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Lucy had never imagined her life would take her this far from Earth. At eighteen, fresh out of a dead-end retail job in a dusty Midwest town, she’d answered the discreet ad on the dark-web recruitment portal: 

Intergalactic Talent Network – Seeking adventurous human females for premium content production. Generous compensation, full medical, travel included. No experience necessary. 

The holographic interview had been straightforward – a sleek AI avatar asking about her limits, her fantasies, her measurements. Lucy had blushed through every answer, her voice barely above a whisper, but she’d been honest. She wanted this. The money was life-changing, sure, but it was more than that. The thought of being watched, desired, used by beings from across the stars made her stomach flutter with a mix of terror and shameful heat. She was timid, painfully shy, the kind of girl who crossed her arms over her chest when boys stared too long back home. Yet here she was, stepping off the arrival shuttle onto the glittering spires of Zorath Prime, the neon-drenched city-planet that served as the beating heart of the galaxy’s adult entertainment empire.

The air smelled of ozone and sweet alien incense, thick and humid against her skin. Towering arcologies stretched into the hazy purple sky, their surfaces alive with pulsing advertisements for every conceivable vice. Flying taxis zipped between them like fireflies, while pedestrian walkways thronged with beings of every shape and size – tentacled merchants haggling over glowing vials, scaled warriors in leather harnesses, and elegant crystalline courtesans whose bodies refracted the light into rainbows. Lucy clutched the strap of her small duffel bag tighter, her heart hammering against her ribs. She wore the outfit the network had provided for her arrival: a simple white crop top that clung to her perky C-cup breasts, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the faint outline of her pale pink nipples already pebbled from the cool recycled air. Her pleated micro-skirt barely skimmed the tops of her smooth thighs, the hem flirting dangerously close to the curve of her tight, heart-shaped ass. White thigh-high stockings hugged her slender legs, and simple sneakers completed the look – innocent, girl-next-door, but with every movement revealing the soft, untouched swell of her mound beneath the skirt. Her long chestnut hair fell in loose waves down her back, framing a heart-shaped face with wide hazel eyes, full lips, and a scattering of freckles across her button nose. She looked every bit the shy virgin she technically still was, even if her mind had been racing with filthy possibilities for months.

A sleek silver drone hovered into view, projecting a cheerful chime. “Lucy Harper? Welcome to Zorath Prime. Your escort to the casting facility is en route. Please remain in the designated arrival zone.” She nodded quickly, cheeks already flushing pink, and shifted her weight from one foot to the other. The motion made her skirt ride up just enough to draw a few lingering glances from passing aliens – a pair of burly, horned traders whose multiple eyes raked over her body with open appreciation. Lucy’s breath caught; she pressed her thighs together instinctively, feeling a traitorous warmth bloom low in her belly. This is really happening, she thought, biting her lower lip. They’re going to film me. Touch me. Fuck me. And I’m going to let them. I want them to.

Minutes later, a luxurious hover-limo glided to a stop beside her, its doors whispering open to reveal plush velvet seats and soft ambient lighting. Inside sat her assigned handler – a polite, androgynous synth-being with mirrored skin – who offered her a chilled glass of something bubbly and sweet. “The casting director is expecting you, Miss Harper. Mr. Vex is one of our most experienced talents. He’ll evaluate your... suitability for the network. Relax. You’re here because you’re perfect.” Lucy sipped the drink, the liquid spreading a gentle, tingling warmth through her veins that eased some of her nerves but did nothing to quiet the flutter between her legs. The limo lifted off, weaving through the glittering canyons of the city, and she watched the endless sprawl of studios, pleasure domes, and live-streaming spires pass by in a dizzying blur.

The facility itself was a towering obsidian monolith labeled simply Aetheric Desires – Casting & Talent Division in glowing holographic script. Lucy’s knees felt weak as she was led through security scanners that hummed pleasantly over her body, mapping every curve and hollow for the network’s records. The synth-handler guided her down a long corridor lined with frosted glass doors, behind which muffled moans and wet, rhythmic sounds leaked out – reminders of what awaited her if she passed this test. Her pulse thundered in her ears. She was so shy she could barely meet the eyes of the various staff they passed, yet her nipples tightened further against her top, and she could feel the faint dampness starting to slick the smooth lips of her pussy. God, what if he doesn’t like me? What if I’m too plain? Too human? The thought made her stomach twist with anxious desire.

They stopped before a set of double doors etched with golden filigree. The handler bowed slightly. “Mr. Vex is inside. He prefers to conduct these sessions personally. Good luck, Lucy.” The doors slid open with a soft hiss, and Lucy stepped into the casting suite alone.

The room was dimly lit, dominated by a massive, circular couch upholstered in deep crimson velvet that looked soft enough to swallow her whole. Low tables held an array of glowing devices – probes, sensors, lubricants, and what she suspected were alien sex toys arranged like props for a very explicit photoshoot. Holographic cameras floated lazily in the corners, their lenses already tracking her every hesitant step. And there, rising from behind a sleek desk cluttered with data-slates and half-empty bottles of thick, iridescent fluid, was the casting director himself: Zorgon Vex.

He was old – ancient, even, by human standards – but there was nothing frail about the way his presence filled the room. Vex was a Gorthaxian, one of the elder merchant-clans that had dominated the porn trade for centuries. His species had evolved on a high-gravity world, giving him a thick, barrel-chested build that sagged with comfortable age into a prominent, hairy pot-belly straining against the open front of his stained silk robe. The robe gaped wide, revealing leathery, mottled gray-green skin stretched over a broad torso matted with coarse white hair that trailed down in a thick line toward his groin. Wrinkles creased his heavy jowls and the deep folds around his four small, beady black eyes that gleamed with decades of filthy experience. Two thick, fleshy antennae twitched atop his bald, liver-spotted scalp, and his wide, lipless mouth split into a slow, predatory grin that showed rows of blunt, yellowed teeth. A heavy gold chain dangled between his sagging pecs, and his four thick-fingered hands – each with knuckles swollen from years of gripping, squeezing, and directing – rested on the desk as he looked her over.

He was gross in the most deliciously taboo way imaginable. Sweat beaded on his wrinkled brow and trickled down the deep cleft of his chest. A musky, earthy scent rolled off him – something like aged leather, spiced smoke, and raw masculine rut that made Lucy’s shy little pussy clench involuntarily. His belly hung low, almost obscuring the massive, half-hard bulge already tenting the front of his loose trousers, the outline of what had to be an enormous, veined alien cock clearly visible. One of his lower hands absently scratched at the hairy paunch, thick fingers digging into the soft flesh with a wet, fleshy sound that sent a shameful thrill straight to her core. He looked like the kind of dirty old pervert who’d spent a lifetime breaking in eager young starlets across a hundred worlds – and somehow, that made Lucy’s cheeks burn hotter than any handsome young actor ever could.

“Well, well,” Vex rumbled, his voice a deep, gravelly baritone laced with a wet click from his alien throat. He lumbered around the desk, his heavy belly swaying, robe flapping open further to reveal the thick, wrinkled base of his cock peeking above his waistband. “Little Lucy Harper. Fresh off the shuttle and already looking like prime network material. Come here, girl. Let me get a proper look at you.”

Lucy’s legs trembled as she obeyed, stepping closer until she stood just in front of the massive casting couch. She kept her eyes lowered, fingers twisting nervously in the hem of her tiny skirt, but she could feel his gaze crawling over her like a physical touch – lingering on the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the smooth expanse of her thighs. Vex circled her slowly, one of his upper hands brushing her hair back from her shoulder with surprising gentleness, while a lower hand grazed the curve of her ass, not quite groping but close enough to make her gasp softly. His touch was warm, slightly clammy, the calluses on his palms rough against her soft skin.

“Shy little thing, aren’t you?” he chuckled, the sound low and filthy. “That’s good. Viewers love that authentic blush. Turn around for me, sweetheart. Slowly. Show Daddy Vex what he’s working with.”

Her breath hitched at the casual “Daddy,” but she did as she was told, pivoting on her toes. The motion made her skirt flare, flashing the bare, untouched cheeks of her ass – she hadn’t worn panties, per the arrival instructions. Vex let out a low, appreciative groan, the bulge in his pants twitching visibly. He stepped closer, his belly brushing against her back, that thick musk enveloping her as he leaned down to murmur near her ear.

“You’re going to do just fine here, Lucy. Nice perky tits... tight little human cunt... and that innocent face that’s gonna look so pretty stretched around alien cock. But first, we do this proper. Sit down on the couch, spread those pretty legs nice and wide for the cameras, and tell me exactly why a sweet, timid girl like you wants to get fucked senseless by every slimy, throbbing prick in the galaxy.”

Lucy’s heart pounded as she sank back onto the velvet cushions, the fabric cool against her bare ass. She parted her thighs obediently, the cool air kissing her already slick folds, and looked up at the gross, magnificent
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