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I Can't Motivate Myself To Hate You

    by Lagnia, sheepwave

      Summary

      Lieutenant Misha ████ is in trouble. She is one of the few Terrans with the willpower to resist the affini, but she’s been captured by the Affini Compact along with the rest of her rebel crew.

Even if she’s been officially labeled a human pet, she knows that the fires of rage will help her keep away the buzzing in the back of her head just like they always have. Her captor, Malle Arboria, insists that she’s already been implanted, but clearly nothing about her behavior has changed!

As long as Misha feels hatred within herself, she’s still her, no matter what happens. She just needs to focus. Even if it’s hard. Harder than it used to be.

This is a story about ADHD, breaking a conflict addiction, age regression, kissing a giant spider, and focusing on the things that make you happy instead of those that make you angry.
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      Chapter 1
  








  “I just meant that… with supplies this low the broadcasts look appealing, maybe it won’t be so bad if we surrender, it might be better to take our chances, Ma’am.”
My bare knuckles catch his jaw. There is a crack of inferior bone against the bulkhead, and my magboot muffles the screams of the man who dared suggest surrender. I lean down and spit with pride in the weak-minded crewman’s face. Everyone else in the drill hall looks on with horror, and I address them as much as the coward who just spat mutinous weakness at me.
“We are the proud sons and daughters of Terra. I didn’t realize a stretched out moonie freak like you could be so disgustingly tall without a damn spine.”
The rush in my veins is incredible with every shout. The pathetic excuse for a man blubbers, and flecks of crimson that leak from his nose bounce around the hall in zero G like billiards.
“Anyone else? Or are you all such lazy, unmotivated sacks of shit that we need to run the math on if you’re worth the rations and air you take up?”
“No, Ma’am,” echo a dozen voices. The sad excuses for terrans running the rest of the drill avoid eye contact. Some promise of humanity they are, but the Free Rebellion needs every body it can get nowadays, no matter how substandard. 
The inattentive buzzing starts in the back of my head as I storm off. Every train of thought forms and shatters with the hum-thunk of the electromagnets in my boots engaging. It always happens when the adrenaline of a show of physical dominance fades. Conflict keeps me sharp, aggression helps me focus. I can't fucking keep my mind on anything without it, and I'll have to lay off Jackson for a bit now that I probably just put him in the infirmary.
I pull out my well-loved notebook, check the time, and then take a note of the incident in my personal log.
 
Shrug of Atlas, 2554, November 15, 14:57
Disciplined ensign Jackson for spreading sedition. Typical moonie weakness. He mentioned the affini broadcasts. Maybe we need to confiscate personal devices from the lower crew to prevent further spread of this propaganda. Morale keeps dropping. Will talk to the captain about it.

 
My notes were what helped me stay focused. A mastery of the limits of human memory by the terran will. The pen is mightier than the sword, after all. The mind is more powerful than the body. Our victory will come from our motivation and spirit. The affini may have more resources, but that is what makes them weak.
Someone is going up the ladder, so I wait for them to pass. Standing still feels like dying, but it’s practical. I put the notebook away, pull my personal tablet out, and I open one of the shortform video entertainment apps to give my hands something to do as I make the awkward magboot shuffle towards the bridge. 
The weak algogen on the device could only do so much, most of the videos had extra fingers and the like, and there was no one to yell at when the slop was bad. It was at least all agreeable content, lots of nature videos of the beautiful browns and greens of the oceans of my home, the majestic swirls of the pacific plastic flow, a reminder of what we were fighting for. But agreeable didn’t mean it could actually hold my focus.
I missed home. Back on the glorious terran planetary network, on the apps that had user-made videos, I could seek out the ones that were stupid, sentimental and wrong, and use the comments section to tell them so. I loved a good debate, and after a while the algorithms would figure out that was what I was looking for, and only show me the most cringe of liberal arts types crying about how their degree had no job prospects. Some of them would respond to every comment I left, flailingly trying to justify themselves. Those were my favorites, and I would often make new accounts to keep debating them when they abused report features to censor my free speech.
Once, to my greatest shame, I had been a lot like them. Thank the stars that after the first time I had to restart from scratch after being banned on a platform, the recommendation algorithms had quickly steered me towards realism instead of just inane arguing over children’s cartoons.
I slide down the ladder and I’m on the bridge, the lowest part of the ship, where gravity is near that of at least a respectable moon. The ship could handle greater torsion than that, but the captain is from Luna. He’s one of the good ones, at least.
The navigator is staring at me with wide eyes.
“What are you looking at?”
She quickly twists back to her station and resumes the number crunching for our next jump. “Nothing, Ma'am,” she answers meekly, voice quivering in respect for my rank.
Osman is a martian, less lazy than the rest, at least the damn dusters have a proper work ethic when kept in line by true patriots. I see no fire in her eyes in the rare times she raises them to meet mine, but the filth of radiation probably runs as thick as communist sympathies in her tainted blood. Better she be broken and meek. 
No, Osman never rises to a challenge, never argues. A perfect crewman, but she’s not interesting, and it's probably for the best. I would be shit out of luck if I got heated and broke our only navigator’s wrists by accident.
Fuck, what was I doing again? 
The dead silence of space would have killed me long before a lack of rations, I was thankful for the groaning wails of the ship, they at least had a variety to them I could try to pick apart.
I quickly check my notebook, and am reminded why I was on the bridge. The captain is still in his room, so I knock and stand outside it.
Now to wait.
I hate waiting.
I can feel my leg tapping and my usual ability to force it to stop does not heed the way I wish it too. I am focused purely forward, plans and spreadsheets and all kinds of garbled nonsense I can barely focus on. 
Another loud groan combs through the ship, and this one feels a little different than the others.
I look up, and my brief excitement of anything of significance happening is cut short by a pang of worry.
Something is wrong.
It is a discordant echo that rattles through the hull of the ship, and suddenly the ship’s speakers crackle to life, a voice stained with a sickly sweet linguistic undertone.
“Attention all cuties on board the unregistered feralist ship Shrug of Atlas! Don’t worry, we are here to rescue you, in accordance with section 43 of the Human Domestication Treaty~! Your new owners will be with you shortly!”
The alarms explode into a cacophony of noise, and I catch one of the enormous vines out of the windows into the void of space. I’m not sure if an excited grin is quite what should be sprawling on my face, but it comes all the same.
It is enormous, and a ship that large was certainly going to be a task to defeat. But I had gotten myself out of rougher situations than this, and all at once I can feel the storm of my mind draw to this single point.
I am in the eye of the storm, this is no problem.
No problem at all. A single battle, ten, twenty, a war, they were all the same, and we were on my home turf.
I run up to the window to see the full scope of the craft, and what I’m greeted with is not that single vine-shaped cruiser, but rather its point of origin.
It is a spacecraft that puts the Shrug of Atlas to shame, a pink more vivid than I've ever seen in the sunlight months back home in Nunavut. 
No problem. Giant or no, I was a hunter, and it was time to take down the prey bearing its claws. I pull my service weapon from the holster with a grin, the weight heavy in my hands. 
I hurry over, trying to make my way to the control room to open fire when I feel the vine spear into the ship, avoiding everyone inside by a wide margin, coiling in on itself to seal the hole it had just made.
It was instantaneous.
A vibrant pink bloom opens up at the tipped end and suddenly the room is full of an equally pink mist. My gasmask is on faster than any of the grunts I work with, and soon a few drop to the floor like the dead weight they are.
I hear a scream behind me, a thing that looks like a pink and yellow bird explodes into the hallway.
Osman shakes, gripping her pistol with nerves aflame and empties her entire mag into it before being engulfed in vines.
My razor sharp instincts tell me there’s nothing I can do for her, and turn my heel to sprint down the hallway, but the invasive plantlife has turned my fortress into a greenhouse before I’ve even fully registered its presence.
I turn around, my eyes fixating on the pink smoke creeping behind the mass of plantlife, the sandman’s lifeblood wrapping its vaporous coils around the throats of terras fangs and claws.
All I can see is writhing shadows dripping honeyed words meant to tempt weak hearts.
“Here sweet girl, just take that off and-”
“DIE WEED!” I cry in manic joy as I raise my gun, the excitement pounding in my chest, the thrill of combat, the call of the hunt, the–
Everything goes sideways. Something’s in my arm, and my adrenaline joins the slumbering hearts scattered across the floor.
 

 
Soft. Soothing. Warmth. 
Where am I?
A permeating comfort brushes me deep in the fortified nest of my sleep, a gentle caress that shouldn’t ever be able to find me so deep in my thoughts. 
Regardless of my feelings, it is there.
The usual suffocating whirlwind is not present, and for once I feel like I could truly lie here for a while if I so chose.
What must be mere molecules of caramelized sugar invite me into an aromatic dance, I am a stranger to the sensation of submission and yet the pungent scent of vanilla bean feels familiar as its wisps trail down my flesh.
A memory whispers from the spectre’s lips, one sticky in toasted marshmallow and condescending patronization.
“Peeeetttaalll…?~” I hear, from far above my safe bunker in the abyss.
An intruder?! Nearby?? 
The formless fog of sweet smells draws me upwards out of my mental keep, consciousness invigorating my muscles, my bones.
I brace myself for the enemy, I brace myself for the fight!
I open my eyes, and see the weed. An attempt to move only produces twitches.
What I had believed to be my triumphant stand against her is more likened to an undercover agent being restrained for interrogation, and yet there are no binds to speak of on my body. Just a blanket, and an impossibly light gown that feels a bit thicker around my hips for some reason.
My ire is aimed upwards, and the hideous form of my captor falls into focus. 
It is a womanly shape of a thing, the rough shape of aloe vera leaves forming a tight, yet free-flowing outlined weave of dress, peppered with pinkish thorns all across its body surely full of its vile spores.
A smile crosses its face, not one of malice, it almost appeared cheerful. “Relax, petal. You’re still on a paralytic, let it wear off. Don’t want you hurting yourself!”
“What the… fuh…” My lips feel sluggish to respond.
I blink a few times, clearing the fog and bleariness to get a clearer look at the affini as it approaches, twisting through the space like a squid. Its eyes, along with the aforementioned thorns, are a pink eyesore, its disgustingly saccharine smile widening the closer it gets to me.
“I suppose I must reintroduce myself now!” The xeno laughs, its voice is at once polytonal and casual. “I am Malle Arboria, Second Bloom! I am not particularly concerned with gender, but you settled on using Mommy to address me rather quickly. It was simply adorable.”
[image: ]
“Your turn cutie! Come on! Give Mommy your name!” 
I just met my first xeno in the flesh, and I already hate her. Rejecting the insanity of what she just said, I focus on inspecting her. She is mostly a yellowish green, rustling as she moves to lean over me. If she were human, I would be feeling her breath against my face. Those two eyes that sparkle like violet gems, and they snare me in their grip faster than I can evade.
Every inch of me was ready to beat the sap out of this weed, but whatever starsforsaken thing my blood was filled with wasn’t going to let me.
Whatever, I’ll tell this overgrown pile of sticks the name of the one who's going to conquer it.
“My name is Lieutenant Misha ⸺, I am Executive Officer of the Shrug of Atlas, my serial number is ⏤-⏤, and I’m not telling you anything else.”
I blink.
“My name is Misha ⸺. Misha ⸺!? What the fuck?”

She leans forward, and laughs in my face as her tendrils swarm up my legs and shoulders. “That isn’t your name, sweetie!”
“We could play a game, and you could try to guess your name?” She hums with a disgusting amount of joy and freedom.
I continue to glare, to establish that I won’t back down, and it only seems to make her sway more excitedly back and forth, though she does retreat slightly at the show of my osmium willpower.
Finally, I am able to look away from her, and I cautiously peer side to side. It is a luxurious prison cell, for sure- if one ignores what might be torture implements lining the sterile-looking walls.
“I’m just teasing, dear. I know you don’t remember your name. It’s Misha Arboria, First Floret!”
My hackles raise, my teeth baring in a snarl at the insulting idea that I would ever be a floret. But the implications of what seem like medical instruments lining the magnetic strips on the wall suddenly come into a focus sharper than a scalpel.
“Are you going to cut me open, put your fucking mind control worm in my spine?”
“Oh, of course not sweetie. You already have one! You won’t remember it, but we’ve known each other for a few weeks now. This is our second shot, and I’ll take as many as I need. You deserve only the best.”
My hand flies to the back of my neck, and I discover to my horror that there is a collar there, and a scar under it. My veins run with ice, but true panic entirely fails to manifest. 
I’ve been implanted. Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I’m a wormhead, with the scar to prove it. I’ll be killed on sight by my former comrades if I escape, and they’d be right to do it. I hate this fucking cunt affini, I hate her cloyingly overwhelming stink and her stupid ugly xeno face.
…Which is a strange thing for someone with a mind control implant in their head to be able to think.
I eye her suspiciously, wondering if perhaps the claims of how effective these mind control implants are was propaganda.
“And it’s… working?”
Malle nods. “Fully functional and integrated! Just look.” 
The xeno points at a display on the wall behind me, covered in graphs, some of which clearly match my current heartbeat and breathing. I try breathing faster for a moment and watch the corresponding indicator speed up in perfect unison. It is clearly live data.
“And you say you… erased my memory up to this point,” I repeat, skepticism creeping into my voice.
“Oh yes, it was a whole adventure! You were quite fussy for the first few days, and you kept getting so angry! So I decided to roll the clock back a bit! Start over with a small tweak to your neurology. Nothing you need to worry about, little lady.”
This should be the worst outcome… but clearly whatever she thinks she has done is malfunctioning, since I am still capable of thinking independent thoughts at all. Better to not let her know.
Nonetheless, I should keep my journal to monitor possible alterations to my mind.
…Fuck. I don’t have my notebook anymore.
“I haven’t read the treaty. May I request something to write with and a notebook as a prisoner?”
Malle laughs. “Oh, of course, my little artist. You are quite fond of your little sketchpad, I would never deprive you of it!”
She rummages within her own chest and produces my familiar standard issue personal notebook, and I snatch it from her outstretched tendril. It is a lifeline to reality, even if it may have been tampered with. I flip forward, skimming past pages. They seem to line up with my memory of the last few months. 
Wait, who painted my nails?
I refocus myself and continue until I reach the last entry I remember, the one I made after disciplining Jackson. It isn’t the most recently entered page, however.
With a sense of dread, I turn the page, and see one I have no memory of writing, only a few hours after the last.
 
Unknown Enemy Ship, 2554, November 15, 19:21
I have been captured. My captor has allowed me to keep a log, for reasons I do not know. 
She calls herself Malle. Her behavior defies all normal rules of POW conduct. I suppose the war is over from their perspective. Having seen an atomic compiler operating, I understand now that victory was never the way, only evasion. I will be escaping at my first opportunity.

 
That seems ominous. 
It is undoubtedly my handwriting, or at least a very skillful forgery. Clearly, whatever escape I planned was not successful, considering where I am now.
Perhaps there is truth to the claim that my memory has been altered. This would be a great deal of effort to fool me, and I can’t immediately see any motive for it. Maybe the intensity of my struggle of will against the xeno machinations is to blame for the lost time.
I start to fidget absently as the affini moves to the far wall, produces a pen from her chest, and begins filling out what seems to be paperwork.
“Here, while you do that, I have some forms to take care of before we leave.”
“Yeah…” I mumble absently.
I turn the page to find more clues, and find something… rather different.
 
[image: ]

 
Clearly the affini let one of their pets get to my precious notebook with a box of crayons as a form of psychological warfare. 
A few pages are wrinkled by water damage, and many have more childish scribbles on them. My best guess is that whomever it was that defaced my journal remained near me, since the color choices on the larger of the two figures that appear on most pages clearly reflect my captor. 
There is also a large purple shape in several of them I cannot identify, but I don’t put much stock in the visions of whatever addled moron drooled all this onto the page of my precious personal log.
I flip past them until I reach a blank page, and start a new entry.
“May I ask where is this prison is located?”
“This is a hospital, dear. Axis City, Ring one of the Occantalis. Spelled with two Cs, one L!” she giggles to herself as she goes back to her forms. “Much like your regimen over the last week…”
I have no idea what that means, and I don’t care.
 
Occantalis,
 
“And if I am allowed to know… what is the date?”
She looks up from her clipboard with a saccharine grin. “You can ask whatever you like, little one. On the Terran calendar the date is November 24th!”
 
Occantalis, 2554, November 24,

 
Getting the exact time is critical to managing myself. I look up, and see no clock anywhere. “What time is it, locally?”
“Morning!”
“As a number, please.”
She turns a form over on the clipboard and starts filling out the back. “Oh, nine o’clock, then.”
I jot that down, then make two dots for the minutes. “Nine… what?”
“Just nine. More or less. I don’t think you need to worry about anything so minute as a minute anymore, sweetie!” 
She giggles at her own joke and pets me with a vine that stretches across the room. I give her a withering look. 
“I would still like to know, please.”
“Why? Do you have somewhere you need to be I don’t know about?”
I frown at her, but the expected satisfaction of rage fails to manifest. Fine, whatever.
 
Occantalis, 2554, November 24, 9:?
I seem to have been captured by layabouts who have no sense of punctuality. My recollection of events is now suspect. I cannot remember my real last name or serial number. Other than that, my hopes are high, as the implant is clearly not functional, evidenced by my being able to write this at all.

 
I stow the notebook in a pocket intuitively placed on my hip, and shakily sit up. I don’t have long to wait before there is a whirring as Malle feeds the clipboard into a panel on the wall. “Come, Misha! You’re all set, and cleared to go now that the implant is fully grown. Time for us to go back home!”
Malle flows back over and helps me down to the floor. She makes a click sound that immediately makes me stand up straight and trot to her side, some kind of lingering muscle memory from military training, perhaps. 
“Ah, good girl,” she coos down at me before setting off through the door and repeating the click to suggest I follow. I feel a burst of pleasant tingles in the back of my head that helps put my head in perfect clarity, and I take the opportunity to scour my thoughts for evidence of tampering by the worm. 
I let my mind wander as I walk. It is censoring my old last name, that is true, and even an attempt to mutter my deadname under my breath only produces “—” which is more than a little alarming. 

But… I remember the blank looks of adoration we all saw on the Affini broadcasts.
I glare at the affini, and know in my heart I hate her. I hate everything she stands for, her false claims, her entire race.
Hatred has always been grounding. It does little to ground me now, and I find my thoughts still scattering easily, but that can easily be explained by lingering sedatives. 
They have done their worst and all it managed to do was clumsily redact my name and a serial number. Pathetic, I used to change identities online every month or so. I didn’t even like my dad’s name in the first place.
The explanation is obvious. My spirit is simply too strong to be broken by such weak instruments.
I hate Malle. That means I’m still me. 
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  A door closes behind us. My continued expectation of the loud metallic clinking of infrastructure is subverted once more as I glance around. There are glimpses of blue visible from the window as we descend but I pay them no mind, I have work to do.
More specifically, my environment.
We seem to be in some kind of geode? At least it appears to be one, the normal crystalline interior I would expect has been painstakingly replaced by metal cubes, each one chiseled to depict some variety of a picture.
I glare, narrowing my eyes to find they are different xenos, surrounded in the vines of Affini. 
These are portraits of the weeds and their abducted victims, forced to smile. 
I’m reluctant to speak to my prison warden, but intel would be helpful.
“What in the stars is this?” I say, gesturing around.
Suddenly, I feel lighter, and a slight invisible push to the right. The entire thing is moving. Malle pats my head condescending as she answers.
“It’s an elevator sweetie! It’s taking us directly to my hab unit block. I would usually favor a more scenic route, but I want to save that. It’ll be a whole moment of awe and wonder for you.”
I roll my eyes. Malle is truly a vapid creature if the inside of a warship is what she considers to be scenic. 
But the mirrored surfaces… distract me. It wouldn’t be vain to inspect myself, especially since I have gotten so little of a look at myself.
My hair is still drawn back into a tactical bun, which while good, is about the only positive physical trait that the weed has left intact. The collar around my neck almost appears to be a ribbon of dark green sheen, similar to Malle’s palette, only I realize with a firm tug it is far stronger than likely even the metal on the Shrug of Atlas.
A pink gem in the spitting image of Malle’s pink thorns and nails rests above my cleavage, a swirling shine deeper inside that makes me dizzy to look too closely at it in my reflection.
Leaning closer, I see my eyes have gone from brown to an unnatural magenta with a green ring in the center. A vanity alteration that again, clearly matches the hues of my jailor. 
“My eyes,” I mumble. They don't look bad, admittedly.
“Yes, we match! Mommy and pet, isnt it cute?”
I feel a rush of anger at the childish tone she takes with me, the lack of a fire in my veins tells me I should conserve my strength.
I wonder if perhaps the child-minded fool who doodled all over my notebook might have left some clue as to how this modification happened, and start flipping through to see if any of them depict me as more than a wobbly stick figure.
Whomever my crayon-wielding pictographic scribe was, they seemed to have gradually gained a grasp of color theory as they progressed. A later illustration of what is presumably the collar I am currently wearing uses not only green but yellow and blue to create areas of light and shadow. I remember the technique from my failed bid as an artist, though I had never expected to see it used in a style so otherwise childish. 
 


 
Clearly, a sign that even under the affini influence, the human spirit perseveres.
I feel the moment of momentum shift, and she stabilizes me in place with a bundle of vines. Our vector of motion is such that whatever spin ring we are on is counteracted. I feel myself getting heavy sideways, creating the paradoxical sensation of lying on my side against her vines. It feels disturbingly familiar. 
I’ve not been held like this since my last ex back home, and the buzzing darkness in the back of my head swells. I glare at the crude drawing of a collar, furiously avoiding the thought of how complacent they had made me feel.
Motion grabs my attention, and for some reason my usual military training instincts don’t immediately kick in, another worrying sign.
A vine is outstretched, holding a silver pouch with a sip tab. My jailor is smiling.
“Drink for you, sweetie! We can have anything you like back home, but I have some water for you on me.”
Poison, likely. Perhaps an attempt to alter me again in some way. Then again, she has demonstrated a physical superiority over me already, why would she not just force it?
But I am thirsty, and if she was trying to kill me a bullet would be more efficient than doing my nails and eyes to match her. I take a cautious pull of the liquid, then spit it out immediately.
“This tastes like… what the fuck is this? It tastes like nothing.”
Malle chuckles, a condescending smile on its mockery of a face. “Like I said, it’s water, petal.”
I look down at the pouch incredulously. “Water is sweeter than this.”
“Ah yes, I remember now, you had this concern the first time around too! It tastes less sweet because there’s no lead in it, petal. Just hydrogen, oxygen, with trace electrolytes and fluorides added.”
“Flourides!?” I yell, flinging the pouch as hard as I can, and it makes a mighty whump as it hits the gemstone wall. A few droplets of clear fluid full of xeno poisons float beside it, shaken loose by my brilliant show of defiance. 
The familiar feeling of sharpened will in my chest fails to manifest at the show of force, but I have more important things to worry about. Wait, the initially weightless water droplets are all slowly listing towards one side of the elevator. I wonder if I could determine the size of the ring by… 
I am roused from my distraction by the elevator coming to a stop, the bouncing droplets all hitting the far wall at once before splashing down. 
“Almost there, Misha. Follow me!”
Malle lowers me to the floor and makes that click again, and the listlessness in my head vanishes. My log indicates that attempting escape is unlikely to succeed until I know better, so I take advantage of the clear goal of following her and return my focus to inspecting the haphazard vandalization of my personal log by some fool as we walk down another hallway.
The middle third of the illustrations are the most representational by far, perhaps the artist had managed to gain skill during a period of increased lucidity. The obviousness of certain objects is clear. Doors, food, a kickball, the collar, myself, Malle, I can all clearly identify.
Which makes the repeated presence of an unknown purple… thing even more disconcerting. Clearly the artist was trying to capture something specific, but the clumsiness leaves few clues as to what. It looks like it could almost be a dog, but what might be legs are far too numerous.
 


 
Also… the figure in pink that seems to represent me is disturbingly small in comparison to this beast.
The presence of hearts implies some friendliness, however. And it seems to be depicted on a leash in several of them. Perhaps it is a more literal tamed animal than the humans and lesser sapient beings the affini call pets.
“We are here, sweetie!”
I close my notes with a snap. 
‘Here’, appears to be something ripped straight out of a fantasy novel scrawled by an author with their head in the clouds.
Truthfully, what I expect is a cramped, compacted hallway lined with cells of my fellow men in arms, determination and fire oiling up the pistons of rebellion.
What actually entered my field of view surely must have been the luxurious quarters of a high status officer who had struck it big by stepping on many, many saps to get to the position of power they fiercely clung to.
It is a spherical shape, suspended by golden rope from the inner hollow of a rather large tree adorned with a wooden spiral-staircase up the inner bark. I spot a railed wooden bridge connecting the stairwell to the sphere, as well as more details about the orb itself.
It almost resembles a hanging potted plant nestled within the hollow of the tree, and certainly has the vegetation to live up to the descriptor. Plants sprout both vertical and horizontal across the shape, growing in carefully sculpted lines around a spherical doorway, a window positioned for a balcony-height view, not that there would be a ton to see from inside, given where it was.
I expected a– a– I wasn’t even sure what I expected at this point, certainly not this?! 
“Do you need me to carry you sweetie?~ I’m not against it,” She says in her sickeningly sweet voice, propping open what appears to be a garden gate that was previously blocking the ascension.
“Don’t you dare touch me,” I defiantly retort, only remembering at the last moment not to add weed if I am trying to keep up the act that the implant is functional.
“Oh you’re just so precious!” She coos, nudging me forward.
The ascent is… nice? I was expecting it to be annoying to climb the odd staircase, but it is curved at such an angle that it’s easy enough to rise.
A petrified wood door scaled for a freakish titan clicks open as we approach, and she gestures me in.
I step into a living room of sorts, sculpted wood and smoothed rock with pink salt marbling tilted floors line a garden path mapped through the room in curvy, winding nonsensical walkways, braids of wood flooring off to the sides.
The paths fork into three dimensional shapes that manifest as bookshelves, with actual, printed books. Chiseled tables with delicate detailing that must have cost more than my yearly income, the outer shells of couches and sofas that each carry a clutch of ludicrously soft plush pillows.
The level of ostentatiousness is beyond the most cartoonish exaggerations of opulence and wealth I have ever seen depicted by the least subtle prompt engineers. There is a sense of disorientation as I see that the ceiling, too, is covered in a flowery mural of some kind.
To use wood as a building material on a ship is so absurdly wasteful as to clearly be an intimidation tactic, to flaunt not just it, but all of this so nonchalantly must be a crime. I am reminded by the use of pre-generative art by churches to awe and inspire uneducated peasants, taken to the extreme. Or perhaps it is a show of power. Have I been made the plaything of admiralty? Do the affini have monarchs? 
“What is your rank on this vessel, Affini?”
[image: ]
She taps at her chin with two of her fingers in a mimicry of human gestures. “Hmm, sometimes I volunteer at the library, as a junior media studies teaching assistant. Other than that, I don’t really have any titles, I just live here.”
“You just… live here,” I repeat back, incredulity rising in my tone. “Who pays for this? Am I being held prisoner by some freeloader?”
She makes a giggling squeal at me like I am a cat that has just made a particularly adorable meow.
“I believe you’ll find the term ‘freeloader’ to be without purpose here, honey. We aren't limited for resources on the individual level like you were when you lived in the wild.”
My teeth grind at the obviousness of the lie, and know I can easily catch her in it. “Uh huh. So how do you get money, then?”
“Silly girl. There’s no such thing as currency here in the real world, nor anything resembling the kind of ‘work’ as you know it. Someone could say, serve as a waitress in a cafe if they like, but it is entirely unnecessary, especially for little cuties like you! I don’t think working suits a little house animal like you, personally.”
My resolve to pretend the implant is keeping me docile cracks slightly. “What… what the fuck am I here for, then? What possible reason could you have for keeping me as a house animal?”
She giggles and leans down to kiss my forehead. Unwanted adoration flutters in my chest at the affection, something I’ve not found much of lately. 
“I simply enjoy your presence, petal. You're adorable. You fill my home with sound and joy and laughter. You are a good pet. Your species did the same with dogs and cats, even if the original context was more utilitarian, those who lived with plenty generally kept them purely for the sake of companionship. Just like you!”
Malle punctuates the final syllable by booping my nose with one of her fingers, and I recoil, pushing away the digit. Wait, wouldn’t it be digiquadrit? She does have fourteen of them… Fuck, focus, Misha.
Before I can demand more information, Malle brushes a thin vine down my lower lip, and my jaw slackens automatically. A small red berry is swiftly placed between my teeth, and then a single tap prompts me to bite without thinking.
“Here, a little treat for you.”
The enormity of what had taken less than a second to complete explodes into my brain like the flood of sweet tangy juices hitting my tongue. Every gesture obeyed had given me a little burst of giddy delight, comparable to the buzzy hit of seeing someone admitting defeat to my superior debate skills by blocking me.
“You… trained me?!”
“Yes! I really wish I could say it only took me one try, but it took me several, especially when you got grumpy!”
Alright, that crosses it, I’m angry, upset, what can I do? What moves do I have to make here? Something to piss her off, annoy her, anything. I disliked getting desperate like this, I would have none of it.
I tear myself around, preparing to lay into this weed about everything. I’d pick apart her logic, I’d show her–
“Misha, dear. Don’t work yourself up too much or you’ll have an accident again~”
“Accident? The only accident I’m gonna have is the one I’m going to need to cover–”
It is then I realize she’s tapped my thigh, and I realize this because in doing so my body has spread my legs for her on command.
I feel something between my legs, something I am desperately, for once, hoping I’m wrong about.
Unfortunately for me, I am always right.
Her vine lifts my pink dress, and my lower lip violates my strict self-standards by quivering, but I allow it, just this once.
Gone are the standard issue boxers, and in their place are a pair of green panties, embroided yellow ribbons dangling from the outside, woven in such a way as to not actually touch the skin below it.
Pink ruffles fluff from the hem of the article, shaped like the thorns of my jailer, and just as sharp.
Which is to say, not at all.
All of this is humiliating, and childish, though not worth blowing my well adapted composure over, admittedly.
No, what truly shocks me to my core is that the inner lining is soft, cushioned, well insulated, thick.
It’s not thick enough for me to have noticed, but It’s certainly obvious what it is.
I’m in… padding.
That does it.
“You rotten, awful, fucking, piss-stain excuse of an ingrate, how dare you!” I glower at it, this thing, this smug, carefree freeloader!
Finally, finally, finally I can feel something stir in my lower body. It is the anger, the flame of rage, finally, I can feel her horns and her smokey breath. 
I must ride it, it’s been too long, I can finally see I’ve been pretty focused in this entire time, perhaps my anger has become even more of a useful vessel for me.
“Oh sweetheart is it the ribbons? You got fussy when they touched your skin last time, but they’re just so cute! Look!!”
She makes a joke out of my misery, testing the bounds of my already finite patience by pulling on the ribbon.
It began to glow, a little.
“Isn’t that so precious?!”
The satisfaction of a release of anger finally blooms, pleasant tingling in my chest. This is it, this is where I get her to react, be upset, express disdain in a way that ruins her day. Make her hate me as much as I hate her. She deserves it, and so much worse for daring to cross my path.
…Wait. 
No. That wasn’t quite right. The usual satisfying sting isn’t… 
Oh no.
The warmth is physical, the draining of pressure is…
No. No. Absolutely not no. NO. NO!!!
“I…”
I glance down, expecting to see a dark stain spreading on my dress. But it feels like the wetness is merely staying in place, pooling around my crotch.
“Ah, so that was why you were being so fussy!” Malle nods dutifully to herself, pulling out a small handbook comparable to my important datalog.
“My Terrans are Adorable professor actually told me once about a terran floret who was taking a test once, and got so nervous to ask to go to the bathroom she went in her chair, she told me she focused much better after that!”
I really don’t care about her stupid stories, I’m honestly just… I don’t understand! 
“Fuck you!”
The fury is there but none of the spark, that familiar sting isn’t there. My only true partner through life, my sole weapon against the acidic maw of this world, feels dulled, or even missing.
Where is it?! Where is my sword? Where is it?!
“Here, have another treat sweetie, sweetie.” Malle hums, like it’s the most casual thing in the world.
I swat at the vine that dares attempt to infiltrate my personal bubble, scowling at Malle.
There is a shame burning me from the inside out. I’ve never felt the feeling twist up through my body and behind my eyes, but I think I know what it would do if I allowed it to continue.
This won’t break me, I won’t play it’s game, I won’t give it the satisfaction. She’s expecting me to fail, to fall apart. 
Joke’s on her.
Eyes were always watching me, making sure I was up to snuff, the weight of expectations is like the world and I am not like the ones who buckle, I am better, I couldn’t give less of a shit about what they think.
I don’t care, I have long since, not cared.
I wasn’t about to start now.
“Is this meant to break my spirit, weed? Humiliate me? I survived the waiting list for HRT, you think I can’t handle this?”
“Spirit? Don’t worry, that won’t last until the end of the day, I promise.”
Malle says it like she is promising me a gift, not the destruction of all that matters.
I twist to face her, and hiss in her face. “I don’t know what you want with me, you sick xeno freak, but it doesn’t matter. Tie me down, put your seeds inside me, parasitize me from within so you can make me into one of you, turn me into some mindbroken human breeding stock for your sick empire, none of it will mean anything, because you’ll never break my spirit!”
She pauses for a moment, clearly taken aback. I stand there, defiant, pants soaked but still proud.
“Hmm, not quite my pouch of tea sweetie, but if you want that, I believe I know several affini who specialize in hypnotic VR experiences and would be happy to oblige your little fantasy!”
VR? The tech had always interested me, but- no!
I’m about to tear into her again, but a dutiful hm cuts off my train of thought, and a tap from her vine closes my mouth before I can speak.
“Here. Let’s get you changed, Misha~” 
She grabs me with enough vines that there is no chance of resistance, and carries me towards a bathroom. I squirm against her until my back is laid on a soft rubbery pad, and wince as she tends to me with damp wipes soothing powders and a new pair of… underwear. It’s absorbent underwear. Nothing to be ashamed of. Really, it’s just keeping up my military training.
I’ve worn MAGs before during EVAs. Even vaguely considered how much easier they’d make staying focused on other things when not strictly needed. There was a practicality to them, to having one less constant body function to manage.
Malle finishes her task, smooths my dress back down, and then lowers me to the floor once more. As soon as I’m able, I hurry away from her, trying to get distance in this cavernous space.
She pets me on the head anyway, then strides out of the changing room nonchalantly. “I have just a little more paperwork to get to, so you can have a little screen time. If one of us gets a treat, both do, hm?~”
I take the moment of solitude to write another log, opening my notebook, and… I assume it’s been an hour since my last entry. I’m certainly not asking Malle.
 
Occantalis, 2554, November 24, 10?
Malle has taken me home. Her house is disgustingly opulent. I dearly hope she is not lying about the lack of a central finance system of any kind, since she claims to be unemployed. I have no desire to end up on the streets again because of someone else’s incompetent greed.
The weed has me in MAGs, and another side effect of the malfunctioning implant seems to be incontinence. I don’t even know where to start with the promise of screen time, but if it means I’ll be left alone with my thoughts for a little while, I’ll take it.
Perhaps the affini is delusional and actually thinks she is my mother? Though she does not use the term daughter for me, only demeaning pet terminology. I must remind myself how badly I despise everything she claims to be. The blade of focus that conflict has always provided me is less sharp than it once was, and I’ll have to harden myself to get it back.
I’m going to need it to make it through this.

 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    The reading rec for this chapter is Sweet Like Cocoa by glitchyrobo, which is the story that really put padding on the map in HDG.


  


      

  












      Chapter 3
  



    Chapter Notes

      Last Chapter Recap: Misha and Malle went home, and Misha got so angry she wet herself, discovering she is wearing underwear designed to make that fine. Then she got a berry as a treat.


      










Content Expectations: cat trees, baby sensory videos, the indominable terran desire to watch queerbaiting magical girl cartoons


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  When I follow her into the main space again, Malle is tittering about with some kind of affini busywork. She shepherds me over to a structure beside her desk that looks sort of like military agility training platforms… Or an enormous cat tree.
I climb up to small fur-covered platform with a ladder, hopeful I can attempt to gain information from what she is working on. It turns out to be full of plush stuffed animals. Perhaps they belong to whomever vandalized my notebook with crayons, they look familiar.
To my surprise, my eyes feel no strain as I focus across the table, despite it being longer than my last apartment. I’m easily able to discern every dot and line among the meaningless scribbles of her writing on paper large enough to be a poster, covered in boxes and lines. Useless, unfortunately, but still puzzling that my vision seems to have improved. 
Well. I don’t have any reason to be up here anymore, but I don’t have much reason to be anywhere else, either. Actually, having the weed where I can see her seems advantageous. A little buzz in the back of my head at the thought of keeping my adversary nearby is the confirmation I need that my plan is strategically sound.
I tug experimentally at the new… undergarments I’ve been put in through my dress. There seems to be an elastic that tightens as I do, locking it in place over the small swell of my hips I managed to get before HRT ran out, though now that I notice, I seem to have far more soft curve on my waist than I remember.
“Don’t take that off, dear, we don’t want a mess. Here, watch your show for a bit. You seem well enough to jump right back into your old routine as soon as I’m done with this report!”
I give up trying to rip the padded underwear off and glare at her, crawling over the stuffed animals in the way to spit venom at my jailer.
[image: ]
“My routine will be violence. I’ll fight you, every day. Making you miserable will be my reason to exist. I'll make your life hell, weed. I'll burn everything you value, I'll poison you from inside your own home. You will tremble in your roots when you remember the scars upon your psyche left after you finally give in to your basest instincts and devour me out of fear.”
Malle giggles, and boops me on the nose with two of her far-too-many fingers. “Sweetie, you quite evidently weren't able to do any of those silly things before my implant was nestled into your spinal column, I don't think you're going to be able to deliver on such threats after.” 
She wraps her vines around my midsection like a climbing harness, and I’m shocked into a docility that doesn’t leave until she puts me down on the other side of her desk, in a seat facing what looks like a rounded varnished rectangle.
The weed picks up a remote from a side shelf that might as well be a loft, and what had seemed to be a flat piece of wood springs to life. It isn’t backlit, exactly, or at least not in the harsh-edged, pixelated LEDs I’m used to squinting at late into the night. The entire thing glows softly as the wood itself seems to pigment, forming shapes that seem to sculpt color itself.
The colors are vibrant like nothing printed on paper ever has been, deep reds, blues, purples and browns and clear shades of grey that don’t muddy like always annoyed me so much during my repeated failed attempts at digital art. The whites are crisp without being harsh, the darks blacker than space. I lean as close as I can for a moment, and can’t see anything even resembling
I take a deep breath and cannot help but admire how easy on the eyes the display technology is. But then Malle navigates away from the placeholder slideshow, to what seems to be a favorites menu, and I start scowling at the ‘show’ she has chosen to wear down my morale.
A line of colorful fruit with beady eyes and saccharine grins bounce and dance in time to music that is energetic without ever being truly exciting. A calming, hypnotic display of sound and color designed to pacify children while their parents are working.
I stare at the animation for a minute, utterly mesmerized by the rhythmic motion and the soft, soothing tones. Then I realize what I’m doing and snap myself out of it, and kick away the tendrils she walks on that had wrapped around me while I was distracted.
“You… are keeping me busy with cartoons for babies?”
“The xenodrugs help too! They really compliment each other. You look adorable on class-Ys.”
“What the fuck is a class-Y?!”
Malle chitters to herself in amusement again, signing a form with a flourish and then winking down at me.
“Not something someone who takes them needs to worry about!”
The affini sets the TV remote on her desk. Well, it's a desk to her. For me it would be more like an open room with four pillars and a slightly low roof. I could have fit my entire Officer’s quarters on the Shrug of Atlas under that table. There was no way I was going to be able to reach the remote up there.
“How do I pause, or change the program? This is infantile.”
“Ask me!”
A sigh of frustration escapes me, and I gesture around the space. Other than the ladder up to the plush platform next to the desk, there is literally nothing I could use to reach anything of importance. 
“I meant… how am I supposed to navigate this comically oversized living room?”
“This is a very modest hab, sweetie. You are just small. As I said, just ask me for help if you need it.”
My attention is momentarily grabbed by a carrot on the screen doing a twirl. Why is there a carrot? Everything else was fruit… Fuck. My neck is getting cramped from looking straight up, so I furrow my brow and direct my fury at the skirt of vines that vaguely gesture at the shape of knees instead. 
“Do not be pedantic at me, Malle. For me, this is a large room. Unless you are so stupid you don’t think scale is relative, you know that. How am I supposed to do anything. without you?”
Malle giggles, leans down, and gives me a leafy kiss on the top of the head. “Oh, that's very simple. You aren't! You’re a pet. But I could put on your other favorite if you aren’t in the mood for the veggie dance?”
This fucking weed is really getting on my nerves.
“Change. The. Show. Now.” I can feel the anger building up. It was going to happen this time, I could practically taste it. I need something, I need something here.
“What’s the magic wooooorrdddd?~” The infernal weed practically sings, going to pet me with tendrils I slap away as best I can.
“I’m not saying please,” I snarl through gritted teeth. The carrot is making a blushy face at the apple. Those aren’t even cross compatible species! This is stupid!
“So you do like the veggie dance! I can make this the default if you’re so incline–”
“PLEASE CHANGE THE STUPID SHOW TO A DIFFERENT THING. Something that doesn't make me want to rip my hair out!”
A grin somehow devoid and full of degrading, chiding subtleties dresses her face, and with a few clicks she changes the program. 
I am a little disappointed at the lack of a surge of dopamine for my victory, but it is a small concern, I am probably just disoriented.
Wait.
I know this show.
Old memories bubble to the surface as a long-forgotten theme song begins alongside a colorful animation.
It is a tv show I recognize. Magical Striker Girls Max, about soccer players with superpowers traveling around Nunavut. Childish drivel, though I had cut my teeth online debating who the goalie should be romantically paired with, and drawn a lot of fanart when I was younger. 
Fucking cringe.
But at least it isn't for infants.
I twist my focus back to something more grounding, my notepad, but I just can’t get into it.
In, fact every passing second makes it more clear that something isn’t right. The giddy smile curling at my lips, how I can’t help but hum along to the theme song…
My head feels floaty, and the pleasurable sparks now spreading across my face tells me I have been drugged. The treat that she exploited my training to feed me back in the changing rooms suddenly jumps out as the culprit.
“Was that berry you just gave me… psychoactive?”
“Of course it was! Just a little bit of a euphoriant to make you feel nice. Your implant can synthesize it, but my friends all tell me that terrans have very strong pattern matching skills, and sticking to manual administration helps with bonding and positive associations! It’ll have worn off by the time we go out for the day, though.”
Great, just what I need, the plant is soiling my veins and drugging me and infodumping about why. I wiggle my fingers experimentally, and find that the motion is still coordinated. At least it isn’t whatever was making me sluggish back at the medical prison.
I focus my attention back onto the stupid program, and see the pictures have changed to a subplot about the goalie temporarily losing her powers. One of the more controversial episodes due to its themes. There are a lot more intermediate frames than I remember, and none of them have the usual blobbiness of ai-generated interpolation.
“I just don’t even feel like myself anymore!” Played from the annoyingly nice display.
I ignore it, retreating to my notes again. What had I missed? What could I do to gain some ground here, something?! I needed to fucking do this, stars, I had been in the millitary for so fucking long you’d think I’d be able to pull off basic training BULLSHIT IN–
“Hey…” Another call from the show. It was one of the players, Maxxine. Their shipping had always been my least favorite. They had no chemistry and the romance was obviously forced. The in-betweens of the animation were garbage, I made sure to point it out whenever I could.
Maybe a good laugh would give me some motivation.
The goalie had curled up in the locker rooms, holding herself tight. 
Maxxine reached over, stroking her shoulder. “Hey… Listen, you did your best. You did wonderful! We just didn’t stand a chance out there, coach overworked us and between that and all the fighting the monsters–”
The goalie smacks her hand away, turning around to bury her face into the cold steel of the lockers. “You don’t get it! I missed it. I missed the stupid ball and I lost us the big game!” 
I try to laugh at one of the small animation errors I remembered clearly, but something is different this time around. And not just that all the product placement is missing.
Maxxine is holding the goalie, who is clearly uncomfortable. “Hey, we can’t be perfect every time. Sometimes we just screw up, and that’s okay! All we can do is pick ourselves back up, and try again. There’s always next time!”
“Yeah right, like I won’t screw that one up too. I’ve already let everyone down, what’s the point?”
The frame shifts perspectives, now showing Maxxine’s face looking directly at the screen.
“You are more than your accomplishments, okay?”
I feel an ache twist my chest out of nowhere.
“I–” The goalie almost says, before the loudspeaker begins blaring about an emergency attack on the stadium.
I lean forward in my seat.
“We’ll talk about this later.” The goalie muttered, grumbling with fluster in her voice.
“Promise?” Maxxine smiles back. Her smile is genuine, so it seems. Not a single trace of malice behind it.
They launch into their transformation sequence, which I initially glaze over, since it’s always just a full minute of reused animation… until I notice it isn't, and the team turning into their magical girl forms incorporates the environment they were in. I did not remember this episode having a unique transformation.
Suddenly, just as the third episode ends on the full lineup ready to defend the stadium, the display turns off.
“Hey, I wanted to watch the next one!”
“Later, sweetie. Too much hyperstimulation is bad for terrans, and that show is very energetic..”
Whatever, it was boring anyway.
 
Occantalis, 2554, November 24, 11…?
Malle has shown me what the affini Compact has accomplished, and is capable of. I know now not to underestimate my enemy. They are a monstrous force, it is only because of my defunct implant that I am likely able to even calculate my imminent victory.
The capability of display technology is enviable, for sure. I will have to salvage some of it when this entire empire is burning ashes.
I must prevail.
I must.
I will.

 
My head collapses into my fingers and I snap the notebook shut as Malle’s shifting vines draw near. I just want her to go away. I hate her, I want a moment of peace and quiet so I can get angry, think. But she continues to bog down my progress with these meaningless wastes of time.
“Ohhhh Misshaaaa~” The resonance of the jailer echoes through my prison.
“Oh, assssholleee?~” I mock her tone, rolling my eyes. She only seems to giggle at it.
“I’m so proud of you for harmonizing so well! I suppose we didn’t wipe everything from that memory of yours! Oopsie daisy!” 
Her obvious mind manipulation tactics were wasted here, she should know that by now.
“What do you want?”
“Well, I just got a message from my friend Veri about her own pet… You have someone who’s been missing you terribly! I am woe to even suggest how long you two have been apart!”
My eyes narrow. 
“Who is that? As you continue to remind me, you said you erased my memory, weed.”
“Your girlfriend, silly!”
“Sure… whatever,” I mumble, feeling inexplicable flutters.
I grab my notebook on the way up, flipping to the next segment.
 
Addendum:
We are heading out now. Malle insists I have a romantic partner on the ship. Someone who wants to see me? A loyal crew member perhaps? I doubt any of them would actually pursue a romance with me considering their respect for me as their superior officer, but perhaps that is just a ruse so that us meeting isn’t suspicious.
The idea of having an ally in this trying time fills me with a determination that the malfunctioning implant cannot dull. 

 
I look back up from the notebook as she taps my shoulders and slips a cardigan around my upper frame. I try to make sure to make it as infuriating for her as possible, but at some point she starts babytalking me and I would rather depressurize an airlock with me inside than listen to it, so I eventually let her.
She begins in a direction, decidedly not towards the entrance. 
“Where are you leading me? This isn’t where we came in.”
“Oh, that wasn’t the front door, sweetie.”
I roll my eyes. Of course a wooden spaceship would insist on wasteful nonsense like fire exits. But whatever, I follow her, expecting little but more hallways.
All my life I have been trained to shove down expectations of something greater, to each and every time prepare the shittiest possible outcome. It was simply pragmatic, because if I don’t, reality will, without mercy, remind me of what happens when you get stupid hopes up.
Expectation is power, it’s how you control people, if someone is told they are expected to fail, there is a failsafe in the terran mind that will simply tell you it’s okay.
And so many do. Disgusting, deadweight garbage. Everyone knows you just have to overcome it with sheer force of will, everyone knows deep down you can just overcome that useless sense of exhaustion with more.
Always more discipline.
Always more toughing it out.
Always for less.
But what twinkles before me and my captor as she beckons me out through another high arch… is not less. 
Immediately before me is a wooden walkway that leads forward into a curtain of colors I’d only seen in AI generated footage of an aurora borealis, spun veils of light affectionately drape the winding timber roads, each one embellished at its end into thick trunks of more solid ringed trunks. 
Only the trees do not seem to come from the ground, rather they hang downwards from a tight and yet somehow loose canopy lattice, careening in spun whorls down to the earth in which I stood.
Right, we aren’t on a planet of any kind. This was a ship.
Deeper within, more walkways of not asphalt, but chiseled petrified wood snaked between the alleys, connected to chute-elevators sprinkled throughout like a mailroom. 
Only these were brazened in materials man had no name for, trains moving at speeds that weren’t possible, it was utopian.
Expectations.
“Are you ready to go into the city sweetie?~”
I peer over a ledge as Malle pulls me along, and a gentle tug on my collar away from the sheer drop into a cylinder of greenery tells me she has leashed me, but I am too absorbed by the vista to care. No, that simply isn’t possible.
It’s smoke and mirrors, smoke and mirrors and bullshit. I need to stay sharp, just have to figure out a plan.
“Sure.” I grumbled, and for whatever reason that made my captor smile concerningly wide.
“That’s the spirit, dear!”
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  The twisting snarl of a city beckons around Malle and I as we stroll, an expanse of wood and glass and flower petals whose root system roads curl around us in layers like we are in some kind of inverted insect hive. 
Hoops of what appears to be wrought iron coil a trail forward for my kidnapper and I, glittering with aurum– no, that was more sap and resin. No matter where I look there isn’t a single thing I can find to use as a weapon, in fact, the more I look around the more it feels like the city is watching me back.
Stars forbid I must be going insane, imagining something as ridiculous as a living ship just because they made some of it out of wood. How stupid is that?
The loops of resin connect to buildings constructed of more loose vines that remind me of the useless and archaic cursive writing Terra used to have. I had taken a small interest for a time when I was younger, before I realized how utterly pointless it was.
Ugh, just thinking about all the time I wasted practicing the signing of my name makes me shudder.
For Malle’s part, she doesn’t seem even remotely interested in any of this. Sometimes she’ll wave at a few patrons inside of loops of resin and gold kintsugi cracked tree trunks that towered over us. There were all kinds of freaks here. A giant orange and yellow bird affini whose antennae looked like they were waving at us, elsewhere I saw a freaky Affini with pink petals and a mask, holding one of the many, many unabashed sluts I had seen on the way here. An absurdly bright 1950’s style cupcake base dress nearly blinds me from her as we walk down the streets, complete with brown straps and admittedly interesting triangle shapes that really–
“Little one?” Malle says, wiping something from my chin.
“What… what just happened?” I flinch away from the seven fingered hand, scowling at her.
“I believe you just got hypnotized by looking at a floret’s dress, and it was adorable. I took dozens of pictures!”
A low groan escapes my throat, but I know she’s just trying to get in my head.
I won’t let her. As long as I hate her, as long as I loathe her and this sham-shitshow of a facade I’ll come out on top.
Everyone knows to get ahead you just need to put your nose to the grindstone, it doesn’t matter if I’m tired, it doesn't matter if my stupid lizard brain wants to ‘enjoy the scenery’. The dead weight Terra obviously hired is out of the way. I just need to find some way out of this, I have to figure it out. 
Unfortunately my frilly flip-flop sandals don't have literal bootstraps to pull myself up by, even if they are admittedly the most comfortable footwear I've ever worn. But the bootstraps in my spirit will soar all the same.
I roll my eyes as we continue down the path, looking inwards for a moment. I don’t understand why it’s not heating up. I can’t feel the satisfying fire boiling my blood, I can’t fully picture the feeling of my knuckles connecting with bark and vine, the rapturous chorus of gunfire kissing their blasted wood-hides.
I can remember being excited about the next episode of Magical Striker Girls Max though… and why did that dancing fruit show have a single carrot? Carrots weren't even an edge case, they're a root vegetable. But maybe the carrot was meant to stand out, to engage the-
…Keep focused. I just need to keep focused. I can't let her get in my head.
We march onward a ways past the leering towers, and something catches my eye.
“Wait…” I recognize a branch with several smaller right angles, I realize I have seen the shape before, albeit in crayon form.
Malle turns, and sees what I'm looking at. “Oh, yes, you did find this view very inspiring last time we were here!”
I open my notebook and flip several pages back until I find it.
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It’s one of the more lucid scrawls, made of filled areas rather than crude stick figures. There is even some shading with different hues. And yes, as I look back and forth, that exact branch shape is to our right, with the axial hub visible behind it. Which confirms that this is intentionally representational, and makes the additional figure, or perhaps two, even more curious.
Malle babbles about various landmarks, but nothing she says seems of remote tactical relevance.
“I’m so excited I get to do this a second time. Perhaps I’ll have to reset your memory more, just to see that look of awe on your face!”
I hate her.
If these tools of hers really exist then the flippant dance she and her kind are swaying to are even more insulting. Who would make tools capable of carving new meaning into reality, only to use them to pamper their prisoners of war?
Calm down, for now. Seizing the opportunity to strike is vital. I must be better, and avoid whatever mistakes I made before she erased my memory.
We pass some seven foot freak in a collar looking at their owner with vacant eyes and the sense of tranquility leaves me instantly.
“Look Misha! Ohhhh they’re so cuuuuteee!” 
I look away as she dotes on them, the sight of her babblingly running her fingers through their hair filling my chest with an ache that surely is the rage I've been missing.
 
Occantalis, 2554, November 24, Noon
I have observed my first florets with my own eyes, or at least, the first after having my memory tampered with. So typical of the lazy, selfish offworlders to not even put up a fight. Terra only surrendered because of them, the damn refugees who flooded back to the planet of my birth as they failed to hold back the affini menace on the outer rim, demanding assistance and handouts. The thought of them having kids on my beloved homeworld and replacing the true inheritors of the universe with our species’ bastard offspring sickens me.
After a generation we wouldn’t have even been able to tell who was of corrupted stock, with no way to tell a true Terran from a lowgee’s offspring if they grew up in a proper gravity well. It is a twisted mercy that the affini had probably reduced Terra to radioactive ash by now.
I don't know why Malle would think such a drooling ingrate more worthy of her attention than me.

 
I expect to feel the flame of passion ignite within me as I write, the banner of vengeance flying proud within my breast. But rereading it only makes me feel… sad. A little sick, even. 
This… this obviously factually accurate description of biological realities isn’t actually relevant to my escape log, come to think of it. This is just another distraction. I reach for the page, tear and crumple it, then throw it away. 
I immediately feel better, a wave of peace settling into my breast where only a painful tightness had been before.
…Wait, what the fuck?
“You’re in my head,” I mumble in shock.
Malle slows her pace to a crawl, and turns her head slightly to indicate she is listening. “Hmm?”
“Your…” Care must be taken here. “You are dampening my emotions with drugs.”
The xeno’s face lights up in amused delight.
“Oh! Not quite, but I suppose it might seem that way at first! Dr. Lywick found during your initial checkup that there was extensive brain damage caused by various industrial toxins and a long-untreated neurochemical imbalance that severely hindered your executive functioning.”
My blood runs cold. “So you… brain damage is why I don’t feel the way I’m supposed to? You lobotomized me!?”
She stops fully, taking a knee, suddenly wrapping two fingers under my chin in a way that makes my chest tighten. She speaks as though she is trying to soothe rather than tease, even if it is the voice one would use with a small child.
“Oh, not at all, love. You’re healing now, sweetie, I promise. No more of that constant miserable anger-reward cycle. The maladaptive conflict seeking is just an old pattern now, and you’ll forget it quickly without the reinforcement mechanism. You’ll just get bored of fighting soon, especially as that adorable little prefrontal cortex of yours learns all kinds of fun new ways to interact!”
It takes me a moment to realize what she even means. Then it sinks in. She has dulled me, she intentionally took my sword away.
“The fight is who I am!”
“Were, perhaps,” she corrects with a pointy grin. “You do not decide who you are now, and thank the Everbloom for that, you weren't doing a very good job, were you?”
My rebuttal is cut off by her pinching my cheek and cooing at me, and she continues, speaking in a tone one might use for a small child.
“No, little girl, you defined yourself in the negative. By what you stand against, what you hated. A tragic way to be. I have merely made that unrewarding. You knew how to love things once, I already know that. Remember your football show?”
“Fuck you, Malle.” I growl. There’s something else there, on my face.
Was I–
I only miss the void of anger even more as I realize there’s something wet on my face, the contraband I’ve caught my lessers with so many times.
Tears.
Fucking, tears.
“I hate you.” The loathing dread winds into my tongue. “I hate you, and nothing your disgusting implant does will change that. I hope you enjoy the thing you’re installing on my corpse. I hope the brainwashing you do on the rotting body brings you this ‘satisfaction’ you give so much of a shit about. Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you.”
She doesn't miss a beat, she doesn't even acknowledge my well placed insult. “Oh, no, nothing so invasive! I prefer to allow you to be in your least modified state needed for happiness. All we changed is that negative emotions no longer trigger a dopamine reward response! Let the habit die out on its own with that little terran spirit of yours!”
The lights of the city go from annoying to overbearing, smears of brightness twist and contort with the bleary handicap now staining my face. She didn’t just take my sword from me. My armor is gone, my armory has been cleared out entirely. I’m a fucking sitting duck in the trenches and she doesn’t even have the dignity to finish me off.
Stars, I want her to shut up so badly. I don’t care how big she is, I need to hit her, I need to feel the power of enacting force upon the world again.
Fingers curl. I pull my arm back, knuckles bearing down with the righteous rage she has robbed me of, I will be like the goalie, I will defeat her with this disabling adjustment and get my power back!
My fist lands with a tiny whumph against her soft surface, finding no bone to crack, no meaty flesh to bruise. She just deforms around it and cushions the blow. 
It is like punching a leafy pillow. It feels like nothing. Not even like the painful failure of punching armor, but a total dismissal of the premise that the violence of my actions have any consequences at all.
I feel silly for even trying.
She doesn’t even acknowledge it happened as she continues talking in the same tone.
“But yes… Ensuring you have healed correctly is why you are currently mentally regressed to a state roughly equivalent to mid adolescence, though I’ll never say no if you want your baseline to go younger! I don’t ever intend to let you ‘grow up’ fully, of course. The definition of adulthood that was pushed upon you is simply barbarous.”
The irony of such a grotesque civilization that preys and lays its parasitic mind control seeds within the strong isn’t lost on me.
“Don’t be ridiculous. I am not mentally a teenager, this is how I have always been.”
Something about that makes her giggle even more, but there is something almost sad underneath, cool tones of remorse that make the traitorous organ that once led me into battle passive and docile. 
“Oh, poor thing. Rage is the worst kind of vice, petal, that only makes you feel worse for indulging in it. Xenodrugs are much better for you. Here, have some chocolate.”
Malle’s chest rustles, and a box of treats is produced from within. A vine brushes my lip again, and a whine escapes me this time as a bitter square treat is placed on my tongue. I want to close my mouth on the candy, but I fall into a loop of wondering if it would feel better to wait for her instruction. Finally, once drool has started to pool in my mouth, she taps my lower jaw and I am able to bring myself to chew.
It tastes like home, like the best candy we could only afford on special occasions, but with a thick, creamy decadence only a quadrillionaire could ever justify consuming. A concentrated moment of pure hedonistic bliss that could stretch out forever. I swallow when she brushes my throat, but my mouth is coated in a faint residue of decadence. The taste settles in, mixing with the tang of the berry from before, a perfect compliment of berry and fudge.
Fuck.
She chitters with laughter and resumes walking, pulling me along by the leash. 
With great effort, I manage to claw my focus back to the situation, swallowing rapidly to clear my mouth of the distraction. 
“You… you are trying to turn me into just a drooling hedonist. You can’t change who I am, you monster!”
“Weeellllll, I actually caaaaaan, but that just isn’t my vibe, you know? I won’t mind if I decide you prefer to be a lap floret, but I thought you could maybe be a bit of a semi-outdoor pet. You know, go outside and play during the day like your friend!” 
I sigh. I don’t know who this ally of mine we are going to meet is, but I hope it’s someone with half a brain. I need something here, my sword has been taken from me and I’m dead in the water. “What did you say her name was, Malle?”
“Oh, it's… well, you had a lot of trouble pronouncing her name, so we settled on Kiki, much like how you landed on calling me Mommy~”
I groan, but at least I have a name now. I don’t recognize it, perhaps my secret ally was just from another ship, or perhaps it is actually something else I childishly slurred into such a simple name while drugged.
The neighborhood has twisted into shades of onyx that twist into spun rock formations, curled in and out of various homes as if to act as both supports and play structures, one in particular seems well used, a small net of the material that’s criss-crossed to form almost an impromptu-nest, slathered with…
I’ve never understood claims in the past about ‘neurodev– spicy– autism, whatever it’s called and their talks of wrong textures until just this moment, I want nothing to do with that gruel.
“Here we are, my friend Veri’s hab! Ze and zir floret live here. Veri and I are going to hang out and let you do your own thing, since you and Kiki can usually… keep each other entertained,” she remarks as with bemusement.
Ah, a perfect chance to strategize away from her as she undoubtedly schemes with her own ally.
The hab is a cornucopia shaped blend of that onyx material from earlier, with stained windows that I very much cannot see through, a walkway of obsidian hexagons leading along a small yard of extra-dark-green grass.
It’s vile, but something about seeing it warms my heart, and–
I have always, always loathed the fact that terrans are not naturally born with additional weaponry biologically grown, but I could at least live with it if not for the starsforsaken nasolacrimal ducts that seem to be constantly blinding me today.
I wipe it, and as my eyes focus again I realize we’re moving inside. The door is just a pinwheel of oddly textured fan-blade-thingies, but as they retract I can’t help but feel both excited and terrified at what must use such a thing to leave its home.
The inside is a cooler tone, muted greys and greens and browns. An affini whose body looks like silvery seedpods greets Malle, and judging by the crayon color choices I have identified figure four.
“Hello again, little miss Arboria! You may not remember me, but I am Veri Tainor, twelfth bloom, and use ze and zir pronouns.”
It takes me a moment to remember that my name is Misha Arboria to these freaks and not Misha ⸺. ⸺. Fucking… whatever, I never liked that name anyway, whatever the hell it was. Veri pets me, but ze doesn’t seem particularly focused on me like Malle usually is, and it doesn’t make me feel the same tingles in my neck either.
“I’m going to kick your vines back to the Core Worlds, Veri. I’ve been practicing, you know,” Malle babbles. I look at her in complete confusion until noticing Malle is picking up what appears to be a video game controller from a table high over my head and turning a display screen on. 
Of course these fools would need such idle nonsense to keep themselves busy,
“I’m sure you have, youngbloom. Just a moment, I don’t think Kiki knows Misha is here yet.” Veri turns zir head back and makes a clicking screech up the stairs.
Suddenly, the entire hab shakes. A pounding of far too many legs with far to sharp a click against the wood. Something huge is approaching.
I back up into Malle, but she’s already moved to the massive couch and flopped lazily across it. Whatever is coming, I’ll have to face alone.
With a final crash of creaking flooring it explodes into the space, and suddenly the vague purple shape in the notebook makes sense. A six legged beast that skitters and bounds like some kind of enormous dog. It’s a hulking mass of dripping chitin and purplish armor plates and it looks nothing like anything I’ve ever put holes into.
It lunges for me.
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I’m pinned down by its forelegs, trapped like a mouse under a cat that is playing with its food.
Its horrifying maw opens and three rows of teeth drip over me as a long tentacle I assume is a tongue winds out of its gullet. Oh fuck, it’s going to eat me.
This is where I die. It all makes sense now, I was not brought here to be a pet. I was a meal.
A swipe against my cheek. I recoil, expecting acid, but… nothing. Another swipe of its tongue. What the fuck? Over and over it licks me?
“They’re so sweet together, aren’t they? So adorably affectionate!” I faintly hear Malle cooing over the wet sloshing sound of an alien tongue wiping across my face and lips as I try to squirm away.
Veri laughs. “Don’t personify it too much, Malle. Kiki is very sweet, but she also thinks Misha is producing skin oils and sweat she finds delicious as a courtship display. I tried explaining otherwise but she didn’t believe me.”
My attempts to get away from the thing entirely fail. “What the fuck?”
The monster pulls back, panting against my face like some massive alien dog. Malle giggles, and pets it on the top of its central face-spine.
“Sweetie, this is Kiki Tainor, third floret! Your girlfriend!”
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  The sound of Malle and Veri playing some kind of video game about stacking piles of what look like bees echoes through the living room as I try and fail to escape from the nest that the monster apparently named Kiki has dragged me to beside the couch.
I try kicking Kiki, but the armor plates might as well be solid steel and I’m in flip-flops. Somewhere in the background to my struggle, there is a sizzling sound, a bubbling, and something like leaves relaxing. is in the air now, and Malle is far more giggly after taking a hit from a… bong.
It’s a fucking bong.
Malle’s entire form quivers as a pink haze that smells like cotton candy starts to seep from her leaves. “Oh, goodness. These resintoxia petals really have a kick. Mellow, but hopeful, there’s a melancholy to it.”
“The sadness on the afterburn is from the Maelodion songtree pollen, I think. This is the Andromedan stuff you can’t really get out here on the frontier.”
For the briefest moment, I manage to escape Kiki’s many-limbed clutches, before it tackles me back to the ground like an excitable dog, redoubling the attention of its slick, slobbery tongue lapping at my face. 
“Would you fucking xenos stop getting high and get this animal off me!?”
Veri, who is sitting on the other side of Malle, just makes a tutting noise as my owner’s bee stack crushes zir in the game. “Actually, the term animal only accurately reflects those that share your specific lineage from Terra. Much like how affini are generally uplifted from sessile autotrophic organisms, but we are not technically plants-”
I can't hear the rest of zir taxonomic pedantry over the thing pinning me to the floor licking my face. I scream, then realize my mouth being open is a very bad idea as it starts trying to kiss me. I thrash away and spit the sweet pink ooze out of my mouth.
“I don't care, I want this subsapient thing off!”
Malle chitters with amusement as some kind of intoxicant leaks into the air from her foliage. “Oh sweetie, she’s a xenosophont! Kobinions are hyperintelligent by Terran standards, actually.”
It pulls back mandibles clicking, and I'm starting to get dizzy from the minty sensation of its drool on my face. 
“They what!?”
Veri grumbles as Malle’s insect stack apparently wins the round, then looks down at me to answer as the score screen scrolls. “Eh, I already explained this once to you, I’ll give you the abridged version. They controlled an entire satellite galaxy when the Compact made contact with them over sixty thousand years ago… Hold on, I want another hit between rounds.” 
Ze lifts the glass canister from the table, and flicks the lighting mechanism. The affini then takes a long drag of the swirling gas within, and zir leaves rustle as pink smoke escapes zir body. “They had an entirely post-scarcity society, run via direct democracy, and had entirely mastered their own biology and mortality. They kept sophont pets, somewhat like florets, but it was both entirely voluntary and revolved mostly around their breeding mechanism. All were cared for, and the Kobinions considered themselves equals to their subjects.”
My left leg is invited into the air, various limbs drawing my back along the floor another inch or two. It’s all I can do to keep from being devoured by this apparently intelligent creature.
My owner reaches for the glassware in Veri’s vines, takes her own hit, and giggles before nodding solemnly with what is left of her previously meticulously shaped head. “It was just terrible! Thank goodness the Compact arrived when we did! Poor things had no one to take care of them!”
Oh fuck, the tiny limbs inside the goop-filled maw are spinning what looks like thick ropes of spidersilk. I try to thrash away, but the spray of spit from the same yonic orifice starts to harden on contact and slows me down until it can start to tie me down.
“Yes, and even worse, their unique biology allowed any xenosophont they mated with to eventually become one of them and become burdened as well… The poor misguided things. But that's all ancient history now, fortunately.”
I land what feels like a solid blow, and expect the usual burst of dopamine for the physical contact, and am once again haunted by Malle’s highjacking of my defenses.
My freedom of motion on my hands ends as the bug monster pins them together and winds more sticky silk around my wrists, then presses that to the floor. I snap my mouth shut, and attempt to kick and thrash against the underside of the predator but it’s just no use. 
It spins more thread and my foot is spread-eagle tied to the foot of the couch, my other leg spread wider as my growls of frustration twist into more disgruntled sounds that only seem to excite Kiki more.
The spindling winding thread woven below it seems to continue on forever, some innate predatory instinct to constrict its variation of a floret taking the drivers seat as it loops a leash of thread around my throat.
Kiki’s licking is focused entirely at my lips now, like little kisses. I try to yell but then it manages to worm its way inside my mouth, and something like a thick candied gel is sprayed into my mouth, as oozing and delicious as it is horrifying. The sheer surprised yelp at how cloyingly, addictingly sweet its tongue tastes is enough for it to start probing deeper until I wrench myself away and spit out as much of the pink goo as I can, even as some addled voice within me thinks I should swallow it all, suck as much of it up as I can.
“What the fuck was that?”
Veri leans forward for a moment to see around Malle, then chuckles. “Oh, that’s just her ovipositor.”
I tilt my head away as far as I can as the thick wet tube continues flopping against my face. “But it… it went in my mouth!”
“That… is where an ovipositor goes, I think,” Malle comments, though her focus is clearly mostly on the game as she expertly arranges a bug pile on the screen until suddenly Veri’s side explodes into fireworks. “Ha! Told you I was practicing!”
Veri grumbles at losing again, but nods in agreement. “The term as we are using it here originates from parasitic wasps from your home planet that-”
Fine, I should remember that all the erotica I used to read is not going to prepare me for reality. I tune Veri’s rambling out and keep my mouth shut as hard as I can.
Some petty part of me hopes their game crashes, but given the Affini grade of technology, that’s probably not going to happen.
The beast stops for a moment, looking at me curiously.
I hate it.
I hate it so much, I hate its stupid face, I hate, and I wish it the worst. The false promise of paradise disgusts me even more now that I know this disgusting creature might never have another bad day in its life.
I glare back at its four dumb, unthinking, animal eyes. Fuck you, Kiki, I want to yell at it, but my victory requires keeping my lips sealed.
Then it taps me on the chin and my mouth automatically opens. Before I realize what’s happening, it’s slipped one off its mandibles between my teeth. Oh fuck, I can’t bite down. A tendril winds through my collar and pulls me close, and its entire mouth opens again, sealing my face inside the dripping cavity. 
I think I just wet myself in terror but there’s no room to worry about that. At least I’m in padded underwear. 
A losing battle is waged with my tongue, trying to defend the back of my throat and prevent the tube from reaching any deeper, but another set of flexible tentacles reaches into my mouth and coils tight, pinning me open for its oozing appendage to slip deep. Oh fuck, why does it rubbing against my tongue like that feel so good?
My screams of protest are entirely muffled by the dripping pink flesh sucking on my entire face.
I can faintly hear the two affini yelling about their video game, apparently Malle is on a winning streak now. I hate her so much.
Kiki’s claws reach to the side of my face and dread hits me hard as a swirl rolls across my cheek. I can’t bite down like my body’s been trained to do, but it does cause my jaw to automatically squeeze down, and it seems to relish that.
Stroke.
I swallow more fluid, and this seems to be Kiki’s favorite part, by the pitch of the chittering that’s my best guess anyway.
I thrash and writhe, but can only feel Kiki using the opportunity to bind up my free leg in silk, putting it in a semi-cast that I can’t even close now.
It slips the tongue out, and immediately I snap my lips shut.
I don’t think Kiki can smile, but it sure looks like it is.
It pressed its tongue against my lips and dragged another claw up my throat, raising it upwards in anticipation of the tap.
Tap.
My mouth obeys again, and is propped open by my evolutionary disadvantages rather than her tongue.
Said tongue starts to bulge between my lips, a thickness that travels down my tongue, down my throat, and… oh no. 
No no no no NO it’s putting its eggs inside me, and worse, its stroking down my throat to guide me to swallow each time. Carefully managing my breathing. My mind starts to slip into a passive cycle of swallowing egg after egg. It’s so relaxing…
“Malle are you using tool assisted software? You continue to find the perfect pathing and–”
There is a pause as Ze takes another rip of the bong, but I lose the rest of the complaint as more of my body is pulled inside what must be an enormous vertical mouth that runs down the full belly of Kiki’s midsection, writhing wet feelers massaging and coating me in thick webs. I can’t see anything, but it feels really nice.
Its insides are so soft compared to the chitinous outsides. It’s like being wrapped in a velvet blanket soaked in warm honey. Another thick orb slides down my throat. It’s like a soft-boiled egg I’m eating whole, and I surely would choke on it if not for the ‘assistance’ it’s giving me.
I’m totally stuck, and trying to pull my head away is impossible. Its spinnerets are drifting upwards now, weaving whorls of thread through my hair. The shape from feel alone reminds me of one of those princess headdresses on the incessant two minute commercial advertisements between my videos.
When the tube is finally extracted from my mouth, Kiki releases my head with a wet pop, and I breathe air not filtered through her gills for the first time in a while. It’s much less sweet.
I hate that I liked it. My belly feels full, and a buzzing warmth is starting to radiate out, making the act of trying to wriggle against the bonding silk feel good, even as my body feels weaker.
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Kiki curls around me, and a tail I hadn’t even noticed is now wagging excitedly. I lay there entirely dazed for a long moment, processing the fact that an alien just laid eggs in me.
“Am I going to die?”
Malle whoops with victory as she wins another round, then reaches over with a vine and pets me.
“One day, yes, but let’s not worry about that, dear. You’ll have centuries to go before then.”
“But… you just let a parasite lay eggs inside me.”
“Huh? She did?” Malle pauses the game, and makes a chirping noise at the kobinion wrapped protectively around me.
Kiki, to my surprise, chirps back. I didn’t even realize it was capable of… that she was capable of communication. Malle nods, then boops me on the nose, but she’s intoxicated enough it takes her two tries.
“No, she just gave you lunch. Those weren’t that kind of egg, silly girl, just full of delightful nutrients and yummy xenodrugs that will make you feel extra nice as you digest them!”
Malle giggles, flops back against Veri, then resumes playing the video game.
Kiki is back to licking my face, and her legs are cradling my belly as though it contains something precious.
The lathered tongue has coated my face in drool that feels like it should set off the bad texture feeling I get sometimes, but some part of me tells me that I like it instead.
“Um, hello?”
Kiki doesn’t answer, or seem to even know I tried to talk to her.
“She can’t hear in the range you talk,” Veri chuckles. 
Malle’s head tendrils wiggle as she nods along. “Yes… one day you’ll be able to communicate I’m sure! It just didn’t seem like a priority since you already get along so well! Mommy and her special friend, and our pets are dating… it’s so sweet!”
There is a loud hissing of rustling leaves, and the thickest cloud of pink mist yet escapes from between the silvery thorns of Kiki’s owner before ze offer it to zir companion. “Your turn, Malle. Let’s play for real.”
“Veri, I… I have to be responsible for Misha,” Malle giggles. “We can’t both be blasted to the sixth dimension!”
“Come on, don’t be a wet root. You know Kiki is a great floretsitter, and the class-Ys she just fed Misha are going to hit soon anyway.” 
A subtle pressure is dripping from Veri’s voice as ze grabs the bong with one hand, reaches into the center of Malle’s chest with the other. Ze parts an opening, and presses the glass nozzle directly against something that glows captivatingly under my owner’s leaves. 
“Oh, oh… Oh Everbloom,” Malle titters as half of her form collapses into a quivering heap of foliage.
“Like pet like Owner to fall apart, hm?” Ze runs zer vines over what I think is a deeper bundle of vines in my Owner’s chest, her inner reaches opening more as Veri makes a noise less terrifying to me than Kiki.
“Take the hit.”
There’s something like a moan that leaves Malle, and a half-hearted chuckle. 
I hear another take of the bong and something in the back of my neck feels warm. And my tummy is gurgling now. Oh, I’m starting to feel funny…
Veri plops the controller back on top of the pile. “Good, let’s see you beat me at beeple stacking now, youngbloom.”
A few clumsy vines extend and pick the controller up, ‘n something about the vines reminds me of spaghetti.
Kiki makes some kind’a purring sound stroking down my belly and my hands flap on their own, even bound like this for some reason!
Veri is the one winning now, Mommy’s vines are so clumsy and her bug stack keeps falling over.
I haven’t had spaghetti for so long, there was that one time n’ then…
A giggle is building in my chest, and it explodes out. 
“Mommy looks so funny like this!”
Veri laughs, and then leans over Mommy more, winding even more vines inside her. “Yeah? You heard your little pet, Malle. I think you’re very mature for a second bloom, you know. Hanging out with an old twelfth like me…”
All the folded up flowers on Mommy’s body are opening now, like she’s blushing! She must be so embarrassed about losing at her game.
Veri’s vines reach down, stroking along the blushy flowers inside of Mommy, makin’ some comment about a notice of intent or somethin’, which makes no sense cause Veri already noticed Mommy’s intent! I mean Mommy won so many matches, shes as full of intent as I am of–
Kiki goes back to licking me and I kiss her back! Shes all wriggly and weird but it’s nice. She has drool that tastes so yummy. It makes me just want to have more and more until I get too dizzy to even think.
When we stop kissing, Mommy and her friend aren’t even playing their game anymore, just wrestling on the couch. Mommy definitely isn’t winning at wrestling, but she seems to be having fun anyway.
The two of them keep rolling around, and some stuff falls out of Mommy. A big tablet, and oh, a box of crayons! 
I love crayons! There’s some part of me that hurts and feels bad when I look at them, like it’s not allowed. But Mommy din’ say it wasn’t allowed and I don’t understand why it hurts.
I tried to go to art school a long time ago but I got really discouraged back then. It makes me sad to think about, so I don’t want to. Kiki licks my face, and I smile so so wide and kiss her back. I’m so lucky n’ I feel so warm and fuzzy.
I make a whining noise, n’ gesture at the box of crayons. Kiki’s so smart, so she reaches over, gettin’ em for me and giving me a lick on the face for good luck! She adjusts me so I can draw, she won’t untie my hands but thas okay! I can draw just fine like this, drawing’s for fun anyways ‘s not like I can mess up.
Hmmm. I remember drawing from observation. 
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My hands aren’t very precise right now, but that’s okay, Mommy and her friend really do just look like a pile of squiggles right now. 
Kiki is watching me draw, so I draw her too. She keeps making a little clicky noise that I think means she’s happy when she rubs my tummy she filled earlier. There’s a possessive clicking noise she makes, and it tickles! She’s lickin’ me on the inside of my ear and it’s so hard to drawwww aaaa!
“Kiki, why are you doing that, I’m trying to draw!”
“Oh, she thinks you’re physically attractive,” Veri chuckles from the pile, reforming a head to look at me while Mommy is still too wiggly. 
“She thinks I’m pretty?”
“In a sense. Your homeostatic body temperature and overall biochemical acidity is quite ideal for a kobinion, and being mostly hairless makes your species very pleasant to touch with their feelers.”
I dunno what that means but that’s okay! Kiki ‘n Mommy ‘n maybe other Mommy know, and that’s all that matters.
My face kinda hurts from smilin’ so much but that’s also okay! I think one of the thingies in my tummy is dissolving to make me stretchier cause my cheeks go real’ wide!
Eventually Kiki lets me finish my drawing of her licking me.
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She nuzzles into me and I set down my coloring book. Kiki starts to draw me in, and I wiggle lots as she pulls me deep, the chitinous plates closing ‘round me!
It’s kinda dark, but that’s okay! Tendrils are touching and teasing me and tasting me all over and it makes me wiggle lots. 
Kiki’s stringy webs on my hand got all weak and she snips them with a cute little pincer and I wiggle and nuzzle her cuz she’s so nice. I give her kisses all over her shiny black armor because the Affini both said she’s my girlfriend!
I think Kiki is lying down for a nap, and thanks to another thingy goin’ down in my tummy still kinda full of Kiki’s gifts I think I am too.
Kinda sleepies anyways…
“Nini’ mommy, ‘n maybe other mommy, ‘n Kiki…” I barely manage, my head flopping onto a slimy tendril that makes sure I’m smiling before I sleep.
Kiki clicks possessively, and I can hear the noises inside of her start to slow.
I can’t really hear Mommy tell me have a good nap exactly, I just feel it from my other girlfriend in my neck.
It would’a been a perfect sleep, I just wish this weird twisty-owie feelin’ would stop, it hurts ‘real bad every time it comes back.
I just wan’ it to stop.
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  Finally, it was time to go home. Mommy had pressed a little tube against her core that made her not floppy anymore, and I was clinging to her side and humming happily as Mommy and Veri hung by the door for us to leave.
Veri kneeled down and gave me a pet on the head. “She really is such a sweet thing, Malle. I’m glad your first is such an easily tamed species, dear. Perfect for a youngbloom like you.” The other affini leans in and zir tendrils coil around Mommy’s for a moment.
“Yes, she really did take to it so naturally…” Mommy turned back to Veri with a curious tone. “Do you think humans see us as being like, larger humans? Some kind of alpha human? Or do they fully recognize we have our own completely different way of thinking from theirs?” 
“I imagine there is a lot of fertile soil from which misconceptions can bloom. Her species named their own class of life after their breasts, after all- an adaptation designed to pass nutrients between parent and offspring, sort of like a short-lived version of the more natural affini and floret relationship. They are hardly alone among pet species in thinking the more transient relationship maps onto ours.”
“Ah, yes. I always forget that so many xenosophonts have the parent and offspring thing. Cute as it is, I still don't entirely know what to think of her calling me Mommy.”
She giggles, and sweeps me up into her arms as she keeps talking to what I think is maybe her boyfriend or girlfriend or whatever the word is for when they aren't a boy or a girl. Though the way Veri keeps explaining stuff to Mommy like ze knows more about everything seems more similar to a boy.
“It’s hard to say for sure. But they are a very neotenous species, Malle. It is likely she called you her mother because their brains use overlapping chemicals for various forms of attachment at different points in their life cycle. What corresponds to arousal at later stages in the Terran life cycle may overlap with an oral fixation on-”
Mommy tickles me under the chin and I squirm against her, shaking with laughter. I completely lose track of what Veri is saying until zir lecture ends and Mommy talks again. 
“Oh yes, I remember all the mating behaviors! I currently have her implant configured to redirect that particular form of arousal to just kissing and cuddle-seeking. Her interests were a bit much for me, but it does seem your little bundle of joy is keeping up quite well. Speaking of which, say goodbye to Misha, Kiki.”
“Byeeeee,” I babble at the chittery four eyed bug lady.
Mommy lowers me down and Kiki gave me lots of nice licks on my face. I kiss her back and a splatter of goop rolls down my slackened face. I make a happy gurgle, and Mommy coos over me as she lifts me back up. 
“It's so cute. They're such sweet girlfriends. Maybe one day they'll learn to talk to each other, even!”
I hear Mommy make a little whine noise as Veri does something but I can’t see what it was. “Something to remember me by… Until our next date, little youngbloom.”
Mommy keeps makin’ squeaky noises as she wipes the goopity-goop from my face.
Mommy still seems a little flustered as the door closes behind us, and there’s a new flower on her arm that looks like one of Veri’s now! But I’m more paying attention to how we are back in the magical tangled city! I skip and giggle and flap my hands as we walk home from Veri and Kiki’s house, excitedly telling Mommy my theory about the carrot in the dancing fruit videos being there as a secret I wanna figure out.
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I love my Mommy! I love her I love her I love her!!
Mommy’s listening so intently! Her eyes are so shiny n’ my cheeks kinda hurt from smilin’ so much and waow!!!
“Oh you are just adorable! Yeah? Yeah? What other theories do you have? Mommy really really wants to know!”
Mommy listens to every one of my thoughts as I talk! Every one of them one by two by three by… um.
The next one!
I start to get tired and Mommy picks me up to carry me the rest of the way, and she’s way faster than me, she goes wooooosh!!! I try touching the flower present that Veri gave her but she makes a noise that sounds like a squeak and shifts it out of my reach. My hand is all covered in shiny blue dust after that.
We get back home before I know it, walking through the big Mommy-size front door.
“How would you feel about a burrito bowl for dinner, dear? Or are you still full from Kiki’s lunch?”
I think about it for a moment. I wanted Mommy’s burritos really bad! I don’ remember eatin’ any before but I wanted one, and the thought was making me drool a little! “Burrito please, Mommy Mommy please please pleeeeaseee! Guaga– Guuagga–” 
Mommy smiles so wide! “I understand my sweet little petal~”
“Yayyy!! I’m– can Mommy choose somethin’ for me to do? There’s so many choices, like, like the dancing fruit show ‘n, ‘n playin’ outside more.”
She laughs, and kisses me on the forehead. “Good girl! Sure, I’ll whip something up quickly and you can watch an episode of your show while I cook.”
Mommy kisses me on the forehead and strokes my hair back, I giggle loudly, she’s gonna’ make me the bestest burrito ever! I whine as she sets me in the little seat in front of the tv and flows off towards the kitchen, pausing to pick up the remote and– oh! Magical Striker Girls Max! My favorite show!
I rock back and forth in excitement as the intro plays. This was!!! This was!!!--
The goalie was slumped up against the stone wall in a back alley, pretty banged up and surrounded by her teammates, all clutching her.
“You can’t give up!!” One of ‘em shouted, tears strolling down her face. “Please, please, we need you, we can’t win the game without you, we can’t hope to beat the–”
The goalie stroked back the hair of the girl, smiling up at her.
“I– I don’t think I’m going t-to be there to win the finals, babygirl.”
“NO!!” I shouted, banging my fists against my thighs. The motion made me realize I kinda had to go to the potty but I was too invested to look away, I would ‘prolly be fine.
Another player, tears strolling down to her uniform, pulled the goalie into a tight hug.
“You were best darn goalie we ever had.”
“E-Eh you’ll find someone else, don’t beat–”
The third of the team’s members, my favorite character, grabbed the goalie’s hands. Her hair was pinker than I remembered though.
“There is nobody else like you. Nobody, you hear me? Who cares if the other team has statistically the best player? Who cares if it rained the day we all tried to go on a picnic for team morale.”
“Not helping, dork.” The goalie weakly proclaimed.
I felt such a pressure growing. Oh, uh. I think I really have to use the bathroom. But, but it… the show! Just– I just wanted to finish this episode. Just this one. Then I’d get up.
The smell of spices wafted all ‘round, ‘n it made it so much easier not to pay attention to the pressure in my tummy. The spices were so good, ‘n I hoped the characters got to eat good food too…
Mommy peeked back into the room, and giggled. “I’ve always liked the pink haired one!”
I grunted in agreement, but couldn’t tear my eyes off the screen even as my eyebrow twitched with a ghost of a frown. The goalie’s shoulders were grabbed by the pinkish warrior, a wobbly smile on her face. I was starting to fidget a little trying to hold it in.
“I don’t care about any of that. ‘Cause you’re the only goalie for us. You mean the world to us, there’s nothing, not ever that could replace you.”
Mommy’s–
Malle’s–
I bit back the emotions, forcing the mean–
The dumb–
“Y-You don’t mean that. I was a lousy friend, a lousy team leader.”
T-The fucking stupid–
“There’s nobody else like you. My special girl.”
The screen lit up as the goalie flourished in bright glittering blues, subsuming the room in a bright light, her uniform changing to an enhanced version of itself, long ruffled laces dangling like bridal-wear to the floor, 
“You– You all mean–”
She didn’t even get to finish her sentence, she was cut off by a kiss on the lips from her love interest. I gasp at the kiss. This definitely was not televised in the Accord. The affini had meddled with this cartoon. And I should be enraged by that. Right? But all I felt was a warm sense of tension releasing…
Oh, gosh I–
Warmth fills my cheeks n’ chest, and I realize I’m lettin’ go again. But it just feels so icky n’ there’s such an easy way to let it out.
I reach down to my tummy, n’ the– wudn’t I s’posed ‘ta–
Oohhhh that… that felt nice.
I wiggled my toes, and a smile spreads across my face.
The emotional static of the show brings my attention back, and I flap my hands!
“Now, let’s go do our best. Win or lose, we do it together!”
I sniff and wipe my eyes, having teared up a little.
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I feel a moment of dread, awareness seeping in at the fact that I am sitting alone in a cavernous alien living room. I feel so small. Not… not like the diaper-wearing child that Malle keeps pushing me to be, but-
“Wonderful, your episode wrapped up with perfect timing for dinner! But let’s give my little pet an appetizer to get your mouth ready for the proper experience~”
My moment of self-reflection is cut short as Malle swoops in and plucks me up, carries me over to a seat in her lap at the table, then pulls my arms behind me. She sets a bowl with yellowish rice, black beans, toasted tortilla, chopped peppers, melted cheese, crunchy-looking lettuce, and some green goop, all doused with a wet, glistening orange sauce. My mouth is watering. My body knows that this position is one where I am just supposed to relax. My eyelids grow heavy even if… even if I feel like I’m supposed to fight.
Fight. 
I bend the stupid grin on my face into a frown.
I hate how happy I am.
Stop being happy.
A tap on my jaw catches me by surprise entirely. Another has me bite down on the berry she deftly places between my teeth and the fuzzy… heh, she’s so silly. I feel so warm. Oh, it’s cuz I used my padding! I forgot I didn’t have to try to hold it in.
“Here comes the shuttle! Permission to dock!”
I open my mouth at her tap and bite down with a satisfying crunch. My tongue is covered with an electric explosion of flavor that makes me squirm and moan in her lap. Her vines are all over me, and the weed is… Malle, Mommy… fuck.
Fight.
The spice is sweet and lingering, a heat that brings tears to my eyes and makes me pant a little. Fuck, it’s so good. Mommy is so good at cooking. 
I must look so… so…
Pathetic. 
Mewling, drooling, begging to be fed by my captor. Being cradled in the arms of an enemy I had taken an oath to destroy.
Why was I losing this battle against myself? Letting her feed me bite after bite of the most delicious meal I had ever eaten–
Of course it was delicious, it was made to lull me into a sense of comfort, to make me drop my guard.
I had let myself drop so far I pissed myself rather than get up from watching some stupid cartoon about fucking soccer players. 
Fine. Whatever. I would rather steep in my own urine than let her change me again. She could take my sword of fury, but she could not take my ability to sit in discomfort away. Discomfort helped focus me too. No ability to let things slip if you’re miserable. This was how I could still win, still beat her.
The idiot childishness fled in the face of it. There it was, like a warrior fighting with the broken shard of a legendary blade. This freak alien couldn’t tempt me to regress as long as I was unhappy. All I had to do was refuse to enjoy this. All I had to do was make sure she got tired of me.
I chew mechanically, swallowing as quickly as I can, until Malle notices that and switches to brushing down my throat, halting my ability to do anything but be forced to savor every bite. 
I hate her.
I hate her so much. I hate how easy it would be to just let myself want this.
Her cookin’ is still so good–
Stop.
I vow to strangle this useless, dead weight in my skull that draws me to docility, brings me to a wellspring of ‘safety’ and ‘love’. I hate being little, i hate my smile, I hate the gross green stuff, nothing she could ever make me would make me happy.
That’s right.
I’m a soldier, being happy is a distraction, every second I spend on the fucking cloud is another moment I’m being taken advantage of.
Finally, mercifully, I swallow the last of the dinner, and after a sip of water from a cup with a lid she releases my arms from being bound.
Hate.
“Did you like it, sweetie?”
“It was fine,” I reply with a neutral tone.
“Just fine? I’d hate to think you lost your love of my cooking just because you had a bit of memory hidden away! Or maybe the mechanism that made you like the spice is being interfered with by the alteration to your reward-”
I cut her babbling off. “No, it's not. It tasted fine. Great, just great. Can I go now? Watch more carrot videos for infants or whatever you expect me to do?”
Malle gives me a scrutinizing look. A vine slips into the padded waistband that bends so easily for her and is irremovable when I try it.
“Oh, no wonder you’re getting fussy. You’re wet! Let’s get you to the bath so you don’t get a rash! You always get so adorably cuddly… Not being able to pamper you the way I wanted during your recovery was simply agonizing, you know.”
It cracked a smile on my face for an instant, I admit. Fuck. I’m left frowning as she sweeps me up and carries me to the room she changed me in last time, but this time goes for a massive tub.
I fucked up the first time, my strategy had been relaxed, and it probably cost many their lives. I could only hope this implant could be removed somehow. I couldn’t try the same thing twice.
The bathroom fills with bubbly pink steam and I hover near the wall. I need something to ground me, I need something.
Notebook, my notebook!
I flip it open, quickly going through the pages I had already filled out. I need to make another entry, remind myself of how miserable this all was. I need negativity, I need to feed the cycle, if I feed it misery it pushes me forward.
Cross referencing the scrawlings I did while that kobinion’s eggs broke down into psychoactive regression and the style of the doodles that filled my notebook prior to where my memory had been cut off.
No.
Frustration threads to anger with hollow bones, muscle tissue with weak convictions, flesh wrought in frailty.
My hands are shaking, my vision blurred. I am unsure if it was from tears or blind rage, though given my captor’s frollicking through my most valuable qualities, I can take a good guess.
It is as obvious in hindsight as it is humiliating. Malle had been carrying the crayons. The style was identical. 
I was the mystery scribe.
“These were all drawn by me,” I groan in utter dejection, trickles of the fury that had once kept creepy assholes in hallways from touching me dripping along the ground like candlewax.
Malle peers over, pausing from arranging soaps and absently fondling the flower that other affini had left on her body like some kind of floral pervert. “Oh, yes, of course! Did you not realize? Sorry, I would have told you if you asked.”
Why were they so adorned in smiley faces and hearts and joy?
Why didn’t I feel like that? Why did I only feel like that when that alien thing’s eggs had been breaking down in my belly and turning me into a mental toddler?
That gross, fluttery feeling in my chest makes me sick.
Failure after failure. Was I really nothing without my weapon? A spartan stripped of spear was still mighty, even with merely their shield. 
I didn’t want it.
I hate it.
I hate.
A cold heart of hate, subsisting through life on a steady diet of synthcubes, jealousy, and hatred. I hate this stupid, mewling human infant that stalks and roams the halls of my mind like a parasite.
“Misshhaa…?” I hear out of the corner of my perception. I won’t let her distract me anymore. That ‘happy’ feeling in my heart is bait, that ‘hope’ I feel in my guts is fueled by drugs and fake promises.
Every failure in my life.
Every knife in my back.
Kiki, that giant affectionate bug alien, had violated me, and her Owner’s submissive alien pet-girlfriend is now literally preparing me a bath to violate me in again, to continue to peel away the layers of my armor like an afternoon hobby.
If I had just done better.
Tried harder, if I had focused faster after we had left Kiki’s, when i was wasting time rambling about– fucking–
“Misha, it’s bathtime. You’re doing too many thinkies, silly girl! Do you want to pick some toys?”
A vine points at a bin full of rubber ducks, fish toys, and for some reason, a plastic horse. I ignore it and scowl. 
“I don’t want a fucking bath,” I grumble.
“You love baths, sweetie.” She makes that snapping noise and my legs trudge over to my alien master’s side. Fuck, I was rationalizing why I obeyed her before.
But I didn’t even think about it just now. I’m trained. I’m beaten. I’m a fucking pet to an alien bottom.
I need to be on red alert. I’m compromised. I need to focus from here on out. Every moment. I need to push these nonsensical distractions out of my head. I clutch my notebook, my lifeline, my one chance to keep my head straight.
I’ve been too lax. That’s it.
Anything to bury the mewling little babbling idiot that wasn’t ever capable of anything.
None of it mattered. She pulls away my notebook, strips me of my clothes and soiled padding and dunks me to stew in sparkling bubblebath misery.
I just need to make it through this stupid bath, then I’ll have some alone time tonight, I can re-callibrate, get my head back in the game, and stop thinking about fruit.
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  Heat.
Warmth.
Docility.
I have no memory of ever being in a real bath before, but like everything else lately my body clearly does. The feeling of warm, floating weightlessness is serene and makes my eyelids flutter. She sinks into the sparkling, frothing foam of soaps and perfumes around me, and I go completely limp as I’ve clearly been trained to as she starts to clean my skin. Her babbling voice echoes off sculpted tile.
“So tense… I hope you don’t mind me helping you along a bit!”
I want to scream at her, but even seeking the stimulation of anger is a trap. Vinetips gently guide me and my body responds. The facade of giving me any autonomy at all is gone. My lucidity ebbs and flows, fighting a battle against something trying to be real.
Mommy–
The sick fuck’s tendrils start undoing my tight braided rows, some kind of shampoo dribbling down her pink flowers.
It feels nice–
Like wasted time, it feels like I could be doing something more productive. Who has time for a fucking bath? Shower, 3-in-1 shampoo/conditioner/bodywash and you’re done.
I scowl, I twist this obnoxious thought pattern into knots.
“Mommy loves you, sweetie. Never forget that. I don’t want you to forget that, never.”
There’s something wrong with her tone, concern? Ha.
Pity.
It’s fucking, pity.
No, no this is good.
“I don’t love you. I wish you’d let me go.” I speak in as monotone a vocal as I’m able.
Malle speaks again, almost to herself, putting one of her seven fingers down with each. “Oh aren’t you extra fussy tonight? What’s going on with you? I fed you, got rid of your diaper, took you on a playdate… let’s see… this worked fine before you had an implant, even.”
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It’s a checklist of a mother with the deranged cherry on top.
Idiot, I haven’t been that young in so long, once you grow up you never get that care again.
Nobody cares about you after you pass that threshold. It’s sink or swim, it’s adapt or be assimilated.
“Ohhh, maybe you need more attention from Mommy?!”
I didn’t respond. I didn’t want her to stop rubbing, and it’s only making me angrier.
I tense as tight as I’m able, but it’s so hard when I’m so comfortable. It’s so hard to fight against the touch my body expects to feel so good whether I agree or not. Her vine strokes down my back, gentle caresses of her over-fingered hand gliding over my skin.
Only it’s not, I’m miserable, and I’m only getting more miserable by the moment. I can practically trace the crayon drawings of the hearts and the stupid smiles.
Vines touch my feet, and more climb my back–
Ohhhh–
I gasp a little as my mind drops its grip for a moment, heady bursts of distributed pressure roaming up my soles and into my toes that I hadn’t even realized hurt.
Long, slow circles along my back reap a groan from my lips as relief fights with a ravenous readiness for revenge. Malle’s tendrils knead and squeeze through the soapy water, and a more abrasive vine scrapes at my skin until it’s completely soft again.
“There we goooo. Poor thing, you’re probably just achy from the walk huh? Maybe I need to carry you more.”
Carry… More?
Tension snares my muscles again, a breath catches in my lungs.
Give her nothing.
She withdraws a soapy vine that starts blooming across my skin, working itself into my skin, another in my hair, another on my feet, another against my back.
It’s the temptation of heaven told in churches, it’s the same damn apple, it’s the same fucking–
I can’t keep at it forever, it feels so good. Whimpers leak out, twitches work their way from my muscles as the relaxing influence of the giant presses into me.
Something was in that shampoo.
“I don’t like you.” I force out the lie.
“Aww sweetie, why’s that?” She sings in her mocking tone, a teasing vine tickling my side.
“You… you let a giant monster assault me.”
She looks at me oddly, as though confused. “Kiki? She was feeding you, dear. Your species’ culinary traditions more or less revolve around the use of unfertilized eggs… Perhaps I’ll tell her to make them into an omelet next time.”
My sturdy frown turns into the briefest hint of a smile as she scrubs my skin. Her vines coil around my wrists and raise them together, a position of vulnerability that lets soapy water be lathered into my armpit hair. 
Little ticklish giggles escape my lips against my will. But each stimulatory twitch only bonds me closer, makes me both twitch away and crave the sensation of her feelers adoring me. Each muscle that tenses up untenses loser after.
I’m slipping again.
Stop focusing on the sensation, stop it.
I close my eyes, to not see the bright colors the drug introduced to my system.
I tune out all the teasing, to not hear the sweet words that try to invite themselves inside my ears.
I shut my mouth, so my words are not tempted to go out of the safety of my own thoughts.
But it’s not enough, it’s still not enough, I can hear the giggles in the back of my head trying to escape.
“Here comes the vineee!! Such pretty, soft skin you have yess you dooo!”
Her repeated intrusions–
No.
She violates my boundaries. I don’t smile, I don’t feel anything, I don’t have goals, I don’t have dreams, or wants. Misery is my greatest company, pain and sadness means I’m me, and I’m alive.
The teasing stops, after a while, when I give her nothing.
She keeps asking if I’m okay, what’s wrong, but I've deprived my words of the oxygen required to stab me in the back.
The fight is who I am.
Without it, nobody takes me seriously. I am a joke, the butt end of a slapstick comedy that can’t even be bad enough to be good.
Without it I’m a doormat.
She wants to treat me like a stray cat. Then fine. I don’t have to be friendly one.
I don’t care anymore.
I have my anger, I have my misery.
I attempt to spend the rest of the bath continuing to clutch said misery, but I soon feel something pinch in my neck, the full reveal of how thin a facade her care is. 
The thorn pierces me in a violation of my will, and my own heart carries that deep violation through my whole body in seconds. The person I am is forced under the waves, and that stupid, gigglin’ lil’ girl looks up at my Mommy!
I dun’ know why she looks so sad, but maybe I can cheer her ups!
“I-Is that better, my little leaf?” 
“‘S what better Mommy?! Hehehe!”
I babble n’ Mommy sighs, scrubbin’ n’ touchin’ n’...hhhhhh
Everything feels so good and I bounce against her a little bit. I moan super loud cause that makes Mommy’s ‘nvisible song sing super super high! 
I kick my feets and roll back into Mommy as she relaxes, rubbin’ into my shoulders n’...
Ohhh woww everythin’ was so gooood.
“I love you Mhommmy… are you okay?”
Mommy’s eyes are twinkling just a lil’ blue, it’s cute on her!! Mommy matched Mommy’s… Mommy?
Hmm, I don’t think that very is a boy or a girl but I think ze is a Daddy!
Mommy lifted me out of the bubbles a bit and leaned down super duper far n’ blew on my tummy! I laughed real’ hard n’ curled up so tight against Mommy.
“Just lay back, sweet petal. Good girl!! That’s a good girl for Mommy!”
I wiggle, n’ I fall deep into her arms. Oh, Mommy’s vines are massaging all over me and it feels really good! It’s all soapy but she really gets everywhere! Even the places that make me squirm so much. Hehe, she’s playing with my bellybutton!
It’s hard to focus on anything but I make sure ‘ta keep my eyes open, sos I can sees Mommy!
I make sure ‘ta listen real close to Mommy’s talkin’!
And mostest important of all! I talk all I want so Mommy knows I’m havin’ so much fun!
And for the rest of the bath, it’s wonderful! Like!!! X10!!!!!!!!!!
But eventually, the sparkly steam starts to go away. Mommy lifts me out of the bath and gives me little taps on my sides. My arms lift and she dries me off and it feels so nice. 
I’m in a big cozy until I’m being carried into a big room that smells like Mommy and I sleep in it together. I do a big happy stretch and…
Feel another pinch.
…realize she just drugged and groped me in the bath. 
“...Misha, darling? I gave you the counter agent, but I hope maybe that helped you along.”
Fuck.
FUCK.
FUCK, FUCK FUCK!
I did it again.
I FELL FOR IT, AGAIN.
Even intentionally riling myself up like this, there was nothing. No reward, no satisfying burn as the fires of purpose fueled my engines.
“Missshhaaaa~” Her teasing voice cloyed at my heart again.
“Fucking shut up, Malle,” I venomously spit at her.
“Hmm. Still cranky, I see. I will admit, sweetie, I did not anticipate your little defiant streak lasting until sundown…”
Taking in my surroundings free of the drugged haze, I can tell by the size of the bed, a soft pit sunken into the floor with little pools of water and what looks like greenish soil, that this is her bedroom too.
Great. I wasn’t even going to get any time alone to process any of this, and there were blue and pink petals all over– just– everywhere, and pollen was dusted here and there. And empty bowls, and gaming devices scaled to her hands, and books and whatever else she saw fit to amuse herself with when not tormenting me. It is a mess, like a college dorm room.
I am picked up once again, and lifted to discover I do have my own space in the room above where I had been able to see it from my head height. Like a dollhouse missing a wall, or a loft, of sorts, crossed with a terrarium, containing what looks like a child’s bedroom.
It’s an absurd sight. It looks small despite being completely normal sized for me. Malle deposits me inside, and I notice on my way in that there’s a sliding cover that looks like glass, which would let me be closed in. Perhaps earlier I would have thought it was a prison, but now I know better. 
The entire ship is the prison.
My room inside her room is an explosion of color. Art supplies, posters, games, stuffed animals and building toys that made my fingers itch to play. It feels almost claustrophobic now, despite being larger than the rustmetal house I grew up in. I’ve gotten used to the spaces built for the Affini, built too big for me. I sink into a fluffy chair that makes a little poof.
She hovers like an anxious mother, all the more despisable for how she seems to be looking to me to tell her things are okay. “Do you want a snack, or… more water?”
“Malle, please go away.” It is nearly a whimper, from a pathetic thing curling up in a chair whose soft pillowed foam feels like heaven and bites like jagged teeth against my resolve. It was back, the bitter poison. The searing-hot claws of the demon of wrath, offering me strength once more. Only this time, there was no false pretense of something in exchange. It was pure rage, boiling inside the cauldron of my own body.
And I was begging for alone time. 
Weak, pathetic, desperate and pitiful that was. ‘Oh great kidnapper and conqueror of my species, please stop harassing me? Cause that’s what I’ve been reduced to, complaining about something as meager as sexual harassment in the face of an alien invasion’
“My Misha-wisha, sweet sweet little girl.” Malle glances over her own space fretfully. “Sweetie… is it the mess? V-Veri gets carried away sometimes, ze has really been having fun with zir resintoxia lately…”
My stomach does a flip. I’m not entirely sure what it’s from.
“Mommy, please–” My voice cracked, my face collapsing into my hands. 
Worry ripples, somehow, through the air, as she answers. “I can’t go away, Misha. I’m your owner.”
“— please, give me five minutes? Please? A drop of privacy?”
For the first time since waking up this morning, mommalle, Malle, her, my captor, my jailer backs off, just a little.
“I-I suppose I do need to try to get some more Kobinions are Adorable! studying done… It’s a much more difficult class than the terran equivalent!” Malle makes a forced-sounding giggle, fidgeting with Veri’s flower on her shoulder. The teasing, cloying agony in her voice is absent. “Okay, Misha. Five minutes with your sketchbook and then it’s bedtime, sweetie.”
She does her normal checks, my padding, she checks the tablet thing to make sure what I was saying actually matched her readings. Once satisfied, my affini slides the glass barrier to my cozy little box down, revealing that it was opaque on the other side other than a small window. I can see her rifling through papers and picking up random empty bowls that were scattered around the room outside as I peer through.
For one blip in the eternity that was today, I have a moment to myself. I pull my notepad out. I peer around the room once more, without that abominable xeno distraction to divide my limited ability to focus.
In the far corner sits a canopy bed that’s circular in shape, pink sheets that remind me of her–
Focus.
As my eyes climb the glittery-pink curtains, they come to rest on a moon. No, really. A small moon, dimly illuminated thanks to a slider I’m sure my jailer has access to.
The walls are covered corner to corner in picture frames with childish-painted projects, pink wooden frames that each hold a small three dimensional still image within. Moments where a smaller me was working hard on a building block set, rolling around on the ground with Mommy–
Misery. Misery. Be miserable, this is not good.
The ground is entirely constructed of foam puzzle piece tiles that I think I can pop out at will, stringed fairy lights clutching random potted plants from the ceiling.
Each one was glowing at a different intensity of light, and it appeared to correlate to the amount of water in each one. I couldn’t reach them, but with Malle I’m sure we could…?
My eyes drift down, and I try to remember the fight, I try to hold onto it as my attention drifts to a small creativity corner, set up with all kinds of different things just waiting to get started.
A pottery table set against the wall, a loom racked up just behind that, an easel for painting, special pens for calligraphy.
I was… getting distracted. The… the fight. I needed to– to fight.
A traitorous thought bloomed unbidden, I really hope it’s from the implant.
Why?
What am I even trying to fight for? Freedom sure, but… The freedom to what? 
To not have this incredible room filled with every dream I ever gave up on?
I take a deep breath.
Clear my mind. 
Try not to think about the half-completed building block set of what looks like a cool robot sitting on the table.
Come on, playtime is over. This is the time, if there ever was a time to pull my shit together, it was now.
Come on.
I strain my eyes shut.
I need to get this perfect.
How was I getting out of this? Think, think. Focus.
It was easier to focus when I could see her. When her vines were there to ground me.
Every time she holds me I feel that deep resonance in my being, the reinforcement of a mind control device nestled inside my spine. Some gifted child I turned out to be. Some hope I turned out to be, the prodigy that gets the family out of that town built of scrap metal and broken promises, pisses herself in padding that–
Felt really good.
Oh stars it felt really good to let go like that.
And I was just going to keep letting go. More and more. Bit by bit this life of cozy comfort was going to wear me into something round and soft. Rolling along wherever my jailer pushed me.
It would be so much easier if I didn’t crave it, if she was some cruel monster instead of just… some lady.
Malle is not the sadistic conqueror I could rally my spirit in the battle against. She’s just some random person who wanted a human for a pet, and clearly not even particularly mature for her own species. She said she was a librarian but she doesn’t even seem to be busy with that. 
She just exists, and gets all this for free. She has time to pursue relationships and change my clothes and play video games and personally feed me and do paperwork and why? 
Why does she do this?
Fuck. Focus. New journal entry. I needed to make another entry. A fresh slate to pen my thoughts. Closing for the day, my first day, the day I figured out that my past self had failed to realize that joy itself was the enemy. 
To get it right. I must, I must.
Failure after failure. Was I really nothing without my weapon of anger? A spartan stripped of spear was still mighty, even with merely their shield. 
I flip open the page, and begin my final entry for the day.
 
Home, 2554, November 15, Evening


 
Wait. Home?
No, this isn’t home.
This ship is a place where people are broken into things. Things that draw the stupid doodles that I defaced my own notebook with this very day.
I turn back a few pages, glare at the drawing I made when I was even smaller, even weaker. A baby chick in an abandoned nest surrounded by vultures.
I feel nothing.
A cuckoo egg that forced its way into a nest, a violent predator now subjected to the same fate as the baby hatchlings that are its brothers and sisters.
The same food.
The same ugly truth.
The greatest injustice I’d ever experienced.
And I felt…
Nothing.
It wasn’t even a matter of me forcing myself not to feel anything, there was just nothing.
I correct the mistake and look back down at the page.
 
Home, 2554, November 15, Evening
Occantalis


 
How could I have written home? What a fucking joke. Home is where… Home is…
Home is something people like me don’t get to have.
A dam breaks. Tears pool around my eyes, smearing my vision into streaks of light. Stupid, idiot tears.
Weak, weak little boy standing in front of his father, crying like an idiot as the alcohol bottles fly at him.
Frail, brittle girl getting screamed at for trying on a bra.
This is the real world.
I am the only one I am in control of, that I can count on, in the end.
If I let myself down… 
I… 
I have, I have let myself down. Remember who my real enemy is.
I grit my teeth and focus on the page again. It’s getting harder. And…
 
 
Home, 2554, November 15, Evening
Occantalis
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  Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.
My notebook. All I have left. Damp droplets are staining the page now. I brought this thing in the damn bathroom without getting it wet, and this, this is how it happens. Crying!? Fucking really?
“Sweetie?” I hear Malle call from the other side of the glass divider, in a place far, far away where the sun falls on morning grass. “Is everything alright in there?”
The wall panel to my penthouse of a bedroom slides open, and Malle leans down, resting her hands on the carpet. For once our eyes are fully level. If it would accomplish anything I would punch her in the face.
“Go away,” I half-snarl, half-sob. “I hate you.”
[image: ]
The drawing I made, the drawing me a few hours ago poured her heart into, gave everything she had, is now smeared in the liquid. That little time capsule of joy I could have come back to for reserves of perseverance, utterly ruined.
I am broken.
I am a broken thing, now.
I tried so hard to be put together and she finally broke me.
I pick up the half built toy robot and throw it against the wall as hard as I can in impotent fury, where it is caught by a vine the instant before it collides and explodes.
I wouldn’t have even felt anything if it had. 
Malle doesn’t even react to me doing it, continuing to talk as she sets it back down on the table. The love in her voice is a choir of adoration, worry, pity, perhaps another preparation for another drugging. “What’s wrong sweetheart? Talk to Mommy.”
What’s wrong?
Machinery, guns, weapons of war are simple. There’s a list of parts, if something is broken you just fix it. You don’t ask a gun if it’s feeling alright.
“I can’t control anything anymore, I can’t fight because you took my sword, you took the thing driving my lizard brain to do the task it was meant to do, you took my purpose from me.”
Malle didn’t speak, in fact something inside of her felt sour, twisted. 
A small part of me hated that too.
“I’m– I’m just a child again, you’ve made me a child with no means to defend myself, you’ve made me into a–”
The screaming.
The Fighting.
The only way to make yourself known is to stoke the fires of wrath, MAKE the world hear you in a way silence could never.
Malle looks at me quizzically. “And that is… why you are upset? The class-Ys?”
Garotte wire tugs tighter around my heart and I wish it would just squeeze, but I have no weapon anymore, even against myself.
To call myself or others weak and stupid is such an ingrained response. But why even bother. I don’t even feel good for insulting myself anymore. It tastes like sawdust in my mouth.
“...No.”
I mean it, too. 
I don’t know why I was upset. Something about my thoughts felt disingenuous. 
“What’s wrong, Misha? You’re crying.”
I need to keep my mouth shut, I know If I speak now I damn myself. Half the strategy of battles is what information your opponents don’t know. But her vines are curling around me, comforting me like a kid with a scraped knee.
“...Mommy loves you, sweetheart.”
It hurts worse than any bullet ever could, the profuse bleeding from the metaphorical tear stains this construct from my deepest wants. The reserve runs dry. The final flame dies. All that is left is apathy.
I don’t care about anything. What’s the point?
There is none.
Her hand strokes my back, and the dead, shriveled up words come out anyway.
“I can't motivate myself to hate you.”
There is a famine of words, a drought of desire.
I don’t care anymore.
A vine curls under my chin, tilts my head up. Immediately, I am aligned to her swirling pools, fraying focus and aimless intrusions of thought fall away. “Why would you want to motivate yourself to hate me, Misha?”
My voice is unsteady even as eye contact pulls me into alignment with her. “Because… if I don’t make myself hate you then I… won’t.”
Everything I am waits with bated breath. I want her to fix it. I want a reason to rage. That want is a desperate flicking of a lighter against a cigarette bud, that need is… it’s alien mind control. 
But it’s not, is it?
I feel awful, the implant can’t be doing anything right now if I was to believe anything she’d said about it.
This is just me.
I’m just like this.
There is a deep ebbing in her eyes. It resonates in my chest. 
“Would it be so bad if you didn’t, little one?”
A whisper seeks refuge from the unsettling quiet in my mind, “I… I don’t know. I don’t know who I would even be without anger and rage and hate. And it’s gone now.”
I fall silent, and I can’t keep anything from her anymore.
“I’m nobody again. I don’t matter anymore, everything that made anyone care about me is gone.” Another pause, and the words stuck in my throat dislodge. 
“I don’t matter.”
Malle’s tendrils run down my neck, and she places a gentle kiss on my forehead. All the playful teasing is gone. I have her entire, complete focus.
Something changes in her demeanor, she is more collected now, the looser tendrils folding over one another to mimic the fractaled blues in her usually pink caverns.
“Okay. The game is over now sweetie. It was a very cute idea, and I don’t regret indulging you, but it’s time to stop now.”
Malle pulls out her tablet, navigates to a menu, and hovering one spindly finger over a button. presses down. 
A twitch jolts through me. 
A pop sounds in my left ear.
A knot of tension unwinds.
I blink, then look up at my Affini. “Um. What?”
“I undid the overlay. Your full, detailed memories will come back in your sleep tonight. You are very cute when you are angry, but no amount of begging will make me willing to let you suffer.”
My full– oh.
Tears stream down my face again as a thick veil of cotton lifts. There are flickers of it. Of laughing, of playtime, of joy and games and a lot of arguing for the first few days before she won me over. Flashes of joy and laughter and nuzzling against my Mommy.
“Oh fuck.”
Mommy loved me.
“Oh fuck.”
Mommy loves me.
She holds me even tighter, rocking me back and forth as my brain reconciles the memories gift-wrapped in estranged barbed wire.
“It might be a bit of a headache right now, but your implant and brain will work together in your sleep to sort everything out. But you know Mommy loves you, right? More than anything?”
A little nervous giggle escapes my lips.
Speaking again makes this real.
If speech leaves my lips I admit the reality she is presenting to me is factual. But it’s right there, joy, happiness.
The dark, sad, miserable pit Mommy would never ever want me to wallow in beckons me once more, the hobbled together corner of broken dreams that seems so pointless now.
“More than Veri?”
She chuckles back, fidgeting with that blue flower on her arm. “Oh, did my sweet little girl get jealous?”
I sniff. “Maybe a little… You really seem to like zir.”
“Aww, you really have a big crush on your Mommy, huh.” Mommy teases and tickles my tummy and makes me squirm. I think a few drops of wetness escaped me, but that’s what the nighttime padding is for. “That’s a different kind of love, sweetie. You’re my floret. Ze’s an affini. I promise you’ll always be special. I love you, Misha. My sweet little pet.”
I nod. “I-I, um. I love you too, Mommy.”
She gives me a sweet kiss on the forehead that makes me yawn, and I feel a puff of something as I inhale that pulls me under in the coziest snuggle in the universe, the draw of the moon-light fading as we half-cuddle up together.
She’s too big to fit in my lil’ dollyhouse.
I’m small, and safe, and helpless, and I don’t have to hate anyone or anything ever again.
 
Home, December, year 1
I might as well fill the final few pages in this journal. I haven’t opened it in a while, just been so busy! I’m stuck in bed right now recovering from surgery so I figured I would look back and reminisce now that the Ls are wearin’ off.
Mommy got me a mod so I can try to learn to speak Kobinion! Or, well. Sniff it and stink it, I guess. That’s kinda funny. I love Kiki so much, I can’t wait until we can actually talk to each other properly! Maybe one day I’ll be able to get something so she can interface with my nervous system directly and she can be the one that wears me! I get kinda lightheaded thinking about that. Mx. Tainor says it’s possible, but Mommy isn’t sure about committing to such an intense mod yet.
Daddy says it’s a great idea though!
But ummmm, let’s seeeee…
What have I been up to since? 
Well, I tried out for a soccer team just like on that show… aaaaaannddd…
I got it! I got a real’ special' position on the team too, they told me after my first practice that– that I was irreepacible!!

 
Actually I just asked Mommy and she says its spelled ear-eee-pace-able.
That still makes me smile so much, cuz those are my friends now, and– roots I love having friends.
Oh! Also!
I sent a letter to the animator that added the carrot to the fruit dance and I was the first to ever notice! We are friends now, he lives on another ring and is really nice. I’m sworn to silence of course, so I won’t be writing the secret of the carrot here. I pinky promised.
He also said he wants to take me out on a second playdate after I recover, and he’s really cute even if he definitely has big time cooties. Maybe we can kiss if our Mommies say it’s okay.
I’m also so so excited! I finally got through everything Mommy had stocked for me on my shelvies n’ tomorrow we get to pick a whole new set of stuff out together!!! 
Gosh I love my Mommy, I love Kiki, I love Daddy too, even if sometimes ze touches Mommy when she’s sleeping. It’s kind of funny, actually.

 
Looks like I’m running out of space. It’s so funny how mad I was that day I woke up. And a little sad. Thank the Everbloom that Mommy was there to help me through it. I love her so much. 
There’s so much more I could write, but this notebook has a lot of mean stuff in it, and I just wanted to close it off on a positive note.
Heres a nice picture on the final page instead.
 
[image: ]
 

 
I smile as I flip through the notebook I had left on the shelf in the corner of my toy-filled nook inside Kiki’s nest. It’s so funny to think what a crazy time the first few months was.
Veri peeks zir head into our big shared family bedroom, whistling for my attention. “You ready for the game, Misha?”
“Five more minutes, Dadddd! I’m still doin’ some wiggles– I-I mean stretches!!”
Ze chuckles and walks out. “Fine, fine. Your sister and I will go ahead.”
I’m still looking at old memories when Mommy comes in to check. Her pretty pink and blue flowers are really blooming.
“Miiiiiisha, come onnnnn… What’s that you have there?”
I hold up my old notebook. “My first journal, from when you first adopted me.” I point to the drawing of Mommy I did. “Look, this was before Dad had you get all those grafts!”
The blushblooms all over Mommy’s body open and close a little, and that small squeak she thinks I don’ notice ripples from her.
“I-I really wouldn’t– I– I mean I don’t think I've changed that much in the last year!”
She touches the blue flowers, and a ‘nother sound comes from her that ‘minds me of the ones she makes when I’m ‘sposed to be ‘sleepin.
Daddy told me that ze turns off the ‘soundpoof’ on purpose, whatever that means!
I put the notebook back on the shelf, right next to all the journals of the other times I begged her to reset my memory and break me all over again. I’m a good girl, so I need a special overlay to be bratty enough.
“Can you carry me to the game, Mommy? I don’ wanna walk, I ‘wan save all my energy for the game so I can go BOOM, POW, WOOSH!!” I make the appropriate motions, so she knows I’m sososososos serious.
“Of course, my little Misha!”
Mommy scoops me up, n’ rubs the back of my neck, quickly checking my padded big girl undies to see if I needed to be changed before we went to the game.
My eyes narrow, the intensity of my own thoughts absent in a void ‘a serenity. My blood pounds in my veins, my breath hitches, my legs surge upwards, catching the incoming ball!
My team cheers, and I’m swallowed in dozens of hugs before I can even properly tell ‘em we still haven't won!
The sheer fun keeps me so focused. I love doing things I enjoy, and losing myself to them so completely.
We’re just one lil’ point off! Just one more n’ I can shake the hands’a all the opposin’ team!
My teammates surge into action, kickin, runnin’, passing! They pass and kick and juggle and one of my best friends, pink hair flowing makes a leap of faith, raising her back leg to connect to the ball, sendin’ the coolest kick of a ball I’d ever seen right at the opposin’ goalie!
Another on the team grinned, sprinting at full speed, khetari toe-beans thumpin’ against the ground, jumpin’ into the air to deflect the ball ‘way!
There’s only a few minutes left, and I focus my whole heart as the other team’s offense charges, the carlai at the front!
Me and dar make eye contact, we played footsies once n’ I totally lost ‘cause dar toes were so foppy buh– OH pre kicked the ball!
I focus, narrowing my eyes again, but I can’t help but smile, I just can’t help it.
The fun I have is what I am! I leap into the air and-
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I deftly snatch the ball, and punt it down the field. With only seconds left, one of my best friends jumps up in the air and slams the ball into the opposing goal with a mighty kick.
Everyone cheers with excitement, even the team that lost. It was so exciting when it came down to the last minute, everythin’ is so wonderful, I even got a big kid kiss from the pink-haired girl just like in the show!!
After the game my sister Kiki is the first to reach me from the stands, tackling me and dragging me in a big sticky web back to Mommy and Veri as I thrash and laugh. After all that activity, it does feel nice for her to tie my hands up and be in control, it makes me squirm a lot.
Kiki spits me out in the shade of the tree where our owners are sitting. Mommy and Veri laugh as I’m pulled inside her chest, and she starts licking the sweat off my body. “We are so proud of you, dear,” they say in that funny together-voice they use when Veri’s vines are all wrapped around Mommy’s core.
I extend my antennae to wrap with Kiki’s on the inside of her slimegirl body, and a language of chemistry my implant taught me exchanges between her feelers and mine.
«You did so well at the kicking-ball game!»
I squirm against her with little wiggles as she kisses me everywhere. «I couldn’t have done it without you believing in me!»
«I do not agree. You were not even carrying any of my nutrient eggs! But I will refresh your electrolytes and nutrients after your enrichment activity.»
Kiki is such a big goofball! Her kisses get all thick again in my mouth and I happily swallow a bunch of tasty gooey eggs that make me feel all warm and soft and floppy as they start to melt in my tummy. My boyfriend is gonna be such a rascal later if I’m still like this when he came over for dinner tonight, especially if he isn’t on class-Ys today.
Lots of nice little wriggly feelers are all over me and making me get so tingly! But Kiki eventually opens her shell back up and I flop back onto Mommy and Veri’s combined lap, nuzzling up all cozy and tired out. I feel so full of love, and relax so much that the last of my holding it in goes away and I get all warm around my legs.
Vines pet me and massage all over my body under my goop-soaked uniform, and I’m almost starting to take a little nap when I hear the voice of my friends on the other team.
“Hey Misha! Wanna go for victory ice cream?”
Mommy and Veri lift me up and give me a gentle push, and I wave goodbye until later while staggering off to follow them. “Have fun, sweetie!”
I’m so happy. My life is perfect, every day is full of joy and games and laughter and friends and love. I can’t imagine wanting anything but this.
The joy is who I am.
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If you want to learn more about the setting, the HDG Community Discord is the place to be!


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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