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The velvet-lined corridor was dark, warm, and smelled heavily of amber, sandalwood, and exotic spices. The silence of the Mirror Floor was gone, decapitated by a new sound. It was a low, thrumming vibration that Roger could feel in his chest, vibrating through the soles of his boots. It wasn't machinery. It was the sound of life. Breathing, whispering, soft movement, and the rustle of silk.

Roger walked forward, the golden key Lysa had given him clutched tightly in his sweat-slicked hand. His heart hammered against his ribs—a heavy, chemically-fueled rhythm driven by the serum still coursing through his veins.

The corridor ended at a massive set of double doors made of dark, polished mahogany, inlaid with intricate gold filigree depicting vines and bodies intertwined. There was no handle, only a single keyhole in the center, placed right where a navel would be on a statue.

He slid the key in. It turned with a heavy, satisfying thunk of tumblers falling into place.

The doors swung inward on silent hinges.

Roger stepped through and stopped dead.

He wasn't in a room. He was in a palace of flesh.

The space was enormous, a sprawling chamber that looked like the inside of a genie’s bottle. The floor was covered in layers of thick Persian rugs and piles of plush silk cushions. Low tables laden with grapes, pomegranates, roasted meats, and jugs of wine were scattered everywhere. The lighting was golden and hazy, filtered through sheer orange and red curtains that hung from a ceiling lost in shadow.

But it was the people that made his breath catch in his throat.

The room was full.

There were dozens of women. They were everywhere. Lounging on the divans, bathing in a massive sunken pool in the center of the room, feeding each other fruit, or oiling each other’s skin. They were of every shape, size, and color—a kaleidoscope of beauty. Some wore sheer silks that hid nothing, others wore heavy gold jewelry that accentuated their nudity, and many were completely bare.

As Roger stepped in, the low murmur of conversation cut off instantly. Every head turned. Fifty pairs of eyes locked onto him.

They didn't look at him with the cold assessment of the Office or the predatory glare of the Garden. They looked at him with pure, unadulterated hunger. They looked at him like a starving pack looks at a steak.

"He's here," a voice whispered, rippling through the crowd.

"The King," another sighed.

"The Bull."

A woman rose from a pile of cushions near the door. She was tall, regal, with skin like polished obsidian and heavy gold rings stacking her long neck. She didn't approach him alone. Two others—a redhead with pale, freckled skin and a petite brunette with a diamond belly chain—flanked her immediately.

"Welcome to the Harem," the tall woman said. Her voice was like honey poured over gravel—deep and resonating. "I am Nala. This is Elin and Sofie."

"Is this the test?" Roger asked, scanning the room. He felt the familiar buzz of the serum, but even with the chemical enhancement, the sheer number of them was daunting. It wasn't a fight; it was a siege.

"It is," Nala said, stepping closer. She smelled of oud and arousal. She pointed a long, manicured finger to a large digital counter mounted on the far wall. It currently displayed the number 50 in bright, unforgiving red LED lights.

"Fifty," Roger read, his throat dry. "Fifty women?"

"Fifty vessels," Elin corrected, stepping closer and running a hand down Roger’s arm, squeezing his bicep. "The rule is simple, King. The floor is not cleared until the counter reaches zero."

"Zero?" Roger laughed nervously. "You expect me to breed fifty women? In a row?"

"Not in a row," Sofie giggled, pressing her small, firm breasts against his back, hugging him from behind. "All at once. Over days. Or weeks. However long you can last."

"And if I stop?" Roger asked. "If I can't get it up?"

"You can't stop," Nala said, her eyes darkening. "If you tap out, if you fail to rise, if you leave a single one of us empty... the door to the Queen's floor stays locked. You stay here until you die of exhaustion."
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