whispering.

The door closes.

Alma and Leila untie the ropes with gentle fingers, massaging circulation back into Freya’s limbs, licking the oil and come and tears from her skin until she is clean and shaking and whole.

Through the porthole, a new volume is slid into place.

F. VOSS – WELCOME

2026

Freya sleeps between them that night (and every night after), the glass stopper still seated deep, the bell on her clit giving soft, occasional chimes as her body remembers, over and over, that it is no longer hers.

The palace is never empty.

And now it has three architects instead of two.

It is fuller.

It is perfect.

It is still hungry.


Chapter Sixteen: The Man Behind the Porcelain

No one living has ever seen Der Sammler’s face.

Not Varga.

Not even Katalin, who once let him watch her die through a one-way mirror while he came in absolute silence.

He has sat at the Librarians’ table for twenty-three years, always in the same matte-black porcelain mask (smooth, featureless, no eye holes, only two small breathing slits beneath the cheekbones). The robe is midnight silk, heavy enough to hide every contour. When he speaks, the voice is electronically flattened, genderless, ageless. Only the hands betray anything: long, elegant, manicured, the right ring finger missing its last joint (an old amputation, pale scar like a closed mouth).

Tonight he comes alone to the vault beneath the vault, the real library, where the air is colder and the shelves go deeper than any living client will ever know.

He moves like a man who owns gravity.

At the farthest wall, behind a false stack of 18th-century medical texts, there is a single volume bound in black kidskin so soft it feels wet. No title. Only a small gold sigil on the spine: a stylised eye inside a triangle.

Der Sammler pulls it down with reverent fingers.

Inside are photographs (real silver-gelatin prints, not digital). The first is dated 1987.

A boy, perhaps fourteen, pale and thin, stands in a wood-panelled study in what was once East Berlin. Behind him: bookshelves filled with banned erotica, Nazi medical journals, and hand-illustrated manuscripts of de Sade. On the desk: an antique Zeiss Ikon camera and a porcelain mask identical to the one he wears now, only smaller.

The boy is already holding it.

The next photograph: 1991. The same boy, older, naked, kneeling in the same study. In front of him sits a man in his late sixties (aristocratic, silver-haired, wearing the uniform of a long-dead Prussian regiment). The man’s hand rests possessively on the boy’s head. The boy’s eyes are downcast, but his cock is hard, leaking onto the parquet floor.

The man is Heinrich von L., last direct descendant of the family that once owned half of Silesia’s coal mines and most of Berlin’s pre-war vice. The boy is his grandson, Elias-Heinrich (named for an uncle who vanished in Auschwitz, a name the family still whispers like a curse).

Heinrich discovered the boy at twelve, reading the forbidden books in the locked library. Instead of punishment, he began lessons.

Lessons in control.

Lessons in watching.

Lessons in never, ever being seen.

By fifteen the boy had learned to come without touching himself, simply from being forced to watch his grandfather fuck the household staff (always through a peephole, always masked). By seventeen he had inherited everything: the fortune, the houses, the libraries of depravity, and the porcelain mask collection that dated back to Weimar cabarets.

When Heinrich died in 1998 (quietly, officially of heart failure, unofficially with a sixteen-year-old rent boy’s mouth around his cock), the boy (now twenty) disappeared from public life entirely. The money was moved through a labyrinth of foundations. The houses were sold or burned. The masks were kept.

He surfaced again in 2003, a silent bidder at an underground auction in Prague, paying seven figures for a single reel of film: Katalin Szabó’s final session, the one Varga still refuses to watch. He sent Varga a letter on black-bordered stationery:

I understand what you are building.

Let me help keep it full.

Varga invited him to the chapel.

Der Sammler arrived masked, stayed masked, and has never left the circle since.

He funds more than half the operation now (the soundproofing, the cameras, the private wing that will house children of oligarchs when the last taboo finally falls). In return he asks only one thing: exclusive, unedited access to every baptism, every welcome, every final overwrite.

He watches from a room no one else is allowed to enter: a velvet-lined chamber behind the vault with a wall of monitors and a single leather chair. He never touches himself on camera. He never speaks. He simply watches, breathing slow and measured through the mask’s tiny slits, the missing joint of his finger stroking the armrest in perfect 4/4 time.

Sometimes, late at night, he opens the black kidskin volume again and adds a new photograph.

The latest is dated three nights ago.

It shows Freya Voss on the red-velvet platform, speculum locked wide, face twisted in exquisite surrender, bell on her clit ringing mid-orgasm.

On the back, in fountain-pen ink:

She will never design another god who does not kneel.

He closes the book, returns it to its hidden shelf, and stands for a long time in the dark.

Then he walks to the newest addition: a small, empty plinth waiting beside the volumes of Alma, Leila, and Freya.

A brass plate is already engraved:

VOLUME IV – IN PREPARATION

Der Sammler lays one gloved hand on the empty space.

Soon.

The palace is never empty.

But it can always be fuller.

And the man behind the porcelain has waited his entire life to fill it completely.


Chapter Seventeen: The First Architect

Before there was a chapel, before there was a palace, before there was a son who kept promises carved in flesh, there was only Katalin Szabó in a village that no longer exists.

Born 1956, in the black-soil flatlands south of Debrecen, where the horizon is so wide it feels like God himself is watching you piss. Her mother was a midwife who delivered babies in barns and took payment in eggs and silence. Her father was a Party informer who drank himself to death when Katalin was nine, leaving behind a locked trunk of pornography confiscated from “decadent intellectuals” (grainy photographs of bound women, medical texts annotated in red ink, a single reel of 8 mm film labelled simply GÖTTIN).

Katalin learned early that bodies are maps of power.

At twelve she stole the key, watched the film alone in the hayloft: a woman in a Weimar clinic, restrained in stirrups, face ecstatic while a masked doctor did things to her that made twelve-year-old Katalin’s cunt throb so hard she had to bite her own wrist to stay quiet. She came without knowing what orgasm was, only that it felt like flying and dying at once.

By fifteen she was the village secret.

Farmers’ sons, married men, the priest, the Party secretary; they all found excuses to visit the midwife’s daughter who could make you see God with her mouth and never told. She learned to read desire the way others read weather, learned that pain and pleasure are the same language if you speak it slowly enough.

In 1975, at nineteen, she was caught with the wife of the local police chief (both of them naked, oiled, wrists tied with rosary beads). The scandal would have ended with a quiet disappearance into a labour camp, but a visiting obstetrician from Budapest General saw her being dragged across the square. Dr. András Varga (fifty-one, married, Catholic, powerfully connected) paid the bribes, arranged the paperwork, and took her west.

He installed her in a flat above a pharmacy in Charlottenburg, taught her German between fucks, taught her pharmacology between orgasms. He brought her to underground parties in Kreuzberg basements where ex-Nazis and Stasi defectors and American expats did things to beautiful young women that made the hayloft film look like a children’s cartoon.

Katalin watched.

Katalin learned.

Katalin began to improve.

She started keeping notes (small black ledger, cramped Hungarian handwriting): which drugs made a woman beg to be hurt, which dosage turned memory into soft clay, which restraints left no marks for husbands to find. She experimented on herself first (scopolamine and sex until she forgot her own name for hours, woke up sore and smiling and reborn).

When András tired of her (1978), she was already pregnant and already dangerous. He paid for the abortion, then another, then a third. On the fourth he shrugged and said, “Keep it. A son might be useful.”

Elias was born in 1979, in the same charity ward where decades later his own son would perfect the craft.

Katalin raised the boy on stories of saints who suffered beautifully and women who turned suffering into power. She cleaned houses by day, delivered illegal abortions by night, and slowly, carefully, bought the ruined chapel on the canal with money no one could trace.

She renamed it simply: A Palota.

The Palace.

She built the first obstetric chair herself (salvaged steel, leather from a bankrupt S&M club in Schöneberg, stirrups that locked at any angle). She composed the first binaural tracks on a borrowed four-track recorder, frequencies designed to make the amygdala kneel. She perfected the cocktail (MDMA stolen from club kids, scopolamine from veterinary suppliers, her own secret binder that turned memory into wet clay).

Her first real client was a Bundestag wife who wanted to forget her husband’s fists.

Her second was a famous actress who wanted to forget she had ever been a man.

Her third was a cardinal who wanted to forget he liked boys.

Word spread in the darkest circles.

By the time Elias was fifteen, Katalin was no longer cleaning houses. She was architect, priestess, and queen of a kingdom built on controlled surrender. She taught her son everything (how to read a pupil’s dilation like scripture, how to make a woman come so hard her trauma simply fell out of her like loose change).

In 1998 the cancer came fast. Lungs first, then bones. She refused hospital. Refused morphine that would dull her mind.

On the night she decided to die, she called Elias to the basement.

She was skeletal, eyes burning like coals in snow.

“Promise me,” she rasped, already naked in the chair, stirrups locked wide, IV line in her arm dripping the final, perfect dose. “Promise the palace will never be empty. That you will keep building. That you will make them remember us.”

Elias (nineteen, beautiful, already better than her) mixed the cocktail with shaking hands, kissed her mouth, entered her slowly while the drugs took them both under.

She came whispering his father’s name, then his, then no name at all.

Afterward he held her until the heart monitor flatlined. Then he carried her body to the patch of floor beneath the chair, poured concrete himself, and bolted the chair directly into her pelvis so that every future woman who sat in it would, without knowing, be fucked on top of the first architect’s grave.

He kept the promise.

He keeps it still.

Every time a new volume is added (Alma, Leila, Freya, the ones still to come), Katalin’s bones hum faintly beneath the rubber, beneath the concrete, beneath decades of careful, exquisite architecture.

The palace began with a village girl who learned that the surest way to never be powerless again was to become the thing people begged to surrender to.

Katalin Szabó (midwife’s daughter, informer’s widow, doctor’s whore, mother of the architect) built the first room with her own body.

Everything else is only expansion.


Chapter Eighteen: The Fourth Architect

The palace has grown greedy.

Three women are no longer enough.

Varga feels it in the way the chapel breathes at night (restless, hungry, the air itself pressing against the walls like a tongue searching for new flesh). He feels it in the vault when he walks the shelves: Alma’s volume is thick and dog-eared from constant re-reading, Leila’s spine already cracked from use, Freya’s pages still crisp but filling fast. There is space (literal, physical space) for one more permanent resident. The plinth Der Sammler prepared stands empty, brass plate gleaming.

VOLUME IV – IN PREPARATION

The palace demands its keystone be balanced.

Tonight it will have her.

Her name is Noor Al-Jaber.

Thirty-one.

Lebanese-German installation artist whose work sells for seven figures at Basel and who has spent the last five years building immersive “trauma chambers” (dark rooms where visitors pay to be restrained, blindfolded, and whispered their worst memories by strangers until they break down or break open). Critics call it genius. Survivors call it dangerous. Noor calls it research.

She has been watching the palace for eighteen months.

It started with a rumor from Lucia Moreau: a private stream, invitation-only, titled simply CONVERGENCE. Noor paid the fee (half a million euros routed through three shell companies) and watched Alma and Leila weld themselves together under Varga’s hands. She came so hard she blacked out. When she woke up, soaked and shaking, she knew she had found the only installation that had ever made her feel small.

She began courting the edges.

A polite email to Freya Voss about a collaboration.

A drink with Kaspar Neumann at Berghain that ended with her on her knees in a bathroom stall while he played a custom binaural track directly into her ear that left her coming untouched for twenty minutes straight.

A masked encounter at a private salon in Mitte where she recognised Amira’s perfume on a woman being fisted on a marble table.

She left clues in return (a sculpture titled PALACE, 2025, a perfect scale model of the chapel’s nave in blackened steel and mirrored glass, every restraint and camera position accurate to the millimetre). She installed it at the Biennale with no explanation. Half the Librarians attended the opening. Varga stood in front of it for forty-three minutes without moving.

Tonight she arrives uninvited, but not unexpected.

The chapel door is unlocked.

Inside, the nave is stripped to black rubber and red light.

Alma, Leila, and Freya wait on their knees in a perfect triangle, naked, collared, eyes down. Their bodies are maps of permanent use (nipples stretched by rings, cunts and asses visibly loosened, skin latticed with faint scars and fresh bruises shaped like fingerprints).

Varga stands at the apex.

He wears nothing but the charcoal trousers and an open white shirt, sleeves rolled high. In his hand: a single length of black silk rope.

Noor steps over the threshold in a floor-length coat of midnight velvet. Beneath it she is naked except for a thin gold chain around her waist and a jade plug seated deep in her ass (she has worn it for nine days straight, stretching herself in preparation, training her body to stay open the way her installations train minds to stay broken).

She lets the coat fall.

Her body is a weapon: olive skin, full breasts with dark, pierced nipples, hips wide enough to bruise palms, cunt shaved bare and already glistening. A tattoo in Arabic curls above her mound: لا تُغلق الباب (Do not close the door).

She kneels without being told.

Varga circles her once, trails the rope across her shoulders, down her spine, between her ass cheeks where it catches on the jade base and makes her breath hitch.

“You have been knocking for a long time, Noor,” he says. “Tonight the door opens all the way.”

He binds her himself (intricate, beautiful shibari that lifts her breasts, frames her cunt, leaves her arms pinned behind her back and her thighs forced wide). When he is finished she is a living sculpture, rope biting into flesh, jade plug visible and obscene.

He does not offer the needle.

He does not need to.

She opens her mouth like a supplicant and waits.

He feeds her the cocktail from his own mouth (mouth-to-mouth, slow, deliberate, letting her taste him along with the drugs). When she has swallowed every drop he kisses her once, hard, then steps back.

Alma, Leila, and Freya rise as one and descend on her.

They have done this before.

Alma takes her mouth, kissing her deep while Freya and Leila spread her wider, tongues lapping at her clit, her pierced nipples, the stretched ring of her ass around the jade. They work in perfect synchrony (learned, perfected, offered now as welcome and warning). Noor comes within minutes, back arching against the ropes, a guttural sound tearing from her throat as her cunt spasms and squirts across Freya’s face.

They do not stop.

They never stop.

Hours blur.

Varga watches from the edge, cock hard and untouched, directing with small gestures (fingers snapping to change positions, a nod to introduce the thick obsidian cock that splits Noor open while Alma fists her ass beside it, Leila’s mouth sealed over her clit, Freya feeding her pierced nipples into Noor’s mouth until she is sobbing from overstimulation).

When Noor is a trembling, sweat-soaked wreck (voice gone, body marked by rope and teeth and come), Varga finally approaches.

He removes the jade plug with deliberate slowness, replaces it with himself in one long thrust that seats him to the root in her ass. She screams (raw, animal, grateful). He fucks her steadily while the three women hold her open, kissing her tears, whispering, “You’re home, you’re home, you’re home.”

When he comes it is deep inside her, flooding her ass while her cunt convulses around nothing and she comes again, harder, the orgasm so total her vision whites out and she forgets her own name.

He stays inside her, softening slowly, and leans to her ear.

“Say it.”

Noor’s voice is shattered glass.

“I belong to the palace. Permanently.”

Varga kisses the tear at the corner of her eye.

“Welcome, fourth architect.”

Later, when the ropes are untied and the jade plug replaced with a thicker glass one to keep his come inside her, Noor is carried to the chamber.

The bed is wider now (made for four).

Alma, Leila, Freya curl around her like living chains, fingers and mouths gentle, soothing the burns from the rope, licking the salt from her skin.

Through the porthole, Der Sammler watches in perfect silence, the missing joint of his finger stroking the armrest in slow, satisfied circles.

On the plinth in the vault, the brass plate now reads:

NOOR AL-JABER

FOURTH ARCHITECT

PERMANENT RESIDENCE

2026

Four women breathe as one in the dark below.

Above them, the chapel sighs (deeper, fuller, almost sated).

The palace has its perfect balance.

For now.


Chapter Nineteen: The Quiet Year

For twelve months the palace is still.

No new invitations.

No fresh volumes.

No screams are softer now, almost domestic.

Four women live beneath the chapel like a single organism.

They wake when Varga enters the chamber (never at the same hour, never announced). They part their thighs or mouths or asses without being told, bodies conditioned to open at the sound of his footsteps. They come when he allows it, sleep when he leaves, eat from the same steel bowl he places on the floor, drink from the single spout that drips water laced with just enough of the cocktail to keep their pupils wide and their clits swollen.

They no longer have names in the way the outside world understands them.

Alma is the First.

Leila is Tongue.

Freya is Bell.

Noor is Door.

Varga uses the titles like pet names, like prayers.

The Librarians visit less often now (once a season instead of monthly). They come to watch, not to take. The women perform for them through the porthole: slow, choreographed rituals of devotion (fingers, tongues, fists, glass toys, whatever Varga decides that day). The Librarians leave gifts: new piercings, new plugs, new volumes added to their shelves with meticulous care.

Der Sammler never misses a performance.

He has not spoken in 412 days.

Sometimes, in the deep quiet between visits, the women speak to each other in whispers that barely disturb the air.

Alma tells Noor about the summer cabin and how she can no longer remember the smell of pine, only the smell of church incense and Varga’s skin.

Leila hums old Persian lullabies while tracing the scars on Freya’s inner thighs.

Freya teaches them to ring the tiny bell on her clit in perfect 7/8 time, a game that always ends in tears and orgasms.

Noor, newest and therefore still occasionally lucid, asks once:

“Do you ever miss the sun?”

Three heads turn toward her as one.

Three pairs of eyes (soft, drugged, ancient) regard her with gentle pity.

Alma kisses her forehead.

“The sun is overrated,” she says. “It never stayed inside us.”

They laugh (soft, fond, utterly surrendered) and the sound is swallowed by rubber walls.

On the 366th night Varga enters carrying something new: a small, leather-bound ledger identical to the one Katalin used in the 1980s. He lays it on the bed between them.

“Write,” he says.

They understand immediately.

Four pens.

Four trembling hands.

They write the story of the quiet year (every orgasm counted, every drop of fluid measured, every dream recorded in meticulous detail). When they are finished the ledger is thick with their combined handwriting, pages stuck together with dried come and tears.

Varga takes it, kisses each of them once on the mouth, and leaves without another word.

The next morning the ledger appears on the centre table in the vault, bound in pale leather that is unmistakably human-toned.

Title embossed in gold:

THE FOUR

2026–2027

A Year of Perfect Stillness

Der Sammler is the first to open it.

He reads for seven hours straight, unmoving, the missing joint of his finger resting on the page where Noor describes the exact moment she realised she would rather die than leave.

When he closes the book his porcelain mask is wet.

No one comments.

Above them, in the chapel proper, dust settles on the red velvet platform.

The obstetric chair waits, polished and silent.

The cameras keep rolling, red lights blinking like slow heartbeats.

The palace is quiet.

The palace is full.

The palace is perfect.

And beneath the rubber, beneath the concrete, beneath four living keystones and one long-dead architect’s bones, something ancient stirs (not hunger this time, but something closer to peace).

For the first time in almost fifty years, the palace sleeps.

It dreams of the day it will wake again.

Because even perfection, in the end, gets lonely.


Epilogue: The Palace Dreams

Years pass like breaths held too long.

The chapel on the canal is no longer on any map. Vines choke the brick, windows clouded with decades of Berlin rain. The city grows around it (glass towers, bike lanes, vegan kebab shops) until the building is a bruise no one remembers pressing.

Inside, time has stopped.

The vault is climate-controlled, eternal.

The volumes multiply slowly now (one every few years, chosen with the care of saints selecting martyrs). Each new resident is brought by one of the Four, offered like a gift, baptised in the old chair, and carried below to join the breathing sculpture of bodies that has become the palace’s final form.

Alma’s hair is silver now, long and fine as spider silk.

Leila’s voice is almost gone, used only for soft Farsi prayers against someone’s clit.

Freya’s bell still chimes, though the piercing has grown into her flesh like a tree ring.

Noor (last to arrive, last to age) still traces the Arabic tattoo above her mound with a fingertip and smiles when someone reads it aloud.

They no longer know how old they are.

They no longer need to.

Varga visits less often. His beard is fully grey, hands steady as ever. He sits sometimes on the edge of the wide bed and reads to them from the newest volume (his voice the only clock they still recognise). When he is finished he fucks whichever of them reaches for him first, slow and reverent, the way one tends a shrine.

Der Sammler has not left the viewing room in six years.

The porcelain mask fused to his skin long ago (sweat, tears, and time did the welding). He is fed through a slot, cleaned by silent attendants who never see his eyes. He watches. He breathes. He waits.

One night in what might be 2038, the red lights in the chamber flicker once, then steady.

Varga enters carrying a small wooden box.

Inside: a single key, old iron, heavy.

He lays it on the bed between the Four.

They understand.

Together (hands overlapping, fingers interlaced) they turn the key in a lock none of them knew existed.

A panel in the floor slides open.

Steps descend into deeper dark.

They go down naked, collared, unafraid.

At the bottom is a room none of them have ever seen (circular, raw concrete, lit by a single bulb). In the centre: a low stone plinth. On it, a body wrapped in black silk.

Katalin.

Preserved perfectly (skin waxen, lips still red, eyes closed as if in prayer). The concrete never fully set around her; she has been waiting beneath them all this time.

Varga kneels.

The Four kneel.

For a long moment there is only the sound of five people breathing in perfect unison.

Then Varga unwraps the silk.

Katalin’s body is unmarked except for one thing: a small keyhole between her breasts, directly over her heart.

Varga places the iron key in the lock.

Turns it.

Somewhere far above, every camera in the chapel goes dark at once.

The red lights die.

The palace exhales.

And in the sudden, absolute silence, Katalin’s lips part (just barely) and the softest sound escapes, half sigh, half welcome.

Home.

The palace is full.

The palace is perfect.

The palace is, at last, asleep.

And beneath the city that forgot it ever existed, six bodies (five living, one long dead) curl together in the dark like roots finally reaching the same deep water.

No one will ever find them.

No one will ever need to.

The Memory Palace is complete.

It dreams now, and in its dream there is no hunger, no emptiness, no outside world.

Only the slow, eternal rhythm of breath and pulse and surrender.

Only the palace, holding its architects gently, perfectly, forever.

The end.
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