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The white marble staircase spiraled upward, a helix of pure stone suspended in a shaft of blinding light.

Roger climbed. He didn't run. He didn't stumble. He ascended with a slow, rhythmic power that felt less like walking and more like conquering gravity. The bone-deep exhaustion of the Harem was a distant memory, burned away by the Gold Serum Nala had fed him.

His body felt different. It felt evolved. His muscles felt denser, as if his bones had been plated in steel. His heart beat with a slow, hydraulic thud-thud-thud that vibrated in his eardrums like a heavy bass line. His vision was razor-sharp, picking out the microscopic grain in the marble steps and the dust motes dancing in the light.

But the most intense change was lower. His groin felt like a nuclear reactor core. The serum hadn't just refilled him; it had mutated his drive. He was vibrating with a constant, low-level state of hyper-arousal that made his skin itch and his teeth ache. His cock, trapped behind his zipper, was heavy, semi-hard, and leaking a constant stream of pre-cum that soaked his underwear.

He reached the top.

There was no door here. Just a wide archway of pure, seamless crystal that hummed with energy.

Roger stepped through.

He was standing on top of the world.

The Apex Floor was a circular chamber encased in a dome of transparent, high-tech glass. Below him, the city sprawled out like a circuit board of glittering lights, tiny and insignificant. The clouds drifted below the floor level. He was in the stratosphere.

The room was stark, sacred, and terrifyingly silent. The floor was polished obsidian, black and reflective as a dark mirror. In the center of the room, bathed in a beam of moonlight that seemed artificial in its absolute perfection, stood a throne.

It wasn't a chair. It was a piece of biotechnology—a sleek, black structure that looked like it was grown, not built. It pulsed with a faint, rhythmic red light, like a slow heartbeat. Bump-bump. Bump-bump.

Sitting on the throne was the Queen.

She was the most beautiful woman Roger had ever seen, and the most dangerous. She wore a gown of deep, blood-red velvet that clung to her body like sin itself. The neckline plunged all the way to her navel, showcasing the heavy, creamy swell of her breasts, barely contained by intricate gold embroidery. The skirt was slashed open on both sides, right up to her hips, revealing miles of smooth, toned leg and hinting that she wore absolutely nothing underneath. Her long, dark hair tumbled in loose, luxurious waves over her shoulders, framing a face of striking, imperious beauty. On her head sat a golden crown, intricate and spiked, and in her gloved hand, she held a golden scepter, tapping it rhythmically against her thigh. She was royalty, sex, and power distilled into one perfect form. She was the Tower personified.

"Candidate Roger," she said. Her voice didn't echo; it resonated directly inside his skull, bypassing his ears. "Or should I say... King?"

Roger walked toward her. His footsteps on the obsidian sounded like hammer strikes against an anvil.

"I cleared the floors," Roger said, his voice rough and deep, sounding foreign even to himself. "I bred the Harem. I emptied myself. I'm here for the prize."

"The prize?" The Queen smiled. It was a small, amused quirk of her lips.

She waved a hand. The holographic dress faded away, evaporating into mist.
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