
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Breeding Tower: The Complete Series

        

        
        
          Breeding Tower, Volume 0

        

        
        
          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: THE COMPLETE SERIES

    

    
      First edition. December 2, 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 1
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The air in the recruitment office was stale, recycled too many times through industrial vents. It smelled of cheap coffee, nervous sweat, and the ozone tang of old photocopiers.

Roger sat in the leather chair, his knee bouncing with a restless, kinetic energy he couldn't quite suppress. He drummed his fingers on the armrest—tap, tap, tap—a staccato rhythm that echoed the ticking of the clock on the wall. He checked his watch. He’d been waiting ten minutes.

The door opened.

A man walked in. He didn't look like a recruiter. He looked like money.

He wore a suit that cost more than Roger’s car—charcoal grey, tailored to a razor’s edge. His hair was silver, perfectly coiffed, and his eyes were the color of ice chips. He didn't carry a file. He didn't carry anything.

"Mr. Roger," the man said, his voice smooth as aged whiskey. He didn't offer a hand. He walked around the massive mahogany desk and sat down, steepling his fingers. "Thank you for coming on such short notice."

Roger leaned back, trying to look relaxed, though his muscles were coiled tight. "You said this was urgent. And lucrative. I’m listening."

"It is both," the Official said. He pressed a button on the desk, and a holographic display flickered to life in the air between them. It showed a spinning wireframe model of a building. It was enormous—a monolith of black glass and steel piercing the clouds.

"This is the Tower," the Official said. "It is a... private research facility. A gauntlet, if you will."

"Research?" Roger raised an eyebrow. "I'm ex-infantry, not a lab rat. Unless you need someone to guard it, I think you have the wrong guy."

"We have plenty of guards," the Official dismissed with a wave of his hand. "We need a Candidate. Someone with your specific genetic profile. High testosterone. Aggressive. Resilient. And, judging by your financial records... desperate."

Roger’s jaw tightened. He didn't like being read. "Cut to the chase. What's the job?"

"The job is to climb," the Official said. "Ten floors. Each floor is a unique environment designed to test a specific facet of your... virility. Your endurance. Your dominance. Your ability to adapt."

He swiped his hand, and the hologram zoomed in on the different levels. They were labeled with cryptic names: The Office. The Gym. The Garden. The Apex...

"You clear a floor," the Official continued, "and a deposit is made into an offshore account in your name. You clear the Tower... and you walk away with enough wealth to buy a small island."

He pushed a thick contract across the desk.

Roger looked at the paper. The numbers were staggering. It was retirement money. It was 'fuck you' money.

"And what exactly am I 'clearing'?" Roger asked, picking up the heavy black pen. Ideally, he’d read the fine print, but his bank account was currently in the red. "You want me to fight something? Run an obstacle course?"

"In a manner of speaking," the Official said, a small, cryptic smile playing on his lips. "We are testing biological compatibility. We are looking for a Founder. An Alpha."

Roger snorted. "So, you want a stud horse."

"We want a King," the Official corrected softly. "But the Tower is not a brothel, Mr. Roger. It is a crucible. Each floor has parameters. Rules. If you break them, the floor rejects you. If you fail to perform, you are ejected. And if you are ejected... you leave with nothing."

Roger looked at the man. He looked at the hologram. He felt a familiar buzz in his blood—the adrenaline of a mission. He’d been gym-ratting for three months since his discharge, bored out of his mind, craving action. If this was just about sex—about proving he was the "Alpha"—he was going to crush it. It sounded too good to be true, which meant it probably was, but he didn't care.

"Where do I start?"

The Official pointed to a seamless metal door that had appeared in the wall behind Roger. "The elevator is waiting. Good luck, Candidate."



Roger stood up. He adjusted his jacket, feeling the weight of the contract in his pocket. He walked to the metal door. It slid open with a pneumatic hiss.

The elevator was small, lined with polished steel mirrors. There were no buttons. As soon as he stepped in, the doors sealed shut, cutting off the stale air of the office. The car began to move.

It didn't rattle. It hummed with a low, expensive vibration that he felt in the soles of his boots. He watched the floor numbers tick up on a digital display above the door. B1... L... 1.

Roger rolled his shoulders, loosening the tension in his neck. He checked his reflection. Tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair cut short. He looked the part. He told himself this was easy money. Just stay focused, follow the rules, and get paid.

Ding.

The doors opened.

It wasn't a hallway. It was a penthouse lounge straight out of a billionaire's fantasy.

The air hit him first—warm, humid, and scented with jasmine, vanilla, and something darker, muskier. The lighting was low and golden, coming from hidden sconces that cast soft, flattering shadows on the heavy velvet curtains lining the walls. The floor was covered in a thick, plush crimson carpet that swallowed the sound of his boots completely.

In the center of the room, on a low glass table, sat a small device. It was a pyramid made of frosted glass, glowing with a faint, pulsing white light. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. Like a slow heartbeat.

"Welcome, Roger."

The voice came from the shadows near the floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked the city lights.

Roger turned.

She was stunning. She was the kind of woman who stopped traffic. Tall, with the kind of hourglass figure that was usually the result of Photoshop, but here, in the flesh, it was terrifyingly real.

She wore a dress of crimson silk that clung to her body like liquid fire. It was backless, held up by impossibly thin spaghetti straps, with a neckline that plunged dangerously low, revealing the heavy, soft swell of her breasts. They were pushed together, pale and inviting. A slit in the skirt went all the way to her hip, flashing a long, smooth, stocking-clad leg as she walked toward him.

She had dark hair that fell in loose, glossy waves over her shoulders and eyes the color of warm honey.

"I'm Elena," she said, extending a hand. Her skin was flawless, her nails manicured a deep, blood red.

Roger took her hand. He expected a firm, businesslike handshake. Instead, she turned his hand over and pressed a lingering kiss to his palm. Her lips were hot. Her tongue darted out for a split second, tasting his skin.

Roger shivered. "You're the... examiner?"

"I'm the hostess," she purred. She stepped closer, invading his personal space. Her scent—jasmine and expensive perfume—flooded his senses. "This is the Reception Floor. We want to make sure you're comfortable before the real work begins. We want you... relaxed."

She placed a hand on his chest. She could feel his heart beating through his shirt.

"You feel strong," she murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of his pectoral muscle. "Solid. Dense. The Tower likes that."

"I'm ready for whatever you've got," Roger said, a smirk playing on his lips. His confidence was surging. If this was the test, he was going to ace it.

"Are you?" Elena smiled. It was a knowing smile, older than her face. "Then let's get you out of these heavy clothes. You won't need armor here."

She didn't rip his clothes off. She took her time. It was a slow, deliberate stripping of his defenses.

Elena turned him around gently. She pushed his jacket off his shoulders, letting it slide down his arms and fall to the floor with a soft thump. She began to unbutton his shirt, starting from the top. Her knuckles grazed his skin with every movement, sending tiny electric shocks across his chest.

"Relax," she whispered against his ear, her breath hot. "You're so tense. Your muscles are like rocks. You think this is a fight?"

"I think it's a test," Roger said, forcing his shoulders to drop.

"It is," she agreed. She pulled his shirt tails out of his pants and slid the garment off his arms. She tossed it aside. She ran her hands down his bare chest, her palms cool against his heat. She circled his nipples with her thumbs, teasing them until they hardened into pebbles. "But the test here isn't about fighting. It's about yielding. It's about letting go of control. Let me take care of you."

She knelt in front of him.

Roger looked down. The view was incredible. Her cleavage was on full display, her breasts pressing together as she reached for his belt buckle. He could see the dark shadow between them.

She undid the belt. Click. The sound of the leather sliding through the loops was loud in the quiet room. She popped the button of his jeans and slowly lowered the zipper. Zzzzzzt.

Roger’s cock was already semi-hard, straining against the cotton of his boxer briefs. The visual of her on her knees, serving him, was potent.

Elena hummed, a sound of approval vibrating in her throat. "Promising. Very promising."

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his pants and underwear. She pulled them down together, peeling them off his hips, down his thighs, past his knees.

Roger stepped out of them. He kicked his shoes away.

He stood naked in the center of the luxurious room, fully erect now. His cock was heavy, thick, and twitching with anticipation. It pointed straight at her face.

Elena didn't touch it yet. She just looked. She inspected him like he was a piece of fine art she was considering purchasing. Her eyes traced the veins, the head, the heavy sac beneath.

"Beautiful," she whispered.

She glanced at the device on the table. The white light was pulsing a little faster now. Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

"The device tracks your arousal," Elena explained, her eyes still fixed on his groin. "And mine. When the light turns green, the floor is cleared. It registers satisfaction. Hormonal spikes. Volume."

"Volume?" Roger asked.

"We need to know you can produce," she said, looking up at him through her lashes. "But to turn it green... we have to reach a certain level of intensity. No quickies."

"That shouldn't be hard," Roger said, reaching down to touch her hair.

She caught his hand. "No touching yet. Rule number one of the Reception: You let me serve. You stand there and take it."

Elena leaned forward. She didn't take him in her mouth immediately. She breathed on him.

Her hot, moist breath washed over the sensitive head of his cock. Roger’s hips bucked involuntarily. It was agonizingly good.

She smiled. She extended her tongue—long, pink, and wet.

She licked the very tip. Just once. Like a cat lapping cream.

"Fuck," Roger breathed, his hands curling into fists at his sides.

She licked up the underside, tracing the prominent vein all the way to the root. She used her hands to cup his balls, fondling them gently, weighing them in her palms. She squeezed lightly, testing the density.

"So full," she murmured. "You've been saving this for us, haven't you? You're backed up."

She opened her mouth. She wrapped her lips around the head.

It was warm, wet, and tight. She swirled her tongue around the head, teasing the frenulum—that sensitive strip of skin underneath. She didn't go deep yet. She focused on the most sensitive part, bobbing her head slowly.

Slurp. Slurp.

The sound was erotic, wet and sloppy, echoing in the silence. Roger looked down, watching her red lips stretch around his girth. He felt like a king. This was easy. This was paradise. If the whole Tower was like this, he’d stay forever.

Elena began to take more of him. She slid down, taking two inches, three inches. Her throat was open, relaxing to accommodate him. She increased the pace. Her hand moved to the base, pumping in rhythm with her mouth.

Roger’s breathing grew ragged. He wanted to grab her head and fuck her face, but he remembered her rule. Let her serve.

She sucked harder, creating a vacuum that pulled at his groin. She hummed against his shaft, the vibration driving him crazy.

He looked at the device. It was glowing brighter, a soft pinkish hue starting to bleed into the white. It was registering his pleasure.

"I'm getting close," Roger warned, his voice rough and guttural. "Elena..."

She pulled off instantly with a wet pop.

She looked up at him, a string of saliva connecting her lip to his cock. "Not yet," she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "We don't waste it on the carpet. We put it where it belongs. The Tower needs a deposit."

She stood up. She turned around and walked toward a large, velvet chaise lounge near the window. She looked back over her shoulder, swaying her hips.

"Come here."

Roger followed her. He felt like a predator stalking prey, but deep down, he knew he was being led on a leash.

Elena lay back on the chaise. She hiked her crimson dress up to her waist. She wasn't wearing panties.

Her legs fell open. She was wet—glistening with clear fluid that shone in the dim light. Her pussy was pink, neat, and inviting. She ran a finger along her slit, spreading the moisture, opening herself up for him.

"I want you inside me," she said. "But I want you to go slow. Make it last. Make me feel it."

Roger climbed onto the chaise. He positioned himself between her spread legs. He grabbed her thighs, feeling the soft, warm skin under his rough hands. He spread her wider.

He lined himself up. The head of his cock brushed against her wetness.

He pushed in.

She was tight, but yielding. The sensation of entering her was electric. The wet heat enveloped him, squeezing him from all sides. It felt like coming home.

"Oh god," Roger groaned, sinking in to the hilt.

"Yes," Elena hissed, her head falling back against the cushions, exposing her throat. "Fill me up. Stretch me."

Roger started to move. He wanted to pound her, to show her his strength, but she wrapped her long legs around his waist and squeezed. It was a gentle restriction, slowing him down, forcing him into a rhythm.

"Slowly," she commanded softly. "Feel every inch. Let the device read us."

He obeyed. He withdrew almost all the way, until just the head was inside, then slowly glided back in. The friction was exquisite. He could feel the ridges of her interior gripping him.

She reached up and caressed his chest, her nails lightly scratching his pecs, tracing the muscles. "You're doing so well," she praised him. "Such a good candidate. So big. So strong. The Tower chose well."

The praise hit him harder than he expected. It fed his ego. It made him want to please her, to be the best she’d ever had.

He leaned down and kissed her. Her mouth tasted like his own pre-cum. They made out, tongues wrestling, while their hips moved in a slow, grinding rhythm.

Roger looked at the device on the table. It was pulsing a vibrant ORANGE now.

"I need more," Roger growled against her lips. "I need to go faster."

"Then take it," Elena whispered. "Sit up."

She uncrossed her legs. Roger sat back on his heels, still inside her. Elena sat up, using her core strength to rise and meet him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him again.

Now they were chest to chest, joined at the groin.

She began to bounce on him. She controlled the depth. She ground her clit against his pubic bone with every downward stroke.

"That's it," she moaned. "Right there."

Roger grabbed her hips. He helped her move. He thrust upward to meet her. Slap. Slap. Slap. The pace increased. The wet sounds of their sex filled the room. Her breasts rubbed against his chest, her nipples hard.

"I can feel you," she whispered in his ear, biting the lobe. "You're hitting deep. You're touching my womb. You're going to plant it deep, aren't you?"

The mention of her womb triggered something primal in Roger. The goal wasn't just to cum; it was to breed. To claim. To leave something behind.

"Yeah," he grunted. "I'm gonna fill you."

"Wait," she panted, pressing a palm flat against his heaving chest to pause him. "Not yet. I want to see it."

She reached down between their sweating bodies. With two fingers, she grabbed her own slick pussy lips and spread them wide, stretching the pink flesh taut around his thick, buried shaft.

"Look," she commanded, her voice husky. "Look at how perfectly you plug me."

Roger looked down. The sight was obscene and mesmerizing. He was stretching her open, his dark, veined shaft disappearing into her glistening, wet heat. A ring of white foam—his pre-cum mixed with her juices—bubbled around the connection.

"I'm going to milk you," she whispered.

She didn't move her hips. Instead, she clenched her internal muscles. Roger gasped as he felt her pussy tighten around him like a fist, rippling from the entrance all the way down to his tip. She squeezed, held it, and then released, creating a suction that nearly dragged the soul out of him.

"See?" she teased, watching his eyes roll back. "I've got you. I own it."

She let go of her lips, letting them snap back to hug him tight.

"Now," she hissed, wrapping her ankles firmly behind his back to pull him down. "Break me."

"I'm going to finish," he warned.

"Do it," Elena challenged, her eyes wide and dilated. "Give it to me. Put it all inside. Don't spill a drop."

Roger let go of his control. He hammered into her. Fast, brutal strokes. He watched her body shake with every impact. Her breasts jiggled, threatening to spill out of the dress completely.

"Yes! Yes! Harder!" she screamed.

The device was flashing a bright, almost blinding YELLOW.

Roger felt the climax building in his balls. It was heavy, demanding. It felt different than usual—more urgent, more voluminous.

"I'm cumming!" he roared, his voice cracking with the sheer force of the urge.

He didn't pull out. He didn't hesitate. He grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh until he found purchase on her pelvic bone, and he drove himself as deep as anatomically possible. He bottomed out against the entrance to her womb, grinding his pubic bone against her clit, creating a tight, pressurized seal that promised nothing would escape.

He exploded.

It started as a burning knot at the base of his spine and erupted outward. He pumped hot, thick ropes of semen deep into her body. It wasn't just a release; it was a deluge. He felt the fluid rushing through his urethra, high-pressure jets that coated her cervix, searching for a way in.

"YES!" Elena screamed, her head thrashing against the velvet cushions.

Her orgasm hit her simultaneously, triggered by the feeling of his warm seed flooding her insides. Her eyes rolled back into her head, her mouth hanging open in a silent gasp of ecstasy before a ragged wail tore from her throat.

"Oh god! Oh god! It’s so much!"

Her body went rigid, then convulsed. Her internal muscles clamped down on his shaft like a fist, rippling and squeezing in a rhythmic, milking motion that dragged even more out of him. She was trying to suck him dry, to pull every single drop of genetic material straight into her uterus.

"Breed me!" she begged, her nails raking down his back, leaving red trails. "Fill me up! Knock me up right now! Make me a mother!"

Roger groaned, burying his face in the crook of her neck, biting her skin as the aftershocks rocked him. He kept thrusting, short, spasming jerks that forced the load deeper. He felt like he was pouring his soul into her. The sensation of emptying his balls completely into a woman who was begging for it was intoxicating.

"Take it," he growled against her sweat-slicked skin. "Take every drop."

"Yes! Yes! Paint my womb!" Elena sobbed, her legs locking around his waist, ankles crossed to trap him and the fluid inside. "I can feel it! It’s so warm! You’re stretching me full!"

The device on the table flashed rapidly—yellow, then white—before settling into a blinding, solid GREEN.

He held her there for a long time, twitching, letting gravity and the seal of their bodies do the work. He could feel her pulse fluttering around his cock, her walls still fluttering in the afterglow, soaking him up like a sponge. They were glued together by sweat and seed, a perfect biological lock.

Roger collapsed on top of her, his breathing ragged. He felt drained but incredibly satisfied. His ego was through the roof. He had come in here, dominated this beautiful woman, and cleared the floor. He was the man.

Ding.

A soft, melodic chime sounded.

Roger rolled off Elena. He looked at the table.

The glass pyramid was glowing a steady, brilliant GREEN.

"Floor cleared," Elena whispered, her voice returning to that professional, smooth tone.

She sat up. She didn't look messy; she looked radiant. She adjusted her dress, covering her breasts, though a trickle of white fluid leaked from between her legs onto the velvet chaise. She didn't wipe it. She let it stay.

"You did well," she said. "Your performance has been logged. Viability is high. You have... potential."

She stood up and walked to a panel on the wall. It slid open to reveal a sleek metal door. 

"This was just the warm-up," she said, turning to him. There was a new look in her eye—something almost pitying. "The Reception is about making you feel welcome. The upper floors... they aren't so kind. They will demand more."

Roger stood up. He found his clothes scattered on the floor and pulled them on quickly. He felt cocky. He buttoned his shirt halfway.

"If they're anything like this," he said, zipping his fly, "I'm going to breeze through. Easy money."

Elena smiled. It was a sad smile. "We'll see."

She gestured to the door.

Roger walked past her. He paused at the door.

"Thanks for the welcome," he said, winking. "Tell the boss to get the check ready."

He stepped into the elevator.

"Good luck, Candidate," Elena whispered.

The steel doors slid shut, sealing with a pressurized hiss.

Instantly, the warmth of the lounge was cut off. The smell of jasmine and vanilla vanished, replaced by cool, recirculated air that smelled faintly of ozone and antiseptic. The silence was sudden and absolute.

Roger leaned back against the mirrored wall, watching the digital display flicker from 1 to 2. He checked his reflection—hair mussed, lips swollen, chest flushed. He looked like a man who had just conquered the world.

He grinned at himself.

"Piece of cake," he muttered.

The elevator hummed, pulling him upward, away from the soft luxury and straight toward the cold, hard lights of the Office.
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The elevator ascended smoothly, the hum of the machinery barely audible. Roger rolled his shoulders, shaking off the lingering relaxation from the First Floor. That had been easy. Too easy. If the rest of the Tower was just luxurious lounges and eager women, he was going to walk away with the prize money without breaking a sweat.

The bell chimed. The doors slid open.

The atmosphere hit him instantly. It wasn’t warm or inviting. It was sterile.

Roger stepped out onto plush, grey industrial carpet. The air smelled of ozone, cleaning chemicals, and cold coffee. Floor-to-ceiling glass walls lined the perimeter, offering a dizzying view of the city skyline below, but the blinds were half-drawn, slicing the sunlight into harsh strips.

Rows of glass cubicles stretched out before him. Every desk was perfectly organized—papers stacked, monitors dark, chairs pushed in. But there were no people. The silence was oppressive. It felt like a place where noise was forbidden.

Roger walked down the central aisle. His footsteps were swallowed by the carpet.

At the far end of the room, standing in front of a large set of double doors, a woman waited.

She didn’t smile. She didn’t pose. She stood with her feet shoulder-width apart, checking a slim silver watch on her wrist.

She was severe. Beautiful, but sharp. Her dark hair was pulled back into a bun so tight it pulled at the corners of her eyes, emphasizing her high cheekbones and the cold, calculating gaze behind her thin-rimmed glasses.

Her outfit was pure corporate power. A white blouse, crisp and starched, was buttoned all the way to her neck. It was fitted, tailored to an inch of its life, struggling to contain a heavy, natural chest. The fabric strained against the buttons, creating gaps that hinted at black lace underneath. Her pencil skirt was black and high-waisted, clinging to wide, fertile hips and thick thighs before tapering down to her knees. Below the hem, her legs were clad in sheer black pantyhose, ending in red-soled stiletto heels that looked like weapons.

Roger approached her, putting on his best charming grin. He stuck his hands in his pockets, relaxed.

Roger approached her, putting on his best charming grin. He stuck his hands in his pockets, relaxed.

"So, are you the welcoming committee?" he asked, his tone casual as he eyed her up and down. "Or should I just call you Boss?"

The woman didn't look up immediately. She tapped the face of her watch. Then, slowly, she raised her eyes. They were ice blue and completely unimpressed.

"You are three minutes behind schedule, Candidate," she said. Her voice was crisp, articulate, and devoid of warmth.

"Traffic was murder," Roger joked, stepping closer. "But I'm here now. Ready to get to work."

She stared at him. She didn't blink. "Stand up straight."

Roger frowned. "Excuse me?"

"Take your hands out of your pockets," she ordered. "Stand up straight. Feet together. Chin up."

Roger chuckled, shaking his head. "Look, I get the roleplay. You're the strict manager, I'm the employee. But let's skip the orientation. We both know why I'm here."

He took another step forward, reaching out to touch her arm. He wanted to break that icy exterior, see if she melted like the woman on the first floor.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
fBREEDING TOWER!

THE CO‘MPL'ETE
.. SERIE&

( MORANA NOCTURNE 1





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.jpg
,BEEEPH«JG TOWERy





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png
(BREEDING TOWER}





