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“Say ahhh, Verity!”
“You fricking… I can do this myself!”
“Yeah, but I wanna, and you can’t reach where my vines can.”
I roll my eyes, but groan, resigning to pop my mouth open to let her brush my teeth after I get one final jab in. 
“I bet this is super perverted of you, Daddy.”
“Well, then this part can be our secret, you and me.”
The last of my morning grumbles are snapped away with the popping of the drugged toothpaste cap, and I can feel her grin through the back of my head without even looking up at her in the mirror.
“Daddy, it’s the morning, do we really need to-”
“Pft, the fuck you mean, we?” She cuts through my whining by putting her vines in my mouth and pinning my tongue, leaving me drooling down my chin for a flusteringly mortified moment as the xenodrugs hit my salivary glands before the rest of me. “I’m taking care of brushing, babydoll. I told you, you’re gonna get used to this now that you’re mine.”
I pout up at her for a single moment before my ability to make facial expressions at all is cut down to the ability to slightly control how loud I’m moaning, and even that is minimal as she starts to explore my mouth.
A vortex of vines swirls, an ocean of sensation upon which I flutter like a bubble on the waves. Tendrils explore my gums, massage my tongue, rub my ears, twist and curl at my breasts, squeeze my butt. I wanna call her a dirty perv, but she’s making me squirm too much to talk, groping and exploring what’s hers.
Well, metaphorically hers.
I’m just her girlfriend. 
But, as she guides me down to spit and I come back to my own red-faced and heavy lidded reflection, there’s no denying it’s hot how she is so physically assertive. Being the submissive, docile plaything of a giant alien tentacle monster in the shape of a giant wolf lady has perks, and one of those perks is waking up every morning in the kind of heaven you never want to leave.
“There, wasn't that easier than saying no?”
“Hmph,” I hmph, a burst of air, a hum in my throat and ending fricative that adequately communicates my mild annoyance is not enough to actually do anything about. At least not while little stickbugs are still tapdancing inside my brain. Stupid sexy wolflady.
Daddy easily carries me to the kitchen, then sets me in the high chair while she cooks. A few stray vines cross the space, curled around my body to keep me from falling off the side from the lingering effects of the toothpaste. Her kitchen is cavernous, as every room in her place is, but covered in little nooks and ladder platforms she had installed for me to curl up in. Her living room wall is practically a playground, covered in slides and stairs and little spots to make blanket forts, but I’m so much smaller than her it only takes up as much space as one of her bookshelves.
She’s already made perfect eggs and stacked them with other fixings in toasted buns by the time my thoughts have turned right-side up. I open wide again to take a perfect bite, each one prompted by a gentle brush of her vine on my lips. It’s become our routine since I moved in, though her insisting on brushing my teeth in the morning is new. I’ve been living at Marigold’s place for a week now. Though I don’t think I’ve called her by name aloud a single time since I moved in. She said I should just call her Daddy, and… well, she is my Daddy, after all.
You learn fast, dating an affini, that it’s usually easiest to just give them whatever silly thing they’ve decided they want today. I’ve been living at her place for a few weeks now, and apparently that now includes brushing my teeth. 
I browse posts on my hobby forums while she feeds me, enjoying the experience of her cooking without having to devote a single thought to what I’m doing.
Daddy cracks one of my morning drinks out of the package and pops the straw into the box and hands it to me between bites of my breakfast. I apply a gentle suction, and a burst of bright, tangy sweetness on my tongue. Grape flavor is my favorite. I used to have a lot of coffee, and tried to pivot to the xenodrug equivalent, but Daddy said stimulants made me hyperactive.
A perfectly satisfying sip of my beverage ends, and after another brush on my throat guides me to swallow, I’m given another bite of my egg sandwich, savory spice with a hint of vinegar and chopped tomato perfectly complimenting the lingering sweet grape flavor. She likes keeping me really high, so her feeding me by hand is just practical.
Somebody, sometime once told me that taking care of you is basically sex to an affini, and if that’s the case, my partner is an absolute horndog.
Not that she isn’t also that kind of horndog. And a literal horn-dog, with the literal horns and wolf face.
Daddy keeps checking her messages with one hand, the other curling around my back like a stimtoy. I know her patterns well, she’s stressed about something.
“Everything alright, Daddy?”
She keeps typing for a minute, composing and deleting messages about how she’s changed, apparently not noticing the icon indicating the recipient has blocked her. 
“Nah, yeah, yeah no, it’s like, People stuff, don’t worry about it babydoll.”
“Is it Raffelsia again?”
Daddy sighs, and flips her phone shut. “Yeah. She ain’t texting me back anymore.”
I roll my eyes, and continue sipping from my non-alcoholic boxed wine. “Don’t worry about her, Daddy, you got me. You’ll meet some other girls at your next show.”
“Yeah, I ain’t doing any shows for a few weeks, though. Got something way more pressing coming up.”
“Yeah?”
She tousles my hair for a moment, a sly smirk on her butch dyke-wolf face.
“Yeah, you, dummy.”
She gives me a kiss, and lifts her butt up off the seat to get ‘dressed’ for the day.
Daddy’s a few meters taller than me, and one of the more carefully shaped affini I’ve met. Tightly wound cords of fibers that take a shape something like a plaid flannel over a ribbed tanktop that barely covers tufts of grassy fur between her breasts. A shock of golden curling petals pours down off her head, pulled back in a ponytail with husks that take the shape of a flat brimmed hat. Her eyelashes flutter, long sepals over a pair of sharp orbs. Two chains of little seedpods hang from her body, one hanging off her waist to the left side of her jeans, the other around the polished birchwood of her neck. The otherwise humanoid look is broken up by two horns that are swept backwards on either side of her hat, a more canine snout, and a long, thick tail covered in soft bristles. 
My Affini’s outfit is part of her body, but she does pop special dye canisters to change colors of her ‘clothes’ each day, with the pale yellows of her petals the only real constant. Today, her jacket is purple, and so is the blouse she dressed me in while I was still too high to do anything but giggle at her groping me in the chair.
Over the top, Daddy puts on a pair of denim overalls embroidered with cute little flowers just like the one over my ear. It’s a little childish, but I don’t mind dabbling in a bit of xenodrug-aided regression with her, so I’m kinda used to it. The pacifier makes for a fantastic stim toy when I’m not talking, and hangs from my choker necklace otherwise.
We take the elevator up to the lobby of our apartment building, and then take a stroll out the door from a cliffside that’s on the floor of the ring that’s a big open cylinder where you can see the other side. You’d never even know it was the entrance to a hab block, and we stroll down the path until we reach the main road, between thick grasses that make soft little rustling sounds in the wind. 
But before we even reach the cluster of buildings we usually do date day stuff at, I’m feeling kinda floppy and lazy, so I tug on her vine for attention.
“Carry me, Daddy?”
“Of course, babydoll. Com’ere.”
I soar up in the air, to a height that my hindbrain used to find terrifying before Daddy made a few hypnotic adjustments. I know she would never drop me, and now I love looking down on the other indies as I get to fly in my partner’s grasp. She makes good time once she’s moving at the speed of a giant.
The crowd parts before an affini in a way it doesn't for me. But I interlock my fingers with her tendrils for a simple reason, because it feels good, because walking together makes my chest warm as summer sunlight. I want to bask in it, bask like I do when she sings me to sleep every night, whispering about how I’m going to be hers forever.
She’s an affini, but I’m not a floret. There’s no default script, no unavoidable assumption she’s going to domesticate me. We flow naturally, I am attuned to her voice because I care what she has to say. She smiles when I speak, she listens, she laughs. It just feels right.
And the intimate time… well. Apparently I wasn’t difficult to master, but no human I’d ever been with could do half the things Daddy did, even back when I had human parts, even in the increasingly rare cases she played with me sober.
There’s just one word for it, and it’s love.
“Where are we going anyway?”
“Got some errands. Here, let’s give you…” Daddy lifts me up even higher and puts my pacifier into my mouth, which is for the best because whenever my head is at about her boob height I start to get drooly from expecting she’s gonna pop a titty in my mouth. Judging by the feeling of sedation settling into my fingers, she must have hit the button on the side to make it leak class-E into my mouth, the one so tiny only her vines can press into it. Each slow, steady breath is laced with her scent, and my eyes drift happily shut at the calm her aroma makes me feel.
The dumb ferals always told me that affini pheromones could mind control me. But she just smells so hot. Like sweat and sex and musk and desire. She didn’t force me to breathe in her scent, I just realized organically one day that burying my face in her armpit made me happy. Or like, she showed me how good it felt, and I realized she was right after a few hours. It was hard to tell time that night, I was on half the alphabet of inhalants, gummies, sap…
As she walks, carrying me with my face pressed into the slightly pungent creases of her chest fur, Daddy rubs the flower that marks me as her girlfriend. It’s the one she took me to the biomod clinic to get for our one month, not the big fancy one in axis city, her ex helps manage that one, but the kinda sketchy one run out of someone’s house near the outskirts of the independent district. Oozing arousal clogs my thoughts at her molestation of my pistils, squeezing and massaging and making my eyes flutter in time to the irregular heartbeat the biomod’s nerve integration sometimes causes.
If I still had genitals, I’m sure they would be throbbing and dripping right now. Daddy had me fixed a few weeks into dating, since being on so many drugs all the time meant I was spending a lot of time masturbating and neglecting my hobbies. I was pretty grumpy about it at first, but it’s not like our sex life needed it anyway. 
She had tried a cage at first, but this was a more practical solution. Sometimes my brain still feels weird, expecting to feel my clothes touching the nerves where my girldick used to be, but I’m mostly used to it now, and it’s really been a boon for helping me and Daddy bond. It's for the best I have to go to her for gratification. 
Eventually, I regain awareness of my surroundings as Daddy puts me down, sitting cross-legged on a stone floor. We’ve arrived at some kind of carved storefront, glittering gems in cases. The whole place is humid and cool, with echoing drips along crystalline walls. Daddy is talking in Affini to the nice man, and then turning back to me with a smile.
Clearly it's some important ‘People stuff’ as Daddy likes to put it, so I just wander around and look at the cool gems that are at my height, since I can’t really see up on the shelves from down here. I do have a great view of Daddy’s boobs in her tanktop, and I sneak a few little sniffs of her tail too.
The whole time, of course, she’s touching me, even as I playfully cross over the vine following me and crawl under tables so she would get tangled like in a cartoon. My Affini never really takes her vines off me. Even when she’s doing shows, playing two guitars at once and singing on stage, she keeps one extended to me backstage. 
My body just feels used to her touch, like any lover would. A hand on the small of my back, a vine wrapped around my ankle, a coiling creeper hanging around my neck whenever we go out. It just feels right, being posed and played with and squeezed a little bit at all times. It never lets my body get bored of being cuddled, Daddy always reminds me I’m her little girl.
Finally, they seem to wrap up‚ and a little tap on my left hand is the signal it’s time to go back to her. I stumble my way over to the door, and she presses a smooth amber stone filled with rainbows into my hands. 
“Look, baby. I got this made just for you.”
Inspecting my prize, I see it has a little metal loop on the top and a thin frame around the disc-shaped treasure. The glassy interior of the stone seems buzzy with static, and I bring it up to my eyes to peer into the depths as we walk towards the exit of the shop.
“What is it, Daddy?”
“Come look at it in the sun and see.”
The door swings open, and Daddy tugs the vine hanging off my shoulder to get my attention and follow. I raise the gem up to the sky, sunbeams casting the intricately layered crystal into sharp focus. The static inside resolves into a gorgeous prismatic image of her, holding me up in the air, each of us smiling and laughing. She looks as handsome as ever, even in sparkly gemlight.
“Aww, this is so pretty, Daddy!” She’s so thoughtful. As I tilt it, the figures move, and I spot that the shimmering me in the hologram has a wagging tail and horns just like her, too, which I guess I’d be happy to get! A tail takes a while for us indies to get used to, longer than we’ve been together, since we don’t have haustoric implants like florets do to do the hookup with our nervous systems.
I finally turn the gem over, and see from this angle, there’s text! It’s mostly in affini script, but when I tilt it to be from a lower angle, It shifts to words I know.
Verity Taraxa, First Floret.
“Um, Daddy?”
She turns back, smirking wide, and I suddenly feel very aware of the fact that she’s guiding me on a vine like a leash.
“Yes, babydoll?”
“I think the crystal guy made a mistake with this.”
Daddy stops walking, and gently pulls the stone from my hands, turning it over on her clawed finger.
“Nope, looks perfect to me.” She reaches down again, and clips it by the clasp to my choker. “Come on sweetie, we have a very important appointment to get to.”
“Um, well, I think, I know your eyes work different than mine, but this says floret, and I think you meant to get one that says girlfriend?”
She takes a long pause, stroking gently through my hair with bristles that extend from a single finger as we continue walking.
“Yeah. Cuz that’s your name, silly girl.”
Fear buries deeper as I realize she’s walking me towards the subway entrance, which will surely mean a trip to the sprawling underground medical complex that the interior of this quadrant of the ring is technically the roof of.
“Daddy, I do not need to be domesticated!”
She kneels, her gaze level on mine, one eyebrow cocked high. Even now, the sight of this alien butch’s eyes drilling into mine makes my chest flutter a bit.
“You tryina argue that a little girl that pissed herself on the street don’t need Daddy’s seed in her spine, sweetie?”
Mortified, I glance side to side, nobody is nearby or seems to be listening, but that is a very embarrassing thing to bring up. I grab her fluffy snout, and pull her close to hiss at her.
“That was one time Daddy, come on! I haven’t done that in weeks! 
“Yeah, but I know what you like, silly.” Daddy flashes a wolfish grin, then presses her hand over my face and whispers in my ear. “You’re such implant bait, Verity. You love being helpless. Ain’t you glad it was your Daddy who noticed it first? Saw you at that show and took you home? Wrote that Notice of Intent you sang along to every word of…”
The xenodrug inhaler mask in her palm seals, a damp suction against my cheeks and chin. Daddy’s petal lips kiss mine, bliss wafted over my tongue, a dusting of whimsy and cheer that sparkles on the languid inhale that follows. Flowerflesh ghosts over hairs that stand on end, carrying her laugh at my silliness.
Heat pools in my abdomen, a muscle normally clenched relaxes, and a muscle normally loose tightens. Hot humiliation pours down my pant leg, light overall jeans gone dark like the shadow of my own fate looming. I stumble as she pulls the kiss away. 
A moment’s reprieve shakes me back. I sound and feel like a whiny little kid as she steers me back towards the place no independent ever leaves, but I need to be firm with my boundaries while the option is still there. “I thought you wanted an equal relationship!”
She makes a little bark of amusement, running cool clawbacks up my arm. “I ain’t never said that, babydoll. You sang that shit in the shower back when I still let you cuss. I’m gonna put my fuckin seed in her spine, that babydoll she gonna be all mine. Did you forget?”
The anxious lump in my throat is only growing. I am utterly humiliated as she continues marching me along, past the stares of other independents whose eyes are just as focused on the dark spot on my overalls as my face, down the stairs, down towards my doom. An aching sensation burns between my legs where arousal used to take a physical form. I’m used to her making me do this, but in public? 
“I didn’t think you actually meant that song about making me a floret literally… and I can already barely say no to you…”
“Yeah! This can be what you need to get to a hundred percent. It’ll be great.”
Tension, panic builds in my chest, more than I’m supposed to have. I’m an affini’s girlfriend, I’m not supposed to be afraid of stuff! I tug on her vine as the subway arrives, trying to pull her away, but it’s no use.
“I have a tummyache. We gotta go home, Daddy.”
“Well, we can get you checked out for that at the clinic, better place for it than home.”
Daddy sounds a little exasperated now, stepping onto the train. She lifts me up into her lap as she sits down. I feel bad for making a scene, some of the other affini on the traincar are looking at us funny.
“No, wait, I’m overstimulated. And you just made me wet myself. Which we usually do at home. Please? Daddy, please?”
Guilt flashes over her face now. “Well, you should probably get used to that second one given you’re gonna be way too high for anything else soon, and I might just let it ride and keep you padded after that. But your implant is gonna make sure you never get overwhelmed again, so be brave for me okay? I was kind of hoping you would take this better…”
Finally, it bursts out of me, a whining protest she will have to listen to.
“I said NO, Marigold!” It feels dirty to say her name like this, but she’s not listening. 
Daddy stops, looking down on me with a shadow cast over her face by the brim of her hat. Oh, frick, I’ve gone too far. I’m terrified she’s going to be angry, but all she seems is… surprised, until a nervous chuckle erupts forth.
“Verity, babydoll… what are we gonna do with you, sweetie? You don’t have to fight anymore, that part of your life is over.”
Daddy starts bouncing me on her knee like we always do, like this is just another day, another casual errand, and I’m quiet for a moment, trying to think of what to say to her.
“But we just started dating two months ago!”
“Yeah?”
She’s laughing now. I start nervously laughing back, fidgeting with the nametag she’s put on the choker.
“Daddy you’re such a joker, what a funny prank! Ha ha!”
Heck, the only thing she likes more than getting her way is committing to a bit, can I make her think its funnier not to do it?
“Think, Daddy, wouldn’t it be funny, if, um, you didn’t domesticate me, and I wore this nametag anyway? Wouldn’t that be hilarious?”
I half-cringe, half-wince, looking up to see if she’s laughing. She mostly just looks bemused, which is not what I was hoping for.
“What, did you think I was playing this whole time, when I said I was keeping you forever?”
I scrunch my face up with a loud huff. “But that was a kink thing!”
“Oh, babydoll, I really did make you stupid, huh. More than I meant to, I mean. Good girl, Daddy's so proud of you, lil' dummy.”
Daddy pops a treat berry in my mouth, and I bite down automatically like she trained me to, before remembering I’m supposed to be all mad at her. The woozy feeling in my feet is distracting… good thing she’s there to catch me in her vines as I tumble.
“You’re making it really hard to… think. How to argue. Stand up for myself.” 
“Good, get used to that feeling. You ain’t gotta do those anymore. You’re my little girl, Daddy’s gonna take care of it.”
A crack is shining. My chance. I can still convince her. “Go home? To our perfect, happy life that doesn’t need to change at all? My happy, independent life that’s totally fine as is?”
“Sweetie, It’s happening. It’s important to be consistent with a pet, to establish trust, I can’t be undermining your trust in me by saying that and then not doing it. You know Daddy ain’t a liar.”
“You lie to people all the time! Like Raffelsia!”
“Oh,” she scoffs for a moment, snout twisting a bit and furry eyebrows wavering. “Well, that’s people stuff, babydoll, that’s different. Not my fault all my exes turn out to be crazy bitches.”
My voice is getting a bit hysterical now. “Oh my fricking god, oh shoot, oh heck, I’m fricked, I’m so fricked. I’m getting domesticated and I can’t stop it. Frick, frick, frick, frick.”
“Babygirl, what the fuck are you talking about? You been my floret for like, a week now. It’s already done. Shit, you musta been way more high than I realized when we signed the contract… did you only remember the part where you called me Daddy from now on?”
Stupidly, my jaw opens and closes without a sound.
Oh no. I vaguely remembered something… some paper… she seemed really happy about me moving in… 
Frick. 
That wasn’t a lease, was it. Frick my stupid Accord brain for thinking it was normal to need to sign a bunch of rights away just to move into a place.
“Um, okay, well, it souuunds like, if you think about it, that shouldn’t be legally binding at all, really. And maybe we can renegotiate this, and… and…”
“Shhh, here, you need your paci, I think. I wanted to do this all romantic but I think you need to rest.”
I simultaneously squirm away from the pacifier and cling to her for comfort. No, we didn’t need to change! My life was already perfect, why was this happening?
“Daddy, I’m scared.”
“Oh, sweetheart.” Guilt erupts in my chest, she sounds so sad. Daddy hugs me tight, warm love and butterflies singing in my heart that this was safe. Every sniffling breath was a gust of her aromatic love, reminding me Daddy would never hurt me. “It’s gonna be okay. I promise. Let’s give you something to calm down… here, you want a few drops of the good shit?”
My priorities skew sideways as the train comes to a stop, a promise of escape dangled in front of me, a fragrant bouquet of intoxication extending from one of her massive fingers. I’m already drooling at the sight of her golden flower, the one that looks just like mine, the one that sticks and matches and makes me feel all molten and weak and little and…
No! I shake my head. “I can’t… I can’t take your phytotoxin right now, Daddy. We need to talk!”
“Aw, are you sure? It’ll make it a lot easier.”
Shoot. It would really help me be less stressed out… Daddy’s special sap always made everything easier. Everything other than the stuff Daddy liked doing for me anyway, that is. I’d had to work my way up to it physically, and through a lot of shame for wanting it. Was I that kind of indie? The kind who lets some Affini do that to her? 
But it wasn’t some affini’s phytotoxin, it was my Daddy’s phytotoxin. My mean, domineering, devastatingly handsome wolf lady’s age-regressing sap that poisons my independence from the inside and melts my ability to exist without her like cotton candy in sulfuric acid.
It had been scary the first time, obviously. Everyone’s first time is. And second. And… well. Eventually your definition of scary just starts to get muddy. You get used to the helplessness, the dizzying flood of chemicals in your head that makes you feel all floppy and pliable. Then you start to crave being drugged, hearing that special purr Daddy only makes when she’s really pleased.. Now it feels like I could never want anything else. 
I scrunch my eyes shut, and nod my assent.
Her petals brush against mine, and I feel just a little stretch as the hard shell of her beak presses against the membrane where phytotech becomes human flesh. A moan gushes from my throat, and a coiled tongue plunges deep.
I stop existing there, I’m not a grown woman standing in wet overalls on a street in the middle of town. I’m a millimeter thin cilia-lined passage of soft flesh that runs inside my skull, carefully wound into and around the hollows of my sinuses. Pleasure and innocence pours over every nerve, more sensitive than the genitals she was right to say I didn’t need anymore. My sneeze reflex tightens me around her, membrane absorbing every drop of my Affini’s gift before she retracts. All in all, she’s only inside me for a second, but that’s all it takes as pure liquid bliss hits my blood-brain barrier.
My vision slowly comes back, the dull emptiness of my own eyelids.
Everything gets a little easier, other than being big.
My eyes open, and my world is Daddy’s hungry smile.
“Um. Woah… Daddy… is this… more?”
“Yeah, more than you’ve needed before,” Daddy hums. Her voice echoes through every spot her tendrils squeeze me, and I must have needed it. Pleasure drips down my body, wrung out sweat like I’m just a wet rag in her vines.
I feel wet and damp and sweaty, and my crotch aches for a stimulation it isn’t capable of feeling anymore.
“Why so much?”
“You were getting really fussy, is all. You know I like things easy, babydoll.” 
Oh. That makes sense! I giggle at the world as she carries me into a lobby I’ve seen once before… and Daddy gives me back my pacifier.
Chirps of congratulations, smiling nurses made of flowers and vines. Everyone is so happy to see us, cheering as we are led down the hall.
An elevator dings. I drool around the stimtoy occupying my mouth, dripping all over Daddy’s plaid-patterned shoulder. Her flannel feels so nice against my cheek… 
Oh! Waiting room. Pretty colors, pretty patterns. Daddy sits me down in front of a toy made of little wires with spinny wooden blocks on them like beads, and I bap at them lazily for a moment before my attention wanders. I slip into the painting on the wall, imagining dancing around like a princess on the landscape, with Daddy looking after me the whole time.
“Miss Taraxa?”
That’s Daddy’s name! She picks me up again, not that she ever stopped running her fingers over my scalp. There’s a cold metal hallway, and then we arrive in a room with a big, scary chair, elevated all high but sized for me, covered in straps with every light in the room pointed right at it. Recognition crashes even through an addled mind.
I’ve been here before. My eyes widen in terror, and the pacifier falls as I scream.
“No surgery! No no no no NO!”
“Shhh, it’s gonna be okay, I’ll be right here, baby, I mean like, I’m gonna look away, you know I hate blood and needles, but-”
“Daddy, I’m not- you can’t-”
“-I really think I fucked up here, I wanted to see you off til the final moment but I think that was a mistake-”
Suddenly, the door behind Daddy opens, and standing there, menacingly, is a figure I’ve seen before, a dark silhouette of a monster. Her single eye glows purple, and her big fake stupid hat… is stupid, and not even cool like Daddy’s fake hat!
“Hello, Miss Taraxa. Why is your floret still awake?”
I scream, and thrash until Daddy sets me down on the floor. “Baby, what’s the matter? It’s just your vet. You know her.”
My only hiding place is Daddy, so I dive clumsily behind her leg, and glare up at the cyclopian terror in the guise of a surgeon. I clamp both hands over the damp patch on my overalls that used to be my genitals.
“She stole my… she’s the peepee thief!”
Daddy keeps trying to get the pacifier in my mouth.
“Verity… You wouldn’t want to waste the nice lady’s time would you?”
The vet says something about not having anything else, but I’m too deep in Daddy’s jeans to listen
“Thanks, Marsha that’s fucking… real helpful.” Daddy bends down, and picks me up, giving me a little smile. “Listen, sweetie, it would be rude not to go through with this, you know. After Daddy got the sample and everything! It stings like a motherfucker.”
She holds up a little tube, with a thing that looks like a bug, and not even a cute kind. My wail of despair bounces off the walls, probably louder than the big speakers Daddy uses at her shows. 
“It’s wiggling inside! It’s gross!”
“Yeah? I’m gonna be wiggling inside you?” She starts to wave all her vines around, making her body floppy. “Is that how it’s gonna be? Squiggly wiggly inside my cute little girl?”
She starts tickling my tummy, and I giggle in spite of myself. “I mean. It’ll… I know it’s you so it won’t be bad, but…”
Daddy plops me down in the crook of her arm, and wipes the tears off my face. While pulling her tanktop to the side.
“Sweetie. I know the surgery part is scary but you’re about to be asleep for that. I’ll be right here. What are you scared of?”
My gaze can’t meet hers, focusing instead on my own fingers tying themselves in knots in my lap.
“I’m… I’m scared you’ll be different.”
“Aw, no, baby…”
Soft fibers kiss my forehead, reassuring before her sweet boobie is pressed against my mouth. I suckle automatically, and a sweet lavender haze settles with each pull of honeyed comfort. My fussy noises settle, and she hums me down like a lullaby.
“I’m gonna love you no matter what, silly girl. This is the highest kinda love I can give you. Think of it like that, it won’t be so scary.”
I pull my mouth off her nipple, drooling psychoactive sap that’s spreading numbness with every heartbeat. “Promise?”
“Promise. I’m gonna make you the happiest little girl in the world, okay?”
With the final bit of my motor control, I reach up and grab her snout. My eyes are too heavy to keep open. I’m gonna wake up implanted. Her floret. But if Daddy says I was already her floret… I guess this was just what came next. What was I really scared of? Losing her?
No. I was scared of all the promises every caretaker before her had ever made, scared of the trust I’d shown, scared of the ways I’d been let down, tricked, and lied to. Terrified of not being able to put my guard up, ever again, even as I wanted that more than anything.
Being her floret wasn’t scary because I didn’t want it. It was scary because I wanted it so badly I couldn’t trust myself to make good choices.
But I guess the choice had been made for me.
She wasn’t gonna abandon me. Daddy would never.
“I love you, Daddy.”
A mask of petals seals over my mouth, and soft cotton rises with a wave of trust that Daddy will never betray. She kisses me one last time as she sets me in the chair.
“Love you too, babydoll.”
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