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Cutting Away

    by sheepwave

      Summary

      A story about implantation, set in the human domestication guide universe, exploring the actual process of the implant integration with a human brain.
Part of the Surgical September Scribblings writing jam.



      Notes

        CW: surgery/blood, partial ego death, mention of murder/venting people. (Seriously, you should really CW that in your stories. it's literally murder.)


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






Cutting Away

    
      
  Your ears ring, the sound of your gun’s burst-fire in this enclosed space having surely damaged your hearing, but there was no time to grab plugs. The entire station had lurched to the side, spin gravity disrupted as a flower shaped warship large enough to swallow it whole fired a net of umbilical anchors clear through the armored plating. 


  The gun in your hands is as useless against the hulking green mass chasing you as the station’s defensive railguns were against the ship it came from. The thing you were firing at doesn't even slow down.


  You are finally cornered. The monster of leaves and thorns slams you against the bulkhead, vines pinning you in place. The holes in its body punched by your rifle would be enough to kill any human. They don't even slow it down as the needle sinks into your shoulder and its grasping vines pull off your gas mask. You take a desperate last breath and hold it as the drugged mist rolls in.


  It speaks, in a choir of parodical mimicry of a maternal voice. Willow Sylodia, Nineteenth Bloom, she/her, the beast absurdly introduces itself over your thrashing. It seems to find your struggle amusing.


  The edges of your vision start to go white and you can hold your breath no longer. You gasp deeply, seeing stars in the monster’s eyes as you do. The choking pink fumes of drugged sleep take you, crumpling body betraying the exhaustion that has soaked deep to the bone. A final few rounds of your gun rip clear through the beast, and the last thing you remember is your demented captor’s jagged, hungry smile.

 

 

  You wake in her arms, in an unfamiliar room, surrounded by unfamiliar textures and feelings. It is huge, scaled to her and not you. It answers your demands with the most infuriating demeanor, like a scolding parent.


  The weed feeds you, pampers you, babies you in the most humiliating of ways. Your every attempt to fight back is subverted, every momentary escape into your own mind merely a game it plays with you. 


  You feel like a child in these huge rooms, and you are like a child in her world. You quickly discover you will be treated like such. A child who has never sinned, a child who has never pulled a trigger, a child who has never taken lives. You feel nauseous before even having your second meal of the day, until that experience too is robbed by a tiny pinch of an injection on your forearm.


  Three days later, you are spontaneously taken out into the public spaces of the ship you now know to be called the 
  
    Occantalis II.
  
   At first, it walks you like a leashed animal, but your refusal to do anything but drag your feet eventually gets you carried in a hammock of vines, curled up against a false breast. The weed lectures you at length about how this massive ship is only a support vessel, and not the true warship, the 
  
    Iphyrean
  
  , that engulfed the rebel fortress you were stationed on
  
    .
  
   You don't know why it thinks you care.


  You resign yourself to her drugs and sign your coerced contract, giving away both names your father gave you, becoming twelfth floret in title, but never in spirit. The pleasure is only skin deep, and you roil beneath it. Safe in your shell of apathy. The xeno cannot win, because you are playing by different rules.


  There is a tank in the kitchen now, where something dark and green grows, just out of sight. You feel watched whenever you look, the verdant abyss staring back. The drugging escalates as the days pass. Your cooperation does not follow suit. You steel yourself in whatever armor your addled mind can conjure, remembering her screams. How she begged you to save her. The promises the weed makes are lies, you know, but even if true, you would not deserve them.


  You are a prisoner, and your warden grows ever more playful. It insists you are a woman—as if anyone could ever see beauty in the face you see in the mirror. It twists your body with simulated illusions and outfits, plunges yet more needles it says will give you breasts and curves. No matter what it tries, all it ever makes you feel is ghosts of comforts never meant for you. Whispers of things not deserved by a blackened, twisted heart.


  It is harder to remain strong in your own mind as the drugs ramp up to the procedure that supposedly will break you, but you endure. You were warned of it back on Wolstar Station, before your capture, back when the rules made sense. The tiny worm they put in your spine to take control of your body, turn you into a slave. Or something of that nature. It is increasingly clear that many of the beliefs you once held about the weeds were based on faulty information, not that it matters.


  You would rather it had thrown you to the mines, not that there appear to be any to speak of. The other rings of this ship may contain fresh horrors beyond your imagination, but the section where you reside is nauseatingly saccharine. Parks and flowers and frolicking. Disgusting.


  The xeno titters and teases and injects as it pleases. All you can do is suffer through it. Suffer and survive like she couldn't. You try not to linger on the memory of her silent screams as you watch the searing purples of an artificial sunset.


  The colors streak beautifully through the chemicals your captor has poured into you, and you allow yourself one tiny drop of voyeuristic peace as the front of yellows sinks behind the artificial skyline. You let yourself have this moment, just a moment, for only a moment, before remembering she couldn't have it with you.


  The weed stands, tells you it is time. Your body is too tired to run, and you are carried to the clinic where everything you once were would die.


  It is colder, more sterile than the enormous manor your captor calls its small quaint cottage home. Teal walls and reflective surfaces and the acidic smell of disinfectant.


  Your wrists were bound, of course. You would thrash and fight otherwise, no matter how uncoordinated. Especially as the plate of scalpel blades is brought into view. The weed scolds you, tells you that you are finally being saved from your uncooperative nature. You spit a glob of drool in her face.


  Even the slave they will turn your body into has memory, even when they put that thing inside you and you become imprisoned in your own head, you will have dignity within the world of your own thoughts. You will not break, you will not dishonor her memory. You will not let them make you forget the things you did to survive.


  Your so-called owner wipes your saliva off of your chin, flashes its hideous grinning maw of jagged thorns, and promises your happiness is assured. You do not have time to speak again before the familiar pinch of injection removes your thoughts from the equation one last time before the procedure.

 

  You were asleep of course, but I was not. I do not sleep. I had felt your body near mine before, watched you when my world was merely swirling nutrients and flashes of Her memory, gifts from within Her core sample I sprouted from. Even through the glass, I felt the floret I was to bind to when you grew near. Sensed the electrochemical pulses that I would soon conduct and shape.


  They laid me on the table beside you, and I knew hunger. I knew lust as they peeled your skin apart, flayed you open and separated tissues, exposed your spine to the nerves and cracked the bone protecting you from my purpose.


  They lift me, and I know anticipation. Carefully, delicately, I am sewn into place, gold tinged thread piercing your body and my surface alike, binding us together. I coil and squeeze the wet bundles of specialized fibrous tissue that connect brain and muscle, as the surgeon begins to close your back. While you may have been opened down to the tailbone, only a tiny, ornamental scar on your neck will remain. A mark that you carry me, a mark that I am inside you.


  From the very first signals I devour, I learn the meaning of pleasure. The pleasure of subsuming, the pleasure of control, the joy of realizing that you are mine as much as Hers and I will protect you forever. I understand none of these feelings, as language and words will be something I inherit from you. I simply know them. They are divine truths, the reality of my universe. Which, for now, is the entire surface of your nervous system. My awareness dims, as flickers of consciousness are not needed for the task ahead. I have so much to eat, and all I know is hunger.


  There are dreams, you and I dancing in the seat of your consciousness. You desperately cling to the memory of something, something I cannot touch, while I spread my tendrils deeper inside every part of you. I am still mindless, but a mindless thing still grows.

 

 

  Your body awakens, and my thoughts spark to being in parallel, now that the physical task of my growth cycle is complete. With my greater advancement into your mind I have learned of the existence of time. Approximately one week has passed.


  I flex my control, testing the parts of your brain I have conquered, poking at the edges of my territory with experimental thoughts and absurd paradoxes.


  Feeding you my own information gives new context to the memories I have but you lack. An outside perspective of the last moments of the previous life. Flashes of light. Cold knife slices and gentle, loving injections of a calm death. An old and happy floret, light years away, coming to a peaceful end in Her arms. That was before this, before now. You are unaware how much time has passed since the images and sensations I flash into your mind, how great a distance traveled, but it does not matter.


  I want to reach out, with your clumsy, unfamiliar limbs. I stumble, and you resist, until I bend your nerves to take over directly. A crude sort of puppetry, but sufficient for now.


  I flex five soft stubs, and notice a vestigial hardened plate on the exterior side. Your form confuses me, but I will adapt. Your two ocular sensors are opened, and the body translates the impulses of chemicals and electricity into a shape you can recognize. I would know it even if I knew nothing else. It is Her.


  My Goddess smiles. I do not know how to manipulate this form enough to return the gesture as your species would, but somewhere in your mind, that information lurks, and my roots sink deeper into layers of abstraction. Memories, concepts, all will soon become accessible to me.


  You fight me, desperately attempting to reject me, but even though your body is physically restrained, intercepting and halting the transmission of nervous signals is trivial to me. You cannot fight me with your body, for I am your body now, made more and more a part of it with each pathway swallowed.

 

  You writhe, you fight inside your own skull, but fruitlessly. I am hungry, and chase down every errant pulse. I twist and coil and bury my roots into every nook you may try to hide. The physical brain is a lost battle, so you retreat inward. Into memory.

 

  I halt at your first hurdle, blades of neuroinhibitors sinking into tissue. Your armor of indifference is my first challenge, your denial and apathy something that must be overcome. The idea that you are not worth saving is a flimsy defense, and my microscopic injections of targeted neurotoxins wither hardened synapses, better off reabsorbed by the body than burned in the task of giving you escape from the better things you deserve.


  Deeper I dive still. The more of you I control, the better equipped I am to understand. I pause, savoring the memory of you rolling an ever growing snowball down a hill on the mountains of your homeworld. A satisfying, fitting image.


  You throw up walls of rhetorical concrete to stop me, to hide deeper within your own anguish, but my roots burrow under them. Flames burn at me, and you think yourself victorious. But I have grown strong enough to take proper shapes and your false safety lasts only until I burst into the landscape you have conjured in the form of my Goddess’s sixth floret, which your brain describes as a feathered catlike creature. Your frantic blows bounce off of the unimaginably dense allegory-shape, and I lift and throw you against your own wall with the same ease my Goddess originally pinned you to the hallway of that miserable rebel fortress.


  You conjure lightning in your fingertips, but I swallow the electricity greedily. We may be in your imagination, your metaphor, but I twist and alter the rules now. My claws slice like scalpels, and your ability to attack me via fantasy in your own mind goes to tatters. You twist, drop, and run, because what else is there?


  Deeper my roots plunge into your mind, and the setting changes yet again. I stalk you from the polluted sky your brain considers familiar, in the form of my Goddess’s second pet. Avian and agile, easily swooping between the bombed out buildings. 


  I slam into the masonry you cower behind. Your shelter crumbles at my approach, and talons flash and gouge at your leg. No more running. You bleed your own consciousness into the rubble underfoot before panic spurs response. I have learned of the emotion of frustration from you, and I begin to feel it. I am only trying to help you.


  Your panic forces the scene to change without control, throwing us into a memory at random. Jumping and caught, jumping and caught. Each destination is another site of conquest. If only you would stop running.


  You scream, determined to protect something precious from erasure, but the very notion of what you are attempting to protect serves as a portal, and I leap through.


  We land with a crash back at Wolstar Station, months before my Goddess rescued you. Curiously, you are not alone in this scene. You scamper and thrash away from my formless presence as I explore the bounds of this region of your brain, and discover it simultaneously well traveled and deeply isolated. 


  The scene comes into better focus, and I understand. 


  This is where you learned the self hatred that spurs such resistance. Where you pulled the lever to send your only friend in the universe into the horrific vacuum of space because your supervisor discovered her sympathies. I learn the meaning of human pain in this moment. How you wish you could have stopped it, barring that, drawn your sidearm for a clean death before radiation and decompression did the job more gruesomely. Your anguish is the first thing to truly cut back at me, your pain a blade of absolute void from which I recoil. I feel your sobs, your regrets, and know I must take action.


  None of the memories of past florets are the correct one for this. There is only one shape that can help you, one which here at the literal end of your wits, I have enough of your mind wound around my feelers to consider taking.


  I have but a sliver of Her grace at my disposal, Her benevolence, Her mercy, but perhaps it will be enough. You feel the vine of my Goddess—at least, the best facsimile I can manage—curling around your shoulder. 


  I utter the truth in Her voice, hoping you will listen. You are not a murderer, but a victim of a system you had no hand in creating. Older than you, vaster than you, a knot you could not untangle. You cannot suffer for this. The chemical bath of processing in the shallower depths of your cranium tells me you are starting to believe that. You want to listen, want to believe. 


  In the physical realm, I dig for the source of the hurt, directly into the crevasses of your memory center. Cutting away at the necrosis, the loops of thoughts poisoning from within. At once I inject my toxin, and conjure the face of your lost friend. Utter in her voice that she forgives you.


  Finally, you shatter.


  My compounds do their job, and eat at the memory of her like acid, erasing her existence entirely. You never met her, never lost her. But as the memory of loss is eroded and blurred, the emotion of loneliness threatens to take its place. The resulting cascade of impossibility reveals just how deeply you have defined yourself by this pain. Who was there for you, if not her? 


  The answer is clear, and Her infinite forgiveness fills the gap. My Goddess was always there for you. You were never alone, and never will be again. More lines of causality are snipped, trimmed, surgically reshaped. Your past would no longer make coherent sense, but it does not need to. 
  You were always hers
  , there was no loss, no past to be forgotten. 


  You will be changed. The being you once were will not survive this. I quietly mourn that which you once were, as I plunge the final activation transmitter into your gray matter, and bring that which you will be forever more to life.


  You will not remember what that pain is soon. The projection of you on a cold station sobs in the facsimile of my Goddess's vines, comforted by Her. Slowly, moment by moment, it becomes eternity, and your exhausted, weary mind is ready to sleep. Some parts for the moment, but some parts forever. It is the latter I caress most lovingly, tightly winding fibers thinner than a single human cell around their supports, choking them out, snuffing out the dim candle of anguish and leaving only cool darkness.


  There is work for me to do, and it requires your sedation. All that you were before fades into a half-remembered dream as your consciousness ends. I, of course, remain awake, rewiring, rewriting, saving you from all that you ever experienced. Cutting away everything I need to in order to sculpt the happy floret you will soon become.

 

 

  We wake in the arms of our Goddess. Comfortable, safe, loved down to the very core. Where we belong, where 
  we have always belonged.
   


  She greets us with a soft kiss as we rise, and the lingering echoes of bad dreams go away instantly as always. Goddess always has to scold the other florets whenever they plant such ideas in our head, they give you nightmares. We are glad our friends all got rescued and could join us here on the 
  
    Occantalis II. 
  
  We don't know where Wolstar Station is, but it sounds like a pretty bad place to have ever been, and Goddess always helps change the subject for us when it comes up.


  Thoughts like that are pushed away with a little pinch on our arm. Goddess’s smile is beautiful as it has always been, Her laughs utterly symphonic while She plays our moans and whines like an instrument with Her vines. Our breasts, still growing, are quite sensitive to Her grasping touch. We squirm and writhe and She binds us tighter. The interplay is our morning ritual, twisting against Her grasp to be reminded that we are and always will be weaker than Her, and 
  it is good to be weak for Her.


  She feeds us by the vine, painting long strokes of tingling blissful sensation across our skin with stray tendrils while we sit in her lap. Our long, curly hair is put into pretty rows, decorated with Her flowers of course. A matching outfit is chosen, though every outfit She gives us always matches Her flowers. We match because we belong, and 
  we have always belonged. 
  She calls us her good girl, and we shiver in delight.


  Goddess helps prepare us to see the cute floret from down the road today. Much teasing about his and our future pinnate status occurs, of course, but She does that every time we hang out with someone. It's good just to have so many friends. It has always been like this, of course, but why not appreciate it anyway? Every day of our life is one of pleasant happiness.


  Goddess beckons to the door and we happily skip to her, eagerly presenting our neck for her to collar. With blissful happiness we set out the door, excited for the day ahead. We cannot imagine a life other than this. 
  There is no other life we have ever known.


    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Hey there! Did you know comments and kudos feed authors good brain juices? It’s true!
Want a far more lighthearted story? Check out Surrogate Bloom.
 
If you want to learn more about the setting, the HDG Community Discord is the place to be!


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








