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Alder's Prize

    by 4WheelSword, sheepwave

      Summary

      At the fall of the Terran Accord, a marine is adopted by one of humanity's new masters.

Alder Fraxinus has no interest in men, but sees no reason that should stop him enjoying his new pet.

-

This slightly edgy and extremely horny Daddy Dom force fem fic follows Alder and a soon-to-be cracked marine deep in toxic masculinity as "he" gets broken into a blissfully happy trophy floret.
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      Chapter 1
  



    Chapter Notes

      This story also has an F/f version, Adelira's Prize
CW that the protagonist of this story starts out a fucking fascist asshole, and therefore several queerphobic and ableist slurs are used for the first few chapters (about once per). this is a kinda edgy story. just be aware of that going in!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Boarding alarms screamed. Rifles came off the racks. Body armour was buttoned up and bulkheads began to slam closed across the ship. The whole vessel  rocked  as it was hit by something that could only have been colossal. The  Io Calling  was hardly a small cruiser, and as the decks shook beneath his feet, Andreas threw out the hand not clutching his hip flask to catch himself. 
“Are you good?” his sergeant asked, clear and strong even through the din of the combat.
“Aye, Sarge.” Andreas answered just as clear, just as strong. The sergeant was a man to look up to, a man to respect. A man to emulate. 
Rifle slung across his chest, Andreas made for the hatch with the rest of his fire team and headed out to block the airlocks. If the weeds thought they were coming aboard, the cosmic marines were going to go stop them. They were the wolves of the Terran Accord, and Andreas personally couldn't wait to put down a xeno like a dog.

He woke up in a bed, with a dry mouth and a pulsing headache just above the bridge of his nose. He wanted a drink, a pouch of electrolytes, and a cigarette. As he opened his eyes to look around, Andreas realised he probably wasn’t going to get anywhere close any time soon.
The bed was creamy-white and raised four feet off the ground. The walls were a strange pale grey that glowed with an internal light. The restraints around his wrists and ankles were, strangely, made of plant matter and plastic. It was an odd touch in an otherwise sterile seeming room. He sat up, intending to get closer to his ankles, to try and pull the restraints off. The door swung open and he froze, muscles tensing.
The creature, the monster, the  weed  that walked into the room was twice the height of a man, broad chested, strong shouldered and, Andreas realised as it turned, seemed to be wearing something that looked like tree bark and body armour at the same time. Underneath that rippled thorny vines bundled in forms reminiscent of powerful muscle.
It had an unsettlingly humanoid face- to a point. Yellowish green and brown threads woven with wooden plates into a flexible mask, with leaves atop its head in warm autumnal colors that matched the red tips of thorns that studded its body, and were placed like facial hair and eyebrows on its jaw and brow. The body was much the same, wound bundles of brown and orange that occasionally dipped green.
The thing spoke with a voice that was gossamer and typhoon, inhuman and discomfortingly familiar, “Good morning, pet. I am-”
“I don’t give a shit who you are. You’re a weed.” He spat, and the creature's eyes flashed a glistening purple.
“Interrupt me again.” It said. 
It wasn’t a question, there was no follow up. It was an invitation to a fight, Andreas had heard them a thousand times before he knocked some jarhead square on their ass. He couldn’t fight strapped to a bed, but he could show exactly how much he thought of the weed.
Andreas spat on the ground by the bed, a practised motion that sent a viscous gob of spit sailing towards the ground. Before he even finished the motion, before the spit hit the floor, the alien's vines were on him. They hit like a punch, forcing the air from his lungs, his head to the bed and the monster had its face right up in his. The eyes glistened and glittered with internal fire and a lattice of vines formed across his chin, jaw, nose, throat. He tried to breathe. He tried to struggle. The creature stared daggers into his soul, and  then  it whispered:
“I am Alder Fraxinus, He and Him. You belong to me now, little terran, and that means I decide when you eat, sleep and, as may be particularly important to you in this moment, breathe.”
The vines retracted suddenly, and Andreas gasped down a lungful of air, panting after the sudden restriction. He was still pinned in place, but at least his chest could move enough to take in precious oxygen. 
“Would you like to know what happened to you?” It-  he  asked. 
Alder was smiling, his strangely human lips peeling back to reveal nothing but darkness behind them. Andreas shivered and, rather than risk voicing a reply, nodded instead.
“You were taken in combat. A prize seized from the heady thrill of battle. I disassembled your pitiful excuse for a gang, but you, you caught my eye. My attention.”
“You killed them!” Andreas choked out. He couldn’t remember anything that had happened, but at least he could try and unsettle this monster that wouldn’t stop pressing its head into the bed.
Alder laughed. It rumbled deep in his chest, a sonorous sound that yawned like a chasm around Andreas’ thoughts. 
“I did not kill them. Each of you was neutralised in a handful of seconds. But you-”
Andreas waited, hopeful, that he had fought hardest, had kicked and struggled against the monster, had got a shot off.
“I could see the softness under that body armour. The fertile ground for something greater. I could see in you something I just had to have. Now you are my pet, you are my responsibility and above all else you are my trophy.”
“I’m-” Andreas struggled, sweating, angry, hot in the face, “I’m not soft!” He shouted, trying to lift his shoulders, get some leverage, get his legs up. He kicked at empty space for a moment before a vine clamped it down to the soft mattress. Another caught his arm. He tried to shake the monster off. Alder didn’t move at all. 
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“You’re not soft?” he asked. A single vine ran across Andreas’ pectoral muscle, another across his bicep, a third wrapped almost unnoticed around his neck, “I can see all the work you have done to pretend that you are a creature of violence, something made for fighting. It is just pretend. I am going to sweep all this pretence aside, and make you something more suited to being a trophy.”
The words hung in the air. It was the second time he’d been called a trophy, and his eyes were screwed so tight you’d think he was crying. His face was on fire, blood up and heart racing. He just wanted to move, to throw a punch, to do anything against this monster that was bearing down on him. He couldn’t even move. 
“Open your eyes,” Alder said, and it wasn’t a question this time either.
Andreas opened his eyes, meeting the cool blue of the weed’s own. He took a deep breath and then another. He wasn’t about to panic in the face of something that was so effortlessly keeping him pinned. He could accept being physically overpowered for now, but it wasn’t going to get into his head. He was a marine, he was a leatherneck, like his grandad had fought and died for before he was even born. 
“What is your name.” Alder commanded, and Andreas couldn’t help but open his mouth.
“Andreas Aguirre, corporal, Cosmic Marines.”
“Perhaps once. You are Cassandra Fraxinus, she/her, 8th floret. Try again.”
“What? I’m a man!”
A vine pressed against his lips, gentle, the first time that Alder had been tender with him. 
“You may have been once. Now, first and foremost, you are my pet. I am familiar with the genders of your species. Male pets do not suit me, they do not fit into my desires. I cannot have a male pet. Thus, you cannot be male.” The vine moved, allowing Andreas to speak again.
“That’s not how that works! I’m not some tranny freak, you can’t make me into one!”
“I can make you into anything I want. I could make you into an animal with fluffy ears and a tail, I could make you into a living doll with porcelain joints and a great deal of quietude. What I want most of all, however, and what you will become, is a  Good Girl. ”
The words hit Andreas like a cannon round, punching the air more thoroughly from his lungs than Alder had with physical violence. It was wrong. It was disgusting. He wasn’t a freak. He was revolted. 
“What is your name?” Alder asked, and this time it was a question.
“Andreas Ag-” The vine around his neck tightened, just enough to strangle off the second word. He choked, gagged on his own throat, and the weed’s eyes flashed a deep crimson. The waxy, smooth tip of a vine brushed across his bottom lip, touched against the fullness of it.
“Pretty noises, treasure of mine, but not the pretty noises I’m looking for. Would you like a drink?”
Andreas, whose throat had been dry even before it started wrestling with an oversized bush, nodded sheepishly. A glass emerged as if from nowhere and Andreas found himself lifted off the bed and into the creature's vines. He was cradled effortlessly, as if he weighed nothing, and Alder looked down at him with those same blue eyes as he held the glass to the human's lips.
Andreas drank greedily, draining the glass without taking a breath, gulping down the cool water like it was a tonic. He had meant to take it slowly, to buy a chance to think, but instead he’d swallowed it all down too eagerly. When the question came, he was no more prepared, but a little less thirsty.
“What is your name?” Alder asked.
Andreas looked around, eyes darting around the room he could now see a little more of, but there was no help coming from any quarter. He took a deep breath and inhaled a lungful of Alder’s scent. He smelled of rich red wine and rich citrus, of cinnamon and ecclesiastical incense from the high holidays, and somewhere deep down was a note of vanilla that perched atop the heady depths without being lost in it. It was not a series of smells anyone would associate with a plant, and yet Alder was thick with it. It wasn’t overbearing, but it was so clear that he almost lost himself just breathing it in one deep inhale after another. 
“Pet.” Alder said, expectantly. It dragged Andreas from his reverie of scent and his attention back to his blue eyes, his leafy, thick beard, the ridge of his nose, thorned eyebrows, and the strangely human lips that seemed so fitting on such a sculpted face.
Andreas wanted to fight rather than giving ground, but thus far fighting had only got him pinned to the bed. Maybe if he did as he was told and lied to the stupid weed he could even get some chow to fill his aching stomach.
“My name is… Cas?”
“Cassandra Fraxinus, she/her, 8th floret. Again.”
“My name is Cassandra Fraxinus.” Andreas replied, face red, unwilling to meet Alder’s eyes. A hand caught Andreas beneath the chin and lifted his face to meet the Affini’s eyes. He breathed deeply, holding himself ever so still as he inhaled Alders smell.
“Humour me, little trophy. Once more.” His words were soft, almost tender, but they hinted at a deep reserve of force he could deploy if needed. His eyes shone, unknowable promises locked within them. Something scratched at the inside of Andreas’ elbow, and the hand that held his jaw motionless kept him from looking at what it was. He was trapped. 
“I’m Cassandra Fraxinus, She/Her,” She replied as the drugs pulled her into dreamless sleep.
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  He woke up slowly, groggily, like he’d had six beers and a half bottle of tequila. His mouth didn’t taste that way though, and there was no stale tobacco or other hedonistic aftertastes lingering on his tongue. In the dim light of whatever room he’d woken up in, he could hardly tell what he was even sleeping on. It was warm and firm, but soft enough to give when he shuffled in his half-awake state. The rich perfumes that seeped into his bed smelled utterly divine.


  He shifted and was reminded of one of the constants of human existence. His bladder was full and as much as he was warm and comfortable, sooner or later he would have to make a move to empty it. With a groan, Andreas pushed himself to his knees and felt a sudden, unexpected ache from between his legs. Reaching back, he found his fingers wet and couldn’t stop a piteous little whimper escaping from his lips.


  “Are you uncomfortable, Cassandra?” Alder’s voice reverberated from his chest, directly under Andreas’ supporting hand. He yelped, snatching up his hand and resting only on his knees. 


  “Did you- Did you 
  
    touch
  
   me in my sleep?” He asked, suddenly aware of just how big the affini beneath him was. He hesitated to move, as much as he wanted to be off and away from the creature as soon as possible, not wanting to step on sharp thorns or slip into powerful vines.


  “Of course,” responded the xeno. “Why would I not help myself to the body of my prize while she rests?”


  Andreas glared in the half light, face burning, suddenly aware that he was not only entirely naked but had been so while pressed against the xeno’s vines.


  “What are you, a faggot?” He spat, almost instinctually, a defence mechanism long since trained into him by the military culture he was raised in. 


  “That is an ugly slur I will not tolerate hearing in my pet’s voice, and not one whose definition even factually applies here. As I have already explained, if I am attracted to you, then you are what your culture thinks of as a woman.” One of the thick eyebrows that adorned his forehead raised, the ghost of a smile playing at the corners of his lips, “Perhaps more of my touch will help you understand your place, Cassandra?”


  Cas-Andreas- didn't know what to say to that. He had been called that particular slur often as a teenager, and learned a long time ago that the correct response was to start throwing punches or stay quiet. This was a response he was entirely unprepared for, having internalised it as a word to hurl so it wasn’t thrown at you first.


  “Don’t touch me,” He couldn’t put any force behind it, stomach dropping to the floor and eyes not willing to meet the Affini’s, “I don’t want... That,” he finished lamely.


  “You will have to get used to it eventually, my pet, but now that we are awake, we have other matters to attend to.”


  The bed of vines receded, forming once again into thick cords of musculature. Without the slightest hint of effort, he hoisted Andreas into the air and into rapidly reforming arms, and began to move towards the light of a door. 


  Andreas clung to the alien instinctually as his balance shifted, afraid he might fall otherwise. “Where are we going?”


  Alder’s lips curled into a small smile. “To have a bath. You're still covered in filth from that miserable, cramped ship I rescued you from, not to mention the effects of my own attentions.”


  “I look entirely clean!” Andreas protested, choosing to quietly ignore the faint stickiness between his thighs or question what had been done to him to get them that way.


  “To your standards, perhaps, but not to mine.” They pushed out of the dark bedroom and into the lighter, vaulted room that seemed decorated as a living space, if twice too large in every dimension and dotted with ridiculous marble pillars. Alder didn’t pause, striding along on legs that would be better suited to carrying Andreas far greater distances than the handful of metres to the other side of the room. 


  Despite his enormous stature, Alder didn’t need to stoop to pass through the doorway, and for a moment Andreas wondered what it would feel like to walk through the portal unaided, how small he would be compared to the high lintel, and even the door handle. He didn’t like his conclusions very much, and gladly forgot them as they entered yet another room. 


  In another world, it might have been called a bathroom, but to Andreas it looked like a spa. A carved pool was being fed by a constantly flowing but quiet waterfall, and this streamed out before finally ending in an outlet set into the tiled floor of the room. There was a sink that could pass for a small bath on its own, and a toilet which, presumably, was just for him, but was nonetheless set on a plinth several feet in the air. It was all utterly alien, and wasn’t helped by the fact that every surface that should have been a mirror had instead been replaced by fogged glass. 


  Andreas’s train of thought was interrupted as Alder carried him towards the great pool and, fearing a sudden plunge into icy water, he couldn’t help but cling to the chest of the alien man. Rather than dropping him as expected, Alder sank both of their bodies into the tub together.


  The water was not icy cold, nor was it even lukewarm. It was perfectly heated to the point where Andreas could barely tell he was submerged. He started to relax as Alder propelled them over to the far side, where the crashing of the waterfall was a little louder. He didn’t even protest as the Affini held him close against his chest.


  It was only when stray vines started to play against his skin and others curled up his neck and into his short, thick hair that he started to squirm.


  He tried to push away from Alder, but found himself caught in vines that snapped him back from the depths of the pool almost immediately.


  “Be still, Cassandra.” The points of thorns pressed against his skin, not hard enough to pierce, but only as long as he didn't move against them. He relented, and after Alder seemed satisfied, the thorns were turned back away from him. 


  He heard, rather than saw, the uncapping of a bottle, and waited for another horrid surprise. Instead, hands and their constituent vines began to run through his hair, pressing into his scalp, massaging it firmly, tenderly. 


  However, Andreas knew some fresh stars-damned xeno machinations were afoot as soon as the cool liquid sank into his scalp. It was tingling and bright, like bubbles floating and popping through his skin. 


  “What's in this- what are you doing?”


  The now almost familiar vine brushed his mouth to shush him. “Something to help your body relax. It will be easier for me to clean you this way, and I expect you to shine, my little treasure.”


  The room was starting to sway, and every brushing touch of the xeno’s body felt like it left an echo on his skin. He didn’t recognize the voice he heard, the one whose moaning and whimpering was bouncing off the walls.


  
    
      [image: ]


  


  Something heavenly began rubbing in small circular motions along his shoulder, like if the brittle, starchy washing rags of the cosmic navy showers had been made perfectly soft in every bristle. Then two more joined, and he stopped being able to think of anything but the raw pleasure. They scrubbed up his neck, down his back, over his feet, and most gently between his legs.


  “That’s right, little prize. Let Daddy take care of you.”


  She moaned into his touch as it grew ever more sensual. Some kind of creamy substance was being rubbed onto every inch of her skin other than the top of her head and her eyebrows. It felt like electric static wherever it touched, and her skin felt so wonderfully smooth in its wake.


  “Good girl. Breathe in, nice and deep.”


  Every breath of Alder's scent felt like fireworks in her lungs. The rich incense gave way to cinnamon and rose and a deeply contained musk that smelled of deep forests and an alien idea of masculinity. She nuzzled into his chest, filling her lungs with the scent of him, pressing closer, deeper, chasing the complex notes of his aroma with a subconscious need to know them all. She pressed her hands into the thick cords of his chest, squeezing down on the faux-muscles and feeling the deep-seated strength contained in them. Writhing against him, whimpering with the overwhelming sensation, she found herself mewling as her leg brushed against something hard.


  She stilled, hoping he wouldn’t notice, hoping he wouldn’t expect her to touch him.


  “I told you, Cassandra, I want you clean.” He said, apparently in response to her sudden stillness, and went through the motions of scrubbing away the last of the creams and lotions that had been applied to her body. Standing effortlessly once again despite her weight in his arms, he waded to the edge of the pool and placed her, entirely bare, in the middle of the tiled floor.


  She shivered a little as the faint current of air brushed over hypersensitive skin, and tried to cover her nudity. Tender vines reached out to pluck at modest hands, pulling them away from bare flesh. Those vines realised themselves into hands, holding her arms above her head as Alder gazed down at her. His eyes glowed down at her, a hungry, all-encompassing stare that seemed to capture everything about her - him?


  Alder took both of Andreas’ wrists in one hand, freeing the other to run down the front of the human's body, thumb tracing the curve of flesh under his pec and ghosting ever so gently across his stiff, peaked nipple.


  “That’s better, isn’t it?” Alder asked, prompting Andreas to look down. 


  Andreas blinked, as the sway of whatever had been in the shampoo began to fade. He was hairless, the sparse hair on his chest gone, the thick thatch that surrounded his cock missing entirely. He rubbed his chin against the inside of his arm and found that utterly smooth as well, not a trace of stubble anywhere.


  “What the fuck?” The hand above his head tightened, lifting Andreas onto the tips of his toes as his shoulders objected.


  “You have such pretty lips, my trophy, it’s such a shame to sully them with ugly words.”


  Andreas grunted in acknowledgement, and the tension in his shoulders was released. He sank back to the flat of his feet gratefully and tugged against the hand still holding his in the air.


  “You can do better than an animal grunt when you’re talking to me,” Alder replied in a stern tone.


  “Thank-you.” 


  “That will do for now. I’m glad you’ve noticed one of the changes I’ve made so far. A trophy has no need for something so base as ancestral fur - if you are cold I will warm you, if you are warm, I will keep you bare. Nothing else in this universe will ever hurt you again, especially not something so simple as the temperature.”


  Alder’s eyes flashed a dark indigo, and Andreas looked away, not willing to look into the unimaginable depths contained within those crystalline facets. He stroked his now free hand across his belly, not trying to cover up any more, simply experiencing the new textures. The small pad of fat that covered his muscles was soft, smooth, completely free of the thin trail of hair that he’d once been so proud of.


  It felt confusing. Not bad, necessarily, but the smoothness stirred an odd feeling in his stomach, a roiling discomfort that threatened to creep up into his chest. He squashed it down and looked up to meet the Affini’s gaze, or at least look somewhere over his right shoulder.


  “Can I have something to wear? Um, please?”
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  Swept up in the arms of his - eugh  - owner, Andreas was carried out of the bathroom and back into the grand central chamber, flanked by marble columns and great beams of sunlight that plunged down through frosted glass set into the vaulted ceiling. Alder walked them to a large island set into one end of the space, placing the small human into a bed of soft pillows, stuffed animals, and firm surrounds, seemingly designed to hold him, before turning to go rummage in a closet recessed beside one of the pillars that lined the walls.
The bed was surprisingly comfortable, but set the now-barren hair follicles of his back on edge. It took Andreas several seconds to realise why it felt so at odds with his own experience, and it came in a rushing memory of a lapdog he’d known once. The sort of treasured pet that got to sit on the kitchen counter while its owner - his father - made it dinner. He’d hated that creature, hated the way it was just allowed to go on barking and drooling and eating no matter what everyone around it was doing. It was a pathetic mockery of the wolves its species had been once. 
 That’s me  , an insidious, traitorous voice in his head whispered.  He wants to make me into a lapdog.  
He didn’t want to be a lapdog. He didn’t want to beg for scraps at the feet of a monster, even if humiliation was the price of comfort.
It came as a shock, somehow, this simple act of being placed in a padded nook reinforcing and recontextualising all the words the giant plant creature had said over the past few hours. He grabbed a pillow to cover his body, a body that had been made alien to him, and pressed it to his chest. It was so soft it made him want to cry, to press his face into it and weep. He tried not to think about the humiliating fact that the absence of pressure within his bladder that had been present when he woke meant he had probably lost control of himself in the bath.
When did he get so  weak?  Where was the indomitable Terran spirit and the marine corps creed? First to fight, that was the core of his identity for years, and he was losing his grip on it after just a little while in the clutches of this  weed. He reached a hand up to touch the emblem of the cosmic marines that had been inked into his shoulder when he finished basic. It had a motto in Latin underneath, clutched in the talons of some long-dead hunting bird. ‘Ad Terram, Ad Mortem’ it said, ‘  For Earth, till death’ . This was hardly until death, was it, sitting pretty in a dog bed for some xeno weed. He had even gotten an alpha wolf tattooed on his arm just a few months ago, for fuck's sake.
Alder returned from the closet, looming over Andreas. His hands balled into fists, he had to fight, had to do something! That was what his oath said, that’s what his training said, even his heart was screaming at him to do something! He grabbed the nearest thing to hand, and threw it at Alder with all his might.
The oversized blue and white plushie of some aquatic animal hit Alder in the chest, bouncing off and falling to the ground with a pathetic little whump sound. Andreas looked up, meeting the Affini’s eyes, and a bolt of fear ran down his spine as he remembered just how large the monstrous plant was.
He laughed.
Alder  laughed  at him, a rumbling bellyful laugh that echoed around the expansive room. It darted around pillars and ricocheted off the roof, washing over Andreas in waves of humiliation. His cheeks burned a bright red, corners of his eyes tingling, aching to shed tears. 
A surprisingly warm smile split Alder’s thorny, woven face. “Oh, little prize, you’re already so lost, aren’t you.” 
A hand twice the size of Andreas’ own reached out to run rough knuckles down his smooth cheek. He pressed into it to hide his face, seeking comfort from the very thing he wanted to escape.
Alder tucked strong vines beneath Andreas’ shoulders and lifted the human into his chest, pulling bare skin to corded vines. Andreas took a deep breath interrupted by a swallowed sob, then another. Wine and lemon filled her nose, her mind, and she calmed quickly, soothed by him. It wasn’t until Alder pressed a gentle kiss beneath Andreas’ ear that  -he  snapped out of his fugue and tried to push the Affini away.
Alder set him back down on the floor, and the wall between two columns of stone rippled for a moment before becoming reflective. Andreas tried to squirm away, but was only rewarded by further visitations of his captor’s touch, grounding him in place with the threat of thorns pushed gently against hairless flesh.
Alder’s voice was chastising and stern as he corrected the motions. “Be still, pet. You asked for clothing, let me clothe you.”
Andreas discovered fresh horror as he saw what Alder was now holding up in the mirror above him. It was hard to tell the cut exactly as it hung loosely folded from Alder’s extended vine, but it was quite clear that it was  very  revealing. There was simply not enough fabric to meaningfully cover his body. This was a decoration, not a proper outfit.
“You must be joking,” whined the human.
Alder began to unfold it, giving Andreas a better look. The thing looked more like a pornographer's idea of royal garb than clothes. A shimmering deep indigo fabric, liberally edged with sparkling glass beads- surely they were not real diamonds- and lacy frills. It was like something out of the high fantasy films his father had such a fondness for, the garb of a damsel in distress, ostentatious and feminine and alluring.
He was  not  wearing it.
“I am decorating my prize. I wouldn’t joke.” Alder replied, hand grabbing Andreas’ and raising them above his head in one swift motion. “Humans are so remarkably easy to disarm. No claws, no fangs, not even a lashing tail. I just lift your limbs a little too far,” Alder raised his hand a little higher, forcing Andreas onto his toes again and stressing his joints. It didn’t hurt, it wouldn’t unless he chose to fight against it, so he simply forced himself to stretch out, ignoring the flex of lithe muscle in the mirror. 
“Remarkable.” Alder muttered again, voice thick with something that Andreas desperately didn’t want to think of as lust. Fortunately - was it? - the moment didn’t linger, and the thin silks and beads were soon wrapped around Andreas’ hard, angular form.
He stood motionless, staring at the ground. He wouldn’t look in the mirror. He couldn’t be made to. He didn’t need to see himself looking ridiculous. 
Of course, none of that mattered to the Affini. Strong hands and stronger vines wrapped around his limbs, the back of his head, the tops of his cheekbones. He was moved, positioned, posed, and his eyes were held open for the whole ridiculous process.
Now that the garment was stretched across his body, Andreas could appreciate its intended form, and just how wrongly it bent around him. The top wrapped snugly around his pectoral muscles and cut a triangular shape up to a window to his chest that linked to straps that ran around his neck. The translucent, silky ruffles around his hips left little to the imagination, crudely bulging out between his legs and falling down hips and thighs devoid of any curve not cut by toned muscle.
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It would admittedly be a stunningly beautiful outfit on someone else. Women were beautiful, the curves and softness something Andreas knew he hungered for. This was a mockery of what it should have been. Girls looked so delicate draped in silks, he was stocky and muscular and  wrong . The demure, revealing garb cut such a stark contrast against trained, powerful muscle, against the harsh lines of ink that defined the last few years of his life.
Andreas felt a tear rolling down his cheek. He should be angry at Alder for putting him in the outfit in the first place, or for picking out something so pornographic, or for making him crossdress like some fucking sissy. Why was he feeling such an ache of longing in his chest with every moment he looked at his reflection? The only thing that remotely fit was the androgynous softness to his jaw he had always trained so hard to cover, shaping the stubble he could grow into something approaching masculine. He was angry at Alder, wasn’t he? So why did it make him want to tear off his own skin?
Something in Alder’s bearing changed, and he knelt down until his face was alongside Andreas’, eyes level and the Affini’s bearded chin brushed across his shoulder. His voice, when he spoke, was soft, gentle, encouraging. It pooled like honey in Andreas’ ears, soothing the fiery pain that had prickled across his chest and down his arms. 
“Hush, little treasure, hush. I can see the way your thoughts are racing, and I understand. You are beautiful as you are now, but I will make you perfect. Would you like to see?”
Not trusting his voice to stay strong as he imagined a thousand impossible, horrible fates this creature could describe as ‘perfection’, Andreas simply nodded. The mirror fuzzed, fogged in pixelated noise for an almost imperceptible moment, and then it cleared.
The woman in the mirror was beautiful. 
“That’s not me. That can't be me,” the human glanced down at their hands, then back up to the mirror, seeing the woman in the reflection had mirrored the motion. “That could never be me. I won't- I  can’t  have that.”
“You will look like this one week from today, my treasure. The Affini Compact has a mastery of the Terran endocrine system that would make any of your doctors blanch. We can also do things to a body with surgery you would not believe; I wasn’t joking when I said I could turn you into an animal. I do not want an animal, however. I want a trophy to hang off my arm, and this is the first stage we will reach in making you the perfect prize.”
Something inside Andreas shifted place. He couldn't be a woman because he would never look good as one, obviously. He didn’t curve, he wasn’t soft, he was hard, muscular, a man. But the woman in the mirror, she was everything he would have wanted to be if he could have been. Worst of all, he still recognized his own features in them. With all the training and muscle stripped away, the ink missing and the scars of hard fighting wiped from his skin, the resemblance to the photos of his Mother that his dad had inexplicably kept hanging years after the divorce was unmistakable.
“One week,” the Terran mumbled, watching the girl in the mirror move, following the same motions they felt their own body swaying to in Alder's vines. She was him. She was them. She was… it was-her?
“A handful of days and I will have curves to trace and hips to grasp and thighs to mark.” Alder murmured, another growl of lust carving through his tone. 
Andreas wanted to roll her eyes. Having a life-shattering revelation about her own gender identity was more than enough without this man being a freak at her on top of it. But looking down at her own body rather than the mirror made her shudder in revulsion.
Alder took notice, and his vines moved to begin peeling the garment off of her. “I will compromise today and dress you in something less adventurous, Cassandra.”
She glared at the alien. She barely knew anything, but she figured she might know one thing at least. “Shouldn't I be choosing my  own  name right now?”
“Why would you need to do that, my treasure? I have already chosen the perfect one for you.” That was that. Not a question, not a negotiation. He had decided. She was Cassandra now.
He extended a long vine back into the closet on the other side of the marble divider and pulled out a more modest dress, a similar deep blue, with subtle white floral patterns. It was still quite feminine, but Andreas was simply grateful that it covered more of her skin than the previous iteration had attempted to.
The mirror shimmered back to reflecting the present as he slipped the dress over her head and guided her arms through the shoulder straps. Without the swell of new breasts or the subtle fattening of her hips. It was hard to look at the sharp lines, the strong thighs and the boxy torso she was left with- but it was better, at least. Cassandra's burned-in frown softened slightly at the sight, but it was still a far cry from a smile.
“Thank you,” she mumbled, in reflexive genuine gratitude that she immediately regretted letting slip past her traitorous lips.
Alder finally seemed satisfied when an entire jeweller’s shop of necklaces, clip on earrings, and bracelets had been placed on her body. They were all surprisingly heavy. Whatever fake gold and gemstones were being used for the adornments were remarkably accurate. 
“For future reference, ‘Thank you, Daddy’ is preferred.” 
Cassandra had a lot on her plate to think about right now, but she knew for sure there wasn't a chance in the cosmos she was  ever  calling him that.
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  “There is a final touch to add,” Alder said, after taking a few moments to admire Cassandra’s new outfit in the mirror. He produced a gold band from within some hollow within his chest. It was thicker than her thumb, and with a blue gem set into the front in a pale imitation of his eyes. 
“No one will ever mistake you for anything but my trophy, but that does not stop me from wanting to make absolutely certain.” 
He slipped the gold band around her throat and, with seemingly no effort, bent the soft metal into a knot that rested against the top of her spine. When he released it, the loop hung with a sense of terrible, immovable weight. 
If she hadn’t already been shown exactly how Alder wanted a princess to dress, she’d have said she looked like the very picture of one. The dress was soft as cashmere, the patterns gave the hint of curves that weren’t there yet but would be one day. Tanned, muscular arms were framed and offset by curves of delicate gold work and twinkling gems. Her collar bones were displayed by the gentle dip of the neckline. Even her bare feet played host to anklets and rings. 
The collar stood out. It matched the patterns, the jewellery, the styling, but nonetheless when Cassandra glanced at it, she felt almost queasy. It wasn’t just another piece of jewellery, not in her head. This was the surrender, the cowardice, the inability to fight, all summarised by a simple shining band. 
“I don’t-” She started, then paused. She cleared her throat. For a brief, stupid moment, she’d forgotten the sound of her own voice, “Can I get used to one thing at a time please?” She asked, in a feeble attempt to make a joke out of it.
He stared down at her, locking eyes in the mirror, and she felt a pang of unease as she did. How the fuck was she ever supposed to have fought off a creature that made her feel so diminutive. All he had to do was catch her eye, and she felt  childlike  next to him. 
“What do you think is expected of you when you receive a gift?” He asked, voice clear and sharp like thorns.
“I didn’t mean- I’m not saying I’m ungrateful-”
Vines wrapped through her hair, winding their way around the roots at the scalp and  pulled , just hard enough that she straightened up and whimpered.
“Try again.”
“Thank you for the collar.” She mewled out, feeling every microscopic movement of his hand as a cruel tug on her hair.
“Close enough, for now.” He let go and walked away, moving for the wide door set into one end of the great arched living room. He pulled it open and let bright sunlight spill even further into the room, and a glimpse of trees with it. He extended a broad hand, palm up, and offered it to her from across the broad space. “Come. We are going out to eat.”
 

 
Walking hand in hand with Alder proved problematic. His hand captured hers entirely, holding firm as he showed no real intention of reducing his pace to accommodate her. She was reduced to marching double time, the military half-jog keeping pace with the massive creature but making her jingle and clank with every step.
She was definitely still drugged, considering how her body felt just a little off target with every step. It became easier as he planted an additional hand at the small of her back, guiding her along at his pace, helping her balance, and providing a great deal of the forward momentum of motion.
The ring they were on- which was apparently one of five on the ship, named the Occantalis II - was  gargantuan.  Cassandra was mostly keeping her eyes straight ahead of her to avoid nausea from seeing the horizon bending up and away from her, but curiosity kept giving her reason to peek. The glances she had stolen had picked out grassy plains, a lake, a swampland area, and even what looked like a mountain peeking out of a forest. Between and among these natural features, clusters of buildings, plazas and structures that looked like towns dotted the landscape, and she could see train lines that linked the points of interest together.
She had been inside spin gravity rings before, but those were in heavy-G training, and so cramped as to not register as anything but a tiny box. This was grander than the vastest station in the Jovian shipyards, like a planetoid turned inside out, brimming with life.
The path the two of them walked along was a broad promenade, a pale polymer underfoot that muffled the slapping of her bare feet but did nothing to mute the sound of her jewellery. The paths were packed with other… She hesitated to call most of them people. Some of them were terrans, probably traitors, but the majority were all different kinds of xeno scum. 
Cassandra’s understanding of humanity’s place in the cosmos was rapidly changing. For all her life, the only xenos humans knew of were the Rinans, whom her own grandfather had died valiantly bringing into the Terran Accord and saving from their backwards communist ways.
More than half of the crowds they passed through were the weeds, of various shapes and sizes, ugly, creeping bundles of vines and wood and flowers. None of them looked like her - like Alder. She saw three eyed beasts covered in fur, meter-tall catlike creatures covered in feathers, an ant the size of a man playing with a singing watermelon with legs. Humans were present, but nearly all of them wore collars.
Cassandra couldn’t help but notice that the pets all shared a scar on their necks- even the various xenos seemed to have equivalents in the form of discoloured fur or cracked spinal armour. As a marine, she knew better to believe insidious morale-destroying lies about the capabilities of the enemy, but the ship she was on was starting to make her question the things she had heard about the Affini. Make her wonder if the whispered boogeyman of wormheads were real after all. 
Alder came to a sudden stop, enforcing Cassandra’s compliance with a tug on her collar, which caused her earrings to swing and jangle loudly. A pair of passersby, an Affini and some human quisling, turned to them as they passed, seeming to recognize her owner. 
“Alder, hello. I see you found something very special on that last ship.” The xeno speaker had a deep, masculine voice, but accented quite differently than Alder’s. 
His face was a rigid pointed wooden mask that covered two clusters of four eyes and a mossy beard, with swept vines like dreadlocks falling behind. The woman at his side looked to be about Cassandra’s age, and was almost as muscular as her. She was Arctic pale, had short purple hair with matching lipstick and nails, and was wearing jeans and a tank top. A leather jacket with an arm patch of a sword and shield was slung loosely over one shoulder, and the visible shoulder seemed to be a prosthetic made of plant-like artificial tissue.
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“These are my friends, Vex and Nora Incanum. Introduce yourself, Pet.”
A vine caught the back of her collar; a warning to behave.
“Cassandra.” She whispered, staring at the ground between them, blushing furiously.
“It would behove you to give your full name and pronouns when introducing yourself, to avoid any-” She looked up and caught him smiling down at her, “-unfortunate errors.”
“I’m,” She cleared her throat, looking at him rather than the ground or their company, “Cassandra Fraxinus. She, I guess.”
Apparently that was enough for him, as Alder quickly swept up the other Affini in a discussion in what Cassandra could only presume was their shared language. Released from that particularly humiliating ordeal, she looked over the pair opposite them. 
The other affini and Alder seemed to be of a type. Similar body of thorny vines, similar wooden armor plates on the chest. Cassandra switched to staring at the distinctly butch floret, who was giving her a polite wave. Cassandra met her smile with an irritated frown. She had seen what Affini medicine was apparently capable of in a single week. Why the fuck would this floret choose to look like a gender diverging degenerate?
Finally, the contempt boiled over and Cassandra couldn’t help herself but speak. “How did they get you, huh? Did the weeds go to the biker dyke convention to pick up volunteers or something?”
Alder made a noise that sounded like a rustling sigh, interrupting his conversation. “My apologies, she is still  very  wild.”
The other affini turned his pointed mask of a face down to look at Cassandra. The purple haired woman started doing a series of hand signs, as if Cassandra would know any beyond those used to direct fellow Marines.
“What is she, retar-” The slur was cut short by one of Alder’s vines striking her cheek, a stinging slap.
“I may find your colourful insults directed at myself amusingly distasteful, but you do not speak ill of another pet, ever. I regret that such a crude correction is warranted here, but I thought a reminder of the harsher elements of the life you have been wrenched from might be what you needed. Have I made myself clear, pet?”
She squirmed in the vines that were now binding her arms with a firmness like galvanised square steel, but capitulated and nodded. She felt like a stupid puppy whose nose had been pressed into the mess it just made.
Vex coldly regarded her, and spoke with notes of something like pity at her foolishness. “Nora was rescued from the void of space after her ship was fired upon by one of your Terran Navy vessels, for smuggling Rinan refugees to safety. As a result of her injuries, she now has unique support needs, and cannot speak.” 
Nora, to her credit, was communicating herself just fine with the middle finger she was now giving Cassandra.
“S-sorry,” Cassandra mumbled. She felt utterly tiny compared to the two men, a mouse caught by a pair of cats. Either of them was strong enough to take her apart, but instead Alder had chosen to humiliate her in front of his friend and her peer. 
Neither Affini displayed anger. Instead, what radiated from then was disappointment and dismay, a paternal discontent with her behaviour. She felt like she was being patronised wordlessly, up in front of the headmaster again. At least a drill sergeant had the good graces to scream in your face. She couldn’t stand the quiet judgement of it all. And as if to cap it all off, the first fellow human she had met was now clearly pissed off at her and wasn't even looking at her any more. Beneath notice.
Alder’s voice cut through the haze of self-pity. “Good girl. Now apologise to me.”

   “What?” 

“For making it so I had to strike you. It is not how I prefer to do things.”
“Sorry, then.”
Alder gave her a disapproving tap on the shoulder, but Cassandra flinched, fearing another slap against her cheek.
“Try again, prize.”
She remembered what she was expected to say, to adequately submit and kowtow to his demands.
“Sorry…  Daddy.”  She could only bear to whisper it. The word felt vile in her mouth. Her own father was a pathetic man who had never done anything of note but raise her and work a steady job at Linden, and the idea of associating anything - especially this alien monster that enjoyed the trappings of paternal care - with her father was odious.
His hand, massive and strong, ran up into her hair. Threading his fingers between the thick tresses, he scratched her scalp firmly enough to massage the skin.
“ Good Girl .” he said, and she knew he meant it by the warm feeling in her belly.
Vex began to move again along the path, with Nora in tow. He gave Alder a small nod, and Cassandra a condescending pat on the head as he passed. “We will leave you to it, Alder. She certainly seems like a fun one. Enjoy your feralbreaking!”
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  The metal bell above the door rang, and Cassandra was struck by how, if not for the size, the building they were now inside could have passed for a retro 23rd century American-food diner in any of the habitable parts of Terra. The smell caught her nose, then her empty stomach, and it growled its discontent at being so. 


  Alder led her through the surprisingly busy restaurant, dodging a swaying floret who was standing idly in the gangway, and slid his overbearing form into a booth. The seats were not designed for a human in method of access or in size, but that didn’t matter. According to Alder, she still had a marines' physique for a little while longer. She could climb up as soon as he let go of her hand. 


  She looked up. He was gazing down at her, a self-satisfied grin plastered across his face. She wiggled her hand in his grasp, wordlessly, hoping for relief. He kept smiling, expression growing smug. 


  With a single quick flourish, he raised her arm above her head and span her on her heel, his other hand grabbing her by the waist and lifting her bodily into his lap. She squeaked, then blushed when she realised just what sort of noise had escaped from her.


  “Would you like to see what they serve here?” He asked, chest rumbling warmly against her back as he spoke. He held out a menu, longer than she was tall, laminated and animated with a hundred different colourful animals. It was, mercifully, written in something comprehensible, but it all felt a little… childish.


  “Do you have a menu for adults?” She asked, regretting the question and knowing the answer before she even finished asking it.


  “I think that one suits you well enough, little prize.” He murmured back, casting his eyes around the diner, one arm up on the back of the booth, the height of relaxation with a decorated pet sitting in his lap. She glanced back at him and only managed to remind herself how small she was compared to his massive frame.


  Cheeks flaming, tops of her ears burning, she decided the menu was far more important than thinking about him.


  It was remarkably expansive, for a diner. She’d expected hot dogs and burgers, maybe eggs if they had a flat top. Instead, she found a multicultural array of dishes stretching from pork belly in a style found on the pacific islands, to Remulan-raised, grain fed beef, to a simple bowl of rich stew and fresh bread. She wanted everything, and her stomach gurgled in agreement. She hadn’t eaten meat, real meat, in years, and at this point she wasn’t interested in asking how they’d got hold of all the ingredients. 


  She ached to sink her teeth into something bloody. The tattoo of a howling, hungry wolf on her arm was there for a reason, she was a predator and a carnivore. She turned to tell Alder what she wanted, and he simply gestured for her to keep quiet as he caught the staff’s attention.


  The waitress arrived, a distractingly pretty Terran woman with beautiful red curls, wearing a bright white, open-necked blouse under her apron that was patterned to match the woven collar around her neck. “What can I get for you two today?”


  Cassandra opened her mouth, ready to drain Alder’s wallet by ordering every burger and steak on the menu. Instead of words, she found a vine between her lips as Alder casually ordered for her like he’d planned it that way.


  “I will have the fortified ginger root and mint nutrient tea. My pet will have the panzanella salad and the strawberry daiquiri, class-C. With a straw, please.


  The waitress wrote the orders down and walked away, but not before giving Cassandra a wink that made her blush. Finally, the vine was pulled away from her lips, and she immediately voiced her protests. “A salad!? We could have anything, and you give me a 
  
    salad?!”
  


  “You're vegan now,” he said with a shrug. “Your ancestors evolved to be herbivores before adapting back to omnivory, and the Terran digestive system never fully caught up. A trophy like you should not be sullied by an upset stomach.”


  Her silent, furious glaring at Alder was interrupted when the waitress returned, with a large bowl of slightly orange cloudy liquid, a salad, and a pink blended drink in a glass shaped like a flower with a curly straw. At least if it was called a ‘class-C’ it was probably the third strongest. She needed it. The waitress - her name-badge said Aoife - raised an eyebrow as she set down the cocktail, glancing up at Alder before giving Cassandra a knowing look. “Enjoy, sweethearts,” she chirruped, voice full of flirtatious undertones and directed at Cassandra in particular.


  It might not be meat, but the dish in front of her at least looked quite hearty, and she was hungry. Thick chunks of bread nestled between fresh green leaves and quarters of bright, juicy tomatoes. All of it was drizzled in something liquid, and her mouth watered thinking about the way it would taste. Cassandra reached for her fork and knife, but Alder grabbed both her wrists with a coiled tendril each and pulled them behind her back.


  “What the 
  
    fuck,
  
   Alder, I’m hungry!” Cassandra didn't like how whiny she was starting to sound.


  “I am aware. I will be feeding my prize in a way that befits her.”


  He picked up the fork, making it look miniscule in his palm, but his vines manipulated it dexterously despite the size difference. He speared a forkful of the salad and held it just out of reach of Cassandra’s mouth. She opened her mouth, waiting - if he was going to make her go through the indignity of being fed, the least he could do was be swift about it. Instead, he held it there, and his other hand crept up her shoulder and wrapped around her throat. He pressed his thumb into the soft flesh behind her jaw, making her lean back into him. She was almost fully restrained, her arms, neck, throat, jaw all constrained in their motion by his vines. 


  He fed the forkful of salad into her mouth with deliberate patience, pressing her mouth firmly shut with a finger under her jaw. The salad was fresh, a burst of brightness on her tongue even before she chewed, matched with a vinaigrette so sharp it almost hurt to let it sit. He waited just long enough to let her know who had control over how soon she got to chew before releasing her jaw. 
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  The salad was, for want of a poets' vocabulary, delicious. It was simple, but each flavour was complemented by another and nothing was too strong that it overrode any individual item. She savoured it, chewing slowly before finally swallowing. She was already excited about the next forkful. Instead, a third vine reached for the glass containing the daiquiri, and held the straw up to her mouth. It was humiliating, but at least the discomforts of existence had always been easier when she was drunk.


  Cassandra took a sip of the offered fruity cocktail. It tasted like juice and ice. “There's less alcohol in this than I wake up with every morning. This won’t even make me tipsy.”


  “Actually, it contains no alcohol whatsoever. I would not put poison in my treasure’s body. The equivalent xenodrug in this is far, far stronger.” He sounded almost gleeful, “Drink up.”


  Cassandra heavily doubted some prissy ‘class-C xenodrug’ or whatever could do anything to someone with a marine’s tolerance like hers, and took a long pull at the sweet beverage. It was, much like the salad, delicious. Not something she was used to for booze, as she’d never had fruity drinks, and really didn’t want to get called a fag by her peers for trying. Honestly, she’d always preferred the burn of neat shots after a few beers to dull her senses. She could get used to a little sweetness in her drinks, maybe. Sipping at it again, she let the sugary fluid pool on her tongue where the salad’s vinaigrette had overstimulated it and let out a sigh of contentment. 


  Alder hailed the waitress, waving her over with the vine he had been feeding her with. “I would like a drink myself, actually. Could you bring me a double shot of durataxin?” The waitress quickly obliged, heading to the bar with a cute little skip, and a blue jar was brought to the table for him to dip a rootlike creeper into.


  Cassandra was, she reflected as another forkful was presented to her, discomfortingly comfortable with this whole situation. She was no philosopher, she didn’t have any particularly deep thoughts on the matter, but this was not in any way how she expected her capture to go. Maybe she was just in shock. Maybe she’d wake up tomorrow, screaming and ready to crack. 


  She relaxed into him, just a little. Was she starting to feel dizzy? The daiquiri was going down easy, and so was the salad. Her stomach had stopped complaining and there was a warmth in her belly that was nothing to do with the food. His vines weren’t just restrictive: they were strong, stabilising and supporting her as she chewed and swallowed. It was filling her with thoughts too complicated to process while she ate and drank and listened to him murmur into her ear. 


  His praise and lustful whispers blended together into an indistinct stream of words. At least, until he said something that caught her full attention. “..and when you are properly 
  
    implanted,
  
   I won’t even need to give you a drink to give you this pleasant, buzzy feeling. I am not inclined towards sober pets.”


  She swallowed the next bite of salad, a foreboding chill running down her spine. “Implanted? What does that mean?”


  The root inside his half- empted beverage stirred, swirling the fluid around. “I saw you curiously staring at the scars on our way here, Cassandra. The haustorium is the pinnacle of Affini biotech, and you will be receiving yours quite soon.”


  “What is it, some kind of… tracker? A security device?” She let her imagination run away with her and, anxiously chewing her lip, she asked; “Is it the plant version of a bomb collar?”


  He laughed the same all-encompassing laugh that she was starting to associate with getting things utterly wrong. The shot he had been absorbing entirely drained, and he withdrew his root from the drink.


  “In a fashion, one could argue that. It is an advanced piece of biotech grown from a little piece of my heart. It is inserted, still young, at the base of the neck, just here.” The tip of a vine tapped the skin at the top of her spine, and she froze in place, “And then it grows, all the way down your spine, along your major nerve pathways and all throughout your body.” 


  The vine ran down her back, terribly hard to ignore. She shivered despite how warm he was getting. 


  “It will make you sweet and docile, but simultaneously, far more durable and quickly-recovering than any marine training ever could have given you. You will be resilient and long-lasting, even while you soften to putty in my grasp. Very convenient, considering my intentions for you.” 


  Cassandra felt something in the wound vines that were her seat shifting. “Intentions? What intentions?” It was getting hard for her to focus on anything but his smell…


  “Don’t worry about it, little trophy. I won’t be doing anything your body has not been prepared for,”


  She really was dizzy now. Her hands were wrapped in his vines, immobile but still clutching at him for support. Her head nodded as she breathed deeply, thoughts addled by his scent blanketing her mind like soft cotton and fond memories. Something was pushing against her back, hard and thick. Was it his cock? It felt as thick as her arm, heavy and pressed against her. She could smell musk and vetiver, the base notes of his personal scent, much stronger here in his lap. Is that what he smelled of when he was aroused? He was aroused. He was hard against her back. Was he going to rape her? Throw her over the table, and split her open? She squirmed in his lap, trying to get away from the weight of it, the heat of it, but only succeeded in rubbing her hips against it.  


  “Pet, do you know what you’re doing?” He asked, a low murmur in her ear sending a vibration through her whole body. She mewled a wordless response, and he took that as a sign to pull her into his arms and stand from the table. Cassandra was whimpering softly in his vines, essentially unaware of anything happening around her. The pretty waitress whose name Cassandra couldn't remember waved as they left, but she was too far gone to return it.
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  Cassandra spilled across the floor of Alder’s home, giggling and unsteady. His arms had unfurled to let her down just as soon as the door had clicked close. She sat up, head spinning, and tried to get a clear picture of him and his handsome twin. The worst of the intoxication had passed, but she felt wobbly, unsteady, and perhaps a little uncertain of where exactly she was. Fragments of half remembered monologue he had delivered while carrying her home reverberated around her head like a clap in an empty room. Apparently the Affini had no capitalism or money? Crazy. She wasn't sure how Alder could afford his hab, but whatever.


  Cassandra waved at the Affini, bracelets jingling, then got distracted because the wolf tattooed on her arm looked like he was dancing. Alder was smiling down at her, and there was something particularly leery about the shine of his eyes. She giggled out a joyful little laugh, and he returned it from deep in his belly. 


  Moments passed, the laughter petered out, and he stared at her with a predator’s gaze once more. Cassandra sat on her dress where it had caught, bunched around her knees, and Alder offered the barest hint of a thigh an intentionally drawn out, utterly unmissable glance.


  He moved fast when he moved, a sudden dart that was completely at odds with his size, and his hands were on her, lifting her, pressing her to his chest. She let out a yip of surprise a full half second after, her response delayed by intoxication.


  “I need you,” he growled from deep inside himself, and though she was captured by a fit of giggles by his sudden change in behaviour, she managed to gasp out a few words. The motion had suddenly made her much more aware of a pressure in her lower abdomen.


  “Well, I need to piss!” She shrieked, the room around her spinning despite the cessation of his rapid motion. The beams of sunlight had gone in the dim evening glow, but the columns remained, and they left strange impressions on her drug-affected sight. 


  “Fair enough, my pet, this way then,” Alder replied. He put her down on the floor delicately, and helped hold her up as they walked to the bathroom. Along the room and through the enormous door that made her feel so small, finally leading her to stand before the pillar of marble that the toilet inexplicably sat atop.


  Cassandra could maybe, with great effort, climb up to reach it if sober. Drunk off her ass, there was no chance. The pressure in her abdomen built as she looked around for some way up, or some other option besides a puddle on the floor like a stupid dog.


  “Can I… Is there a-” She blushed, tips of her ears burning, “I need to get up.” 


  “I know.” He said, not moving to assist her in any way.


  “Well, are you gonna help me?” She asked, barely noticing the way she whined like a child at him. She was drunk, she wasn’t in full control anyway, and even so he’d been the one who got her drunk. If she was being a brat, it was because of him.


  His face split into a grin. “Am I? I think that’s up to you.” 


  “I need to piss! I can’t-” she paused, took a deep breath laced with the smell of him and decided to try a different track, “Please, will you help me up?” 


  “Better.” he scooped her up from behind, vines tugging her dress up around her hips. He placed her on the toilet and stayed, eyes staring into hers, fixing her in place. She blushed, glancing away, but his hand caught her under the chin and brought her back to face him.


  “I… I can’t…”


  “Can’t what, my treasure?” 


  Her face was itching from the intensity of her blush. “Can you stop 
  
    watching?”
  


  “No,” he laughed out, fixing her with his deep blue eyes, “Now go, or I’ll take you with a full bladder.”


  Cassandra tried, but still felt tight. “I can't…”


  “Then let Daddy help.”


  There was a pinch on her hip, where one of his thorns had plucked into her skin to inject her. Cassandra felt herself relax, letting out a hard-held breath in an aching sigh as the muscles in her groin finally unwound themselves and let her experience release.


  “What do we say, pet?”


  “Thank you, Daddy,” she whined, as the drug turned the sensation of pressure finally vanishing into a feeling more satisfying than any orgasm she had ever managed to jerk out of herself. She let out a lengthy moan, and Alder washed her before he carried her back to the bedroom.



  They rolled onto the bed, and Cassandra found herself pinned by the wrists and ankles yet again. Every breath of his scent seemed to sink her even further into his arms, every muscle relaxing until she was a barely squirming mess. When - and where - had she lost her dress?


  He loomed above her, his arms framing her, making her feel tiny underneath him. Thick vines pushed her legs apart, letting him settle what must have been his hips against hers. She felt a weight pressing against her belly, a heavy, heady weight that snapped her back to the restaurant, the musk-laden scent and the hot weight against her back. 


  
    
      [image: ]
    
  


  She looked down, eyes adjusting to the shadows between them to the place where their bodies met. She made a mistake doing so; her whimper at the sight would have made her blush if she’d been aware she’d done it. 


  It was so big.


  “I chose to emulate the Terran sexual drive when I designed this form, and you have been driving me to my whits end since you woke. You are rebellious and fierce, a marvellous trophy that I cannot wait to break.” He ground his hips against her, the head of him leaking thin droplets on her soft belly. “I wanted to wait until your implant, but I was a fool to imagine I could resist claiming you. Maybe if I hadn’t had a drink, but then you wouldn’t be whimpering under me like this. I am only, as they say, a man.”


  Vines wrapped around her hips and her thighs, lashing her to him. Smaller, more delicate fronds squeezed her balls gently, brushed the head of her cock, encircled the base and squeezed in a way that made her whine like a puppy. He growled out another laugh, right up against her ear, and it reverberated through her chest. 


  “Look down, little prize.”


  Cassandra’s dick was pressed against the underside of Alder’s graft, overshadowed and literally diminished by the sheer size of him. Her breath caught in her throat as she imagined wrapping her hand around it. She might need both hands at the base. It made her look tiny, so small in comparison that it ached in her chest.


  “I know it’s smaller, you don't have to rub it in.” She groaned, squirming against his hold. 


  “Did you know many Terran cultures considered a diminutive prick a sign of beauty, youth and refinement?” He responded, and it soothed a little barbed ball of pain in her chest.


  “No-no…” She didn’t believe it, but she didn’t have the brain left to process with the heat of him overwhelming her.


  “You are the perfect trophy. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you’d been made to belong to me, to be owned by me.”


  He thrust his hips forward, grinding the length of himself along the underside of her head where it was almost painfully sensitive, letting the ridges bump little shockwaves into her. When he pulled back, it was almost worse, the same ridges grinding against her, pushing her closer to an edge she barely knew was there. He paused, letting her breathe and adjust to the sensations that were exploding like fireworks behind her eyes. 


  “Put your hand on me,” He commanded. Vines unwrapped from her wrist and she reached down between them, fingers trailing across the wood that made up his rigid abdomen. Every sensation was peaking in her brain, each touch a tiny lightning bolt that ran down her spine and into her crotch. She was wet, dripping, her own pre-cum mixing with his leaking nectar on her belly. “Oh, how beautifully I could fill you…”


  Touching him, she marvelled at how inhumanly hot he was, the thick, textured plant graft remarkably flesh-like under her small hands. She ran her hand up to the head, smearing the seeping, honey-thick liquid across the tip. A vine caught her hand, pulling her hand back up to her mouth.


  “Taste me.” It wasn’t a question.


  She opened her mouth, sucking the traces of him from her thumb and fingertips, tongue alive with sensation, eyes rolling back as she let out a long, lingering moan. He tasted like summer-time, wild flowers, sugar sweet and still with that vanilla and musk underneath it. Her other hand, unbound, grasped and groped at him, her enthusiastic attempts to grip him making him buck against her restrained cock. She whimpered as he groaned in her ear.


  “Please…,” she whispered out, hissing the word as he ground forwards again, letting her feel his entire length.


  “Please, what, my sweet prize.”


  “Need it,” her voice dropped low, harsh with desperate hunger, “Need it inside,”


  Her hands pulled on him, thumbs tracing the ridges just beneath his head, where a knot of nerve endings would be on a human. 


  “You can’t, little one, it would hurt you.”


  Her eyes fixed on his, suddenly clear, seemingly coherent. It only lasted for a moment, though, as she took a deep breath in and whimpered like a sad puppy.


  “Need it inside, please daddy.” she managed to gasp out, and his growl was animalistic, long and low and rippling through her. He lit her senses on fire, hands clutching at the bed on either side of her head. It was a long, still moment before he seemed to shudder out an immobilising tension.


  “It can’t go inside yet, my trophy, but I have an idea.”


  He reared up, and the vines lifted her with him, rolling her onto her belly. Another looped under her hips, lifting them up but leaving her face pressed into the silk soft bed beneath them. She moaned as the graft rolled down the spread of her legs, rubbing her underside and her balls and-


  He pushed her legs together, and she felt his lubricated cock thrust between the toned muscles of her thighs. Rubbing in and out, wet vines rubbing against her nethers, leaving her dripping. Every back and forth motion pressed against every sensitive part of her, his hands dragging her hips back and forth along his graft.


  It felt less like he was fucking her thighs, and for all the cosmos like he was using her as a toy to get off. He barely moved his hips, thrusting her along his cock. She felt every ridge, and she felt utterly powerless in his strong, confident hands. 


  She was surrounded by him, by his hands and his scent, and his hot pre-cum splattered across her belly. She was swamped in him, encircled by him, her entire sense of being was under siege by him. His movements were hers, his groans were hers, the pulsing of his cock was hers.


  “You’re going to be so perfect,” The Affini grunted as he thrust himself down between Cassandra’s thighs. “So soft and delicate and joyful and mine.”


  He bent over her, pressing his chest to her back, hanging his head beside hers, somehow closing even tighter around her as his hips bucked and her desperate moans heightened.


  His lips found the side of her head, her cheek, the corner of her jaw where his thumb had pressed barely a handful of hours before. His kisses were light, the barest touches of his lips against her skin. Every peppered touch of his mouth left her skin tingling, buzzing, aching desperately for more. She yipped and squealed, like the dog that had taken so much of her father’s attention.


  Finally, Alder reached his destination. He pressed his lips to hers, surrounding her aching mouth with his own need.


  His mouth tasted like home to Cassandra, like if the drugged scent that surrounded his body was made liquid on her tongue. It was liquor, fiery and hot, and his tongue pressed against her lips till they opened to admit him. He claimed the inside of her mouth hungrily, desperately, touching the back of her throat until it clenched around the sweet, heady invader.


  Her first kiss, claimed by her Daddy. 


  Alder showed how thin the façade of his human form was by speaking directly into Cassandra’s ear without breaking his mouth from the kiss. “You’re getting implanted tonight, Cassandra. The haustorium is already grown, I planned to take a trophy before I even stepped onto that ship. I will not wait another day. I will plant my seed in you, so that you may bloom into the perfect form. Everything you were meant to be.” Every word was grunted, voice gravelling, deep, resonating in her ear and in her chest and in her cock.


  He pushed her head into the bed, reared up behind her and gave one final growling, animal thrust. His graft pulsed, twitched, and shot thick, sticky strands of sap across the underside of her belly. It pooled on the mattress beneath them, his spend glittering in the half-light of the bedroom as she panted.


  “My treasure,” Alder groaned, pulling her up, onto her knees, until her back was against his chest. His hand curled around Cassandra’s waist, holding her diminutive frame against him as she caught her breath, “Tired, my prize?”


  “Mhmm…” She nodded, feeling the ache of exhaustion in her bones.


  “One last task, then you can sleep,” Alder offered, and he laughed when she whined, “I promise, little one.”


  He gestured to the glittering patch of honeyed sap he’d fucked out between her legs.


  “With your tongue. Good girl.” He soothed, watching her without moving as she bent forwards, leaning down to dip her tongue into the warm liquid. He pressed his hand into the small of her back, forcing her down a little further, her face a little more firmly in the pool of his nectar. Like a pet. Like a dog.


  “My sweet, perfect treasure,” he murmured as she lapped, “Made for me, weren’t you. Perfect trophy.”


  When she finished, she crawled up the bed on her knees and turned to face him. She was half-dazed, spent, soft between her legs and still leaking her denied desire into the mattress. Her face was glittering with sap and drool and cum and a subconscious smile that fluttered across her lips every few seconds.


  Alder launched himself, half unravelled, and dragged her down to the mattress. Amongst her whimpers of joy and shock, he murmured praises in her ear until she fell deeply asleep in his arms.
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  Cassandra Fraxinus, 8th floret, slowly woke. The sun was warm on her bare skin, the only sensation she could detect as she began the long ascent from a deep, dreamless sleep. Her skin reacted to the slow movement of the light rays plunging into the bedroom, cooling and warming in turn. As consciousness slowly returned to her, she found more and more sensations coming from long unfired nerve endings all over her body. 


  The blankets, their weight across her hips. The gentle movement of air around and across her half-bare body. The rise and fall of her breasts with every breath. The hand that splayed across her belly, broad and all-encompassing.


  She could smell him, suffused in his scent, his personal perfume, his musk. He smelled like home, and right here, with his chest against her back, his thigh tucked against the back of hers, and his hand on her, this truly was home. 


  She wondered, for the barest of moments, how long she would smell of him. She hoped it would be forever, that the red wine and bergamot had sunk deep enough into her flesh that home would never be out of arm's reach again.


  Alder moved against her spine, shifting his weight just a little, and the bed shifted under him. She found herself pulled tighter against him, ensconcing her amongst the vines of her chest like she’d always had a place there. Like she’d always lived in the space between his arms. What more could she want from her Daddy?


  Blinking her eyes open, Cassandra squinted against the brightness of the sun and wriggled against her owner. She was exactly where she was supposed to be, wrapped in his arms, safely bundled up in their room, in their bed. She pondered if she could roll over in his grasp and press her face deep into his vines, into the smell of him, into his warmth and his strength and his care. She pondered it for several minutes, questioning and assessing various factors; how likely it would be to wake him, how tempted she would be to grind against his muscle, if the extra warmth would be cosy or stifling.


  In the end, she decided that there was no harm in trying and made her first of a hundred tiny, clumsy movements in order to roll over in his arms. At some point during the process, Alder awoke. She glanced up at him to check he was still asleep somewhere between the fortieth and the forty-seventh wriggle, with his hand cupping one of her breasts and her own free hand gripping one of his vines for leverage. 


  “Cassandra,” he murmured, and she couldn’t help but smile at the way her name sounded on his lips, “You’re awake.”


  “G’morning, Daddy. Sorry I woke you up.” She blinked up at him, offering an affectionate smile. When no reprimand was forthcoming, she took the opportunity to stretch. 


  “I require far less rest than you, my prize. But perhaps I can think of a way for you to make it up to me anyway.” As she reached full extension, hands pointed at one wall and feet pointed at the other, he took the opportunity to tweak one of her nipples between finger and thumb.


  “S-sensitive!” she gasped, arching into his hand. His chuckle went right to her core, then seeped slowly downwards into her crotch like treacle.
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  Strong vines wrapped around her thighs, pressing into the fat and digging into the flesh. He pulled her legs apart, spreading her open for him in the balmy morning glow. Her hips flexed, pressing her sex up towards him, begging with her body. 


  “I can smell you from here, little prize. Such a sweet treasure, you were just waiting for the right attention to make you blossom.”


  His hand moved down her body agonisingly slowly, creeping with hungry intention and the patience of a practised virtuoso. He crested the pad of fat that pillowed her soft tummy, brushed across her mons with the briefest of pressure to make her squirm. Finally, he placed long, thick fingers across her slit, cupping it possessively.


  “This,” He spread her lips apart with agonising delicacy, “This is just for me. My gift to me.” The tip of one digit brushed against the sensitive flesh, ghosted across the sensitive bundle of nerves that made up her clit. “No one else gets to touch this. This cunt is only for Daddy.”


  He pressed his finger against her new, untouched hole, dipping in just enough that she felt the stretch. It was a tingling burn, an agonising pleasure that burned how much he’d changed her to be better for him into her very soul.


  “Please-” She gasped, trying to press down against his finger, to take more, to feel the stretch of him inside her. She needed to feel the one she was bonded to so deeply inside her. He resisted effortlessly, vines holding her thighs in place and denying her what she was chasing.


  “‘Please’, treasure? No. It’s time for breakfast. You have spent the last week sleeping off an entire suite of changes. An implant, primary and secondary sex characteristics, even the rate at which your hair has been growing will affect your metabolism.” 


  “I don’t remember anything like that.” She tried to remember a time without a part of him inside her, a time when she wasn’t desperately, eagerly in love with him.


  “Do you need to?” He asked, vines tracing along the sensitive skin inside her thighs.


  She thought about it, or at least tried to as best as she could through the blissful haze of his overpowering scent, the tingling inside her spine, and the constant bombardment of sensation between her legs. It was so hard to remember. Something about the army, and a dog she had resented? 


  The buzzing in her spine rose, transforming into cooling waves to help her relax. It was probably just because her brain was still foggy from waking up. She knew that he wouldn’t do anything without telling her, or at least without it being the best thing for her. 


  “I guess not…” She squirmed against his hold, trying to flex into greater sensations. She could feel a wetness pooling around his fingers, her nectar soaking into his vines. She didn't need to remember, not when she had Alder to remind her of where she belonged.


  He pressed down one last time, then removed his hand entirely. “Good girl. Now, you’re hungry. We’re getting up.”


  Her stomach grumbled, and she realised that he was right. However wet she was - 
  
    soaked
  
   - and however much she needed him - 
  
    more than she needed oxygen
  
   - he knew what she needed better than she did. Her belly was empty, and she needed it filled.


  He lifted her off the bed with as much ease as he ever had, hoisting her into his arms like she weighed nothing. He pressed his forehead against hers for a moment, rumbling his approval when she giggled, his thorny eyebrows and beard tickling her skin. 


  Walking back into the main room, the sun beams danced across them. His thick, powerful vines, her soft, smooth skin. She marvelled up at him from her position in his arms, watching the confidence in his eyes, assessing the shape of his jaw, falling a little more in love with him with every passing moment. 


  He placed her gently in the pet bed on the kitchen work surface. She sat down heavily, letting the squish of her butt cushion her landing, and set about re-arranging the pillows and stuffed animals and blankets into something better suiting her current disposition. She wanted to be comfy in her nest, able to sit pretty without a single concern troubling her while she watched her Daddy make food for her.


  He was quick with his hands, deft and agile as he put a skillet on an open flame and drizzled a little oil in it. As it heated up, a little smoke rising into the air, he mixed soymilk, starch, vanilla, and spices into a thick mixture. A plate of sliced bread appeared from somewhere, and he dipped it into the batter, first one side and then the other, letting it soak into the crumb.


  When the first slice hit the skillet, it sizzled loud enough to make Cassandra sit up and pay attention. She yipped for his attention, and was rewarded with a broad smile and a hand ruffling her hair. She tumbled backwards with a warm feeling in her chest and an urge to nuzzle into the softest parts of the nest where his scent was strongest.


  She smothered herself in blankets and pillows, revelling in the way he filled her head even from the other side of the kitchen area. His musk permeated every layer of her mind, his control resonating inside her spine. It was like feeling every thought that wasn't submitting to her Daddy be neatly trimmed so the only thoughts she had were the good, happy ones. Like thinking about his hands wrapping around her throat, his voice commanding her to obey, the taste of his-


  Those same strong hands reached into her nest and grabbed her by the arms and legs, pulling her bodily from the various comforts that she’d swaddled herself in. She shrieked, clutching at him, then giggling as he wrapped her up against his chest.


  “It’s time to eat, little prize.”


  Her dilated pupils stared into the crystaline swirls of his eyes, and she gave him a dopey smile. “Okay, Daddy.”


  He sat down at the table and placed her, entirely nude but for her collar, in his lap. She flexed her shoulders and let him pull them backwards, tying them out of the way in a mesh of vines that held her still. He took a few moments to cut up the french toast, slicing it into bite sized pieces with a knife and fork, before putting them down and wrapping his right hand around her jaw and throat. She was immobilised, mouth hanging open and eyes glazing over as he took control of her body.


  He picked up a piece of the toast, the bite made miniscule by the scale of his hand. Slipping it into her mouth, he let it linger on her tongue. Sweet, sticky sauce coated the crunchy fried bread, and the dusting of powdered sugar gave it another burst of complimentary sweetness. He let her wait, let it cool, let the syrup pool under her tongue and coat her mouth. She whimpered at the tingle that was beginning to spread along her jaw and up to her ears.


  Finally, he released her jaw and let her chew, moaning around the mouthful. When she stopped chewing, satisfied with the flavour, she waited for his signal to swallow. It dropped into her belly, and the same tingling started to spread through her stomach and up into her chest. She tasted something electric in the sap, something that resonated in her nerves, like she was being tuned to the flavor so deeply that it touched every bundle of nerves in her body.


  He immediately had another mouthful for her, then another. He fed her quickly, but not so fast it was uncomfortable. Soon the plate was empty, and he was holding his fingers to her lips.


  “Suck, sweet treasure.” 


  She latched onto his first finger, sucking the last traces of her breakfast from his digit. Her tongue ran across the rough pad on the underside, collecting the thick sweetness. She pulled it deep into her mouth, touching the back of her throat until her eyes watered, and her thoughts went fuzzy. She moved onto the second finger, then his thumb, removing any and all residue from his hand. He was stiffening under her, his cock pressed against her bare skin. The smell of him, of his musk, was intoxicating.


  Looking up at him, she let him run his thumb around the inside of her mouth, bulging her cheeks and toying with her tongue. It was so sensitive it made her mouth feel electric, like her nerves were waiting for the chance to send warm signals to her brain, her skin, her cunt. He gazed down at her, upside down from where she was in his lap, his ultramarine eyes glistening and glowing. 


  “Hi Daddy,” She murmured, mouth going slack around his thumb as his look transfixed her. He pulled it out, strands of drool stretching across the space between them before they snapped and spattered back onto her chin.


  “Hello, little one. Did you enjoy breakfast?”


  “Mhm, it tasted yummy. What sort of syrup was that?” She asked, shifting her hips and blushing at the hardness of his graft under her plump ass. It hadn’t tasted like honey, and the thickness wasn’t right for maple or sugar syrup. It was so familiar though, the sweetness, the heat of it. 


  “I used my sap, treasure.”


  She went red in the face as she realised she had been eating what was effectively her Daddy’s cum. It had tasted so good though, and her belly was full of his warmth. She squirmed in his grasp, pressing herself back against him as the full extent of what he’d done sank in. 


  Alder laughed, a hungry, gravelly laugh, and ran his vines across her skin. Now that Cassandra had been fed, a different sort of hunger was creeping into his core.


  He picked her up, and pressed his spoils of conquest onto the table in front of him, placed her on her knees and bent her forwards till her forehead touched wood. His hands were on her ass cheeks, his thumbs dipped into the wetness between her legs, spreading her open for him, forcing her to display for him.


  “By the Everbloom, you reek of need.” He growled. She whimpered as he pulled her further open, bringing his face close enough she could feel his beard tickle the sensitive skin on the backs of her thighs.


  “I smell?” She asked, a bolt of anxiety curling in her stomach and tried to lift her face off of the cool smooth surface of the table. His vines held her in place, with her ass in the air.


  “No, sweetheart, not like that. Your body has adjusted to my needs and the implant's presence;” Alder ran a single vine up the length of her spine, gently pushing her back into a low arch, “Your species has powerful bonding instincts, and you have started to pheremonally signal your need to mate with me.”


  She leaned closer to her armpit, trying to surreptitiously sniff her underarm. All she achieved was a lungful of his aroma, cinnamon and vetiver, and a dizzyingly light head. Sparks flew behind her half-lidded eyes. “I can’t smell it…” 


  He extended antennae, usually tucked into the orange leaves that made up his hair. Fronds furled and unfurled, as if tasting the air.


  “Don’t worry treasure, Daddy can.”


  His tongue licked a long stripe up her, teasing at her clit as he pressed between her lips. Her nerves were instantly lit aflame, a squealing, whining noise forced from her lungs as every muscle clenched down around him. He wrapped the vine around her clit, and something pulsed in a way that made her drool mindlessly onto the table. His thumb pressed into her, stretching her cunt - no, 
  
    his 
  
  cunt - open around it. She ached for him, clenching down on the girth of his digit as shocks ran up her body.


  “Enough,” He snapped, growling deep in his chest. He pulled back, sliding out, leaving her empty. She whimpered in response, pushing back against nothing, chasing the sensation. “I’ve been patient enough. I want my prize.”


  His hands wrapped around her, lifting her off the table and pulling her against him. It took only a handful of long, quick strides to bring them to their bedroom. 
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  Cassandra bounced when she hit the mattress, giggling so hard she was red in the face. She shrieked as Alder leapt on her, partially unfurling to catch himself, but still making the bed shake and creak with his sheer mass as he pinned her in place. 


  He abandoned all pretence of human form and discarded its limitations as his cock and balls extended on a vine to level with her face, disjointed entirely from their logical place at his hips.
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  She opened her mouth expectantly, not that it fitting between those lips was particularly likely. He had other plans, however, and flopped the weight of it onto her face. It was heavy, hot, and it smelled so strongly of him it made her eyes water. Slowly, achingly slowly, he began rubbing the length of his graft against her forehead.


  She went cross-eyed as she tried to focus on the length of his cock sliding up between her eyebrows. It left a trail on her skin, a residue of warm, musky fluid.


  Then his balls pushed over the tip of her nose, and she inhaled his scent deep. It flooded her senses, seeming to creep into the edges of her vision and ring like a bell in her ears. The smell of him, all citrus and ecclesiastical incense, made her rock back on her heels, it was so overpowering. Her eyes flitted side to side as the intensity of olfactory sensation overwhelmed her.


  “Beg for it, little prize.” He began dragging his length back down her forehead, agonisingly teasing what could be filling her instead.


  “I need it, Daddy. Please.”


  “Good girl. Again.” He ran the length up again, all the way up until his balls pressed against her nose again.


  “Please fuck me, Daddy!”


  The cock whipped away, sliding back into something close enough to the anatomically correct position.


  Her eyes refocused on his face for a moment, as his hand curled around her waist. There was a terrible glint in his electric blue eyes as he flipped her over with a single hand, putting her back on her knees in a doggystyle position. He captured her, closed in around her, his strong muscle against the small of her back pressing her forwards as each ridge of his cock sawed between her plump ass cheeks.


  She gasped, whimpered, whined as his heat pressed against her, and she felt the first drips of his arousal spatter across her back. He drew back, his graft pushed down between her legs and ran the whole length of it between her lips. She was slick, soaked, and she keened like a bitch in heat as the bumps that lined the top of him rubbed against her clit. He groaned out a pleased sound as he slid back and forth, lubricating his entire length. For the briefest moment, Cassandra was scared of what it would do if he tried to fit the entire thing in her. Then he pressed the tip against her hole, and she forgot everything she’d ever worried about.


  The first pressure burned, stretching out her untouched cunt. She whined as he pushed in, opening her on his cock, splitting her apart. She saw stars and, as he took a moment to let her adjust to his girth, she let out a piteous, whimpering, begging sound. She tried to move her hips; away, closer, deeper? She didn’t know what she wanted or needed, and it didn’t matter - he wasn’t letting her move, wasn’t letting her take any control over the first time he fucked her. The first time she had sex ever. Her first time.


  He sank into her agonisingly slowly, and it ached with each inch he added. She felt every ridge, every bump as he fed his cock deeper, deeper, 
  
    deeper
  
   into her. She’d have moaned or screamed or gasped his name, but she felt so full it was hard to take a breath. It felt like he was pressing into her diaphragm, like he’d taken so much control from her, she didn’t even get to choose when she filled her lungs. He pushed a little further, a little more, cooing comforting sounds from above as he manipulated her hips to drag her further back onto him. Her knees lifted off the bed and, suspended from his hands, face pressed into a puddle of her own drool, he began to fuck her.


  It was a slow, languid fuck, sliding himself deep before pulling back, taking his time accommodating himself to the squeeze of her cunt around his graft. She whimpered beneath him, muscles limp, just a hole wrapped around him. Vines teased at her nipples, squeezed her tits, pulled on her hair, and all she managed were breathy, half-formed pleas for more. 


  She moaned when he bottomed out and sobbed every time a ridge caught on the way out again. It was overstimulation in the extreme, his cock perfectly textured to drive her to ruin and have her whining out little demands for more. She wanted more, wanted it all, wanted him to press against that place deep in her that made her want to scream. 


  “P-please” She managed, the first clear word out of her mouth in several minutes. Then she somehow found the strength to follow it up with two more, “Need it.”


  “You need it?” He asked from somewhere above, behind, around her. He was everywhere. “Is this not enough, my delightful little trophy?”


  He pressed deep, his hips against hers, his cock buried almost entirely inside her, deep enough she could feel him press against the inside of her belly. She looked down and for a moment thought she could see her soft tummy bulge out just a bit, subtly distended by the size of him inside her. She keened out a whine, clenching down around him, feeling the weight of him, the heat of him.


  “No? Then you’ll have more.”


  She was lifted and flipped back over without him even pulling out, the inhuman artifice of his form put on display as his cock simply swivelled on his torso along with her. He leaned down over her, one hand catching her jaw to hold her attention, the other lifting her thighs against his chest. He bore down on her, bending her into a mating press between conquered and conquerer.


  Her legs didn’t even reach behind him, couldn’t lock around his hips. Instead, he flattened them beside her bouncing tits, knees almost touching the bed. Every thrust made her softened body jiggle, breasts keeping rhythm with his movement. His lips somehow found hers, plunging into her mouth with a tongue that split and writhed, exploring her mouth, her tongue, her throat as it coated her in more nectar that made her senses sparkle and pop. She dragged her hands up his sides, feeling the cords of muscle and vine that made up his chest, breathing in the fog of his musk that surrounded her. Every thrust split her further open, tearing her mind apart, breaking her on him. 


  He broke the kiss to take her in, to rake her body with his eyes. He appraised her, all of her, every roll of chubby skin, every wave of black hair. She was under him, pierced by him, enthralled by him. She looked up at him, eyes half-lidded, hardly present at all.


  “You are beautiful, Cassandra. I love you, my perfect treasure.”


  She burned, blushing to the tips of her ears, hands coming up to hide her face before vines intercepted and pulled them away. Tears prickled at the corners and eventually the feelings burst out of her. She sobbed tears of joy, barely managing to choke out a response.


  “I love you, Daddy!” 


  And it was true, but even that word was not enough. Her feelings were closer to worship than any kind of love she had ever been described. Daddy, the name for God in the lips and heart of a little trophy.


  She could feel his pumping thrusts get rougher, and every ragged drive took him deeper, filling her more fully. He was close. He needed to be close. She needed him to cum inside her more than she needed life.


  “Daddy, please, claim me! Please, Alder!” she screamed his name like a prayer, and he finally climaxed.


  She felt him throb, thicken, and release. It was not merely from the tip, but a deep, soaking deluge that filled her inside and gushed between her legs in a viscous spray. He took her in a kiss again, violating her throat deep with his tongue as every vine in his body shook and writhed with pleasure. She was full of him, choked at both ends, stuffed with the taste and the smell and the heat of him. 


  He pulled out slowly, so slowly that every ridge pulled another tide of sap out of her cunt to pool on the sheets beneath her. Finally, he was completely out, and she felt so heart-wrenchingly empty that she almost begged for him back inside, to stretch her out again, to make her feel so complete again. She knew now what it was like to be full of her Daddy, and she never again wanted to be without.


  Alder broke their kiss, pulling his tongue from her mouth with a wet sound. His eyes were aflame, his mouth wide open in an entirely affected pant. He wanted her to see him spent, exhausted on her, and still devoted. Still, soon he was shifting down the bed, hands still keeping her thighs tucked against her belly. She craned her neck to look at him, hardly able to see through drug-hazed eyes or past the glistening sap covering her thighs and belly.


  “W-what are you doing, Daddy?” She asked, confused.


  He gave her a wicked grin as his lips stopped above her slit. A breath, hot and filled with aerosolized xenodrugs, landed on her puffy, over-stimulated cunt, and made her eyes roll back into her head. 


  “You didn't think I was 
  
    done,
  
   did you?”


  He pressed his tongue to her clit and her vision went white. She came down from that heady high, whining and clutching at the bedsheets, muscles clenching around nothing but the path carved by his cock. He pressed his thumb into her cunt, and she whimpered out a thankful prayer, grateful to have something her aching walls could bear down on. 


  He pressed on like that, tongue pushing her to the edge of overstimulation, digits exploring her sore and starving hole. Alder formed additional hands, holding her legs up, squeezing her tits, scratching down her hips, pushing into her mouth, closing in around her throat. He was everywhere. He was everything. In the chaos of it all, a single small vine curled around the shell of her ear so he could whisper directly into her soul.


  “What are you, Cassandra?”


  “I’m yours, Daddy.” She found the right word welling up out of the hazy edges of her mind, the thing she truly was with his tongue against her cunt and his sap leaking out of her, “Your floret. I’m your floret.”


  Alder bore down on her, pressing deeper into her, pushing his honey in so it soaked every new part of her. He was driving her on, chasing unimaginable heights, sparking supernovae in her mind's eye. She could feel it building in her belly and her chest, thighs quivering, hands pinned beneath his vines and still clutching for something.


  “
  
    Good girl
  
  . What else?”


  She dredged the empty recesses of what had once been her thoughts, when she didn’t have her Daddy invading, touching, squeezing, pressing. 


  “Your prize. Your treasure!” Her voice peaked as he found some new nerve endings to torment, lashing at them with barbed vines, grasping at her, devouring her. His thorns bit into her skin, pinpricks of molten heat that spread along her veins and through her body. She wanted to scream, to howl her passion and join the melody of his grunting rhythm. She couldn’t find the words until he asked.


  “Good girl. My good girl. One more to cum for Daddy.”


  She was so close. She was beyond close. Every part of her body sang for him, she was there, she was-


  “I'm your trophyIIIIIEEEEEE-” Her speech became a shriek, words tumbling into illegible keening as she climaxed. She came apart in his vines, thoughts torn to shreds, muscles spasming out of her control, toes curled as the heady waves of orgasm crushed the last vestiges of comprehension out of her. 


  She floated in the void, empty and blank, awash in pleasure. Her place in the universe was branded into her mind. The afterglow saturated her every nerve ending, twinged in her spine, flooded her brain with oxytocin and dopamine. The association with submission to her owner set, until she would drool at the thought like a well-trained dog hearing a dinner bell.


  She came back up slowly, exhausted, her breathing shallow. Every part of her ached with use and stimulation. Her arms and legs shook with the tremors and aftershocks of her very first orgasm at the hands of another. It took her several seconds to realise that, despite that, he was still lapping at her.


  His thick, muscular tongue spread her lips, flicked at her clit, ensured that she was thoroughly coated in his nectar. She felt something change, an alteration in the texture of his sap where it was thick across her swollen lips and over-sensitive clit. The sensations slowly receded, even as he kept pressing his tongue against her. 


  He pulled back, purring deep in his chest. He took one of her hands in his vines and moved it so that she could feel between her legs. The sap, 
  
    his
  
   sap, had changed in texture, thickening into a semi-solid amber that clung to her fingers and dulled the feeling of her own touch as she traced the outline of her pussy.


  “It will soften at my will, but remain impenetrable otherwise. This cunt belongs to me and no one else gets to touch her without permission. That includes you, little treasure. Your pleasure belongs to me. I decide when you, or anyone else, get to experience it.”


  She nodded wordlessly as he explained. That all made complete sense to her fucked-out mind; she was his prize, why shouldn’t he choose how to use her. 


  There was one problem that occurred to her, and she failed to stifle a giggle as she looked up at his handsome face.


  “How am I supposed to pee?”


  “I guess you’ll just have to ask me for help again.”
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  “See you next week, Cassandra!” her therapist called out to her as she scampered through the lobby of the Affini’s clinic. 
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Xe had guided her with a leafy hand on her shoulder out of xer office, but the moment she’d seen Daddy, she’d darted away from Mx. Fernicus.
It had only been her second session with the coniferous therapist, and she already felt great about xem. Xe was supportive and understanding and gave wonderful advice on how to be a better trophy for her Daddy.
“I missed you!” She yelled, jumping to bury herself in his powerful arms, puppy tail wagging furiously behind her.
“You were only with Voltzia for an hour, treasure.” He pulled her against his chest, vines adjusting her hair, her outfit, her jewellery. He held her as her chest expanded and contracted, filling her lungs with his scent. The sight of his broad, muscularly shaped shoulders put a flutter in her belly every time she was away from him for too long.
“An hour too long!” She looked up, nuzzling against the underside of his chin and his bushy beard. He looked down, smiling, and she took the opportunity to lick at his face where the wood ridged and whorled. It felt good on her tongue, little tingles of pleasure skittering around her mouth with every affectionate lap.
“Perhaps! Why would I ever argue with my clever little girl. How was therapy?”
She stopped licking long enough to consider her answer, tongue pressed between her lips in deep thought. 
“I like Mx. Fernicus a lot! Xe said that my worries are relat- rela- okay to have, but that I can just ask you to make me feel better.” Apparently Cassandra had a lot of internalised trauma to work though, but Mx. Fernicus kept reinforcing that she could always trust her Daddy, and that made her feel happy shivers up her spine.
“That’s correct. I’ll make every decision for you, if that’s what you need. Anything else?” He asked as he stood up, lifting her as easily as a human might pick up a puppy. 
“Oh! Xe said I had to be more open with, like, the things I want? That I shouldn’t feel bad about asking for things.” She finished, nodding decisively. 
They walked - well, he walked, she was comfortably ensconced in the space against his chest - out onto the promenade, and she had to blink at how bright it was. She was grateful he’d chosen something for her to wear that left so much skin exposed so she wouldn’t overheat in the simulated summer warmth.
“Oh? Is there something my trophy hasn’t shared with me? I thought I’d found every precious little button to make you click.”
Her blush reached from the tops of her toes to the bottoms of her ears, even the flesh between her breasts flushing a deep red.
“Um… Maybe, if you want, you could…” She paused, covering her face with her hands. He dragged them away with a vine, raised her chin to look at him with another, “you could call me bad words and slap me when you have sex with me?” The words tumbled out of her all in a rush, and the only thing that matched her shame was the pulse of need that flooded through her cunt.
“Oh, my sweet little prize, how could I deny you something that would bring you pleasure.” A vine teased its way up her leg, sliding under her silken skirts, pressing against sticky, half-hard sap. “My cunt, a hole just for me, that’s all you are. All you need to be,” he whispered in a voice that was only for her and no one else. She squirmed against him, belly heating, breaths growing shorter, “I could fuck you right here in the street and all you’d do is whimper for me, beg for me. Desperate, sweet, needy slut. My prize.”
She bucked against firm hands, hips trying to chase pressure that had never existed, hungry for a friction she wouldn’t get unless he decided she deserved it. She didn’t, not here, and so she slowly came down from the fog that had been threatening to intoxicate her thoughts.
“Daddy…” She didn't know what else to say. She felt so hopelessly, blissfully lost in his control sometimes.
“Yes, my little trophy?”
She smiled up at him, a wide, genuine, utterly sincere and devoted smile that couldn’t possibly capture the enormity of her feelings for her Daddy. How she felt so validated even in the things some tiny part of her the implant hadn’t yet completely devoured still occasionally whispered she should be ashamed of. It got quieter by the day of course, and could only really manifest at all in therapy when Alder wasn’t there.
“I'm glad the therapist helped me admit I wanted that! I was soooo embarrassed!”
Alder chuckled loud enough that it resonated through her, goosebumps lifting hairless skin in something approaching autonomic reaction.
“Yes, there’s a reason I picked out this particular expert to work with my little prize. Xe’s an old friend of mine, actually, we’ve known each other for a very long time. Do you remember where the Andromeda Galaxy is, pet?”
“Um…Far away? Is that where you’re from?” She asked, utterly sincere and studiously ignorant.
“Clever girl!” Her reward was a kiss that left her light-headed and breathless, a drug-induced haze pushing her down, down, deeper into him as Alder launched into a long-winded tale of how he had met Voltzia Fernicus. “You see, we were on the front lines of a difficult domestication campaign at the time, and-”
She breathed in deep as he talked. Even outside in the hab ring, where the smell of grass and trees and flowers mixed into the air, his scent was overpowering. She tried to chase the different notes with her nose, sniffing at his chest, filling her head with him. He smelled like something holy - a rich, penetrating incense, rose and jasmine that she could almost taste on the back of her tongue. It was so heady she almost ached, and it would have forced her down, deep into a stupor, if it wasn’t for the rhythm and sway of his footsteps that kept her just present enough to listen. It was so easy to lose herself in the smell of him, the gentle thrum of his core, the soothing tones of his voice, the motion of her seat as he walked.
Cassandra finally came back up around the time he finished telling the story. There might have been Maelodion space pirates, or maybe even a Vreeüt princess? She wasn’t very good at keeping track anymore, and it seemed like the story was different every time Daddy told it. It didn’t matter to her, though, because every version of it had to be true, or he wouldn’t be telling her. 
He seemed to notice her approaching awareness and slowly, delicately, undid the hammock of vines he’d slung her in and lowered her gently to the ground. He was delicate, ensuring she was as steady on her feet as she ever would be again and supporting her with several lengths of vine. They walked slowly, his pace matching hers, the pleasant sound of her jewellery an accompaniment as it bounced with every barefoot step.
Cassandra happily lost herself staring up at the familiar sight of the interior of hab ring four above her. She loved watching the trollies go along their tracks as the horizon curved up and away from her, any inner ear troubles long ago fixed by her implant.
She could pick out the woods where one of Daddy’s friends lived in a log cabin. The nice lady who lived there, Tamai, was huge, bigger even than two of Alder! He worked with her sometimes, too, though it was odd he'd ever asked her to petsit.
Over on the opposite quadrant was the library, near where Vex and Nora lived. The books inside didn't really interest her any more, though some of them had some very nice illustrations. There was her favourite diner near there too, she loved the blended drink menu Alder always ordered from.
Her wandering eyes eventually landed back on Alder’s face, and her face spit into a grin so wide that it caused a few drops of saliva to spill down her chin.
“Can you tell me what you love about me, Daddy?” It had made her tummy feel all fluttery when he had played a little mean, but she liked hearing nice things too.
Alder laughed. She always liked the sound of his laugh, but this specific laugh was the kind that made her feel light and joyful, instead of heavy and wet and needy. 
“Ah, your favourite game. I know just where to start.”
He gently pinched the soft chub of her tummy, which was bare under the outfit Daddy had chosen for the day; a bejewelled halter top and silks wrapped around her plush hips. She loved when he ran his fingers over her stretch marks.
“The soft squish of your belly, thighs, butt, and breasts, so perfectly shaped and sculpted to my desires. Old muscle reduced to mere phantoms of the strength you once carried like a millstone round your neck.”
She nuzzled against the hand that was wrapped around one of hers, smiling to herself. Why would she ever need to be strong, with Daddy to take care of her? She got to be soft and warm and pretty and all the other things he called her.
“What else?”
“Your perfect skin, now cleaned of every blemish, be they the scars of combat or foolish ink. The only scar you will ever bear again is the one on your neck marking you as claimed, and the only needles that puncture you will be the ones delivering my phytotoxins into your bloodstream.”
She giggled, raising her free hand to inspect the perfectly smooth, unmarked skin. She didn’t really remember them, and only idly wondered if there had been any cute animals, but it was nice that he remembered. Instead of lingering on wondering, she thought a bit harder about the second half of what he said, and everything around the edges of her vision went a little hazy.
“Your cunt, that makes you such a perfect toy for me, the part of you that’s only for me. You take my graft so well because I made it so you could, and that is truly… animating.”
His leaves fluttered with the last word, a hungry shiver coursing through him. The way he talked so brazenly about her pussy made her flush, giggling as her ears tingled in response. Worse, it made her want to rub her thighs together to chase a stimulation she could never feel through his nullifying sap. 
A vine stroked down her spine, before wrapping itself around the base of the fur covered black mass that wagged behind her as she walked. She squeaked, rising onto her tip toes as he gently tugged on it.
“Your lovely tail, which I do adore petting pulling on. You make the most beautiful sounds when I drag you back along my graft by it, don’t you?”
She yipped, got over-excited, did a little skip and had to be caught by quick, strong vines as she almost fell. Cassandra whimpered as he righted her, clutching at his hand with both of hers to hold herself steady. The same vines that caught her tickled at her tummy, groping and squeezing and prodding that quickly had her giggling and smiling again.
“Ah, yes, how could I possibly forget. Your adrenal glands, now tamed by my implant, never to fill your body with nasty stress hormones like cortisol or adrenaline again.”
She remembered that one from the last time they’d played this game, and her tail wagged in excitement. “Like how wolves became puppies! No cortisol!”
He chuckled. “That's right, sweetie.” and she simpered out a half-moan, half-giggle by way of response. She pressed herself against the hand that so easily swallowed her own and sighed. It was so easy to forget everything but how much she adored him. So easy to forget even the extremities of her own body, as his vines tightened around her waist, stopping her from tripping over her own feet.
Unfortunately, that prompted another need that was easy to forget, a pressure in her lower abdomen that walking was making her aware of again.
“I have to pee, Daddy.”
“We are almost home, little prize, unless it's an emergency.”
“Okay, I can wait a minute!” Cassandra could already see the hab in the distance, so there was no need for her to do it against a tree while he held her leg up for her like last time.
Alder picked her up as they reached the entranceway, and by the time they were in his hab she’d already been relieved of her dress and the bands of jewellery around her thighs. He swept into the bathroom in just a few short strides and had her set demurely on the raised toilet before she could even blink.
The amber gold seal between her legs would have to be opened for her to use it, so she put her arms to the side so her Daddy could hold them tightly and she didn't get tempted to touch herself there. It wasn’t hard to stop herself - she was a good girl for Daddy - but sometimes she forgot or got distracted and it really did just feel so good that his reminders would leak right out of her head. 
He wound himself around her tightly, with one hand wrapping around her adorably pudgy midsection and a vine tilting her chin up so she looked him in the eyes. Her lip quivered as the pressure between her legs built. The seal had to be dissolved first, and the compound to do so was something only her Daddy had access to. Her occasional petsitters had a version that rendered the sap liquid permeable, but no more.
The thorn leaking the counteragent she needed to feel relief hovered over her thigh, tempting her with a droplet of liquid glittering at the tip. Impulsively, Cassandra tried to wiggle her leg up into it, to sink the sealant-melting antidote into her body faster, but a thick vine caught her leg as Alder pulled the thorned limb away completely.
“No, Cassandra, that's not for you to decide. Does Daddy need to help you remember who is in control?”
Cassandra scrunched her face up in repentant regret, and her tail dropped to match. “No, Daddy, I’m sorry! I’ll be good, just let me go!”
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“Hmm. I'm not so sure. You’re forgetting an important word.”
Alder’s thumb pressed into her surgically softened pubic bone. What would normally be a flat plate of rigid bone had been replaced with flexible cartilage so she could take his cock more easily, but he was always finding secondary benefits to the changes he had made to the chubby little trophy girl.
“Please! You’re in control, Daddy!” She whimpered, “Please, please please please!” Cassandra squirmed in his grip, arousal and discomfort competing for control. He casually displayed absolute dominance over every function of her body - she couldn’t even piss without his permission and, more importantly, his complicity.
“Please what, little treasure?” 
“Please let me pee!” She begged, pleading as the feeling grew in intensity until it felt like she was about to burst. His thumb was pressing, hot and strong, right into her bladder and compressing it so far it almost hurt. “I’m good, I’ll be good, please, i’m your good girl, please, Daddy, i’m- prize-” Her words gave out, slipping into unintelligible murmurs, mewls for leniency and compassion.
Satisfied with her debasement, he sank the needle tip into her flesh. Within seconds, the seal melted, and a tiny stream was allowed to leave her.
She moaned in borderline sexual gratification as her bladder drained, the sensation of rushing fluid inside her enough to press against her hypersensitive clit and make her eyes roll back into her head. It was one of the greatest feelings she knew, tremors of overstimulation wracking her body even before the drugs that served as her current baseline converted the feelings of release and emptiness themselves into an explosion of pure pleasure. Just before her mind gave out she realised; it only made sense that Daddy controlled this. After all, every drop of her pleasure belonged to Him.
Alder plucked her from the seat, wet a washcloth in the sink, and cleaned off the melted sap and stray droplets that coated her. The brush of the cloth against her clit made her spasm against the coils of vines holding her in place. Her whines finally subsided into happy hums, and she slumped limply into his grasp.
Bleary-eyed, Cassandra looked into her owner’s eyes, then glanced down at his lips, silently pleading. He intuited her desire, and pulled her head in close to kiss her so deep it made her loins scream. Cassandra knew her cunt would have to be sealed up again, of course, but from the honeyed taste of sap on his tongue, she had a feeling it was going to be done manually this time.
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  Alder and Vex sat on the couch, five feet between them, as they gesticulated broadly, discussing something presumably quite important in the melodious Affini language. Each of them had a crystal-clear tumbler filled with a vividly cerulean durataxin that they each had root clusters unfurled in. Cassandra was snuggled up in her nest, which had been carried through to the main living area, as Nora used an exercise bench that was usually tucked away in one of the cavernous closets that were dotted around the hab. 


  Cassandra was enraptured, watching human and artificial muscle ripple as the mute woman ran through her sets. Nora’s mis-matched shoulders flexed powerfully, sweat glistening across the surface of her skin and soaking into the black sports bra that banded her back. She turned, caught Cassandra’s eye and winked before jumping the few inches to grab a pull up bar. Cassandra shrieked, pulling up a big brown bear to cover her face and avoid showing off just how bright she was blushing. When the sounds of exertion started up again, she dared to glance around the bear’s head to watch Nora do pull ups. 


  Every lift sent cords of tension shifting along strong arms, powerful pecs under soft tits, even the shining abs that cut her belly into quadrants. Cassandra’s mouth hung open, drool soaking into the stuffie she’d tried to hide behind.


  She could rarely be bothered to think about anything from before she met her Daddy - If he wanted her to think about it, he’d remind her, wouldn’t he? Even so, while she couldn’t remember a time she’d ever been attracted to a man before him, nor any other since, the sight of a muscular woman seemed like it had been a very familiar guilty pleasure. The roiling of feelings in her tummy certainly made her feel that way, at least.


  Nora dropped from the pull-up bar with a thud and a grin. Her sports bra looked soaked, and Cassandra wanted to bury herself between those breasts where the sweat was trickling like a guide line. 


  Nora noticed her drooling, lusty, half-vacant stare, and their eyes met. Nora might be mute, but she didn't need to speak a word, the unbuckling of her belt was enough to focus the fluffy-headed little toy on what was needed of her. Once her dick was freed from her boxers, Nora snapped her fingers, and made a beckoning gesture. Cassandra happily scurried out of her pet bed and across the warm floor to kneel before the other woman.


  Ever-obedient and flawlessly conditioned, Cassandra sat pretty on her haunches and opened her mouth wide. Nora dropped her sweaty cock onto the girl’s tongue with a wet smack, motioning for her to get to work. She licked and lapped, sucked and slurped every tangy drop off, before she started taking it down her throat in earnest.


  Eyes roving up the chiselled, thick-set body standing over her, Cassandra admired the matching deep purple colour of Nora’s hair, pits and pubes. As she took Nora to the base, she breathed in deep and allowed the butch’s scent to overwhelm her senses.


  It was lavender and sweat, it was deep animalic musk, it was lust and eager need and a slight floral tang that made her want to go chasing down a rabbit hole. The mix being pressed against her nostrils as she dipped down and took as much as she could made her eyes roll back in her head.


  Nora’s body gave off such a strong, pleasant scent that Cassandra could lose herself in while sucking her cock. It wasn't as good as Daddy’s, of course, but Daddy's scent was better than air, so it wasn't exactly a fair comparison. Apparently Nora had mods to make her scent irresistible, like one of those three-eyed xenos that looked like foxes.


  She pulled back, savouring the way it felt to pull Nora’s cock out of her tight throat. Her lips stayed wrapped around the head and her tongue lapped at the delicate, sensitive slit. She worked downwards, ever so tortuously slowly, pressing her tongue into the cluster of nerves under the head. Nora growled out a low note of approval, one hand resting softly in Cassandra’s hair, and her tail wagged happily as she was reminded how good a job she was doing.


  She bounced her mouth up and down the drool-slick cock, letting it press against the opening to her throat just a little before pulling back. It wasn’t like Nora would let her get away with it for very long, but she liked to tease when she could, liked the noises it dragged out of the muscular woman that she was lucky enough to get to play with. 


  Cassandra had a few floret friends who fucked her, but Nora was one of her favorites, and not just because she was one of the only ones that was human! Just her and Aoife, that pretty lady who worked at the diner as a waitress sometimes. Apparently she had met the redhead before Cassandra had got her implant, and she loved the softness of her hair and the curve of her tits and smell of her pus- right. She was supposed to be focusing on the task in her mouth, not fantasising about a different floret while being a good girl for this one.


  She had a passing thought that maybe her grandfather would have had something to say about her being such a slut, and for xenos while she was at it, but it probably wasn’t important. There was a much more important thing to focus on in her mouth right now.


  She slipped back into focus, and the sudden burst of clarity let her notice the two affini had slowed in their conversation, apparently far more interested in the show being put on by the kneeling trophy floret and her sometimes-domme. She decided she was going to make certain they couldn’t focus on whatever they thought was more important to them than her. Arching her back, batting her eyelashes, she pushed deep onto Nora’s cock with a particularly slutty moan. Drool ran down her chin, dripping onto the floor below with a lascivious splattering sound. She gave it everything she had, bouncing up off her heels and stretching her jaw so with every completed motion Nora hit the back of her throat with a percussive sucking sound.


  She could tell from the slightly salty rising taste that Nora could cum soon, if she wanted to. She hoped Nora wanted to. The overwhelming musk of having her face pressed against her friend’s abs was melting her brain a little.


  Nora wrapped her fingers through Cassandra’s hair, and pushed the girl down to the base, pressing easily into her throat once more. Cassandra relished the sensation of her own saliva running down her chin and dripping into her tits and knees. She could feel herself heating up between her legs, but Daddy's hardened sap kept it all inside. Her pleasure belonged to him, after all.


  Nora balled a fist in Cassandra's wavy black hair and began to pull back, and only on the exit did Cassandra gag slightly. It was a reflex her Daddy had left behind intentionally. Nora popped her cock out of Cassandra’s mouth, now slick with drool and slimy throat-goop. The butch above her snapped her finger, did a twirling gesture, then pointed down.


  “Yes, Sir,” mumbled the dick-drunk puppygirl, before immediately turning around and putting her face on the ground. Her hair flopped against the side of her head like a pair of floppy ears as she came to a stop. She raised her ass, spreading her legs just enough to let Nora get a good look at her objective.
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  They might have gotten off on the wrong foot- 
  
    at least, that’s what she’d been told. Cassandra couldn’t remember why, or how she hadn’t immediately wanted to be really good friends with the hot, stocky butch
  
   - but she’d got really close with her over the last few weeks! The speech barrier had proven utterly trivial a hurdle to cross. That proved especially true once she got her tail and Nora could simply pull on it whenever she wanted to bury her cock somewhere soft and warm. Cassandra wasn’t needed for anything more complicated than that, and she revelled in how easy it was to make her friend happy. 


  Cassandra relaxed her body as Nora grabbed a hold of her hips and manoeuvred her into the ideal position. Her cock head pressed against Cassandra’s hole, squeezing against the ring of muscle until it opened enough to slide deep. She whimpered out a high-pitched moan, eyes half-lidded as Nora slid deep, pushing all the way to the base in a single, powerful thrust. 


  Cassandra moaned like a whore, keening as stimulation overwhelmed her all over again, the ache of being full a welcome relief even if it wasn’t the cock she so desperately hungered for. She tried to smile up at the two men watching her get split open, as Nora picked up an energetic pace that made Cassandra’s plush body quiver and shake at the peak of every thrust.


  The affini simply watched; calm, even placid when faced with debauchery. Vex reclined, roots dipped comfortably into his drink, face as unexpressive as Cassandra ever found it. Her Daddy looked different, just as casual in his posture, but his eyes glittered and shone, hungry as he took her all in, internal fire flaring with every thump of Nora’s hips into her own - or maybe that was just the angle she was at.


  She loved the way he stared at her, sought it out at every opportunity. On anyone else she’d think it was odd how he gazed so piercingly into her eyes, how he fixed her in place as his friend’s ward sodomised her. If he was anyone else Cassandra might worry he was getting possessive and would cut her off from seeing her friends. Fortunately, he never seemed bothered when Cassandra was played with by the many other collared women she knew.


  It’s not like it mattered anyway. Her puppy parts were still sealed with his thick sap. Nobody could touch Daddy’s cunt even if they tried, and it’s not like she ever played with other florets unless he was there to make sure she was okay. She didn’t like being away from him for any length of time, and he seemed happy to have her curled up against him whenever he needed to do one of the many things too complicated for him to bother explaining to her.


  Cassandra was snapped back to reality by a particularly hard thrust and the slap of Nora’s balls against her sealed clit. The impact was just enough to feel, just enough to press against the sensitive nerve cluster and drop her squealing to the floor while Nora tried to push even deeper. Muscular, powerful thighs slammed against her plump, soft cheeks and sent her careening towards something like an edge, however much she was still capable of that without His touch.


  It just felt so good to be used by her friend. The moans that Nora grunted out with every thrust were music to her ears and the feeling of Nora’s rhythm breaking down as she approached her climax was utterly delicious. Cassandra was starting to push back, clench down, give as much focus and attention to her sometime-domme as she could manage while drooling and fuck-drunk. It might not satisfy her like Daddy could, but it still felt incredi-


  One of Nora’s hands had crept around the base of Cassandra’s tail while she was distracted, and the butch took the opportunity to tug on it sharply, bringing her ass up just as Nora brought her hand down hard on the bare expanse of flesh.


  “Thank you, Sir!” It had taken a great deal of spanking for her to work out that this was the correct title for her friend, but she had got there in the end.


  “No need to be so gentle, Nora,” Alder remarked from the couch. “I’m given to understand she can take it quite a bit rougher than that. Can’t you, little prize?”


  The only response she could manage was a whimper, looking back over her shoulder. She caught a glimpse of a hungry grin on Nora’s face before the hand on her tail moved to her hair and forced her back down in an arch and her eyes onto her Daddy. Another slap came down right atop the first, tearing a howl from Cassandra’s throat.


  Another followed, then a fourth, all precisely aimed, all levelled against the same over-sensitive and reddened skin. Her eyes rolled back, she clutched at the ground, trying to pull away but the fist locked around her hair held her firmly in place. She took the impacts the same way she took the cock in her ass - whimpering, hungry, half-blinded and barely present in the room. 


  Nora let out a pleased little snarl, and Cassandra felt her dick twitch and throb inside her. Warmth pooled in her belly and she blushed contentedly as Nora pulled out. She left the girl in a heap on the ground as she went to find a rag to clean her cock off with.


  Cassandra laid in a puddle of her own drool, the first few drops of Nora’s cum dripping down the back of her thighs. Her tail wagged, inexhaustible, as she stared up at her daddy. He was smiling, warm approval radiating off of him at the sight of her, debased and used, collapsed on the ground.


  “I think she wants to come up. You don’t mind, do you?” He said, eyes on her but words meant for Vex. The other man shook his head and Daddy raised his hands, beckoning to her, “Come here, silly girl.”


  She slowly levered herself up onto all fours, feeling the burn in muscles she barely used but which Nora had made demands of. She made her way over to him on all fours, diverting around Vex’s sprawling skirt of vines to reach her owner, still dripping Nora’s cum between her legs. 


  As soon as she was close enough, Alder snatched her up off the ground and dropped her into his lap in a tangle of vines. He immediately resumed his conversation in Affini with Vex, letting her slowly right and orient herself in his lap, quickly finding a position that let her nuzzle up into his chest with a throaty little yip of affection. She could feel the thrum of his core begin to float across her mind, overpowering any conscious thoughts. She didn’t need to think when she was in his lap. Cassandra was happy, safe, and comfortable. She was home.


  She felt something hard begin to press against her ass, and wiggled back against it in excitement. Daddy always did like to make sure he had been the last one to take her.
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  There was a cool afternoon breeze rolling through the open bedroom window, carrying autumn air. Alder's scent had changed ever so slightly with the seasons, shifting the flowers that layered on top of his musk to be more seasonally appropriate. It made him smell like cosy afternoons and was another excuse for Cassandra to nuzzle into him and curl up against his chest just as often as she could manage. 


  Alder had been playful and spontaneous this afternoon, changing directions in his toying with her without any particular plan in mind. He was tipsy, as well, or perhaps drunk outright. She rarely saw him truly intoxicated, but a few jars of durataxin had already found their way into his absorbent roots and he was carrying himself a little differently than he usually would. He had been spending more and more time with his friend Tamai, the affini who looked like an enormous cat, coordinating the ongoing conquest of humanity, and it was Tamai who had offered him a few spirits from her own collection as a celebration. Cassandra was very happy her Daddy loved his work so much, but he had been torturously denying her the use of what belonged to him while he was on call.


  “Such a needy, denied little treasure you are,” he mused. It was true, Alder had been denying Cassandra intentionally, to watch her get more and more desperate and pent up. 


  Alder’s needle sank into her thigh, which wasn’t surprising - he drugged her regularly without warning. The constant flow of sealant that oozed from within her slit turned to a solvent, leaving her amber cage a puddle between her legs. She knew better than to try to touch, of course, too well trained for that now. Instead she spread her legs a little, letting him see what he’d done to her. Let him see the aching, needy cunt that was only for him.


  The gentle breeze from the window traced scandalous whispers between her thighs. Ripples of need and hunger danced across her skin. She whimpered, whining for his attention, his touch, his cock. She needed him to touch her skin, her mouth, her tits, but most of all she needed him to fuck her weeks-denied cunt. 
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  Alder ran his hands over her, letting them split apart into inhuman masses of vines so that he could touch her all over. He captured her head, fronds brushing across her cheeks, nose and chin. She felt him wrap her arms, around her legs, all the way around her plump belly. The only places he didn’t touch were where she needed him most. She tried to press her hips forwards, to catch contact with him, but he held her still as he finished his work.


  “Look, my treasure. Look how beautiful you are.”


  Her skin tingled everywhere he had brushed his pollen. She glowed and sparkled faintly blue where it caught the light streaming through the window. The compounds were soaking into her skin, staining her like delicately traced ink. Wherever his sap spilled upon the pollen on her body, the two reacted and sent bubbly sparks of joy cascading under her skin. She couldn’t help but giggle as she raised an arm, still tangled in vines, to look over the shapes and swirls he had so carefully covered her in. 


  “I look like writing!” She gasped, the drugs already in her system weakening her already-tenuous reasoning and comprehension until there was basically no filter between mouth and brain, and barely a thought in the latter anyway.


  He chuckled, then leaned forward, and whispered in her ear with a playful, teasing tone. “You are such an adorably stupid little trophy, you know.”


  She whined and pawed at him as best she could from within his grip. It was so hot how dumb he had made her, especially when he teased her like this. She could barely remember half the alphabet when she was allowed to get this pent up.


  “Are you going to touch your stupid trophy, Daddy?”


  He pulled her in for a kiss, wrapping his usual creeper around the shell of her ear to whisper as he did, “No.”


  He was too inebriated to bother with his emulation of Terran sexual desire. This was something rawer, more primal, a need for absolute power over her. An instinct to force himself upon her. It would be terrifying, had that emotion not been ripped out of her and replaced with blind trust long ago.


  She squirmed, dripping hot need onto him, leaking all ability to think rationally across his thick thigh. She grasped blindly for another option, another way to have him press himself against her.


  “Do you want something, my prized treasure?” he asked, watching the conflict play out on her expressive face.


  “Please, hit me! I want to hurt for you, Daddy!”


  He grinned, and for a moment she thought he would deny that as well. Then his palm struck her, just when the doubt peaked. The slap across her face stung, hard and biting. Tears welled up involuntarily as she whimpered in submission.


  Alder slowed his constant groping to give her a gentle, soothing stroke over the cheek he had just struck. “Good girl. Such a soft, docile creature, you need just the right amount of discipline to stay obedient.”


  “More,” she begged.


  “Greedy, are we?” The next strike mirrored the first, jerking her head to the side in the opposite direction. The flood of endorphins lit up her addled brain like fireworks. “This gives me an idea, actually.”


  Another thorn-tipped needle plunged, one far more rarely used, and a fresh pinch of spreading numbness was enacted upon her shoulder. It tingled like spice, and woke something up within her, a growling wolf in the body of a puppy. It was not complete regression, he would never afflict true feralism upon his treasure. The blanket only lifted from a few select parts of her mind, enough to let her resist, just enough for him to break her all over. So that he could ravish her like he craved to and her protests were not merely the playful acting of a drug-addled girl.


  “Get… off!” Some echo of what had once been self preservation told her that this alien monster was most likely a threat. The absolute, inescapable knowledge that her Daddy was safe clashed with this maddening fear of the eldritch creature looming over her, surrounding her, plunging down on her with vine and thorn.


  She struggled against him, she really tried to. She was a good girl who could put up a fight. She had been a marine once. She had been well-trained, strong, even muscular. She knew how to flex to escape a hold, knew how to press against his grasping vines to buy herself a few more moments. 


  “Yes, this is what I had been missing.” He murmured, and broke through her defences in a fraction of a second. 


  He unravelled into a mass of thorns and tendrils, and shut down her attempt to wriggle free with tight bonds of fibers around each limb, pinning her arms beside her and her legs spread apart so her achingly untouched pussy could drip freely onto the sheet below her.


  There was no semblance of humanity in the writhing mass of vines that held her down, no face to latch onto. He was alien, domineering, more powerful than Cassandra could ever resist. His mouth and lips now floated about freely on their own dedicated limb, entirely disconnected from anything resembling a head, intermittently stealing her lips for a kiss when the notion suited his whims.


  She desperately tried to bring her legs together, for the satisfaction of friction against her privates if not for any meaningful forward progress against his dominance. A vine lashed at one thigh and then the other, marking a thick red stripe across the soft, supple flesh and drawing a shriek of agony out of her. Another wrapped around the pudgy limbs, thorns digging into her flesh, a fibrous cilice clamped so tightly she could barely think of anything but the molten fire that spread through her core. 


  He reformed a hand from the shapeless mass, and squeezed around her throat, and she desperately tried not to melt into his control. His vines explored her, molested her, slid into the folds of her body, violated her mouth.


  She was breaking. She wanted to keep fighting for him, to let him have her struggle for as long as possible, but her body had been trained far more deeply in a few months by Alder than it ever was during her years as a marine. She had been remade in the image of demure submission, and the wolf within desperately craved the comfortable security of her collar again.


  “You have done so well, my love, my prize. Thank you.” His praise lit a flame within her chest like a beacon, a sparking ember of hope, of satisfaction, of love and joy that wasn’t entirely captured in the palm of his hand just yet. That was what he most wanted to break, that tiny, preserved splinter that was still just for her. He chose that moment, when she was most vulnerable, to deploy his greatest asset.


  The wooden plates of armour around Alder's central mass split, and an entrance opened. His core was bare to her, and she knew the time she could resist its influence would be measured in seconds at best. The rough, jagged, softly barbed surface called out for her touch, mesmerising her on sight.


  Every thrashing muscle in her body relaxed even as she desperately tried to give him the fight he craved. She felt his pride and approval through every tendril holding her in place.


  Finally, he lifted her from the bed, put her in a sitting position with her hands behind her back. She gulped, and accepted her fate, as he pressed her forehead to his core, and the rape of her mind began.


  He pushed like a spear between layers of her mind, like a cock fucking into her forehead, crumpling the echo of her old sense of self like the hollow void it had always been.


  Her body broke and acted as trained even as she fought to control herself. She licked and sucked at the ridges of his core, giving the soft covering worshipful little love nibbles. Every expression of her devotion was almost as great a pleasure as him touching her clit would have been.


  She felt his brambles close against her back, and in one final act of defiant surrender, she pressed herself against them with a burst of strength, moaning as the tips punged through her skin, and fired tiny stingers of intoxicating, hallucinogenic phytotoxin into her arteries.


  She smiled, revelling in his victory, but he wasn’t ready to let her enjoy defeat just yet. A vine coiled around her neck just above her collar, constricting her bloodflow, barring his ambrosia - and oxygen, which was considerably less important - from her brain.


  She panted and whined and desperately licked as her vision started to go white around the edges. Surely, her worship would be enough, surely He would find her worthy. He wouldn’t let her fracture on the verge of breaking. 


  “Please,” she begged, knowing that if he so wished, he could snuff her out like a light and bring her back again. She was not capable of fearing the death of her identity. Perhaps one day he would decide the time had come to destroy and remake her, a doll under the ministrations of an ancient thing. Perhaps this would be the time.


  Just when she seemed on the brink of losing consciousness, he finally released, and the flood of life-giving, drug-adulterated blood to her oxygen starved brain hit like supernova as her senses all exploded into noise and colour at once.
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  She shattered anew along the weakened lines he had broken before, sobbing in relief as his absolute power took hold of her once more. Reality itself began to discorporeate around her. Every tangle and thorn was grander than the universe, and she shrank to a point of infinite smallness. Impossible colours burst into being behind eyelids that might have been open, might have been shut, but neither possibility spared her any of this terrible majesty.


  She moaned and gargled in indescribable bliss as the flood of raw experience rocked her body. Every glowing node inside the space of his chest grew to swallow her. Every orifice on her body capable of leaking poured golden fluid that tingled as it dripped. The flow was the only indication gravity still existed. Nothing else was certain, unless it could be derived from the single axiom that she was His, the foundation upon which her entire self had been rebuilt.


  His scent was not carried in the air, but entirely replaced it. Each note of his presence split into an indivisible element that defined the universe. Atoms of red wine, molecules of cinnamon, plasmas of vanilla, waves of citrus. She was a brush of air, dashed against the rocks of a mountain. She was a grain of sand on a beach the size of galaxies.


  There was music, the motions of his body a symphony of light and shape and tone. Fractal melodies played in her fingertips, swirling mathematical patterns and emergent structures danced inside her mind. It was more beauty than could even exist, more complex than the shape of space and time could even contain, more love than could possibly be real.


  The cosmos inverted and became finite, projected upon the surface of contact between her and his core. Her body pulled apart, her mind unravelled, her soul came undone. She was ripped apart, smeared across the event horizon of the black hole that was His love. All that could ever be collapsed to a point of infinite density, contained within the refracted prism of light that was His core, the centre of her universe.
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  Mx. Fernicus helped a bawling Cassandra stumble down the hall back to her Daddy, xer hand on her shoulder hiding the way xer vines wrapped down her back to keep her upright. Her tail hung low, tears and snot streamed down her face, and she clutched a beeple stuffie to her chest as she wobbled down the corridor, even less coordinated than she usually was. 
Alder was at her side in seconds, kneeling to wrap her in his touch, his scent. He glared daggers at the therapist, internal rhythm a low, possessive rumble. “What happened to my treasure,” he growled, voice a cutting wind. It was hardly a question, it was a  directive . Cassandra had been coming for weekly sessions for almost a year now, and had never emerged in such a state.
Mx. Fernicus signalled for Alder to calm down in a burst of the Affini language and antennae wiggles that Cassandra didn’t understand. All she knew was that her Daddy relaxed slightly, his thorns flattening back against his vines and his scent becoming a soothing, heady mixture of all her favourite smells. The tang of Incense and Citrus was still heavy in the air when Voltzia laid a soothing frond across her shoulder. “Can you tell him what you told me, sweetie?”
“I wanna *hic* be a *sob* mommy,” Cassandra blubbered into the crook of Alder’s arm, soaking his vines with her effluence.
“Ah,” said Alder quietly, with a look like a wince twisting into his woven face. He seemed to deflate a little, still massive but somehow diminished. He scooped Cassandra up into his arms, and lifted her up so she could nestle into his shoulder. “That is a complicated thing to desire, my precious treasure. What makes you say that?”
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The words sprayed out of her mouth like water from an overpressured faucet. “I was- I know I don't remember it all, but in the old times, I didn’t- all I did was hurt people and break stuff and that’s all. And now I'm not like that anymore!” She pulled back from his shoulder, wiping the back of a sodden fist across her face and only managing to spread tears even further across it, “And I'm s’posed to take care of someone, cos I’m almost 25 and that’s big enough to be a mommy!”
“My sweet treasure-” He tried to interject, but she couldn’t stop talking.
“I keep thinking about holding a baby! I wanna hold my baby! So can you get me pregnant now please?”
“No, precious. I'm sorry.” Alder looked at her with an expression on his face like he would have rather been hit straight in the core by a railgun slug than say no to her. She was suffering with something he couldn’t possibly fix. Clearly, his implants planned manipulations of her body were having more effects than just making her capable of accommodating him. 
She was under the influence of far more than just the xenodrug regime that made her pliable, needy, eager. Her body and hormones didn't know or care that her mental maturity was probably less than half her physical age, they had decided it was time for maternal nurturing instincts. 
She sniffed before answering. “Why not? I mean, I’m a girl, and you're a Man! Can't, we just…” her face scrunched in concentration as she tried to remember how that worked. Kissing, right? Holding hands? Then she had a baby?
“You're a human, sweet treasure, I’m an Affini. It doesn't work like that.” He looked away, guilty, dodging the issue of her capacity as a caretaker entirely.
“Oh, right… Forgot,” she mumbled sadly, pressing her face into the side of his neck where the smell of him was so strong.
She could feel the pity radiating off of her Daddy as he looked at the heartbroken girl in his arms. He wiped some of the tears, snot and drool off of her face with a vine. “I'll tell you what, let Daddy take care of it. There's no reason you can't be a mommy like how I'm your Daddy, okay, Cassandra? With my oversight, of course.”
Her eyebrows shot up, glassy eyes going wide as her pupils dilated. “Really?”
Cool determination shone in his crystaline eyes. “I'll take care of it, I promise. Now, let's get you home. I know just the thing to cheer you up.”
“Okay, yay,” she replied with a vacant smile.

At her begging insistence, Alder had stopped wearing his armour unless he was out ‘fishing’ as he called it, when she was wrapped in the vines of a friendly (though decidedly less comfortable) pet sitter. Cassandra was glad he’d finally ceded the ground to her, because it made positions like the one she was in currently much more intimate.
Cassandra’s thighs were spread on Alders lap where he sat on the couch, rubbing her now-freed clit against his graft desperately. He held her in place, restricting her from being able to stimulate herself too much, but just enough to let her hump against his cock. She leaked honeyed amber, trailing it up and down the back of his graft with a slick, intimate sound. 
“And I'll be a mommy after this?” Her voice was a needy whisper.
“Yes. Tomorrow, even. A little someone of your own to help grow and take care of, to sate the nurturing instincts I have awoken inside you.”
“You made me like this,” she murmured breathily, full of love and gratitude. She stroked her bare, pudgy belly and its tiger stripe stretch marks with a free hand, feeling the smoothness where she could often feel the ridges of his cock deep inside her.
“I planted the seed of what you would become. There are always so many wonderful surprises when taking a trophy like you. The joy of shaping you, tending to you, guiding you; that’s why I became your Daddy.”
A thumb pressed into either side of her hips, lifting her off his graft before holding her, motionless, against the head. She whimpered at the first ghost of a stretch. Even just her weight was starting to sink her slit down on him, if by less than an inch.
“I love you, Daddy-” 
Cassandra was cut short by her own moan as he began to push down, fully breaking the seal of amber sap over her entrance. Her tongue flopped out, and she panted with drooling need. 
“I love you too, Cassandra.”
She ached as he split her wide, every ridge felt huge as she took him. No matter how many times he fucked himself into her, nor how many months she had been his trophy and his prize, she had  never  grown used to his size. He liked the squirming too much to let her grow accustomed to him, so her implant kept her tight.
She loved the pleasurable stretch in her cunt, the way it almost burned as he slowly, achingly pushed into a hole made for him and him alone. His graft filled her, dominated her, plunged to a depth no unmodified human could handle. Her breath was shallow from the fullness as he hilted. It was what she had been made for. It’s what he remade her for. Her implant briefly let her remember thinking of herself as an alpha wolf once, how silly she had been. She didn’t retain the thought for very long; Any notion of that was banished by him squeezing under the fold of her belly, tightening her around the cock her body had been modified to accommodate.
“Daddy…” she whined.
He lifted her, pulling her almost entirely off him, making her whimper out for him. When he pushed her back down his length, he pulsed his graft to make every ridge feel like it was tearing her apart, like she’d taken him all until the ridge popped into her, and she sank onto the next one. By the time he bottomed out in her, her head was flopped forwards, the effort of keeping it upright too much when she was suffering exquisite overstimulation. He only added to it, vines stroking against her clit, wrapping around her breasts and squeezing out a guttural moan from the poor, overloaded girl.
He took her slowly, letting her feel every wave of sensation, letting her cry out to have him fill her, before burbling that it was so big, too full, so much, please. This wasn’t quick, or rough, or cruel - it was loving, tender. He was treating her like his treasure, and giving her every inch her body needed, ridge by ridge. 
He lifted her by her waist and sank her down, lovingly passing a thumb up to her sternum. He entirely enclosed her pudgy abdomen with enough left over to interlace his fingers along her spine. She was limp and malleable in his grasp, filled to the overflowing tear ducts with absolute trust and safety.
He used her in his lap, her cunt leaking into the thatch of leaves around the base of his cock, manhandling her in a rhythm that brought him building leisurely towards his own climax. The minutes stretched, her sense of time fucked out of her. She knew it had been long enough once she started to feel his twitching inside her.
“I’m going to fill you, in the special way.” He growled, right in her ear, “Beg, my love.”
“Please breed me, Daddy! Please, knot and breed me!”
He pulled her down all the way onto him, hilting himself in her with a grunt of satisfaction. She screamed as she felt his cock swell, expanding at the base, tying himself into her behind the ring of muscle at her entrance. The sap filling her as his graft pulsed had nowhere to go but to swell her belly out an inch until it soaked into her body, permeating her tissues, filling her with him down to the space between her cells.
The expansion overwhelmed all other sensation in her body. She was flying, afloat on the ocean of his hunger, submerged in everything he needed from her. A needle sank unnoticed into her thigh, and she was allowed to fall head first over the edge, orgasming with a blinding white light behind her eyes. Her body acted of its own volition, muscles tightening and squeezing and locking in place in a way she wouldn’t be permitted relief from for some time.
She collapsed into his chest, and he moved so that he was lying on his back so she could get comfortable. Still locked to her Daddy, she nuzzled her face into the grassy space between his pecs and breathed deeply of him. He kept his scent rich and overwhelming here, red wine and vanilla, vetiver and animal musk. It was easy for her to sink into him, to close her eyes and let almost every muscle in her body relax, all bar the ones he kept direct control of.
“Sleep now, my treasure,”
She drifted off eagerly, comfortably. Some deep need within her was sated. She knew she was going to be a mommy now, because Daddy would take care of everything.
 

 
Cassandra clumsily waved her arm, then patted the pile of pillows next to her on the nest bed that sat on the floor next to Alder’s favourite armchair.
“Come here, Lupin, baby, come sit with mommy!”
The excited scampering of little feet could be heard echoing off the marble pillars of the living space, and Alder smiled from where he was standing in the kitchen as the energetic young creature dashed around him, scampered up the inset stairs, and leapt up into Cassandra's pet bed to start licking her face.
“Good puppy, good boy,” Cassandra cooed at her baby, rubbing his curly golden fur happily. Her beloved pet rolled over onto his back on her lap, and she bestowed all the tummy rubs Lupin could ever want on the fluffy little puppy. His floppy ears and face were so cute she could cry, and she had frequently done exactly that in the first week after Alder had taken her to adopt him.
Lupin’s soft, curly locks felt so wonderful against her fingertips with every stroke she lavished upon him. She kissed his little tummy over and over until she tuckered herself out and flopped over to lay in her pile of plushies and pillows with Lupin until Alder brought her lunch.
“Your mommy loves you so much, Lupin, did you know that?” The dog panted happily, not understanding a word that came out of his owner’s mouth, but loving her with all his little heart anyway. 
After they ate, Lupin in her lap just as she was in her Daddy’s, Alder feeding her and her feeding Lupin - with Daddy’s help -, he set her on the ground. A cute dress, a thorny pattern running over her hips and between her breasts, was pulled over her head while a pair of vines struggled to tie her hair up. Cassandra was excitedly playing with her puppy, and Alder enjoyed the sight so much he was loath to interrupt it for something as trivial as dressing her.
“Come on, time for a walk.” he said, handing her a little pink leash. She clipped it onto the puppy’s matching collar as Alder wound a vine through the ring set into the back of hers. He liked to keep her close and, more importantly, upright.
By the time the three of them returned home, the shadows were running long against the walls. Cassandra was placed into her nest pile and she flopped over as soon as Alder’s vines retreated, exhausted from running after the little dog. Lupin, of course, still had energy to spare.
He ran around the hab, yipping and barking, as Cassandra threw his favourite ball for him to fetch. It rarely flew where she thought she was aiming, but Lupin didn’t seem to mind one bit, chasing after it gamely with every giggly throw.
Finally, after dinner, it was nighttime. Lupin lay curled up in Cassandra’s lap, happily chewing on one of his many toys. She was exhausted - even with all of Alder’s help and support, taking care of Lupin was a lot of work. Walking, cuddling, petting, napping, feeding, playing, snuggling, getting fucked by Daddy after Lupin was asleep… She was glad her Daddy was there to do the hard stuff, being a mommy was a lot of work for a girl like her.
“Daddy?”
“Yes, sweet pet?”
“Can you bring us to bed? My legs are achey and I don’t wanna get up.”
“Of course, my beloved treasure.”
Alder scooped the two pets up in his arms, held them tight and spun them around, letting his deep chuckle, Cassandra’s giggles, and Lupin’s happy barking echo off the vaulted ceiling.
Alder came to a stop before one of the mirrors, and ruffled his prize’s hair. She stared into their reflection, full of deep contentment and love for Alder and Lupin. She couldn’t imagine any life happier than this, as her Daddy’s treasure.
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The End*

  *but not entirely! this story now has a sequel about Cassandra's younger sister, On Domestication Of Masters!
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