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Jeannie’s Picnic 

by Big Papppa Smurf  

 

 

Jeannie started off her morning just like any other. She rubbed her eyes and 

smiled, welcoming the morning sun as it poured in through the blinds on her 

bedroom window. ñToday feels like a good day for a picnic!ò she said to 

herself, as she looked for her pink sundress in her walk - in closet. It was 

only 9:30 and Jeannie decided to g o ahead and start making her lunch for her 

picnic. ñTuna salad, broccoli and ranch dip, potato chips, lemonadeé anything 

else?ò she thought to herself, as she got out all her ingredients. After an 

hour of preparation, Jeannie had a grand feast ready for he r picnic.  

 

Jeannie didnôt invite anyone to go on the picnic with her, she doesnôt have 

very many friends. She only recently moved to Cincinnati and the only people 

she knew where her associates at her job. Jeannie wouldnôt know what to do 

with friends anyw ays. She was the nerdy girl in school. Her classmates always 

called her names and bullied her for reminding the teacher of homework. 

Jeannieôs best friends were in books. She also loved animals a lot. She had 

to leave her 3 dogs, 4 cats, and bird at her ol d house because she wasnôt 

sure if she would be able to find a pet friendly apartment in the city. 

Thankfully she did, but she hadnôt been out to buy any pets yet. She still 

needed time to get over her pets too.  

 

Jeannie could probably get a boyfriend if s he wanted, but she wasnôt big on 

dating. She was 5ô4ò and about 115 lbs. She had short brown her and a face 

that some would call ñmousy.ò She had bad eyesight but didnôt wear contacts 

because she actually enjoyed wearing glasses. Her glasses had big thick black 

frames and huge lenses. Sure, she liked sex, but she always found it more 

enjoyable when she pleasured herself. Jeannie found herself not being able to 

fall asleep until she spent at least 1 hour every night with Mr. Vibrator. 

Those are stories for a  different time, though.  

 

It was 10:30 now and Jeannie spent the next hour looking on the internet for 

good parks that were around her new apartment. She found what she thought to 

be the perfect one. It had a huge lake in the middle and a lot of trees that  

surrounded it. She wanted to picnic by herself. She wouldnôt care if there 

were other people around, but she just preferred being by herself. It was now 

11:30 and Jeannie was hungry and decided to go have her picnic.  

 

Jeannie arrived at the park and found  a nice secluded spot not too far from 

the lake. She set out her yellow blanked and opened up her picnic basket and 

laid out her 4 - course lunch. Jeannie is a small girl so of course she didnôt 

get through all her food. She left it out because she thought i t was a nice 

day and wanted to do some reading in the nice breeze. She lay down and she 

wasnôt reading for more than 10 minutes when she felt something tickling her 

thighs. She sat up and saw some ants start to crawl on her blanket. ñAre you 

guys hungry?ò she said to them. Jeannie loves all animals, even the insects. 

She saw no harm in the ants getting their share so she lay back down to 
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continue reading.  

 

After another 10 minutes she felt more activity on her legs. She figured the 

ants were crawling from one side of her blanket, across her, to the food on 

the other side. It wasnôt long before Jeannie felt a familiar itch between 

her legs. She was reading a hot romance about a big muscular man who rescues 

a dainty damsel from a pirate ship. She let her free  hand drift down to the 

bottom of her sun dress and she pulled it up over her waist. She was getting 

really into the storyéit was as if she felt the hero pleasuring her and not 

the lady in the book. She ran her middle finger up and down the crack in the 

fr ont of her panties. ñMmméò It was more stimulating than usual.  

 

Jeannie slowly slid her hand down her panties and began inserting her index 

and middle fingers in and out of her now wet pussy. After a few minutes of 

this she started feeling her hand tickli ng. She thought maybe her body was 

starting to numb like it sometimes does when she gets really ñin the mood.ò 

She started rolling her finger around her already swollen clitoris when her 

fingers began to tickle unbelievably. Jeannie started getting curious  so she 

peaked out of her book to see what was going on down there. It was then she 

noticed at least 50 ants crawling in and around and on her moist panties.  

 

Jeannie dropped her book and looked down at her ant - ridden crotch in shock. 

She wasnôt sure what to do. It felt good but she had never heard of anything 

like this before. Suddenly, her clitoris really got stimulated. She 

unconsciously let out a moan and closed her eyes. ñThis iséthis is 

incredibleò she whispered. Jeannie lifted up her rump a little so she could 

slide off her panties, revealing her bald pussy. ñYou guysé you guys like it 

down there?ò she asked the ants. It was almost as if the ants understood her, 

because some more showed up and they started moving faster. They just walked 

all over her clit and in and around her pussy lips. Jeannie was really 

getting into it, so she took off her sundress completely. She didnôt even 

care if anybody walked by and found her. Those ants were working her pussy 

better than any man or vibrator had done before.  

 

Jeannie started rubbing and pinches her nipples to the dance - like movements 

the ants were doing on her pussy and clit. After a few minutes she felt a 

tickling on her hands again. She opened her eyes to see more ants crawling on 

to her A - cup bosoms. She le t her hands go to her side and the ants crawled up 

and started stimulating her tits. The ants were also crawling sensually on 

her feet, between her toes, and other parts of her body by this point. 

Jeannie started moaning harder and the ants started working  harder. They 

started biting tits and clit, but it wasnôt painful.  

 

She began moaning out loud as the little six legged love bugs gnawed and 

nibbled her clit and nipples. She wished the ants could fuck her. ñI wishéI 

wish you guys could fill me tooéò she panted. Just then, about a thousand 

ants came up to her pussy and crawled inside her vagina. They were clustered 

together, packed so they looked like a solid black rod. The ants walked in 

and out of her twat in unison, as more ants twiddled her twat, and e ven more 
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ants twaddled her tits. After 5 minutes, her entire body except her head was 

covered in ants. Her entire body was being tickled by the little worker bugs, 

and she was moaning and pants and thrusting her hips harder than she had in 

her entire life.  ñOH GOD! OH FUCK! OH FUCK!ò she yelled out at the top of her 

lungs. Just then she let out the biggest orgasm of her life.  

 

Jeannie woke up about 20 minutes later. All the ants were gone and she was 

still naked. All her picnic food was gone too. Had it bee n a dream? Had 

Jeannie really just had the biggest sexual experience of her life, and it was 

due to ants? Jeannie couldnôt believe what just happened. She put back on her 

clothes, packed her blanked and basket, and went back to her apartment. 

Jeannie wasnôt sure if what happened really just happened, or if it was some 

crazy dream she had, but she knew what the first pet she was going to by for 

her new apartment was. She was going right out to the store and buying an ant 

farm  
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Ants in Her Pants 

by t/g - virus  

Sara looked around the darkening jungle, hoping to recognize 

something. Sheôd been lost for what she estimated to be about two 

hours now, and she suspected that much of that time was largely spent 

walking around in a circle. If only sheôd paid attention in lecture!  

 

Sara was an undergraduate at the University of New Mexico, just two 

semesters away from earning her bachelors degree in botany. She had a 

cute body, not too small but not fat either, with perky C cups and 

immaculate flowing blonde hair to compl iment her blue eyes. She had 

never been too fond of school, but she figured a subject like botany 

would help her get away into the wilderness where she felt like she 

belonged. Only right now, she definitely didnôt feel like she belonged 

here! Wandering thr ough the South American rainforest, Sara started 

thinking less about finding her way back and more about where she 

would sleep for the night. An hour later, the sun had gone below the 

horizon and Sara was putting the finishing touches on her bed of 

leaves.  

 

As she lay down to sleep, she began thinking about home to help 

comfort her nerves. Her mind wandered from her friends, her family, 

her cat, and eventually, that cute boy in Carnivorous Flora 302. 

Absentmindedly, her hand slid its way down her pants and began to 

massage her wet vagina. As she rubbed her fingers across her swollen 

clitoris, she began to feel an amazing tingling unlike anything sheôd 

ever felt before. She imagined that boy (was his name Jason?) stuffing 

her delicate body with his massive co ck. The tingling spread 

throughout her body and magnified. Her fingers had taken on lives of 

their own, and she was so absorbed in her fantasy that she didnôt even 

notice the loud moans escaping from her throat. As she plunged deeper 

and deeper into orgasm , her moans turned to frantic, high - pitched 

yelps. Her insides burned and she stopped, unable to bear it any 

longer. But the feeling didnôt go away. It got worse! 

 

With the jungle now completely immersed in darkness, Sara screamed as 

she felt what it must feel like to have every orifice of your body 

filled with napalm. She scrambled for her backpack, tore it open and 

blindly clawed at the contents that lay scattered on the ground. Her 

cell phone! It didnôt get any reception out here, but she had to see 

what  was wrong with her. Flipping her phone open, she looked down at 

her body to see what looked like a skintight bodysuit made out of some 

sort of glistening material. Where had her clothes gone? Then she 

realized, these werenôt sequins or beads, oh no, they were the 
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countless millions of eyes belonging to an army of ants that covered 

her from head to toe! The ants had devoured her clothes and covered 

her naked body with their own. Sara lost control! The sensation of her 

skin being chewed away was too much for  her frazzled nerves, and she 

collapsed like a rag doll. The burning in her loins continued, and 

despite the fact that she had completely forgotten about Jason, she 

continued to feel the girth of his massive dick inside her aching 

pussy, and realized that what she felt was the penetration of millions 

of ants!  

 

They continued their march upwards, making their way into her uterus! 

The pressure became unbearable as the infinite stream of ants pushed 

against those in front. Sara regained her senses for a moment , and 

looked down to see her belly swelling like a balloon from the intense 

force of the ants. She screamed, a scream that surprised her, not 

because it was so loud or so bloodcurdling, but because it sounded 

almost sexual in nature. Was she actually enjoy ing this?! Suddenly, 

she felt the tickle of something on the swollen lips of her vagina, 

something much bigger than an ant. Looking down, she saw what could 

only be THE QUEEN! Easily the size of a small dog, with a gigantic 

pair of wings folded across her back, Sara watched in disgust as the 

queen dove headfirst into the pool of ants that had collected inside 

her vaginal cavity. Squirming as it went, headfirst, Sara could feel 

the enormous ant slither deep inside of her. Sara was baffled as she 

simultaneous ly felt the urge to vomit along with the most intense 

sexual pleasure she had felt in her entire life. Suddenly, and though 

she could not see it, Sara knew. The queen, buried somewhere inside of 

her swollen stomach, was giving birth to her millions of tiny  pupae.  

 

Sara contracted so hard that she smashed a battalion of ants between 

her vaginal walls, only serving to increase the bites that she felt on 

the inside. She couldnôt help herself as she felt the baby ants eat 

their way out of their cocoons and into  her stomach. The pressure 

increased, and Sara screamed at the top of her lungs, both in terror 

and in ecstasy. Her stomach burst from the force of the growing army 

of ants inside of her, and her entire body spasmed as the ants forced 

themselves out of eve ry orifice, streaming out of her ears and mouth. 

The pain was so great that she could no longer tell where it was 

coming from, but she could feel the pressure building up behind her 

eyeballs as the ants searched for any way out they could find. She 

felt th e queen claw her way up and out through her throat, and unable 

to contain herself any longer, Sara experienced the most glorious, 

powerful, all - over full - body orgasm that she could have ever imagined.  

 

With a final shudder, her eyes popped like pieces in a game of 



www.thefucksociety.com Page 7 
 

Perfection, and the ants streamed from her gaping sockets. The Queen 

emerged from her ragged throat, and as quickly as it had begun, the 

entire army had moved on, leaving her battered and abused body 

bleeding on the rainforest floor, a stretched and shredded shell of 

her formal self.  
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Of Ants And Forbidden Love 

By xXChitinQueen_420Xx  

 

Jeanenine had always loved bugs and ants. She thought there 

sleek&shiny legs were sexy and appealing. Now that she was finaly 

18_yrsold, her Father would allow her to go outside untethered and 

unguarded. Jeanenine was excited, she could finally meet ants for 

real. Though she loved her Father, He did not let her play naked with 

ants.  

 

"im going outside" she said. "stay aaway from ants" said her Father. 

"i will dont wo rry" she LIED. She had every intention to mix around 

with ants... "i dont trust that girl...not 1 bit" her Father grumbled 

and decide to follow her.  

 

Outside Jeanenine found a anthill. then she took off her clothes and 

lay naked over the entrance to the an thill. ants started crawling all 

over her body.; her vagina, her tits and her face. they crawled inside 

her mouth nostrils and ears. some went inside her tear ducts and bit 

her eyes. Waves of peleaseure shook Jeanenine and she came like 7 or 9 

times. One s trong warrior ant started biting her clit and she said "oh 

yes i like that it feel so ogod mm."  

 

soon a lot of ants gathered in her ears and bit through Jeanenine 

eardrums and she went deaf. she just heard like this POP and then 

nothing. after that some an ts started boring through that thing your 

mouth you know that separates your nose cavity from your throat. i 

think u know waht part i mean. anyway it was super sexy.  

 

Jeannine knew she was going to die but it was ok; she want to be a 

nest 4 ants. it was h er Dream & fantasy. after 2 hours of pure sexual 

pleasure she felt giant orgasm pulsesrock her whole body and she had a 

seizure and her heart exploded (there were ants inside it). just after 

that her Father found her dead body.  

 

"oh my god, my precious ba by. i knew u could not withstand the deadly 

and sexy call of ants... if only i hadnt repressed ur sexuality and 

made yuo turn into insect fetish. i was a horible father"  

 

later that day her Father killed himself & his wife & Jeanenines 3 

brother.s Jeanenin es body was never ofund; perhap she live on as queen 

of ants??+  

 

to be continue..?  
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Untitled 

By Anonymous 

Nov. 11, 1983 -  I think I'll start a journal. I've always wanted one, 

but never found the time to make regular entries. I'll try my best 

this go around. :)  

 

Nov. 12, 1983 -  Well I did a crummy job at the first entry, I didn't 

even introduce myself! My name is Darren Rupert Jr. I own a small pawn 

shop in Holy Falls, Montana with my brother, Severin. I'm 41 years 

young (heh), and I like hunting and fishing. See you later journ al!  

 

Nov. 14, 1983 -  We got a couple winchesters in today, along with this 

weird turtle shell nightstand. Eh, well someone always buys the weird 

stuff.  

 

Nov. 18, 1983 -  May the good Lord have mercy on me! I've been working 

my hind end off for the past few days. Between paperwork for the shop 

and finishing the garage up, I've been working like an ant!  

 

Nov. 19, 1983 -  I have a headache I can't even put into words! I took 

a few advil, but they haven't kicked in yet. Maybe an appointment with 

Dr. Jack Daniels might do the trick.  

 

Nov. 20, 1983 -  Well me, Sev, and a few of the boys are going on a 

hunting trip tomorrow, we gotta kill us a bird for Turkey Day. It's 

rainin' like a sonuvabitch, right now, I hope it clears up soon.  

 

Nov. 22, 1983 -  Three turkeys boug ht the farm yesterday, I had a good 

time and everything but something just wasn't right. I used to really 

really enjoy hunting, now it's only amusing at best. I feel like 

something is missing in my life, like I'm walking around as the wrong 

guy. I feel lik e I want to be someone else...  

 

Nov. 23, 1983 -  I'm still a little down in the dumps. Like always, I 

find comfort in the bottle.  

 

Nov. 23, 1983 -  Another entry for today, I'm feeling a lot better than 

earlier after earlier a few scotches here and there lik e saturday. 

Just before I turn in I'll have another then I won't have this feeling 

or this.  

 

Nov. 24, 1983 -  Lordy Lordy, I can hardly read my handwriting from 

yesterday's entry. I shouldn't drink that much, but it's the only 

thing that keeps this empty fe eling at bay. Maybe I should try 
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something else, a dramatic change.  

 

Nov 25, 1983 -  I figured it out... More later.  

 

Nov 26, 1983 -  I was digging postholes yesterday, when it happened... 

I felt a little tingle up my leg, like something was crawling up my 

overalls. It turns out I was right, a sharp pain hit me in the thigh. 

I reflexively slapped it, and killed the little ant that obviously 

meant me harm, or maybe he didn't... I think I regret hurting him 

because he saved my life. I figured out what to do abo ut this awful 

feeling. My whole life I've felt like I wanted to be someone else. 

Just recently it's gotten worse for some reason, I started thinking 

like I want to just become a new person, like in the movies where an 

ex mobster goes in the witness protect ion program. Then I realized I 

didn't want to be someone else. I wanted to be something else...  

 

Nov 27, 1983 -  Thanksgiving seemed to be nice for everyone else, the 

whole family came out. Pa, Mom, uncle Rick, my sister Julie. Everyone 

was there, I get alo ng with them really well so that wasn't the 

problem. I was restless. All I could do was think of my plan. The 

thing that will change my life forever. I am going to start a new 

life, a new me. By the 10th of December, I will be a fucking ant.  

 

Nov 28, 1983 -  I started to work today with a claw hammer, ridding 

myself of these disgusting teeth. Ants have pincers, not teeth.  

 

Nov 29, 1983 -  I locked myself in the house, the mailman came to 

deliver a package today, I couldn't let him see me. Humans are closed 

mi nded and shallow. I am an ant now, I can't associate with people. 

The ants outside really seem to like me, I've started a relationship 

with them I think.  

 

Nov 30, 1983 -  I set my deadline too soon I think, the 10th of 

December isn't time enough for all my burns to heal. I'm torching 

every part of my body I can, the pain is extreme but some morphine and 

the thought of me starting my new life as an ant helps me through it. 

I need to hurry and get to work on separating my jaw. I have to cream 

my food now, or e lse I go to bed hungry. I don't even miss my teeth.  

 

Dec 1, 1983 -  My antennae are almost done, I'm trying to make them out 

of two blood coated chunks of hair, plus a few delicate slices my 

blistering leg skin to keep them together. The ants really love 

cr awling all over my balls and dick, their bites are nothing compared 

to the agony I feel every single day. All I can do is turn the pain 

into unspeakable sexual pleasure. If only ants were large enough to 



www.thefucksociety.com Page 11 
 

sink my blistered dick into. An ant blowjob would fe el astounding, I 

wouldn't even mind if the ant took off my genitals entirely with it's 

massive pincers. I have to cut them off anyway...  

 

Dec 2, 1983 -  I've really lost a lot of blood, I need to get to work 

on things that don't cause me to bleed that much,  my jaw separation 

will have to wait for a little bit. I need two extra limbs.... where 

am I going to find two extra limbs?  

 

Dec 3, 1983 -  Severin didn't put up much of a fight, he was too busy 

passing out after seeing my sexy ant exoskeleton in the making . I 

hauled out the axe and sacrificed my brother for my new extra arms. I 

sewed them onto my ribs, but they're kind of awkward considering I 

can't move them or anything, just bloody, graying limbs hanging there. 

I think it's time to chisel my jaw in half.  

 

Dec 4, 1983 -  Alright, well I invited some friends from the garden to 

crawl all over my sticky stinking skin, maybe they can help clean some 

of the infections. The last thing I want to do is die before I show 

the world what it's like to be an ant.  

 

Dec 5,  1983 -  Nothing much left to do but wait for all of this to heal 

a bit. I'm taking incredibly painful alcohol baths to get rid of some 

of the surface infections and help solidify my armor.  

 

Dec 6, 1983 -  One last moment of sexual bliss with the ants before  I 

slice off the last thing that makes me a man. Fingers come next.  

 

Dec 7, 1983 -  I practically have to wear diapers made of sheets in 

order to stop the bleeding, even cauterizing it didn't help, I keep 

jacking off with my imaginary dick and opening up th e scabs.  

 

Dec 8, 1983 -  My own rotting flesh stinks so bad, I'm going to have to 

take my nose off and burn out my sinuses. I don't know if ants can 

smell or not, but I can't stand the terrible fucking stench.  

 

Dec 9, 1983 -  Tomorrow is the big day when I j oin the colony. I can't 

wait!  

 

Dec 10, 1983 -  I'm going to go outside and help the ants, there's so 

much work to be done around the colony!  

 

Dec 11, 1983 -  Um... I really am... I really am confused now... All I 

really did was stagger outside and roll aroun d in a pile of ants for a 

few hours. What have I done to myself?? I'm a monster... I don't even 
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look like an ant.  

 

Dec 12, 1983 -  I want to be normal again, why did I do this? I can't 

even move without bleeding and passing out from the pain and blood 

loss.  My brother's arms finally fell off my ribs, taking a hefty chunk 

of skin with each one. Once again, I passed out. I killed my 

brother... I can't believe I killed my brother...  

 

Dec 13, 1983 -  I need a hospital.  
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Alexina 's Medicine, part 1 or 4  

By WingedQueen553  

 

Alexina  had been sick almost as long as she could remember. She 

had some faint memories of playing with other children, but they 

were blurry and sometimes she wondered if they were even real.  

                Most of her friends were in books and tv shows. 

She liked to pretend to be a part of the story. She would be an 

important person in the story world, and everyone would love 

her. Maybe not the bad guys, but eventually even they would come 

to like her. She had a mysterious dark past after all.  

                Alexina would have loved to write these stories 

down, but sadly she had no control over her fingers. They were 

rigid and bony like a sad hawk's talons. Only her limbs were 

deformed, her face was cute and be autiful. Her body was petite 

and sexy with silky and fair skin, though due to her illness she 

looked more like a 12 year old. She also couldn't grow any hair, 

and because of this looked like a sleek and smooth porcelain 

doll. Her eyes were brown with a blu ish tint and her nipples 

were rosy and big like almost an inch long.  

                Her mother always took care of her, but now that 

Alexina was 18, a legal adult, she would have liked more 

independence. Her mother would have none of that though, "You'll 

always be my baby" she said.  

***  

 

It was 2 pm , time for Alexina's medicine. Her mother came in 

with the black jar. "Do I have to, mommy? I hate the medicine." 

Alexina said, going through their normal routine. She knew she 

had to take it, it was necessary  for her health. "You have to, 

darling. Now open wide like a good girl."  

                Alexina's mother opened the jar and she could 

see the contents swirling around in a black mass. "A big dose 

for a big girl" mother said with a big smile, and took a he aped 

spoonful of the medicine. Some of them crawled from the spoon to 

her hand. She licked them and ate them and laughed.  

                Alexina opened her mouth wide and closed her 

eyes while her mother poured the ants in. They crawled all over 

her mout h and into her throat. It wouldn't work if she ate them, 

they had to go into her body willingly to cure her. Some of them 

went inside her nostrils, but she knew what had to be done, and 

inhaled the ants deeply into her lungs. It stung a bit but she 

was use d to it. When the ants got into her eyes she closed her 

eyelids tight and waited until they suffocated.  

                Meanwhile her mother had chewed up a good amount 
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of ants into a paste. She pulled up Alexina's gown and spit the 

goo on her chest. She t hen started to rub it all over her body. 

Her petite little tits and her cute little innie bellybutton. 

While alexina let it dry up her mother prepared another dose of 

ant - paste in her mouth. "Turn over dear" she said. After she 

helped Alexina to lay down o n her stomach she spit another pile 

of chewed up ants on her back and started rrubbing that in too. 

After her back was covered she moved on to her supple and bouncy 

buttocks and caressed and massaged them with the goo. She also 

carefully inserted fourteen (it had to be this exact number) 

live ants inside her butt.  

***  

 

After  the treatment she tucked Alexina in and gave her a gentle 

kiss on the forehead. "Now you just take a nice nap and you'll 

be cured in no time" she said. "Really, mommy? I can't wait to  

be better again" Alexina said. Her mother nodded and smiled but 

there were tears in her eyes. There were also some ant parts on 

her lips. Alexina cried a bit too and the tears washed away the 

dead ants on her eyes.  
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Untitled 

by Anonymous  

 

It's Friday night. Time to hit the bars. My friend Toob (that's not 

even a nickname -  his parents are crazy, but his home life is best 

saved for another story) wants to take me to one called The Wrist 

Watch. Sounds like some sort of fag bar, but why not.  

 

There  is a large space cleared for the gig, and a bar to the left. The 

place is packed, the crowd is bopping to a fun, jazzy, burlesque sort 

of tune. Is this who I think it is? On the stage are five men dressed 

in skintight red latex bodysuits. It's my favourit e band, The 

Horseless Headmen!  

"Toob!" I said.  

He smiled self - satisfactorily. "Happy birthday!"  

It wasn't actually my birthday. Before I can reply Toob has 

disappeared. I shrug and go off to the bar.  

Sitting there is a single creepy looking fellow. He's in  a white 

wifebeater and black pants. He has black hair and a little goatee. 

He's sitting slouched forward and with his arms folded, intently 

watching the bobbing crowd. The dim light only creates shadows on his 

face.  

"One tortured monkey, please.... ON THE  ROCKS!" 

The bartender laughs maniacally while drawing a thermos from his pants 

and pouring the contents into a cocktail glass. (Don't worry, that's 

what a tortured monkey on the rocks is. It's an injoke in these parts, 

and even then very few people know a bout it. But that's also another 

story.)  

I smile and raise the glass at him. "Thanks."  

This little exchange has not stirred the creepy fellow.  

"Tess!"  

"GAH!" It's Toob. I spin around. "Hey - "  

"Tess, I'd like you to meet my friend here." He extends his arm t oward 

the creepy guy. The guy spins around on his seat and grins. 

"Formaggio."  

"F...Formaggio?"  

"Hello." he says in a European accent.  

"Isn't that Italian for cheese?" I say, and laugh nervously. He just 

smiles.  

Wanting to leave I say, "Well, I don't want to miss my favourite 

band!" I quickly down my tortured monkey and run off to join the 

throng.  
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I've only been dancing for a few moments when I start to feel dizzy. I 

pass out.  

 

When I come to all I can see are fleeting shadows in a dim yellow 

light. It ta kes me a while to come to my senses, but then I see that a 

man is running, holding me over his shoulder. A wave of terror washes 

over me. I look around and realise that were are in a forest. I let 

out a yelp.  

"She has awoken!"  

There's another running along side us. He is naked except for sneakers, 

his eyes are wild, wide open. It's Toob.  

I scream, "WHAT the FU - "  

"PUT HER DOWN, FORMAGGIO!" 

He puts me down. I try and get up, but he holds me down by the 

shoulders. The light gets brighter.  

"WHAT THE FUCK IS GOIN G ON HERE!" I scream.  

"Sshhh... sshhh..." Formaggio whispers in my ear. Toob stands before 

me.  

"Tess... ever since we met, I have loved you. Your beauty, your scent, 

your zest for life... it drives me WILD." I am dumbfounded. Is this 

some sort of joke? He continues. "Yet I have never had the courage to 

tell you until now. Now that I have confessed this to you, I must also 

show you my true form."  

The light becomes blinding. When it fades out again, it has made Toob 

into a black figure dotted with sparkles. M y head sways in confusion 

and fatigue. I snap out of it and regain my focus. I look closer. 

Those aren't sparkles. They are ants. Millions of them, crawling all 

over Toob's body.  

"I am ants. I know now that I have shown my true form, you cannot 

accept me, but I. MUST. HAVE YOU." I try and scream but Formaggio's 

hand plunges into my mouth. It too disintegrates into a mass of ants. 

I try to spit them out but they keep coming. Formaggio stands me up, 

and Toob comes toward me with a huge, pulsating ant - rection.  I feel 

the ants holding me at my underarms spread across me. They both take 

me, Toob plunges into my vagina, Formaggio into my anus, both in time. 

The perfect synchronicity of pain and pleasure. I go tingly all over, 

as these big black cords of ants go in  and out of my wet orifices, and 

as the ants spread all over my body. I have become an ant woman. I 

have become them. I scream, but they only fuck harder, faster, and I 

feel like I'm going to explode. I scream.  

 

And then I wake up. I am still in the forest . The sun has destroyed 

the horror that the forest was in the night. I look around, but they 

are gone. There are no ants to be found. I pull my phone from my 
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pocket and dial 911.  

"I just got raped by a colony of ants."  
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