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The Environmental Preserve’s common area had a lot of foot traffic, being one of the few places in the entire station where you could breathe in proper, fresh oxygen, not the recycled, rebreathed gas that circulated through the rest of the compound. It functioned a lot like a terran park, nestled within a forest. A good place to sit and read, take in the breeze (even if it did come from an air-con unit) and enjoy the synthetic sunlight. It was probably the only part of the Mars colony that felt like home.

Kalis spent a lot of his downtime here. He passed without notice most of the time, but that was the case whether he was working or on break. In spite of his size, the Uplifted burmese python had no trouble with keeping out of sight. One might have mistaken him for a wild creature if not for the golden chain dangling loosely around his neck, or the little lanyard with his ID badge on it.
Kalis prided himself on being almost completely invisible - no one noticed any technical faults or glitches on his watch, and they probably assumed it was all just done by magic or excellent design.
That suited him fine; he wasn’t particularly interested in being applauded for his work. It was better if he could just get through it, then get back to lounging and sunning his belly atop a tree.
As he was heading to his usual haunt, he heard a familiar voice, scented something half-remembered on his tongue. His head periscoped downwards from the canopy of a tree, and they spied a tall, shapely figure.

The feline was definitely not from around here. The dark fur and darker hair contrasted sharply with the thick, snow-white cable-knit turtleneck they wore. Their eyes were a piercing yellow behind sharp spectacles. Their grey, blue-veined synthetic arms were crossed as they took their time wandering, ever closer to Kalis’ tree.
That fascinating cat… what was their name again?


Alco… that’s right. They were a doctor, a very stern but very fascinating individual. Someone who kept their cards close to their chest emotionally. Kalis could relate.

The cat also had a thing for snakes, and getting bound up…

Kalis knew they did, after their brief almost-fling a half year ago at that interstellar permaculture conference. Kalis was part of the staff, Alco was a keynote speaker. Sidelong glances had turned into conversation, which turned into… nothing.
They’d come so close to knowing each other intimately - inside and out, Kalis’ case. But there wasn’t enough time. Places to be, jobs to return to.

Kalis hadn’t let Alco occupy much space in his mind since he met them. But now that they were here… why not follow the impulse, strike while the iron’s hot?

“Alco Gale, as I live and breathe!” 
The python looped his head around the cat’s shoulders before getting nose to nose with him. 
“You’d better not be leaving cat hair all over the place, it’ssss a bitch to clean out of all the machinery.

“...Hello Kalis.” there was a grimace on Alco’s face, their yellow eyes narrowed and apprehensive. But they remembered him too…
“Didn’t think I’d sssee you all the way out here… and I’m jussst on break right now!” Kalis drizzled his coils around Alco’s now-stiffer body. Alco enjoyed this touch, just as Kalis knew they did. His coils oozed down in lazy spiralling loops - enough to enfold the cat without squeezing them - though it would only take one good flex to change that.
Alco’s cool mask dropped. Their eyes lit up and their cheeks rose as they laughed nervously, like a schoolcat on a first date.

“I’m, erm, in a little bit of a hurry right now.”
“You don’t look it.” Kalis would have smiled smugly, were he able to articulate his face that way. “Besssides, You’re on Marsss-time right now. We take lots of breaksss here. You can afford one too. C’mon. Lemme have you for lunch.”

“Have me for lunch… you don’t mean, hah…”
“That’sss exactly what I mean.” Kalis smacked his lips as he gave Alco a sudden, much tighter squeeze. Alco chirped, their eyes going wide as their lungs lost a bit more air than they were anticipating. The professor’s feet left the floor, and the snake hoisted them up, somewhere high into the branches.

It wasn’t a hotel room, but it’d do the trick.
“Ssso, tell me professor…” Kalis crooned. “How’sss your breath control? About as good as lassst time?”
“I might have undergone some… extra augmentations,” Alco muttered. “For exploration purposes you understand, particularly underwater-lk!”
“But thissss is a convenient little bonusss, right~?”
Even though Kalis’ serpentine face couldn’t show much emotion, his voice made his intentions clear - he could be quite flirtatious and seductive when he wanted to be.

Kalis’ tail traced along Alco’s neck before squeezing it tight, eliciting another choke from the cat’s throat.
“I’m not going to let you go blue in the face,” Kalis continued, snout-to-snout with the cat. “Not that I’d be able to tell under all that fuzz.”
“You’re welcome to try…” Alco managed to drum up just enough suave to flirt back.
The pair had slipped well and truly out of sight now, deep in the dark canopy of that tree, where no one was going to notice them.
The only light in that space, of all things, was the glow of Alco’s augmented eyes. 
“Those eyesss are pretty nice,” Kalis remarked.
Alco gasped as their windpipe was released. Their throat was still vibrating with a low purr, pleasantly teasing the snake’s tail.

“I can reduce the brightness,” they offered. 
“No no, I like it! Makes thisss all feel like a candle-lit dinner…”
Alco giggled nervously. Where was all that suave composure of theirs? Kalis didn’t mind all that much. There was a little bit of satisfaction to be had from flustering them so easily.


That was even before Kalis opened his maw wide, letting its cavernous inside linger over Professor Gale’s head. 
Alco was giggling nervously for their part - fidgeting in the snake’s coils, not to try and get free, but just to dissipate some of that nervous kitten-like excitement coursing through them.
“I’m r-ready,” Alco whispered, anticipating Kalis’ next question.
The snake’s only reaction was to descend, wrapping his surprisingly warm and wet maw around Alco’s face. Darkness plunged around them, and they closed their eyes. Their heartrate was rising, far more than they were used to. And Kalis felt every pulse and thump. His maw was gentle, far less constricting than his coils. He opened his mouth very slightly and pushed himself down a little further, as if he were taking the tiniest gulps of water. He was intent on drawing this out.

“Mmmnh…” Alco’s thighs rubbed together. The cat couldn’t stop themself from giggling. The vibrations continued to tickle Kalis’ insides, making his coils ripple and twitch and unconsciously squeeze tighter - nothing that Alco couldn’t take, though. Alco’s shoes slipped off of their twitching feet, their paws wriggling and bared. 
That was Kalis’ favourite part of swallowing a partner - always had to save the best for last, right?
Kalis’ throat relaxed more as he got to Alco’s shoulders. It would take a little time for him to get past that mark. He could feel the contours of Alco’s face inside his throat, all the wonderfully succulent structure of it. Slow, soft puffs of breath caressed his gullet, egging him on to continue. 
Should have had them take the turtleneck off, Kalis thought to himself as he began to swallow the arms and chest, his jaw fully unhinged. The texture wasn’t… the best. The warmth of Alco’s body made up for it anyway.

Their taste, their texture, their warmth… all of it had been well worth the wait.

His tail stroked the bulge as it slid gradually along his lengths, an oval-shaped distention that came to rest and dangle in the air, swaying back and forth like a cradle.
“Mhm…” Kalis didn’t do this for nutritional value - he was well fed, and never had much of an appetite for live prey anyway. Alco wasn’t about to digest inside him.

A little micro-climate Kalis had installed inside his gut would make sure this cat wouldn’t run out of air inside him - they’d just get a nice comfy nap, like an unorthodox spa treatment.

Alco’s feet leisurely kicked at the air, as if they were doing a backstroke in a pool. The moans from inside Kalis’ gut gave the game away - they were having the time of their life. Exactly as the snake knew they would.
“You’ll have to let me know how it feels in there,” Kalis said, petting the ‘head’ of the bulge. “I’ve alwaysss wondered.”
“Mmmn…” a low purr spread all the way up to Kalis’ face, and he sighed with delight, resting his head atop the bulge to feel its slow rise and fall.
“I think I’ll take a longer break today,” the snake mused. “I think I’ve earned it. And so have you, right Professsor?”
The continued purring was all the answer he needed.
