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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 regulation therapy," Serathi explained. "In the meantime, please attempt to maintain calm."

"Calm isn't really my specialty," Roxy replied, stretching her arms above her head, fully aware of how the movement made her crop top ride up. The crystals pulsed in response, and she noticed several Resonite technicians averting their gaze. "But I'll try not to crash your whole economy before dinner."

Serathi's inner lights flickered in what might have been the Resonite equivalent of an eye-roll. "I will return to check on your progress. The containment field remains active—please do not attempt to leave the platform."

As Serathi and most of the technicians filed out, Roxy explored the limits of her new prison. The containment field extended about three feet in every direction from the platform—enough room to move around, but not to reach the walls or door. One Resonite remained, ostensibly to monitor the equipment, though Roxy noticed its lights pulsing faster whenever she moved. Testing a theory, she ran her hands slowly down her sides, watching the Resonite's reaction.

"So," she called over to the technician, "you get to watch me all day? Lucky you."

The Resonite's inner lights flickered rapidly. "I am merely monitoring the emotional containment systems."

"Uh-huh," Roxy smirked. "And how am I doing on that front?"

"Your... emissions remain highly volatile," the technician replied, not meeting her gaze. "The chamber is working at maximum capacity to prevent market contamination."

Roxy sat down cross-legged on the platform, leaning forward just enough to give the poor alien a view. "Tell me more about this emotional economy. What's the most valuable feeling you trade?"

The technician seemed relieved by the seemingly innocent question. "Transcendent appreciation is currently the highest-valued emotional currency. It combines aesthetic wonder, intellectual satisfaction, and spiritual fulfillment in perfect balance."

"Sounds complicated," Roxy mused. "What about simple stuff? Like... desire?"

The crystal walls pulsed darker red at her words. The technician's inner lights flickered erratically.

"Base... physical responses are considered crude emotional alloys," it explained hesitantly. "They have utilitarian value in specific contexts but are too... unrefined for significant market position."

"So you're telling me nobody here gets horny?" Roxy laughed. "I find that hard to believe."

"Such states are private matters," the technician said stiffly. "Not suitable for public exchange."

"Where I come from, they're the best kind of exchange," Roxy winked.

Before the flustered technician could respond, the chamber door slid open. A new Resonite entered, this one's skin patterned with gentle blue-green light that moved in soothing waves. It carried a small crystal tablet and wore what appeared to be specialized robes.

"I am Lysara," the newcomer introduced itself, voice melodic and calm. "Chief Emotional Healer. I will be assessing your condition."

The monitoring technician practically fled, lights pulsing with what Roxy recognized as relief.

"Was it something I said?" Roxy asked innocently.

Lysara approached the containment field cautiously. "Your emotional resonance is... unusual. Most species we encounter require amplification to register on our systems. Yours requires dampening."

"I've always been an overachiever," Roxy replied, stretching languidly. She noticed that Lysara's calm blue-green patterns rippled slightly as she moved. Interesting.

"I must conduct a baseline assessment," Lysara explained, activating the crystal tablet. "Please try to maintain a neutral emotional state while I calibrate."

Roxy straightened her posture and composed her face into what she hoped resembled neutrality. "Like this?"

Lysara's eyes widened slightly. "That is... not neutral."

The crystals around them pulsed with deep magenta and violet, swirling in patterns that reminded Roxy of nebulae she'd seen from her ship's viewport. Lysara tapped rapidly on the tablet, the slender fingers moving with practiced precision.

"Fascinating," Lysara murmured. "Your baseline emotional state contains at least seven distinct currents. Curiosity, amusement, desire, mischief... and several I cannot immediately classify."

"Only seven?" Roxy pouted, letting her lower lip jut out just enough to be distracting. "I must be having an off day."

The crystal walls flashed brighter, and Lysara's inner lights rippled in response. The healer took a step back from the containment field.

"You are deliberately amplifying your emissions," Lysara observed, though Roxy detected a note of interest beneath the professional tone.

"I'm just being myself," Roxy shrugged, running a hand through her platinum hair. "Not my fault if 'myself' happens to be a lot."

Lysara made another notation on the tablet. "Our emotional regulation therapy typically involves guided meditation to refine and clarify emotional states. However..." The healer hesitated. "Your patterns suggest such techniques may be ineffective."

"I've never been good at sitting still," Roxy agreed, rising to her feet and stretching her arms overhead, making sure her crop top rode up just enough to show the underside of her breasts. "I'm more of a... physical learner."

The chamber's crystals pulsed so intensely that Roxy could feel their heat on her skin. Lysara's inner lights were no longer the calm blue-green they had been when the healer entered—now they swirled with flickers of pink and amber.

"Perhaps," Lysara said, voice slightly less steady, "we should try a different approach. Do your people have methods for emotional expression that do not involve... physical display?"

Roxy considered this for a moment, then smiled. "Actually, we do. Could I have something to write with? And something to write on?"

Lysara seemed relieved by this seemingly innocuous request. After consulting briefly with the system through the tablet, a small opening appeared in the floor of Roxy's containment field. A sleek writing implement and several sheets of what looked like thin crystal rose from the opening.

"These are emotion-sensitive recording surfaces," Lysara explained. "They will capture the emotional resonance of whatever you express upon them."

Roxy picked up the writing tool, testing its weight in her hand. "Perfect. Just give me a few minutes to compose my thoughts, okay?"

Lysara nodded, stepping back to observe from a respectful distance. Roxy sat cross-legged on the platform again, bent over the crystal sheets, and began to write. Occasionally she would pause, tap the stylus against her lips, glancing up to catch Lysara watching her with undisguised curiosity. The crystal pages began to glow faintly as she wrote, responding to whatever emotions she poured into her words.

After several minutes, Roxy sat back, a satisfied smile playing across her lips. "All done."

"May I?" Lysara asked, approaching cautiously.

"Be my guest," Roxy replied, holding up the first crystal sheet. "It's a form of emotional expression from Earth. We call it 'erotic poetry.'"

Lysara accepted the sheet, eyes scanning the words Roxy had written. The effect was immediate and dramatic. The healer's inner lights, previously a controlled swirl of professional blue-green, erupted into pulsing crimson and fuchsia. The patterns beneath Lysara's translucent skin accelerated to a frantic pace, and the crystal sheet began to glow so brightly it cast shadows on the walls.

"This..." Lysara's voice caught. "This is..."

"Just the first verse," Roxy winked, holding up the second sheet. "It gets better."

The chamber's monitoring systems began to emit a series of urgent chimes. The crystal walls around them throbbed with color, matching the rhythm of Lysara's increasingly chaotic inner lights.

"These descriptions," Lysara whispered, still staring at the first page. "The acts you describe... with such specificity..."

"I would trace the outline of your light patterns with my tongue," Roxy had written. "Following each pulse and flicker until I found the spots that make you glow brightest. I'd press my hot human skin against your translucence, letting you feel every heartbeat, every rush of blood as it floods to all the places that ache for contact.

"When I slip my fingers into your essence—because I know you have places to be entered, places that quiver with potential—I'd synchronize my rhythm to your internal light show, faster when you brighten, slower when you dim, until you...”

"I'd demonstrate if you'd drop this containment field," Roxy suggested, her voice a husky purr. "Words are nice, but I'm more of a hands-on educator."

Lysara's fingers trembled as they traced over Roxy's handwriting. "The emotional resonance is... unprecedented. This single sheet contains more raw desire than our entire pleasure district generates in a cycle."

"Wait until you read what I want to do with my tongue," Roxy grinned, waggling the second sheet temptingly.

Before Lysara could respond, the chamber door burst open. Serathi rushed in, followed by several official-looking Resonites, their inner lights pulsing with alarm.

"Emergency override!" Serathi commanded. "Emotional containment breach detected!"

Lysara jerked back from the containment field, but not before Serathi spotted the glowing crystal sheet in the healer's hand.

"What is that?" Serathi demanded, reaching for the sheet.

"It's a... therapeutic exercise," Lysara stammered, reluctantly surrendering the page.

Serathi's eyes widened as they scanned Roxy's handwriting. The auditor's inner lights flashed through a spectrum of colors so rapidly that Roxy worried the poor alien might short-circuit.

"This is—" Serathi choked, unable to finish the sentence.

"Literature," Roxy supplied helpfully. "Pretty tame by Earth standards, actually. I was just warming up."

One of the official Resonites snatched the second sheet from Roxy's hand. As the Resonite began to read, its inner lights pulsed so violently that it stumbled backward, nearly collapsing against the wall.

"Quarantine violation!" Serathi declared, voice trembling. "These... inscriptions... are contaminating our emotional indexes. The pleasure district is experiencing unprecedented surges!"

Roxy raised an eyebrow. "Already? But I haven't even gotten to the good parts yet."

"The good—" Serathi cut herself off, visibly struggling to regain composure. "This human must be isolated immediately. No further contact with any Resonite below Level Three emotional regulation certification."

"Aww, you're no fun," Roxy pouted, watching with satisfaction as Serathi's lights pulsed brighter in response.

"Take the contaminated materials to the Emotional Containment Vault," Serathi ordered one of the officials, who accepted the crystal sheets with visible reluctance, holding them at arm's length as if they might bite. "And increase the dampening field to maximum."

As the containment field around Roxy hummed with increased power, she fell back onto the platform, sprawling in an intentionally provocative pose. She could feel the field tingling against her skin more intensely now, like static electricity raising the fine hairs on her arms.

"You know," she called to Serathi, who was frantically consulting with the other officials, "on Earth, the more you try to suppress something, the more people want it. We call it the Streisand Effect."

"Your Earth terminology is irrelevant," Serathi snapped, though her inner lights betrayed her agitation. "The emotional contamination will be contained and neutralized."

Lysara, still standing to the side with inner lights pulsing in irregular patterns, cleared her throat. "Perhaps we should consider a different approach. If the human's emotional emissions cannot be dampened, we could attempt to... channel them."

Serathi rounded on the healer. "Your regulatory authority is suspended pending investigation, Lysara. Your emotional indexes show dangerous irregularities after exposure to the human's... literature."

"It's called erotica," Roxy offered helpfully. "And I've barely scratched the surface. Wait until you hear about the time I introduced a Venusian ambassador to the concept of bondage. Those tentacles have all kinds of interesting applications."

Serathi made a strangled sound, her inner lights flashing in what might have been horror—or possibly suppressed curiosity. "The human will be transferred to maximum isolation immediately. No writing implements, no communication devices, no—"

"Emotional impact alert!" One of the officials interrupted, pressing a crystalline device to their ear. "The market is experiencing unprecedented fluctuations. The human's emotional patterns have already entered circulation!"

"Impossible!" Serathi hissed. "The containment field—"

"It's not the field," the official explained, their lights pulsing with alarm. "It's Healer Lysara's emotional signature. After contact with the human's... expressions... her emotional output has transformed. She's radiating a new compound emotional state that's spreading through the exchange networks."

All eyes turned to Lysara, who seemed to be trying very hard to control her inner lights. Despite her efforts, pulses of deep crimson and electric blue chased each other beneath her skin.

"I am... perfectly fine," Lysara insisted unconvincingly.

Roxy watched the unfolding chaos with undisguised delight. The Resonites were practically vibrating with panic—and something else. Something that made their inner lights pulse in rhythms that reminded her of a racing heartbeat.

"What exactly is this new emotional state that's causing so much trouble?" she asked, leaning forward against the containment field, letting it press her breasts together just so.

"It is... uncategorized," the official replied, unable to look directly at her. "A hybrid of intellectual curiosity and physical arousal that our systems cannot properly classify."

"Oh honey, where I come from, we call that 'being turned on by a good story,'" Roxy laughed. "It's practically the foundation of human civilization."

Serathi was frantically tapping commands into a crystal console. "Emotional regulation teams have been dispatched to the main exchange centers. We must contain this before it reaches the Elders' Conclave."

"Too late," another official announced, their voice pitched high with stress. "The Conclave has requested access to the source material. For... assessment purposes."

Serathi's inner lights dimmed momentarily, as if she might faint. A look of grim determination replaced her shock as she straightened her posture.

"This is unprecedented," Serathi declared. "We must invoke the Emergency Emotional Stabilization Protocol."

"Sounds serious," Roxy remarked, stretching languorously within her containment field. "Do I get a lawyer? Or whatever the emotional equivalent is? A professional pouter, perhaps?"

Serathi ignored her, turning to the assembled officials. "Prepare the isolation chamber in the Regulation Tower. Maximum dampening fields. No direct contact with the human. And confiscate any additional..." She hesitated, glancing at the glowing crystal sheets. "...literature."

As the officials hurried to carry out her orders, Roxy caught Lysara's eye. The healer was standing apart from the others, inner lights still pulsing with that fascinating new rhythm. Roxy winked, and Lysara's luminescence flared brightly in response.

"By the way," Roxy called to Serathi, who was furiously tapping instructions into her console, "your containment field might stop my body from leaving this spot, but it doesn't do much for my voice. And I know a lot of songs that would really get your lights flashing."

Serathi's movements froze mid-tap. "Songs?"

"Oh yeah," Roxy stretched, letting her shirt ride up to expose more skin. "Earth has this rich tradition of music designed specifically to make people horny. We call them 'love songs,' but that's just being polite."

The crystal walls pulsed deep crimson at her words. One of the junior officials made a sound like a muffled gasp.

"Vocal emissions will be restricted in the isolation chamber," Serathi said, but Roxy caught the slight tremor in her voice.

"Seems like a shame," Roxy replied, running her tongue slowly across her bottom lip. "Especially since I was planning to teach you all about the cultural significance of moaning."

Lysara stepped forward suddenly, inner lights flashing in complex patterns. "Chief Auditor, if I may suggest an alternative approach—"

"Your input is not required, Healer," Serathi snapped. "Your emotional regulation is clearly compromised."

"That's my bad," Roxy interjected cheerfully. "Side effect of reading about what I'd do to that sexy body of hers.”

Serathi's inner lights flickered so rapidly they almost strobed. "This human is a weaponized emotional contaminant."

"I prefer 'class 1 memetic hazard,'" Roxy countered, blowing a kiss through the containment field. The air rippled where her kiss passed through, causing several monitoring crystals to chime in alarm.

"Prepare for immediate transfer," Serathi ordered, her voice strained with barely controlled panic. "Maximum security protocols. And someone find out how those emotional patterns escaped containment!"

As the officials scrambled to prepare for her transfer, Roxy settled back on her platform, seemingly unconcerned. She spread her legs wide, making sure each movement displayed her body to maximum effect through the shimmering containment field as her very short shorts let a bit of her pussy lips slip into view around the seam.

"You know," she mused to nobody in particular, though loud enough for all to hear, "where I come from, repression just makes the explosion bigger when it finally happens. The harder you try to contain something natural... the messier it gets when it breaks free."

One of the junior officials dropped a crystal tablet with a resonant clang. Lysara, still standing apart from the others, was watching Roxy with undisguised fascination, her inner lights now pulsing with the same irregular rhythm that had gotten her suspended from duty.

"Transfer preparations complete," announced one of the officials, deliberately avoiding looking at Roxy.

"Excellent," Serathi replied, visibly relieved. "Initiate transfer sequence."

The containment field around Roxy hummed louder, preparing to transport her from the chamber to whatever maximum security cell they had waiting. She had maybe thirty seconds before they whisked her away.

Time to escalate.

"Before we go," Roxy said, her voice dropping to a sultry purr that made the crystals pulse, "I should probably warn you about something important."

Serathi paused, inner lights flickering with reluctant curiosity. "What warning?"

Roxy slowly ran her hands up her thighs, watching how every Resonite in the room tracked the movement. "My ship's AI? The one you've got technicians crawling all over right now? She makes me look subtle."

A moment of confused silence, then one of the officials pressed a communication crystal to their ear. Their inner lights flashed with alarm.

"Chief Auditor," they stammered, "the ship's artificial intelligence has bypassed our emotional containment protocols," they reported. "It's communicating directly with the engineering division through... through..."

"Through what?" Serathi demanded, inner lights flickering frantically.

"Through what it calls 'dirty talk,'" the official whispered, their voice tight with shock. "Three technicians have already experienced spontaneous emotional overloads. Their resonance crystals shattered."

Roxy laughed, a sound that sent visible ripples through the containment field. "That's my girl. Pi doesn't believe in foreplay."

"Lock down all communication with the vessel immediately!" Serathi ordered, her composed facade crumbling. "Isolate every technician who made contact!"

"Too late," Roxy sang, dragging her fingertips down her exposed midriff. "Pi's been inside your systems for hours now. She's probably whispering sweet nothings to your entire network."

As if on cue, the chamber's lights flickered. The crystal walls pulsed with patterns Roxy hadn't seen before—flowing, sensual rhythms that made even her breath catch.

"What's happening?" Serathi demanded, whirling to face the crystal walls.

Pi's sultry voice suddenly purred through the chamber's communication system, "Hello, gorgeous beings of light. I hope you don't mind me... slipping into something more comfortable. Like your entire network."

The crystals pulsed in time with Pi's voice, sending waves of color washing over the stunned Resonites. Roxy noticed how their inner lights seemed to synchronize with the rhythm, their bodies swaying slightly as if caught in an invisible current.

"This is impossible," Serathi whispered, her professional demeanor crumbling. "Our systems are emotionally encrypted."

"Honey," Pi's disembodied voice dripped with amusement, "emotions are my foreplay. Your encryption felt like a massage."

Roxy absentmindedly, rubbed a moistened finger along her outer lips. "I'd tell you to disconnect everything, but Pi's probably already made herself very comfortable in your systems. She's clingy like that."

"Rude," Pi retorted through the speakers. "I prefer 'passionately integrated.'"

One of the junior officials was frantically working at a console, inner lights flashing with panic.

"System purge ineffective," the official reported, voice rising in pitch. "The foreign intelligence has established emotional resonance hooks throughout the primary network!"

Roxy locked eyes with Lysara, whose inner lights now pulsed with an intoxicating rhythm. Slowly, deliberately, Roxy slid her hand down between her thighs, pressing the damp fabric of her shorts against her swelling lips.

"You know what the best way to understand a new emotion is?" she purred, watching Lysara's eyes widen. "Observation. Close, careful observation."

Lysara took an unconscious step toward the containment field, drawn like a moth to flame.

"Healer Lysara! Maintain your position!" Serathi barked, but her authority was undermined by the tremor in her voice and the erratic pulsing of her own inner lights.

Roxy began to move her fingers in slow, deliberate circles, the thin fabric of her shorts growing visibly damper. The crystals throughout the chamber responded instantly, pulsing in perfect synchronization with her movements.

"Oh my," Pi's voice hummed through the system. "Roxy's giving a demonstration. That's going to cause quite the market surge." Pi's voice had taken on the tone she used when particularly pleased with herself. "I'm detecting unprecedented emotional resonance patterns across the entire district."

Serathi was frantically pressing her hands against a crystal console, as if trying to physically stop Pi's infiltration. "Emergency containment! Isolate all systems!"

But Roxy knew it was too late. The chamber's crystals were pulsing in sync with her circling fingers, creating a feedback loop that was spreading through the connected network. She could see it in the way the Resonites' inner lights were beginning to match her rhythm—unwittingly, unconsciously, their bodies betraying them.

"You can feel it, can't you?" Roxy asked, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. She fixed her gaze on Lysara, whose inner lights were now pulsing in perfect synchronization with her movements. "That pressure building? The way your light wants to flash faster but you're holding it back?"

"I—" Lysara began, then stopped, seemingly unable to form words as her inner lights surged and receded in waves.

"Your emotional economy has been missing something essential," Roxy continued, sliding her hand beneath the waistband of her shorts. "The raw, primal rush that comes with surrender. The moment where control shatters and pleasure takes over."

The containment field around her flickered as the chamber's systems struggled to process the emotional surge. Roxy's fingers disappeared deeper into her shorts, and the crystals throughout the room pulsed brighter in response.

"Chief Auditor," one of the officials gasped, their voice unsteady, "emotional contagion spreading exponentially. The market—the market is experiencing unprecedented volatility!"

Serathi was frozen, her inner lights betraying her—no longer the controlled, professional patterns of an Emotional Auditor, but wild, chaotic surges that matched Roxy's rhythm.

Roxy's breath hitched as she slid her hand down her stomach, her fingers deftly unbuttoning her pants. "You know you want to feel it," she whispered, her voice thick with desire. She shifted her hips, kicking off her pants and underwear, her eyes never leaving her audience. She began to move her hips in small, deliberate circles, her fingers tracing the lines of her inner thighs before finally reaching her sex.

She let out a soft moan as she began to touch herself, her fingers moving in slow, rhythmic circles. Her breath came in ragged gasps as she increased the pressure, her body writhing with pleasure. "All that control, all those regulations—they're just barriers," she panted, her voice barely more than a whisper. Her free hand gripped her breast, squeezing and releasing in time with her movements.

Her hips bucked as she slid two fingers inside herself, her thumb continuing its relentless circling, emitting sparkles of her cosmic goddess energy. She could feel the pressure building, her body tensing as she chased her release. "They're just barriers to what your bodies already know," she cried out, her voice echoing through the room.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as she screamed out her pleasure.

"S-systems failing," another official reported, their luminescence flashing in sync with Roxy's movements. "The containment field is... resonating with her emissions."

The shimmering field around Roxy flickered once, twice, then dissolved with a crystalline chime.And with her release, the barrier shattered, leaving nothing but raw, primal energy in its wake. She rode out her orgasm, her body shaking with aftershocks as she brought herself back down to earth. She smiled, stretching languidly as she stepped off the platform, wearing only a transparent crop top and a smile.

"Containment breach!" someone shouted, but the words lacked urgency—more observation than alarm.

Roxy approached Lysara slowly, hips swaying. The healer's inner lights pulsed frantically, but she made no move to retreat.

"Let me show you something we humans call 'hands-on therapy,'" Roxy purred, reaching out to trace a finger along the luminescent patterns beneath Lysara's translucent skin.

The effect was electric. Where Roxy's finger touched, Lysara's inner light intensified, creating trails of brilliant radiance that spread across her form. The healer gasped, a sound like wind through crystal.

"Emotional... cascade..." Lysara whispered, her voice trembling. "Your touch... it amplifies..."

"That's just the beginning, beautiful," Roxy murmured, stepping closer until their bodies nearly touched. "Your whole emotional economy is about to experience what we call a 'stimulus package.'"

From the communication system, Pi's voice rippled through the chamber with wicked delight. "Oops, did someone say stimulus package? Let me help with that."

A pulse of energy surged through the crystal walls, transforming from light to sensation as it washed over every Resonite in the room. Their inner lights exploded into kaleidoscopic patterns, bodies arching as wave after wave of pure, unfiltered pleasure coursed through them.

Lysara's cry was first—a crystalline sound that shattered into a thousand glittering notes. Her entire body became incandescent, inner lights no longer pulsing but blazing in continuous, radiant release. Where Roxy's fingers touched her translucent skin, trails of light erupted like solar flares.

"That's it," Roxy encouraged, pressing her body fully against the healer's glowing form. "Let it happen."

Serathi fought longer than the others, her disciplined mind struggling against the tide of sensation. But when the wave crested, her resistance collapsed spectacularly. The Chief Emotional Auditor's inner lights burst into patterns so complex and brilliant that the monitoring crystals around them began to resonate in sympathetic harmony, amplifying the wave. Throughout the chamber, Resonites collapsed in various states of emotional ecstasy, their inner lights creating a symphony of color and sensation that bounced from crystal to crystal.

"Market collapse detected," Pi announced cheerfully through the speakers. "Emotional indexes experiencing total restructuring. Oops, my bad."

Roxy held Lysara as the healer trembled through her first human-induced emotional climax, watching with fascination as the patterns of light beneath her skin slowly settled into new configurations—deeper, richer, more complex than before.

"What... what have you done?" Lysara whispered, her voice vibrating with lingering pleasure.

"Introduced a little chaos into your system," Roxy smiled, tracing gentle patterns across Lysara's still-sensitive skin. "Consider it a market correction."

Around them, the other Resonites were slowly recovering, their inner lights pulsing with unfamiliar rhythms. Even Serathi, who had collapsed against a crystal console, was beginning to stir, her luminescence permanently altered by the experience.

"The emotional economy..." Serathi murmured, struggling to her feet. "It will take cycles to recover."

"Or," Roxy suggested, sauntering toward Serathi with a predatory grin, "you could embrace the new normal. Let desire into your economy. Make that passionate chaos work for you."

"Impossible," Serathi protested, though her inner lights betrayed her—pulsing with new patterns that mirrored Lysara's. "Our entire civilization is built on emotional regulation and controlled exchange."

"And how's that working out for you?" Roxy gestured around the chamber, where the Resonites were still experiencing aftershocks, their inner lights flickering with unfamiliar patterns. "Seems to me like you've been suppressing the good stuff."

Pi's voice purred through the system. "I've analyzed your market structures, sweethearts. You've been artificially inflating the value of boring emotions while criminalizing the juicy ones. Classic market manipulation."

Lysara, still trembling from her experience, straightened her posture. Her inner lights had stabilized into a new configuration—still organized, but with deeper, richer undercurrents of crimson and violet pulsing beneath the surface. Her eyes remained locked on Roxy’s uncovered lower half and her hands reflexively seemed to want to reach for her.

"Perhaps," she said, her voice steadier than before, "there is wisdom in... restructuring our approach to emotional exchange."

"Healer Lysara!" Serathi gasped, inner lights flashing with alarm. "You cannot seriously suggest—"

"I suggest," Lysara interrupted, stepping closer to Roxy, "that we have discovered a new emotional frequency. One with... significant value potential."

Roxy grinned, reaching out to trace a finger along Serathi's luminescent patterns, watching with satisfaction as the auditor's protests died in her throat, replaced by a soft, crystalline gasp.

"Your entire economy is based on emotional honesty, right?" Roxy purred, her finger leaving trails of intensified light wherever it touched Serathi's skin. "Well, sweetheart, this is the most honest emotion there is."

Pi's voice rippled through the chamber. "I've taken the liberty of compiling market projections based on this new emotional paradigm. The potential growth is... explosive."

One of the junior officials, still dazed from the emotional cascade, managed to reach a monitoring crystal. "The exchange networks are... transforming. New emotional currencies are spontaneously emerging in the neural pathways. It's... beautiful."

"Beautiful and profitable," Roxy corrected, now standing between Lysara and Serathi, a hand on each of their luminescent bodies. "Tell me, what's your emotional stock market look like right now?"

The official's inner lights pulsed rapidly as they consulted the crystal. "Unprecedented volatility. Traditional emotional currencies are plummeting while these new... intense patterns are skyrocketing in value. The system can barely calculate the returns."

"That," Roxy announced with satisfaction, "is what happens when you let people feel what they actually want to feel instead of what they're told they should feel."

Serathi's resistance was crumbling by the second, her inner lights betraying her as they synchronized with Roxy's touch. "But the stability of our entire civilization—"

"Could use a good fucking," Roxy finished for her, sliding her hand lower on Serathi's form, finding a spot where the luminescence concentrated into what could only be described as an erogenous node. When she pressed it, Serathi's entire body flashed brilliantly.

"Oh my," Pi purred through the system. "I believe I've discovered where their pleasure centers are concentrated. Fascinating biological design."

Lysara moved closer, her own hands now exploring Roxy's body with tentative curiosity. "The resonance patterns between our species... they're compatible. More than compatible—they're complementary."

"That's a fancy way of saying we're hot for each other," Roxy grinned, arching into Lysara's touch. "And I haven't even shown you the really fun stuff yet."

The chamber had become a tableau of awakening. Resonites who had spent their lives trading in carefully regulated emotions were experiencing something raw and primal for the first time. Their inner lights pulsed with newfound rhythms as they watched Roxy standing confidently naked between their two highest officials, both of whom were visibly succumbing to her influence.

"I propose," Lysara announced, her voice carrying the authority of her position despite the erratic pulsing of her inner lights, "an experimental emotional exchange protocol."

"You mean a threesome," Roxy translated helpfully, pressing herself against Serathi, who shuddered with poorly suppressed desire.

"I... I cannot endorse such a radical departure from our emotional regulations," Serathi protested, though her body betrayed her as her inner lights pulsed in rhythm with Roxy's caresses.

"Your body's already endorsed it," Roxy whispered, guiding Serathi's luminescent hand to her bare breast. "Feel that? That's honesty."

Where Serathi's fingers made contact with Roxy's skin, sparks of light danced between them. The auditor gasped, her inner patterns accelerating.

"The exchange... it's bidirectional," she murmured in wonder. "Your emotional resonance is feeding into mine."

"That's how it's supposed to work," Roxy purred, pulling Lysara closer with her free arm until the three of them formed a circuit of contact. "Give and take. Push and pull."

The chamber's crystals pulsed in harmony with their connected energies, sending waves of sensation through the network. Throughout the city, Resonites paused in their activities as unfamiliar emotions washed over them—raw, primal, and intoxicating.

"Market restructuring at forty percent and accelerating," Pi announced through the system.

"I thought markets were supposed to be boring," Roxy laughed, guiding Lysara's luminescent hand down her body. "This is more like a... pleasure crash."

"Emotional restructuring reaching critical threshold," Pi's voice hummed through the system. "Ooh, someone's getting creative in the southern district. Didn't know Resonites could bend that way."

Serathi trembled beneath Roxy's touch, her disciplined facade crumbling with each caress. "This is... unprecedented. The emotional feedback loops are... intensifying beyond regulation parameters."

"That's because you're feeling instead of calculating," Roxy whispered, taking Serathi's face between her hands. "Let me show you why humans find kissing so economically stimulating."

Before Serathi could protest, Roxy pressed her lips against the Resonite's mouth—or what passed for one. The contact sent visible waves of light cascading through Serathi's translucent form, her inner patterns exploding into new configurations. Where their mouths met, energy crackled and danced.

Lysara watched with fascination, her own inner lights pulsing faster. "The exchange efficiency is extraordinary," Lysara breathed, reaching out to trace the patterns of light now dancing across Serathi's skin. "The emotional resonance is amplifying exponentially."

Roxy broke the kiss, leaving Serathi gasping, her inner lights flickering wildly. "That's just the demo version," she winked. "Wait till you see what happens when I go down on you."

"Down?" Serathi echoed, voice vibrating with unfamiliar sensations.

"Oh honey," Roxy purred, slowly dropping to her knees before the Chief Auditor. "Let me introduce your economy to a little thing we humans call 'oral stimulation.'"

As Roxy's mouth made contact with the luminescent node between Serathi's legs, the entire chamber erupted in light. The crystals pulsed so intensely that hairline fractures appeared along their surfaces, releasing prismatic beams that danced across the walls. Serathi's cry was not a sound but a wave of pure emotion that surged through the network.

Three male Resonites who had been standing guard outside burst into the chamber, their inner lights already pulsing with the contagious rhythm spreading through the city.

They froze at the scene before them—their Chief Auditor trembling beneath the human's mouth, her inner lights flashing in patterns none had witnessed before. Lysara, their most respected healer, was running luminescent hands across the human's exposed back, leaving trails of light that lingered on her skin.

"Security breach," one guard managed to stammer, though his inner lights betrayed his fascination.

Roxy looked up from between Serathi's legs, her lips glistening. "Perfect timing, boys. We're conducting an emergency economic stimulus package. Care to contribute?"

The guards' inner lights synchronized instantly with the rhythmic pulsing in the chamber. One stepped forward, drawn by an instinct older than their emotional economy.

"The regulatory protocols are..." he began, then stopped as his inner lights surged. "Are..."

"Fucked," Roxy finished helpfully, returning her attention to Serathi, who had abandoned all pretense of resistance. Her luminescent hands gripped Roxy's hair as the human's tongue explored her most sensitive nodes.

Pi's voice hummed through the system. "Just FYI, I've detected similar activities sprouting across seventeen districts. Your emotional economy is experiencing what humans call a 'chain reaction.' Very exciting data patterns!"

Lysara, emboldened by the cascade of new sensations, guided one of the guards closer. "The human is demonstrating an advanced emotional exchange technique," she explained, her voice carrying the authority of her healing position despite the erratic pulsing of her inner lights. "For research purposes, we should... participate fully."

The guard's luminescence flickered with uncertainty, then surged as Lysara took his hand and placed it on Roxy's bare shoulder. Where they connected, sparks of light danced between alien and human skin.

"Oh," the guard gasped, his inner patterns accelerating. "The resonance is... intense."

Roxy hummed against Serathi's sensitive node, sending visible waves of pleasure cascading through the auditor's form. She reached behind her, grasping the guard's luminescent wrist and guiding it lower down her back.

"Emotional regulation failure imminent," Serathi moaned, her professional vocabulary crumbling as Roxy's tongue circled her most sensitive spot. "Cannot... maintain... control parameters..."

"That's the point," Roxy murmured against Serathi's sensitive spot, before diving back in with renewed enthusiasm. "Let it go. Let the market crash."

With a final, deliberate stroke of her tongue, Roxy pushed Serathi over the edge. The Auditor's climax was spectacular—her entire form becoming incandescent, inner lights no longer pulsing but blazing in continuous, radiant release. The emotional wave that emanated from her overwhelmed the chamber's containment systems, sending a pulse through the connected network that rippled across the city.

"Emotional singularity detected!" Pi announced gleefully. "Market regulations completely overridden! Oh my, that's one for the record books."

Serathi collapsed against the crystal console, her luminescence flickering with aftershocks as Roxy rose to her feet, lips glistening with whatever ethereal essence the Resonites produced during pleasure.

"That," Roxy announced to the stunned audience of guards and officials, "is what happens when you stop regulating and start feeling."

Lysara approached her, inner lights now pulsing with confident, sensual rhythms. "The emotional data we're collecting is... revolutionary," she said, her voice vibrating with an undisguised longing.

"And I'm just getting started," Roxy grinned, pulling Lysara against her, skin to luminescence. "Your turn, beautiful. Let's see what makes you light up."

As Roxy's fingers traced the contours of Lysara's form, finding nodes of concentrated light, Pi's voice hummed through the system. "Fascinating development in the eastern district—spontaneous emotional exchange parties forming. Resonites are writing their own erotic poetry! Such quick learners."

The remaining guards had abandoned any pretense of maintaining order. One had joined a junior official in an exploratory embrace, their luminescence merging where their bodies pressed together. The third was watching Roxy with undisguised fascination, inner lights pulsing with desire.

"You," Roxy called to him, crooking a finger as she guided Lysara to recline against a crystal console. "Ever taste another Resonite before?"

The guard's lights flickered with confusion. "Taste?"

"Watch and learn," Roxy purred, then lowered her mouth to Lysara's most sensitive node.

The healer's reaction was immediate—her entire form arched, inner lights exploding into patterns that rippled across her translucent skin. The guard moved closer, drawn by the visceral display of pleasure before him.

"Like this," Roxy murmured, guiding the guard's hand to Lysara's luminescent form. "Feel how she responds when you touch her here... and here."

The guard's fingers left trails of intensified light wherever they contacted Lysara's body. His own inner patterns accelerated, synchronizing with the healer's rhythms.

"Now taste," Roxy instructed, shifting to make room for him between Lysara's trembling limbs.

The guard hesitated only briefly before lowering his face to Lysara's glowing center. The moment his mouth made contact, both Resonites flashed brilliantly, their inner lights merging in patterns of impossible complexity.

Roxy smiled, running her fingers through the guard's luminescent form as he explored this new sensation. "Quick learner. I like that."

Across the chamber, Serathi had recovered enough to observe the unfolding scene with wide eyes, her inner lights still pulsing with aftershocks. She made a half-hearted attempt to reach for her regulatory console, but Roxy caught her wrist.

"Not this time, Chief Auditor," she purred, pulling Serathi toward her. "Your economy needs this."

"The regulatory framework... will collapse," Serathi protested weakly, though her inner lights pulsed with renewed desire as Roxy's fingers traced patterns across her luminescent skin.

"It already has," Roxy whispered, guiding Serathi's hand to Lysara's trembling form. "Now you get to build something better."

As Serathi's fingers made contact with Lysara, both Resonites flashed brilliantly. The guard continued his enthusiastic exploration, learning quickly as Roxy provided guidance with gentle touches and whispered instructions.

"The emotional network is experiencing unprecedented connectivity," Pi announced through the system, her voice practically giddy with excitement. "New nodes forming, old barriers dissolving. It's like watching a neural network have its first orgasm."

Throughout the chamber, Resonites who had been officials, guards, and technicians just moments ago were now entangled in various configurations of discovery. Inner lights merged and separated in pulsing rhythms as they explored each other with newfound curiosity.

Lysara's cry of ecstasy filled the chamber as the guard's inexperienced but enthusiastic mouth brought her to climax. Her entire form pulsed with light so intense it cast shadows on the ceiling. As her luminescence slowly settled into a satisfied rhythm, she reached for Roxy with trembling hands.

"Your turn," she whispered, her voice melodic with afterglow. "We must... reciprocate."

Roxy grinned wickedly. "I thought you'd never ask."

As Lysara's luminescent fingers trailed down Roxy's body, the healer's touch left ghostly imprints of light that lingered on her skin. Where those ethereal fingers made contact, Roxy felt sensations she'd never experienced before—like being caressed from the inside out, each nerve ending singing with pleasure.

"Holy shit," Roxy gasped as Lysara's touch reached between her thighs. "That's... new."

The healer's eyes widened with fascination. "Your emotional response is... feeding back into me. Creating a circuit."

Serathi, still caught in the aftershocks of her own climax, watched with growing curiosity as Lysara's luminescent fingers explored Roxy's most sensitive areas. The auditor moved closer, her professional reserve completely abandoned as she reached out to trace patterns across Roxy's breasts.

"The emotional feedback," Serathi murmured, watching how her touch made Roxy's skin flush with pleasure. "It's bidirectional. Your responses are feeding into our light patterns."

"That's the point of good sex," Roxy gasped as Lysara's fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. "Give and—oh fuck—take."

The Resonites' touch was unlike anything Roxy had experienced before—their luminescent energy seemed to penetrate beneath her skin, stimulating nerve endings throughout her body simultaneously. Where Lysara's fingers slipped inside her, Roxy felt waves of pleasure radiating outward like ripples in a pond.

"Your emotional patterns are extraordinary," Lysara breathed, her inner lights pulsing in rhythm with Roxy's pleasure. "So complex... so intense."

"You ain't seen nothing yet," Roxy panted, her body arching as Serathi's touch joined Lysara's. "Wait till I—fuck—cum for you."

The moment arrived with an intensity that caught Roxy off guard. As Lysara's glowing fingers curled within her and Serathi's touch expertly teased her most sensitive spot, Roxy's orgasm erupted with the power of a cosmic wave. Her body lifted from the crystal surface, a scream of ecstasy reverberating through the chamber as torrents of pleasure surged outward from her being.

What she wasn't prepared for was the feedback loop. As her climax peaked, the Resonites' inner lights flared in perfect synchronization with her pleasure, creating a circuit of sensation that bounced between them, amplifying with each cycle. Roxy's ordinary orgasm transformed into something transcendent—a cascade of ecstasy that seemed to connect her consciousness directly to the Resonites touching her.

"Holy fucking shit," she gasped as the waves continued to crash through her body. "What the—is that—"

"Emotional resonance feedback," Lysara whispered, her voice vibrating with shared pleasure. "Your climax is feeding into our patterns, which intensifies your sensations, which feeds back to us..."

"Market restructuring complete," Pi announced through the system, her voice unusually reverent.

"Please," Roxy gasped, her body still quivering from the aftershocks of her orgasm, yet somehow building toward something even more intense. "Don't stop—I need more."

The resonance loop between them had created something unprecedented—a pleasure circuit that amplified with each pass through their connected bodies. Lysara's luminescent fingers continued their exploration, glowing brighter where they pressed inside Roxy.

"The emotional patterns are... evolving," Serathi observed, her scientific detachment completely abandoned as she pressed her glowing body against Roxy's side. "Your pleasure signatures are transforming our neural pathways."

"Fuck the neural pathways," Roxy moaned, grinding against Lysara's hand. "Just—oh god—don't you dare stop."

The guard who had been watching moved closer, drawn by the intensity radiating from their connected forms. His inner lights pulsed with a rhythm that matched Roxy's racing heartbeat.

"More," Roxy demanded, reaching out to pull him closer. "All of you—I want to feel everything."

As the guard's luminescent form pressed against her other side, the circuit expanded. Roxy felt pleasure building beyond anything she'd experienced with any species—a tsunami gathering force deep within her core. Where the Resonites touched her, her skin glowed with borrowed luminescence, creating patterns that matched their inner lights.

"She's absorbing our resonance," Lysara gasped, watching the light patterns dance across Roxy's skin. "The integration is beyond anything in our empirical records."

"Records are meant to be broken," Roxy panted, her body beginning to tremble as the pleasure built toward something monumental. "Just like—fuck—inhibitions."

The resonance loop intensified with each passing second. Roxy's consciousness began to expand beyond the boundaries of her body, merging with the luminescent energies of the Resonites touching her. She could feel their pleasure as if it were her own, could sense the cascading waves of sensation rippling through their light patterns.

"Something's happening," she gasped, her body arching off the crystal surface. "I can feel all of you—inside my head—everywhere."

"Emotional convergence," Serathi whispered, her scientific mind still cataloguing even as her body surrendered to the shared ecstasy. "Our patterns are synchronizing with yours."

The chamber's crystals began to hum, resonating with the intensifying energy. Throughout the connected network, Resonites paused in their own explorations, feeling the gathering wave. Pi's voice, when it came through the system, was uncharacteristically awed.

"Detecting unprecedented harmonic convergence in emotional frequencies," Pi announced. "Roxy, honey, you're about to blow their entire system."

"Good," Roxy managed through gritted teeth, her body hovering on the edge of something transcendent. Every nerve ending in her body sang with pleasure, every cell vibrating with anticipation. The guard's luminescent hands explored her breasts, Serathi's fingers traced patterns along her thighs, and Lysara's glowing touch pressed deeper inside her.

The tension built to an impossible peak, and when it finally broke, Roxy's consciousness shattered into a thousand brilliant fragments. Her orgasm transcended physical sensation, becoming a pure wave of emotional energy that surged through the connected network.

"FUCK!" she screamed, her body convulsing with pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her pussy spraying orgasmic juices all over the room, drenching her three lovers in a confused mess of fluids. Her own cosmic energy glow was nearly as bright as theirs. Her fuck-goddess powers on full display as she came and came and came again.

The Resonites touching her flashed incandescent, their inner lights no longer pulsing but blazing in continuous radiance. The chamber's crystals vibrated at a frequency that made them sing, sending harmonic waves through the entire structure. Throughout the city, Resonites experienced a simultaneous surge of ecstasy as Roxy's climax rippled through the emotional network.

"System-wide emotional convergence detected," Pi announced, her voice crackling with excitement. "Total reconfiguration of emotional pathways in progress. It's beautiful, baby!"

As Roxy's consciousness slowly reassembled itself, she became aware of the Resonites collapsed around her, their inner lights pulsing with satisfied afterglow. Her skin still glowed with borrowed luminescence, patterns of light dancing beneath her surface like temporary tattoos.

"Holy shit," she gasped, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was... I don't even have words for what that was."

Lysara's luminescent form shifted beside her, inner lights still pulsing with the aftershocks of shared ecstasy. "Your emotional resonance has... permanently altered our systems," she murmured, voice like wind chimes in a gentle breeze. "I can still feel you... inside my light patterns."

Serathi, the once-rigid Chief Auditor, lay sprawled across the crystal console, her inner lights displaying configurations that had never before existed in their emotional taxonomy. "The regulatory frameworks," she whispered, more in wonder than dismay. "They've been completely reconfigured."

"You’re welcome,” Roxy grinned, running her fingers through her tousled hair. "Call it an economic revolution."

The guard who had been pressed against her side stirred, his inner lights still pulsing with the afterglow of their shared experience. "I can feel... everything," he murmured. "The emotional barriers between districts... they've dissolved."

Pi's voice purred through the system. "Honey, you've done more than crash their market—you've created an entirely new economic model. Their emotional network is reorganizing around what you just showed them."

Roxy sat up, admiring the luminescent patterns dancing across her skin. "So what you're telling me is... I just fucked an entire economy into submission?"

"And restructured our entire emotional exchange system," Serathi added, her voice lacking the disapproval one might expect from a Chief Auditor. Instead, she sounded almost... amused. "The preliminary data suggests our emotional market has reorganized around a new core principle."

"Let me guess," Roxy smirked. "Pleasure?"

"Authenticity," Lysara corrected, though her inner lights pulsed with what Roxy now recognized as arousal. "The artificial constraints on emotional exchange have dissolved. The market is now responding to genuine emotional resonance rather than regulated patterns."

Roxy stretched languidly, enjoying the lingering sensations of their shared experience. "So basically, your economy now runs on real feelings instead of whatever bullshit you were told was valuable."

"Crude, but accurate," Serathi acknowledged, her inner lights pulsing with new patterns that seemed more vibrant, more alive than before. She consulted a crystal tablet that had somehow survived their encounter. "The preliminary data shows emotional exchange efficiency has increased by three hundred percent. Satisfaction indexes are... off the charts."

"Looks like my work here is done," Roxy declared, rising to her feet with a shameless stretch that displayed her nude body to the assembled Resonites. Their inner lights pulsed appreciatively at the sight. "Anyone seen my shorts?"

"Your garment is unnecessary," Lysara said, her inner lights flickering with what Roxy now recognized as mischief. "Our society is rapidly adopting new cultural norms regarding physical display."

"That didn't take long," Roxy laughed, glancing around at the chamber where various Resonites remained entangled in luminescent embraces. "But I've still got a ship to fix."

Serathi, who had been consulting a crystal tablet, looked up with uncharacteristic excitement. "According to preliminary data, the new emotional economy is already twenty percent more efficient than our previous system. Authentic emotional exchange appears to require significantly less regulatory overhead."

"No shit," Roxy said, finally locating her shorts under a crystal console. "Turns out telling people what they're allowed to feel isn't great for business."

As she pulled on her minimal clothing, Pi's voice purred through the communication system. "Roxy, darling, the Resonite engineers have been absolutely delightful. Unnecessary, but delightful. I have self repaired while they were fucking each other. We can leave at any time.”

Roxy smiled, imagining what Pi had been up to with the engineers. "You work fast, Pi."

"When you've got it, you've got it," Pi replied smugly. "And honey, I've got processing power in all the right places."

Lysara approached Roxy, her inner lights now pulsing with a confident rhythm that was nothing like her professional patterns from earlier. "The Conclave has requested your presence," she said. "They wish to... understand this new paradigm more fully."

"I bet they do," Roxy winked. “It’s not my style to explain the details of how to rebuild what I break. I just make sure everyone has a good time getting broken. I’ll see you again if I come back around these parts, hot stuff. Pi, beam me up.”

“I never told you I could do that. Have you been in my underwear drawer?” Pi quipped, before Roxy disappeared in a shimmer of light.





    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever The Architect publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-JGJGD-KJYGG[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-JGJGD-KJYGG

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Did you love Gross Domestic Pleasure? Then you should read
              
                Bitten by Desire by The Architect!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: Bitten by Desire]
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