
  EPUB Tools e-booka.online

CW: horror, noncon, stalking.

You were on your way to attend to some petty errands, some paperwork filing beneath notice about some recently captured ship, when you saw them. The human that would be yours, walking on a walkway a floor above you. You focus your sight on them, thousands of the microscopic eyes that cover every vine of your body forming a compound image in concert. They are the cutest, most perfect little xenosphont you have ever seen. Yes, every xenosphont is cute and perfect, but this one, this one is special. 
You stop in your stride and turn to face them, before reaching up with a bundle of vines to sling yourself up to their walkway and see them properly. You absorb the momentum entirely with a flex of your tendrils no form with a skeleton could ever manage, and they do not see you until you approach them. 
Your admiration grows as they notice your presence, the way their irises contract as your rhythm begins to show your interest. The way their pulse quickens and weight slightly shifts to the back foot.
An introduction is made, and she exhibits every one of the signs of the mix of fascination and apprehension that is so enticing in these little creatures. Social animals who benefited from their curiosity. Not at all adapted for the world they eventually built for themselves, the poor things, thank goodness your people arrived in time to save them.
She is as charming in conversation as she is in appearance. She was a creative type, understating and bashful about her own popularity in her field of artistry in fabric. Her insistence that she was nothing special becomes harder and harder to not correct the more she mumbles it, but you can tell that will be a tension best pressed slowly.
Conversation flows like a well-directed river, and you have found yourself standing beside a bench sized for you but not for her. The offer to pick her up is countered with a suggestion you make a vine ladder or stairs to help her instead. Just enough pushback to make the injectors tucked within your breast bead up, without the signs of true feralism that denote one in desperate need of breaking.
She smoothes her dress out after gracefully climbing up the steps you make for her, sitting on the bench in a position that seems almost calculated to force you into contact with her. Near the center, but slightly to the side. You take a seat beside her, the wound vines of your thighs brushing against hers. You could compress your bipedal shape in, but she does not seem bothered by your touch.
She makes a small joke about the dominant tendencies of your kind, and you hide your surprise well in all but the rising pitch of the hum of your core. Immediately you must know more, more than would be proper under Terran social contacts to directly ask.
While replying with a flirtatious remark of of your own about how terrans seem to be perfectly evolved to be pets, you go to work. The smaller manipulators inside the hollow of your chest reach for the tablet hidden in your chest, immediately accessing a wealth of information on the woman sitting beside you. Only things publicly available to any affini, of course. Personality profiles, interests, online handles, medical records. For things like access to her home AI’s camera footage or her original redacted birth name, you would need to have begun certain legal processes first.
You make a quick search on notices of intent, turning up blank. Suddenly you feel almost offended on her behalf. How could you possibly be the only affini to have recognized this gorgeous prize?
Searches on the Terran net revealed her claims about her artistic work were modest nearly to the point of intellectual dishonesty. She was not only respected, she was the single most popular master of her craft on the entire station. Her most well known tapestry, named Hope for the Future, had apparently become a symbol of utopian humanist movements within the last decade of the Terran Accord before the Affini arrived.
In parallel, you continue the conversation while studying the file on her net presence and personality profiles. While her history of watching affini-human pornography is of immediate note, it is not the most interesting thing about her. You take careful note of the themes of her tapestry and textile work, the recurring presence of dolls, sewn little toys made animate by magic within their narrative. An absolute deluge of ideas spring to mind and are filed for later. Everything in time. Her smile is naive, ignorant to the pleasures you are already planning for her. 
You cannot help but marvel at how pretty she is. So many perfect features for a pet. Soft, hairless skin begging to be punctured, gorgeous veins that would deliver any injection you gave her to every cell in her body. Long, wavy hair needing to be braided, adorned, and pulled. You want to feel her writhe against your vines, to coat her in your pollen, inject her with your phytotoxin, and empty her mind of every worry. 
She asks a shockingly forward question, an invitation to dinner later this week. You just barely remember to pretend to have to think about it, to dance to the expected tune of human social customs. It makes you hunger to rip those norms away and reduce her to the level of a pleasure-addled animal in your grasp.
Eventually, it is time for the two of you to part ways, and you stare longingly through the back of your head as you walk in opposite directions.


-----


Night falls. You are back in your living quarters on the affini residential wing of the station, pacing. Unable to think of anything but the Terran that will be yours.
Perhaps it is a function of Having so few centuries to your time in this universe, but you suddnly feel more and more the wisdom that older blooms have shared. That you simply know when you meet a xenosphont that is meant to be yours, when the time comes.
You have never taken a pet before, but you know that this precious creature will be your first. You want to hold her, and keep her, cherishing every moment of her life, to make her know nothing but joy and bliss. You find yourself returning again and again to her art, and compile a replica of her most well regarded tapestry to admire.
It depicts a hand, clearly meant to be hers, outstretched to the stars. You cannot stop thinking about it, how it is only a single hand. Alone. The name of the piece- Hope for the Future- haunts your thoughts, prompting reflection on its meaning. Like so much art made by xenosophont species before contact with the affini, you feel a profound sadness looking at it. While it is hardly a feralist piece, it still feels subtly wrong somehow. Something to ask the artist about on your upcoming dinner date, perhaps.
You make a note to reserve the original textile from the hoard it had been vaulted away in until the arrival of your people. How criminal that a work of such depth be hidden away from all who might appreciate it in some dusty art collection owned by a single individual for a ‘tax break’, whatever that was.
Eventually, there is nothing more to be gained by staring at the replica of stitchwork before you. You open the camera feed of her hab for the fourth time since she arrived home, the priors during which you watched her work on a different tapestry, have a video call with one of her parent organisms, and eat a meal.
This time, it is getting late, and she is cleaning up the needles, fabrics and sewing supplies and turning lights off before bed. She goes to the washroom to bathe, and you drink in every detail of her unclothed shape. This particular body plan was hardly unique to the Terran race, but you believed that of those with similar arrangements, the human body was particularly appealing to you, with relatively thin and long arms perfect for wrapping around, and to say nothing of their neurochemistry…
Your fantasies are tantalizingly fed as you watch her open a side drawer in her bedroom and  take an edible dose of Apocynai. Small, less of the euphoriant drug than is even in one of the six reservoirs nestled under the Injector flower you have of the xenodrug in question. But still, enough to leave her giggly and stumbling around her space. She rapturously watched a video in slack jawed wonder on her tablet for many minutes, and danced nakedly to music around her bedroom. It is the most adorable, uncoordinated display you have ever seen, and it makes your core ache with need.
Your vines curl into knots as you watch her flop into her bed, grasping at her own breasts, touching herself in a feeble imitation of the way you will soon touch her. The high little human traces long, winding lines over her own skin. She must be imagining vines on her body, being bound by them. It takes all your self control to not throw open your own front door, fly to her as quickly as you can, and make her fantasy real.
It finally becomes too much for you to bear as she reaches for a vibrating toy sitting on her side table, and you turn the feed off. Better to save such a delight for when she is already yours. Besides, she is still independent now. You wouldn't want to invade her privacy. 
Without your source of information on her activities, your mind wanders. To the tapestry sitting before you, to the date she asked you on. Multiple days from now. Too long to wait.
If her ‘Hope for the Future’ was to reach for the stars alone, then you would show her a better way soon.
It is hardly a difficult decision as you hit send on your filing of a Notice of Intent to Domesticate.


-----


It is the following morning, and a dull day in your administration office. You are in the midst of a pile of paperwork, a deliberation on the minor details of an upcoming broadcast for the entire Terran protectorate intended to dissuade rebellious sentiment. The planned live video was to be the waking implantation and interrogation of a prominent captured rebel Admiral, and the subject being debated was whether adding a class-O administration as part of the demonstration would be beneficial and warranted.
However banal and inconsequential such a debate was, it would usually pique your interest significantly. However, you barely even read the proposal before voting to approve the change. The former admiral would be well cared for whether they ever knew lucid thought again or not, and controlling public sentiment was an increasingly unnecessary endeavor as time went on.
All you could think about was the terran sewing and textile techniques you had been up for most of the night researching. That, and ruminating about the Hope for the Future- which you had successfully requested be transferred to the station after explaining you wished to return it to its original creator, and was now enroute from the Dionysus system via automated transport drone.
You are jolted from your idle thoughts when an alert from a certain terran’s Hab AI on your tablet sounds off. Within nanoseconds, you have dropped the documents. Your floret-to-be is having a panic attack.
You make your choice of travel in instants; the walking path to her hab would be too slow. Abandoning any semblance of a humanoid form, you rip the panel off of the air vent and dive into it, moving at the maximum speed possible in the shortest route between the station sections.
As you practically fly along the tubing like a liquid mass of vines, you frantically access every bit of information you can, desperately trying to discover the source of the danger. Her recent search history reveals nothing of use. ‘What is a Notice of Intent to Domesticate’, ‘how do I reject a notice of intent’ and ‘how do I transfer to a different station’ provide no answers. 
You explode through the vent into her hab, and she screams in feral terror. Deaf to your shouts of reassurance that she is safe, she sprints for her bedroom. On your way to follow her, you pick up the tablet she had been holding when you entered through the air vent, and cancel the transfer request to Ganymede. Poor thing must have been terrified out of her wits over nothing.
Her babbling is barely coherent as youflow back into her room, reforming from a jagged mass of thorns, petals and twisting tendrils into the humanoid shape designed to soothe her.
Time moves at a crawl, as you detect the weapon in her hands. A pair of scissors meant to cut fabric, but held by only one loop. The danger to the poor thing is clear, and you lash out a vine like a whip, wrapping tight around her hand before she can hurt herself with it.
You plunge a needle into her, delivering a xenodrug package intended to subdue and pacify feral humans in emergencies. She looks up at you with droplets of water around her eyes, desperately repeating the same question over and over. Why, why, why, why?
You pull her in close to your chest and let the chemical payload do its work.
Her final, desperate plea is more statement than question, a declaration that she just wanted to get to know you first.
You smile, as terrans do to show joy, an expression she will understand, and assure her that she will have all the time in the universe to get to know you.


-----


No domestication ever goes exactly as you expect, your friends assured you. There were fears and misunderstandings, most of which you were able to reassure your beloved floret though. Fortunately, where she could not see reason, you had xenodrugs to smooth things over. Disagreements she didn't remember couldn't hurt her, after all.
Your beloved floret rests in your lap, exhausted from a busy day of creative expression. You lovingly run your vines over her body, pinching and massaging every drop of tension out of the little artist.
With each passing week her concerns and worries fade further, and her bending to the pleasures you visit upon her deepen in turn. Her body is being trained to submit on pure reflex, far greater than she ever has with any other human partner, and her mind scatters to the breeze in tatters at your gentlest pressure. She is truly, wholly safe, and with that comes the total erasure of all defenses against surrender to you.
Only one thing in this universe can hurt her now, and it is an experience you and your doll take immense mutual joy in. Learning the complex sequences of motion that made the human art of sewing work had been a deeply rewarding experience, and the lines of gleaming gold stitchwork that cover her body are your shared trophy.
Tonight, it seems, is to be one such night. She paws at you from her place sitting beside you, needy, xenodrug enhanced arousal overtaking her entirely. The hunger swells within you, and you lift her as you rearrange yourself to play. You pin her on her back on the couch, flowing over her like a liquid. Even on the gravity of a station less than half that of her species homeworld, you must be careful not to crush her. She is so, so small, so helpless, so vulnerable, so yours. A pliable toy to cherish and treasure and enjoy to the fullest.
She flails meekly against you as she likes to do. Reminding herself of just how much steonger you really are than her, how little of an act it is that she is susceptible to your every whim. It is beautiful, watching her revelry in her own powerlessness under you, how much she enjoys it. You plunge a needle into her neck, and savor the chilling tingles as you empty into her. It feels electric, unlike anything else, to pour your phytotoxin into the one you are bonded to. No other pleasure of the material universe has ever come close.
But for her, it is merely the precursor. You partially unravel, teasingly tracing hundreds of tiny touching creepers between the gaps of the seams running up and down her limbs. She is yours to explore. She may be a brilliant artist in her own right, but you have learned the weaving craft as well, and her body is your own masterpiece.
Her murmurs of surrender hitch higher as you roll her into her front, extend a thin tendril through the stitchwork covering her spine, undoing the knot holding her together. Lapping feelers catch the scattered drops of crimson that leak from around her exposed implant, and you sink injector after injector into her innermost circulatory passages.
You leav her hanging open as you pick her back up into your lap. She is a limp doll in your grasp, mewling and begging for you to play with her, and it would be so cruel of you not to oblige. You sink deeper, under and between layers of flesh and nerves, massaging her from inside her own body.
She feels so unimaginably good around your vines. Every spasming muscle contraction in your floret’s body, every drop of warmth sucked into your own, every part of it is absolute perfection.
One final injection of your phytotoxin in the base of her neck sends her past all human limits. She screams in a mix of agonies and bliss as every nerve in her body explodes in overwhelm at once. You pull the threads taut, sealing the doll tightly once more. The exhausted thing crumples in your grasp once more, and you open your chest to gently tuck her against your core while she rests. A final prick of Apocynai to keep her docile.
You admire the tapestry hanging from a set of easel stands before you. The original Hope for the Future. Now liberated from the stuffy collection of some rim-sector Terran trillionaire, planned to be moved to one of the many museums on the station where it could be enjoyed by all. Most importantly, your floret, having been given the original canvas once more and being prompted by you to do so, had fixed the flaw it had originally carried. 
The outstretched hand in the image was no longer reaching into the empty space. No longer alone. Your beloved doll had woven in a new element to the fabric canvas; Your vine, reaching down from the stars to meet hers.
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