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Summary: 
            Kitten is a draftee in a cosmic navy she hates. when two handsome alien plant husbands rescue her, she falls for thier charms very fast. a happy sweet triangle results.

a soft, fluffy ace kinky love story in the Human Domestication Guide universe.

          







1. Chapter 1


    
    There is a thump, and alarms start blaring all over the  TCN Stellar Vanguard.  Affini proximity alarms. A young woman in ill-fitting uniform dashes to the grav-ring hall window, and barely catches a glimpse of what looks like an enormous white and purple flower before it rotates out of view. 

She squeals happily, flapping her arms in delight. The Affini found them. Finally! She nearly presses her face to the window, trying to see the flower again, and she sees escape pods streaking away from the  Stellar Vanguard  like rats from a sinking ship.

Suddenly, the lights flicker, the stars outside the window smear, and she feels a kick in the chest as the entire ship jumps to hyperspace. After the nausea passes, she is ready to scream. No, no no. They were so close. She just wants out. Anything is better than this, than being afraid all the time. Just surviving.

Some featureless moon swivels into view slowly. The horizon of cratered rocks is barely curved away, the ship is in a very low orbit. She stares glumly at the sharp, triangular shadow cast by the ship she calls home, before the moon rotates out of view to show only black. The human despondently watches the stars outside the window in the cramped hallway, looking at the scared, hurt boy in her reflection. A face covered in tiny cuts from shaving. A face that had clung to hope until it ran hollow. 

Even Captain Miles, who had always lent a sympathetic ear and a shoulder to cry on - and gave strangely good hugs - had been unable to quell her fears as of late. Though she knew the captain acted that way for everybody, and she knew she hadn’t been getting any special treatment, she still can’t help but feel guilty over the man having had to comfort her however many times a week. Especially since she had been unable to bring herself to share what she knew about what his Lieutenant had been up to behind the Captain’s back…

The moon swivels back into view, and she looks at the shadow of the  Vanguard  once more  …  then notices a second shadow. A bigger one, more organic, with long tendrils extending towards the first.
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Her spirits soar as the shadow of the flower opens wide like the jaws of a mythical whale, ready to swallow the  Vanguard  whole. The alarms never stopped ringing, so there is nothing to set off again to alert the crew that the Affini managed to  follow  the Terran ship’s jump. The entire room shakes as capture vines latch onto the hull, anchoring the Terran heavy cruiser in place.

The lights dim once more as the main railgun charges and fires, the kickback rattling the entire ship, but she can see from the shadows on the moon that nothing has changed. Smaller shuttles are now making their way over to the  Stellar Vanguard,  and the laser banks and rocket pods tracking them shut down mid-fire sequence. The munitions already in flight fail to even scratch the smallest among them.

There are thumps through the entire deck, followed by an eerie sense of quiet. A burst of static, and the Captain’s voice plays over the intercom system. His voice is somber and direct, unlike his usual warm tone. 

“Attention, all hands! This is the Captain speaking. The  Vanguard  is about to be boarded. We are outmanned, outgunned, and out of options. Full lockdown of the  Vanguard  is now in effect. Please, for the safety of yourselves and of your fellow crew members, remain calm and don’t resist. If we don’t see each other again… it has been an honor serving with you.”

The alarms cut out, and a sense of peace overwhelms her. With a relieved sigh, she collapses on the floor. They’re here. She made it. She survived to see the end of this horrible ship, and whether or not the promises in the recorded Affini broadcasts she rewatches on her pad longingly every night are true or not, she’s willing to hope. Hope for better than this. She made it, she made it.

Then she hears the last voice she wanted to hear in the cosmos from behind her.

“Hey, creep. Where’s your sidearm? Gas mask? Lose them with your fuckin’ voice? What, are you busy stargazing? You know the drill, crewman.”

It’s one of the Lieutenant's men. One of the cronies who has been making anyone their little pack suspects of being anything less than a proud soldier… not be around anymore. The second-in-command of the second-in-command’s secret army on the ship. The one that she has lived in fear of for months.

“ᴵ ᵈᵒⁿ'ᵗ…” She lies quietly. She just wants to be done with this.

The man draws his pistol, finger noticeably hanging not on the trigger guard, but the trigger itself.

“Sorry, I don't think I heard that. I’ll happily spend a round now to make sure I don’t get one in the back from you. Any coward obeying that disgrace of a Captain is a traitor by my reckoning.”

She shakes her head rapidly, grabbing her mask and gun from her belt and saluting. She needs to survive. They’re so close. She can hear the roaring static of plasma cutters on the hull. They’re so close. Just survive.

“Good soldier. Let’s go then.”

A sound of rending metal rumbles through the ship. The affini have breached the hull. Just survive. All she has to do is survive until they find her. The girl questions whether she’ll be afforded the chance as she is dragged - literally - down the corridor. 

“Rounded up a few more loyalists, including Mute here.”

The uncaring, sharp glare of the Lieutenant pierces her like a javelin even through the scratched clear plastic of his mask. “Another body,” he grumbles. “Good. Put him in the front; maybe he’ll slow ‘em down.”

The man pulls on her arm and just about throws her ahead of himself and the Lieutenant to the line of crewmen facing the bulkhead. She stumbles to a stop in line with them, pistol in hand. She recognizes a few of them from the support sections, smaller and lankier men than the ones behind her with rifles. 

As she stands there, shaking in her boots and every breath adding to the fog inside her gas mask, she can’t help but feel like they’re all meant to be meat to the grinder. Just survive, she reminds herself.

The rumbling gets closer by the minute. Each crash of metal sends another shock down her spine, another twitch through her finger against the trigger guard. Each time she jumps, she wonders if she’s about to take a bullet to the back.

Then, it all goes quiet. No more rumbling. No more sirens. All she can hear is her own breath inside her gasmask. 

She hears the voice of the man who dragged her here. “Are they gone?”

A fleshy slap is followed by the Lieutenant's barking. “Don’t be fucking stupid.”

The bulkhead creaks and groans, and everyone except her trains their weapons on the door. She raises hers half-heartedly, afraid that the Lieutenant can tell that she’s not actually aiming or that it isn't loaded. 

A gasp comes from her right as a dark green tendril worms its way under the door. Her heart lights up. They’re almost here. She’s almost safe, she dares hope.

Her hope turns to fear with the Lieutenant's command to “Ready!”

Another, lighter green, tendril joins the first under the bulkhead. And then another, and another, until the entire edge is a squirming sea of plant matter. 

“Aim!” the Lieutenant shouts. She hears the sound of guns rustling in hands, the clicks of safeties being disabled. At least one plasgun spools a charge, whirring somewhere behind her.

Suddenly and without warning, the entire bulkhead raises in an instant. She hears the gasps of shock and surprise from all around her, but none is more telling than that of the Lieutenant. They all stand in awe of the sight before them. Two Affini, two giant figures of wood and vine, stand on the other side of where the bulkhead once sat. She stares up at them as a cloud of purple gas pours around their ankles and through the now-open door.

One of them is lankier, sharp, slightly segmented plates of polished bark with many trailing tendrils instead of actual hands. Four eyes shine vivid cyan on an angular face topped with thin curved horns. The other is large, covered in thick yellowy green grasses reminiscent of fur or hair, muscular, almost hunky, with bushier segments that resemble thick facial hair. That one has just two eyes, with wheatlike antennae over them.

The more angular one speaks to the humans in firing position, in a baritone timbre. “Put your weapons down. There is no need for this. You will not be harmed.” The voice sounds like layered songs, a promise of peace, everything she was promised. Her eyes stay glued to them as her hand trembles open and her pistol clatters to the floor.

“Stay where you are, maggot!” The Lieutenant’s voice booms. “I swear to fucking god if you move one single inch I will shoot you where you stand!”

Despite the threat, she can’t help herself but step towards them. Her knee wobbles and shakes as she lifts her foot and then puts it down with a soft clang and a puff of displaced purple mist into the air.

The stockier Affini smiles warmly at her. “Look everyone, it's all gonna be just fine. Take the masks off, okay? Your Captain already gave the stand down order, nothing more for you to worry about.”

Her legs don’t listen to the command of the other human, too enraptured by the pull of the two affini. She takes another full step, and suddenly a lot of things happen very quickly.

There is a click, a motion, a burst of light. A blur of vines and armored plates as a ton of bark and four eyes rush and wrap around her to intercept the gunfire aimed at her head. She screams as the muzzles flash, but rather than the expected painful and immediate death, she hears the sound of sizzling plasma and smells burning wood. Everything moves, and the affini that saved her, the more angular of the two, reforms back into a mostly humanoid shape. The alien pushes her around a corner in the hallway while shrugging off more bolts that could have easily killed her.

“That was very brave of you, little one. Stay right here, and I will be back in a moment.” 

The affini moves away again with a slithering sound to join thier companion in pacifying the fire team, and she hears screams and cursing and a few seconds of struggle, followed by silence. She peeks a single eye around the corner, expecting to see blood, but instead discovers the entire makeshift squad is lying peacefully on the floor. The shorter, stockier affini is playfully juggling gas masks with a smile as the other meticulously checks that each downed combatant is disarmed.

The two affini seem satisfied that everyone is pacified, and the more playful one waves her over. She approaches nervously, only occasionally peeking up from the floor as six eyes total focus on her from what may be ten feet up in the air.
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The more serious one with four eyes introduces them. “Hello. I am Hemlock Astrantia, Sixth Bloom, and this is my partner, Kuric Astrantia, Fourth Bloom. Both of us use he and him pronouns.”

She stands there awkwardly, unsure what response is expected of her by the two handsome aliens whose attention she has.

Kuric tilts her shyly-tucked chin up with a vine and a kind smile that. “What’s your name, sweetie?”

She makes a little squeak, before pointing to her name badge. The one that still says…  that  name. The hunkier affini, Kuric, picks up on her discontented frown immediately.

“Hmmm. But that isn’t the name you  want  to use, is it?”

She shakes her head. She hasn’t dared think about it. To choose a name nobody would ever call her in real life had been too sad to even consider.

Hemlock leans in, analytically observing the girl. “Do you have difficulty speaking?”

She nods. “ᴵ ᶜᵃⁿ ᵗᵃˡᵏ” she clarifies as quietly as possible while still being audible through her gas mask. But she hasn't talked much in ages. Her voice is scratchy and sounds wrong. Even beyond the usual wrongness.

Kuric gently puts a massive hand on her shoulder and gives her a warm, reassuring smile. “Okay. Doesn't sound like you want to chat much right now, so just one more question and we can take you back to the  Cymbidium.  What pronouns do you prefer?”

“ˢʰᵉ ᵃⁿᵈ ʰᵉʳ ᵖˡᵉᵃˢᵉ”

“Okay. We can wait until you’re somewhere to write your name out, okay? No more need for her to talk if she doesn’t want to.” He winks, and then straightens up, leaving the girl flustered as he casually genders her correctly for the first time in her nearly two decades of life.

Other affini sweep through the entrance that the two had opened, carrying off other members of the squad she was briefly drafted into. Another burly man of an affini, one with twice-curved horns, a long leaf cloak, and a berry-filled beard longer than Kuric’s continues down the corridor, back toward Captain Miles’s quarters. Hemlock and Kuric go to help, but she grabs a vine from each and tugs with a whine.

Kuric makes a noise somewhere between a squeal of delight and a tree rustling in the wind. “You know, my love, we  could  keep her…”

Hemlock looks her over, then back at his partner. “That seems potentially premature. She surrendered peacefully, and I am not yet familiar with the intricacies of the Provisional Human Domestication Treaty.”

“Sure, but… We didn’t come to terran space to  not  get a floret! That double core sample can’t stay a kitchen ornament forever! Besides, just look how  cute  she is!” He bends down and peers into her eyes. “Would you like to stay with us, kitten?”

The girl’s eyes go wide at that name. That seems like the right name for her. Kitten. She waves her hands and remembers how she used to make a purring sound…

“Rrrrr,” Kitten hums, rolling the R sound as best she can and then tugging on the two men’s vines again.

The affini are silent for a moment.

“Kitten,” She says aloud, with a bit more confidence, before following it up with another purr. When the two of them look her way, Kitten points at herself to try to convey that she wants to be  called  that.

Kuric seems ready to explode, and even Hemlock’s more stoic face looks moved. She smiles as the two men scoop her up between them.

“Alright, Kuric. We may need to keep her.  If  she intends to seek domestication. We cannot assume these things.”

Kuric elbows the other affini playfully. “Come on, she was holding a weapon for a  few  seconds, we could at least claim her for a wardship…”

Hemlock smiles mischievously. “Yes, I suppose she was, that would be by the book. Very well, then.”

Kitten smiles. She doesn't really understand the finer points of what they're talking about, but she doesn't need to. She’s safe, she survived. She nuzzles into them as they carry her back through the bulkhead entrance. Kuric is warm and soft, Hemlock is cool and firm, and their vines interwoven into a sort of hammock seat for the girl that feels just right. The more she leans into them, the more tightly they seem to wrap, which makes her blush very deeply.

As they reach what looks like an elevator, Hemlock extends a small cluster of pink petals, and reaches for her mask with a tendril. “When I pull this off, just breathe in deep, and you will wake up safe and sound at our home. Understand?”

Kuric teases his partner. “She gets just a little pliable in our vines and you can’t resist dosing her, huh?”

Hemlock made a rustling sigh. “Obviously I enjoy it, but it  is  the most expedient way to get her home without overwhelming her.”

Kitten nods, happy to obey. He pulls the mask away and replaces it with flowers. Something sparkly and full of feelings of love and comfort fills her nose, and she drifts off peacefully in seconds in the grasp of her two affini.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          If you want to learn more about the setting, the HDG Community Discord is the place to be!

        




2. Chapter 2


    
    
  Kitten makes a big stretch as she wakes, lying on the most comfortable thing she has ever touched. As her eyes open, she sees it is a bed, if a sea of sheets and blankets larger than the apartment she used to live in would count as a bed. The fibers of soft pajamas are heaven against her skin, and they felt like home. Halfway, anyway. Something seemed missing, but not far. Something curls around her and rolls her onto her other side, and she sees it is Kuric, lying on the bed behind her. 



  “Good morning, Kitten. You slept quite well.”



  He gently pulls her in towards the soft grasses of his chest, and she closes the distance completely and nuzzles in, breathing deep. The scent is sweet and sharp, and fills her with calm and comfort.



  “Well, so much for waiting to ask if you were okay with that level of contact as a ward,” the enormous man says with a chuckle that rumbles through the fibers Kitten has her cheek pressed against. “Hemlock is just making you some breakfast now.”



  She lets out a happy little 
  
    murr.
  



  Kuric rewards the sound with a large hand stroking down her head and resting on her back. She finds the weight comforting and lets herself melt into him. His hand gently ripples against her like a massage, and any tension in her muscles still lingering from her ordeals aboard the 
  
    Stellar Vanguard
  
   washes away in moments as happy whines rumble from her throat. 



  [image: ]



  Kitten squirms a bit under her new moss blanket, just to see if she can. She doesn’t even manage to free an arm before Kuric’s vines squeeze her tightly to him. She manages a squeak, and feels a heat spread through her face and belly as she realizes she is completely immobilized. She tries to squirm again, struggling even harder, but it’s of no use. She stops fighting, letting herself go slack and luxuriate in the tight grip and Kuric’s gentle, amused, rumble.



  Something crumbles at that moment. The need to merely survive cracks just a bit, and something deeper and more true leaks out into her consciousness. She mewls and meows and hums in his grasp as he softens the callous around her heart into a haze of surrender. Time ceases to be an understandable concept in Kuric’s arms. Each moment might be a second or an hour and she has no idea, nor a care to find out. Not until Hemlock calls from the other room.



  “The little one’s breakfast has been prepared, Kuric,” his voice carries into the room like a song.



  Kitten doesn’t move, and Kuric doesn’t seem to either, beyond his already undulating vines.



  Hemlock appears in the giant door of the enormous bedroom, looking down at them. His expression is inscrutable as he speaks. “Really, dear? Do you believe that is appropriate before we have even 
  
    discussed
  
   paperwork?”



  Kuric’s entire body bounces under her as he chuckles with the sound of creaking wood. “It was her idea. I swear.”



  Hemlock makes a conciliatory hum, and a small smile cracks across his face. “In either case, breakfast is ready. We would not want the waffles to get cold, would we?”



  “No, 
  
    Sir
  
  ,” Kuric chortles. He rises from the bed, carrying Kitten in his vines as he does. 



  Kitten is set down in a seat at a table scaled to the same giant proportions as the rest of the wonderland she woke in. Despite the chair’s towering height, she has never felt more secure. It doesn’t feel like she could topple the chair even if she tried, nor does she think that Hemlock and Kuric would let her fall. 



  She stares down at the plate in front of her. The meal Hemlock prepared seems like too much, it looks like something out of a generative film. A picture perfect stack of two steaming waffles with a pad of butter on top. Syrup fills half of the dimples, a golden-brown waterfall cascading down to perfectly fried over-easy eggs with a soft center and crisp and crunchy edges. A glass of pulpy orange juice completes the feast.



  Had Hemlock known this was her breakfast of fantasy? She decides that it doesn’t matter as he hands her a fork and knife. Both affini seem almost as hungry as she is as they watch her cut a square of her breakfast and lifts it to her mouth.



  Her eyes widen as the first bite of syrupy waffle hits her tongue. It’s exactly as light and fluffy, sweet and decadent, as she ever dared to dream. She manages to keep her head upright, but her shoulders slump and she nearly doubles over in delight as a loud hum works its way through her half-full mouth. 



  She cuts a quarter of one of the eggs, and the perfectly runny yellow yolk gushes onto the plate. She eagerly cuts another piece of waffle and dips it into the yolk and it is 
  
    divine.
  
   The perfectly savory yolk balance cuts the sweetness of the syrup perfectly. Finally, she takes a sip of the orange juice, and lets the sweet tang wash everything down. For a brief moment, Kitten wonders if she died back on the 
  
    Vanguard
  
  . She knew that the affini had endless bounties from the broadcasts, but it feels different to be able to actually smell and taste it. 



  Hemlock’s face bares quiet satisfaction with his handwork. Meanwhile, Kuric looks like he might explode as he fumbles for a giant pad and points the rear camera at Kitten. Before the blushing kitten hears a single shutter sound effect, Hemlock drapes a vine over the pad and gently lowers it. Without taking his vines from Kuric’s hand, Hemlock pulls him around to the other side of the table and guides him to a chair, sitting next to the brawny affini.



  “So, we briefly introduced ourselves while rescuing you, but I assume you may have questions.”



  Kitten stops moaning about her orange juice for long enough to shrug. She holds her fork loosely, letting it dangle over the eggs as she pays as much attention to Hemlock as she can with the mind-blowing taste still dancing on her taste buds.



  “Kuric and I are in what is called a union in the Affini Compact.”



  Kuric interjects. “I think the concept in Terran culture is called husbands, dear.”



  “I suppose. In any case, we lack a floret, and while we will not 
  
    push
  
   you towards that outcome during your wardship-” Hemlock gives his husband a pointed glance- “We would like to offer you the chance to try what being ours would be like. We haven’t had a co-floret before, you see. Our logs of your personal devices showed you had a pretty good idea of what being a floret is, so we think it might suit you.”



  Kitten swallows another bite of the best meal she has ever had in her life. The idea that Hemlock and Kuric had gone through her personal logs doesn’t really phase her. Countless corporations had been scraping her personal data since before she was born. She figures that at least now it could be put to good use. Like figuring out the perfect breakfast for her.



  “I assume you’ve already figured out that this is our Hab. we are on a ship called the 
  
    Cymbidium, 
  
  on our way towards the Accord Capital on- well, technically we have to do a big show of it on Terra, but the actual target of the Sol campaign is going to be exotic matter production on Mars, since the rest of the Accord is entirely reliant on it…”



  Kitten tunes out slightly as Kuric begins excitedly explaining the machinations of empire, focusing more on the pleasant, warm sound of his voice. It is easy to lose herself in it as he rambles about supply lines and she just drifts in happy peace. Her eyes catch on a tube sitting on the counter that seems to have two glowing bits of plant matter intertwined like a helix shape, with little roots spreading through some kind of mineral solution.



  Hemlock finally cuts off his husband. “Love, I do not think she needs to know about the campaign before we tell her what we do.”



  “Ah, right! I’m a transport engineer. A ship of this scale has lots of mass transit systems. Plus sometimes I drive a train and sit in the front and say ‘choo choo’, the terran florets seem to love it!”



  Kitten smiles through a mouthful of food as she imagines him wearing an old-timey conductor’s hat.



  “I, on the other hand, am a veterinary surgeon. We affini are the caretakers of the universe, and the pressures of natural selection rarely produce organisms suited to a life of plenty without a little modification.”



  Kitten nods, chews another bite of her waffle and egg, and half listens. Hemlock’s voice was very even, less excitable than Kuric’s. More commanding, if harder to get lost in. She liked them both. Hemlock’s carried an undertone that made her feel like he was in control when he spoke, and made her want to be controlled in turn…



  They both watch her as she eats, Hemlock with a look of stoic pride and Kuric with barely contained glee. The kitchen is silent for a bit, save for what feels like two songs - one deep, warm and soothing, and the other controlled, protective and precise - playing in chorus just out of earshot. Kitten doesn’t mind the silence, she’d grown used to it a long time ago.



  This silence is different, though. It isn’t lonely. It isn’t 
  
    just fine.
  
   It’s… kind of nice. Companionable, even. In a way, it reminded Kitten of the breakfasts she would eat at home as a child, before everything went to shit. She finally finishes the meal and leans back happily in her seat with a contented sigh, discovering her suspicion that one of them will indeed catch her if she starts to teeter was correct.



  After preventing Kitten from being anything less than perfectly stable on her seat, Hemlock begins to gather her plate and utensils. “Here, we can take care of these dishes. Can you fill out some forms for us? Standard intake procedure, I assure you.”



  He extends a long vine over to a stack of pre-prepared papers in a folder, and puts a few in front of her, along with a pen. She scooches forward in the seat as the two of them clean up the kitchen and dining area, and begins to fill the first page out.



  Name: 
  
    Kitten.
  
  



  Gender: 
  
    Cat (girl)
  



  Sexual orientation: 
  
    Little to none.
  



  Cuddles: 
  
    Yes please.
  



  There is a box to fill out any information about what her ideal affini would be like if she were to be paired with one, so she draws Kuric and Hemlock as best she can. She was never much of an artist, but she thinks she captured them decently well enough.



  She turns the form over, and sees long optional checklists of preferred activities. Some of them bring a blush to her cheeks. Walks… check. Kissing… check.  Martial arts… no? Body mods… She would have to think about that. She circles it and adds a question mark.



  Kuric bends over and taps the mark over body mods, and Kitten leans into his warmth. “We have an app for that, we will give you a tablet to customize your appearance on while we review these. You're gonna absolutely love what we can do for you, my partner is an 
  
    artist.”
  



  Kitten lets out a happy little sigh at the thought of having her perfect body before getting back to filling out the form. She circles the ‘no’ for the entire section on sexual contact in one big loop. Recreational xenodrugs… check. 



  Bondage. Submission. Hypnotism.



  She gulps and swoons a bit from how much the thought of those flusters her, and the extremely eager checkmark in each of that trio of boxes is significantly shakier than any above, a pattern which continues in the rest of that section after those three. 



  Kitten puts the pen down on the table, still blushing from the level of specificity of that last section and the fantasies it prompted. The thoughts of 
  
    doing
  
   those things was… certainly a lot. It wasn't even difficult to imagine. She already felt their vines binding her once before, and that was through a bulky suit. It would feel so good through thin clothes like the light pajamas they had put her in…  Kuric already held her so tightly this morning, and the way Hemlock had squeezed and even drugged her back on the ship…



  “Finished,” she announces, finally pulling herself from a pit of delightfully fuzzy thoughts.



  The final dishes clatter, and the three of them move to the couch. As promised, Hemlock hands her a tablet already open to an app that displays a 3d model of herself in underwear slowly rotating with sliders on the side, though Kuric quickly taps the ‘conventionally feminine’ preset before she can get enough of a look at it to feel dysphoric.



  “Anything we can do can be reversed, too, so this isn't a permanent commitment! Well, besides the haustoric implant anyway, that one is for florets and there’s no undoing that! But besides that,” He explains with a warm grin.



  Hemlock takes a seat on her other side, remarking “That one is hardly a lack of capacity, of course we can do anything. It would just be far too cruel to ever do.”



  The two of them sit on either side of her on the couch as they look over the forms she has filled out, each petting her gently. She manipulates the various sliders in the app, experimenting to find her ideal appearance. It hardly feels real to her that she can get this, she hadn’t even been able to get normal HRT before being scooped up to fight some stupid war, and now Kuric and Hemlock were going to arrange whatever hormones and surgery she needed to look just right. Not that the initial female preset was even bad, but she had the option to customize, so she was throwing the genetic lottery in the trash where it belonged.



  Chubby tummy, soft thighs. No, slightly chubbier, breasts to match. Tail, obviously. Slitted eyes. Feline ears. Light body fur. Retractable claws. That one has an icon that looks like whatever is growing in the tube on the kitchen counter next to it. She adds it anyway. She hopes all her friends from the furry forums she used to frequent were being rescued soon, this was everything they had always fantasized about in chatrooms late into the night.



  Kuric takes a peek at her selections, and squeezes her tight. “Aw, you look very pretty.”



  Kitten wiggles happily as she tries to imagine what it will be like to feel 
  
    right. 
  
  She suspects it will be like the waffles, and beat her imagination many times over.



  Hemlock looks up from the section in the forms about her interest in bondage and submission with a wicked smile. “Hmm. Some of the things you have selected will require surgery. I could do this all at once, you know. Skip the wait of class-G meds entirely for the initial reshaping,” he offers, sounding particularly interested in that proposition.
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  “Oh, 
  
    now
  
   who’s the one pushing her to the table?” Kuric snorts. “Anyway, what do you say, sweetie? Do you want to take the longer way, or just wake up in a week already set? It’ll feel like no time passed at all to you, and I certainly wouldn’t mind the chance to dote on you while you’re out!”



  She hits finalize, and the device immediately pops a warning that some of her selected body mods will require a haustorium. She dismisses it. She was entirely aware of that fact. She had specifically added the claws for that reason, even if she expected to keep them retracted most of the time. She looks down at the image of her ideal body on the tablet, points at it and shrugs. “Make me that,” she says simply, with a bit more of a look towards Hemlock, whose eyes are glowing a quite vivid purple at her.



  Kuric chuckles. “Do you just want us to make that sort of choice for you from now on, babygirl?”



  Kitten shows her agreement by humming and rolling another R in her mouth, glad that soon she will have the ability to purr naturally.



  Both men smile wider. 



  Hemlock runs a vine over the back of Kitten’s neck in a way that sends tingles down her spine. “I think we may have one more bit of paperwork to fill out before the day is over, then.”
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3. Chapter 3


    
    
  “Before we go out,” Kuric remarks as Hemlock reviews triplicate copies of Kitten’s intake forms at the table, “Let’s get you as close as we can to that body you'll have before you know it, huh?”



  They both go to the kitchen again, Hemlock gliding gracefully and Kuric bouncing with excitement, until they reach what looks like a giant microwave. Hemlock presses a series of buttons with a vine and the faintest scent of cinnamon drifts through the room as Kuric transfers over a set of instructions from the handheld to the device.



  After a few seconds, he reaches in and produces a stack of goodies. Kitten notices him tuck something into his chest before she can see what it is as he retrieves the pile, which was dominated by unusually thick dark blue fabrics.



  “Because you want to go a bit bigger everywhere, we can actually use some simple shapewear to get you a bit of the way there physically.”



  He holds up the dress, which has pockets of padding that would shape her hips, tummy and chest in just the right way. The garment is multi-toned in a fractal pattern, with areas of color that clearly matched Kuric and Hemlock’s foliage. She liked it.



  She starts to pull off her pajamas, but Hemlock grabs her wrists before she can. “Let us take care of it, Kitten.”



  Hemlock’s grasp on her is firm and precise. He unbuttons and slides them off her body casually, and they are replaced by Kuric before she can even think about glancing about the body that would soon be reshaped entirely. 



  The new dress is impossibly soft against Kitten’s skin. She isn't sure such finery even exists in the Terran Accord; she just knows she had never known such soft fabric in her life. The dress clings to her perfectly, the padding inside providing just the perfect amount of pressure. At least she thinks it's perfect, until Hemlock squeezes just a little bit tighter. That is perfect.



  Hemlock’s grip doesn’t lessen as Kuric pulls out a small makeup palette and a wig with a pair of cat ears. She sits as still as she can through the excitement, smiling and twitching giddily as the brushes glide across her face. She thinks for a moment about the way she used to try using Mom’s makeup behind a locked bathroom door, but before the thought can spiral she’s drawn back by Kuric’s warm voice singing that he’s done.



  Kitten smiles as the wig slides over her just-barely regulation haircut and slots into place perfectly. She tries to reach up to feel the new ears on her head, fake as they may be, but Hemlock holds steady and the feeling of not being able to move her hands no matter how hard she tries sends a spark through her chest and ignites another fire in her belly.



  Hemlock finally sets her down on the floor. “Now, time for us to go out. This way dear, follow me.” One of the tendrils that emerges from his shoulders wraps around her wrist, guiding her to obey. On their way to the door of the hab, Kitten catches a glimpse of herself in the mirror, and squeals in happiness, tugging on the vine pulling her along, and points at the pretty girl in the mirror.



  Kuric kneels beside her, and wraps a huge arm around her shoulders. “Just wait til you see the real deal next time you wake up, sweetie.”



  The air outside is fresh and bright as the trio sets out along a wide promenade. Kuric holds her left hand in his, while Hemlock keeps a segmented vine loosely wound around her neck from the right. 



  The sparse crowds around them are full of many affini, terrans, a few rinans, and scattered xenos she has never seen before going about their day. Kitten spots what seems to be a giant bee flying overhead a few times, and what looks like a walking crested mushroom talking to a creature that looks as if a borzoi was half remembered in a bad dream. She knows not to judge based on appearance, she's sure the nightmare dog is very nice.



  “Hey, there, shorty.”



  The voice speaking is gruff and growly and not quite human. Kitten spins, and sees a giant anthro fox. It reminds her of one of her old forum friend’s sonas, except this one has bright purple hair and the worst fashion sense Kitten has ever seen. Not to mention two sets of horns and an extra eye.
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  “I’m Tsundra,” the fox person says, holding out a notecard sized piece of paper like an oversized business card. Kittens reads the same name, they/she pronouns, and what looks like a forum handle while Tsundra’s tail wags in her direction. The longer they do, the stronger the air starts to smell like black licorice and pumpkin spice.



  The way her skin starts to feel warm doesn't feel natural, and she begins to panic. Something about the smell of Tsundra is wrong. It is trying to twist her body to want something she doesn’t, trying to recruit her own biology against her. She makes a little whining noise of discontent. She doesn’t want to complain, but she does want it to stop.



  Tsundra seems oblivious to her discomfort, leaning closer over her. “Can't talk? Do you know Xenra handsign?”



  Kuric pulls Kitten back towards himself, and the grasses on his chest begin to wave in a way that acts like a fan blowing over her “I’m sorry, Tsundra, you need to stop using mating pheromones around Kitten, it is making her uncomfortable.”



  “Whatever,” Tsundra shoves her paws in the sides of her pants as if they were pockets. She grumbles and wanders away with her tail between her legs – literally. As she goes, Kitten hears her mumble, “Just thought you were cute is all…”



  Kitten takes a deep breath of Kuric-and-Hemlock scented air. The faint notes of mint and sweetness mix and compliment just right. The two of them guide her out of the crowd and towards a building front to give her some space.



  Kuric leans down over her, concern all over his bearded face. “Hey sweetie, are you okay?”



  Kitten gives a hesitant nod she doesn't fully believe. Hemlock gently pulls the card Tsundra handed her out of her hand, tears it in half, and tosses it into a nearby disposal chute. “I’m adding immunity to xenra pheromones to the list of mods I'm giving her tonight.”



  It is not the first time she has had an uncomfortable run-in with a horny sparkledog, though usually it was through a chatroom where the block function was easily accessible. She’s thankful that, now, she has a real life block button. Two, even.



  Kuric chuckles, but there is a slightly guilty look on his face. “Not a bad idea, but let's keep her away from more predatory types in general. This sweet girl isn't meant for that kind of play.”



  Kitten doesn't know what any of their exchange means, but she knows they are going to take care of everything. She hopes she won’t run into Tsundra again. At the same time, she knows that she won’t be getting too many people bothering her with Hemlock and Kuric around.



  The trio continues on their walk, Kitten naturally finding a place between both affini. Kuric takes one of her hands in his. Hemlock wraps several vines tightly around her wrist and hand. Both help her feel safer.



  Moving helps clear Kitten’s head as they head into a more densely packed part of the ship. There are people and affini walking about everywhere. Shops, specialty boutiques, salons, restaurants, arcades. It’s like walking through a mall, but she gets the feeling that people live here, too. But out of everything Kitten sees, what catches her eye most is the florets.



  She tries to point to them, the other humans being lifted and snuggled by affini, but the holds on her hands are too tight. Something about that feels warm and fuzzy inside. 



  Hemlock shifts a vine, measuring her pulse. “Let's stop and get her lunch somewhere quiet, Kuric. I believe she is overstimulated.”



  Kitten feels a bit bad for all the attention paid to her. She doesn't want to impose on her hosts, she isn't even their floret yet.


 


 


  Kuric and Hemlock lead her into a cute little building that turns out to be a cafe. It hadn’t been cold outside on the promenade, but it is warmer inside. Cozy, despite the massive arched ceilings, open dining room, and giant Affini furniture. 



  The decor is all carved wood and wrought iron, at least at face value, and it makes for a very inviting, calm atmosphere as Kitten is led over to a table. Kitten peeks up, and sees the ceiling is made of some kind of foam that seems to be rapidly dampening sound to keep the atmosphere quiet.



  Hemlock gives a nod to a pair of affini sitting at a table as they pass, both unusually small. One has five eyes and horns, and the other is pitch black and shimmers around the edges. They both wave back before resuming their conversation.



  Kitten giggles, flexing her arms as Hemlock and Kuric lift her up to a seat near the middle of the room. They each move their chairs and flank her on either side. 



  A woman in a dress with a thick apron and a long ponytail bounces over, and while Kitten initially finds her quite pretty, her face isn't what holds her attention. She finds herself staring at the beautiful, ornate gold and silver collar on her neck. The muffled conversation around her fills her ears as she thinks about what having a collar of her own would be like.
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  The affini and waitress talk. Fortunately, nobody expects Kitten’s input, for which she is grateful. Her chest still feels a little tight with residual adrenaline from panicking after meeting Tsundra. She envies the simple relaxed joy she saw on the faces of every floret in the cafe. She isn't paying much attention as Kuric orders her food, just staring at the wall, trying not to think too hard about anything.



  The cute waiter comes back a few minutes later, plopping down a grilled cheese sandwich with tomato slices and a big glass of milk in front of her.



  Hemlock uses a surprisingly sharp vine to cut the sandwich in half, diagonally, and the cheese pull is jaw-dropping. The taste is even better! The outside of the bread has the most unbelievably crispy bite. The inside is soft and tender. The cheese is perfectly rich and creamy with just a bit of sharpness. The tomato has more flavor than any vegetable she’s ever had.



  Kitten hums in delight and her feet kick a little bit under the high seat despite her best efforts to contain her excitement.



  She takes a sip of the milk, and is quite surprised by the flavor.



  “Sweet,” she remarks. 



  Kuric laughs. “Oh, yes, I suppose you didn't specify. That's not bovine milk, it's human milk. No need to favor the animal most easily industrialized when you're constructing ingredients at the atomic level.”



  She takes another bite of the sandwich. They compliment each other well.



  “Something the matter, dear?”



  She looks at him with a slightly guilty look, but can't help but glance at the floret being cuddled and posed by their owner.



  Kuric gives her a warm grin. “Do you want to be played with like that too?”



  Kitten shyly nods, and makes a happy purr sound. She doesn't like to be demanding, but he did ask…



  Far from seeming bothered, both Kuric and Hemlock each look at her with a sort of hunger that would maybe be frightening if it came from any affini other than them.



  Kitten feels a cool pinch on her shoulder, and barely catches a glimpse of the injector vine whipping back into the clusters of Hemlock's body before Kuric delivers another into the opposite arm.



  The sudden rush of need in her body is overwhelming. Complimentary feelings of obedience and comfort surge in her chest. She needs to be controlled, and she needs to be cherished. Each flavor is powerful on its own, but between them all she can do is moan and whimper, desperate and needy. A need to be touched, to be close to each of her Affini, to squirm and writhe and be bound. 



  Her body tries and fails to balance under the chemical onslaught of phytotoxin wreaking havoc in her mind. She does not fall, she is not allowed to by the two men holding her up. Hemlock’s rigid vines grab and wrap around her, lifting her up until she is placed in his lap with her back to his chest. His vines grip her tight, holding her in place as the dual doses mix and make her nerves sing.



  The sandwich is held up for her, and a dozen thin tendrils slip between her lips and begin to manipulate her jaw to eat. The feeling of him reaching inside her mouth is indescribably enjoyable, and if not for the sound muffling effect of the cafe, the entire room would be hearing the noises of enjoyment she is making as she chews and swallows. 



  Part of her almost wishes they could.



  Hemlock whispers in her ear. “Such a good girl for Master. So pliant, knows her place so perfectly.”



  His tendrils tighten, pushing through the padding of her dress, binding her hands behind her back and squeezing her thighs as she wriggles and gasps in his lap. Little flowers open from Hemlock's segmented vines, tiny fibers brushing her in a fine glittering dust. She thrashes against him in involuntary ticklish reflex, but his grip is so strong she can do nothing but make little giggly moans.



  Hemlock’s grip is possessive, and it feels incredible. Every rolling kneading on her limbs and torso is like a deep tissue massage, amplified and folded back on itself by the oppressive need submerging her mind under an ocean of bliss.



  She whines and drools with a need for touch. Every inch of her could be held by her affini and her body would still need more. Her total helplessness only makes the feeling of him manipulating her mouth to chew for her more pleasurable. He dips a thicker vine into her glass lowering the liquid level, then tilts her head back and lets her drink as though from a straw. Sweet milk washes the bread down and she gasps a sigh of satisfaction. 



  The pollen-coated girl is finally released from her bondage in Hemlock’s lap, and lifted by strong, thick arms into Kuric’s seat, straddling him. The stretch in her thighs feels wonderful as her own weight sinking into him spreads them.



  Kuric cups her chin and smiles, giving her a little kiss on the forehead as she stares in a blissful daze into his eyes. Eventually, the shimmering patterns in the metallic orbs make her too docile to even hold herself up, She sags into his grip, and he lets her slump forward.



  Kitten shivers into his chest. His arms hold her in a way that leaves her plenty of room to move, but press in on her in a way that brushes gentle pleasure up and down her spine. He is strong and soft, and every breath of air with her nose pressed into his chest smells like home.



  Kuric's voice is a low purr against her chest when he speaks. “Daddy loves you, and you'll always be safe in my arms.”



  His hands brush down her back, massaging every drop of tension out of her muscles. His grip is powerful, but treats her like a delicate flower he intends to cherish forever. The grasses that make up the fluff of his chest feel wonderful against Kitten’s skin. Hemlock's pollen sticks to Kuric, and somewhere in Kitten’s drifting mind buzzes the satisfied knowledge that she is happily filling a role their biology craves.



  Time is hard to keep track of, as the two affini feed her, passing her between them. Kitten doesn't know how long it's been, but eventually a mask of flowers seals over her face, and the world beyond her affini starts to come back into focus. The final bite of her sandwich disappears into her mouth. She lets out a little satisfied sigh, before being set down on the floor again and led back out.



  Hemlock has to help her not stumble, as whatever he gave her to wake her back up a bit still hasn’t returned her coordination fully. Kuric hangs back for a moment to give the waitress that had gotten Kitten her lunch some head petting and a big hug. Kitten giggles to herself, feeling silly that she was jealous of the floret in question at first. As soon as they are all outside, the two of them lift her up and sprawl her across a hammock of their interlocking vines, and set off carrying her to the day’s next destination.
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4. Chapter 4


    
    
  The doors to the Domestication center opened automatically as the trio approached. It reminds Kitten of a waiting room one might find in a Terran pediatrician’s office, if twice as large in every dimension. The lighting is soft and there’s music playing even more softly in slow, lullaby-like melodies. On the far end of the room dotted with both Affini- and Terran-sized tables and chairs, a reception desk sits in front of towering stacks of filing cabinets. A woman with long, braided blue hair behind the counter spins and grabs a form from one of the drawers.



  Kitten is pretty sure she faintly recognizes the person the clerk hands the paper to from the crew of the 
  
    Stellar Vanguard
  
  . But not one of the ones who tried to force her to fight. She tunes into their conversation while Kuric and Hemlock talk to a clerk.



  “Here ya go, Victoria!” the blue-haired woman says excitedly, shooting the person a finger gun. “One volunteer form.”



  Kitten’s former crewmate frowns. “I’m thinking more ‘Victor,’ actually.”



  “Oh, hey! Congrats, Victor! You're gonna absolutely 
  
    love it 
  
  here.”



  Ah. Kitten is very happy for his self discovery. She is jolted back to paying attention to her own situation as Hemlock thanks the clerk, and brings her over to a short table absolutely littered in fancy pens.



  The form they set before her is different from the ones she filled out before. Those were more like questionnaires, documents looking to get information about her. This one is only looking to confirm something already known.



  It is a contract. A Terran Domestication Contract. 



  Kuric is literally wiggling in excitement, and even stoic Hemlock smiles wide as the three of them gather around the final bit of paperwork Kitten will ever have to do.



  She begins to read.



  
    1) Above all else, you, Kitten Astrantia, First Floret, must obey your Guardians, Hemlock Astrantia Sixth Bloom and Kuric Astrantia Fourth Bloom, in all things. This is for your safety, wellbeing, and care.
  



  That seems perfectly good to Kitten. Kuric and Hemlock were being so nice to her, and she has no intention of disobeying anything she can think they would ask of her.



  
    2) Your Guardians, Hemlock Astrantia Sixth Bloom and Kuric Astrantia Fourth Bloom, own you. You are their property. You do not have political rights in the Affini Compact.
  



  Kitten has to snort a little bit at that one. At least the Affini Compact is upfront about her lack of rights. Something about being labeled property, though, sparks Kitten’s imagination. She is just going to be a pet, a little kitten for Kuric and Hemlock to play with. The idea sends a warm feeling spreading through Kitten’s belly.



  
    3) You do have a guarantee of wellbeing, as defined in § 57 of the Provisional Human Domestication Treaty.
  



  
    4) This guarantee of wellbeing does not preclude blah blah blah as outlined in § 61 of the blah blah blah
  



  Kitten’s mind begins drifting aimlessly, lulled by the soothing tones of Kuric’s and Hemlock’s voices. A gentle prodding pulls her back to the moment, her eyes finally starting to glaze over the terms. Why should she care about any of it? The whole point of making this a contract was so that she wouldn’t have to think about this sort of thing anymore. She checks every remaining box without reading the terms, and makes no additional stipulations. She signs her new name at the bottom, presses her thumb against the biometric pad, and stretches out over her owners’ laps to worry about more important things, like finding the coziest position to be doted upon from.



  She discovers it quickly, at least for the moment, and rests her head and shoulders on Hemlock’s cool, firm vines and lets her body go slack in Kuric’s warm, plush lap. She takes a deep breath, drawing in Hemlock’s peppery mint scent, and lets it out slowly. The floret looks up at her Daddy, whose warm love fills her with ease, then her Master, who will provide the structure she needs to thrive. She was a floret now.



  Each of the two affini reaches something around her neck, and it clicks where the two meet. The sound of the mechanism locking echoes in her head with finality, as it sinks in what she has just done. The velvety black band feels 
  
    right
  
   as it sits flush against her neck. Warm and soft like Daddy, but firm and unyielding like Master. There’s no play in it, it doesn’t slide against her skin or stretch away as she brushes a few fingers across it. It’s just perfectly uniform until her fingers brush a metal ring in the center of her throat, and attached to it, a small, round silver bell.



  Her collar is the final straw, and she breaks down sobbing happy tears in her owners’ loving grasp. 



  She made it. She didn’t need to just survive anymore. She could finally be herself.



  The three of them sit in a quiet, tender moment, gently wiping her tears and comforting her as her body goes through a cathartic release of stored tension. Finally, the tears end, and it is time to complete the process.



  Hemlock lifts the contract, and peels apart the identical triplicate copies underneath. The top one that Kitten signed directly is placed in a sturdy folder and tucked into his chest, and drops another into a scanner built into the table.



  Kuric sets Kitten down on the floor, hands her the form, and points to the clerk with blue hair. “Go on, the last step is all yours, darling.”



  Kitten looks down at the form in her hands, then back up to both of her affini. Nerves wrack her for only a moment before their encouraging smiles fill her with resolve. Kitten crosses the lobby with speed, her excitement fully outweighing her fear of interacting with another Terran.



  As she nears the counter, the woman standing with her back to Kitten turns around suddenly. She draws two finger guns on Kitten, shouting “Bang bang!” with a manic grin as she pantomimes firing them, recoil and all.



  Kitten freezes in place for a moment, watching the woman blow the ends of her fingers and ‘holster’ her ‘guns’ before seeming to realize that she scared Kitten half to death. 



  “Sorry ‘bout that!” the woman says, bounding against her side of the counter. She reaches toward Kitten with one hand, the other holding her half-way over the reception desk. “I can take those for you! I’ll get ‘em filed lickety split!”



  Kitten holds the forms out, keeping her eyes trained on the woman as she puts the papers within her reach. She’s caught by surprise again as the woman swings her arm through the air and swipes the forms from Kitten’s hand. The receptionist turns around and quickly scurries up a ladder leaned against the wall of cabinets, hanging from it like a cartoon character as she throws a drawer open and puts Kitten’s contract inside. 



  Kitten backs up slowly as the woman slides down the ladder with dangerous speed, then turns and runs to Kuric and Hemlock before she can turn back around.
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  Kitten knows nothing has really changed yet, but she somehow feels different as they leave the building. She is legally a floret. Everything she was told to hate and fear becoming by wrongheaded idiots.



  The air outside feels somehow warmer. The view up and across the massive spin-grav ring is somehow less dizzying. A pervasive sense of 
  
    rightness
  
   settles over Kitten, only strengthened by the hold her Daddy and Master have on her hands. 



  “We will be heading directly to my clinic now, Kitten. It is just a short walk through the park,” Hemlock informs her. 



  Kuric holds a hand above his eyes, gazing forward, then points to the other side of the flower-filled greenery. “It’s right over there, Kitten. Can you see it?”



  Even stretching up on her tiptoes, Kitten can’t see over the foliage and flowerbeds. She looks up at Kuric, shaking her head. To her surprise, she is lifted into Hemlock’s arms, vines wrapped tightly around her hips and thighs like a harness. She can barely focus on Master’s words as he holds her to his chest and points with a vine, both hands cradling Kitten from beneath. 



  “It is right… there.”



  Kitten forces her eyes to focus, tracing an imaginary line from the tip of Hemlock’s vine to a brick-faced building sitting on the other side of the small park. Kitten purrs happily as she nods, finally able to see their destination for herself.



  The trio continues on. Hemlock speaks about different flowers as they pass them. Kuric seems more interested in telling everyone they pass how adorable Kitten is, always introducing her as ‘our floret, Kitten’. Between Kuric’s praises and Hemlock’s firm hold that prevents her from shying away from them, a warmth spreads through Kitten’s face, down through her chest, and deep into her belly. It’s a warmth that is quickly becoming familiar.



  Kitten’s mind wanders, bereft of need for thought, until Hemlock shifts Kitten out of his vines and over more to Kuric’s arms, and extends a familiar shaped petal mask out for Kitten to breathe from. She obediently takes a deep breath, then exhales something minty.



  Kuric seems delighted to have their new floret all to his own while Hemlock prepares the next dose. Being held in his strong, grassy arms feels just as good as being secured by Hemlock’s vines, but in a way she can’t quite describe. “So, young lady, are you excited to spend the first week of ownership sound asleep?”



  Kitten takes her puff of the next dose and raises an eyebrow. That actually didn't sound ideal at all to her.



  Kuric laughs, and gives her a gentle pat on the head. “Don't worry, you won't remember it anyway. But I will! I'm going to cherish every moment of it.”



  Kitten tilts her head to the side and makes a curious hum, asking him to elaborate.



  “Oh, it's going to be wonderful. You'll be so high you need help for every waking moment, and so desperately cuddly too! I'm going to dote on you every waking minute of the day when you are recovering.”



  She takes another deep breath from the flower sealed over her mouth. “I love you, Daddy,” she mumbles quietly into the mask.



  “I love you too, babygirl.”



  Hemlock pulls his tendrils back and instead wraps them around Kuric, giving the floret a more tender moment focused on her Daddy. She is starting to get a little loopy, and playfully bats at Kuric's antennae as he brings her close enough to kiss her on the cheek. She retaliates, and licks his cheek right back. The feeling of his face against her tongue makes her moan and lose balance again, and her Daddy laughs as he catches her.



  Every step Kuric takes feels like it sends Kitten floating before she lands right back in his arms. Her vision begins to change, objects at the center of her sight becoming concerningly clear and anything she isn’t focusing on blurring into the background like a matte painting. She looks up at Daddy, able to discern between the thin blades of grass that make up his beard. She looks for what is only surely a second before looking ahead again, and they’ve moved much farther than she expected. 



  Kitten turns to Master, seeing the chitinous plates that make up his face slide against each other as he says words that sound like they’re underwater. She blinks despite the protest of her eyelids and turns to look toward their destination again. To her surprise, they’ve already arrived at the fountain. A fountain which had, only a second prior, been a hundred or more feet away.



  Kitten is starting to notice more and more scenery changing every time her heavy eyelids blink. Each increasingly difficult blink sends her forward another ten, twenty-five, fifty feet. 



  …



  Suddenly, she jolts awake, and is lying nude in a chair, on a comfortable surface in a very sterile smelling room. Before her, there is what seems to be an operating table with a cutout for a face in it. She swivels her eyes around and sees Hemlock preparing something by a counter, his back turned to her.



  “Where’s… Daddy?” Her mouth feels sluggish and unresponsive. She hopes he understands her.



  Hemlock chuckles as he turns back to her. “Kuric is probably worrying himself halfway to an early rebloom out in the waiting area. He does not have the constitution to watch this part. This is just for you and me. He will always love whomever you blossom into, but it is I who will be shaping who that is, after all.”



  “Thank you, Master.” Especially through the drugs, showing him deference makes her feel so tight inside.



  Hemlock turns to face her, a sharp little smile on the wooden plates of his face. He seems excited. “Now, pet, Master has to take this collar off. I promise you will get one back as soon as you can, okay? Handmade, even, not this compiled thing.”



  Kitten weakly nods, trusting him completely.



  “Good pet.” The locking mechanism on the collar opens, and he moves it to a tray reverently. The small silver bell clinks as it touches the tray. 



  Kitten feels naked, somehow, in a way that just a lack of clothes had not. She has only just become a floret, and the idea of losing the band marking her as such feels wrong, even if it is needed for her owners to claim her inside and out.



  Hemlock reaches into his chest and produces the glass container that holds a helix of plant matter. She recognizes it as the twin implant core she saw in the kitchen a few hours ago. The faint glittering of the essences of her owner draws her attention, and she swears the weblike roots inside the fluid are reaching for her.



  Kitten feels compelled to reach back, but her body is unresponsive beyond tiny twitches as she attempts to move. Her Master makes a sharp click of disapproval, and she stops trying and goes back to motionlessness. He turns and smiles reassuringly.



  “Good pet. Here. let Master pose you just right.”



  A dozen vines wrap tight around her body, lift her, and gently set her facedown on the operating table. It is smooth and comfortable against her skin, deforming to evenly distribute pressure. Hemlock carefully adjusts her body, spreading her thighs and arms apart enough to slide thick straps around the middle of each. Her body feels waves of euphoria soak through it as his control of her body is made unbreakable. 



  
    “Be still.”
  



  Her Master’s command is layered and absolute. There is the sound of a marker cap being removed. Kitten feels something on her neck, a felt tip tracing guides for what comes next. Incision lines are drawn, and even as her body wants to shiver in anticipation, her body does not budge an inch, held tight by her need to obey.



  Hemlock makes a satisfied hum, his approval evident. “Such a natural surgery doll you are. Perhaps, once the implant is inside you, I will see fit to practice on you often, awake even. I would make sure you enjoyed it.”



  Her body continues to obey the command to stillness, even as her cheeks burn at the idea of him changing her so that she desires whatever he does. She has never been interested in such things… but she could be.



  “Now, last dose, pet. You will see Kuric and I again before you know it. We love you so much. Thank you for being ours.”



  There is a tiny pinch on Kitten’s back, and her consciousness falls to blissful darkness.
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5. Chapter 5


    
    
  There is warmth, and softness, and comfort. Kitten is happy. Safe. Content. Her memories are a blur of colors and sound and joy, stray flickers of half-remembered recovery drifting on waves of calm. She is implanted now, she is faintly aware. Her neck, which is oddly bare, feels just the slightest stiffness as she stirs in her half-waking state. Was there some meaningful dream, some great personal revelation as the haustorium interlocked with her nervous system? If so, she no longer remembers it. 



  Kitten floats, as if on a cloud of dreams, absolute tranquility soaking into her. Flickers of recognition, smells, sounds. A window is open somewhere, and the murmurs of distant voices and a warm breeze drift across fleeting consciousness. An ear twitches as wood creaks, pointing to face the source of the sound. A yawn, a stretch whose peak sees claws extend from the tips of padded fingers. 



  Her eyes peer open, and lazily focus on the mass of affini that forms her little sleeping nest. There is no clear place that Hemlock and Kuric are distinct, the two of them are simply woven around her, a blanket of Master and Daddy. 



  Kitten feels a sense of deep fulfilment, perfect contentment, just being around her persons. A tingling of gentle pleasure glittering in her upper back, running up her neck and scalp. Her place in the universe is being reinforced, that this is where she belongs. She tries to sit up, and slowly manages it with the help of her owners.



  The scattered hardwood plates that populate one side of the pile begin to stitch themselves together, forming a familiar face, one she would recognize the sight of even if her eyes were closed.



  “Good morning, pet.” Her Master’s voice reverberates in her ears, and feels like the very structure upon which her sense of self is stretched and shaped. The cloud of dull intoxication that lingers on her senses is pierced by the gaze of his four wonderful eyes, and she could fall into helpless obedience at a glance alone. That spell is only disrupted by the motion on her other side, the soft grasses and strong bundles gathering themselves into Kuric’s form.



  “Good morning, Kitten.” Her Daddy’s words fill her with the deepest love she has ever known. Soft, safe, comfortable, unquestionable in its intensity and immeasurable in its certainty. She feels warm, fuzzy, unquestionably cared for to the deepest depths possible as the low rumbles vibrate through her.



  Kuric’s face rises from the tangle alongside Hemlock’s, and she looks up at her owners with a feeling of reverent wonder like no sight she has ever known before. No nebula glimpsed through a scratched starship window ever inspired such feelings, no work of art or music or literature has struck so deep. 



  A hand emerges, soft grasses and hard plates intertwined as one. Her owners lay fingers upon their implanted floret for the first time in a state of lucidity, and her haustorium sings for their benevolent majesty. She feels the touch on the soft fur on her back, but the pleasure it sparks is deeper. An entire constellation of light inside her nerves. It is a root system now permeating her very being, and rapturous bliss flows through it.



  More tendrils and vines join in, scritching behind the twitching pointed ears atop her head, stroking down the tail that sways at the base of her spine. The two affini begin to pull themselves into humanoid bodies, not that she needs the familiarity to recognize them anymore. Her body has been reprogrammed to recognize them at every level. Their smells, the patterns of how they move, the patterns to their speech, each blankets perfectly over the void where any need for independent existence might once have lurked within her. It is a chasm dug by past trauma, filling in like a strip mine quarry lake, filling with pools of their love.



  The touch of her owners roams over Kitten's body, and she whimpers with submissive delight. Her tail swishes side by side as a burning need to be dominated by the two of them roars to life inside her, and they do not leave her waiting. She meows and mewls in submissive joy, a soft plea for the rapturous things that she already knows they will do to her. The tingles that originate in her neck and travel over her scalp reinforce her place as bound to these two men, happily and forever.



  “Even if she is awake, do be careful, dear,” Hemlock remarks, even as he rolls and presses her facedown into the blankets underneath her. The pillows absorb a happy whine at his control.



  “I will. Even if I want to just scoop her up and play with her all day… I’ve been gentle this long, what’s another few days?”



  Kitten feels affectionate squeezes and touches on the muscle and fat of her butt begin, stroking through her hair, pinning her by her wrists and ankles and tail. She blushes deeply, as she realizes the familiarity she feels from this touch means they must have played with her body extensively while she was too high to remember it. Touched and toyed with her in her sleep, treated her like a plaything to be loved. Trained to love her place even as she recovered. Hot.



  A massage begins on her back, and she moans in simple pleasure as the tension that seems to run from her shoulders to the base of her tail is kneaded out. The implant floods her with happy chemicals. Being touched by her owners is good, and the biotech in her spine will always reward and reinforce that.



  “I think we should show her what you sculpted.”



  Kitten hardly understands the meaning of the words as Kuric says them, but comprehension is not needed or expected of her. The floret is carefully flipped onto her back by Kuric, and an uttered command from Hemlock makes the ceiling turn reflective. Kitten gasps, taking in the sight of her perfect body. 



  [image: ]



  The outsides of her arms and legs are covered in white and black fur, streaks of which creep around her breasts and inner thighs. She is naked, but would never need clothes again to be considered modest. 



  Her eyes are quite dilated, but as she focuses on the details of her own perfect form, the orange irises narrow in vertical slits. Her peripheral vision is almost entirely erased, but she can clearly see every movement in the vines that make up her owner’s bodies.



  Kuric rubs her soft, chubby tummy, and she giggles and moans. “Love you, Daddy…” Her voice is clumsy and lisping, but it is hers. All remnants of the masculine rasp she so hated to hear has been stripped away, replaced by a soft, velvety tone that makes her feel butterflies as it comes out of her mouth.



  Kuric gives her a little forehead kiss. “Love you too, Kitten. I’ll start making breakfast, my loves.”



  Kitten almost digs her claws into some of the vines of her Daddy as he pulls away, but knows he won’t be far. She can feel his presence resonating inside her entire body, filling her with his love. 



  She feels a moment of surprise – apprehension doesn't seem to be quite within her range anymore – as Hemlock’s drifting vines wander up her thighs and stroke against… nothing. There is nothing between her legs - not even the female anatomy she had expected, simply 
  
    nothing.
  
   Her Master strokes along the blank fur, and it feels just the same as any other place. A site of joy and pleasure in the same way that every square centimeter of her skin is, rather than sharp and overstimulating erogenity. 



  He smiles, and his slow drawling voice makes the girl melt into a puddle. “I made this choice for you, knowing it would be what made you happiest. Only the best for our pet.”



  She mewls in joy and rubs her face against every part of him his firm grip allows. He touches her everywhere, and she loses herself to the sheer sensate joy without any worry that good touch would become bad. There was no longer any part of her body with any aversion. She would never have thought to ask, and she couldn't be happier.



  “Thank you, Master!”



  He smiles, and begins to collect Kitten into his vines. She wants to try to grab the sheets and playfully resist, to goad her Master into being more forceful, and press his will upon her. But her reaction time is so delayed that by the time she notices she is being moved, the window to be bratty is long gone.



  There is a wafting smell of something briny in the air as Hemlock carries Kitten over to the dresser. He carefully selects a loose, flowing garment covered in little dangling bits of string, which catch Kitten’s eyes immediately. She still feels a little sluggish, so she lets the many little strands simply bob back and forth against her body as she follows after her Master, no matter how pouncable they clearly are.



  He carefully sets her down on the carpet as they exit into the hall, though her initial stumble is immediately caught. Kitten’s tail helps greatly with balance as she walks behind Hemlock, seemingly moving to perfectly counter the loss of any coordination that has been happily traded for the feeling of gooey love that fills every cell in her body. Hemlock guides her with a vine wrapped around her wrist, which is good, because she is so high she could probably get lost in a hallway right now. As they make their way into the shared space, Hemlock joins Kuric in fussing over cooking, and Kitten immediately spots where she is meant to be. 



  Under the kitchen table, which might as well be a high ceiling to her, sits a nice, inviting little box made of layered cardboard, with a padded interior. Perfect for a Kitten. She stumbles over to it, still getting used to the combination of drugs and altered body shape, and carefully climbs over the lip. She misjudges how much clearance her newly squishy tummy gives her, catches it on the edge, and tumbles into the box upside down in a fit of happy giggles. She is delighted to discover It is full of little toys that feel absolutely wonderful against her lips, and each of them make her head feel a different kind of funny when she smells them. 



  The box is so cozy. She figures that a little catnap can’t hurt, and she deserves it, since she made her long, arduous trek from the bed to her box, after all. As she lies there and enjoys the soft, warm morning sunlight, Daddy’s leg draws near, and Kitten can tell there’s something different about it. His leg seems to be woven from even sturdier fibers than before. 



  A spark of strange need sparks mischief in Kitten’s mind. She looks up to the bottom of the table and Daddy isn’t looking down at her. She thinks that she probably shouldn’t, but something is telling her that she 
  
    needs
  
   to scratch his leg. She reaches out tentatively, claws extending with a subconscious flex, and drags down Daddy’s leg. Her fingers feel so good as they dig into the textured surface of her Daddy, the thick fibers giving just the right resistance against her claws to feel so perfectly satisfying. 



  She hears Kuric chuckle, then speak, muffled only slightly by the tabletop between them. “I think Kitten found her new scratching post~”



  She arches her back as she stretches, but a stiffness in her spine alerts her that her intention to lunge at Daddy will have to wait. A nice wave of calm docility soaks into her, and she flops back into her box, rubbing her wonderfully fuzzy face against the blanket.



  Her ears perk up again as she hears Daddy talking about her. “Should we feed her down there, you think?”



  “She looks too comfortable to move. I think we shall.”



  Hemlock’s legs join her Daddy’s, and the two of them properly sit down at the table - she almost considers trying to see if Master is scratchable too, but the idea feels too slippery for her to focus on. That makes sense, Daddy is for scratching, Master is not. That is just the way of things, after all. It is as unquestionably true as anything she has ever known.



  A steaming plate of carefully cut strips of grilled fish over slices of some frilly vegetable Kitten has never seen before is lowered down to her. The plate has raised edges- she could just eat directly with her mouth without making a mess- but a vine from each of her owners picks up one of the strips. She lays back against the corner of her little box, and purrs as she is given the tap-gesture to open her mouth and the first morsel is popped in.



  It explodes into a whole symphony of flavor as she chews, the slight sweetness where sear marks have caramelized the vegetable, a satisfying compliment of salty fish melting in her mouth as the greens crunch. Kitten’s owners talk as they feed her, each bite a soft buzz of joy met by approving sounds from whichever had fed her. Everything becomes a hazy blur of happy tastes and delicious wiggles. There are words she recognizes among the babble. Adorable. Precious. Darling. Sweetie. They're all her, clearly. Just different ways of describing Kitten.



  She is given another bite of her food, and the haze of pleasure over her mind builds as she obeys the gesture training. The implant pours reinforcement down every level of functioning in her brain. Not only is submission and obedience enjoyable, not only is it right, but it is associated with food, her most basic needs being met. From the abstract to the animal, she knows her place is as a pet.



  She swallows the final bite of breakfast with a happy purr. With breakfast over, she considers taking another nap, but a set of strong hands reach in and pluck her from the box.



  “Daddy,” she mumbles, trying to focus her eyes again after the motion. His fuzzy antennae catch her eyes and she wants to bat at them, but her attempts miss entirely. Both her owners laugh as she tries anyway, and she gives Kuric a dopey grin. He is smiling at her, so she purrs back.



  “That’s right! Now, we have a very special gift for you, babygirl.”



  “Woaw,” she coos, unable to think of anything that could possibly be given to make things better.



  Daddy brings her over to the living room, where they sit down on the couch with Kitten between him and Hemlock. On the coffee table, there is a silver case. ‘Kitten’ is etched into the top next to a drawing of a cat curiously pawing at a ball of yarn, or maybe they are vines. She looks up at Master and Daddy, then back down to the case, purring softly as she reaches toward the case. It’s far beyond her reach, but Kitten’s owners both reach out to bring the case to Kitten’s lap.



  Hemlock squeezes her around her furry, pudgy midsection tight. “Technically, we gave you one of these already, before your implantation, but that was hastily compiled. This is the real, proper article, handmade by the two of us while you recovered. You will enjoy it greatly, pet.”



  Kitten nods, though she isn't sure what he is talking about. Any specific memory from before her implant feels fuzzy. There are some scattered moments - staring out a spaceport window at the stars, a funny fox lady who smelled bad, many visits with a kind ship captain who comforted her when things were less… hmm. The concept of an opposite of good doesn't seem to register for her at the moment.



  She fumbles with it for a moment to the sound of Master’s pleased hums and Daddy’s giggles before they each wind tendrils around her uncoordinated digits and open the case together. Kitten feels the unadulterated pride from her owners in the back of her neck, tingling like sunlight and happiness as she looks down at the proper, handmade collar in the case. The velvet of the collar is so black as to stand out against the black lining of the case itself, Kitten barely able to make out the difference thanks to her enhanced vision.



  Master takes one end, Daddy takes the other, and they lift the collar out of its case. The little silver bell jingles softly and makes Kitten’s ears twitch, and her eyes focus on the softly swinging soundmaker. Seeing the collar in front of her like that, her belly churns with need and her neck feels cold without the velvet band around her neck. An incompleteness she was unaware of until she knew what she was missing lurks, a hunger about to be sated.



  She doesn’t have to wait long before Master’s and Daddy’s arms spin around each other, forming a double helix as they turn the collar the right way around. Kitten barely restrains herself from pouncing on it, instead fidgeting excitedly and purring loudly as her owners bring the symbol of their ownership closer to Kitten’s neck. There are words, kisses placed upon her forehead, gentle praise. Kitten’s implant drips helpless submission into her bloodstream, desires for things she knows she isn't quite recovered enough for yet. Still, the flickering of fantasy brings a blush to her face, and she answers their affections with happy little chirps and meows.



  Daddy’s free hand rests across Kitten’s legs and Master’s vines wrap around her neck just below her chin and just above her collarbone. Kitten’s happy flapping is reduced to shivers under Their touch. They pull away, and the collar remains, affixed and unbroken, completing the self her owners built for her. The little floret droops, entirely spent by the excitement of the thirty minutes or so since she got out of bed. She leans deeper into them, slowly drifting off to sleep in the possessive grasp of the men whose promise of love will adorn her neck, inside and out for the rest of her life.
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6. Chapter 6


    
    “Goodbye, little one!”

“I would welcome you both back at any time.”

[image: ]

Kitten waves goodbye to her Master’s friends as he carries her out of the little witch hut and makes for the elevator back to the Occantalis’s docking bay. The affini had spent the visit talking to each other in some singsong language Kitten didn’t know, and passing her between them to pet and cuddle. Then they started putting different masks over her face that all had different effects. She was very sure that had been lots of fun, but the memory was pretty hazy.

Now, Kitten sits wrapped tight in Master’s vines as he walks through the hangar. Stacks of shuttles stand high on all sides, branches bending a weaving into towering stacks of shuttles. The shapes and sizes are as varied as the number of ships themselves, and Kitten has never seen anything like them before. But she doesn’t worry much about looking too closely as Master walks to one specific stockpile. 

Two more vines wind out of Master’s shoulders, his hold on Kitten never compromised as he begins typing into the console. The towering tree in front of them begins to shift and sink, drawing up a wind as the shuttles rush by. It doesn’t take long for the platforms to stop in front of them and for Master and Daddy’s personal shuttle to roll forward. 

Master carries her inside and expertly taxis to the runway. The ship accelerates instantly and without any of the G-force of a Terran ship. But they have a moment, and Kitten’s Master indulges in a bit of playful teasing.

“Such a delightful, sweet thing you are. Mine to love, to sculpt and revise, however I wish.”

She purrs in affection at his words. There is a splash of color before her eyes as he parts two bark plates, revealing a flower she vaguely remembers seeing back at the witch’s hab.

“My friends gifted me a new graft they’ve been developing, a new class-C. Do you remember that one?”

Kitten giggles a little. “C… cat!”

Her Master smiles wide, chuckling quietly back at the catgirl in his coiled grasp. “Like cat, yes. A cat that feels her love, loyalty, and possession grow with every moment spent in my presence. Hopelessly loving, helplessly obedient, perfectly bonded, entirely devoted.”

She twitches an ear and tilts her head with a confused look on her face. She’s pretty sure she’s already all those things! “Mrrr?”

“Yes, I know, pet. You are already perfect. But a little more won’t hurt.”

With that, there is a pinch on her thigh. Kitten shudders at the surprisingly forceful injection, not used to him being anything but slow and measured. 

“Good pet. You like it when I’m firm with you.”

A spark flies through her spine as his words shape reality, and a moan escapes her lips as she feels the implant subtly shifting her desires to be more perfectly in tune with her Master’s. She wants him to inject her again and again. Heat burns in her belly, and her slitted eyes go wide. More, more, more, she wants more, needs more!

There’s another small prick and electric tingles and rainbow waves join the effects on her body. Kitten’s gasps escalate into a full throated keening whine as the new drug sets her nerves to a smoldering flame and dulls her muscles to limp noodles. The oozing pleasure of obedience that his portion of her implant imparts fills her head with fluff and bubbly docility. She mewls a quiet breath as a very familiar feeling of bonding and loyalty spreads down from her chest to her belly and further down to her smooth, featureless loins. 

The affini hums a little song to himself as he lifts her floppy little body into an upright position, wiggling her around like she’s dancing to his music while the shuttle moves along towards the departure port. His tendrils are like his love, stern and controlling and firm. The newfound amplification of her touch makes the firmness of his grip all the more overpowering to her senses as she pulls her companion dress off so she can properly rub her body against his interlocking chestplates.

Her gaze is tilted up, and Master’s eyes flash. A floaty, bubbly warmth rises in the back of her head, like the feeling of contentedly napping in the sunbeams by the window. Master’s teeth glint in a smile as he massages her joints, and she faintly hears him mutter something about iteration, revisions, and perfecting her. She smiles and purrs at the sound of Master’s voice, knowing whatever he says must be true. 

Once they’re in open space, Master sets her back down flat in his lap and inputs some coordinates or something for the hypermetric jump so they can get back home. Kitten doesn’t really understand it, and she really doesn't need to. She thinks they might have tried to make her be a jump drive engineer back when she was in the Navy, but the already-fuzzy memory fizzles away. 

What sits in its place is a devout love for her Owners, and she lets the very minor revelation bubble in her chest and down to the bottom of her belly, quickly swept away by the waves of chemical gifts her Master has given her. It’s an incredibly warm feeling that Kitten is always thankful for, and she does her best to show that thanks by snuggling into Master as best she can despite his vines encircling her limp body like a cocoon. 

But Kitten can’t move, so she just lets out a contented sigh and drifts off to sleep, knowing that when she next wakes she’ll be exactly where her Owners want her to be, and that’s exactly where she belongs.






“We are home, pet.”

Master’s even voice stirs Kitten from her slumber in his vines. The smells are familiar, warm and safe and full of lots of places to lurk. 

She stumbles a bit as he puts her on the ground, and is grateful for the added balance her tail gives her as she is led by the collar. As they near the door, he loosens the vine holding the ring around her neck. Kitten takes the opportunity to bolt forward, leaping through the Kitten-sized swinging door set into the door of the hab.

Daddy is sitting in his armchair, exactly where Kitten expects. For a moment, she is sure that his book is too interesting to have noticed her - the perfect chance to sneak up on Daddy and use his scratching-post leg. But as she stalks closer, paws silent in the short, mossy carpet of their home, his antennae twitch and she feels his attention trickling through the back of her neck. 

As fun as sneaking up on Daddy would be, it feels even better to be seen and known the way she is now. So instead, she slinks over beside Daddy’s chair where his arm has fallen in a deeply relaxed pose.

“How was your little trip, dear? I hope you had fun!”

Kitten paws at his hand, her claws extending to grip his wrist and she tries to keep Daddy’s hand there until he pets her. 

Master’s vines wrap around Kitten’s wrists, forcing her claws to retract. “That’s not where we scratch Daddy, pet.”

Kitten mrows her apology, and Master lets go of her hands. She almost doesn’t want him to, the tightness of his controlling grip always makes her belly feel so warm.

Daddy closes his book, petting Kitten and addressing his more dominant husband. “Are you ready to go, Hemlock?”

“Just a moment, I would prefer to freshen up first,” Master answers, striding gracefully down the hallway.

“Guess I’ll have to keep this precious little sweetie busy.” Daddy chuckles to himself, reaching for a little silver tube on the side table. “Look, darling! At your feet!”

Suddenly, Kitten’s nemesis appears on the floor beside her- the dot. A tricky, deceitful thing, bright red and seemingly impossible to catch, always just out of her grasp or gone when she slams her paw down upon it. Her eyes narrow, and she puts her butt up in the air, preparing to pounce as it passes before her.

The catgirl makes a few slow swats as the crimson quarry scurries across the carpet. There is no real expectation they will succeed, her goal is more to tire the dot out. Kitten is clever, and remembers something about that being how humans hunt, and she is a human cat, so she should use every tool at her disposal. She knows she must wait for the correct moment, her prey is slippery and cunning. Her paw whizzes down on the rug, but it dodges to the side, so she leaps and chases and with a mighty lunge she-

Vines catch her midair, and Kitten makes a giggly yowl, sure that she will have her victory over the dot one day.

“I believe it is time to get dressed,” Master smiles down at Kitten. 

Kitten tilts her head at him with a questioning purr. 

Daddy pulls a pretty dress out of the compiler, and then another. “You’ve got a playdate today, remember?”

Kitten gasps in surprise. She has a vague recollection of being told this over breakfast, but that was several naps ago and it’s not a cat’s job to keep her own schedule.

Daddy bounces, excitedly holding one dress up to Kitten and then the other. Kitten thinks they’re both pretty, like everything her Owners dress her in. She giggles lazily at Daddy’s silly faces as he tries to concentrate and make a decision. 

“We do not want to be late, dear,” Master reminded. 

“Ah, right you are, love.” 

Daddy smiles and tosses one of the dresses back toward the compiler. Master shoots out a vine to catch it, and puts it inside while Daddy slips the other dress over Kitten’s head and ruffles her hair. Daddy scoops her up, Kitten giggling and nuzzling into his arms as the trio makes for the door. 

The two affini pass Kitten between them as they walk, each doting on her in their own way on the way to the train station. Daddy’s strong arms provide a nice spot to curl up and nuzzle. Master’s strict vines wrap around Kitten nice and tight, making her feel secure no matter how much she tries to squirm. It’s not until they reach the train that she gets handled by both at the same time in any real measure. 






Kitten bounces in place as they arrive at the station Daddy works at. What Kitten sees as they walk into the hall is something that the little catgirl had never imagined. Her jaw drops and her eyes go wide as she lays her sight on a giant, industrial age steam train. In Kitten’s eyes, it’s perfect. 

On the walk over, Daddy had told her that she was going to get to control the train with him, and Kitten had imagined curling up in his lap and napping to the gentle rhythmic clicking and clacking of an incomprehensibly complicated keyboard somewhere in an Affini transport logistics office. She hadn’t dared imagine this!

A big tall smoke stack sits on the top of the matte black boilerplate emblazoned with ‘TMT’ and a bright red cowcatcher bolted to the front. Running ahead of Daddy and alongside the boiler, Kitten reads the anagram spelled out in gold script, ‘Trainy McTrainface’. Big, red drive wheels are held in line by gleaming golden drive rods, drawing attention from the simple, black pilot and trailing trucks underneath. 

A long trail of red, black, and gold train cars follows behind, each one looking to be a perfect recreation of mid-19th century passenger cars. At the end, a rectangular red caboose with a black roof caps off the rear.

Kitten looks up to the cab, a big square, riveted box with the same ‘TMT’ stenciled on the side, and the coupler hitching it to the open tender car filled with black rocks. When she looks up to Daddy - from Master’s arms, where she was deposited at some point - he’s putting on a striped denim engineer’s hat with a bright, beaming smile. 

“It’s not every day we pull this old girl out of the shed,” he tells her, “But it’s always a treat and I thought you’d like it.”

Kitten wiggles as much as Master lets her, one arm wrapped around His vines and her other hand reaching out for Daddy. Master lifts her with ease and Daddy cradles her to his chest with an arm under her for support as Master follows them into the engine. He climbs inside and sets Daddy her down and it’s exactly how Kitten remembered from the pictures in her books.

Maybe just a lot bigger. 

A dozen gauges for things from speed to water temperature, oil and steam pressure. Levers and knobs and switches galore. Kitten whines and points to all of them, especially the big, cast iron firedoor. 

Daddy squats down and opens the firedoor latch. “We don’t actually use coal,” he gestures to the weird yellow and magenta symbol inside, “It’s fusion powered. Still a steam engine, though! We just boil the water with hydrogen reactions.” 

Kitten hums in surprise, mildly ashamed of the disappointment evident in her flopping ears. 

“But!” Daddy doesn’t hide his excitement as he drag Kitten to the rear of the cab to the tender car. “We do have coal!” He picks up one of the black rocks. “Give Daddy your paw, Kitten.”

Kitten holds out her paw and Daddy puts the black rock in it. It feels dusty and smells like smoke. The weight is nice in her paw, and small chips snap off as she squeezes it. 

“It’s neat, isn’t it!” Daddy grins. 

Kitten nods with her own smile and nods as Master puts the coal back in the tender and cleans her hand off with a damp, spongy vine. Daddy is still practically bouncing with excitement.

“Do you wanna ring the bell?”

Kitten’s smile grows into a wide grin, her slitted pupils go wide. She purrs enthusiastically with another series of nods, arms flapping in excitement. 

“I thought you might,” Daddy squats down and boops her nose, giggling as he looks up at Master and pulls out his pad. “I thought she might.”

Kitten giggles too when she sees the picture Daddy took. She has a silly black streak on her nose. 

Daddy goes back to the control panel and starts turning knobs and pulling levers. The cab rumbles softly as the pressure gauge goes higher and high. Other gauges increase in turn. “This will only take a moment~” Daddy sings. 

He adjusts some more knobs before Master lifts Kitten. 

“Kuric does love his trains,” Master chuckles, winding his vines around Daddy’s waist just a bit possessively. Kitten feels Master’s love for Daddy almost as strongly as for her when he carries her to the open window, setting her down with Daddy’s arm as a seat between her and the windowsill. 

Daddy grabs the lever in front of him, squeezing the brass handle and pulling it towards him. Kitten gasps as the train starts moving. 

It’s actually moving!

“Here you go, Kitten,” Daddy reaches over and pulls a rope into Kitten’s range. 

She bats at it with her paws, giggling, before taking hold of it with both hands. 

“Go on,” he encourages her with a smile as the train picks up speed. “Give it a hard pull.”

Kitten sticks her head out the window and gives the rope a good tug. Her heart flutters as the big brass bell at the front end of the boiler swings and lets out a loud RING-DING, RING-RING. She giggles and pulls it again and again, each ring of the bell filling her with joy until Master has to take it from her, Daddy laughing about how she can pull it again later. 

She settles into the crook of Daddy’s elbow. Master slides in next to him and Kitten holds tight to both with the claws of either paw. She never stops smiling as the train rolls faster and faster and faster, laughing as the excitement builds to unbearable levels. The wind blows through Kitten’s hair, she’s moving faster than she ever has outside of the Stellar Vanguard. She looks up at Master and Daddy with a big, open grin and he smiles down at her warmly, handsomely reclined against his seat, lever in hand. 

When Kitten turns back to the windows, she mrows in confusion as something slips around her head that darkens her vision. She shakes her hair out, but film resting across the bridge of her nose stays put. Looking up at Daddy again, Kitten sees that he’s wearing wrap-around sunglasses of his own. He gives her a big thumbs up and they’re both softly jostled as the brakes engage. Master’s vine shoots out and grabs the dead-man switch, sending the train back into unimpeded motion. 

The ride is wonderful and smooth as they sail across the rails. It’s like living out a dream for Kitten, memories of only being able to imagine such things through reading picturebooks and playing with wooden trains. It’s made all the better, all the more incredible, for sharing it with Daddy and Master and doing it in their arms. She purrs happily the entire ride, bouncing up and down until they start their long, slow ride into the station. Daddy lets her touch some of the big levers, but they’re a bit too heavy for her to move.

[image: ]

“Do you wanna release the brake pressure?” Daddy asks as they come to a complete stop. 

Kitten’s entire throat vibrates with her purr, and Daddy holds her up to a button on the controls. She presses it and a loud WHOOSH sounds outside the train, followed by the cheering and applause of happy sophonts.

Kitten is confused as Daddy starts to carry her out of the cab, lowering her into Master’s vines at the edge of the door. She whines softly as Daddy turns back inside, but then her heart soars as he hops out too!

“This is our stop.”

Kitten nods in understanding and looks around the unfamiliar station, waist and legs safely restrained against Master’s front as she stares up at the mural on the ceiling. It looks like a human hand reaching out to the stars, and an Affini reaching back. Kitten smiles at it thoughtlessly and lets the love for Master and Daddy suffuse her mind.

When she looks back to Daddy, he pulls a toy train out of his chest. “This is for you,” he places it in her paws. “Every rider gets one! It’s a souvenir!”

Kitten looks over the tiny train, around six inches long. It’s a perfect die-cast recreation of Trainy McTrainface. She hugs it to her chest. Sure, it’s probably compiled, but Daddy gave it to her! That makes it special.

Around them, hundreds of sophonts – affini, terrans, rinans, giant iridescent birds, xenras and more – all climb aboard, each receiving a commemorative toy train just like hers. 

Except, she realizes as she turns it over, that theirs definitely don’t have the ‘Love, Daddy’ inscription inside the cab. Kitten swoons, heart aflutter, and looks up with stars in her eyes. 

Daddy turns back to her with that evergentle look in his glowing eyes. “But it’s not time to play, just yet,” Daddy smiles. “Would you like me to hold onto that for you, for a while?”

Kitten nods and holds the toy back out, absolutely trusting its safety to Daddy just as her own is entrusted to both of her Owners. Daddy greets a new affini conductor who takes his place behind the controls. An affini porter calls out, “All aboard!”

Steam rises towards vents on the arched ceiling, the hiss and swish of pistons extending filling the air. The engine rumbles and chugs, Kitten’s eyes trace up and down the line of cars as it starts creeping forward out of the station, tail swishing happily from side to side until her owners finally pull her along towards their destination. 

Kitten has never been on the other side of the Terran hab ring before, but she’s seen its biggest park, Trenzalore, when she looked up out of the window. They walk along a long, paved path, separated from a hill down to the glades and flowerbeds by a thin fence of chain-linked wire. Kitten thinks the park looks nice, and she makes little needy sounds of yearning as she points to the flowerbeds. She wants to romp through them, but Daddy and Master pull her along the path, reminding her that she has a surprise waiting. 

Kitten’s ears perk up in excitement as they approach a large arched gate that leads down a winding path into the trees, but Master wraps his vines around Kitten’s waist and turns her in the completely opposite direction. 

“We’re almost there, Kitten,” Daddy offers his hand. 

Kitten takes it, and Master takes her other hand as they walk into what looks like an Affini-sized cul-de-sac. In a yard to the right, Kitten sees two sophonts that, for a moment, remind her of a brother and sister who served on the Vanguard with her. She never learned their names, only remembers the hushed whispers directed at them across the mess hall – accusations that were none of her business. 

Whether or not they’re even the same sophonts, Kitten doesn’t know, and they don’t notice her as the trio continues to the end of the cul-de-sac. 

Master and Daddy lead her to a big hexagon of a house with tall, branching trees growing from the roof. Kitten’s heart races in anticipation. She isn’t sure why she’s here, but she trusts Master and Daddy would never take her anywhere she didn’t ultimately want to be. Daddy knocks on the door, announcing their arrival. 

“We’re heeeere~” he calls. 

A moment, and plenty of reassuring pets from Daddy and tight squeezing from Master later, an oddly familiar affini opens the door. He’s tall and thick, mostly human-shaped, but not as much as Daddy. He has a wide, friendly mask made out of wood, a long bramble beard dotted with berries, a long cloak of green leaves, and prominent horns that curl forwards and backwards again. 

“Ah, Kuric, Hemlock! Come in, friends,” he waves them in with a big, three-fingered hand covered in pale brown bark. 

“We were glad to hear that your floret is adjusting so well, Rhamnus,” Master says, gently guiding Kitten inside by the vines wrapped around her waist. 

Rhamnus, the horned affini, smiles warmly. “As am I. She is truly a blessing of the Everbloom itself.” 

Master releases her after the door closes, and Kitten creeps forward slowly, an uncanny feeling building in the back of Kitten’s mind as she walks alongside her Owners. The gears tick slowly in her mind as she tries to place him. She’s seen this affini before, but can’t remember where.

Had she seen him in the park? At the diner? Master’s vet clinic?

And then it hits her.

Rhamnus was one of the Affini she saw when she was being rescued from the Stellar Vanguard. Just as she realizes, Rhamnus turns to face down the hall, and calls out. 

“Little acorn, we have company!”

“Coming, Mister Rhamnus!” A voice returns the call with one of its own. The voice tickles the back of Kitten’s mind. It sounds familiar, but she can’t place it. 

Soft footsteps plod across the forest-like floor and Kitten watches from behind Daddy’s leg as a woman stumbles into the living room. She wobbles and waves her way over, as if walking on high heels that are too high for what she is used to. Eventually, she bumbles her way over to Kitten and smiles at her. The woman looks familiar in a way that Kitten can’t quite place.

“Hi, Catherine,” she says with a little wave. 

The realization comes crashing down on Kitten all at once. Only one person on the entire ship knew that name. She sees it. The thick, dark eyebrows. The strong, slight jaw. That smile hasn’t changed either, despite her already starting to round out from what must be Class-G’s. 

“Captain!” Kitten gasps, forcing herself out from behind Master and Daddy, raising a paw to her forehead to salute on reflex alone, though her coordination is far from what it was then and she bops herself on the nose by accident. 

Kitten’s former Captain closes the gap, dismissing the salute, and puts her hand on Kitten’s shoulder. “At ease, crewman,” she shakes her head with that same warm smile she had always given Kitten. “There’s no need for that. Not now, and never again.”

Kitten lowers her arm and her mouth quivers, face contorting into a tearful smile. She nods in understanding. The fight is over. She never has to fight again.

“You can call me Mila now,” the ex-captain tells Kitten. She gently brushes the hand on Kitten’s shoulder up through her hair and scritches her ear. “What should I call you?”

The catgirl smiles happily, chirps “Kitten!” and then tackles her friend in a fuzzy hug. 

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Hope you enjoyed the ride! Did you know comments and kudos feed authors good brain juices? It’s true!

you should read Ashinbloom's stuff and also mine too! -sheepwave

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!
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