The Caecilia plant is a unique species of aggressive flora that can only be found on Pacifica, a Terran planet in the Gliese 1061D star.
The organic worm-like plant found on Pacifica was once thought to be reason enough to classify the planet as unhabitable. The first expedition sent to the planet, after having half of its crew dragged kicking and screaming underground by the unidentified species, left a quarantine beacon in orbit and never came back.
But a few dozen years later, after nearly every habitable planet in the core sectors had been colonized, a new effort was made to re-classify the previously dismissed Class M planet. It was situated in the path of several trading lanes, and initial scans had reported fertile grounds, breathable air, vast jungles with a 67% Oceanic cover. The next expedition came well prepared, bringing flamethrowers and armoured mechs to purify an initial landing site. Facing fire and steel, the aggressive flora quickly turned out to be very manageable, the mercenary contingent making quick work of the worm-like undergrowth without losing a single soldier.
Once the colony was established it quickly flourished. As it was placed next to one of the planet’s oceans, fishing, farming and tourism were all very successful ventures. It grew from a few hundreds to fifty thousand inhabitants in a single year. But a problem became apparent when the population became too large to effectively control, planetary administration rules being constantly broken by colonists seeking better ground, or tourists seeking thrills: A certain amount of personnel missing is expected in any new colony, but the number of inhabitants who went missing in action rose from the average monthly 0.01% to 0.1% (roughly fifty colonists or tourists every month.) 
The planetary governor asked for a full investigation. A research team was sent out deeper inside the continent with a heavy mercenary escort, to find the missing colonists and to seek more data on what was taking them. What they found changed the colony forever.
--

Ten years after this first expedition took place, the Pacifica colony has millions of inhabitants. An entire medical and pharmaceutical industry has supplanted the now minor food production and trading industries, and while tourism is still the planet’s main source of income, it has transformed from leisure to medical tourism. 
In this quadrant of the Milky way, when local surgery, therapy, or medical treatments fails to cure a patient, they are sent to Pacifica to find the best leading doctors in each field. The latest experimental treatments and expert palliative care can be found here for anyone who has the funds to travel. 
The reason for this transformation is that travelling to Pacifica is not only one last chance to be cured: terminal patients can find here an alternative to death that is unique to the planet, and Caecilia, the once misunderstood flora that lives in the underground cave network of Pacifica, is now a protected species, with strict laws by the planetary government not to interfere with individuals who decide to give up their life and give themselves to the plant. 
--

Caecilia’s reproductive cycle and anatomy.
Author’s note: Due to the draconian restrictions put in place by the Pacifican government, much of the facts we present here are derived from one piece of evidence, the result of the heroic efforts of the most famous scientist in the Pacifica research community; The young Alex Sannir, whose entire voice log has been transcribed at the end of this paper. If you’re still alive Alex, know that we all have immense respect for your sacrifice, and know that you will never be forgotten.
Stage 1: 0-20 minutes, Capture phase. See picture 1 in sources for photographic depiction.
The first, and often only seen portion of this flora is its above surface extremities, the Militus Vinea, commonly known as "Warriors" or "Soldiers". These are tentacles that possess a hard outer layer, armoured against cuts and blows by a thick but still flexible cortex. These are used by the plant for the initial capture of warm-blooded species. The vast majority of potential victims instinctively react to capture by trying to fight their way out, so these tentacles first immobilize a subject by ensnaring all four limbs and holding them still. It has been noted in all prior cases that it is virtually impossible to escape when a subject is captured alone, and it seems as a result the Caecilia plant tends to prefer lone victims when attacking. 
Once the subject has been immobilized, it is then dragged to the closest underground entrance of the Caecilian cave habitat. As soon as they are deeper underground and when the plant sense that the victim no longer poses any threat, the retention phase begins.
--

Stage 2: 1-3 hours, Retention phase. See picture 2 in sources for photographic depiction.
During this phase, the "Soldier" tentacles keep the subject well immobilized until a new type of tentacle, the Operarius Vinea, nicknamed "Worker", makes its way to the antechamber location. This rarely seen extremity is believed to have a much smoother external layer, in great contrast with the armoured cortex of its above-surface counterpart. The worker tentacle’s skin is designed to cause minimal pain and shock to its prey as it penetrates its anal orifice. If penetration is too difficult, the "Soldier" tentacles can at this point perform their last duties, which is to spread the subject’s limbs further apart, thereby forcing it to open itself up to the "Worker." Once penetration has occurred, the tentacle then injects a vast amount of liquid filled with enzymes inside the host through its feeding tube: "Workers" vines are slightly hollow and are connected to the Caecilia plant’s birthing pools, where the plant stores its reproductive fluids.
This liquid, despite multiple attempts to analyse it, has never been fully understood. Difficult to transport, impossible to store without it becoming inert, it has few known and many unknown properties. One of these properties is its surprising ability to soothe internal organs to the point of fooling the nervous system of a victim into interpreting new signals as pleasure instead of pain. As the worker tentacle pushes inside the subject’s intestinal tract, the experienced discomfort and pain from the massive volume inserted is instead felt as comparatively intense pleasure. At this point, some subjects already start falling into dependency to Caecilia, their limbs relaxing and their body accepting deeper penetration. 
But not all subjects. Resistance to the invasive vines can still be found in some stronger species: the retention cycle is not complete until the smooth tip of the "Worker" tentacle reaches the victim’s stomach, where it pumps its reproductive fluid, finally reaching into the bloodstream. The effect on the subject is immediate: their entire body is forced into complete submission, and depending on the subject’s size, a second, third or even fourth "Worker" vine joins the initial penetration through the loosened sphincter and work their way up the digestive system. The enzyme is capable of passing through the blood-brain barrier, and the retention cycle ends when the subject no longer controls their own thoughts.
--

Stage 3: 2-4 weeks, Breeding phase. See picture 3 in sources for photographic depiction.
Once the host’s willpower is permanently dissolved by the Caecilia plant, the "Soldier" tentacles are no longer necessary. They remove themselves from this chamber of the cave system while the new set of "Worker" tentacles bring their victim to the centre of the underground habitat: the birthing pools. There is clear evidence that subjects remain conscious during this stage: any individual capable of spoken language can be heard loudly begging for more physical stimulation. The sentences they use ordinarily relate to what they said or heard in their old lives during copulation, repeatedly demanding deeper or rougher penetration. 
Some research papers tend to point at this symptom as proof that the victims are still capable of free will at this stage, but this is hotly debated, as any individual removed from the process after the retention stage quickly succumbs to psychological trauma if not returned to the Caecilia plant. In the rare instance where separation was achieved, the rescued subjects became despondent, crying and moaning in pain. If they are still capable of coherent spoken language they will beg to rejoin with the Caecilia vines, becoming progressively more aggressive and dangerous to themselves and their rescuers. If restrained, the rescued individual’s heartbeat rapidly elevates and they seem to suffer from severe panic attacks until the heart stops from the strain. 
Once a subject is immersed into a birthing pool, they are given what they’ve unconsciously asked for: submerged into the Plant’s reproductive fluid all the way to the neck, they experience a deep internal cleansing as "worker" tentacles stimulate all available pleasure points under the surface, be it prostate, female or male genitalia. As the volume and quantity of vine inside the victim increases to such a massive amount that it bulges their outer skin, the viscous liquid flooding into them acts as lubricant and sedative, filling them up, imbibed and absorbed by nearly all their internal organs. 

The host is subjected to this treatment in the pool for hours, to prepare and shape them to the plant’s specification. Once the tentacles sense that the body is sufficiently trained, the host is finally faced by the third type of extremity that Caecilia uses for reproduction, Nutritor Vinea, the "Breeder" variant. This tentacle is just as smooth and hollow as the worker, but its diameter is typically 10 times the worker’s size. It always penetrates its new host through the muzzle, then temporarily suffocates it with an overwhelming amount of Caecilia’s semen. This event marks the start of the evolution that each host must go through in order to become part of Caecilia’s reproductive system. 
Over the course of several weeks, helped by the enzymes inside the plant’s sperm, lungs evolve to breathe fluid instead of air, deriving oxygen and proteins from the nourishing liquid. Sphincter and digestive tract are joined with the subject’s male or female genitalia to become a more efficient pleasure centre with no refractory period, and their stomach becomes a production factory for the Caecilia plant’s birthing liquid. Once fully transformed, a host is fed nominal amounts of the birthing liquid for survival and sedation, but produces double or triple that amount over the rest of its natural life. 

This last change represents the final step to incorporate the victim into the plant’s stable of hosts: little is understood from examining these new internal organ, and further research has been severely limited by lawful decree, but it is believed that the process of creating the reproductive liquid is innately tied to the level of pleasure felt by the host, hence the need for the plant to maintain an intense level of stimulation. For this reason, each host is serviced by a set of "Worker" vines and one "Breeder" vine for the rest of its life.
The only internal organ that remains relatively untouched by the Caecilian plant’s evolution-causing enzymes is the subject’s brain. Besides the loss of impulse control, it is believed that individuals are allowed to remain fully conscious throughout the rest of their lives. The brain is allowed a few hours of sleep each day to recover, but otherwise spends between 16-20 hours per day suffering through massive orgasms to keep its birthing fluid production going.
--

Once the plant’s reproductive cycle became common knowledge in Pacifica, the planetary administration ruled that letting an individual give their body to Caecilia would be considered a legal form of assisted euthanasia. This decision, along with declaring its status as a protected species, is the direct cause for the colony’s status and reputation today as the premiere destination for palliative and therapeutical care. 

Each day, thousands of willing hosts arrive on the planet, and they are given every opportunity to change their mind, the best doctors in the quadrant make one last attempt to cure them before a final decision is made. An individual captured by the plant is considered legally deceased, so "Goodbye rituals" have been devised by every community with a permanent settlement in Pacifica.
Once they are ready to leave, individuals of any age and gender can then be sent alone into natural locations known to have a Caecilian presence. The Pacifica government expressly forbids following along, filming or documenting these last moments, most likely due to the fact that the first stage is often a violent and disheartening event. In a process that most believe to be consensual, the departed’s animal and survival instincts too often cause them to change their mind... much too late.
Alex Sannir’s Research Log / Voice Recording. Transcript:
AS: Is this working? One two, one two three. You reading this?

MS (distant): I’m reading you fine, the uplink is fine. The satellite should catch your implant’s signal even through rock, as long as you place the relay on the surface before you go under.

AS: You sure? How many layers?

MS: With the relay at the surface, a lot. The plants don’t go down very deep from what we know. Just make sure you don’t go far horizontally.
AS: How long will the implant last?

MS: Sorry, we couldn’t throw in a car battery under your cheek’s skin.

AS: How long?

MS: About a week? Two if you’re not constantly transmitting.

AS: That should be plenty. In and out, right?

MS: If the thermal suit works.

AS: It will work. The warriors don’t have any way to see you if you don’t emit heat.

MS: That’s your theory, I’m not sure about... wait, you’re still transmitting. Let’s save some battery for the actual expedition.

AS: Roger that.

--

AS: Transmitting now. Day 1. I just left the expedition vehicle, Martin I hope you can hear this, this will be our only log if I fail. The thermal suit is a bit damp inside but so far so good, no sign of the warriors even though I’m getting fairly deep inside their territory. All I need to find now is a cave entrance. End of log I guess.
--

AS (whispering): I found the plant! Day two! I saw a warrior up close, closer than I’ve ever been! These things are massive, they look armoured, I saw it rip a tree apart. It was digging a new access point I think! I followed it back to what looks like a tunnel. I’m just setting up the relay now, and I’ll start making my way inside. I won’t stop transmitting from now on, every detail is of interest now!
(indistinct sounds, movement.)

AS (whispering): Ah shit. The thermal suit has a small tear, happened when I was on my knees to set up the...

(indistinct sounds.)

AS (whispering): Duct tape should be enough. I don’t want to abandon the expedition, it’s just a nick in the suit... Fuck this is terrifying. I’m approaching the tunnel now. There’s a warrior sliding along to their dig site... doesn’t look like it sees me.

(heavy breathing sounds.)

AS (whispering): I’ve reached the entrance, there’s a second warrior now sliding around, I’m not sure what it’s doing or where it’s going but it’s not interested.
(heavy breathing continues, followed by measured breathing.)

AS (whispering): I’m going in. If you’re hearing this Martin, pay up directly to the beer fund, I told you it would work.

(heavy breathing sounds, movement)

AS (whispering): I’m crawling down the tunnel now, it’s steep. I think I see a couple more warrior vines. There’s four of them now, just sliding alongside me somewhere outside I think, the thermal suit must be working. If I’m lucky, maybe they found a host? I could see the process up close and...

AS (shouting): AAAGH!
(indistinct sounds, movement, heavy breathing.)

AS (shouting): FUCK!

(sounds of physical struggle, heavy breathing.)

AS (shouting): IT’S GOT MY LEG!

(extended sounds of struggle and heavy breathing. Lasts for 9 minutes.)
AS (crying): It’s got me good now. I can’t move. I tried cutting it away but these vines feel like tree bark. It’s got both my legs and my arms. It grabbed the leg with the tear first... if you’re hearing this Martin, please... send some help. I don’t want to end up like... please...

(additional sobs, followed by an extended period of silence. Slight sounds of constant movement.)

AS (composed voice): I’m done for. Sorry about earlier, I know you can’t help. It’s over. It’s not letting me go, and we’re going deeper underground.
(slight sounds of struggle)

AS: I can’t wriggle my arms out even an inch. Look, let’s be positive about this, I’ll talk all throughout the process and this way we can still publish. Just make sure to name me in the paper, okay?

(heavy breathing, then composed breathing)
AS: First thing it did is it ripped apart the rest of the suit. The four warriors put me in a lock, you know? Both legs and arms. It’s carrying me... Oh.

(sounds of movement stopping.)

AS: We stopped. We’re in a small cave. There’s some bioluminescent stuff on the walls, so I can see fairly clearly. A lot of vines here, but not only warriors. I think I see the new type, the one Fredriksson talked about. Workers?
(short silence.)

AS: I’m pretty sure this one’s for me. Oh fuck. GET OFF ME! HHNNNNGAAARGH! FUCK OFF!

(heavy breathing, sounds of struggle.)

AS: IT’S TRYING TO... I’M CLENCHING AS HARD AS I CAN!

(more sounds of struggle, followed by a sudden intake of air)

AS: No! 

(sounds of crying, then more sounds of physical exertion)

AS: What the F... UNNGH! Oh?

(heavy breathing then composed breathing)

AS: Holy shit... I think it just injected me with something. It got inside me... I tried to stop it but...feel a lot of warmth in my colon- yeah... best way to describe it, it’s like warm but kinda feels...

(sounds of physical exertion)

AS: It’s still moving inside of me. I can feel it move past my sphincter... I’m sorry if this grosses anyone at the lab but... I mean you want details right? It’s expanding my anus quite a bit... the vine is thicker the longer it goes in, but it doesn’t hurt as much as I thought it would. UNNGH!
(silence, then followed by small whimpers)

AS: Every time I clench, it injects me with more warmth... it feels like it should hurt, wriggling around like that, but... every time I feel a sharp pain, I’m flooded with... something... dopamine hits, not unlike if I was copulating... UNNGH... It’s deep now, I can feel it under my stomach.

(louder sounds of whimpers.)

AS: It’s... getting difficult to think. I seem to have ejaculated, despite myself...
AS: I looked down, and it seems the abdominal bulge is all the way up my... UNNNGH. Oh! It’s in my stomach! I can... my vision is getting blurry and I... want...

(more sounds of physical exertion. it seems from this point on all further communication is no longer directed at the implant, but form an unconscious train of thought suffered during multiple events)
AS: Oh! Oh... oh. More? Yes. Deeper please. Oh? More friends? UUNNNGH! yeah... one... two... UNNGH! three.... four... friends. Little Alex... little Alex is growing bigger!
AS: Up! Up inside me! Ooooh. We’ve moving again? Yay! But don’t stop! Yeah... like that... Goodbye warriors! Goodbye! Oooh, another worker friend? It’s swallowing my cock? It can do that?
(sounds of suction, with simultaneous sounds of movement. signal strength fading as the implant is moved deeper underground)

AS (faint): Bath time? Yay! More friends? UUUNGHH! You like my cock don’t you. Yeah... suck... suck... Oooh you’re draining me.
(splashing sounds. heavy, irregular breathing.)

AS: So warm! Warm bath. Oooh, don’t leave! Come back! Please!

(sobs, crying)

AS: Ooooh, there’s more in the bath, going inside me... many inside... faster... faster... HNNNHG! And another for my cock! Can I come inside you? I’m coming again!
(sounds of physical exertion.)

AS: New friend... big, big, bigger... what are you waiting for? Ooooh... you want me to open my muzzle? Aaaaah...

(muffled indistinct sounds. cheek implant captures vocal cords drowned by fluid. voice recording stops after this, but the electrical impulses and muffled sounds recorded by the implant confirms that Alex was still alive and still going through intense physical exertion for 9 days until the implant’s battery died.)
( End of transcript.)

