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Lucy Harper stood in the center of her new apartment on Zorath Prime, heart hammering like a trapped bird against her ribs. The space was everything the network had promised—sleek, luxurious, and dripping with that same neon-drenched alien decadence that had greeted her on arrival. Floor-to-ceiling holographic windows overlooked the glittering spires of the city-planet, their surfaces cycling through sultry purples and deep crimsons that painted the walls in shifting, intimate shadows. Plush velvet couches in the same deep red as Vex’s casting couch dominated the living area, flanked by low tables stocked with glowing bottles of lubricants, shimmering oils, and discreetly labeled “performance enhancers.” A faint hum of hidden climate controls kept the air warm and humid, thick with the sweet ozone-and-incense scent that seemed to permeate every inch of this world. Recessed lighting cast a soft, golden glow over everything, highlighting the faint dust motes that danced like tiny sparks of anticipation.

But it was the bedroom that made her stomach twist with equal parts dread and shameful heat. She’d spent the night there after her handler dropped her off, tossing and turning on the massive circular bed that dominated the room—big enough for three or four bodies, its black silk sheets cool and slick against her bare skin. Hidden cameras dotted the corners, their lenses dark and waiting, ready to capture every gasp and whimper once filming began. A mirrored ceiling reflected the space back at her, forcing her to confront her own reflection no matter where she stood. The en-suite bathroom had been stocked with every imaginable toy and cleaner, a silent reminder of what she’d committed to... and what was coming.

Lucy paced barefoot across the cool tiles, her long chestnut hair still damp from the shower she’d taken an hour ago. She wore the outfit the network had delivered that morning: a tiny white babydoll nightie that barely skimmed the tops of her smooth thighs, the sheer fabric clinging to her perky C-cup breasts like a second skin. The pale pink of her nipples showed clearly through it, already pebbled from the cool air and the constant, nervous flutter low in her belly. No panties—just the smooth, hairless swell of her mound peeking out whenever she moved, the plump outer lips still faintly puffy from yesterday’s inspection and the memory of Vex’s thick tongue. Her freckled cheeks burned at the thought. She looked every bit the innocent Earth girl they wanted: wide hazel eyes shadowed with shy reluctance, full lips parted on shallow breaths, that heart-shaped face framed by loose waves of chestnut hair. But inside, her timid little pussy clenched around nothing, a fresh trickle of warmth already slicking her folds. Yesterday’s taste of Vex’s thick alien cum still lingered faintly on her tongue no matter how many times she’d rinsed. She was here willingly—credits piling up in her account, body signed away in triplicate—but the reality of what “first collaborator” meant made her thighs press together instinctively.

A soft chime echoed through the apartment, the holographic door panel flashing green. They were here.

Lucy’s breath caught. She smoothed the hem of her nightie down with trembling hands, the motion only flashing more of her tight, heart-shaped ass to the empty room. “Come in,” she called, voice small and shaky, barely above a whisper.

The door hissed open. In lumbered Zorgon Vex first, his massive Gorthaxian bulk filling the frame like a living obscenity. The old alien looked exactly as she remembered—ancient, gross, and impossibly commanding. His stained silk robe hung open over that hairy, sagging pot-belly, coarse white hair matted across his leathery gray-green chest and trailing down toward the heavy bulge already stirring in his loose trousers. Sweat glistened on his wrinkled jowls and the deep folds of his four beady black eyes, antennae twitching atop his bald scalp as he grinned with those blunt yellowed teeth. The musky reek of him—aged leather, spiced smoke, and raw rut—rolled in ahead of him, making Lucy’s knees weak. One of his lower hands idly scratched at the hairy paunch, the fleshy sound wet and obscene in the quiet apartment.

“Little Lucy,” he rumbled, gravelly baritone laced with that wet click. “Right on time and looking like fresh-fucked sin already. Good girl. Knew you’d clean up pretty.” His four eyes raked over her barely covered body, lingering on the way her nipples strained against the sheer fabric and the faint damp spot already darkening the front of her nightie where her pussy lips pressed against it. He lumbered inside, belly swaying, and clapped two thick hands together. “Brought your first co-star. Figured we’d keep it intimate for the big deflowering. Let the viewers see every shy little tear and gush up close.”

Behind him stepped the collaborator, and Lucy’s hazel eyes widened despite herself. He was young—maybe twenty-five in human years, though alien aging was impossible to guess—but built like a predator sculpted for pleasure. A Viraxian, according to the quick holo-brief her handler had sent last night. Tall and lean-muscled, easily seven feet, with smooth emerald-green skin that shimmered with faint iridescent scales under the apartment lights. Sharp, angular features carved his face: high cheekbones, a strong jaw, and a mouth full of slightly pointed teeth that flashed in a predatory smile. Two thick, curling horns swept back from his temples, obsidian-black and gleaming. His glowing amber eyes locked onto her immediately, hungry and appraising, framed by a mane of sleek black hair that fell to his broad shoulders. He wore nothing but tight black leather pants that hugged powerful thighs and the very obvious, thick outline of an already half-hard cock snaking down one leg—ridged, she could tell even through the material, with a slight bulge at the base that promised a knot. A long, sinuous tail flicked lazily behind him, tipped with a soft, spade-shaped end that looked almost... teasing. Shirtless, his torso was a masterpiece of alien physiology: defined abs rippling under scaled skin, broad chest dusted with fine black markings that trailed down toward his groin like an arrow pointing to what would ruin her.

“Jaxor Kane,” Vex introduced with a filthy chuckle, one meaty hand clapping the younger alien on the shoulder. “Fresh talent, but he’s got a reputation for eating human pussy like it’s his last meal. Loves making shy little virgins scream on his tongue before he splits them open. Isn’t that right, boy?”

Jaxor’s amber eyes never left Lucy’s face as he stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating toward her. His scent was different from Vex’s—cleaner, sharper, like ozone and sweet musk with an undercurrent of raw male need. “That’s right,” he purred, voice a smooth, velvety growl that vibrated straight to her clit. “Heard you’re still untouched, little human. That tight virgin cunt’s gonna look so pretty stretched around me. But first...” His tail curled forward, the soft spade tip brushing feather-light along her bare thigh, making her gasp. “I’m gonna taste every inch. Make you beg before I breed you proper for the cameras.”

Lucy’s cheeks flamed crimson. She crossed her arms over her chest instinctively, the motion only pushing her perky tits higher, nipples aching against the sheer nightie. Her pussy fluttered traitorously, a fresh gush of slick coating her inner thighs as she stared up at the towering Viraxian. He was beautiful in the most terrifying way—young, virile, built to dominate. Yesterday’s gross old director had already broken her shyness a little, made her swallow his load like a good girl, but this one... this one looked like he’d enjoy wrecking her slowly, savoring every reluctant whimper. The thought made her stomach clench with anxious heat. She was so timid she could barely meet those glowing amber eyes, yet her body betrayed her, nipples tightening further, that shy little cunt already weeping for what was coming.

Vex lumbered past them both, his heavy footsteps thudding toward the bedroom door. “Enough flirting. Cameras are already synced to the apartment grid—network wants this raw and real. Strip down when you’re ready, Lucy. We’ll start with Jaxor warming that pretty pussy up on his tongue. Viewers eat that shit up.” He pushed the bedroom door open wider, the black silk bed coming into full view under the mirrored ceiling. “In here, kids. Let’s get you comfortable. Lucy, on the bed. Legs spread nice and wide for your new co-star. Daddy Vex wants to see how wet that virgin slit gets just from looking at him.”

Her legs trembled as she followed, the two aliens flanking her like wolves herding prey. The bedroom air felt thicker, heavier with promise. She climbed onto the massive circular bed on shaky knees, the silk cool against her skin as she knelt there
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