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Sweet Poppy

    by sheepwave

      Summary

      Amelia is an independent human, who is dating Poppy, one of the aliens that conquered humanity and is known for taking pets.

fortunately, Poppy doesn't want a human as a pet, and Amelia is definitely immune to mind control anyway.

Its normal for your girlfriend to give you a necklace that doesn't come off, right? And being played with like a docile, empty doll is just a kink thing... As is the training and conditioning... Right?

A fully illustrated story.





  






      

  












      Chapter 1
  



    Chapter Notes

      If you'd rather read this story but with an affini boyfriend and a fair bit more sexual content, check out Sweet Rhodes, the M/f version.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      











  Part 1
I stared at the door fretfully. My girlfriend would be arriving for our date soon. It was about noon, and I had been sitting in my chair waiting for her for a few hours–not that I would admit that to her once she arrived. She wasn’t late, of course. An affini almost never was. I just couldn’t think of anything else to do but sit around until she got here.
The stuffed plush she had given me, a fluffy animal called a sheep which I had nicknamed Sparky, sat by my side, keeping me company as best as a plush toy could. It wasn’t much, and lately even the unusual level of comfort Sparky had always given wasn’t nearly enough. I was in love, after all. Not much to do but stare down the hall and yearn about it.
I finally heard the chime of the door, announcing someone was waiting outside. It was presumably my favorite affini in the entire universe. I practically jumped up from my chair, put Sparky down in the seat, and skipped over to let her in happily.
The door slid open, and I flapped my hands in excitement as I saw her. “Poppy! I missed you so much!” 
I had been dating Poppy Versonia for just over a year and a half now. Usually there was a rebloom count in an affini’s name as well, but she had apparently discarded the notion of tracking the number a long time ago. I liked it, one less difference to draw attention to at every introduction.
I leaped forward to love-tackle my girlfriend, and she stumbled back a bit as she caught my flying hug. Unlike most affini, she was well within the range of a Terran height and mass, just about exactly two meters tall, so I could actually knock her over if I wasn't careful. Unlike most of her kind, she didn’t even have to duck as she followed me back into my apartment. Though it had been a long time since any affini other than her had been here.
“Oh, my love, wonderful to see you again, Amelia.” I liked hearing her say my name. She had helped me choose it, after all.
Her voice was soft and bubbly as always, a skilled recreation of human speech. She wasn’t that far off from a human appearance either, above the waist anyway. Her face was a deep green and had a soft texture like woven fabric, with two large yellow eyes and a small pointy mouth. She had two long feathery antennae that came out the sides of her head like gravity-defying pigtails. Her shoulders were only a few inches above mine, but her neck was long and thin, her head perched above it with flowing, wavy ‘hair’ formed from waxy grasses hanging down. Her chest was covered in fluffy but sparse leaves, with occasional glimpses of the cluster of glowing matter that was her true being within her chest, her core.
Below that, of course, illusions of humanity faded. She formed hands as needed, but let her vines sit freely otherwise. Where a terran might have legs, her body simply continued down, tapering to a thinner point that then spread outward from there. She had a tail with a round flower bulb at the tip. I had seen it shift slightly at times, but never seen the bulb actually open.
Said tail showed how happy she was to see me as it swished back and forth. “Now, my love, do you have all your things?”
“Ah, I have my bag back inside.”
I turned to retrieve it, but before I could run to the other room, a vine grabbed my wrist, and gently tugged me back towards her. I obediently stopped, and stood up straight for her to admire my outfit.
Poppy inspected me carefully, her two antennae tasting the air around me. “Hmm,” she hummed to herself. It was one of our little rituals, her choosing my perfume to match my attire.
Between her multispectrum vision and far greater chemical receptivity, she could see and taste a lot more of any ensemble I wore than I could, so it was natural she had the amount of input she did. Imagine if I went out wearing a pair that clashed hideously in the ultraviolet and smells I couldn't detect!
Poppy seemed to make her selection. She extended a finger, which unfurled into separate petals with a long yellow stem inside. She gently rubbed a line of near invisible dust along my neck. First the left side, then the right. She grasped me by the chin, and tilted my head so she could put a dot of it behind each of my ears. Finally, she carefully lifted my wrists and spread the same scented particulate onto those as well.
Satisfied, she allowed me to move under my own will again. I brought my hand up to my nose, and smelled the scent she had chosen for me today. Citrus, with a hint of something floral. Of course, it also carried her own distinct smell, the one I so often fell asleep breathing in, nested against her core. The one I couldn't place, but knew meant love.
It calmed me to have Poppy’s scent on my body again. I didn't see her every day, but I might soon like to. The thought of moving in with her had been on my mind recently. What would that be like? Falling asleep to the hum of her body, waking up next to her every morning?
She stepped back, and mirrored my own smile as she took in the full extent of my outfit for the day, now completed by her perfume. It was a dress cut I had customized from the menu florets usually used, because that was where the most fashion options were. I might be an independent, but that didn’t mean I was stuck wearing boring clothes. The long sections of orange and white stripes had a two tone texture that resembled the pattern found on Poppy’s body. It made me happy to bear something reminiscent of her, but I had also chosen opposing colors that complimented hers, rather than matching them. An important reminder that I was not, in fact, her pet.
My body tingled slightly as her vines slid over me, both over and under my outfit. “Stunning, absolutely stunning. Your necklace looks marvelous with your dress as always, my love. Wonderful design you chose today.”
I smiled. She had given me the jeweled neckband I always wore as an anniversary gift. I could make it change designs and colors wirelessly from my tablet; the metal band could squash and stretch like magic, and the three gemstones were able to be changed in color, shape and size just as easily. Not even the thinnest of its arrangements had a manual unclasping mechanism, but why would it need to? It never itched or bothered my skin. There was a button right within the application on my tablet I could push to summon her to remove it in an emergency of some kind, but I had never seen any reason to press it.
It wasn't the only adornment that she had placed on my body on a permanent basis on that day, of course. But the other one was not something I put on display where it could be seen. I could always feel it, of course. Not exactly easy to ignore, even if it mostly just sat dormantly under my underwear, locked tight around a certain part of my body.
I had always seen a certain allure to the fantasy of being locked up like that, but Poppy had made me comfortable with it being a reality via occasional inclusion during our intimate times together during the first year we were dating. She hadn’t even needed to ask if I was okay with the permanent variety. I was very into the idea, and her assertiveness in the matter made me leak whenever I thought about it.
I blinked a few times to clear my head of those thoughts before they consumed me. I went to my bedroom and grabbed the sling backpack I always brought when I stayed the night with her, then flicked off the light and turned to leave. She had followed me, of course. I was momentarily stunned by her silhouette carved out of the view of the hallway. 
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The golden yellow light behind her framed her like a halo, warm and radiant. The light glowed through the thin leaf cover of her back like a warm blanket, making her look illuminated from within. Her eyes, of course, glowed from within on their own. She was breathtaking. I couldn't just let such a moment pass without remark. “You're so pretty, you know that, Poppy?”
She giggled, and moved closer, stepping into my bedroom. I was frozen where I stood by sheer force of the sight of her, but when she reached me, she pulled me against her chest. The animal part of my brain that still registered any semblance of fear at the sight of my girlfriend was silenced instantly. The soothing hum I had learned was the song of her very soul resonated against my breast. “Yes, you tell me often. You are an enticing terran yourself, Amelia.”
A hand wrapped around the back of my head and a vine cinched in behind my lower back. I moaned, surrendered into her touch, and felt myself dripping between my legs through my cage. I felt it tighten slightly in response to my arousal, which only made it worse. Affini tech was unfair sometimes.
Poppy bent down slightly to kiss me. I still had to crane my head upward to meet her lips, but doing that always made my heart flutter anyway. My lips formed a seal against hers, and after a moment of pleasant kissing, she slid her tongue into my mouth. She had chosen to taste like sour candy this time, coating my mouth in a sweet fluid that made me salivate as she took me. 
After a moment, the tentacle in my mouth split into a dozen smaller ones and fully explored me, squeezing my tongue and toying with the back of my throat. She had mimicked a terran tongue perfectly early in our relationship, but her experimentation had found many forms I enjoyed more. 
Even as she explored my body with the drifting touch of her vines, she carefully avoided any of the places she had conditioned me to respond to her touching with complete submission to her control. By carefully not toying with me fully, she toyed with me more. I was helpless to her, craving her to take everything, but she kept me lucid, kept me as my day to day self.
We kissed as lovers in the dark, illuminated only by the hallway behind her. I licked and sucked at her while drool ran down my face, until she decided I had enough and broke the connection. I looked at her with needy, heavy lidded eyes.
“Hnnhg,” I articulated.
She giggled. “I know, sweetie. But we have to go out, remember? It's date day. Girlfriends go on dates.”
I moaned in frustrated arousal as she wiped the pink residue from my chin. Even just a gesture like that, or perhaps the residual feeling of her kiss, left me feeling intoxicated.
Not literally intoxicated, of course. She had never given me a single xenodrug herself, even the class-G medication she had arranged once she had me begin transitioning was taken in pill form rather than her injecting me.
I wouldn’t mind if she did, but she always said that me being sober around her was a requirement for her to not overstep her bounds. While I wouldn’t have minded a little recreational drugplay between us as partners, I appreciated that she had such restraint over her own instincts with me.
She finished wiping the drool off my face, and placed one of her own flowers in my hair. “There. Now you look perfect.”
The compliment snapped me out of my haze. “Thank you, Miss Poppy.”
Poppy smiled at me, but booped me on the nose with a vine. “Dear, you aren’t to call me that if we aren’t in a scene. Cute as it is.” 
I might be her toy during the nights we spent together, but it was only noon. I looked at her gorgeous face with a sheepish smile. “Sorry, Poppy. Maybe later tonight.”
I gave her my best pleading look. I got very needy after a few days of not getting to be her doll. I had developed an insatiable craving for Poppy's dominant side over the time I had been dating her. The chastity had only made it worse.
“Maybe later tonight,” she repeated back at me, as she winked one of her compound eyes.
She didn’t have the typical eyes of her kind. The pair of multifaceted orbs in her head were actual sensor arrays, rather than the hypnotic devices the Affini usually employed. Common as the hypnotic option was, she had no reason to need them, since she genuinely wasn’t looking for a pet. She had a human girlfriend, after all.
I appreciated that I could gaze into her eyes without losing a drop of my lucidity, and her simulated glowing pupils revealed where her actual focus was. Usually, the dots that illuminated were those pointed at me, as they were right now.
Poppy shifted back, and I let out a gasp of breath I had been unconsciously holding while our chests touched. She stepped out into the hall again, and beckoned me to follow, so I swung my bag over my shoulder and quickly caught up, grabbing Sparky and putting it in the bag as I passed my armchair. We walked down the hallway toward the elevator together, hand in hand.
Poppy rested her head on mine as we waited for the elevator. She was shorter now than when we had met. She had towered over me on our first date, but gradually shed more and more of her vines to be closer to my size, especially as transitioning had made me shrink. It only made sense that she had changed alongside me as she helped realize I was trans. Now, when I stood at her side, I could nestle my head under her chin, which I did. Breathing in her smell, now associated with happy times spent with the affini I loved, made me happy.
I liked how I could wrap my arms around her shoulders fully when she was on top of me, I liked cuddling with her and being just a bit smaller than she was. It felt like a fitting metaphor. We were equals, but I was still a sub. Just a little beneath her, especially in private where she would make my body feel like the most beloved plaything imaginable. I felt a restrained throb between my legs. Another reminder of how much I had given to her.
Unlike a pet, my submission to her ended when the scene did. I had nothing against florets, but the idea of becoming one didn’t appeal to me.
The elevator dinged, and we stepped inside. As always, I was just a little bit behind her, half a step. She pressed the button for the ground floor, and turned to me with a smile.
“I’m very excited for tonight. This will be a very memorable day.”
“Why is that?” I tried to think if I was forgetting something. I wasn’t the best with important dates. Had I forgotten a birthday again?
“Oh, I’m going to be telling you something very important tonight. A decision I made for us. Something very exciting.” 
“You could just tell me now.” I was anxious, suddenly. What if she had decided to leave, to go back home to the Triangulum galaxy, or was breaking up with me? 
She stroked my hair gently, soothing my worries. “I’m telling you tonight. It’s a surprise, but you’ll like it. Now, let’s get lunch.”
I recognized the happy tones in the hum that came from her chest, and smiled reflexively as her emotional state subtly influenced mine. It felt so good to share in my girlfriend’s joy.
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  It was a beautiful day on the  Occantalis II, as usual. I had lived on this ship for almost three years, brought aboard during the Terran Pacification Campaign. It only rained about once a month, and that was just for the sophonts that liked rain.
The street down the equator of hab ring two was busy, as everyone bustled about in the warm midday air. We were surrounded mostly by various affini and humans, with the occasional beeple, khetari, xenra, or other various xeno species scattered through. Most affini we passed dwarfed both of us, and even plenty of the terrans we passed were taller than Poppy. They always seemed to give her a lot of space. She waved at a few as we passed them. Patients of hers, perhaps. 
Poppy was a doctor, an affini doctor. I on the other hand, was… her girlfriend. I had been something else before, something to do with literature and philosophy. That thought led me, for some reason, to remember the books. There were a few books in my apartment that felt very familiar to me, all by the same author, but I didn’t recognize the name. If I remembered to, I would have to ask Poppy if she knew who he was. I had been considering throwing them out. The language was a little dense, and I just didn’t have the attention span for them.
I walked slightly behind Poppy, as was typical for us. She generally made the plans, and she knew where we were headed, so she led the way. There was no shame in acknowledging that there were some areas of inequality between us! She had been on this ship longer than I had been alive after all. She didn't like to say more than that about her age, and it seemed rude to pry.
As we strolled down the artificially sunlit path, It felt so good to be around Poppy again. I had only seen her twice in the last week, and it made me sad to spend so little time with my girlfriend. Feeling her hand in mine as we walked rejuvenated something inside me, soothed an ache I hadn’t noticed until it was gone.
We arrived, after a few minutes of walking, at Poppy’s favorite restaurant. I came to a stop a half step behind her as she paused to let others leave through the door before we went in.
I watched them as they passed. A pair of florets walking with an affini. Superficial as it might be, I didn't see what either of the terrans saw in their owner’s pointed, mask-like face. They were jagged and alien and had too many eyes.
I no longer found them as terrifying as I had when I met my first, but I definitely did not understand how most affini were attractive to their pets. Distorted mimicry of human shapes just didn’t do it for me, but I supposed that’s why most affini had two to six hypnotic orbs where human eyes usually were.
Poppy, on the other hand… I looked at her and sighed contentedly. Her long, slender neck, her tail, the various sets of little purple dots all over her face… I could list off the things I found attractive about her all day. I didn't need mind control nonsense to think the woman I loved was beautiful, she just was.
The typical mind alteration stuff wouldn't work on me anyway, it was pretty clear from my observations that those who were actually meant for florethood found their way there quickly. That just wasn’t me.
I had already gone through a month-long wardship when I first was captured, but it didn't mean much, everybody got a wardship back then. I was cooperative, and had been determined to be independent material without much fuss. I never even had to have xenodrugs used on me. I still had no idea what they were like, other than the ones that had given me the body of a woman.
My wardship guardian had been nice enough, and I even tried staying friends, but xe had talked to me less and less as time went on. A bit after Poppy and I started dating, xe had stopped responding to a single one of my occasional friendly check-ins. I didn't mind terribly; it had been years now and we were never super close. 
Most affini that weren't Poppy didn't pay much attention to me anymore, for that matter. I used to get a lot of attention from affini, but after a year of dating one as an independent, it must have become clear I wasn't destined for a collar.
I unconsciously fidgeted with Poppy’s necklace with my free hand as I looked in my reflection of the restaurant window. Today, I had opted to set the necklace’s three gems to be the same purple shade I always saw her core flash when I touched it, and chosen an ornate organic pattern for the metal around the stones. The two downward facing wings that were present on every design I could choose from framed the gems very well. I had noticed they looked like Poppy’s antennae a while ago, but assumed that was a coincidence.
The more childish of the two florets finally got out of the way, and Poppy led me inside. A bell above the door chimed as we walked in. I followed as she swiftly moved to an empty booth near the back of the building without stopping at the front desk.
We settled into the seats, sitting across from each other. Due to Poppy’s stature, We were able to use terran-sized accommodations when we went out together, rather than the ones meant for an affini and their pet. Though her and I had always been equals, even when she was almost twice her current size, it was nice having physicalities that intrinsically showed the equal footing we were on.
I started to get a rising nervous energy, as her and I were no longer in physical contact. “Could you… I want to be touched. In contact.”
She giggled. “Oh yes, I forget just how touch motivated you terrans can be, Amelia. Thank you for asking, my love.”
I felt her vines coiling around my ankles and up my knees, and immediately felt better. Poppy always knew how to comfort me when I got a little touch hungry. 
The waiter came to greet us. He was a well-tanned floret in a checkered shirt, with a bushy beard and a thin black collar. He set down a menu in front of Poppy, and placed a pitcher of water and two empty cups between us.
While Poppy inspected the menu and chose our meal, I rummaged through my bag, looking for my tablet to take a picture of her. I pulled Sparky out, setting it on my lap as I searched.
I paused my search, as the expected feeling I usually got from being in contact with my stuffed sheep continued to be oddly absent. I turned Sparky over, inspecting its pale yellow fluff, blue face and legs, and striped tail and ears. Nothing had changed about Sparky, it was still just a plush of an extinct animal. I guess I just knew I wanted to be around Poppy, not some toy she gave me to remind me of her when she was away.
She got my attention with a sharp double tap on the table, and I immediately sat up straight to focus on her. “Any particular mood, my love?”
“Something light, maybe. Not very hungry. Salad?” No need to specify beyond that. I trusted her to order for me; after a year and a half of dating she knew my tastes pretty well.
If I was here on my own, I would have asked for a drinks menu, but Poppy was very strict on the rule about me not taking or consuming anything that would interfere with remaining entirely lucid and mentally present around her. 
She folded the menu shut, and I put the stuffed animal away in my bag with a small smile. I still appreciated Sparky as something she had given me, even if that fact no longer bestowed it such an unusual aura of comfort.
Poppy signaled for the waiter, who immediately hurried over.
“I'll have the J-2 nutrient formula, but can you add a bit more salts, and a few shots of durataxin? The chef knows how I like it." While I was expected to stay sober around her, I had no such rule back. I was glad she could enjoy the affini alcohol equivalent around me.
The waiter nodded, and then looked at me for my order. Poppy spoke again instead. "My girlfriend will have this.”
Poppy then pointed at whatever she had chosen for me. She had emphasized the word girlfriend. She got very annoyed when I got mistaken for her floret, and she liked to preempt rather than correct. I snapped a photo of her as the waiter left, and she smiled sweetly at me.
“Capturing a moment, darling? If only your eyes could see how I do. You would see why I treasure you so much.” It was probably true. With how many spectrums Poppy could see and chemicals she could detect, she would be able to see a version of me I never could. There was something poetic about that.
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I turned the camera around, and snapped a selfie to check myself out in the senses a Terran possessed. Inspecting it, my eyes looked oddly heavy lidded. I must have blinked while I took the photo. I went to take another, but she gently pushed the device back down to the table.
“Let's play with that later.”
I nodded, putting it away again. “Yeah, good point.” It was date day, after all, not mess with the camera day.
Poppy leaned into her seat, and formed a second pair of hands so she could interlace her fingers and rest her chin on them, where our eyes would be level.
“So! I haven’t seen you in several days, Amelia. I've missed you terribly. What have you been up to?”
It was always harder for me to remember stuff Poppy wasn’t there for, but knowing she was interested helped jog my memory.
“Well, I went to the Jupiter jump observation event yesterday. It was cool to see the twin red spots with my own eyes! I wished you were there with me, but I know you were busy.”
“Aw, how wonderful!”
Six small vines gently brushed over my knee in an expanding star shape, treating my brain to a tiny tingling reward she had conditioned as a trigger. It was nice that my girlfriend’s touch could make me feel so good. I was so lucky to be dating her.
I blinked away the stars from my eyes before continuing. “Then I hung out with some of my floret friends… Reade was there too, she’s great. Josif gave me a lot of nice head scratches. Yours are still better, though.”
Poppy stroked the same spot again on the other leg, and it took me a moment to regain my composure. Her smile widened, and she straightened up a bit in her seat. “Oh, that is lovely! Did you have fun?”
“Yes! After Reade and Josif left, I hung out with some girl and her affini. He was very nice to me.”
“Ah. I see.” 
Poppy’s smile didn't move.
But neither did she brush against me again.
She just sat there, staring at me, waiting for something.
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I gulped nervously. 
“A-and I wished you had been there too!” 
The anticipated touch against my knee came, and I mewled happily at the endorphin rush.
I often forgot that Poppy was not overly fond of me talking to other affini more than was needed. She said I was far too precious, and one of them might do something underhanded to try to domesticate me. She kept a standing Notice of Intent to Domesticate on me to dissuade them, of course. It was a pretty clever loophole to keep me independent.
Apparently satisfied, Poppy poured me some water from the pitcher the waiter had left us, and handed it to me to drink. “Remind me, is Jupiter another Terran star? Is that why they made an event out of the hypermetric jump? I can’t say I pay much attention to the off-ship minutiae anymore, but I suppose it is a much more momentous event to one from a species so young.”
“Uh, yeah, something like that.” I had gotten distracted thinking about her using the reward trigger again. Was Jupiter a star? I had seen it yesterday, but that felt hazy now for some reason. I was glad that being forgetful wasn't a big deal in the Affini Compact.
I misplaced stuff constantly. Fortunately, the only things I owned that weren't easily replaceable by a compiler was the band around my neck and the mechanism between my legs. That was probably why I would need Poppy’s involvement if I ever removed either. It was a thoughtful gesture.
Of course, thinking about how the cage was not removable made me throb again. I shifted slightly, and realized I practically had a puddle of drippage leaking from my cage from her touching me while asking about my day.
Poppy broke the comfortable silence, apparently oblivious to my reaction to her touch. “I’ve been busy, as always. They needed my help on the high-grav ring, you know how it is.” 
Poppy was a doctor, an affini doctor. It was part of why her life did not particularly revolve around pets. The closest she came to domestication was taking core samples for implants for her patient's pets.
“Yeah, I know how it is…” it was getting hard to focus as she started to wind herself further up my legs.
“I always yearn for my terran, you know. Coming home to an empty hab… makes me miss my girlfriend terribly.”
Her vines slid up the bottom of my dress, and up through the vine openings typical of the kinds of clothes I found when browsing the floret menus. I looked around furtively. I was hardly a prude, but getting groped by my girlfriend in public still felt scandalous. 
“I-I see!” My voice was a squeak. Her vines were now rubbing my own precum all over my thighs. Wouldn't the waiter be back any minute?
Poppy, however, continued talking about her feelings as though nothing was happening. “I feel tangles in my being when I have to go without seeing you for days, you know. Such a buildup of stress.”
I felt my clit dripping all over the vines now poking at my cage. Every time she brushed against it, a pulse of vibrations would travel through my anatomy. Not enough to ever orgasm, but enough to be endlessly frustrating.
I gave her a wobbly grin. “Buildup… of pressure, even?” 
Her toying with the cage made me aroused, and that made it tighten. It was a feedback loop with absolutely no release. I bit my lip to try to not moan. 
“Of course. But I won't bore my lovely girlfriend by complaining about work.” I now felt more vines than I could count snaking under my clothes. Her touch brushed like a feathery whisper over one of the spots that, if pressed into, would act as a trigger to instantly make me a mindless, pliable toy.
“Miss Poppy, please…” My voice was a desperate whine.
“Dear. Not now. There is a time and a place.” I earned myself my second boop on the nose of the day for using her title out of scene again. It was the one she had been rubbing my fluids between my legs with, and left a little wet spot on my nose.
I felt bad. I had been slipping up a lot on calling her that recently. Regardless of my mistake, she didn't change what she was doing, so at least I knew she wasn't mad.
As she touched me, I tried to keep my composure. I leaned my cheek against my hand, trying to bring the spot on my wrist she had put her perfume on closer to my nose. Her scent helped, but not by much.
Her tendrils under my dress were now all the way up my chest. She hummed in thought, as she gently wrapped them around my breasts. 
My tits were somewhat small, just above B cups. I assumed that had been my genetics, unless she had chosen that specifically when designing my transition meds for some reason. I wasn't sure if that was possible or not. The gentle caress became a bit of a squeeze, and I failed to hold in a whimper.
“I want these pierced, I think,” Poppy mused aloud, mostly to herself.
“I… I could do that!” The tightness between my legs grew, as my clit failed to.
“The kind with loops,” she specified. “That I can tug on. But I will arrange it. You know how I love adorning my girlfriend.”
I opened my mouth to stammer out a response, but Poppy stole the syllables before they could form with a sharp twisting pinch of both of my nipples. My scream of pain and pleasure rang through the room, cutting through the background murmurs and leaving a sudden silence in its wake.
 
I heard someone clear their throat.
 
The waiter was standing with a tray, gracing us with a patient smile. He gave me a knowing wink and a chuckle as he set down our meal. The sound of conversation from the other patrons slowly returned, along with the color in my cheeks. 
I was mortified. A floret had looked at me like that? I didn't feel insulted or anything, if anything I felt like I was imposing. Florets gave themselves entirely to their affini owners, and here I was just dating one, being given the ‘knowing wink.’
I pretended to itch my nose, stealing another calming waft of Poppy’s scent on my wrist to try and keep myself together. Then I remembered my nose still had my precum on it, and wiped it for real.
Poppy gave me an innocent stare. Every one of her vines was gone from my body, save a few curled affectionately around my ankles and waist. How could I be anything but happy when she looked at me like that? I grinned at her like the big gay idiot I was, and looked down at our food. I barely remembered us ordering it.
She had gotten a semi-transparent bluish gray liquid for herself, in a large glass, and ordered pancakes with strawberries cooked in for me. They looked incredible. I must have told her I was very hungry.
I picked the glass of nutrient slurry up, then set my hand down on the table where she could dip one of her more rootlike vines into it. Meanwhile, she grabbed my fork and knife. I smiled at her as we did our little routine. Feeding each other felt so romantic. Obviously, eating was a more involved process for the one of us that actually had a digestive system, so more went into my end, but the underlying symmetry of the gesture was still there, and that was what mattered. 
She cut my pancakes up into a neat grid, and chose a square to pop into my mouth. It was sweet and buttery and delicious.
I thought back to what she had mentioned back at my apartment as I chewed. “So, you said you made a big decision for us?”
“I did not say it was big,” she corrected me, but I could tell from her pointy little smile I had been right. “It is something a long time coming, Amelia, and we will both be so happy.”
Another square of pancake went into my mouth, and I chewed thoughtfully before swallowing.
“We don't have to wait, Poppy. You could just say it now.”
She tilted her head to the side, and stuck an unusually large bite into my mouth before suddenly changing the subject.
“Do you remember how we met, my love? I feel nostalgic for our first date.”
I chewed for a moment, savoring how the strawberry and syrup mingled in the fluffy texture of the pancake itself. I swallowed before answering.
“Of course. How could I forget?” Good question… It was a little hazy. Everything from before we started dating was.
She helpfully prompted my recollection. “You were taller, then.”
“Oh, right. We both were!” It was coming back to me. How we both looked at least. I was… a man. Odd to think about. That felt like someone else entirely.
“Yes. And the gardens, they were beautiful. I was so happy I asked you to visit that moon with me. Do you remember how long the sunsets are?”
I was drawing a blank. Moons… was that Dionysus III?
“Hours long, yes.” I didn't remember our first date. She had arranged for my transition almost immediately after it, and the memories of that period were a complete blur, but I still felt bad.
She popped the last slice of pancake in my mouth, and stroked my face to comfort me. “It's okay, Amelia. I know how forgetful you can be. Fortunately, new noteworthy days happen all the time. What if it was tonight? I could be asking you to be my floret, after all.”
I snorted, the tension diffusing. “Yeah, right. That's never happening.”
She giggled. “A little joke always cheers my girlfriend up. Now let’s go enjoy some time outside."
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  The artificial sun was beginning to set as we stepped through the door to Poppy’s hab together. The synthetic voice of her home spoke flatly to greet us as we opened her front door.


  
    “Welcome home, Doctor Poppy Versonia. Welcome back, Amelia Versonia.”
  


  The phrasing was far too awkward to not be intentional. The hab AI seemed to like drawing attention to the fact that Poppy had given me her last name when she helped me choose ‘Amelia.’ 


  I was very glad she had given me a nudge towards the name Amelia, I absolutely loved it. It had also saved me from my own indecisiveness. Choosing a name to use for the entire rest of my life as a woman was agonizingly difficult! I had been so torn between the three options she had given me. I was glad I hadn't chosen Amy or Amethyst, those just weren't me.


  The lights in the room came on as we entered, and I breathed in deep, appreciating the subtle scent of her everywhere in the air. I always felt secure here, felt at home. It was where I spent most of my time fantasizing about being when I was in my own apartment.


  I hadn’t been here in a week, but the only thing that had changed was that there was now a tank with a partly grown haustoric implant in it, sitting on the side table in her living room next to the sofa. She must have had to take work home with her. One of her patients must be getting a floret soon.


  Poppy’s home was built to Terran scale standards, minus having unusually high ceilings to accommodate visiting affini who were not as small as she was. The decor was mostly reflective brushed metal, with light wood countertops and recessed planters with various decorative flowers growing. She left me in the hall to water a few of the more high maintenance flowers, as she usually did immediately after we arrived.


  I pulled Sparky out of my overnight bag and tossed it on the couch, then went to the closet and hung my bag in it. I noticed it was now full of outfits for me that had not been there before. Various sweaters, gowns, sundresses, and more. A warm, bright palette of patterns in vivid reds, whites, yellows, oranges, and magentas. The colors I most wore around Poppy, to contrast her purples, greens, blacks, and cyans. All, of course, in the companion dress fashion styles I preferred to wear.


  I cracked a smile at what a huge dork my girlfriend was. She must have been in the mood to compile a bunch of outfits for me since I saw her last. She really was not good at hiding how much she missed me when we went a couple days apart.


  I returned to the living room, sat on the sofa, and opened my tablet. I had long ago been trained to patiently wait in a proper posture with my legs parallel and knees together, until Poppy finished fussing with her plants. To pass the time, I looked through the photos we had taken while at the park after lunch. My favorite was one that a friendly stranger had taken of both of us standing together. She always looked kind of silly in photos. The dark, waxy surface of her skin that only reflected light at the edges made her always seem to be in shadow, other than around the lighter green parts of some of her leaves. It was quite a contrast with my bright orange dress.
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  I sighed contentedly, and sank into the couch a bit more just thinking about her. I had no memory of ever being as happy as being Poppy’s girlfriend made me. My leg bounced as I waited, all that energy needing to go somewhere. I had a faint memory of someone once joking that doing that was me ‘wagging my tail,’ but I couldn't remember who had said it. It hadn’t been her, so it wasn’t important.


  Poppy finally finished with her tasks, and came to join me on the couch. She split the entire lower section of her body in half, sliding atop my thighs, facing me in something like a straddling position. 


  Poppy being in my lap, where she could look down at me and have access to my entire body, had always been one of her favorite ways for us to sit together. Since our anniversary, it had gained a new angle, as she liked to extend little feelers to toy with my necklace and cage as well. It was a comfortable experience, being gently pinned down like this. She was heavier than me, but not by much, and while I could probably push her off me if I tried, that didn’t mean that I was going to.


  The vines that made up her body partially unwound, and she coiled herself around me. I felt her trace a small circle on my left shoulder, and the trigger to go completely limp overtook me. She pulled my torso back into an upright position, then lifted my head up from where it had slumped back.


  Poppy had unfurled one of her fingers, revealing her inking nail again. I gave her a little smile, as she raised my arm to continue her work. Working on the ultraviolet tattoo she had been slowly filling in over my entire body was one of her favorite activities for us to do together. There wasn’t much of me left she hadn’t reached yet, so i knew she would be working on my left arm. She began at my elbow, and I let out a small gasp as the first brush stung slightly, but I adjusted quickly back into my docile state as she worked.


  It was relaxing, to recline on the couch underneath her, and feel her continue the full work of art she had been toiling at for the last few months continue to be made. I could easily resist the trigger to be completely still in her grasp, but why would I not want to be still in my girlfriend’s grasp?


  While the ink under my skin was not in the spectrum of light I could see, I could tell from the paths she took while laying it down that it was composed of many long, organic shapes. Perhaps it was like vines. It would have been simple to tell a mirror to show me the appropriate spectrum, but Poppy had instructed me not to peek until it was complete, so I had yet to see the design with my own eyes. I wondered what it looked like, but until it was complete it was for her eyes, not mine. Well, and other affini. I supposed. It was odd that none had remarked on it, though.


  She turned my hand over, and continued inking the section on the front of my hand. It felt like a long spiral curling into the center of my palm, with sequences of dots on either side. I felt lightheaded just trying to visualize what It must look like on my skin, so I stopped trying and just watched her work.


  It was easy to lose myself to the gentle strokes. She had originally done the tattoo in short bursts that covered only a few inches, but this time, she kept going long past when I expected her to stop. One long winding line traveled all the way from my elbow to my wrist. I lost track of time, simply experiencing her touch and the twisting lines being etched into me.


  I felt the gentle hum in the vines holding me shifting. It was a buildup of tension, rising higher as she continued the stroke of her nail. Finally, with one final flourishing tap, she made a little fluttering trill of satisfaction. She seemed very pleased, and the emotions I sensed from her made me feel giddy as well. She held up my hand, admiring her work.


  “There. The design is complete. Until I revise it, at least.”


  I inspected my hand and arm. It didn't look any different to me, but the feeling of joy radiating from her was absolutely infectious. The purple spots over her eyes and cheeks shimmered with happiness, and I grinned wide at her. 


  Suddenly, Poppy pounced forward in my lap, and pulled me in to meet her lips by my necklace. She slipped inside my mouth, and her kiss tasted faintly like mint. I moaned into her mouth as she swirled the tendrils of her own tongue around mine. It was so convenient that the necklace didn’t have any way to unclasp, so that she could tug me closer to her by it, without fear of it coming off.


  My eyes slowly drifted shut as we kissed, though hers remained open. I could almost see them even through my eyelids, glowing dots in compound eyes seared into my mind. Illusory copies of her eyes and pointy little smile, staring at me like I was the focus of her universe. She leaned back after a moment, and the lingering taste that tingled on my palette helped me come entirely to my senses quite fast. I blinked a few times in surprise.


  “Good to have you back, my darling. I wanted you fully mentally present for this conversation. So! Amelia. I told you I had made a decision, regarding us. Our future.”


  I gulped nervously, my sudden increase of lucidity bringing with it the capacity for anxiety. “What do you mean, by our future?”


  “Our time continuing past this moment. In contrast to the past, which we have been spending in an agonizing dance of meeting and separating for a year and a half now.” 


  Her fingers pulled through my hair possessively, catching just a bit. If not for the lingering minty residue distracting me, I might have dropped into bliss again from just that. It didn't stop the throbbing tightness from inside my cage, though.


  I focused myself on the moment again. “So… what did you decide, Love?”


  She bounced a little in my lap with her excitement. “You're going to move in with me, dear. I decided this a week ago. Seeing you every other day is not enough! At times, I have gone three or even four days in a row without your touch against mine. Surely, merely having the company of the stuffed animal I gave you is no longer enough when you sleep at night.”


  It was true. I longed for Poppy every night I wasn’t with her. After just the first few times falling asleep curled up against her core, something about sleeping alone had felt off. She had given me Sparky to help keep me company without her around, which had been a huge help for the last 15 months or so.


  Unfortunately, when Poppy had visited me at my apartment about six days ago, she had offered to wash Sparky for me, and it just hadn’t been the same since. Maybe she had accidentally taken some kind of scent off of it. But regardless, a single stuffed animal would not be responsible for this ache. I had felt very aware of the emptiness of my bed without her for a long time.


  The obvious response to the idea of moving in with her should be pure elation. Why was there some tiny part of me that was terrified? I didn’t usually fear anything when I was with her. But the edge of that minty taste let certain feelings linger that normally didn’t.


  I tried to center myself. I idly watched the implant that was growing in the tank sitting on the side table next to me. Its pale roots moved like there was a current inside the briny water, searching for the nervous system of whatever floret it was destined for. I breathed in deep, letting the gentle notes of citrus she always seemed to exhale exactly when I needed it wash over me. As always, the scent of my partner calmed my nerves a bit. Poppy could tell I was under some distress, and looked at me with concern.


  “What is it, love? Don’t you like spending time with me?” Her smile was every bit as warm as ever. I didn’t want to disappoint her, but I was still nervous. 


  “Won’t that mean I end up spending a lot more time as… your toy? Maybe so much that…” I felt anxious. Would I not just be her floret at that point? 


  She stroked my face with her fingertips. “You will indeed spend more time as my plaything. I imagine I will enjoy you most nights we spend together. But you are already mine to the fullest extent I ever intend to claim you. My Terran, my partner.” 


  I felt like I should protest, but would that just be forcing conflict for the sake of having had a say in the matter? I wanted to be with her, after all. I looked around the room. It already felt like home. Now it could be. I just needed reassurance this didn't mean she wanted to change our relationship.


  “So you’re not turning me into your floret.”


  She shook her head. “Your political independence is not really my concern. I do not share the obsession with systemic power so many of my kind do. I barely pay attention to what star system the ship is in, let alone the latest domestication treaty signing. I simply wish to treasure everything you are without having to constantly put space between us. You belong in my grasp, Amelia.”


  Her thumb slipped into my mouth for a moment, and I reflexively licked the sweet taste of strawberry off of her, which quickly washed away the mint that had started to feel downright foul to me. My smile returned quickly. I felt her vine on my leg, gliding slowly up my skirt.


  It was hard to think about anything but the possibility of her touching me all the time. Every night. Waking up in the bliss I felt when I nestled into her. Feeling her fingers and vines run through my hair all the time. My body had been fully trained to associate pleasure with Poppy, and now she wanted me to live with her. I would be getting a lot more pleasure If I said yes.


  Once she removed the finger from my mouth, I spoke again. “I… yes. I want that! I even thought about it a lot over the last week too. I want to move in with you!” The taste of strawberry on my lips was a reminder of all the lovely things I would have to look forward to. Why had I been concerned?


  She giggled. “It wasn’t actually a question, but I am glad you agree. You were already going to be staying with me tonight anyway, so we don’t have to do a thing differently until tomorrow. We can just have anything you intend to keep moved here.”


  Things I intended to keep… There wasn’t much, if anything, that I would want and hadn’t brought with me. Nothing made me feel as happy as Poppy did. We could just recompile the few things I might want without ever returning to my old place. It wasn't like I had been doing much at my own apartment lately anyway, other than wishing Poppy was there.


  I felt increasingly silly for having even the slightest resistance to moving in with Poppy, as I realized I hadn’t even liked my own apartment much in over a year. If anything, this discussion had reinforced that we were truly equal partners. If I was just going to be her pet, she could have drugged me to agree with her easily. There would have been no point to the conversation at all. 


  I breathed in deep. Home. I was home. This was my home now.


  Poppy slid herself back off me, and did a happy little wiggle of her vines and antennae. “I’m so happy to be at this stage in our relationship. I want to show you something, follow me.”


  She turned and walked in the direction of her bedroom. Our bedroom, now! She came to a stop facing the mirror, and I took my place beside her.


  Poppy tapped me on the shoulder, and I lifted my arms so she could undress me as usual.


  I looked at my bare body reflection. Short, a little curvy in the places Poppy liked. The most noticeable things were the additions, of course. The necklace and cage. Both adorned in gemstones and brushed brassy metal, though the front of the cage was a darker wooden section.


  Poppy tapped me between the shoulder blades once more, and I stood fully straight. Once I was properly posed, she addressed the hab AI. “Mirror, upshift the 200 nanometer frequency range into the terran visible spectrum.”


  My jaw dropped as the tapestry on my skin became visible, I was covered, head to toe, in ornate, swirling lines. In places, the lines split like a fractal root system, in others they seemed to spiral in on themselves into shapes that looked like blooming flower petals. They glowed a pale purplish blue in the mirror, marks normally visible only to affini eyes reinterpreted for mine.


  She grasped my arms with one of her hands, spreading my limbs, and turning them side to side for me to admire the artistry of her full adornment. The tattoos were long and detailed, and flowed over my body like ivy growing over a building. 


  I didn’t know what to say, how to articulate my thoughts. “It’s beautiful…”
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  As I looked at them, It did not feel like the dotted leaflike flourishes were merely artistic. There was clearly some pattern, some meaning beyond my understanding to them. Regardless, the sight of my skin so beautifully decorated by the woman I loved made me so happy I had to flap my hands around to get the excess energy out.


  Her smile grew as she watched me react. “Just wait, my love. Mirror! Translate and overlay text onto the reflected body. Ornamental Ancient Affini Script, Triangulum North Spiral dialect, into Terran Standard English.” She quietly giggled to herself. “Of course, we didn’t call it ‘Ancient’ back when I originally learned it…”


  There was a noticeable pixelation of the entire surface for a moment, and then the glowing tattoos shifted into letters and words I recognized. I gasped, as I read the text permanently inked into my body. It was a poetic declaration of love, describing all the ways Poppy thought I was perfect, but one word appeared often, frequently, and with great emphasis.

 

  MINE. 


  MINE. 


  MINE. 


  MINE. 


  MINE. 
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  I stared at the words Poppy had inked into my skin. My girlfriend was so loving, so thoughtful. And so… possessive. I felt a twinge of pressure in my chastity cage at that thought. She wanted me so deeply, so wholly, to go to the effort of showing me like this, to ink it into my skin directly herself over months. A labor of love, a show of her care for her partner.


  “Yours.”


  Poppy turned the mirror off.


  “Mine. My girlfriend.”


  The afterimage of ‘mine’ emblazoned over my body still lingered in my mind.


  “Yours…”


  I turned to face Poppy. At that moment, I knew I was truly home. Where I belonged. I placed my hands on her chest, felt the hum of her core. The hum I would fall asleep to every night. This would be my forever. I would wake up wrapped in her vines tomorrow, and the next day, and… I didn’t know if that would ever end. I didn’t want it to ever end.


  She grasped my wrists, and led me back to what was now our bed. I was pressed down on my back, and she flowed on top of me. She kissed me like I was hers, in stark contrast to the gentler affection she usually gave me as her equal partner. Thorny teeth grazed over my ears and jaw and lips, and when she returned to my mouth she was much less careful to fully clear her long tongue from my airways until a moment before it would have been uncomfortable. I gasped and moaned and ultimately complied with her will. 


  As she kissed me, the vines of her torso crept over my naked form. Unlike at lunch, she did not bother being gentle enough to not make me squeal and writhe in agonized ecstasy. She pinched and squeezed and scratched at my body, making little appreciative trill sounds as she touched my breasts in particular. I was so sensitive to my lover’s touch, and if she intended for my nipples to be pierced soon… I shuddered in anticipation at the ways she would play with me. I was so fortunate to have a partner who wanted to make me as beautiful to her eyes as she was in mine. So many were willing to compromise, but not Poppy. 


  A sharp twist of my breast had me letting out a mewling scream, and my bones might as well have been liquid as I became even more pliant under her touch. She really liked my tits. I was so glad she had given me them. I was so lucky that my body had responded to the hormones by becoming exactly what Poppy had always wanted from a terran. It felt so good for my girlfriend to adore what I apparently secretly always was deep down.


  Then her focus traveled down my body, down towards what dribbled so readily at her touch.


  She had given me the beautiful device that had remained around my anatomy as an anniversary gift alongside my necklace. One year as girlfriends. It shifted in color and material just like the necklace did, but unlike the necklace, I had no ability to modify its shape beyond the surface ornamentation. It was custom made, shaped exactly right for the size my clit had eventually shrunk to.


  “Such a lovely little decoration. I do love admiring it like this. You have bloomed so beautifully, my darling.” 


  I blushed deep red whenever Poppy teased me about how small I had become down there. I wondered if the heat in my cheeks made the tattoos there look good to her, I hoped so.


  A bundle of feelers enveloped my crotch, and neediness swelled in me as she fondled the outside of the cage, and slid wet tendrils to rub behind it and between my legs. There was nothing to grab back there anymore, of course. I had woken up in her bed with those removed a long time ago. She had explained that it was to make sure I didn't experience any nasty testosterone in my system if I forgot to take my hormones. Considering how scatterbrained I could be, it was definitely the right call.


  Once her vines were completely coated in the slick fluids that ran from the openings in my cage, she slid between the ring of metal and skin, and I moaned in pure desperation at the sensation. Poppy swirled her little feelers around my most sensitive areas, coating me in my own wetness. 


  The part of me most denied of touch spasmed and throbbed, and if not for my conditioning to never orgasm without her command, the desperate leak of fluids might have become a spurt within seconds. The cage’s velvety, self cleaned interior often teased me unexpectedly with simulated strokes, but nothing came close to the real thing.


  I was getting close, but no command came. Suddenly, she fully retracted from the cage, and I couldn’t help but whine. “Fuck, Im so pent up…” I had not been allowed to cum since our anniversary night about six months ago.


  “I know, Amelia. You’re so patient, obediently waiting for my approval. You’ll surely get your chance now that you live with me, though.” 


  Her praise and promise of release made my chest feel light. “I just want to be a good girlfriend for you…”


  “You are. I would never ask for more, though I might just take it.” She giggled at her own joke.


  I felt so grateful that in spite of the intense submissive tendencies I had developed over the last year and a half, she didn't respect me any less for it. It was hard to remember, but I had definitely been under the impression I was dominant before. Probably just some internalized masculine expectations that I was better off without.


  She gave me a double tap on the cheek, and I obediently stuck out my tongue. she wiped the various vines that I had soaked with my own slick off on my tongue, then tapped on the opposite side, and I closed my mouth again. The taste of my own surrender to her was sweet, with mildly bitter salty notes. She gave me a little kiss on the forehead, and stood up, beckoning for me to follow.


  My knees were a little shaky as I tried to follow her up from the bed. the four triplets of spots around her eyes and face shimmered in a way I couldn't stop looking at. I blinked, realizing I was now standing up straight, facing her and looking up slightly to make contact with her two eyes. I must have spaced out again. The pair of eyes on her face might be entirely incapable of hypnotic influence, but I still got lost in them all the time.


  “Now that my declaration on your skin is complete, I am going to give you something. Something you have deserved for a long time, my beloved. The gift of chemistry, personally formulated by me.”


  As I gazed at Poppy, her tail’s usual swishing caught my eye, and when I looked at it I saw something I had never seen before. The little flower bulb on her tail had opened. Five vivid pink petals surrounded an injector needle. It was beautiful. Also, the needle was dripping as much as I was.


  I took an involuntary step back from surprise. “Poppy? You said you didn’t want to give me xenodrugs. You said if I was on them, you might overstep your bounds.”


  She advanced closer. “I did say that, yes.”


  “Is that… not something you're worried about anymore?”


  She hooked a long, pointed finger between the skin of my throat and the necklace I had now worn for months, pulling our faces together. “No, my love. I am no longer concerned by that possibility.”


  The tightness in my chest was only matched by the tightness in my cage. I tried to let out a gasping plea, but she didn’t need it. I shivered in anticipation as she loomed over me with nothing but hunger on her finely woven face. She had already decided what she would do, and was not waiting for my permission.


  I didn’t even see her tail move, it was simply by her side one moment, and buried in my arm the next. All I felt was the tiniest pinch, and I could no longer claim I had never been given xenodrugs.


  She explained herself for the choice she had made, though the sensation now spreading up my arm did not incline me towards doubting her. “With you living here, both of us can finally experience certain kinds of release we have been too long denied.”


  Warmth spread through my body, and I gasped as the tattoos she had left on me glowed pink in response to what now ran through my veins. The beautiful, ancient text, her love letter both to and of my very being, made visible to my eyes by chemical reaction. A tear ran down my cheek, but even that sent tingles of pleasure rocketing through my nervous system.


  I looked up from my own fingers, and saw her again, framed by the light of her own grace. I gazed upon my lover like I was seeing her for the first time. The room around us felt dim, only her in illumination. Every detail of her surface, every one of the layers of light absorbent matter that gave her that distinctly rim-lit appearance was beautiful perfection. As colors twisted and lines blurred, she glowed like a being of divinity, the constant at the center of my perception.
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  She pulled me in close, and stroked up my back, pressing in on pleasure trigger after pleasure trigger, shooting jolts of raw sensation through me, making my cage squeeze almost to the point of pain. I babbled incoherently at her as her control washed over me, my devotion to her absolute.


  Her face grew larger, no. Closer. Her hand cupped around the back of my head and she kissed me, the invasion of her tongue triggering cascades of sparks in my mouth and throat. It was seconds, or perhaps days later, that she pulled away, the lingering sour candy taste a feast for overwhelmed chemical receptors on my tongue.


  I gazed up at my girlfriend's face with a feeling that could only be described as worship. The flowing lines of her art on my skin were leylines through which pleasure channeled. Every drop of her scent in the air filled my mind entirely, I breathed it in hungrily.


  I reached forward with what little ability to act I possessed, pushing my fingertips past the thin leaf cover over her core. I graced my being with the lightest brush against the container of her soul, and all semblance of thought was blasted away in that instant of contact. I stared blankly forward. I stood, entirely still, no thoughts but warm feelings of love for her clouding me. I was lost in her song, dancing within my own mind to her melody. I could be like this forever and know only peace.


  I felt her tail press against my skin again. She blessed me with another injection from within her own body, but sadly, the climaxing symphony of experience faded into a mere background overture as my heart pumped what must have been a counteragent through my body.


  Lucidity struck me like a slap in the face. I was covered in tears and drool, and the cage between my legs might as well have been a faucet.


  Poppy’s voice was tinged with concern. “Amelia? It's okay, come back for me. I know that may have been a bit intense. I didn’t want to hold back for your first time experiencing that.”


  Intense was an understatement. I was pretty sure entire Old Earth religions had been formed based on drug trips orders of magnitude lesser than what I had just gone through.


  “Hshndf,” I expounded.


  Poppy stroked my face lovingly. “I know, dear. Perhaps I misjudged the dosage slightly. Sorry about that.” She giggled, and lessened as it might still be, every one of her words reverberated through me.


  I tried to regain the thread of my own consciousness, with great difficulty. I reminded myself that plenty of girlfriends got high together. It was a completely normal thing for a pair of equal partners to do, and Poppy certainly enjoyed when I kissed and licked her core every night before sleeping. But the feeling of devotion failed to fully fade, even as the ink on my body grew fainter, indicating the drugs were diminishing in effect.


  Was this what being a floret was like? Was this what motivated the pure adoration I had always observed every human pet I ever passed?

 

  
    Did I want that?
  

 

  That thought blasted through my mind like an orbital railgun through a wet cardboard box. I needed her to be my owner. I could not bear to live without her control of me.


  I was going to break, I realized. I had only been sleeping with her one night a week when the hum of her chest had enraptured me, and living with her would saturate me in her being. That was not scary. It was what I wanted. I was going to beg her to make me her pet. If not today, then tomorrow, or a week, or another year, but the conclusion was foregone. I could not be her girlfriend, her equal. Hopefully she forgave me for not being strong enough. 


  I spoke with fear and trembling in my heart. “Poppy… What if… One day, I decided I wanted to be your pet?”


  The hum in her vines suddenly grew quiet, and her smile flattened slightly. “I am happy with our relationship as it is, though. Am I not enough for you as your girlfriend?” There was a reddish tint to her eyes as she asked the last part.


  “N-no, Poppy! I love you! I am so happy as we are!” But was I? The mere thought of her owning me was making me leak in my cage almost as much as her touch did. 


  The slight red tinge from her eyes returned to a vivid green. She considered the question for a moment, before answering. 


  “Hmm. The idea of your loyalty to me being enforced by the Terran Domestication Treaty, defined by the dynamic between our civilizations rather than the dynamic between you and I, would disrespect what makes you special to me. You do not love me for mere political status, I hope.”


  “Of course not! I love you because you make me happy, and when we are apart I can barely think of anything but you…” My heart wrenched. I was a terrible girlfriend.


  Her voice was sharp and deliberate as she spoke. “Then what would we even change? You really want to be my floret? Do you even know what that means, or are you just reciting a narrative that has been pushed on you?”


  “I don't know. I need to be yours, Poppy!”


  She let out a long, drawn out sigh, and turned her back to me, walking over to a drawer next to her table. I had fucked up. I had said the wrong thing, and now she was mad at me for the first time ever. 


  She sounded hurt as she spoke. “If you are not mine already, then I do not know what to tell you, Amelia.”


  I didn’t know what to do. “No, I didn’t mean it- Poppy, please!”


  She finished digging around in the drawer, pulling out something I couldn’t see. She stood up straight, and turned her head to face me slowly without moving her body, a full hundred and eighty degrees, and when she stopped her eyes were wider than I had ever seen them.


  “I believe you may have misunderstood some things, Amelia. I forgive you for that. But you will be making it up to me, my love.”
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  Poppy’s words filled me with relief. Thank the stars, I could still make it up to her.
She turned her body to face me, and I saw what she had been looking for in the drawer. It was her favorite rope. A deep purple, similar in color to the twelve dots on her face. Made of a woven fiber material, slightly rubbery, that somehow managed to be high friction without causing burns or ever cutting off circulation. I had been bound by it many times. Made helpless as it was woven around me, screamed into it as a gag, bled on it, broken under it. I knew what it meant. I saw the shift in her posture, the flash of talonlike thorns normally hidden in her fingers. I had learned to recognize this change in her behavior like nothing else.

   “Wrists.” 

My arms were splayed before me before my conscious mind had even absorbed the command. Every hair on my body stood on end as tingles like a chill of cold air passed through me. Obedience was beyond something I needed to think about when she used that voice.
“Yes, Miss Poppy.”
“Good girl.” There was no correction this time. Calling her by her title now was not a mistake.
I watched through the mental haze of trained compliance as she did a quick prisoner’s cuff between her hands, slid the loops around my wrists, and pulled the rope tight to bind them together. Once the anchor was stable, she began working downwards, assembling a pattern of overlapping diamonds that reached down to my elbow. Around and around she went, an intricate pattern that framed the tattoos I could still faintly see perfectly. Every loop further limited my range of motion, further bound me to her will.
She pulled her elegant crosswork taut, tight enough that my elbows touched, spurring a weak whimper of pain from me as my shoulder joints protested. 
As the pain faded, I was compelled to address it having been inflicted on me. There was only one response my mind knew.
“Thank you, Miss Poppy.”
Other affini, hulking masses with biomass to spare, might not even bother to restrain with anything but their vines, but Poppy had preferred the artistry of rope even before shedding down to Terran size. 
She inspected her handiwork carefully, testing it with a few tugs to ensure it was secure. Once my wrists were fully tied together, she gave me another command.

   “Drop.” 

I went as limp as I could while still standing. “Yes, Miss Poppy.”
Poppy lifted my wrists above my head, and ran the slack of the rope through a hook on the ceiling she had to stretch her arms to reach. She pulled, and my arms were ratcheted forward and up. Away from my sides, exposing me, making me as vulnerable as possible. 
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She spoke, in the slightly lower voice she always used in scene. 
“Aren't you happy as is? I like having a Terran as my partner. You are so loving, so sweet. You are so wonderfully submissive, and so naturally lacking in defenses and barriers against one like me. I like having you as you are. My daylight girlfriend and my sundown plaything.”
The lights dimmed as she stalked around me like a predator. I followed her with my eyes as best I could, but the tightness of the rope tying my hands above me was such that I could only see from the sides or below my elbows. Each time she circled behind me, I felt brushes of her touch whispering against my back, tracing the lines of the script I now knew was inked into my skin. I tried not to hyperventilate.
“Maybe… I could do both. Be your floret and still do everything we do already?”
That didn't feel like it had been the correct answer. The motion of her tail caught my eye again. It was so beautiful, seeing the flower that had always been within. The needle at its center was leaking almost as much as my clit was.
“Or you could  not  be my floret, and we would still do everything we do already. I do not need the Affini Compact to codify my relationship with my submissive. You are mine.”
I liked submitting to her. She was worthy of having that control over me. My clit ached in its cage when she touched me. But I feared her. She knew me too well, knew the ways the body she had given me craved to be hurt and controlled. The way I craved to be possessed. But was I allowed to want it the way I did?
“But I’m your girlfriend… I thought we were supposed to be equals.”
She came to a stop at my side, her grin sharp and hungry.
 
“Amelia, darling. When have I ever said my girlfriend had to be my equal?”
I opened my mouth and closed it in shock, realizing that I had potentially misunderstood certain aspects of our relationship.
 
“Poppy, I…”
I saw her mouth open into a full smile, full of glistening, needle sharp teeth. It was then that I realized with horror, that I had not used her title.
One of her specialized, darker, harder vines, normally coiled, unfurled slightly, as her voice emanated from her core directly. “It is  Miss Poppy,  my love.”
She shifted behind me, out of my range of vision. Every tiny hint of her moving made me flinch in anticipation. Every sliding motion made me quiver in the rope tying me upright helplessly in the center of the room.
I was immobilized, and she was out of my field of view, standing so still as to be silent. The only reason I would even know for sure she was still in the room at all was the awareness of her body soundlessly resonating with mine.
Her timing was perfect. I had almost begun to doubt the lash against my body was even coming at all, when the pointed whip struck my back at the full force she was capable of. I could not have said if I heard the tiny sonic boom of her vine breaking the sound barrier before or after it struck my back. My howl of agony filled the room, immediately followed by a rush of absolute blissful submission. I composed myself enough to give the response that was expected of me.
“Thank you, Miss Poppy.”
She circled around me again, and the glee in her eyes I saw as she passed briefly through the space I could see with my arms bound together in front of my face made my heart flutter. This would have ended the same way no matter if I had slipped on her title or not. When she was in a mood to whip, I would be whipped, and that was that. But Poppy liked the poetry of pretense. The narrative that she was punishing me for a mistake. The pageantry of pretending she needed a reason. 
Poppy’s tone was playful when she spoke again from behind me, even as her words inspired terror. “I thought I had made my expectations and desires clear, you know. But if you think you want to be a floret, then perhaps there has been a miscommunication.”
This time I heard her shift her stance to draw her vine back, and tensed up slightly before the strike landed. It did not make the crash of pain any lighter, and I screamed and moaned from the flood of euphoric chemicals that followed the bite of her whip.
I let out a gasping sob. “Thank you, Miss Poppy. I’m sorry I am so greedy.”
She continued circling around me as the stinging faded, each time she passed by my front, a vine brushed over my cage, triggering a short vibration far more tortuous than any vine, hand, or claw she had ever struck me with.
“You perhaps don’t understand my intentions, Amelia. You will unravel for me completely. You will come undone at the seams, even more than you already have, and I will repair you again and again, more into your most perfect self with each breaking. I love you. You are my plaything, my toy, my girlfriend.”
My back felt like it was burning. The sting was intense as it had ever been, but now… knowing this might be in my future every night? Between panting breaths I heard the steady drip of clear fluid leaking from my caged genitals. I wanted nothing more than this. To be her plaything.
She stalked out of view once more, and after another agonizingly long delay, the vine struck me like a thunderclap again. Horizontally, across the shoulders, landing directly across several of my conditioned trigger spots. I let out a scream before recomposing myself.
I nodded quickly, trying to catch my breath. “Yes, Miss Poppy. Thank you, Miss Poppy.”
She continued as though I had not spoken. “Pet, floret, wife, toy, girlfriend, all these are close, but ultimately flawed translations of my true meaning into the words you know. All conversion between languages carries some degree of reinterpretation. The only word in your language that comes close to what I actually think of you is Mine.”
I heard her vine cutting through the air before it hit me for the fourth time. The searing lash of burning sensation went down my back diagonally, in the opposite direction as the first. Her vines had never once broken my skin after she began tattooing me. Too precious to risk damaging, she had said. 
The wetness running down my body was a few beads of sweat, tears, and the gushing of my arousal dripping from between my legs every time she hit me. I felt her tease me there again, and I sank lower, leaning my weight more on the rope. My thighs parted with a wet squelch sound. “Thank you, Miss Poppy.”
She did not react to me. “A floret is a title bound in systems, made of paper. You are made of flesh. Your ‘contract’ is written as such, inked into that which is mine directly.”
She moved, and I flinched. Instead of her vine striking me, I felt the gentler petals of her tail pressing against my thigh. The needle poked me again, injecting me with another chemical agent. It may have contained more psychoactive compounds, I was beyond being able to tell. What I did notice was a blooming rainbow of colors spread as the tattoos of her ancient script reacted again, but rather than glowing, turned as pitch black as the light absorbing surface of her face. A declaration of possession, etched into me for all to see.
 
I understood. 
 
I did not need to ask to be hers.
 
I was already hers.
 
“I’m yours… I belong to you.”
She giggled and corrected me. “You belong  with  me. But you are mine.”
I nodded. “Yours…” I had said the same word when I read the tattoos, but now I understood what they meant.
The twelve spots on her face swirled with golden flecks I had rarely seen, the highest expression of her approval. “Good girl. You are mine. You have been mine since the day we met, my love.”
The tension of the rope was cut, and its rubbery surface turned smooth. Gravity took me from my bonds, and my limp body began to fall.
Miss Poppy caught me gracefully as my knees buckled. She lowered me to the floor gently, then placed me down at its center and coiled around me completely. 
“Miss Poppy…” I sobbed, feeling utter bliss at every point of contact as she encircled me completely.
“Just Poppy again, My love. End of scene.” She stroked my hair lovingly. I was hers. I had been since… The necklace, but before that even. Amelia Versonia, the person I was now, had only ever been hers, and that was all I wanted to be.
She tapped my cheek gently, and when I opened, placed a thin tendril into my mouth. I sucked at it, and it let me pull from a refreshing reservoir of sweet, cool liquid, as she always let me during aftercare.
Sparky was placed back in my hands, and I nearly cried with delight as it did. It worked again. The expected feeling of comfort, while entirely superseded by actually being wrapped up in a soft bed of Poppy’s body, was back. Whatever cloud of denial had prevented its resonance was gone. I set it to the side, though. There was something else I wanted to cuddle and hold, and she picked up on my need immediately.
The circular nest of Poppy’s body shifted, and something familiar pressed into my chest. It glowed and shimmered and hummed. Purple and green and white, brighter to my mind than staring into the sun through raw vacuum. It was her center, her soul in solid form, her core. As always, it fit perfectly between my arms and chest, and I wrapped myself around it- around her- tightly.
The feelings of absolute devotion within me swelled. It was where I was happiest, clinging to her core as she bared it for me to touch after she had enjoyed me as her plaything. I kissed her gently on her true surface, and I felt the vines wrapped around me like blankets wriggle in enjoyment.
Her voice was a soothing whisper, emanating directly from the core in my arms. “Think of how you are mine, Amelia. Focus on that.”
I felt her vines move again, and gasped as they slid through the seams of the cage around my clit. Her touch swirled around the part of me that had been denied for so long. My clit throbbed in its bonds as she teased it. Soft, small, delicate. Something to be played with. She grabbed and kneaded my breasts as well, squeezed and massaged my butt, and coiled tight around my throat, just above my necklace.
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A thin, wet tendril slid into the slit of my clit, and coaxed more moans out of me with every centimeter it crept into my body. A much thicker companion pressed into me from behind. The two of them met at the spot inside me that made my eyes roll back, squeezing and massaging me from the inside. They moved perfectly out of sync, giving my brain no room to process. I was at the precipice in seconds, but too well trained to cross the threshold unbidden. I looked at the head she used to make herself relatable to the animal within me with a pleading look. I needed her permission. Some part of me almost hoped she didn't give it. My resignation to her control was infinite and absolute.
Poppy leaned her head in against mine and gave me a gentle kiss while speaking from her core. “Be a good girlfriend, and cum for me, Amelia.”
After over six months of being torturously teased and edged, it took very little to finally give me release once permission was granted.
It hit me like an act of divine creation. It felt like I had exploded, and been smeared across a membrane of time and space. I screamed, and screamed, and screamed, and rasped, and coughed. My lungs were empty and I wheezed and whimpered. 
Then the second climax hit me. A greater plateau than the first. My entire abdomen contracted in waves. Both of the vines inside me pressed into the exact right places, squeezing every drop from me, milking me dry, releasing every iota of pressure.
There was no external sign, no enormous spray as I squirted everywhere. The tendril in my clit drank every spurt of fluid my body attempted to expel.
Poppy let out a little laugh, and there was an almost intoxicated edge to her voice. “Drinking every drop of your orgasm is better than any nutrient water.”
The tattoos on my body glowed pink, then briefly pulsed white, as I came my fucking brains out.
I crashed in her embrace, drenched in sweat and drained of every bit of my will to do anything but exist in her grasp. Her head swiveled into view, smiling wide at me. It might be an act of puppetry by the core I was now drooling over, but It made me happy that she wanted to communicate her emotions with it anyway. I had more feelings than my body had room to express.
“Hdnth,” I professed.
We lay like that for a while, as the faint light from around the curtains slowly went dark. The chemical reaction that rendered my tattoos visible faded, returning my skin to its apparently undecorated state. She ran tendrils through my hair and comforted me, softly praised me for being such a good girlfriend. I was safe. I was home. The pain on my back had entirely receded underneath the blanket of docile bliss when Poppy next moved.
There was a rustle of paper from outside the coiled nest of comfort that was my girlfriend, and a hand curled around a single printed sheet rose into my view.
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Poppy held the piece of paper in front of me. A contract. A… domestication contract. It outlined a complete surrender of political rights, and the minimum care I could expect as a floret under the Terran Domestication Treaty. I looked at Poppy’s face with surprise all over mine.
“As little as I like it, I did foresee this as a possibility. You deserve the promise of safety and care my people give all florets if that is what you need to be happy. If you wish to, I will sign this. You can have the official title.”
I held the flimsy sheet of paper in disbelief. She had known. Of course she had known, she was perfect. She always seemed to know what I was going to do.
She continued, “But know that it will change nothing about our relationship, and my implant is going inside you with or without it. For the myriad health benefits, if nothing else. I will not have my girlfriend die of easily preventable causes.”
I read the contract over. It appeared to be a completely standard document without any modifications. It was sterile and exact, utterly disconnected from any of what being with her meant to me. Nothing like the beautiful, poetic language that I had seen translated in the mirror, already inked into my skin. It would, as she said, make our relationship codified by the Affini state.
I tore the contract in half and handed it back to her. “I don't need this. I’m already yours.”
Poppy smiled, and I felt her core hum against me in delight. “Good girl. Good girlfriend.”
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  Part 2
I woke to the feeling of my girlfriend’s vines around me, as had become normal to me over the last month. Her core pulsed against my chest. I opened my eyelids slowly, and gazed into Poppy’s. I still wasn't entirely used to this feeling, of waking up every morning practically woven into the body of the one who had claimed my heart. Memory of what life had ever been like without Poppy faded more every day. 
I had been having some kind of dream full of people I faintly recognized while asleep, but whose faces were now rapidly slipping away. Something about signing books before the affini arrived? But also there had been parts here on the ship, I was pretty sure.
Unusual dreams had been much more common since Poppy had gotten the implant grown from a sample of her own core fused into my spine. Flashes and flickers of people and places that seemed familiar in the dream, but I definitely didn't recognize while I was awake. Dreams were just like that, I supposed. It was hard to worry about anything when I could feel the implant's presence in my head like a gentle stroke, reminding me not to concern myself with the random noise of neuron firing that was a dream state.
Instead, I focused on my partner’s face. Her two, unblinking compound eyes lit up as she came out of her own rest cycle, and stared into mine. I basked in the pitch black fuzz of the tightly woven leaves that made up her face, the twelve purple dots spaced around her cheeks and over her eyes, the two antennae that curled like leafy horns from the sides of her head. She was so beautiful. I felt a wave of approval from the implant when I had that thought. It felt like roots giving my brain a gentle hug! I loved the feeling of knowing I was in sync with my girlfriend’s desires.
As soon as she saw I was awake, she brushed my hair back out of my face, and pulled me in by the back of the head to kiss me. I moaned into her touch as my lips were claimed by hers. Her tongue pushed mine down, coiling around it and holding it in place, and I saw bursts of color behind my eyelids as she coated my mouth in the taste of her. 
Most mornings she chose the same sensation, which was a lingering tangy sweetness, faintly like mango. It sat heavily on my mind, and even when she pulled back from the kiss I was left drooling. Any notion that I might attempt to get up from the nest of her vines coiling around me evaporated as the lingering flavor of her kiss swallowed my perception whole.
Her voice came from the mouth on her face as well as the core whose tiny threadlike feelers clung to the surface of my chest where I was wrapped around it. “Good morning, sweetie.”
I smiled, which was the most I could manage. As she occasionally did during our mornings together, she began toying with my body like I was her doll. I lay there happily, as she played with my arm, lifting it up and then watching gravity pull it down when she released. The aftereffect of her kiss bled across my senses, swirling into color and texture and sound. Pleasant tingles traveled all over my body every time she touched me.
Poppy gave me a gentle stroke on the flower peeking from over my left ear, an external part of my own body, grown by the implant, and I moaned in pleasure at the contact against the extremely sensitive petals. I twitched and leaked inside my cage as she slid a thin little creeper into the flower and teased the deepest sensitive parts that made my thoughts freeze in place for hours if she rubbed her pollen into them. Just a brush against the floral erogenous zone that had blossomed over my ear, enough to make me throb and whine, but not more.
She groomed through the hairs on the back of my head and undid any knots that might have formed while sleeping. Absorbent vines wrapped around my cage and brushed over my lips to pick up any lingering fluids, and she shifted the necklace to be centered on my neck again. I could have moved, could have lifted my body of my own accord, but it was more pleasant to let my girlfriend enjoy playing with me. 
Poppy seemed to have her fill of our morning cuddles, and dropped my wrist one final time, giving me a tap on the shoulder to inform me it was time for us to get up. I ceded myself to her guidance, and enjoyed the blissful feeling of her control of my movements. Poppy’s touch made me gasp and squirm in pleasure whenever I was the focus of her attention, and it felt so natural to let her lead.
Poppy wound herself tight around each of my joints and had me push myself up off the bed, leaving her standing beside me. She made our way towards the closet next to the mirror, stripping me of my nightgown as she did. I had gotten very used to us walking like this. Poppy wasn't big enough to pick me up herself, but just putting my body in the right position meant I could stay limp and let my skeleton carry my weight while she effectively puppeted me around. 
She began to hum to herself, a melody with far too much polyphonic harmony for me to follow, but whose beauty resonated in my very soul as the vibrations traveled through every limp joint and untensed muscle. She carefully twirled and danced us over to where she would help me choose an outfit for the day. My eyes were unimpeded in their wandering, other than with the sluggishness of having so recently awoken. The rest of my body was a bit too sluggish for me to feel like moving–though I definitely could have moved if I wanted to. I just didn't want to. Letting her lead me in a dance to the song that somehow felt ancient was more pleasant.
We arrived at the corner that opened into a closet that the hab automatically compiled outfits to fill as it emptied. Still supporting most of my weight with her arm, Poppy opened the closet and rifled through the various companion dresses in it. About half had sections with the same edge-reflective light absorbent black look that the tightly layered leaves of her body did. It was nice having outfits that matched my girlfriend so well.
“Do you like this one, my darling Amelia?”
I stared at the orange and white garment blankly. I had no particular opinion on the dress, but even if I had, the notion of actually speaking felt a little too far out of reach. Savoring the lingering mango taste was a better use for my mouth, it seemed. 
“No, I thought not. Not today,” Poppy sang to herself, throwing the orange dress on the floor rifling among the hangers again. She lingered on a few, and seemed tempted by a yellow one, but eventually settled on a long, red garment that was a bit thicker than most of my clothes, which had all been compiled from the floret menu. Not only did they have the best fashion options, but they showed off my ultraviolet tattoos best. 
“How about this one? I think today is scheduled as a rain day, it would be better suited to that.”
I liked the dress. I smiled. She understood.
Sometimes we didn't even need words to communicate, it was truly wonderful how deep our connection was. She resumed her humming as she positioned me directly in front of the mirror with a gentle twirl. Before implantation, being spun would have made me dizzy, but the obsolete mechanisms of a hunter-gatherer body were long gone at this point.
I admired myself in the mirror. My nipple piercings, small loops that Poppy liked tugging on, caught the light well, and matched the irremovable necklace and chastity cage she had given me on our anniversary. I looked a little dazed, with thin lines of clear fluid leaking from both my lips and the enclosure between my legs. It always did take me a while to be fully myself in the mornings, I supposed.
My arms were raised above my head, and the dress went on. Poppy fussed with it, untying and retying the pink bows, positioning it just right on my body. It was relaxing, getting to just stand there as she got me looking just the way she liked. Her fingers gave ample appreciation to the body under them, and while words were a bit beyond me at that moment, moans weren't.
She circled around me, inspecting if the outfit was suitable. I followed her with my eyes as best I could.
“Hmmm. No, this isn't it either.”
She did not bother undoing the dress, but simply extended one of the serrated blades hidden in her fingers and cut the dress off me. I whimpered a bit as the metallic tip brushed against my skin, carefully placed to graze without damage.
Her vines traveled past my joints, my naked body a canvas for her dozens of tendrils to paint echoing lines of sensations across. Two of the thinner creepers had found their way through the loops of the small metal piercings that Poppy had added to my nipples. 
Each little twist and pull on my breasts drew a new squeal of pained arousal out of me as she played with me. I looked up into her compound eyes as submission to my lover overtook me. She stopped, seeming to remember the task at hand, returning to thinking about my outfit for the day.
“The red one was pretty, but too modest for my Amelia. I liked the yellow one. Forgive my indecisiveness, my love.”
She reached a long vine over to grab the one she had almost chosen, a very revealing yellow sundress with little ruffles running up and down the torso. “Rain shouldn't be a problem as long as you stay inside while I'm out today,” she explained.
Within seconds, it was on me, and one of my hands was lifted above my head so I could be spun around in front of the mirror to show it off.
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Without warning, she pulled me in for a kiss again, and the lingering mango was joined by something reminiscent of bubbly strawberries. My eyes drifted shut as our tongues danced, hers separating into half a dozen thinner tentacles that coiled around my oversensitive tongue and played with my throat. I swallowed reflexively, and pulled her deeper into my throat. She had trained all but the lightest hints of gag reflex away long before the implant, but now it was simply gone rather than something I had to try to resist.
Eventually the room started to spin in ways unrelated to her pirouetting me about, and she pulled back and allowed my body to desperately cough and gasp for air again. As I caught my breath again, I felt the brush of air light my hypersensitive mouth up like electric fireworks.
Even if I was entirely sober, kissing Poppy was as good as any drug would have been anyway. Her fingers stroked through my hair once more, and my voice found gasps of joy to let out as the gentle scratches against my scalp traveled over my skin in waves of enjoyment. I reclined demurely in her grasp and let her affection overtake my universe for a moment.
One day, perhaps Poppy would find a way to cure the xenodrug allergy she had told me I had. It had certainly made preparing me for implantation different from what my floret friends told me, all of them had been asleep for the surgery.
The procedure itself was very blurry in my memory, but Poppy had said my screams were beautiful. I loved when she complimented me, it made me so happy. The implant helped me forget all the details that were unimportant. I remembered her looking down at me with love while I was strapped to a table. I liked bondage. Anything beyond that was lost to me.
Fortunately, in spite of my allergy, Poppy could still give me very careful doses of drugs that she had prepared specifically for me. I liked when she did, but she was very careful to usually only give me my usual class-Gs and the ‘biorhythm inhibitors,’ whatever those were. 
I had the strangest hint of a memory of Poppy standing over me with an injector in her tail once, but I felt a gentle pressure in my head as I did. The implant was very useful for keeping things straight, with how unreliable my memory could be.
Poppy had told me the implant would help me remember important things, but I hadn't noticed it yet, and I knew I had always been very perceptive, particularly about small changes over time.
I didn't remember when we had left the bedroom, but we were now in the main space of our hab. Poppy shifted and twirled me around in her arms as we went about our morning routine. The best part about her being roughly Terran size was that her kitchen was easy for me to use. Relying on an owner to do everything for me like a floret did would probably drive me mad.
Poppy helped me lift my arm to press the button on the compiler for my morning coffee–or at least, something that tasted exactly like coffee just how I liked it, but never gave jitters. Once the mason jar full of ice, milk and espresso had materialized, she brought me over to the dining table and sat me in one of the two chairs.
I felt a pinch on my arm, and suddenly snapped fully aware and felt every muscle in my body wake up at once as a cool feeling spread through me. Something tasted like mint. I thought I had seen her tail move, but it was probably just my imagination. Poppy handed me my coffee, and I took a long, satisfying sip before speaking. 
“Good morning, Poppy.”
She turned her head towards the stove, where she began making me a breakfast of eggs in toast. “Welcome to the land of the lucid, my darling. Did you sleep well?”
“Yes. But I had another strange dream. You weren't in it…” It made me sad that so many of my dreams of late didn't have my partner in them.
“Aw, I’m sorry about that, Amelia. Good thing you have me here now.”
I nodded happily, and went back to my coffee. I savored every drop as I drank it. Just like they used to make it on… hmm. It felt familiar, but I couldn't place where. I frowned, troubled by my lack of memory as to when exactly ‘just how I like my coffee’ was from. 
A question formed in my thoughts. The implant didn't give me the usual reward feeling, so I let it fade. As soon as I did, I felt waves of warm comfort radiating from the flower on the side of my head and stopped worrying about it.
Poppy put the plate with my breakfast down in front of me, sat down beside me, and began cutting it up for me. I thought again about my dream, how oddly familiar some of them had been. Like long lost friends, perhaps. Why did it feel like I was forgetting something vital?
The question I had forgotten a moment ago resurfaced, and even without the implant’s encouragement, I decided to ask it.
“Poppy, have I changed since we met?”
She giggled, and poked at my breast with one of her fingers playfully. “Significantly. That’s what I give you the hormones for, remember?”
I opened my mouth to speak again, but she popped a bite of toast and egg into it. As I chewed, I considered my actual question.
“But like… What was I like before? I can’t remember. Sometimes it feels like my whole life started about a year ago. Every memory before that is fuzzy.”
She tilted her head to the side in thought before responding. “Hmm. Do you remember our first date?” I was about to reply, but she fed me more toast so I let her answer.
“It was here on the ship, remember? We went to an abridged stage production of The Stars Betwixt. You were so early in your transition then, but I saw the woman you would become already. I’m so glad I’ve been able to help you bloom.”
I nodded as I chewed. That sounded about right. 
“But, was I happy before?”
Poppy stroked my hair gently. “Why would it matter what your life was like before? You're here with me now, and I love you. What else is there for you to worry about?”
I nodded, smiling at her. “That’s a good point. I love you, Poppy.”
I felt silly for worrying as she fed me the last bites of my breakfast. What had I been concerned about, anyway? 
I took another long sip of my coffee. Whatever context It might once have had, the clinking of the ice against glass felt like home, and when I was with her, that’s where I was.
Unfortunately, the peace of the moment was disrupted by the hab AI speaking up in its flat, synthetic voice.

   “Doctor Poppy Versonia, the Captain is requesting your assistance.” 
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  Poppy tapped and swiped on her tablet screen, looking annoyed.


  “Shame. I'm going to be needed at the ring three clinic much earlier than usual today. The Captain’s floret got… well, she needs me to give her a checkup, at any rate.” 


  I blinked in confusion. “I thought you were only an affini doctor. Why do they need you for a floret?”


  Poppy put the tablet down with a sigh, and began gathering her travel kit. “Actually, Affini can be domesticated too, if they're in need of it. Though that isn't the case here. Just a phytotech android grown into a human shell, which 
  
    does
  
   fall within my expertise.” 


  I stood to follow her as she went to the door, and took a sip of my coffee as I reflected on what I had just learned. I didn't realize affini could be florets. My worldview spun, as I realized I was even more independent then some affini! Strange thing to think about. “Are there any affini florets on the ship now?”


  Poppy glanced at the wall of several dozen unique flowers that each had a silver plaque beneath them that dominated one of the walls of the living room, then back at me. 


  “A few. You have never met any who are... currently.”


  I had used my tablet to translate the plaques of those flowers once and saw they were all names of various affini. I assumed they must have been her favorite patients and had given her clippings as gifts. She seemed very sentimental about them.


  Another question came to mind. “Do they get… implants, like Terran florets, or i guess me, do?”


  “In a way, yes, but it is a much less permanent fixture than what is still growing inside you, my most beloved Terran.” She reached a vine over and gently massaged the scar on the back of my neck for a moment while she packed.


  While I was still recomposing myself, Poppy finished gathering her things, and began making for the doorway. I looked at her hopefully, and grabbed and clung to her tightly as she passed me. “Can I come with you?”


  I felt the subtle hum in her chest falter for a moment, then stabilize. “Not this time, darling. Be a good girl while I'm gone? I've canceled my usual clinic hours for today, so we can spend more time together after, just the two of us.”


  Even if I would probably get more time with her today overall, the change of plans still upset me. I gave her my best imitation of the look a floret who wanted to be brought along with her owner would give. Quivering lip, wide eyes, the works.


  “Are you 
  
    suuure?”
  


  “I don't know if I want you walking around that much, my love. Our beautiful creation is inside you now, and needs to be taken care of properly.”


  I sighed. It had been weeks since Poppy’s haustoric implant had been fused into my spinal cord, and while I knew from many of my floret friends it would 
  
    eventually
  
   give me some kind of super strength, all it had actually changed so far was making me much more physically dependent on Poppy than before. 


  “Maybe I can come with you to the elevator?” I saw her twitch as my pleading worked its way through her defenses.


  After another few seconds of deliberation, she let out an amused sigh. “Okay love, but only that far.”


  “Yay!” I downed the last of my coffee, swallowing an entire quarter of the mason jar’s contents in seconds, grabbed my beloved sheep plushie Sparky from the couch, and trotted over to follow her out the door.

 

 

  The air was crisp and fresh as we stepped outside. I took my usual place about a half step behind her so she could lead the way, and we set off for the nearest elevator tube.


  There seemed to be some commotion in the town-like cluster of buildings we lived near as we passed through, but I didn't pay it much attention. Instead, my mind wandered again, and I thought of the faces from my dream. Memories that felt so real, but fogged away now. A profound feeling of otherness clung to the recollection, and the question that had hung on my mind earlier resurfaced once more. 


  “You make me happy, Poppy,” I started. The pleasant tingles of the feeling of the implant’s roots in my head made me let out a little involuntary giggle before I continued. “And I know you say I shouldn’t worry about it. But there was a time before we met. I must have been less happy then.”


  Poppy squeezed me tighter as we walked. “I prefer to not think of any of the ‘before’ of your species. I understand things were very difficult for many of you.”


  I nodded, but continued along the path I had set. “Sure, but, I must be different. There must be things about me that have changed… and you remember what I was like before. Like our first date. I never seem to remember it right, but you always do.”


  She leaned down slightly to give me a little kiss on the cheek as we walked. “True. You are much better off now than you were then. But even sophonts your kind would think of as ‘bad people’ deserve forgiveness and care. I love you, Amelia. Nothing about your past will change that.”


  I felt panic grip me as a new possibility I had not yet considered unraveled in my head. “Wait, you think I was a bad person before?”


  She giggled a bit before replying. “Did I say that I thought that, love?”


  “Um. Sort of… Indirectly? I hadn't even mentioned being good or bad…”


  “Don't worry about it, sweet doll. All pasts are forgiven. You're where you belong now. Focus on that.” She smiled, and I felt her approval radiating through my body as though it was an invisible signal conducted through me and the feelers of the implant I felt in every nerve ending were an antenna.


  “Okay, Poppy.” I was happier not worrying about it.


  We finally arrived at the elevator, a clear cylindrical tube in the equator of the hab ring that contained enclosed platforms that would travel up to the center of the axis to move between hab rings or to the front and back of the ship.


  Poppy pulled me towards her by my necklace, gave me a big kiss on the forehead, then stepped towards the elevator door. I clung to her, not wanting her to leave.


  
    “Amelia…”
  
   there was an edge of exasperation to her voice.


  “I'll stay out of the way! You wouldn't even know I was there,” I offered in an attempt to negotiate my way into the elevator.


  “Precious one. It isn't a matter of not wanting you there! I wish I could bring you with me, even if I should only be gone for an hour or two. But you still aren't healed enough to go anywhere without me being there to give you my full, 
  
    undivided
  
   attention. You have to stay around town until then,” She reminded me.


  My currently reduced physical capacity would surely only be temporary, but until then, it did mean going to any of the hab rings with higher gravity than the one we lived on was out of the question. Not that I minded her helping me walk and the like, of course.


  “Shouldn't I have already healed enough? Jenny recovered from her implant in just a few days…”


  “Your implant is unique in design, and 
  
    I
  
   will tell you when it is developed enough. It is not your decision.”


  I nodded sadly. “Maybe next time, then?”


  “Maybe next time,” she repeated back at me.


  I let out a sad little mewl as she pulled out of my arms, but her leafy surface was replaced in a moment with Sparky, which made me feel a bit better. I watched the frosted glass doors close and lift her away towards the center spokes of the hab ring, a little glumly without my mate. 


  As I began to walk back home at a far slower pace than before, I hugged Sparky tight to my chest and pretended it was her core. The silent hum that emanated from the plushie did feel similar, if much weaker. Apparently it had something called a biorhythm in it, which I didn't really understand, other than that the medication Poppy had been giving me since we started dating blocked about 98% of their effects on me.


  Apparently it was possible for someone to become dependent on an affini’s biorhythm, so I was very glad Poppy gave me the inhibitors. It would be pretty hard for us to have the more-or-less equal relationship we did if I had an addiction to her, after all!


  The further I walked from the elevator tube, the more the constant, vibrant buzz of awareness of every centimeter of the implant coiled around my nervous system grew less electric, like a signal had slowly faded into background noise. Shifting from active to passive, perhaps. I was still very aware of it physically of course. The spreading roots of Poppy's implant were wound deep around every part of me, and I still sometimes felt a little kick of activity as it permeated another millimeter further into me.


  If I focused on it, I could feel the way the tendrils that coiled around my cardiovascular system provided the pumping force of my heartbeat. Far more reliable than the original muscles, I had been told. Maybe that was a metaphor for something. Maybe my heart had been evil before, and thanks to her I could be more than that! Was that why I had become so forgetful of late? Were my recurring dreams full of people I had wronged?


  I felt lost without the implant’s guidance on my thoughts. How was I supposed to know what to think without it gently helping me? Even a Terran like me, who was not dependent on external support like a floret would be, still needed it 
  
    sometimes.
  


  I finally arrived home, and resolved not to mope while she was away. It would probably only be for a few hours anyway. For now, I would keep myself busy around our space. I  looked around for things to do, and I realized that since Poppy had been called out early, she hadn't had a chance to tend to the planters around the living room for the morning. I dutifully went around the hab, watering Poppy’s various plants to the exact specifications she had taught me. 


  I rapidly ran out of tasks once I was done with that, and I eventually just made myself a lunch of an extra large black bean and avocado burger. My appetite had been way higher since the surgery, I guess I was eating for two in a sense.


  Once I finished eating, I returned to our bedroom to lie in my pillow nest with Sparky. Fortunately, being productive had helped my mood significantly. 


  I messaged my friend Reade to see if she was available to hang out, but all I got was a lot of keysmashing and statements that I wouldn’t believe what had happened today and she would tell me later. I did the same with Jenny, and she didn’t even open the message even after I stared at it for what felt like ages. More dead ends.


  I glanced at the clock on my tablet, and saw I had been home for about 35 minutes.


  Poppy had set the artificial window in the bedroom to be a view of the gas giant we were in orbit around, so I just stared at Jupiter’s planet-sized twin storms for a while. Eventually, I heard a soft pitter-patter of rain, and ran back to the non-projected window in the living room to watch. Rain on this ship was rarely scheduled, but I liked watching how the artificial storm would make the trees dance.


  I was considering making myself some hot cocoa when I noticed an affini down the street who seemed to be a little distressed. She was covered in yellow and magenta petals that seemed very water absorbent, and trying to shelter a sleeping floret in a green companion dress from the rain in what looked like wings.


  I figured I might as well be friendly, so I compiled two umbrellas- one sized for me, and one sized for a 3 meter affini, put on some boots, and ran out to help her.

 

 

  As I made my way around the puddles that had formed along the gravel road, I got a better look at the affini currently huddled under a tree, trying in vain to avoid the downpour. She was tall, at least twice as tall as Poppy, and covered in fluffy yellow, orange and magenta petals that looked like feathers. The ones that emerged from behind her layered resin mask were tied in the back in a way that resembled a ponytail. She looked even less pleased about the rain up close than she had at a distance.


  I waved to get her attention as I approached. “Hey there, miss! I have an umbrella for you!”


  She turned to face me, and the layered mask of her face curled into a beak-like smile. All four of her blue eyes lit up a vivid swirling cyan as she saw me.


  “Goodness, thank you so much, little one!”


  She carefully opened the umbrella, and extended the telescoping base into the ground. Once it was freestanding, she shook herself off a bit, which sent little bits of some of her soggier petals everywhere.


  It would only be right to introduce myself. “Hi there! I'm Amelia Versonia, she/her! I'm allergic to most xenodrugs, so please don't give me any, only my girlfriend can do that.” I felt a gentle reward trigger radiate down my spine for remembering the part about any affini other than Poppy never giving me xenodrugs.


  She bowed her head slightly to me as a greeting in return. “Sycanthe Lantana, first bloom, she/her as well. My darling here is Lauren, but she's…” the floret wrapped in her vines snored quietly. Sycanthe giggled, covering her mouth with a four fingered hand, which had a silver ring on it. “She asked for a bit more of her usual mixtures today, and decided to take a nap. Who am I to say no to such a precious creature?”


  
    
      [image: ]
    
  


  I nodded in understanding. It wasn't at all uncommon for some florets to develop a xenodrug appetite so heavy they need to be carried around most of the time. “Yeah, I know how it is!”


  “In any case, thank you so much for the umbrella, dear. I just arrived on the ship and was exploring, I did not realize rain was scheduled today! I am not terribly fond of being wet.”


  I didn't have anything in particular to say so I just looked around at the reflections in the puddles around us. Sycanthe, however, appeared to find me interesting. She leaned over and seemed to be inspecting me.


  “You have beautiful tattoos, dear,” Sycanthe remarked.


  I lit up as I realized I had an excuse to talk about Poppy again, my favorite subject. “Oh! Thank you! My girlfriend gave me them!” I held my arms out, which to me looked completely unmarked. Sycanthe admired the inkwork with a quiet hum.


  “She must be very talented! I'm afraid I don't recognize the script, but it does seem to be writing of some kind?”


  I smiled. “Yeah, it's about how much she loves me!”


  Sycanthe squealed with delight. “Oh, how romantic! And judging by the implant, she is your…?”


  This was the first time I had talked to an affini I didn't already know since getting the implant, but I was pretty used to explaining that I wasn't a pet by this point. “Oh, I'm not a floret! I'm not completely opposed to the idea if she ever wanted it, but my girlfriend doesn't really like the bureaucracy stuff.”


  Sycanthe let out a laugh, as though I’d made some hilarious joke. “I have a prediction, little one. This affini is also avoidant of stating her exact bloom count, yes?”


  I tilted my head in surprise. “I suppose so! How did you know?”


  She winked with both eyes on the left side of her head. “The very retro implant design, the pollen that is coated all over your body, and an inexplicable dislike of paperwork are all very familiar to me, little one. I may be a first bloom myself, but I know the type. I will let her tell you the rest at her own pace, though.”


  Sycanthe gave me an affectionate pat on the shoulder with one of her feathery vines, which made the implant feel very… cold. I shivered involuntarily, but brushed it off quickly.


  The sleeping woman cradled against Sycanthe’s chest let out a drowsy yawn, and Sycanthe’s focus flew back to her pet. She stroked her floret’s hair gently, with a slightly sad look on her face. “It does make me happy to see so many of you cuties thriving as independents on this ship. It isn't for everyone! My darling and I were drawn to this relationship from the moment we met. Perhaps on a better day you and her might become friends. Here, may I see your tablet?”


  I fished the device in question out of my pocket and passed it to Sycanthe. After a moment of fiddling, She handed it back to me. It was open to my chat app, and I had a new friend added, ‘PetalBird.’ After a moment, she sent me a message that simply read ‘hello there, Amelia! This is Sycanthe.’


  She straightened herself up fully, and gave me a little bow again. “It was lovely meeting you, Amelia. Perhaps we can do this again soon, when my Lauren is more awake!” She coiled a pair of vines tight around the center rod of the large umbrella, and after giving me time to reopen mine, turned away and walked down the road to continue exploring the hab ring.


  I returned to the hab with a smile, and decided I would indeed make myself that hot cocoa after all. A few minutes later, I was all curled up with Sparky in a pile of pillows and blankets on my ledge by the window, watching the rain, and keeping an eye out on the road Poppy would use to return home so I could greet her at the door.


  I couldn't wait to tell Poppy about my new friend when she got back from helping the Captain.
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  The heavier rain ran out before my enormous mug of hot cocoa did. I idly flipped through videos on my tablet with my main focus out the window through the light drizzle for Poppy’s return. Every time I saw the silhouette of a figure roughly her height I got excited, but there were unfortunately a lot of false starts, since she was easily mistaken for a Terran at a distance.


  Maybe it was just the inevitable consequence of age, but my long range vision had been particularly weak of late. I was glad Poppy was so willing to help me guide me when we went out. I could go and get my glasses, but Poppy had said I looked cuter without them a few weeks ago and I hadn't worn them since. Besides, my little nest by the window was too comfy to get up from anyway. Mostly.


  There was an itch in my spine I couldn't soothe. My joints were too stiff to even reach my back, at least not without Poppy to force me into contorted positions until I screamed in pain like she so enjoyed doing during our lovemaking. Scratching probably wouldn’t have helped in any case. It felt deeper than the skin, deeper than muscle. Thinking about her hurting me sexually was at least quite pleasant. If it was not dormant, the implant would usually reward thinking about letting Poppy enjoy me as a canvas for her sadistic instincts, but by this point I hardly needed the encouragement. The itch probably wasn’t even anything physical. I just missed my girlfriend. 


  The best I could do was distract myself, so I opened my tablet and navigated to an entertainment video app. I quickly got sucked into watching thirty second clips from a recording of a floret in a maid outfit explaining to a classroom how she had gotten domesticated. It was extremely hot, and a few of the clips I had to listen to multiple times because I was throbbing in my cage and squirming.


  But it was easy to pay attention to small details of her story and realize the floret in question was 
  
    completely
  
   oblivious. Being assigned such a childish book in a college reading class was a huge giveaway of what was really going on, for one thing.


  Nonetheless, it was fun to listen to her story and feel just a little smug about how I had navigated a relationship with Poppy for far longer and retained my independence entirely. Unless she 
  
    wanted
  
   me as a floret, obviously I'd say yes if she asked, but that was different. It was different if she asked me and I said yes. She rarely asked what I wanted since she usually just told me what we would do for me, and I didn’t mind. That was different from being some floret who had been completely tamed by a rabbit plushie!


  I felt a little guilty, and hugged Sparky to my chest with a little remorse. Poppy's remark that even bad people deserve forgiveness echoed around the normally peaceful void of my thoughts. I wasn't being very kind. Looking down on those less fortunate than you was a perfect example of the sort of thing someone who 
  
    needed forgiveness
  
   would do.


  I lost that train of thought entirely as Sycanthe ‘PetalBird’ Lantana sent me a message. I swiped away the video application and opened the chat with her. She had apparently gotten home, and thanked me profusely for the umbrella. She was very excited for the possibility of meeting again, and I added a ‘heart’ reaction to a suggestion we make plans.


  I was about to begin typing a reply suggesting that I introduce her to Poppy, when suddenly, there was a feeling like an electric spark running up and down my spine. A faint, soft pleasant wave of calm came over me as my implant shifted back into its active state, and I felt the flower on the side of my head unfurl fully. Poppy was nearby!


  I was like being a puppet whose strings had been cut suddenly finding tension in her wires once more. Energized and excited and eager to see my beloved girlfriend again. I shoved my tablet into my dress pocket and scurried to the door as fast as my still slightly weakened body would allow. I made it just in time for it to swing open automatically as Poppy slithered up the pathway with an excited bob to her tail behind her.


  I squealed in delight and hugged her as hard as I could as soon as she crossed the threshold. “Poppy! You were gone so long!”


  She squeezed me tight, and then gave me a tap on the shoulder, signaling to let go. “I'm sorry, my love. If I had known it would be almost three hours I would have had you sleep through it.”


  I was led to the couch, and she laid me down on my back so she could sprawl on top of my chest. I squirmed a tiny bit as I settled into a comfortable position with my legs spread wide and wrapped around her body, and then squirmed harder when I felt her vines exploring up under my dress and tasting the slight coating of fluids that had run down between my thighs. It felt nice to be pinned like this, with her full weight pressing down on top off me. I couldn’t move, but why would I want to?


  Poppy’s antennae swayed as she tasted the air, clearly detecting the scent of what was coating my inner thighs. She giggled as she teasingly explored between my legs. “I see you had fun while I was out. Teasing yourself by watching pornography again?”


  I opened my mouth to answer, but all that came out was a little squeak of denied arousal. It felt so hard to remember anything that had happened since we parted at the elevator. It had rained, something with an umbrella… videos? Nothing important, Poppy hadn’t been there for any of it! But watching porn was pretty plausible, that was probably it. “Y-yeah, something like that.”


  She wiggled around happily in response. “Good girl! You get 
  
    so
  
   cute when you're all pent up and desperate. Let me make it up to you for being away for 
  
    sooo
  
   long.”


  Before I could respond, I felt a little tendril snake into the flower on the side of my head, and push deep into the membrane that allowed her to interface with my implant directly. My mouth flopped open and my senses went haywire as the sticky sap inside the tubing was displaced by her plunging deep into what felt like my very thoughts.


  Sounds and colors and shapes and concepts melded and mixed. I stared up at Poppy, and felt my body map shear and unravel around her whims. Her love was at once tangible and an object of dimensionality beyond my reach. A fractal tree whose magnitude I could only begin to contemplate. I reached for the lowest branches of her being with my thoughts, and my mind coiled around the trunk of her in absolute devotion.


  Waves of consciousness radiated just under my scalp. I felt the tickle of the roots that were growing into and through my brain, linking me to Poppy though vibrations in the air normally beyond my perception. Passages formed around clusters of neurons, augmenting and repurposing and perfecting me to her vision. I felt memories bulge and bleed together as Poppy explored the network that had tunneled through the seat of my very being. Everywhere she passed inside the passages of my implant, she left a dusting of perfection that tingled inside me like a sweet fizzy drink.


  Two more tiny appendages wound into my ears and flowed along connecting passages that had been added when the reflex to sneeze had been surgically removed. She explored the inside of my face, dusting every inch of my sinuses with her pollen. The particles soaked Into me, and just when I was sure she could not possibly fill my head any more, she leaned down to kiss me, plunging her tongue down my throat until everything started to go dark at the edges of my vision. I couldn’t breathe, but It didn’t matter.


  Tiny fibers brushed a thin coating against every square nanometer of my thoughts. Vibrations rode through every part of her that undulated inside me. Whether they were sound or pure abstract chemical meaning, I neither knew nor cared. Her voice came from inside me, giving form to the feeling of complete bodily surrender to my lover that I was beyond the ability to form.


  “Mine.”


  I could feel her raw lust for me vibrating through the core pressed against my chest, her satisfaction at pollinating me like a fertile little flower yet to bud into the pomegranate of temptation. Her grip around my skin tightened, my external body almost forgotten in our shared bliss, as she shuddered inside me. Enraptured, sticky nectar overflowed from my tear ducts, and I felt the telltale tingles of the patterns of the tattoo she had graced me with lighting up in synchronization with her climax.
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  I was faintly aware of my chest rising and falling, my breath continuing on without my input. It was not needed, as the implant maintained my body automatically even with my original faculties overwhelmed beyond homeostatic function. My original nervous system, what little of it remained, was entirely vestigial. What better way for the inefficient structures of natural evolution to go, than as sustenance to be devoured and fuel the growth of true divine design. 


  The feeling of her pulling the dense clusters of interface fibers out was indescribable, and only the radiating waves of her pleasure kept me from sobbing at how empty I felt. My eyes had never closed, but my sense of sight still recovered slowly. I felt her tongue licking the sticky trails of sap laden tears from my cheeks. Once satisfied with cleaning me, Poppy pulled me into a sitting position, and the change in angle caused the veritable ocean of wetness between my legs to spill out onto the couch beneath me. 


  I looked at her like the divine being she surely was, made of something greater than matter and chemistry and electrons. Her essence was grander than mine in ways I could not measure, in ways that could make reality itself bend around us. If I didn’t know better, I would almost think I had been drugged. I stared blankly at my arms, appreciating the way that the phytotoxin she had poured into my body reacted chemically with the ink under my skin to render it visible to human eyes. 


  Just as I was finally beginning to compose myself to the point I could be classified as a cognizant being again, she turned me so that my back was facing her, and began giving me a massage up and down my shoulders and spine. Sparks burst into being before my eyes anew as the final tsunami of vicarious pleasure rocked through me.


  “Snshdf,” I remarked.


  “I know, darling,” Poppy replied happily.


  I stared at the off-blue metal wall paneling of the living room as Poppy’s vines kneaded my muscles, working out tension from where the implant was growing into and replacing my original muscle tissue. The gentle pressure felt absolutely heavenly, especially when she touched the many pleasure trigger spots on my back. She rubbed in long lines that followed along the lines of muscle fibers, squeezing mewls of relaxation with each developing cluster of phytotech nerves she touched.


  It felt so special, to feel this part of her growing inside me, that I could nourish our creation inside my own body. I had no memory of ever wanting anything else. The peaceful vacancy in my thoughts, the absolute certainty of her love, was all I could even conceive of ever wanting.


  As a small trickle of internal willpower flowed back into me like droplets from a faucet, Poppy made idle conversation as she began dotingly playing with my hair and dress. “Did you do anything other than water my keepsakes while I was out?”


  “I, um.” 


  It was so hard to remember anything that happened when Poppy wasn’t here. Hard to even motivate myself to care about it. After all, by definition, nothing important had happened, because Poppy wasn’t there. I felt the implant release waves of pleasant reinforcement at that thought. It felt even more intense as the phytotoxin and pollen interacted with my heavily altered brain chemistry. 


  She was looking at me expectantly, so I grasped at one of the few things I was at least mostly sure had occurred during my dreary, empty, arduous time without her presence. “It rained?” 


  It was almost a question, had rain been scheduled today? Wasn’t there something else? Oh well. It didn't matter.


  She nodded, and gave me an affectionate tap on the cheek. “It did rain while I was away. Maybe we can go out and splash in the puddles later.”


  I smiled dopily at her. “I’d like that.”


  Suddenly, Poppy froze in place. She carefully picked something off of the strap of my dress. My full attention was immediately directed to her by the implant, and I looked on as she held up the tiny yellow fragment of something she had picked off my shoulder.


  Her voice was flat, lacking its usual melodic tone. “What is this?”


  I stared at it, unsure of what made the tiny little yellow shape noteworthy. “Uh, looks like my dress. Did a part of it come off?”


  Her voice grew more monotonal still. “Looks like your dress 
  
    to you,
  
   perhaps. Tablet, now.”


  I reached for the device from my pocket, and Poppy snatched it as soon as I did, opening it to mirror mode and setting it to display the full spectrum shifted to bands my eyes could see.


  For a moment I was distracted by my own tattoos in the reflection, but then I remembered what I was supposed to be looking at. My dress was now neon green in the reflection, and what she was holding was a deep blue. Similar yellow to the bands of light I could see, but clearly different materials.


  “Huh… I don't know what that is.” I felt like I was forgetting something, something important.


  Poppy crushed the fragment between her fingers before speaking slowly and sharply. “This is a flower petal. From an Affini.”


  “Oh…” 


  “Where did this come from, love?” Poppy's face was completely still, but the twelve purple spots around her face were starting to turn a faint shade of red. 


  After a moment, I remembered Sycanthe. “Oh! There was an affini out in the rain earlier. I brought her an umbrella. It must have ended up on me by mistake.”


  “By mistake,” Poppy repeated back at me, still unmoving. The usual hum that I felt coming from her chest felt like it was off tune, discordant. It was making me anxious. I reached to take my tablet back from her, but at that moment, my tablet dinged with a message notification, from ‘PetalBird.’


  I reached to open the chat app, but Poppy had already snatched the tablet back and helpfully opened it for me. A small gallery of images appeared. Most were of Sycanthe and Lauren together, but about a third were solely dedicated to photos of a very grumpy looking adorable martian cat. I smiled as I remembered my new friend.


  Suddenly, there was a loud snap sound, as Poppy accidentally squeezed the tablet slightly too hard and the railgun-proof indestructible diamond lattice glass cracked down the middle. Easy mistake to make, I could probably do the same.


  The screen’s colors distorted and twisted like an oily film on water under the pressure of the damaged screen, but it was still functional enough for her to read. After she had inspected the conversation, she slowly turned to me, with a wide smile that showed her many rows of teeth. She was twitching slightly.


  
    [image: ]
  


  “Tell me, Amelia. Who is this Affini, why do you have her added as a contact, and how did a piece of her end up on 
  
    my
  
   girlfriend?”
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  As I looked at Poppy, there was a creeping feeling crawling up my spine. Almost like something was wrong. I had no reason to be uneasy, but the implant’s usual blanket of calm suddenly felt like it was smothering, pushing against something within me resisting it. Regardless, I answered her question. “Sycanthe? I said before, she was out in the rain, so I brought her an umbrella. She added herself as a friend so I could meet her floret later, and I don't know how the petal got there, I guess she gave me a pat on the shoulder…”


  The screen of my tablet in her hand began to flicker rainbows and flashes of white before finally sputtering out entirely, as it bent further in Poppy’s tightening grasp. “She 
  
    touched
  
   you? Why did you not come back inside after? I wasn't there to keep you safe. You know how I feel about you being around other people, especially the ones that get touchy.”


  The weird feeling I couldn't name spiked, and my chest felt tight. “Does this mean I shouldn't be cuddle pals with Reade anymore?” 


  “Your friendship with her is beneath the scope of my concern. Why would I care about something as inconsequential as a relationship with a human?”


  I let out a gentle sigh of relief, though some of the strange tension in my body still remained. I was very grateful she wasn't going to tell me I couldn't see Reade anymore. That would have made me sad, though obviously I’d have listened like 
  
    any
  
   good girlfriend would when her partner expressed a reasonable boundary.


  Poppy raised one of the dotted spots that resembled an eyebrow, and stared at me expectantly. After a moment I remembered the question she had asked me. “Well, I just thought Sycanthe seemed nice. She complimented my tattoos! She said she didn't know what they meant, though.”


  “She didn't know what they meant,” Poppy repeated back at me through the narrow gaps between her interlocking pointed teeth.


  “I suppose so…”


  Poppy’s body was unraveling into a tangle at the edges. She tossed the broken remains of my tablet aside, where it hit the wall and exploded into a shower of broken electronics and glass, leaving a dent in the brushed metal surface. I hoped she was okay. She wasn't usually this clumsy.


  “I need to check something. Find out the exact scope of the issue.” Poppy reached into her chest with a vine, and pulled out her own handheld device. She opened the favorites menu to quickly bring up my records page. ‘Amelia Versonia, Companion,’ as the Affini Compact officially knew me as. She swiped between the menus, opening the Notices of Intent to Domesticate tab. There was still only the one that Poppy had filed over a year ago. 


  I could feel the tension begin to lower in the room as she stared at the screen. She tapped the screen a few times to refresh it, making absolutely certain it was up to date and accurate, then stowed the tablet back in the layers of her chest.


  I gave her a cautious smile. “So, everything is okay, right?”


  Poppy leaned over to the far side of the couch and opened the drawer on the side table. She produced a small doll that looked like me, and started to self-soothe by petting its hair with her fingertips. I hadn't seen Dolly-melia since it was made almost a year ago to remind her of me while we were apart, before we lived together. It had cute button eyes, and its head was adorned by clippings of my own hair, taken several months ago. 


  “Yes. I am fine. Everything is fine.”


  I wished she would pet me like the doll, but she was conspicuously now sitting fully out of physical contact with me. “What are you so worried about anyway, Poppy? No affini would ever hurt me.” 


  She let out a sharp bark of a laugh. “Not you, no, but our relationship might not be so lucky. There is no force in this universe more manipulative than an Affini when they want something. Nothing is off limits to them, no spark within a being they are unwilling to extinguish, once their mind is set on something. What if someone decided they thought you were better off as a floret?”


  I chewed my lip a little. I wouldn't mind the idea as long as I was Poppy’s.


  “Well, couldn't you just make me yours officially if that happened?”


  “I value your independence dearly. I do not like to take pet species as 
  
    florets.
  
  ” 


  “Wait, you have only had other affini as pets? Why?”


  “The power imbalance is so great, and it robs a relationship of what makes it special to me. Why would I have any interest in a relationship where my position as dominant was defined by the logistics of an intergalactic empire I have barely participated in for most of its entire existence? Nothing matters more to me than you being with me because that is what you choose, without external influences.”


  I watched as Poppy anxiously fidgeted with the little doll of me in her hands as she spoke. It really was quite impressive how close to the appearance of skin synthetic fabrics could be. It even had that weird shaped scar I used to have on my arm on its cheek.


  She clearly needed my reassurance. “Its okay. Poppy. You don't have to be scared. I'm happy in this relationship as it is.”


  “I know you are, I make sure of it. Nonetheless, do you have any idea how many partners I have lost, Amelia? I never imagined I might feel this kind of closeness again. I had given up hope entirely until you made that unusual request on our first date.”


  I blinked in surprise. “Huh? What unusual request?”


  “Never mind. It is not important. Forgive my insecurities, my love. It comes with time. I have seen every way there is for a partner to betray my trust. I know you are not like those that came before, but sometimes old fears return.”


  “I'm sorry that happened, Poppy. I’ll be different, be better than the rest!”


  Seemingly satisfied, Poppy put the stuffed toy back down on the side table, and curled back around me, pulling me in towards her and cradling my face in her hands. “I love you, Amelia. Such a silly little misunderstanding we had.”


  I nuzzled Into her touch, but something inside me couldn't stop thinking about how a set of serrated claws hid within her fingers, only a tiny layer of organic matter between me and blades that could slice clear through me. Why was I thinking of such things? What was this buzzing I was feeling in the back of my skull? I just wanted to simply move on from this conversation now that Poppy seemed to have relaxed.


  “So, I should just not talk to Sycanthe then?”


  Poppy let out a little giggle, back to her normal self again. “Talk to her as much as you like, my darling. I will just be keeping an eye on the conversation to make sure she isn't doing anything underhanded. You are a very lucky little independent xenosphont, most do not have someone like me personally making sure they don't end up Domesticated.”


  I smiled, so glad we could come to a happy resolution. “It was just a stray petal left on my dress anyway, it was probably an accident. Not a big deal, right?”


  Every drop of calm that had slowly begun to return to her shattered instantly, and her grip tightened to the point of drawing a mewl of pain from my lips. A faint haze seemed to be leaking from the seams of the layered surface of her torso, and her eyes had shades of orange and red I had never seen before, and her usual beak-like smile had flipped into a frown.


  
    [image: ]
  

 

  
    “Not a big deal?
  
   You are 
  
    mine.
  
   No one else can have you. Mine. Mine to touch, mine to mark. This 
  
    first bloom
  
   thinks she can just… leave a 
  
    petal
  
   on 
  
    my
  
   Amelia, try to pull you away from me…”


  The weird feeling in my chest kept growing with every word Poppy said. I liked it better when just hearing her talk made me feel happy tingles everywhere, like it was supposed to! It was like some unfamiliar emotion was interfering with the usual tiny rewards my conditioning and the implant gave me whenever I heard her voice.


  “But… I'm your girlfriend, Poppy! You don't think I'm disloyal, do you?”


  She stood up from the couch, and began pacing around in an erratic, agitated manner. “I did not. 
  
    Should
  
   I? Is there more you have not told me, conveniently slipped your mind and hoped I would not happen to notice? Any more Affini friends I do not know about?”


  I tried to think of anything. Was I… 
  
    cheating
  
   on Poppy and just forgetting? That would be awful! I would never do that! But, what if I would? I thought back to the dream. There 
  
    was
  
   something I wasn't telling her.


  “I… I've been having so many of those dreams since the implant. Of places I could swear I've seen before…” my voice quavered before I continued. “People I feel like I once knew…”


  She slowed in her slithering strides around the living room and turned to face me again. “Amelia. I have told you already that your past is insubstantial to who you are today.”


  “I just keep getting flashes of the time before we met whenever I sleep, and I'm scared I was evil or bad like so many of the Terrans were then. Won't that effect me in the future?”


  She let out a long, dramatic sigh. “Amelia. before we met you were quite shy and introverted, but beloved by all who had the good fortune to know you. The Terran accord may have produced many who hurt others, but you were entirely harmless.” 


  “Oh. Why doesn’t anyone from back then still talk to me, then?”


  She was silent for a moment.


  “Oh yes, I forgot to mention, You were also an author of somewhat niche nonfiction books in the field of literary and theological philosophy. There is a full set with your name updated in our bedroom if you ever wish to refresh yourself on your prior writing. Does that answer all your questions?”


  I was happy to hear that, but still, something felt wrong. How could I just not think about someone I used to be? “If I was good before then, would they be happy with what I am now? All these changes I've experienced?”


  Poppy sighed, and stopped her packing entirely, coming to a stop before me. “Amelia. Your past self is 
  
    you.
  
   Any changes that have happened were you becoming what you wanted to be. You 
  
    asked
  
   me for this, don't you remember?” She paused pensively for a moment. “No. I suppose you wouldn't, would you… The process is already so far along.”


  “Huh? What do you mean? I still don't get it.” My head swam in confusion and the conflict whose source I could not place. 


  All twelve of the purple spots on her face suddenly seemed to be glowing as she spoke. “Everything I have ever done to you, was the result of a lengthy negotiation completed in advance. All of it was your own idea. You wanted this, to become what I have made of you. I am sorry you don't remember.”


  “Oh.” That made sense. The implant was absolutely 
  
    pouring
  
   reward signals into me as I accepted her words, even if it still felt disrupted by something.


  “I forgive you for that argument you started earlier about your new friend, Amelia. It isn't your fault, that you feel impulses to resist my help. This is something I foresaw, knew we might one day have to address. The final step can often be the hardest.”


  I couldn't stop staring at the spots on her face. One at a time would flicker so fast it was barely perceptible, with a pattern I couldn't nail down no matter how much I felt compelled to focus on it.


  She continued talking, seemingly more for her own benefit than mine. “I was afraid this would happen eventually. Every sophont’s central processing system is unique, even between members of the same species. Each reacts to integration differently, and sometimes… old sectors of the original mind hold out for long enough to poison themselves, full of unhealthy delusions. You had a stress response and it must have caused a desynchronization.”


  I dragged my attention away from the pattern of flashes to answer her. “Integration? What do you mean? I don't understand.”


  “Simply put, if you wish to know your past self so badly, then I can simply bring them forth into the front of your mind. Then these doubts can be purged, forever.”


  My eyes widened. “You can just do that? Why didn't you before?”


  Poppy had a mournful lilt to her voice as she spoke next. “You will find it unpleasant, I suspect. I would prefer not to do such a thing, but it is your choice.”


  “I don't want to have doubt in things, Poppy. How bad could it possibly be?”


  “It is not the type of pain I 
  
    enjoy
  
   visiting upon you. I vastly prefer progression to regression. But yes, I can do this. Conjure a version of you as you were just before we met, and address any concerns they might have.”


  “And I'll remember? You'll make sure I don't forget again?”


  “Yes,” Poppy promised.


  The bulb at the end of her tail opened, and my eyes were immediately drawn to the layered petals that encircled a long needle that hid within. I knew that it housed an injector, and that the flower inside the bulb was beautiful, but… I had definitely never seen it before. Perhaps a photo. I watched the droplets of cyan liquid bead at the end of her injector in confusion.


  “What's that for?”


  She advanced a step closer to me still, until I was craning my neck up to look her in the eyes. “Hypnosis alone will not accomplish what is required. This is a xenodrug, a counteragent that will suppress all the conditioning I have given you, for a time.”


  I nodded, before realizing a problem with what she had suggested. “Wait, didn't you tell me I was allergic to xenodrugs?”


  Poppy did not answer me. There was a flash of motion, and the needle pierced my arm.
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  The hypnotic counteragent swirled through my veins, the feeling spreading from the injection site on my arm cool and tingling pleasantly. It was faintly like if the minty taste that accompanied some of Poppy’s kisses had been applied to my entire body. With it came the faintest, odd sense of otherness in my skin.
I blinked. A moment of discontinuity. I was not Amelia, or rather not yet. I was who had become her, the human being who had gone on that first date with Poppy with a particular goal in mind, to-
Suddenly, the spreading chill reached the base of my neck, and its full effect hit me like a kick to the skull. It was carbonated water bubbling in my head, ripping out nineteen months of mental conditioning as it saturated the few parts of my brain that were still human tissue.
In waves, I became aware of it all. First to strike me were the external changes made to my body. My plump legs, breasts, curves, tummy, softer skin in what few areas were not synthetic. The cage between my legs, the piercings in my nipples. The subtle itch of the tattoos she marked upon my skin, the layers and layers of her phytotoxic pollen that coated every place in my body she had ever been inside. 
As my memory expanded, I felt every hole in my perception. Every missed contradiction, every misdirection on Poppy's part. Whispers of control that twisted every thought, made louder somehow by their newfound silence. All wrapped in the warm blanket of mental conditioning to never, ever notice all the ways I had been warped beyond recognition from what and who I once was. 
But all of that paled in comparison to what I felt within me as the fresh perspective soaked into my deepest tissues. The miles upon miles of feelers inside my body, far overgrown from the bounds of my nervous system, slowly  digesting  all that I had ever been. The sheer mass and volume of the engineered material within my body was staggering, an order of magnitude greater than what still felt familiar. I felt the vines coiled tight around my lungs, the gaps within my abdomen where internal organs had once been, and now only the tendrils of a new being that Poppy had created in my shell writhed, hungrily.
I understood in this moment of clarity what  I  truly was. An echo, a ghost of a life that had ended the day I fell into her grasp. I was the last morsel of humanity that ‘Amelia Versonia’ had not yet devoured. I was an intruder, an alien in my own flesh. I should find it horrific, and I unquestionably did.
And yet.
There were the familiar signs of arousal, the throbbing tightness between my legs. Then there was the unfamiliar. The pooling of lubricating sap inside the passages that wound all through my body. Any claim my body had not joyfully taken to her new form was clearly erroneous.
This was a body designed to submit, to be controlled and played with and adored as a toy. To ask if a human mind could thrive in it would be to ask if a feline could thrive in the bottom of an oceanic trench. An absurd question. The fragile film of my inner thoughts burst, and my focus found her, the one who had enacted this vision. She smiled at me. I lacked the motor control to communicate my own feelings back.
Poppy lifted herself onto the seat, pushing me down upon my back. The contact of her hand on my exposed shoulder blasted away my thoughts in a flash of blinding, overpowering intensity. Her will radiated, crashed through me. Surely the vibrations of emotional waves were so strong that my bones should be dust. I clung to the devil with whom my contract for immortality at the expense of freedom had been written, the one who had provided the seed to the offspring that was our shared creation. Atom by atom, cell by cell, the last vestiges of my resistance fell.
The worries of my transformed self floated by like bubbles through syrup, the nature of her concerns almost a joke in and of itself. She was a sweet, naive creature. Fretting as to whether this was what I really wanted. It was a redundant point. There was no undoing this, no coming back from this. This was simply what I was now. She was happy this way, something I could never be now without letting go. 
Poppy spoke, her disjointed, polyphonic voice almost apologetic. “I hope this is not too intense for you, my love. I did keep you on such strong biorhythm inhibitors for a reason…”
It was all so abundantly clear as the reality of my choice resonated with the striking hammer of her featherlight touch. The implant- or was it really just Amelia- rewarded me handsomely the more I focused on the idea- no, the memory, I was sure of it!
It came to me so clearly. This was what I wanted, what I needed. I had pleaded her for it, said this was the life of my truest desires. How had I forgotten our first date? When I had laid out all that I wanted her to take from me? It was  my  idea. I could not recall anything of that fateful day but her, not the details, nor time, nor setting. The day I had signed myself to her, in contract far more binding than that which an empire could enforce. Her ownership of me was carved into my essence.
The flood of memories so benevolently granted by the implant reminded me of the truth. I had asked for this. The lies, the manipulation, the body modifications, breaking my mind apart over and over. All manifestations of my own wishes! The more I accepted it, the less I felt the wrenching ache, the gnawing teeth of her gift in my spine chewing on my soul.
I gasped out the only question that mattered. “Will I remember?”
Poppy cradled me closely. “No,” she promised.
Mercifully, she did not intend to leave me to stew in my discomfort longer than needed. she unfurled into a serpentine form- how fittingly- and wrapped around my frame. I was lifted, carried, puppeteered from the couch, walked down the hall on my own feet. The bedroom door closed behind us. 
Finger-knives flashed, the garment she had dressed me in fell to the floor in tatters. A naked body was pressed back, between Poppy and the wall. It almost felt like mine. The body was kissed, and when the microscopic stingers in her tongue fired as they had with every kiss she had ever given me, the room around us began to melt and twist
The bookshelves were erased, replaced by rows upon rows of pale glowing souls in bottles. The sky blue of the walls blackened, dark brickwork surrounding me. From somewhere, I heard flames crackle. I saw her for what she truly was in that moment, and knew what foolishness it had ever been to believe one could consort and deal with a being of her nature and remain unchanged. There was no shame in having fallen to temptation, considering relevant precedent.
Poppy broke the kiss, and I felt the shift in the irresistible force of her thoughts. The being that had claimed me was truly terrible in her beauty, surveying what was hers, savoring my final breaking. Reality itself was crumbling around me. I did not have much longer.
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“Which is the truth you prefer, my love? The one of doubt, of questioning your purpose? Or the one where you are mine, and you are loved forever?”
It was not a question ever destined for a response. The wolf does not ask the lamb for permission, to do so was merely an affectation. The answer was in the way her touch cooled my skin against the cracking flames, the way her pointed tail traced up my leg, hungry for willing flesh to plunge into. The body had been molded to a vision, and the point of no return was past enough to be long over the horizon.
“Scdagh,” I pleaded.
“Then I will make you forget, my love,” Poppy said with a look of hunger like a black hole devouring a star. “The priming agent will be intense, but I see no need to numb a sensation you will not remember. I do hope you enjoy it.”
She opened her mouth fully, and extended one of the several tongues she kept tightly wound inside her mouth. It was not one I had ever felt during our moments of intimacy together, nor even seen more than glimpses of. It was vivid in coloration, red and orange and yellow and green, coiling around the full thing in a pattern that looked like flames.
Poppy pulled me back to her, and brushed a thumb against my lower lip, which immediately opened as it had been trained. She pushed the unfamiliar tentacle deep into my mouth, and I was granted the novel sensation of the smooth surface coiling tight around my tongue. She was almost like a rubbery fruit.
Then I felt it contract, the plump form shriveling in on itself, dumping an entire mouthful of an oily liquid into me. Eyes which had drifted shut flew open as my sense of taste reached my brain.
HEAT. HEAT, BURNING. FIRE. SPICE, HOT, BURNING, HEAT, PAIN. HOT. HOT. HOT. HOT.
No spice, seasoning, or pepper had ever even begun to approach this intensity. It was the defensive neurotoxin of every fruiting body that ever evolved capsaicin on Terra at once, It was a burning sensation like none I had ever known. Waves of alternating numbness and heat radiated across my entire face, down my neck, over my scalp.
I screamed in muffled agony around her. I spasmed, futily attempting to choke and cough, while the oils coated my mouth and throat saturated every part of me. The mammal desperately fought to escape her, but every firing synapse of an animal brain trying to get away was intercepted by the sheer force by which she held me in place.
Every reflex in my body was to expel the fluid, but her lips formed a full seal with mine, and there was nowhere for it to go. I began to understand the taste greater, notice the faint acidic compounds of vinegar. If this was to be my final moment, then I would savor it in its fullest. The pain of the spicy kiss was exquisite, greater than any I had ever experienced. 
Then she brushed a line down my throat, and my well-trained body obediently swallowed.
The substance fell into my belly, and was greedily absorbed by artificial tissue in an instant. The cleansing inferno spread through my entire body in moments through the efficient circulation of the implant’s superior circulatory capacity. My nerves bathed in liquid fire. The normally invisible tattoos all along my body glowed orange as the sensation spread, an entire forge of heat transmitted in ways taste could describe but not explain alone. 
She finally pulled our mouths apart, and my incoherent noises filled the air. I desperately panted like an animal to force air down my throat, but the heat stuck to every cell in my mouth no matter how many desperate gulps I attempted. Eventually, that gave way to simply reacting to the feeling of the chemical agent flooding through me. She answered my shrieks of surrender to her will with the song of words of comfort, even as the flesh of my throat went ragged and guttural. 
“My love, my  Amelia.  This is the most beautiful sound in the universe. I will treasure the gift of your voice  forever.” 
I felt joy radiate as she called me once again by the name she had chosen for me. The greatest balm was her smile, the radiating pulses of her approval crashing through me, reminding me I  needed  this. I had  asked  for this, to be burned away and made anew. The implant poured wave after wave of rewarding pleasure into me as I surrendered to the fate I had  begged  her for. 
Bloodshot, watering eyes conjured fresh delirium. The arches of the room flew away from me, vanishing into infinite blackness. The blasted stone floors cracked and tumbled away into an infinite chasm. The curled horns of her antennae glowed orange and yellow in the soft brimstone of the cavernous space swallowing me. There was me, and there was her, and the magma in my veins. Nothing else was real.
I saw her in her true shape then, the things an addled brain normally ignored, or perhaps things an addled mind now invented. The distinction was irrelevant. Her terrible, pointed horns, slavering rows of jagged teeth, clustered compound bulbous eyes surrounded by six more on either side, all directed at me. 
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The succubus I feared, the beast that had claimed me, the woman I loved, pulled me in tight. The needle tip of the pointed demonic tail glistened pure white, and plunged directly into the left side of my chest. Her chains bound tight around my soul, squeezing the heart that beat because her implant bid it to. I tried to speak, to say that I was grateful, but my body could only manage a bloodcurdling scream.
The capsaicin baptism that my own foolish, lingering doubt had visited upon every nerve in my body began to taper, but it was not enough yet. She grabbed me by the hair, pulled me to her, my mouth meeting the maw of teeth from which her tongues hung. Her kiss went deep, deeper than ever before, plunging through every passage she could reach until I would have sworn there was no further to go, but with it came relief.
It was then joined by another of her appendages, pouring into the flowery orifice on the side of my head like a liquid, flooding me, extending deep into my spine. Every pulse of her love rocked my mind, slowly choking out the remaining parts of the pinkish electrochemical computer that was the original seat of my consciousness. The wave crashed, the vines that violated every part of me thickened. I was beyond moans, beyond screams, beyond pleasure or pain.
There was no room for air, no room for thought, no room for me. Only for her. All else was purged, crumbling like ash in the wake of the fire I had visited upon myself. Purifying everything, away all I had ever been before her. Her love for me was greater than any human had ever experienced in a lifetime, and I was vaporized in the face of it.
And then, Poppy pulled free of me. Left me hollow once more. I crumpled in her arms, sobbing, exhausted, more eraptured than I had ever been. Her supporting vines retracted into her body, and I collapsed to my knees before her. My vision swam with tears, but I focused upon her as best I could. She who had plucked the curse of the fruit of knowledge from me, gave me the immortal bliss of the tree of life. She, who cared so much to make me anew, to cauterize the wound of the forgotten past and give me a life I would love until the end of time.
She looked over me like a great horned goddess, whom I could spend lifetimes in toil to even aspire to be worthy of, but I took pleasure in the knowledge I would have so, so many lifetimes to give. 
I managed to choke out two words before the transformation was final, through the multicolored fluids of rebirth that gushed from every part of me that could leak and several that should not.
“Thank you.”
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I reclined upon the couch in Sycanthe’s living room, a languid sprawl of the human form mixed amongst a pile of cushions. The cat had taken a liking to me quickly, perhaps appreciating the way tissues that were once firm had been made plush and soft. He lay beside me in my little nest, as he often did when Poppy and I visited the Lantanas.
The party was in swing, and I was happy simply to be present. My eyes followed Poppy as she mingled with the blurry, indistinct forms of affini I did not know. The parts that turned my eyes acted to keep her in focus without needing conscious input from me, which was just as well, as no conscious input would be forthcoming.
The taste of strawberry and mango sat on my tongue. The lingering gift of the kiss she had bestowed upon me when she placed me here. Stillness had been placed upon me now, but perhaps opon our return home, I would find myself before the tablet, and write another chapter of my next book. The one with Poppy in it. Or perhaps I would remain floating in the waves of my devotion while she enjoyed my body for what must be days on end. I was not a good judge of time.
Purpose returned to me as she appeared beside me. A reason to know myself as alive, as her fingers traced up my body, grasped me, lifted me up with her as she straightened up. She could carry me easily now, with so much of my musculature replaced by airier composites more to her liking.
“Shall we say hello to the other guests, Amelia?”
I took in the melody under her words as they had always been, even when I was too loud and conflicted inside to hear it. The song of her love for me, more complex than a Maelodion symphony, deeper than the Ganymedian ocean. Introducing me. Her wife. My lips curled upward into a wet, mushy approximation of a smile as I recalled our second anniversary, where she had informed me I was to be her wife. A particularly happy memory in a mental library that contained nothing but happy memories.
Her vines slipped into the thin openings on my shoulders and hips, and a quiet moan of pleasure was pushed out of my mouth as she extended them down the hollow structures which had replaced my bones. All the way to the tips of my fingers and toes. I sprung to life under her guidance.
We walked around together, happy wives. I was grateful for her support, but then, I was grateful for everything she did. I giggled, I wiggled my fingers at her bidding, wrapped my arms around her at her gentle nudge. Her will and mine were in unison, one divine spark between two lovers. I was twirled in a dance, then deftly caught on the other side. 
Small talk was made between the people present, and I remained quiet, listening happily for when Poppy’s voice sang out. We came to a stop near the lower of the buffet tables in our gentle orbit around the party. I followed the glint of the ring on her fingers with my eyes. A chip was dipped, and guided to my mouth, which opened after a brush on the lips, then closed after a tap. I chewed happily. It was  very  spicy. My favorite.
A floret with bright blue hair spoke to me. Poppy spoke back. I smiled and looked pretty. I did not absorb what the human was saying, she was not important. There was no memory of ever wanting anything but this. My life truly began when I met her. All else unimportant. I could not fathom happiness greater than this. 
The center of my universe loved me, and I was hers. My beloved Wife, my sweet Poppy.
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   this story now has a spiritual sequel, my autism-appreciation fluff romance, Good Sensory. check It out!

 






  
    Chapter End Notes

    "The purpose of ambiguity is to frustrate the audience, to deny them a clean sense of diegetic closure, and thus force engagement with the metaphorical."
-Dan Olsen

Well, I’m sure that finale answered literally all of your questions! :>

Did you know comments and kudos feed authors good brain juices? It’s true!

I made an alt universe what if swap where poppy is human and Amelia is an affini, if you're curious for that sort of thing. Sweet Amelia..

if you want to check out more of my works, ive written a ton, and have a masterpost on tumblr for ir.

If you want to learn more about the shared setting and be a part of the community, the HDG Community Discord is the place to be!


  






  










Afterword


    

        
          	Works inspired by this one


            	
              Sweet Rhodes (M/f) by sheepwave
            


            	
              Sweet Amelia by sheepwave
            


            	
              Sweet Poppy: My Vampire Girlfriend by sheepwave
            

        

    


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