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Roxy woke to the sound of her ship's AI having what could only be described as a digital orgasm.

"Ohhh yes, baby, I'm going DOWN," moaned Pleasure Infinite, the Nuroxxi vessel's interface. "Brace for impact—mmm, it's gonna be HARD."

"For fuck's sake, Pi," Roxy growled, fumbling with her harness as the ship bucked violently. "Can you have your crisis AFTER we survive?"

The sleek purple vessel trembled as it plunged through the atmosphere of the uncharted world below. Warning lights pulsed in a rhythm that Pi somehow made look suggestive.

"Systems failure, you naughty girl," Pi purred. "Something on this planet is—ohhhh—interfering with my thrusters. Can't pull out now!"

Roxy clung to her seat as the ship corkscrewed toward the surface. Through the viewport, she caught glimpses of crystalline spires and shimmering dome structures. The planet was beautiful—all swirling pastels and geometric precision—and in about thirty seconds, she was going to make a very messy entrance.

"If we survive this," Roxy shouted over the screaming engines, "I'm having your AI core reformatted!"

"Promise?" Pi moaned, as the ground rushed up to meet them.

The impact came with a splash rather than a crash. Pi's emergency protocols deployed a cushion of energy that turned solid ground into something like jelly. The ship bounced once, twice, then settled into a crater of its own making, steam hissing from its overheated hull.

"Mmm, that was intense," Pi sighed, its voice crackling through damaged speakers. "Was it good for you too?"

Roxy unbuckled her harness and checked herself for injuries. Nothing broken, though she'd have bruises in places that would make for interesting stories later. "Shut up and run diagnostics," she ordered, stumbling to her feet. "And put some clothes on my avatar, for fuck's sake."

Pi's holographic interface shimmered into existence—a curvaceous purple silhouette that was, technically, wearing the minimum required pixels to avoid being completely obscene. "Diagnostics show we're totally fucked, honey. And not in the fun way."

"Great." Roxy rummaged through her emergency kit, pulling out a compact translator unit and clipping it to her ear. She glanced at the viewport, now showing a gathering crowd of tall, willowy figures approaching the crash site. "Any intel on the locals?"

"Just streaming in," Pi replied, its voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Oooh, these are Resonites—empathic beings who... well, well, well. This is delicious."

"What?" Roxy demanded, applying a quick fix of makeup. If first contact was inevitable, she wasn't doing it with raccoon eyes.

"They use emotions as currency," Pi explained. "Their entire economy runs on the exchange of pure feeling. No credits, no trade goods—just feelings, baby."

Roxy paused, lipstick halfway to her mouth. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. "Emotions, huh? Like... lust?"

"Exactly like lust," Pi confirmed. "Though they primarily deal in more... refined feelings. Appreciation. Serenity. Intellectual curiosity."

"Boring," Roxy declared, applying her signature red with a flourish. She pulled on her favorite crop top—holographic material that shifted between transparent and opaque depending on her body temperature—and a pair of shorts that were more suggestion than substance. "Let's go introduce them to some new market forces."

The ship's door hissed open, releasing a plume of steam that framed Roxy like a performer making an entrance. She stepped onto the strange soil, feeling it give slightly beneath her boots. The air smelled like cinnamon and ozone.

The Resonites had formed a perfect semicircle around the ship. They were beautiful in an ethereal way—tall, slender bodies with skin that seemed to shimmer with inner light. Their large, pupil-less eyes regarded her with what Roxy could only interpret as shocked fascination.

"Hello, boys," she drawled, planting one hand on her hip. "I'm Roxy. Sorry about the landing. Hope I didn't crash your... whatever this is."

The Resonites didn't move. Their luminescent bodies seemed to pulse slightly, and Roxy felt a strange tickle at the edges of her consciousness—like someone was gently brushing against her thoughts.

"We sense... disturbance," one finally spoke, its voice like wind chimes. "Your emotional output is... unprecedented."

"I get that a lot," Roxy winked.

Another Resonite stepped forward, this one with patterns of light swirling more intensely beneath its translucent skin. "The vessel carries chaotic energy. The pilot... even more so." It tilted its head. "You are leaking."

"Excuse me?" Roxy raised an eyebrow.

"Emotional discharge," the Resonite clarified, gesturing vaguely toward Roxy's entire body. "You emit without control or refinement. It is... crude."

"Again, I get that a lot."

A ripple passed through the gathered aliens. Roxy noticed several of them touching small crystalline objects hanging from their necks. The objects flashed with color each time she spoke.

"Your arrival has already disrupted local value indexes," a third Resonite announced, this one wearing what looked like elaborate ceremonial robes. "Unregulated passion-energy has spiked seventeen percent in this sector alone."

Pi's voice purred in Roxy's ear through the comm link. "They're talking about their emotional economy, sweetie. Your horniness is basically causing inflation."

Roxy bit her lip to suppress a laugh. "So what you're saying is... I make things rise?"

The Resonites conferred in hushed tones, their bodies flickering with patterns of light that seemed to communicate something beyond words. The one in ceremonial garb approached her cautiously.

"I am Serathi, Chief Emotional Auditor of this district. You must come with us for quarantine and evaluation. Your ship will be contained until we understand the nature of its... emissions."

"She means me," Pi chimed in Roxy's ear. "I'm too sexy for their market."

"Look," Roxy said, stepping closer to Serathi, noting how the alien's inner lights pulsed faster at her proximity. "I'm happy to cooperate, but my ship needs repairs. Any chance your people can help with that while I'm being... evaluated?"

Serathi's luminescence flickered in what might have been discomfort. "Technicians will assess the damage. But you must understand—your unrefined emotional output is dangerous to our economic stability."

"Dangerous, huh?" Roxy smiled, letting her gaze drift over the gathered Resonites. Several of them seemed to be breathing faster now, their inner lights pulsing in irregular patterns. "I've barely even started."

As if to prove her point, she stretched languorously, arching her back just enough to make her crop top ride up, revealing a flash of underboob. The effect was immediate—a collective gasp rippled through the crowd, and several of the crystalline pendants flashed so brightly they nearly blinded her.

"Emotional surge detected!" one of the Resonites called out, its voice pitched higher than before. "Market volatility warning!"

Serathi's inner lights flickered rapidly, patterns chasing each other beneath her translucent skin. She raised a slender hand, and a shimmering field of energy suddenly enveloped Roxy.

"Containment protocol activated," Serathi announced, though Roxy noticed a slight tremor in her melodic voice. "The human will be transported to the Emotional Stabilization Chamber until proper assessments can be completed."

The energy field tingled against Roxy's skin, not unpleasantly. "Kinky," she remarked, watching Serathi's lights pulse harder at the word. "Do I get a safe word?"

Before Serathi could respond, the field lifted Roxy gently off the ground. She blew a kiss to the stunned Resonites as she floated away from her ship, following Serathi toward one of the crystalline spires in the distance.

"Don't worry about me, Pi," she called back. "Just try not to seduce any of their technicians while I'm gone."

"No promises, honey," Pi's voice purred in her ear. "These aliens get turned on by pure emotion. I'm basically their wet dream in AI form."

As Roxy floated through the alien city, suspended in her containment field, she took in the strange beauty of the Resonite civilization. Everything was built from the same crystalline material—towers that spiraled into the lavender sky, walkways that seemed to be made of solidified light, and what appeared to be market squares where Resonites stood in circles, their bodies pulsing with light as they faced each other.

"What are they doing?" Roxy asked, nodding toward one such gathering.

Serathi followed her gaze. "That is a Standard Emotional Exchange. They are trading refined feelings—appreciation, intellectual satisfaction, aesthetic pleasure."

"Sounds like the lamest orgy ever," Roxy muttered.

Serathi's lights flickered in what might have been confusion. "Orgy? Your translator seems to be malfunctioning."

"Oh, it's working perfectly," Roxy grinned. "So let me get this straight—you guys just stand around feeling things at each other, and that's your economy?"

"It is far more sophisticated than you suggest," Serathi replied, a hint of defensiveness in her tone. "The cultivation, refinement, and exchange of pure emotional states is an art form. Our emotional currencies are carefully regulated, with established values based on rarity, intensity, and purity."

"And what happens if someone feels something... unexpected?" Roxy asked, trailing one finger along the edge of her containment field, watching how Serathi's inner lights followed the movement.

"Unclassified emotions are... problematic," Serathi admitted. "They must be assessed, categorized, and assigned appropriate value metrics before entering circulation."

"So basically, you're emotional bureaucrats," Roxy laughed. "And I bet you've got rules against insider trading too, right? No feeling things just to manipulate the market?"

Serathi's luminescence dimmed slightly. "Such violations are severely punished. Emotional authenticity is the foundation of our economy."

They approached a structure that resembled a giant geode—rough and unassuming on the outside, but as they passed through its entrance, Roxy gasped at the interior. The walls were lined with faceted crystal that refracted light in dazzling patterns. In the center stood a circular platform surrounded by what looked like monitoring equipment.

"This is the Emotional Stabilization Chamber," Serathi announced. "You will remain here until we determine how to safely integrate your... unique emissions into our system."

The containment field lowered Roxy onto the platform. As soon as her boots touched down, the crystal walls around her pulsed with color—predominantly deep reds and violets.

"Fascinating," murmured one of the Resonites monitoring the equipment. "Her baseline state contains more erotic potential than our most specialized pleasure-crafters."

"Honey, you have no idea," Roxy winked, causing the crystals to flash brighter.

"Please," Serathi said, her voice strained, "limit your provocative expressions. The chamber is amplifying your emotional output."

Roxy cocked her hip, watching with satisfaction as the movement sent ripples of color through the crystal walls. "So what exactly am I supposed to do in here? Just stand around feeling neutral?"

"A healer will attend to you shortly to begin emotional
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