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A Taste of Class-Ω

    by sheepwave

      Summary

      a reader(affini) x floret story where 'you' tease your pet with a simulated class-O experience.
an illustrated oneshot.



      Notes

        CW that this story contains roleplaying of ego death, though the floret in question is actually just being given a temporary drug.
also, I am using the omega character as a stylistic choice, this is the same drug as class-O is in other stories. (though technically this story is a class L)


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






A Taste of Class-Ω

    
      
  “Good girl, good pet. Breathe in, nice and deep.”


  Your pet, your songbird, the cutest little human in the entire universe, mewls against your chest as she inhales through a mask of petals sealed tightly around her face. She goes to pull back after a moment, satisfied with her current high, but you hold her in place.


  “Just one more for Miss Cynthia, sweetie.”


  She hesitates, but the temptation of 
  
    just one more
  
   is too much for her as always. She makes a muffled noise of agreement and fills her lungs again.


  There are times when you might cut off her air, watch her struggle for just long enough to be safe before returning her ability to breathe, but this is not that sort of day. She spent all morning singing, dancing, composing a new song on the Maelodion laser harp you got her. But now it is time for her to rest, time for 
  
    you
  
   to play.


  You release the seal, and pull the mask back into your chest. As she reclines in a daze, you flash your thorns and slice away her dress. You lean back, coiling your vines around your devoted, precious floret, with your core exposed for her to rest her head against. 
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  You have plans for this afternoon, ones she knows only the vaguest shape of. There is something the two of you have discussed, an unmet, forbidden desire you share. To bring her to a place her ongoing exploration of the veritable library of drugs your body can produce has yet to grace. To touch the absolute bounds of oblivion.


  Her request had been to not know it was coming, to be surprised when you dangle her over the abyss and finally let go. You have had the Omega-27 flower grafted for some months now, but this morning you regrafted it into a limb that has the requisite filtering and needle for xenodrug administration.


  She is already quite high, but a jab of ætherea will keep her steady even if your plan might shake her otherwise. Domestication is a multiphase process, after all. You draw a pink and cyan flower that produces the substance which will dampen fear and panic for what comes next. The needle at its center beads and drips, hungry to bury itself in her.


  “Just one more xenodrug won't hurt.”


  She looks up at you with vacant, trusting eyes. The hypnotic trigger has its intended effect, and her disinhibitions melt away in the face of temptation. “Jus’ one more…”


  You smile, and she doesn't even flinch at the injection. You are so proud of the pliable little toy in your grasp, she has come so far from the ‘proud independent’ she was when you first met her. Your Notice of Intent to Domesticate was filed by the end of the week of course. It would have been sooner, but you had to write pages and pages describing your adoration for the little human.


  You read it aloud to her the night you claimed her. A fond memory.


  Reminiscing is fun, but your plans must continue. You draw out the flower whose nectar produces the strongest euphoriant yet discovered for her species, and bring it up into her field of view.


  “You remember this one, don't you? The one you never, ever touch?”


  You wave the yellow and black striped flower in her face, and her eyes instinctually latch onto the moving object. Even with your last injection suppressing her species stress hormones, she tenses up a bit at the sight of it.


  “That’s the… Class-oh… woah.”


  “That's right sweetie., it's the Omega-27 flower. Remember? The class-Ω that Miss Cynthia got just for you.” You wink the eyes on the left side of your head, reminding her of your prior negotiation. 


  She nods hesitantly, the rules of the scene just barely present at the edge of her memory. “Go ‘way, all the time?”


  “Yes. You know the type of floret. Empty, nothing but pleasure in their little minds. Irises tinted orange, though that's just a side effect. Nothing but a lap pet for the rest of forever.”


  Her eyes widen in a mix of fear and desire. “Scary!”


  She tries to cover her own eyes with her hands to make it go away. You have to hold back a squeak of delight at how adorable she is, for the sake of her immersion in the scene.


  “That's right. Very dangerous flower. A 
  good girl
   like you would never 
  
    need
  
   it. 
  
    You
  
   get to be my songbird, making music and poetry and whatever catches your little heart.”


  “Th-thank you, Miss Cynthia,” she mumbles in automatic response to the emphasis you placed on your praise.


  The Omega-27 flower, however, is not merely out to menace her, and her eyes widen as you extend the needletip and begin gently tracing it around her body, near enough for it to brush against the barely visible hairs on her arm.


  “Be careful, Miss Cynthia!” Her begging makes the tiny feelers on your core tangle in knots.


  You stroke a vine over her cheek, soothing her worries. “You trust me, don't you pet? You have your owner with you, nothing bad can happen.” You keep your smile perfectly still, while battling against a malstrom of screaming need.


  “I trust you,” she pants.


  Her whimper as you slip the empty needle into her arm is one of the most beautiful sounds you have ever heard. As you watch, her eyes dart down at the vines binding her in place in the closet thing to panic her precious little brain can manage with her fear neurotransmitters so weakened by her years as your pet.


  The need to empty the xenodrug reservoir behind the injector is nearly overwhelming, it is raw and instinctual and a younger bloom than you would struggle to remain in control. As is, you must focus on tightening the duct as hard as you can, to clamp down on the need to pour your chemical joy into her body. Everything in time.


  She tries to look away from you, but you stop that motion with a single finger and thumb on her jaw. Her eyes droop and lose focus as she stares into yours.


  “The class-Ω takes only four tiny doses to become permanent, you know. Which is not to say that the individual doses do not have permanent effects, my darling. A single drop will have you just a little high for the rest of your life. The constant, gentle buzz of rewired neurocircuitry. Hardly noticeable to others for a floret such as yourself, of course.”


  The conflicted desire is plain on her face. “Wh-huh?”


  “It wouldn't be too bad for such a smart girl like you, though, and you would have me to take care of you. I guess just one drop wouldn't hurt, would it?”


  She struggles to think through the syrupy influence of the drugs you gave her in preparation. In truth, she never really had a choice, but you doubt she is even aware that she has been conditioned to be incapable of refusing your offers of 
  
    just one more.
  


  She finally nods, as you knew she would. “Jus’ one… wouldn't hurt. To try.”


  You reward her curiosity. She gasps, as a single drop of the nectar of infinite bliss is squeezed into her arm. Getting to let just a single drop of such a dangerous, taboo substance into your precious floret makes your vines curl in pleasure. She wriggles in your grasp, as the drug works through the body you have given her, made perfect by the part of you that protects her from within her own spine.


  “F-fuck, Miss Cynthia… it's so much.”


  “I know, sweetie. Just one drop is so much, isn’t it. You’d make such a cute lap pet, but you and I both know that probably wouldn’t be the best life you could ever have. One is surely enough for you.”


  She blushes and averts her eyes from your gaze. “Y-you won't tell, right, Miss? My friends… that I tried… m‘barrasing…”


  “No, sweetie. Nobody would have to know you tried it. You're safe with me. Such a good floret.”


  She smiles at your reassurance, and after a moment of you winding a vine between her thighs, has forgotten her worries entirely. Her breathing becomes slow and regular, as the implant takes over manual control of her vital functions. It is so beautiful to watch her have even that tiny weight taken off her.


  “Just one more drop… 
  
    would
  
   hurt you, darling. You would enjoy it, of course. But you would lose the ability to remember anything more than a month prior. Your coordination would be permanently altered. I wouldn't want that for you, all the songs you wouldn't be able to play anymore. I value you far too much." You pause dramatically, pretending to consider alternatives and compromises. "But perhaps you could still play a simple instrument like a drum, and sing.”


  She nods in agreement that it would be a bad idea to give her another drop, though the grasping motion of her hands is the tell she wants it. The addled pet in your lap drools vivid pink, dyed by the particles of your psychoactive pollen suspended within the saliva.


  You grin wide, flashing the rows of razor sharp teeth she was so terrified of when you first met her. “I would only give you another if you asked.”


  This is her one chance to say no, as your question contains no phrase to compel her to agree to it this time. Your claws stroke through her soft, silky hair as the obvious truth slowly bubbles to the surface, how badly she wants more of your mind-killing venom in her.


  “I could, please? M-miss Cynthia?”


  “Good girl.”


  Her squeal is precious as the second drop of Omega-27 joins the first, doubling the blistering high of the first.


  “Fuuuuuuuck,” your floret mumbles.


  You're only half done.


  “The third drop would be devastating, irreversible damage to your ability to be anything but a lap pet, and everyone would know it. Your eyes would turn orange and yellow, and you would be unable to remember more than a few days ago. Perhaps you could come back from it. You could wear sunglasses and contacts and hide what I did to you, at least some of the time.”


  Your floret shakes her head, though the motion makes her eyes look dizzy. “no sunglass… I wann em… to know.”


  Just when you thought you couldn't possibly crave to turn her into an empty doll more, she says something that shocks you. Your core glows hot with joy, at the pride your floret shows at being yours. “You would want them to know I gave you the third dose?”


  “I… already halfway to… to the big one.” Existential worry has no place on your pet’s face.


  “I wouldn't want to, I would take no joy in it, breaking my little songbird’s mind,” you blatantly lie, with an unconcealed hungry growl to your voice.


  She nods. “Please, miss Cynth- Sin-tia… Miss Cynthhb-”


  Her ability to speak coherently is cut short as you release the third drop, so saccharine as to burn at her being. You have to wrap a vine behind her to keep her head elevated, as her entire body has gone limp. 


  Her delicate little form shakes and shudders as she is taken to a new plateau. You know her vision is starting to close in, her awareness restricted to you and your touch alone. You give her more to focus on, squeezing her tight, posing her and toying with her as the three drops of Omega-27 melt her functioning from within. Every drop of drool, every squirming thrash, every dribble of wetness between her legs belongs to you, and you revel in her submission.


  You slow your play. She looks down at the injector still in her arm, then back at you. Expecting that you will not cross the fourth dose, that you have taken her to the precipice and will advance no further. 


  Even in such a state, she realizes after a moment what is about to happen. Her eyes widen in shock. Clever girl, but not for much longer.


  “If I were to give you the final dose of class-Ω, you would be… gone. Not really you anymore. Unable to remember anything more than a few seconds ago. Blissfully, uncomplicatedly happy. The perfect, docile little floret, wrapped tight against my core forever." 


  Her mouth opens and closes, tongue darting in hedonistic abandon. She is so far gone from that proud Terran you met, so far reduced from the brilliant, creative xenosphont you admire so deeply. It makes you so hungry to break her, to cross the final threshold of absolute oblivion.


  “What your friends see you as won’t make much difference, you won’t even know who they are. All you’ll remember is me.”


  The thought of it is almost sad, and your character falters just slightly.


  “I would miss you terribly. Nobody to sing your songs anymore. I would mourn you, even as I cherished the parts of you that remained here for me to play with forever. I could never do that. You wouldn’t want that. Even if I do, even if I would love and care for you in any form you take.”


  She has a faltering frown, confusion, it is difficult to say how much she even understands anymore. You do not bother with the pretense of pretending to ask her for permission this time.


  “But it isn't up to you to make this choice. You are far too deep now, it is up to me. And it always was, since the moment you asked me to be mine.”


  A tear rolls down her eye. She gives you a little twitch of a smile. There is no way to know if they are attempts to communicate, or simply a body overwhelmed by pleasure firing neurons at random.


  You lean down, and give your pet a gentle, reverent kiss on the forehead. “I'll take such good care of the body you leave behind, my love.”


  The pressure in your injector you have held back explodes, and you pour not just the fourth dose, but enough to be a fifth and sixth as well into her bloodstream. Every tendril and vine of your body spasms at the raw pleasure of release, and you 
  
    snarl
  
   as the limp body before you lets out one final, overwhelmed scream.


  She stares, empty. Drip, drip, drip, drip. Every one of your injector vines leaking onto the floor beneath you.


  Her eyes, already  starting to tingle gold, flit from side to side, and you gently shut them for her.


  “Muh, wh… hh?” the vague notion of her curious, inquisitive nature bubbles forth, though that won't last much longer either.


  “I know, sweetie. I know. You were so brave, and you're safe.”


  She doesn't understand the words, but she recognizes the tone of pride and adoration, so a lopsided smile forms on her face. Within seconds, it shifts to a smile she doesn't even remember the reason for. 


  A few of your stray feelers grasp at her breasts, and her face goes slack as your toying with her erogenous zones becomes all she knows. A few seconds of memory is enough for a lap pet. You unravel fully around her, pulling her in against your core, where she can grasp and nibble at the short feelers that cover the fuzzy surface of your true being. It feels incredible. Your entire body cocoons her, making everything she can see be you.


  The glowing lights of your core paint her body a faint orange, and you indulgently release a cloud of the citrus-tinged bonding-accelerant drugs sores in the buds around your corevines into the tiny space that is her entire universe. She will certainly come out of this experience more needy for your touch. Changed by exposure to the radiating waves of comfort that now soak into her vastly diminished cognition, if nothing else.


  Even if its effects are only truly permanent when infused with certain compounds found in beeple honey, the Omega-27 you gave her is still 
  
    quite
  
   potent. In a week or so, your floret’s music and creativity will grace your space again, but for now, you promised you would dote on what she left behind.


  Your Songbird will be back soon enough, but she isn't going to leave her place against your core even once before that.
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Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          if you enjoyed, likes and comments make my brain give me good chemicals. tho maybe not as good as that floret just got.
if you want more readeraffini content, check out one of my other stories, Hope For The Future
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!
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