
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Breeding Tower: Floor 8

        

        
        
          Breeding Tower, Volume 8

        

        
        
          Morana Nocturne

        

        
          Published by Morana Nocturne, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BREEDING TOWER: FLOOR 8

    

    
      First edition. November 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Morana Nocturne.

    

    
    
      Written by Morana Nocturne.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Breeding Tower: Floor 8


[image: ]




The door from the Laboratory didn't lead to a hallway. It didn't lead to stairs. It opened directly into a void.

Roger stepped through, and the door clicked shut behind him with a sound like a guillotine blade dropping, vanishing instantly into a seamless wall of reflective glass. He turned around, reaching for the handle, but his hand met only smooth, cold surface. The exit was gone. He was sealed in.

He froze, his breath catching in his throat. He was standing on a floor made of perfect, polished mirror. The ceiling was mirror. The walls were mirror. Everywhere he looked, he saw himself—a thousand Rogers, disheveled, shirt unbuttoned, eyes wild with the lingering, chemical fire of the Hyper-Fertility Serum.

The lighting was dim and shifting, coming from nowhere and everywhere at once. It was a kaleidoscope of soft blues, silvers, and deep, swimming shadows. The room felt infinite, a labyrinth of reflections where depth perception went to die. If he looked down, he felt like he was falling into an endless abyss of his own reflection. If he looked up, he saw an infinite tower of himself stretching into eternity.

"Floor 8," Roger said, his voice testing the acoustics.

"Floor 8... Floor 8... Floor 8..." a thousand reflections mouthed back at him, the sound rippling outward like a stone dropped in a pond, echoing until it faded into a whisper.

He took a step. The sound of his boot on the glass was startlingly loud—clack. He looked down. His reflection stepped with him, perfectly synchronized. He felt a wave of vertigo. It was disorienting, nauseating.

The silence was absolute, heavy and pressing, until a soft, melodic laugh rippled through the air. It sounded like wind chimes made of ice, delicate and shattering.

"You look lost, Candidate," a voice whispered.

It came from the left. No, the right. No—everywhere.

Roger whipped his head around, scanning the infinite corridor. "Who's there?"

"Just us," the voice replied. "And you."

A figure coalesced from the shadows ten feet away.

She was breathtaking. She wore a tight, shimmering bodysuit covered in silver sequins that caught the fractured light like broken glass. It was cut low, exposing the heavy swell of her breasts, and high on her hips, revealing long, tanned legs that seemed to go on forever. A delicate silver chain adorned her forehead, resting against her long, dark hair that cascaded in loose waves down her back. Her face was striking—sharp cheekbones, full red lips, and eyes that were a piercing, reflective silver, like pools of mercury. On her hands, she wore fingerless gloves made of the same glittering material, tipped with sharp, dark nails.

"I'm not lost," Roger said, his voice echoing, trying to sound more confident than he felt. "I'm just looking for the exit."

"The exit is earned," she said, her lips curving into a smile that didn't quite reach her cold eyes. "The exit is a truth you have to find."

She took a step forward. But as she moved, something impossible happened.

Her reflection in the wall beside her... detached.

It peeled away from the glass like a sticker being pulled off. The reflection stepped out of the mirror and into the room. Now there were two women. Identical. Both smiling. Both wearing the liquid silver dress.
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