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Never walk home alone from a date with an Illywor Lord.  For that matter never date an Illywor Lord.  I advise you of these definite facts from personal experience.  Yet how did I, an ignorant off worlder, ever learn these quaint and exacting local mannerisms?  The Illywor Lords commanded all that writhed and crawled on Sunor and have for millennia.  Who would ever doubt them or attempt futile discourse with their decrees?

Well I still struggled but the enzymes and the soft maws kept chewing me up, making me dizzy not to mention the agony (I told you not mention the pain!).  I kicked vigorously with my free left leg and two free arms hoping foolishly and vainly to blindly evade grasping pods and slippery tentacles.  Perhaps I still contested the result by simply trying to move and say that I am or I was perhaps.  Certainly I had no hope of escape or life.

The Lord Welk had picked me up at the Banatana Cantina in the city of Pandem on the hot world of Sunor after a long brutal day of programming the accounting of the Accord Dimension Corporation.  Though huge and ponderous in girth he had performed admirably doing the Cosmo Dip and the Didactic Discord and a real mean Wave.  And he was a Lord.  Everybody brown nosed him like crazy.  “Yes, sir that and yes, sir this.”  The title sounded pompous and so was he but everybody kowtowed to him with the utmost respect and terror and he thusly earned my quick admiration.  Besides his verdant codpiece hung a good 12 inches from his crotch and made me frankly curious especially with the obtuse angle that showed in his piece.  How differentiated had the natives become in 50,000 years?

After several vile and inebriating concoctions made of Whew and Iciwobble, we had left the Cantina to hover over the Ilk Rock in an inky park on the western edge of the city.  A few other vehicles floated nearby as other amorous couples enjoyed the view of the vast expanse of Pandem.  Lord Welk idly mentioned that a nearby magnificent Barony was owned by a Lord Aldower.  In that vehicle, clearly illuminated in the bubble, was that Lord’s date, a svelte local blonde in a red dress, bare shoulders but ankle length.  

The Lord commenced his version of indigenous foreplay touching up my tits and generally slobbering all over me.  He started to sing in the clicking gasping syllables of the local language.  God knows what that was about.  I decided to stop his asinine prehensile attempts since I had grown bored and, besides, I was from Home Earth.  He decided that I should leave.  So I discovered that I had been relocated immediately outside his vehicle hiking down Ilk with its sharp crevices, numerous rocks and jungly tendrils in my platform high-heels.  The local hour was late but the temperature still hovered around 40 degrees centigrade and the humidity was higher.

After a half-hour I became thoroughly disorientated.  Even the lights of the great city diminished and disappeared into the gloom of dense overhanging foliage.  I may have gone in circles and probably did.  The deep gullies and random terrain did not allow the luxury of even always going down hill.

Sunor has three tiny specks of moons.  With the night clear and the Milky Way glowing in the east occasional patches of ground brightly gleamed.  That was the only way I could have seen what I did much less clearly identify the blonde who had been with the adjacent Illywor Lord.  

There she dangled ten meters over my head quietly chanting to herself some diabolical awful local version of a prayer.  She ignored my fortuitous approach and did not even glance towards me.  With her free hands she attempted to hold her red dress up to hide her rather embarrassing situation.  Her long gown drooped and draped around her hips and partially covered her face.

A green pod clasped her left leg to the knee while another grasped her right leg.  Both crept stealthily and visibly in delicate little bites up her towards her crotch.  The two greedy pods had split her into a V with her head hanging down.  Her upper dress showed vivid signs of being ripped and mauled by her Illywor Lord.  An arcane tattoo had been scratched into the upper portion of her right breast.  Something of a circle and a diamond with runic writings.  

Her panties gleamed, an emerald liveness that pulsed.

In a nook where tree met branch an Illywor Lord sat composed and serene.  His arms and legs disappeared into the surrounding vegetation and his codpiece writhed.  I had remarked on its angle and now it had bloated and become a full 45 degrees.  Even that fluctuated as I grimly realized that it moved and darted in rhythm to some blood or equivalent pressure.  

Then I knew something worse.  That codpiece, that alien cock paused and its head veined with coppery blue turned and gazed directly at me.  Then it grew!  It did not thin but its length multiplied by two and then three as I watched in a trance.  But no, the cock more telescoped like a long thin tube gradually becoming smaller in diameter but ever uglier.

I now recalled (How damnable is one’s memory!) several Sunor fables.  Men were not always men.  For that matter plants were not always plants.  Who knew what the women were.  

Ages ago Man had come to Sunor as immigrants from Glastovich fleeing the collapsing Liev Hierarchy.  Preferring never to associate with humanity again they studied the local ecology and tried to blend as best they could into the habits and customs of a new world rather than to bend it to their will.

The present Sunor society was vastly secretive in its rites and barely tolerated other human arrivals or even alien races.  Yet rumor supposed that they had blended too well and had become symbionts or parasites.  The distinction was hard to determine.  

I shuddered as a weird cold wind caressed my bare legs and arms.  Peering down I observed the true source: a leafy tentacle.

I stepped back and fled from the victim/sacrifice/bride.  I retreated from the obscenity that approached and beckoned luridly.  

That was when a pod reached out suddenly and tripped my right foot while another tentacle entwined around my left ankle.  Quickly my left foot was raised and engulphed, dark brown platform and all, with a loud smacking sound.  I finally managed a scream after several seconds of utter funk.  I tried to tug the pod off but instead I felt a great warmth.  Crystalline razor sharp fangs punctured to the bone.  

As I struggled another pod drooped down and suddenly surrounded my head.  I could see a zillion sparkling crystal daggers dripping with a green drool and then nothing at all.  Hastily I closed my eyes.  Pod teeth penetrated into my cheeks and nose and under my chin.  Gripped tight but not fatally.  No matter how much I pounded and whipped my fists into the pod and tapped my little foot, nothing happened except for some pitiful noise.  

I was trapped.  The Sunor marriage rite had been pronounced and I now was lifted to my honeymoon bedchamber.

The fables.  Men mating with plants.  Plants that ate animals and stalked the blackest woods.  Plants that were animals.  Exotic fruit forbidden to mortal men but not to their unholy children.

My face grew warm and tingled.  My feet below the knee quietly sizzled.  A subtle numbness slinked into my flesh.  The pods nibbled and delicately coated with me their slime.  I was lifted off the ground even as I feebly kicked.

I swung lightly, effortlessly.  I lay on air, belly down like a hammock, with a pod mouth above my right knee and a pod mouth clamped down now on my slim white throat.  My golden hair streamed out of the pod lips in a dozen holes stained slightly with my blood and emerald enzymatic lotion.  

Within my pod cavity I still breathed.  A stale wickedly biting hot air slid into my lungs.  When the pod gnawed a little more of me, a brief wisp of fresh air circulated that I eagerly accepted as the blessing that it was.  

My short brown skirt hiked higher, falling gently towards my pert behind gradually revealing my stockings and eventually my pure white panties.  My white blouse, streaking with drool and sweat, clung like skin to my immense jugs as they sagged inevitably downwards to the unseen ground far below.

Another pod grabbed and choked down my other swinging foot.  In a single chomp it swilled down a knee, ankle and part of a thigh.  It was intolerably hungry.  Or was it something else?  What was to be my fate?  What did the myths say?  

I relaxed; my back bent into a painful pronounced bow.  More pods seized flapping hands and gobbled some sweet meat.  A pod crunched my left tit and proceeded to suck.  The horrible yet stimulating foreplay continued as I commenced to dissolve down several green throats.  Invisible pods danced around my ass looking for a free piece of ass.  But the other pods had the advantage and had most of me on an one way trip to a belly root.  One darted in and located an untouched morsel; my vagina snug in lace and smug in its off worlder aloofness quivered highly aroused and dripping and anxiously it waited its violation.  

The teeth sank in and I screamed once more, bubbling in the froth of flesh and emerald soup that I had become.  A few centimeters remained of me between the grinning pod mouths.  Ghastly teeth sank deeper slowly severing chunks.  Ah, the pace of slow plant life combined with the stealth and desires of a ravenous beast.  What was I a victim of?  A plant?  A man?  A beast?  Was this sex?  Or was this appetite?

Yet still I lived, to suffer perhaps but not much longer.  Yet all was temporary, temporary, temporary.  The pods cared not of my pitiful needs or trite concerns.  They had higher goals and greater gods to serve.

I should have let the Illywor Lord first rape me.  Better a quasi-human hand under my panties than enigmatic writhing tendrils.  I longed for the incredibly elongated Illywor cock.  Imagine that cock growing inside me.  Where could it go?  Surely I would have been impaled from vagina to skull with a massive emerald rod.

What would my friends think?  Would anyone come after me?  Doubtful.  Programmers were easier to import and replace than to search for.  Heaven forbid that the profit margin should be compromised.  At most I would be a footnote where some manager would insist that my disappearance should not affect his salary review.

I had no other obscure fantasies or hopeless illusions.  This was my grand destiny.  The Illywor Lords ruled, descended from a great line of terrible Green Kings.  Why wonder how others kowtowed to the Lords.  Knowing now what I knew I realized the error of my life and my night.  Dark green things ruled.  They always have done so on Sunor for 50,000 years.  The Reign of the Blessed Green Kings!  

Each pod would grow and grow and finally fruit into creatures unimaginable.  I would be safely stored away in the roots or been utilized in the formation of something new, something wicked, something of Sunor.  I hoped my bitter Earth chemistry would give it a stomachache.

I had met the myth and the myth had eaten me.

