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This was the day Robert realised death would have been so much better.

University physics student Robert Adams had always rather liked ants, insects and birds. When he was a child, him and his siblings used to explore the local woodland at the end of their garden and collect all sorts of weird and wonderful creatures and take them home to show their parents.

He still laughed at how his mum and dad would weakly laugh, say the creatures, insects and other horrors looked lovely. Then his parents would bin them as soon as they had all left the room.

He really didn’t like ants right now.

Robert just stared with utter horror at his fragile patio doors as tens upon tens of flying ants crawled all over the glass and metal doorframe. Robert threw his arms up in the air and he flat out hated this. The flying ants were so foul, disgusting and just horrible.

Their tiny little black bodies were so fat they looked like little raisins crawling on the glass, and even some more adventurous flying ants were crawling all over the white wallpaper. He had always hated the damn wallpaper so that wasn’t too bad.

The sheer aroma of the disgusting flying ants, buzzing about was just foul and Robert wanted to run.

He took another few steps closer and he stopped as soon as he saw some flying ants crawling about on their red textured sofa that his two housemates loved more than anything. He couldn’t stand the uncomfortable sofa but, Tom and John, loved it. 

The flying ants were all over that corner of the small living room. Robert looked under the round dining room table on the opposite end of the room and thankfully there were no ants there. At least this half of the living room was safe.

The flying ants buzzed and zoomed about like they owned the place. Robert just wanted to be sick, or at least run upstairs so he didn’t have to deal with the little ants. 

He was perfectly fine doing the bins, hoovering and even doing the bathrooms after their housemate Chlo had vomited after a night out. He was happy to do all of that for the house, but he drew the line with a massive concrete wall at insects and ants.

They were not his thing.

He supposed he could just leave the flying ants alone, because his mum had said in the past that they would leave in a few days. You didn’t really need to kill them, hurt them or do anything to them. They would leave in a few days.

There wasn’t a hope in hell’s chance he was going to do that. He wanted the ugly buggers gone.

Robert shivered a little as a flying ant zoomed towards him before going back towards its friends. As if the evil bastards had friends, more like fellow monsters.

A sharp tapping sound echoed all round the living room for a few seconds and it took him a minute to figure out, there were five sparrows outside chipping away at the glass. They wanted to eat the flying ants and he was going to let them.

Robert dashed over to the patio doors, opened them and jumped back.

The five little sparrows zoomed into the house, landed and pecked like their lives depended on it at the flying ants.

Robert rushed out of the living room towards the cupboard under the stairs, he grabbed a broom and dashed back in.

He stopped in his tracks when he saw three sparrow corpses and the flying ants had eaten the bones clean. The other two sparrows were weakly flying away like a demon was chasing them. Robert shook his head. Flying ants couldn’t have killed birds. 

That was impossible, right?

He knew this was Hell’s Place, the former council estate filled with rumours of people dying, disappearing and other twisted and weird things happening, but flying ants eating sparrows was just a little too far.

Robert was going to have to deal with the evil flying ants. His housemates were out and he was just going to have to be brave.

He charged towards the flying ants, he brushed them all outside as quick as he could and he slammed the door shut. Robert shook a little and locked the patio door for good measure.

He looked at all the flying ants just landing outside on the cracked, lumpy patio and he couldn’t help but feel like all the ants were just staring at him. He shook away the silly thought because they were just some dumb ants that he was going to kill.

They were not evil, they were not clever and they were not going to come back here ever again.

Just to be on the safe side, Robert went over to the cupboard under the kitchen sink, grabbed the ant killer powder and poured so much by the patio doors it looked like it had snowed inside.

He was pretty sure Chlo wouldn’t be happy, but she never was without a drink in her hand, and he was determined to kill every single last evil ant. This was his home and he was not allowing any insects inside. 

Not even if it killed him.

Little did he realise that would have been heaven compared to his fate.
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The next afternoon, Robert flat out couldn’t believe the damn bastards were back. He came into the living room after working on some coursework with an empty blue mug of coffee and the flying ants were crawling all over the living room.

The two red textured sofas, the patio doors and the dining table were swarming with damn flying ants. Robert raised his hands to his head and the damn ants were buzzing, zooming and humming everywhere. 

Robert couldn’t hear himself think. He wanted so badly to just kill them all. He wanted to smash, punch and crush all the evil ants under his feet and hands. This was his home and he was not allowing them to become an infestation.

He was already pretty sure this was a true infestation, and he wasn’t sure what the landlord was going to be able to do.

His phone buzzed and it was Chlo asking if he wanted anything from the shops. He was about to reply saying he wanted tons and tons of ant powder to annihilate the bastards. But the flying ants swarmed his phone.

Robert jumped back, dropped his phone and ran towards the cupboard under the stairs. He had no idea how the ants had managed that but it wasn’t normal. 

He grabbed the broom, charged back into the living room and frowned as the hundreds upon hundreds of flying ants were swarming the patio doors and the wooden flooring around it. They weren’t touching the rest of the living room at all.

The deafening buzzing of the ants was like a constant ugly echo inside his head and Robert just charged towards the patio doors. He opened them and brushed the bastards outside.

He slammed the door shut, grabbed the ant powder and poured the entire container around the patio doors because he was going to kill these flying ants as best as he could. He was not allowing an infestation to live.

Robert was about to turn away when he noticed three sparrows made
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