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This short little adventure into the life of worms was inspired by the theme of a sexy local event which asked the question, “Would you still fuck me if I were a worm?”

Ever one to accept a writing challenge, I rose to the task and this little fucked up fairytale was born
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Oligo liked to hang out in Farmer John’s yard. They were fascinated by the way he worked the fields with sophisticated tools instead of with his body like they did. Even though at the end of the day his naked torso glistened with slickness that made their mouth water. His defined muscles rippled in a way that made them want to slide all over him. 

He didn’t know of their existence, except in a general sense as a normal inhabitant of a farm, but that didn’t stop them from skulking around, sneaking onto his equipment to travel to the far reaches of the fields to watch him work whenever they could. The way he peeled off his shirt before midday was one of their favourite moments of their adventure.

At the end of each day, he came back to the house and stripped off the rest of his clothes and dunked himself in the trough of water at the foot of his porch stairs.

His tanned skin gleamed in the sun. His arms and legs were muscular thanks to the heavy labour of running his farm. His back undulated with each movement before it narrowed to a slim waist that exploded into two perfect globes of paler skin. When he turned, he had ridges along his abdomen, interrupted only by a trail of hair that, once his pants were off, highlighted the long, thick snake with a flared band that hung between his legs.

Oligo watched his hand grip its length and salivated as they pictured themself stroking his body instead of his palm. They envisioned winding themself around his girth. Their alternating waves of contracting muscles would squeeze him with their coiled body until he groaned at the perfect tension. The friction of their skin as they rubbed against each other, their curved texture and the pricks of sensation from their setae would set him off until he screamed with pleasure while their clitellum wrapped around him to catch his sperm to luxuriate in.

The evidence of their pleasure pooled in the soil beneath them.   

To Oligo, he seemed like a prize beyond comprehension, but how could they attract his attention? They were only a worm. A Canadian Night Crawler to be exact, but even with their full body and flexible shape, they doubted he’d ever consider them as an option.

Instead, he brought home women, and occasionally men, to his bed to erase the stresses of his day.

Oligo watched from the window ledge, despairing how they’d never be able to slide their body seductively against his and satisfy him like no other.

One night, as they watched yet another partner slip away in the darkness of his bedroom, lit only by the light of the full moon, Oligo wished for a way to communicate with him. To tell him of their feelings and to let him know they weren’t asking forever, they just wanted one night to be with him. Even though in their multiple hearts, they knew one night with him would never be enough, but considering their differences, it was all they could ever hope to have.

As they whispered their wish to the night air, a bright star shot across the sky. It flashed brightly before disappearing in a shower of sparks.

Oligo, with their head down in sorrow, didn’t see the starburst in the sky. Instead, they wound their way back to the comfort of their home in the soil.

The next morning Oligo awoke in a strange place. The surface beneath them was smooth, and there seemed to be a strange rocky surface in front of them which rose slightly in a very uniform formation. The grooves in between the rocks were even but small, shaped like a cobblestone road.

“Hello, Oligo.” A voice came from a warm, bluish glow that surrounded them. “What would you like to say to Farmer John?”

Oligo looked around as best they could, having just come from underground, the light was so bright that they couldn’t look at it for long. It was hard enough for them to focus in the sunlight, let alone the glow from the entity.

“You made a wish to the night sky.” The kind voice explained.

There was a rhythmic tapping sound on the thing in front of them, and a slight vibration coursed through their small body from the impact. Oligo raised their head to see what was happening. Their sight cleared so they could see a display with an image of Farmer John on one side and a female human with curly reddish-brown hair, the same colour as Oligo’s skin, on the other. 

Instinctively they understood this was their human form. Their muscles contracted in excitement. “How can this be?” They asked in wonder.

“You have been an exemplary worker on Farmer John’s land. We have granted your wish.”

Oligo marveled at the entity’s words. They pondered who the ‘we’ was that the voice referred to and then realized they didn’t care and said, “If I could speak with farmer John, I would tell him how beautiful he is when he shimmers in the sun. I love the slickness of his skin and would like to writhe all over it.”

The soft voice chuckled. “We will save that for the second part of the conversation. For now, we’ll just say hello and tell him how much you admire his profile.”

Oligo didn’t understand what they meant by profile, but if it was something that would help their dream come true, they were willing to try.

The small cobblestones in front of them clicked quickly as if pressed by invisible fingers.

Oligo wondered how that would communicate with Farmer John when he was already far out in the fields. Then they remembered how they’d watched him from the windowsill doing the same thing. They were intrigued and fascinated so much that they lost their weariness.

“There,” the voice said. “Now we wait, but don’t worry, your wish was a powerful one. He will respond to your message to meet, but the rest will be up to you.”

The next thing Oligo knew, they were back on the soil, in the garden's shade. They burrowed in deep to rehydrate and feed themself. They knew they would need their strength for whatever might happen.

Farmer John came in at lunchtime and even though Oligo remained in the garden, they heard the distinctive clicking on the same machine the blue light had used that morning.

Farmer John sounded pleased as his deep voice read out loud the words on the screen. He muttered to himself as he formulated a reply before heading back out to the field.

As soon as he disappeared around the barn Oligo felt themselves lifted and carried into the house by the blue light. To their surprise, when they were put on the floor, they had two human feet. Their long tail had been divided into legs with dainty ankles and toes at the end. Their middle had morphed into arms and a torso. Their brightly coloured band had changed into a delicate necklace, and when they turned toward the mirror, Oligo saw a human face surrounded by long flowing hair that matched the portrait on Farmer John’s computer.

“How do you like it?” the now familiar voice asked.

Oligo grinned widely. “I love it.” The sound of their own voice startled them. Their tone was light and melodious. Enunciating each word perfectly, even though they’d never spoken before.

The voice said, “We could have gone either way, but Farmer John seemed to be more into women lately, so we figured it was your best chance at getting his attention tonight. We don’t have much time to prepare. He asked to meet you this evening.” The voice grew serious. “I will take you to the pub where he would like to meet, but it’s up to you to entice him. If he doesn’t bring you back with him by midnight, you will revert to your natural form. You will be stranded in town. Forced to travel back to your home on the brutal heat of the sidewalk and in serious danger of being stepped on or eaten by gluttonous city birds.”

“I will make him bring me home with him.” Oligo said with
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