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Chapter 1

The door opened, revealing Remy in tiny red shorts, a visor, and a white T-shirt tied to show off her bare midriff.

“Pizza Sluts” was written on the shirt in bright ruby letters, and Remy held a thin, rectangular box in the palm of her right hand.

“Pizza delivery for a Mr. T-69!” she announced in a chipper voice.

The large robot loomed in the doorway. “Affirmative, I ordered a large pineapple pizza. Please come in so I can give you the tip.”

He stepped aside, and Remy entered, her hips swishing provocatively. The shorts were so small they barely contained her curvy butt. It was screaming at Remy to let it pop out and be free. Free to be fucked! Her butt really had a mind of its own.

“You may place the pizza there,” T-69 said, pointing to the reception desk.

“Sure thing!” Remy plopped the box down.

“Cut!” Sam shouted. She peeked from behind her phone. She was wearing black glasses, which gave her a sexy, geeky look. Exactly the kind of look Remy always fell for.

“What’s wrong?” Remy asked.

“You’re the slutty pizza girl,” Sam explained. “You don’t just plop it down. You bend over and show the camera your super-hot ass that’s about to burst out of your shorts.”

“Sorry!” Remy replied adorably. “I’ve never been a sexy pizza girl before.”

“Slutty pizza girl,” Sam corrected.

“What’s the difference?”

“Slutty pizza girls fuck all their customers.”

“Oh, right. I’ll do it better this time, Miss Director!” Remy had agreed to let Sam shoot a porn of her and T-69. She still couldn’t believe she was doing it, but watching the video Sam took of the robot fucking her against the window yesterday had made her especially randy. And apparently had opened the door to her exhibitionist side even more.

And what was more classic in porn than a pizza delivery scene? Of course, this one had a sci-fi twist since a horny robot was ordering the pizza. Remy didn’t think T-69 could actually eat pizza, or any other food, but it’s not like porn movies had to make sense.

“Okay, let’s take it right before you put the pizza down,” Sam told her.

Remy nodded and got into position.

“Action!”

Remy the Pizza Girl placed the box on the desk, bending over in an exaggerated way and sticking her ass out at the camera. She felt the bottom of her ass cheeks peek out from her shorts. She was sure Sam would like this shot better.

She stayed bent over longer than necessary, remembering Sam had mentioned that viewers would be obsessed with her ass and would want to linger on it. Wait a minute? Viewers? Was Sam planning to show this to other people? Was she going to use it to raise money to fund her crazy sex research? Remy thought they were just making it for their own personal viewing pleasure. And, well, maybe they could show the aliens and Bigfoot. The grays had already watched a bunch of Earth porn, so they would be happy to see Remy starring in one. Especially after they had basically made an alien porn of her when she was on their ship. She still didn’t know if that recording was being sent around the galaxy. When she met more aliens, would her reputation as an Earth slut precede her?

She turned around to face T-69, trying to remember her next line. She had her shirt tied so it smooshed her boobs together and made them look even bigger than normal. That’s how all slutty pizza girls wore their uniforms. “Thanks for ordering from Pizza Sluts! I hope you find it tasty.”

“Affirmative. I find you very tasty.” A panel opened on T-69’s crotch, and one of his huge prosthetic dicks emerged.

“Oh my goodness!” Remy gasped like an innocent girl who had never seen a robot cock before. Which wasn’t a stretch. A few days ago, she was an innocent girl who had never fucked aliens, robots, or cryptids. She still couldn’t believe she had participated in so many wild sex sessions over the past week. “What is that?” She pointed dramatically at the metallic penis that kept growing before her eyes.

“I said I would give you the tip,” he responded. “Though I will be giving you much more than that.”

Remy doubled over in laughter.

“Cut!” Sam yelled again. “Remy, you’re not supposed to laugh at T-69’s dick. You’ll hurt his feelings.”

“Oh no! I’m sorry, T-69. That’s not why I’m laughing. Your dick is awesome! It’s because of Sam’s terrible puns and goofy dialogue.”

The goofy scientist put her hands on her hips. “Hey! My dialogue is excellent, and everyone loves sexy puns.” Sam wore shorts of her own, almost as tiny as Remy’s, and a gray off-the-shoulder shirt that made her look very appealing. Of course, Remy always found Sam appealing. That’s why she agreed to kooky things like starring in porn videos.

“You love sexy puns because you’re a sexy goofball,” Remy teased.

“Thank you! Now, let’s do that line again. Remember, naughty actresses get punished by their directors when they keep messing up.”

“That just makes me want to mess up more.”

“Oh, um, how about actresses who are good girls and get all their lines right get naughty punishment from their directors?”

Remy raised her fist in the air. “Now I’m motivated!” She loved getting sexy discipline from the sexy scientist.

Sam began recording, and T-69 gave his corny pun again.

Remy raised her hand to her mouth in shock. “You mean, y… you want to fuck me?”

“Affirmative. It’s part of your pizza girl contract.”

“It is?”

“Yes. Please refer to the Rules and Regulations section of PizzaSluts.com.”

Remy opened a laptop that was on the desk and remembered to bend over while she typed. She could feel Sam’s breath on her butt and knew her director was doing a close-up of her ass. She tried to stay focused, knowing ass close-ups were required of all porn stars. Wait a minute, she wasn’t really a porn star. She was just appeasing Sam. But she was kind of enjoying it. It was fun to playact a sexy scene with a big, hunky robot.

She pretended to type in the web address, and a screen advertising Pizza Sluts came up. Sam had mocked up a fake website to use in the video. She was very talented. Especially at making Remy cum!

Remy scrolled down the screen until she got to the appropriate part of the rules. Sam moved her camera over Remy’s shoulder to show the viewers what it said.

Remy read off the screen. “All employees of Pizza Sluts are required to fuck the customer if the delivery takes longer than ten minutes.”

“You took twelve minutes and 22 seconds to deliver my pizza,” T-69 informed her.

“But it’s impossible to deliver a pizza that quickly, unless you live right next door to the shop.”

“Correct. That means you will be engaged in a lot of fucking.”

Remy sighed. “I knew I should have read over that contract more carefully.”

“You are not finished reading.” The robot pointed at the screen. “And I am not finished staring at your ass.”

“Oops, sorry.” Remy bent over again, wiggling her butt for the mechanical voyeur. She scrolled down a bit more. “All Pizza Slut girls must let the customer fuck them in whatever hole they desire for a minimum of thirty minutes.”

Remy stood up. “Thirty minutes isn’t too bad.”

T-69 bent her forward again. “Keep reading.”

“Sorry! Please enjoy looking at my wiggling booty.” Remy shook it even more, trying to appease her unsatisfied customer. She noticed one last part of the rules. “However, every time the customer makes the Pizza Slut cum, that customer may fuck the girl for another thirty minutes.”

She stood up, then bent down immediately, remembering T-69 hadn’t told her he was finished ogling her ass. “But that means you can fuck me for an indefinite amount of time if you keep making me cum.”

“Affirmative. I am very good at making sluts cum.”

“Yikes! Who makes these rules?”

The robot spun Remy around to face him, holding her in his strong arms. “A very wise human who knows how to operate a successful business.”

Remy nodded. According to the backstory Sam had come up with, Remy’s character decided to work for Pizza Sluts because she heard how well they paid, and it was the only way she could afford college. That wasn’t that far off from Remy’s real life. She had taken the job with Sam to help pay for college, never realizing it would entail her being a sex toy for Sam’s kooky inventions. Remy could definitely relate to her character.

Remy trembled. “Um, well, I do really want to make customers happy.”

“Good. Then remove your clothing.”

Remy had trembled in character a moment ago. Now she was trembling for real. She was about to get fully naked in the video. And then was going to fuck T-69. That was a lot different from wearing a slutty pizza girl outfit and making sexy innuendos. Of course, she had been pounded by her robot lover yesterday. And there were people watching that live. At least here, Sam was the only one who would see Remy’s sluttiness.

“Okay, cut!” Sam said. “That was amazing!”

“Really?” Remy asked, worried she hadn’t done a good job.

“Fuck, yeah! You’re a natural.” She smooched Remy on the cheek.

“Oh, thanks! It’s fun being a porn star. I mean, um…”

Sam giggled. “I think it’s fun that you’re a porn star too.”

Remy wrinkled her nose. “You’re so funny. But this is only for us to watch, right?”

“Right. Well, and T-69.”

“Affirmative. I enjoy watching videos where Remy the Slut submits to me.”

Remy blushed. “Oh, um, thanks, T-69. You’re a good co-star.”

“Yeah, great job!” Sam told her creation.

“I am glad I can help you turn your girlfriend into a helpless slut, Dr. Shen.”

“Hey!” Remy complained. “Sam, is that what you told him to do?”

“Hehe, well, you know I programmed him to turn all






































