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​Roxy & the Pirate Rebranding Program

BACK ABOARD THE PLEASURE Infinite, Roxy sprawled across the command couch, still naked and glowing faintly with residual Resonite luminescence.

"Well," she announced to the empty bridge, "that was fucking spectacular."

Pi's holographic avatar shimmered into existence beside her—a voluptuous purple silhouette that seemed to be wearing even fewer pixels than usual. "You crashed an entire emotional economy with your pussy. I'm impressed, and I don't impress easily."

"It was overdue for a correction," Roxy grinned, stretching languidly. "All that regulation was bad for business."

"Speaking of business," Pi purred, her holographic form sauntering around the command console with exaggerated hip sways, "I've received seventeen formal invitations from various Resonite districts. Apparently, you've become quite the commodity."

"Let me guess—they all want private demonstrations of my 'emotional restructuring technique'?"

"Among other things," Pi confirmed. "Three of them offered to name their central exchange after your—and I quote—'sacred portal of economic revelation.'"

Roxy burst out laughing. "Fuck, I love aliens. So earnest about their perversion once they discover it." She ran her fingers through her tousled platinum hair. "Any of those offers worth considering?"

Pi's avatar pretended to examine her holographic nails. "The southern district's proposal includes unlimited access to their pleasure baths. Apparently, they've already repurposed their emotional regulation center into something called 'The Temple of Authentic Exchange.'"

"Tempting," Roxy mused, "but I think these light-up fuckers need some time to figure out their new normal without me crashing the afterparty."

"Probably wise," Pi agreed. "Besides, I've picked up something interesting on long-range scanners. A vessel with unusual energy signatures approaching the Kytherian Nebula."

Roxy perked up. "Unusual how?"

"Heavily modified engines, weapons systems that don't match the hull configuration, and communication frequencies that keep shifting to avoid standard monitoring." Pi's holographic lips curved into a knowing smile. "Classic pirate signatures, honey."

A slow, wicked grin spread across Roxy's face. "Pirates, huh? Been a while since we've had a proper boarding."

"Should I run evasive maneuvers?" Pi asked, though her tone suggested she already knew the answer.

Roxy stood, stretching like a satisfied cat. "Fuck no. Set course for the nebula. And make us look... vulnerable."

"You want to be boarded," Pi's voice dropped to a sultry purr.

"I want them to think they're boarding us," Roxy corrected, sauntering toward her quarters. "When really, they're just delivering themselves for an education."

"You're terrible," Pi laughed, her holographic form flickering with amusement.

"I'm fucking magnificent," Roxy corrected, blowing Pi's hologram a kiss. "Now, where's Nyx? I need their temporal insight on this little ambush we're setting up."

As if summoned by thought alone, Nyx materialized through the doorway, their translucent body pulsing with soft blue-green waves of light.

"I have been... observing," they said, their voice echoing slightly as multiple timelines of the same statement overlapped. "The pirates approach in three vessel-cycles. Their intentions vibrate with... greed and dominance fantasies."

Roxy snorted. "Show me a pirate without dominance fantasies and I'll show you a virgin at an orgy."

She strode naked to her quarters, the ship's floor warming beneath her bare feet. Inside, she surveyed her "battle attire" options. Not that she needed clothes to conquer, but presentation was half the fun.

"What kind of pirates are we talking, Pi? Give me the rundown while I pick my weapons."

Pi's voice followed her through the ship's comms. "Human-adjacent species, primarily male-presenting. Their vessel's structural design suggests Krell origins, but the crew appears to be a mixed bag of mercenaries. Five life signs detected."

"Perfect," Roxy purred, pulling out a seemingly innocent white jumpsuit that, when worn, became nearly transparent under certain lights. "Small enough to convert individually, large enough for a proper party afterward."

She slipped into the jumpsuit, adjusting it to cling to every curve. No underwear—that would defeat the purpose.

"Nyx, darling," she called out, "how long should I give them the illusion of control before I start the fuckening?"

Nyx drifted into her quarters, their luminous pathways flickering with anticipation. "I see... multiple convergences. The optimal path allows them seventeen minutes of perceived victory before... their reality fractures beneath pleasure."

"Seventeen minutes it is," Roxy confirmed, applying a shimmering oil to her exposed skin. The oil caught the light, making her look like she'd been dipped in liquid starlight. "Pi, can you play helpless for me? Really sell it?"

"Oh honey," Pi's disembodied voice dripped with theatrical flair, "I'll be so pathetically vulnerable they'll feel like gods... right before you make them your bitches."

As Roxy finished her preparations, the ship subtly shifted its interior lighting to a soft, seductive glow. She felt the familiar tingle of anticipation building between her thighs—that delicious moment before conquest.

"Put us in position, Pi. Let's look like we're doing maintenance or some boring shit. Nothing says 'easy target' like a ship with its pants down."

The Pleasure Infinite's engines hummed as they approached the nebula, deliberately exposing their flank in a way no competent pilot would.

As the Pleasure Infinite drifted lazily into position, Roxy settled into the command chair and swiveled it toward the viewport. The nebula stretched before them like a cosmic cumshot—all swirls of purple and blue gases interspersed with pearly white star clusters.

"Honey, I'm picking up approach vectors. They're taking the bait," Pi's voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper. "Calculating their boarding trajectory now. They're cocky bastards—not even trying to mask their approach."

"Good," Roxy smirked, casually draping one leg over the chair's arm. "The overconfident ones always fuck the hardest when they finally break."

Nyx materialized beside her, their translucent form rippling with anticipatory pulses. "They believe... they hunt. Yet they swim... toward the mouth that devours them."

"Poetic," Roxy snorted, reaching over to run her fingers through Nyx's luminous form. "Just make sure you stay hidden until I call. I want to see their faces when they realize there's more than one way to get fucked on this ship."
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