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“So, by your company’s policy, you aren’t allowed host rights when you entertain guests yourself, but you’re still expected to fulfill the guest’s duties when the situation is reversed, yes? Doesn’t that strike you as a bit unfair?”
Seamus shifted in the uncanny seat that even now was preparing him for said guest duties. Zan’s curious, alien gaze added to his unease. The hoartian’s chlorophyll-green eyes had no pupils that Seamus could discern, just a darkening spot in front, noticeable only when the light struck them right. Heck, those eyes barely contrasted with the hoartian’s grass-green skin.
“How else do you imagine,” Seamus said, “could they run a fleet of luxury hotel cruisers? If any guest we hosted could be—ah!” He clenched – the chair’s cleaning tendrils having suddenly shifted much too deep. 
“Still.” Sprawled in a lavish armchair at first glance not dissimilar to the one Seamus was sitting in, Zan supported his square chin on a green fist. His hand was mostly shaped like that of a human, except on the back of it, instead of hair, grew a moss of soft, dainty leaves. His head, too, was covered in dark-green elastic stems, branching wildly into a heavy, lush canopy that then flowed down his back in a cascade of green. “I don’t get why your employers don’t give you permission to unlock yourselves even when you’re off-ship.”
Seamus squirmed in the chair, and within him, the chair squirmed back. “Ah!” For the umpteenth time, his cock tried to fill, but the only thing its tight bionic prison allowed it was a tiny, hot, balls-clenching jump. “If they gave us…hnn…a way to escape it…”
Zan chuckled. “I see.”
“They take the cages off once we finish our contracts!”
“How long is yours? And how long you have left – would have left, if your lifeboat hadn’t crash-landed in my tiny backyard of the universe?”
Seamus looked at him through frustrated tears. “Five standard years,” he said. “Less than one left.”
Zan leaned back in his armchair, perfectly relaxed – as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening. The breeze picked up, fell into the room through its huge, open windows, and rustled through his leaves. “That’s unfortunate,” the green man said. “We’re quite far-off the commercial tracts. It could be months before the signal from your lifeboat reaches anyone who could pass it on further; months more before your company gets it. Who knows how long it’d take them to mount a rescue.”
Seamus slumped. “If they even will.”
“What do you mean? Surely—”
“They’ll pick up the guests, that’s for sure – it would be terrible publicity if they didn’t. And we made it easy for them to do that, too. When the drive started malfunctioning, we packed all the clients into the transporters and sent those towards the nearest mining system – not the most luxurious of destinations, but there’s a lot of commercial traffic getting in and out. Most of the crew got off at that point, too. Only five of us stayed, just enough to keep the AIs going until we reached someplace with a decent shipyard. I already told you what happened later.”
The sudden shudder, a thrum in his bones, then the world blinking out, and—
Zan asked, “Where are the other four?”
Seamus frowned. “I don’t know.” He tried to ignore the slow, wet, back-and-forth shlick through his hole. “They boarded two other lifeboats. When the ship jumped out at the space fold, everything started falling apart – like, literally falling apart – so we just…”
It’d been a mad dash – first in a lifeboat, first out. 
Seamus had been the last. 
“At the speed we were going – and the ship might’ve jumped in and out of a fold again at some point – there’s no telling where they ended up.”
Seamus tried to contact the other lifeboats through the comm, but the range of that was limited – enough to find themselves if they landed on the same planet, or maybe even in the same solar system – but nothing beyond that. The life beacon worked through space folds, but since the receiver was too expensive and heavy to fit on a lifeboat, the signal was only one-way.
“Hmm,” said Zan, “I could hack your beacon and copy its signatures, then try to contact your company directly? It would still be months, maybe more, but surely, if they know where you are, and that you’re alive…”
“I doubt it. It’s not commercially viable to send a ship for just one man.”
Zan sighed. “Traders pass through here selling luxury goods every five planetyears or so – ah, that’s about eight standard. You could hitch a hike with them?”
Seamus stared. It was a hope, but—
“Eight…years?”
Zan gestured around – at his open, beautiful home; at its vast, green-brown, alive-seeming spaces, the large windows beyond which a sunny forest sloped downhill as far as the eyes could see. “We are pretty self-sufficient here. This planet doesn’t offer the offworlders much beyond what it can grow, and what it can grow is usually more than enough for us. The trade is…incidental. They bring us whatever small amounts of rare minerals we require in exchange for some…biological agents.”
“You sell fancy drugs, you mean.”
Zan smiled.
The possibility of getting home with shady drug traffickers… Well, fuck.
“When,” Seamus asked, “was the last time those traders visited you?”
“I’m afraid you just missed them.”
Eight years, then.
Double fuck. 
“You are free to stay as my guest, of course.”
Seamus clenched, causing the tendrils to viciously remind him of their presence inside him. 
“Do you intend to,” he asked, “take advantage of your host privileges the entire time?”
Zan shrugged. “Well, of course.” His shoulders were wide, and his torso and legs looked human-like, but he was wearing a long, loose, light-brown, knee-length tunic, so Seamus couldn’t be sure if that first impression wasn’t an illusion. 
Seamus didn’t know much about hoartian’s biology beyond ‘weird plant symbiosis,’ and ‘sexually compatible with earthian’s anatomy enough for the host-guest rituals to be observed.”
“We were all human once,” Zan said. “It’s important to remind ourselves of the connection any chance we get – don’t you think so, too?” He furrowed his thick, mossy brow. “Your employers have done you a true disservice – denying you that.” He sat straighter in his armchair. “While you were working – have you really never entertained a guest properly? Not even once?”
Seamus fought the impulse to squeeze his thighs together.
It’d be useless. He’d put pressure on his groin, but the bionic cage would prevent any stimulation from reaching the flesh of his cock.
“Not once,” he said.
“All this time?”
Seamus traced the irregular lines – tangled tree trunks? – making the walls and the ceiling with his eyes. “Yes.”
“And before?”
Seamus recalled the feeling of an eager hole of his older brother’s best friend clenching on his cock the night before Seamus left for the job, then – as usual – he pushed the memory away. “I was born on Earth. The rituals aren’t observed as rigorously there. At least – not between earthians.”
Seamus hadn’t realized what a big deal the rituals were in the wider universe. How important it was for people to prove that, despite evolving enough to be counted as different species – often enough to no longer be able to reproduce together – they were all still human at the root.
That, and to remind the newcomers that those people who first settled a place, and who made it their own – those who paid the price, in both centuries-long terraforming labor and in the necessitated by that genetic changes – had an immutable right to that place, and whoever came later was just a guest. True, it was expected that the host would give such a guest respect and shelter them for as long as necessary, but a guest was still not a true resident, and thus in a subordinate position by definition. They were obliged to listen to the host in all matters that even indirectly concerned the host’s person, rights, and property.
And there was one particular duty a guest was always, no matter what, expected to perform – which a host was supposed to demand, at least once, to prove their humanity, and that they owned their rightful place in the universe.
Having grown up on Earth, it had been a while until Seamus understood what the company had denied him.
A part of him still struggled to understand why his having been denied it bothered Zan so much.
“This will be the first time I’ll be on the receiving end of those traditions, too,” he said. 
Zan inclined his head. “I’m honored.” He smiled. “I’ll do everything to make the experience pleasant for you.”
Seamus’s hand twitched, but he managed to squash the urge to loosen the collar of the soft, brown tunic he’d been given in place of his thorn, dirty company uniform. Unlike the one Zan wore, which was loose all over, Seamus’s piece was fitted very closely around his neck and shoulders. At least – by necessity – he had no pants underneath, so the sudden flash of heat quickly dissipated through his bare calves and feet.
He tried to push away the tactile oddness of the velvety, strangely uniform material and of how those new clothes both constricted and freed him. The collar especially – it didn’t exactly…bother him, but he couldn’t help but draw parallels with another tight prison, hugging him from below. That, too, seemed benign and unobtrusive for most of the time – until suddenly Seamus could think of nothing else.
Was this another trap he’d need to accept, ostensibly for his own good? Another reminder of who he was and where he stood?
At least with the company, he had an illusion of choice – let him cage him, or he wasn’t getting the job. And they kept him busy enough afterwards to stop him from getting too upset about what he’d given up. In time, he’d gotten used to both the extra weight and the loud absence of touch. After a few months, his then-manager had suggested using a vibrator to take the edge off; that this is what most of them did when the absence became too much, and Seamus did sometimes, but it was easier to just forget about it all. To push it out of his mind. To focus on the calming way his elegant, silhouette-hugging uniform confined his body; on the easy flow of the seams, the familiar shifts of fabric as he bowed; on the tightness that defined him as soon as he stepped out of the cleaning cabinet and put it on. 
This made it easier to ignore the tightness that was still left when he took his uniform off.
The tightness that was always with him. 
His tiny prison. 
His uniform had been destroyed during the escape and the landing. Zan had told him it wasn’t salvageable – even if the weaving and knitting techniques could be reconstructed, the polymers of the fabric were of the kind not available on Hoarte. Zan could recreate the clothes if Seamus wanted him to, from local materials, although – he’s very sorry – the exact texture might not be achievable.
Seamus said no.
Maybe he should’ve agreed. 
He felt more than naked without it. 
He swallowed and felt the uncanny softness of the tight, high collar shift against his throat.
“How long do I have to…”—endure the slow, disconcertingly organic ass-fucking—“sit here?”
“Hmm,” Zan said. “The chair’s base has already brightened. A few minutes more.”
Seamus slumped into the backrest and shivered. 
“It’ll become a tad more aggressive near the end,” Zan said. “To better stretch you, I mean.”
“I…ah…I see.”
For the next few minutes, they sat in silence, broken occasionally by Seamus’s sucked-in breaths. The tendrils had become aggressive. They weren’t brutal, oh no, but the way they swirled, knotted and unknotted, bulged and spread burned in Seamus’s inner muscles and ached at the base of his cock. For a moment, he almost worried that he would—
They calmed, shivered, and stopped.
Withdrew. 
“It’s done,” Zan said. “You’re ready.” He stood gracefully, walked the few steps that separated them, and gave Seamus his hand. 
Seamus took it. 
His knees were weak. 
He expected Zan to lead him inside, into some sort of bedroom, but instead they went to a terrace at the back of the house, open to the elements and to the view of anyone who could be passing by – no one was there at the moment, but someone could be – and shaded only by mighty, centuries-old trees.
Zan sat on one of the round, sloping seat-beds arranged in a circle in the center and guided Seamus to straddle him. 
The seat’s dark-green, spongy surface sank under his knees. There was a slick to it – not wetness, just texture, softer and more velvety than even his new clothes. The deep, flesh-hugging give ensured he wouldn’t be slipping on it.
The gentle texture meant he wouldn’t be getting rug-burned. 
Probably. 
“Open my clothes,” Zan instructed him. 
“Where—”
The man guided his hand to his throat. Seamus found a bump there, a tiny knot he could feel under his thumb, but only once he knew it existed. He pressed it, and the fabric parted under his fingers, almost as if it were dissolving – in a shimmering, even line, down. 
“My clothes—”
“In the back. Haven’t you realized when you put them on?”
“I…” Seamus had been too preoccupied with his new…situation. He pulled the tunic on like a t-shirt, and when it hugged his neck and upper torso, he didn’t ponder the mechanics of it. 
Zan gave a low chuckle. With a long, tree-trunk-powerful arm, he reached towards Seamus’s nape.
Cool breeze caressed Seamus’s back and ass. 
The baby-soft fabric sagged forward. 
“Oh.”
“Take it off.”
Seamus untangled himself. While he did, Zan’s tunic also shifted. Its opening widened, then it pooled at the sides of Zan’s body, like a soft, fluffy peel that revealed a hard, ripe, vividly green fruit.
Seamus risked a glance down. 
Zan’s cock was big – no wonder those tendrils had stretched him so desperately. His hole clenched. Even now, after so much prep, he wasn’t entirely sure he was up to the task.
Will it even fit? 
He studied the darker, pine-green veins; the wide, lighter glans – with its many moss-like, filiform petals, slowly shifting around its bottom edge, not with the breeze but with their own power, like a strange sea anemone underwater. After a questioning look and an answering nod, he traced the shaft with his palm. Smooth at first, it quickly got bumpy – those veins – then the base got rougher and harder. 
“It’s a bit like…tree bark,” he said, measuring the circumference with his fingers and getting low-key terrified. 
“Don’t worry.” Zan rubbed his thigh. “You don’t have to take it all in.” Sunlight sparkled in his too-green eyes. “Not the first time.”
Seamus sent him a look – wide-eyed and startled. 
“And even then,” Zan continued, “it won’t be as difficult as you think. You see—” He put his green palm on top of Seamus’s and squeezed.
Seamus’s fingers slid on slippery fluid. 
“Wow,” he said. “Self-lubricating?”
“Aha.”
They shifted against each other – Zan confident, Seamus awkward – until their bodies aligned. Seamus had to climb up, on all fours now.
He was staring down at Zan, with his mouth and eyes wide open. He was panting. 
The cock had settled its slippery warmth against his rim, and the pressure was mounting. 
“Relax.”
Seamus huffed. “Easy for you to say.”
“Hmm, then do the opposite. Tighten yourself – clench every muscle in your body, with all your might, for as long as you can.”
“How would that—”
“Trust me.”
And weirdly, Seamus did. 
He clenched. 
He clenched and clenched – until he couldn’t anymore, and—
“Ah!”
Zan’s glans popped in.
Seamus shivered. 
“Take as much time as you need,” Zan said. 
Seamus had trouble catching a deeper breath. “How can you be…so…so…so collected?”
Zan’s hands, supporting the backs of Seamus’s thighs, tightened. “Oh, believe me, I’m not.”
And it was true that a damp shine was beading on Zan’s skin, contouring his muscles in a darker green. His glans, while determinedly immobile, was wreathed by those tendrils, which were coiling and writhing – right into the strong, tense muscles of Seamus’s entrance; into the primed, tingling nerves of his rim.
Tears welled in his eyes. 
Oh, how terrible it felt.
How good.
He squirmed a bit. 
Zan’s cock shifted deeper. 
The man scrunched his brow. One corner of his lip ticked up. “Already…?”
“No! Just…”
And Seamus shifted. Again and again, he clenched and relaxed his ass; arched up and down; twisted a bit – like he was itchy and couldn’t help fidgeting. But he wasn’t itchy. Uncomfortable, true, and weirdly…ecstatic. His heart galloped; his breath came in short pants. His head – the inside of it, under his forehead – felt oddly cool. His skin flushed hot.
His ass stretched and throbbed.
Inside, it was wonderfully slippery. He didn’t know what that chair put in, but it was better than any lube he’d ever got hold of himself. Plus, his puny toys didn’t compare. And it wasn’t even about the size – this was a living cock he was taking! 
Back on Earth, he topped people a few times. Later…
It would’ve been more than unprofessional to get fucked by a guest – it would be sacrilege.
He slowly lowered himself, taking Zan deeper and deeper. Zan let him. He didn’t move; didn’t thrust up; didn’t hurry Seamus. He’d said Seamus should take his time, and he meant it. He could’ve been impatient – had every right to be. For who knew how many years, Seamus was his. And most people respected the ritual, but Seamus knew that submitting to it wasn’t always voluntary. Transgressions happened sometimes, violence even – more often towards the guest, although demanding the host performs also wasn’t unheard of. Zan could’ve forced him. He could’ve at least insisted – no one would’ve faulted him for that. True, he expected Seamus to put out; in fact, he’d concluded that Seamus would as a matter of course, but Seamus didn’t really feel forced. The situation was what it was – shaped around a tradition as old as fold travel – but they could at least be civil about it, right? 
Besides, Seamus had expected to put out, too – from the very moment the nav instruments informed him there was a terraformed, probably inhabited planet nearby. Seeing Zan, so powerfully green, standing above him right after he’d crawled out of the lifeboat, had made him waver in that conviction, but then they talked, and the alien-man turned out not to be so scary. Attractive even – in his green, broad, assured way.
Seamus could take a cock of that man. 
Or rather, he was trying very hard to take it. Which was proving delightfully difficult. He’d gotten down halfway – he’d reached under himself to check how much he had left – but his ass pinched and ached, and he had to stop, lean his weight on his arms, and rest. 
He tried to steady his breath. 
Zan said, “You’re doing great.”
Seamus barked out a weak laugh.
He pulled a bit up, letting the slippery, squirmy tip rub wholesale against his tingly prostate – his own cock leaked. 
He grunted. “Want you in.”
Zan shifted his hands up until he was gripping Seamus’s buttocks and briefly tightened his grip. “I told you that you don’t have to. Just do what feels good.”
With a determined whine, Seamus pushed down – taking half an inch more than he’d taken before. He shivered. “I want to! This…feels good.”
And it did. Granted, it was a challenge, but that only meant overcoming it gave Seamus additional satisfaction. That bit surprised even him. He wanted to succeed at this; wanted to take Zan in – maybe even including that hard, textured, slippery base. Oh, or maybe not? He already felt so full! 
That fullness felt good, though. It fired his nerves, in their totality, the sensation expanding and expanding. For fuck’s sake, it touched his cock. Rubbed against it, from the inside – intense, insane. Seamus leaked, his loins drowning in benevolent fire; his pleasure-suffering self-inflicted; the muscles in his thighs burning from strain and soft darkness blooming around his vision, tightening his perception to a point. 
He lifted himself up. 
Slid down. 
Another inch – conquered.
“Ah!”
He almost came. 
“I could take over for a while – if you want?” Zan said.
“Y-yes.”
Slowly, Zan undulated his hips – in-out, in-out.
He never got past the point Seamus got to himself. 
“Deeper!” he said. 
“You’re not ready for deeper yet.”
“I want it!”
“Shush.”
Zan fucked him – like a steady, considerate, slow-motion battering ram. Still, he went much faster than Seamus had managed himself, and the burn turned into wet friction, which turned into a sweet, radiating ache. In a way, the thrusts were easy. The chair had lubricated Seamus very well, plus there was whatever Zan was secreting, some sort of precum or something. It hadn’t been as abundant when Seamus was in charge himself, but now there was enough of it to make soft, dirty, rhythmic squelches. 
It felt absolutely amazing. 
“Deeper!” Seamus demanded. 
Zan’s cock rose further up on the next thrust. 
Seamus’s overwhelmed hole spasmed. “Ah!”
Zan froze. “Too deep?”
“No! For fuck’s sake, keep going!”
Zan chuckled. 
He became bolder. His cock, ungiving like the trunk of a tree, pulsed into Sheamus, deeper and deeper, unmaking him. The detached distance that helped him survive the dry days of his employment was nowhere to be seen. Seamus was overwhelmed by some sort of sexual fever. He didn’t yet push into the thrusts, but he waited and opened for them. He reveled in the sensations washing through his body wave after wave. He stroked – then clawed at – Zan’s damp, oddly smooth chest. The feelings exploding in his own caged cock filled him with fascination.
Who would’ve thought it could feel this much – purely from within.
“Yes, yes, faster!” he demanded. 
Zan purred, “Greedy.” Then he started bouncing Seamus up and down – rapidly; giving him more with every thrust. 
“Oh, God!”
“Too…much?”
If Seamus said ‘maybe,’ would Zan stop?
Seamus said, “No?”
So Zan pulled Seamus up, then made him fall – over and over. 
Until—
Seamus’s ass struck Zan’s hips. “Hnn!” His body quivered, then tightened all over.
Then he slumped – still impaled. 
Zan asked, “Did you…cum?” He’d stopped moving, but his voice sounded like he was running a race. 
Seamus looked down – at the few drops staining white the skin of Zan’s lower belly.
Figured that, after so many years of disuse, Seamus’s balls weren’t especially generous. 
“Yeah.”
The relief of it, though. 
Oh, hell. 
“Feels…” he slurred his words. “Feels so good.”
And his hole was still so hot, so full.
Zan asked, “Can you still move?”
Seamus shook his head. 
“Do you want to stop?”
Seamus shook his head again. 
Zan let out a relieved breath. “Thank Nature!”
He flipped them over. Kneeled on the ground, then pulled Seamus’s ass slightly off the edge.
Pumped in. 
Slowly. 
From tip to root.
He asked, “Still good?”
Seamus arched, stretching his arms above his head. “Yeah.”
Zan pumped through him – first slowly, then, when Seamus started moaning excitedly again, he sped up.
The seat’s dark-green surface was too uniform to provide a solid grip, so soon Seamus gave up pawing at it and clutched at Zan’s hard, wiry forearms instead, who in turn was holding his hips. His moans turned into whiny grunts – both horny and pained; at the same time encouragement and complaints. The harsh, bark-like texture of Zan’s cock’s base worried his sensitized rim, back and forth, nice and slippery but difficult and so, so thick. Sensations sparked there, intense and visceral – impossible to qualify, so Seamus hadn’t tried. Instead, he took it all in. 
The depth. 
The tightness in his groin. 
Whatever he was feeling in his rim.
His heart beat wildly; sweat covered him and dried in the breeze – without dousing the fire that brought forth yet more sweat. He’d be thirsty after this – as soon as the desires other than his need for cock started mattering again. He’d be sleepy, and famished, and his hole would be so sore. His emptied balls would ache, and the frustration trapped in his still-untouched cock would bring tears to his eyes. For now, though, none of that mattered. The fucking overwhelmed him; overtook it all. Just that cock – its squelchy pulls and quick, punch-like invasions; its inhuman texture, itching and sparkling and burning through him, both sleek and not; fighting hard against Seamus’s body and winning easily.
Seamus craved its victory. He wanted to be defeated – capitulating himself was far too difficult. He’d tried compromise and negotiation, and he’d failed. Zan clearly knew how to do this best. 
How to take him. 
Use him. 
“Tomorrow—” Seamus whined. 
“Hn?”
“You’ll take me again?”
“Yes!”
“Ohgod!”
“And the day. After. And again. And again!”
Hot pleasure seized Seamus’s body. 
He came. 
Wheezed. 
“Just. A bit. More,” begged Zan. “Please!”
Seamus reached up, pulled him flush to his overheated skin, wrapped his arms and legs around his body, and clung to him. 
Somehow, Zan still managed to fuck him – in deep, short, jackrabbit thrusts. 
Seamus’s rim burned. 
Zan kissed him deeply. 
He pulsed.
Stilled.
Slid down and out, then settled with his head pillowed on Seamus’s heaving chest and arms wrapped around Seamus’s waist – the seat molded to their shape, so it wasn’t even all that uncomfortable. 
Through the breaks in the canopy above them, Seamus stared at the blue, blue sky. He asked, “Are you alright?”
Zan chuckled. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?”
“Hmm, maybe?” Seamus clenched his ass. “I think I’m fine? I mean, I’m sore, but not as sore as I was expecting?”
“The lube the prep seat produces has healing properties. Now that I think about it – maybe you should spend some more time on it?”
Seamus squirmed and whined, “Right now?”
Zan lifted his head and frowned down at him. “Yes, Seamus, right now.”
“But—”
“When I said that I’m going to observe the traditions and exercise my host rights daily – including tomorrow – I was not joking.”
Seamus’s eyes widened. 
Zan said, “Don’t forget that your duty as a guest is to be ready for me.”
Seamus bit his lip. “Sooo…” His cock twitched weakly. “Back in the chair.”
Zan nodded. “Back in the chair.”
He didn’t even ask if Seamus could walk – it was clear he could not; he just picked him up and carried him. 
The chair slid its tendrils in as soon as Seamus’s ass touched its seat. 
Seamus moaned. He closed his eyes and slumped.
Zan patted the sweat off his skin with something cool, damp, and pleasantly soft. When he was done, he covered Seamus with a new soft robe – guiding Seamus’s noodle-like arms through its sleeves and closing it in the back, up to Seamus’s hips.
As it tightened around Seamus’s neck and torso, Seamus stiffened briefly, but then a weird calm descended upon him.
Maybe this wasn’t entirely familiar yet, but it was safe.
Zan only wanted things Seamus could give.
“Rest,” Zan said. “I’ll bring you something to drink.”
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