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Conflict Averse
“Are you sure you want to leave early?”
“I, um…” I glance guiltily around the group in the ski lodge, most of whom are getting ready to head back up the lift. A few of them groan, and I’m already about to cave when my partners both turn and take on a sterner tone.
“Nah, guys, let’s not pressure her,” Jason reminds them. I’m thankful for him helping me not always be such a pushover.
Destiny rolls her mask down her face, gives me a kiss, and bounces towards the door
“It was great seeing you, Mary. Proud of you for not pushing yourself. I’ll message you later, okay?”
I nod, grateful that my girlfriend and boyfriend know me well enough to help me stand up for myself. I hadn’t even really wanted to come down to the boreal mountain chamber in the first place, but everyone else wanted to go skiing today… I just didn’t want to ruin their fun on our weekly hangout. 
I make my way back down the path home, snow crunching under my snowboarding boots. As I step onto the elevator to go back home on the top level, I see a pair of nearly identical affini excluding flower color are already standing inside, presumably going up from one of the lower floors below this one. They clear a bit of space for me as I walk in.
Neither of them is particularly humanoid looking, they kind of just look like bundles of vines standing on five or so thickly coiled limbs, with a giant flower bundle for a head. Even those have only the most general gesture at eyes and a mouth in the center of a spiral of petals and sepals. The one with bright, yellow and white petals smiles down at me as I start to take off the snow gear, and the bluish purple one just waves with a tendril.
[image: tumblr_cb6ab391dbb9b827b0578524399fe5e9_606d4e20_2048]“Going up, sweetie?”
I nod absentmindedly, focused mainly on getting the puffy jacket off me. “Yeah, independents’ district.”
The affini’s attention leaves me, and she resumes talking to the other in the local affini dialect, which I do actually know. 
«So anyway, she told me, and she said not to tell anyone else but obviously she would know you don’t count-»
«Oh yes, obviously-» 
Most humans on the ship haven’t bothered learning affini, but my boyfriend talked me into going to a class, so he wasn’t the only independent there. I ended up having a better aptitude for it than he did, or more accurately, I didn’t turn down the neuroplasticity-enhancing class-Ys the teacher had offered for accelerated study. And hey, I can firmly say I’m not a sprout! I tried it, the regression is just not for me.
«…and she saw the two of them passing his floret between them in the pool at the last castle party!»
«No, you must be joking! Last cycle I heard that they…»
Still, snooping is rude, so I try not to pay too much attention to their gossip, moving on to trying to undo the mittens. At least until the hair on the back of my neck stands up as they both pause, focusing on me.
«Oh, frost, just look at her little gloves! They’re so precious! And she’s using her mouth to take them off?»
«So utterly adorable… it makes my core ache. Our hab really does feel empty without a little one running around lately…»
The bluish one makes a ponderous rustling voice, and leans closer to the yellow-petaled affini. «Darling… What if we took her home with us?»
I freeze for a moment, teeth still gripped on the tip of my mittens.
I’m used to hearing affini chatter about how adorable they think I am in passing. Used to the little adoration noises. Used to casual attention like a cute stray cat wandering through.
What I’m not used to is hearing them openly ponder kidnapping me.
I keep my eyes forward as the slowest elevator ride I’ve ever been on progresses, trying to stay cool, even as sweat is beading on my forehead for reasons unrelated to my heavy clothing.
«Surely this little gem must already have an owner. Something this precious could not be waddling around like that unclaimed!»
«She did mention living in the independent district… Hard to tell, maybe there’s a collar hidden under those layers.»
Suddenly, leaving the snow gear on sounds like a great idea, and I hunch my shoulders slightly so the scarf is sealed around my chin.
“Say, little one…”
I try not to jump at the vine slowly winding around my shoulder. It would be terribly rude to have listened to their early conversation without telling them I knew affini, so I just need to act like I have no idea what they’ve been saying, make an excuse for why I need to leave the elevator as soon as it arrives on the ground level, and avoid being identified. “Yes, Ma’am?”
The alien coos and rustles with delight. “Oh, so polite! I was just wondering if your owner was picking you up from the elevator or if you needed someone to walk you home!”
“I don’t need help, but thank you for offering!”
There’s a slight shift in momentum, a feeling of lightness as the elevator brakes, and with it comes elation and the promise of escape from the awkwardness of this situation. Unfortunately, the rush of warm air as the doors open has me panting almost immediately. It was definitely not this warm when I left.
“Here dear, let us at least help you out of those heavy jackets before you go out! It’s summertime, you know!” The affini makes a little giggling sound before whispering to her partner. «They always look so much cuter naked, but that might be a bit forward…»
I can’t bring myself to say anything as they unwrap me down to my jeans and blouse, and there’s a little «Aha!» as my neck is bared and the lack of an implant scar reveals that I’m not a floret. 
«Shame about the mittens, they were so cute.» A vine rifles through my side bag, finds the flip-flops I wore before compiling my snow gear on the elevator ride down, and sets them down in front of me. “There you are, dear!”
“Thank you! I’ll see you around!” 
I step forward, and to my dismay, the limb curling around my shoulder does not pull away behind me, but remains curled loosely down my collarbone and up onto the other shoulder. I can’t tell if it forms a complete loop, but it feels like if I tried to bolt away one would instantly tighten, and the other affini does similar with her own violet-speckled vine gently wrapped around my waist. No meaningful force or weight is being applied, at least not in the physical sense.
“Come, dear, we’d love to keep you company for a few minutes? Unless you have something you need to get to more quickly, we could just carry you.”
A rejection dies in my throat. “Um, okay, Ma’am. I don’t have any immediate plans for the rest of the day, I guess.”
“Good girl!”
A berry is popped into my mouth before I have a moment to respond to the praise, and it would be worse to refuse the treat. It’s nothing I haven’t indulged on my own, a simple class-Æ that leaves me with a pleasant buzz under more normal circumstances. It at least makes it feel nice when they both start petting me as we walk.
They chitter more at how cute I am, setting off in a direction that is not quite the one that leads to my apartment, and I sort of just go along, assuming they’ll get bored if I don’t fight against it. I made it through the early pacification period, I aced a wardship so hard that my old warden’s floret and I still trade baking recipes sometimes. 
I’m a model independent, so I have nothing to fear about being compulsed. 
Still, I’ve never been walked on a leash around the village I live in before. Eyes are locking onto me, from faces I recognize, but avoiding contact. I wave casually at a few, but none waves back, leaving me only with the two affini to engage with. 
“Thanks for taking me to my hab, you two! It’s actually that way, though.” 
We’ve reached a fork in the path, and I try to trot ahead of them to lead left, but they just gently pull me right instead. The yellow and white one smiles down at me. “Oh, yes, we just have a little errand to do before we take you home, sweetie.”
The ominous ambiguity of what she means is masked a bit by a lot of affectionate stroking through my hair. Oh, there’s definitely some kind of contact oil she’s secreting, which definitely makes it harder to form a clear argument about anything.
“I, um. I don’t know your names,” I finally manage to spit out, hopefully communicating that this is rather a bit much for a non-feral who isn’t resisting in the slightest. Clearly some terrible mistake has occurred.
“Oh right! I’m Lavender, Lavender Russelia, Fourth Bloom,” replies the purple one. “And this is my mate, ah…”
«Oh. Frost, I never picked a terran name!» The yellow one laughs, checks her tablet for a moment, then answers. “Daisy! I’m Daisy Russelia, Fifth Bloom. But you won’t need to call me that much longer.” 
“Um, good to meet you,” I mumble.
“So polite! Another treat!”
I obviously accept the next berry, and realize a moment too late I have no idea what this one did, but my balance is getting worse by the moment. The vines on my body are becoming more of a harness by the moment.
We finally arrive at the destination they had in mind, the large community center in the middle of the town. As we enter through the enormous frosted glass arches, I see my potential out from this situation in the form of a line of doors near the entrance.
“Hey, um, Daisy, Lavender. Why don’t you two go ahead with whatever you’re doing? I need to go to the bathroom. I can meet back up with you both later, or some other day.”
It’s not even a lie, I actually do need to pee, it just wasn’t first on my priorities while trying to subtly persuade a pair of overly friendly walking bouquets to stop trying to domesticate me. Unfortunately, they just divert their angle towards one of the affini-sized doors that says «Florets and Owners» on it.
I’m left standing in an ornately tiled room that an old standardized interstellar shipping cube could fit inside, staring at the toilet while both affini stare at me. A little whine escapes my throat as I consider dropping my drawers in front of the pair of them and wish this room had a second exit.
”Well? Go on, sweetie!”
“Uh, I’m not really used to being watched while I pee, so, if you two could. Um. Maybe give me some privacy?”
«Oh, I remember this from our terran care course! A nervous bladder! I have just the flower grafted, a class-P that will force the correct muscles into action.»
Petals seal over my mouth and nose, a breath of tension is sucked down, and I gasp as a burst of hot pleasure blooms between my thighs. The mask pulls away, and every breath is a panting moan, the buzz of the physical euphoriant playing with the relief of pressure, unfettered by the disturbingly absent shame from having just wet myself.
Oh, right, the class-E. 
I might be in a bit of trouble. Awkwardly waddling to try to minimize the discomfort of wet denim against my thighs, I turn back to the two aliens with a put-upon nervous wince.
“Generally, um… We take our clothes off before we do that,” I mumble. Perhaps a bit of dry humor about their mistake will get through to them.
“Wait, really?” Daisy turns to her partner. «That definitely wasn’t in the classes. I thought terran florets used absorbent cloth pouches that were removed after soiling to capacity?»
«Yes, that’s correct,» Lavender agrees. “Let’s wash your hands, cutie!”
I’m swiftly hustled along towards the lounge without a moment to reflect on the dark spot on my jeans, and as we enter a room filled with other indies lounging around and reading I feel a bit back in my element. For a moment I wonder if this is the end of this whole misunderstanding… before I remember there’s also a domestication volunteering clerk service desk in this room I’ve always ignored.
A few of the other terrans in the room are staring at me, and now I’m the one trying to avoid their eyes. Apparently oblivious to the humiliation of my soaked pants, both affini hurry me along towards the exact corner of the hall I’m dreading.
Daisy grabs a set of forms from a shelf, each of them extends an inking tip from one of her vines, and starts filling out the voluntary domestication, writing in the first person as though it was me doing it.
“Um. What are you doing, exactly? You said we were going on an errand?”
Both affini take a moment to respond, more focused on the paperwork than my question. They do both start petting me more, though, which makes my head feel kind of fuzzy in a way that I should probably be concerned by.
“We are doing your volunteer forms, sweetie.”
“Um.” I swallow, trying to dance around the issue. Maybe if I ask some leading questions we can navigate back to normalcy. “Why are you doing that?”
“It’s just a lot less paperwork for all three of us if you volunteer, is the thing,” Lavender comments with a casual air. 
“Kind of a drag otherwise,” Daisy agrees cheerfully. “Compulsory paperwork takes hours to formalize.”
“I don’t know that I want to be a floret, is the thing,” I meekly comment in something adjacent to, but not quite, a direct protest. “That is a decision to give a lot of consideration, I think.”
“And we are so proud of you for doing it anyway,” Lavender coos, coming to a blank box and stopping. “What’s your name, sweetie?”
“Um.” Daisy is hovering with a pen over an identical box. “Do I really need to share… I feel like maybe I should be involved in that, you know.”
“Well, we told you our names, sweetie. It’s just good manners.”
“Ah. Um. Mary Williams, is my name.” I’m too polite not to offer the last bit of information they need.
«She seems like more of a Mittens to me.»
«Yes, I agree, but let’s be respectful,» Daisy murmurs. “That’s a very pretty name, sweetie.”
Daisy scrawls “Mary Russelia, Third Floret” on the terran language form, then I watch in horror as Lavender puts down «Mittens Russelia, Third Floret» on the affini-script copy that actually matters. 
Mittens, the noun. 
The thing I happened to be wearing at the moment they met me.
As my name. 
I try to say something, but revealing I was listening in this whole time seems downright feralist.
My silence damns me, in the end.
Finally, they clip the forms together to a rigid backing plate, and then put it in my hands, turn me around, and point at the domestication filing window.
“Now, be a dear and bring these forms to the nice man at the desk for us, okay?”
“Um. What if instead-”
A vine gently pushes me in the direction of the clerk’s desk. I wobble across the room. The wetness on my jeans is starting to run cold. 
“Hello there! Do you need help with anything, cutie?”
Help. That word catches a hook on something in my brain, some instinct that’s been buried in xenodrugs and ritualized English manners. I look up at the affini like a deer in headlights. He’s a great bush of a man, something like a big leafy mustache on his mask.
“Um. Yes. They said…” I hold up the forms for the clerk on sheer habit, and he gently takes them before I can stop myself. “Wait. I do need help, I think, Sir.”
He looks over the forms for a moment, adjusting his surely-decorative spectacles as he does. “Help with what? These seem perfectly filled out to me!”
“Yes, well. Miss Lavender and Miss Daisy filled these out, and told me to give them to you, I didn’t actually write any of them.” I state the truth, factually and plainly, avoiding trying to involve something like my own subjective feelings. 
Still, I wince as I desperately hope for him to simply notice that what is happening is not how things are meant to be, and set it right as the affini always do. 
“Yes, I saw! So kind of them!” He opens a chute, drops the forms in, and rustles with jolly adoration. “All set!”
“Oh,” I mumble stupidly.
“Congratulations, petal! Welcome to florethood!”
Vines wrap around my body, and Daisy and Lavender lift me into the air between them. «Thank you so much, Oakryn. We will bring the little treasure next game night!»
The clerk smiles back at the pair. «Of course, ladies! Lovely to see you two adapting to the terran ring culture so quickly! Mittens will fit right into your lives, I’m sure of it.»
«Yes, having this little dear will certainly help us meet new people!» 
My owners start petting me. The room is spinning, and I don’t think it’s just the drugs. The two aliens chitter at each other happily. My crotch is starting to itch.
“I thought you were taking me home,” I utter ponderously. 
“This is home, sweetie! We live in the apartments upstairs! We just moved in a few weeks ago from the khetari ring!” 
Lavender and Daisy both tickle me until the laughter becomes overstimulated screams, and the wetness ends up a bit warmer again. Thankfully, they immediately pop a berry that tastes like oranges in my mouth, and suddenly the feeling of having been tickled since I pissed myself a second time seems like it’s pretty great, actually.
Ah, it must have been a powerful bonding accelerant. 
Daisy seems to be making some kind of appointment on her tablet, but I can’t read what before the pair finally sets me down on my own wet, shaky legs. «Wonderful news, darling, there’s an opening today. Can you get the samples?»
Lavender coils her tendrils with Daisy’s for a moment, gives me what could sort of be called a kiss on the forehead if you were being generous, then begins to flow towards a staircase. Daisy turns her big flower-head back towards me, and speaks in a babytalk cooing voice.
“Alright, sweetie. Mistress needs to run to the hab upstairs to get something, but she’s going to be right back, okay? Mommy will stay right here!”
“I just got domesticated,” I murmur to myself, with a tone almost like bemusement. Mommy Daisy, Mistress Lavender. That is going to be my new reality, apparently. How unexpected. Silly, even.
Shock? No, I wasn’t in shock, no. Totally normal day, really.
Her touch drifts over me, holes punched in reality as denial starts to look at the faces of what were my fellow independents a few minutes ago, looking for one breaking into laughter. Someone to tell me this is just a joke.
I’m starting to squirm in my soaked clothes, and then Daisy grabs my limbs and starts unbuttoning my blouse and jeans.
“I… no, that’s not…”
“Shh, sweetie, it’s okay. You’re obviously very uncomfortable, and maybe overheating. I don’t think those are the right absorbent fabrics. You’ll be swaddled in those soon enough!”
She doesn’t stop until I’m stripped completely naked. My breasts plop out of my top as she pulls it away, and spreads my legs to wipe me clean of the wetness. In the independents district community center, in clear view of a room of horrified onlookers. Even passerby through the window, a few of which are slowing down and watching.
“There, nice and clean! Let’s go wait by the door for mistress, pet.”
“Why are you doing this? I can wear clothes!”
Some part of me that hasn’t registered that I am a pet throws a hand in front of my breasts and lower bits, in the fruitless preservation of dignity that will soon be extinct. 
“Because you look prettier like this, I think. Especially bound.”
“I don’t… I don’t know that I agree that this is a better look for me, Daisy!”
“Mommy, sweetie. Oh, dear, do you have body image issues? Here, let Mommy help.” 
Tendrils wrap around my wrists, binding tight, pulling the hands away and tying them behind my back as I’m marched out into the front space by the walking pillar of vines that now legally owns me. Her touch sparkles wherever she touches, squeezes, appraises and appreciates. 
Her tendrils explore and grope at every fold and roll of my back, freeing moans I can’t hold in, rubbing more of that touch-enhancing oil in behind my ears, my underarms, around my breasts, my belly. No, it’s definitely stronger. It makes sense, it would be silly for a floret not to enjoy the touch of her owner. «Oh, Everbloom, they were right, terrans are so soft.»
I am walked like a prize back towards the front entrance, and as we arrive my head jerks up at the sound of familiar voices.
Jason, and Diamond, and all our friends, cheeks still a bit red from the icy hab level, though none burns bright as mine.
They all freeze as they recognize the naked woman being walked in bondage in front of them, then smiles spread over shock.
“So that’s why Mary snuck off early! You seed!”
The two florets in the group start banging on a table and chanting. “One of us, one of us!”
“I knew she was gonna eventually.”
“Damn, I didn’t realize you were gonna go full nudist when it finally happened, not that I’m complaining.”
“Congrats on the sprouting, seed!”
Everyone is so happy for me, and I end up smiling back at them awkwardly.
My head is spinning. I don’t have the heart to say anything. Fortunately, nobody expects anything, and they all just circle around me, petting and squeezing the flesh that swells around my proud owner’s bondage.
Guess my entire social circle knows what my pubes look like when slightly damp with piss now.
«Frost,» I finally mumble under my breath. «This would be how it happens, huh.»
Daisy freezes, then lifts me up from my adoring throng.
My owner’s leaves all tilt slightly, each sensor surface facing me like a billboard. She’s staring at me with absolute incredulity.
«You can talk?»
I give her a wobbly, apologetic smile. «Yes. I took classes a few months ago. I’ve understood every word you two said this entire time. I didn’t… sorry for snooping on you.»
There is another moment of silence from everyone present.
«Well! That’s a weight off my branches,» my alien mommy finally says cheerfully. «I was worried you were confused what was happening! I guess you could have stopped us at any time if you didn’t want all that, then. Let’s get you started on the ramp-up, Muffins.»
It’s so funny. It’s so funny what the fuck just happened. Oh stars, I never once just said no.
Something pinches my arm and up and down stops meaning anything as she puts me back into the hug pile. A berry goes into my mouth, then another. Everything tastes like numbness and delirium, and everyone is cheering my name with praise. 
Lavender returns. She’s holding a tube with an intertwined core sample, at least a week pre-grown. The other is a collar whose purple and yellow stripes intertwine in a helix pattern. 
A kind of madness takes me, and I burst out laughing. Oh fuck, oh stars oh fuck what’s happening.
Cackling, maniacal, joyful, cathartic release explodes out of me.
Howling with laughter, tears flowing down my cheeks, and showered in praise from my friends, Lavender and Daisy finally scoop me up, carry me out, and I’m still coughing and giggling when the vet clinic doors close behind them. I finally lose consciousness fully while they’re strapping me down for implantation.
The last thought I have before my species formally goes from homo sapien to homo sapien familiaris forever is that I wouldn’t have even been on that elevator in the first place if I’d been honest and told my friends I didn’t actually want to go skiing in the first place.


-----


“I mean, we could watch the game going on right now…”
“No, fuck your sports, we are watching more of my show!”
Both of my partners groan melodramatically from either side of me in my luxurious pet bed that Mommy made herself while I was recovering. I pout with the full force of a little girl used to getting exactly what she wants, squeezing my Mister Fungus stuffie and huffing loudly.
“You're such a demanding brat since you got domesticated, «????».” Mommy and Mistress didn’t let me remember how to talk People anymore, but Jason loves calling me my floret name to tease me anyway.
“Eat my whole ass,” I giggle back at him. “We are watching Magical Girl Strikers Max again, and that’s final.”
“Maybe I will later, if you beg for it.” He wraps an arm around my shoulder, then leaning forward to address Diamond on my other side. “Come on, are we really gonna let her bully us into watching the kid’s show again?”
“You think I ain’t giving our a little sprout whatever she wants? You’re crazy, dude.”
The three of laugh, then they take their payment by tickling and groping me until I scream. By the time they’re done, I’ve wet myself again. It’s okay, I wear clothes that can easily absorb it now.
Some hours later, Jason and Diamond head out, and Mistress and Mommy carry me to the kitchen together, spoiling and pampering me rotten like they do every day.
“Did you have a fun time with your friends, love?”
“Yes, Mistress. I want maccy cheese bites for dinner!”
I’m so glad that they keep me on the tattle flower xenodrug so I always blurt out whatever I really want. I haven’t worried if I’m going to make someone mad in months.
“Of course sweetie. You know we will always give you whatever you ask for.”
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