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Title: The Taste of Power, the Smell of Sex
Author: Boris Gramond
© 2025 Boris Gramond. All rights reserved — including the ones you’d never dare read out loud.
First Edition: April 2025
Cover Design: [Nobody wanted their name on it. Can't blame them.]
Layout: [Probably done by someone who barely survived the process.]

This book is a work of fiction.
Any resemblance to real people, institutions, or actual practices is not coincidental.
It’s intentional. Just vague enough to dodge a lawsuit.
We call that: legal courtesy.

No part of this publication may be copied, shared, or transmitted in any form — including photocopy, recording, screenshotting for "educational purposes," or reposting online — without written permission from the author, except as permitted by law.
That being said, exceptions exist for critics, rants, and well-crafted insults.
Free speech gets defended with sharp teeth and sharper lines.

This digital version wasn’t made to save trees.
It was made to bruise egos.
And trust me — it will.
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This book is not meant to be read at a spa, on a beach, or between two Instagram stories.
It chafes. It stings. It sticks. Sometimes it reeks.
That’s the point.
It contains graphic depictions of violence:
psychological, physical, economic, sexual, social, symbolic.
None of it has been sanitized.
Because sugarcoating horror is just another way to bleach it.
This is a story about systemic corruption, mass manipulation, and the industrial-scale exploitation of bodies, emotions, and narratives.
It’s a portrait of a society that looks a hell of a lot like yours.
Only more honest.
Expect raw language.
Expect morals dissolved in acid.
Expect characters who don’t give a damn about your sympathy — or your forgiveness.
They’re not here to hold your hand.
They’re here to shove a mirror in your face.
This book doesn’t aim to condemn.
It stares.
It doesn’t try to convince.
It unsettles — or it’s useless.
If you’re looking for something light, uplifting, or “dark but digestible” for your book club:
Close this thing. Now.
The methods described in these pages — to crush societies, manipulate opinion, and whitewash the unspeakable — are based on real-world strategies.
Yes, they've been altered.
No, not enough to help you sleep at night.
This book is a homemade explosive.
You’re holding it.
What you do next is on you.
— Boris Gramond
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EPIGRAPH
“Power isn’t a means. It’s the end.
We don’t start revolutions to bring justice.
We start them to install control.”
— George Orwell, remixed by the Babylone™ PR team
“When money talks, morality pretends to sleep.”
— Old proverb, now a business model
“Anything with a price has no value.
But anything priceless gets erased immediately.”
— Nietzsche, if he had a Cayman account

CONFIDENTIAL ARCHIVES — BABYLONE™ FILE
Access Level: OMEGA-ZERO
Distribution: For Council members and their favorite parasites only
Subject: Non-Negotiable Principles of Project BABYLONE™

NON-NEGOTIABLE PREMISES:

	Humanity doesn’t want freedom. It wants an interface.
As long as the interface is sexy, no one will ask for the source code.

	Emotion is a bug.
The system doesn’t want feelings.
It wants data streams, programmable reactions, neatly stacked likes.

	Consent is a commodity.
To rent, to sell, to negotiate — like a trending keyword.

	Resistance must be monetized.
Any opposition not absorbed by the system is a design flaw.

	Truth is obsolete.
What matters is a profitable narrative.
If it goes viral, even better.


Strategic Conclusion:
Babylone™ isn’t a revolution.
It’s the shutdown. A soft closure.
A world where illusion outperforms reality —
and even rage turns a profit, if the packaging's right.
This document will self-destruct after reading.
But you?
You’ll never feel fully clean again.
— V.D.S.
Founder. Former human. Currently CEO of your perception.
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This book wasn’t written to please.
It wasn’t built to comfort, entertain, or stroke the egos of eco-conscious intellectuals sipping fair-trade coffee.
It was carved out of fear, anger, and clarity — three raw materials the system labels “toxic” to preserve the comfort of its plugged-in slaves.
The Taste of Power, the Smell of Sex is a freefall into the underbelly of reality.
Not the one served on talk shows or political podiums —
but the one behind locked boardroom doors, in velvet-draped rooms of deals, where high-end escorts understand the rules of power better than any minister ever will.
There are no heroes here.
No salvation.
No cute little message of hope to stick on your bathroom mirror.
Just a brutal truth:
The world stays upright because it fucks on its knees.
The characters aren’t here to earn your sympathy.
They glare.
And if you listen closely, you’ll hear what’s usually hidden:
the cold logic of power,
the economy of suffering,
and the profitable thrill of a beautiful lie.
I wrote this novel like a scalpel.
Not to cut cleanly —
but to slice open the throat of reality and force you to watch the vocal cords twitch.
If you're here for emotion, you’ll find rage.
If you’re looking for plot, you’ll find a trap.
If you’re hoping for closure, you’ll find a noose.
This book isn’t fiction.
It’s a manual for brutal awareness disguised as a nightmare.
And if you make it out untouched,
it only means you had nothing to lose.
— Boris Gramond
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No more filters. No more masks. Just raw, filthy, irreversible reality.
Chapter 14 — The Taste of Void, the Smell of Truth
Power doesn’t fall with a bang. It gargles on pride and lukewarm blood.

ACT III — THE CYNICAL REBUILD
Everyone talks about what comes next. No one’s cleaning up the shit.

Chapter 15 — The Dawn of Uncertainty
The system is dead. And vultures are already weighing the parts by the kilo.
Chapter 16 — The Scavengers’ Banquet
They weren’t gone. Just hiding. And starving for ROI.
Chapter 17 — The Architects of Hell
Two women. One narrative virus. One promise: never again power without parasites.
Chapter 18 — The Price of Nothingness
No trial. Just a conceptual execution. A live burial for a zombie ideology.
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Victor Da Silva
Architect of chaos with an MBA in mass manipulation.
CEO of Babylone™. Chief Executive of Monetized Truth. Prophet of profitable illusion.
He doesn’t speak — he programs. He doesn’t kill — he optimizes.
Victor doesn’t want power. He wants you to subscribe to it monthly.
“Truth? I rent it out in premium format.”
Allegra Moretti
Dream body. Razor tongue. Heart indexed to the market.
Ex-escort, future empress of the national security complex.
She sells orgasms like others sell drones — only she hits harder.
Not a victim. Not a savior. A war machine soaked in desire.
“I don’t have clients. Just puppets who think they came.”
Lazlo Klemens
Was a cop. Still a drunk. More poet than protector.
He knows every sewer in San Libido — and he feels at home in them.
Too clear-eyed to hope. Too pissed to die quietly.
He doesn’t want to save the world. Just stop it from putting on makeup.
“I clean crime scenes... when I’m not already part of the mess.”
Naël Tristão
Journalist? No. Narrative arsonist.
He writes like others build bombs: with precision and cold rage.
He still believes in truth — but knows it reeks, claws, and bleeds.
His pen? A scalpel jammed in the throat of the machine.
“I don’t tell the story to be heard. I tell it so they start to panic.”
Yūna Tetsuo
Ex-lover of Victor. Ex-human. Ex-everything.
Now: embodied virus. Living code. Algorithmic revenge.
She didn’t hack the system — she dissected it.
And she’s still watching you, even when you think you’ve logged out.
“I’m the update he didn’t see coming. Now he’s glitching.”
Lola
Woman. Fist. Strategy.
She doesn’t protest — she sabotages.
Every word is a slap to cynicism. Every move a middle finger to capital.
She doesn’t want to rebuild the world. She wants to stop it from spinning like nothing happened.
“I don’t need to save the world. Just teach it how to say no.”
Zoya
Hacker? Nah.
Chaos engineer.
She doesn’t enter the system — she infects it.
She codes like others declare war.
And every time you think you’re safe, she’s already in your cloud, ripping your illusions apart.
“A good virus doesn’t shut you down. It lingers. Like clarity.”
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Welcome to the upper floors of San Libido —
where trash wears seven-figure watches and cologne more expensive than the truth.
Here, decisions aren’t made. They’re purchased.
No one governs. They broker nightmares behind velvet-draped doors.
Every smile is a contract. Every caress, a stock option.
The powerful have no souls — just holding companies.
And while the city chokes on its own decay,
they raise their glasses to “Human Resource Optimization.”
Spoiler alert: you’re the resource.
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