
“There are flies in my ice cream, miss.”

“They’re supposed to be there.”


“…They are?”


“You ordered frog surprise?  It comes with little licorice flies in it.”


“Ohh, licorice…”


Becky smiled at her customer; it was a practiced smile, one that didn’t really touch her pretty hazel eyes.  The server was pretty, with dark hair framing an elegant face, and her body was slim, with delightful curves in all the right places.  She wore a red golf shirt, not quite the uniform’s tee, but the cling on her bosom was absolutely divine.  A pair of dark blue jeans were snug on her hips, cinched at the hips with a black belt.  “Have a nice day,” she told her customer.


The teenage girl smiled back, and held up the green ice cream cone, taking a lick as she turned to leave.  Becky waved, then stepped back from the counter, slipping her hands into her back pockets.

It was a bit surprising, really, that Becky had returned at all.  She remembered her last shift well; a ferocious ogre had gobbled up her co-workers, leaving her the only survivor.  That ogre was still out there, too, and she had no doubt that he’d be back; he’d developed a taste for ice cream stand employees.  The thought had her on edge; her eyes were alert, and every loud noise made her jump.

She had tried to quit, but it hadn’t been that simple.  The lady at Head Office had brought up an interesting point; the contract she’d signed said she had to give two weeks notice.  With no money to pay the steep fine for an early severance, she had agreed to stay on for the two weeks.  She only had a few shifts remaining…


Besides, so long as she was quicker than her co-workers, things would work out for the best.

“Honestly, who orders frog surprise anyway?”


Becky glanced over towards the girl who’d spoken.  Hailey was a petite girl with pleasant curves, wearing the red tee and black slacks that made up the stand’s uniform.  She was almost bite-sized, Becky thought.  Her small build made her tougher to grab, but Becky was sure she could outrun the cute morsel; Hailey’s drumsticks – legs, rather, were much shorter than hers.  If all else failed, she could be wrestled into submission, tied up, and used as bait.

“She did,” the brunette replied.  “And she seemed happy about it, after she found out about the licorice.”


“Yeah, but honestly, it’s kind of a gross flavor,” Hailey said.  Becky smiled; the bite-sized morsel wasn’t all that bright either, which was a factor in Becky’s favor.


The door from the back opened, admitting Elle and Kimmy.  The first girl was a sculpted blonde vision of beauty, her assets jiggling pleasantly with each step.  Becky’s smile grew wider; Elle would no doubt catch the eye of any predator; she was the perfect damsel.  She had a great rump, stuffed into a pair of tight black capris, leaving her delectable calves uncovered.  Her red tee clung to her scrumptious bosom, and the neckline dipped to show generous cleavage.  She was even wearing a pair of black open-toe heels, which meant she’d be the slowest of the lot.  The dark-haired manager guessed she’d last thirty seconds once an ogre showed up.

Kimmy would be more troublesome.  The asian girl wore her black hair cut short, and her movements hinted at a certain grace and speed; she was clearly an athlete.  Her form was trim, but like Becky, she was nicely curved.  She wore a pair of black yoga pants, and a white halter top, leaving plenty of midriff and cleavage on display.  Becky realized that Kimmy probably won’t fall into the clutches of some clumsy predator without a little help from her friends…

“We finished tidying up back there.  All the tins are on the right shelves,” Elle exclaimed, bouncing on her feet.  Becky couldn’t help but notice the girl’s bosom was bouncing too; she was definitely a snack-to-be.  Were the ogre watching, he’d be drooling.


“That’s great, Elle.  Now, I want you to-“


“Look!  A customer!” cried Hailey.  Becky tensed up, slowly turning to look.


Sure enough, walking across the clearing towards the stand was the ogre.  He stood just over fifteen feet, all lanky, corded muscle around a rounded pot belly.  The brute was hideous, with sunken, piggish eyes and a wide mouth of crooked, yellow teeth.  He wore a simple loincloth, and though he carried no club, each hand was no doubt capable of significant damage.  In one hand, the ogre also carried an ice cream cone, topped with green ice cream…


It looked like ‘frog surprise’ had been a little more surprising than the girl had hoped.  Becky suppressed a snicker, and patted her co-worker on the rump.  “Go on, Hailey, ask him what he wants.”


The petite girl squeaked in surprise, then looked back at Becky.  “Who, me?”


With a sigh, Becky looked down at her charge.  “Yes, you.  Is anyone else here named Hailey?”


“Uh, no.”


“Get to it, then.”


The ogre had reached the counter by now, and he was leaning down to peer inside.  His face lit up with delight as he took in the sight of so many delectable treats in one area.  “Hi,” he thundered, his voice a bellow.  “Me Grunk.”  The ogre waved, then popped the ice cream cone in his mouth, swallowing in one smooth motion.  Hailey looked at her customer with a nervous expression, but she forced a smile on her lips.  Elle and Kimmy were both standing completely still, unwilling to draw attention to themselves.  Hailey had drawn the short straw!

“Uh, hi Grunk.  Me Hailey,” she said.  She wrinkled her nose; was that perfume on his breath?  “Can I help you find something to eat?”


Becky cringed at such poor wording, and edged towards the back door, letting her charges stand in front of her.  So far, so good.  Hailey was about to get gobbled up, and no doubt Elle would follow her down; she was about fifteen seconds into her thirty second life expectancy.  Becky wondered if she could slip into the back room and shut the door before Kimmy noticed.

Grunk’s grin was as wide as they come.  “Grunk just want eat tasty lady,” he grunted, reaching for Hailey with a massive hand.  The bite-sized girl had no chance; her eyes went wide as saucers, and she gave a pretty, startled gasp, but the hand wrapped about her entire upper torso, lifting her up and hauling her back over the counter.

“Eat?” she squeaked in a small voice.


Grunk bobbed his head, grinning.  “Kay,” he said, and he opened his mouth wide, stuffing the poor morsel inside.  Elle and Kimmy both cried out in shock, while Becky just sighed, opening the door.  She slipped into the back room, listening to the sounds; there were muffled screams from Hailey, slurps and smacks from the ogre, then one long slurp.  A gulp followed, then a loud belch; Hailey was done.


Before Becky could close the door, a finely manicured hand pulled it a little wider, and Elle slipped through, followed by Kimmy.  Becky bit her lip, then pulled the door shut.  After a moment, a loud crash could be heard from outside, as if the ogre had rolled over the counter in a very clumsy manner, and then his fist pounded on the door.  Becky shuddered; she’d been in this situation before.  Was it too much to hope for that things would go in her favor once more?


“Oh my god, what is that thing?” Elle gasped, her blue eyes wide.  Those eyes, fearful and vulnerable as they were, would melt the souls of any male.


“It’s an ogre,” Becky replied in her best matter-of-fact manager’s voice.


“It’s trying to get in here!” cried Elle.  “What are we going to do?”


The manager looked around the room; the door to the counter area was being pummeled by the ogre, while the back door was suspiciously silent.  She looked at the blonde girl, smiling.  “Why don’t you dash out the back door and hope he doesn’t catch you?”


Elle folded her arms, a gesture that served to accentuate her considerable breasts.  “Why don’t you go first?  You’re the manager.”


Becky had heard that one before.  She took a deep breath, rubbing her forehead.  “Elle, you’re already a minute past your life expectancy.  Why don’t you just cut the banter and get it over with?”


Kimmy arched an eyebrow, but remained silent, intently studying the shelves on one side of the back room.  The blonde girl gasped, her eyes widening, confusion on her pretty face.  “Just what do you mean by that?!” she cried.


Stepping forward, Becky pointed at Elle.  “Look, this is just like a horror movie.  You’re the blonde bimbo cheerleader type, and they always get horribly killed twenty minutes in.  So deal with it, make the most of your last couple minutes, and go meet your grisly fate.”


“I can’t believe this!  You’re crazy!”


“No, I’m the cool-headed heroine who’s going to survive the day because I’m smart, good-looking, and I have the skills to make it out of here.”


Kimmy snickered, picking up a length of metal pole from the shelf.  She held it up in front of her like a sword.  “I thought the good-natured innocent girl is the one who survives.”


“That was Hailey.  She didn’t do so well,” Becky remarked dryly.

Elle exchanged a glance with Kimmy, then looked at Becky.  “I don’t care.  I’m not going to get eaten, period.  This isn’t a horror movie, and those rules are stupid.  I plan to live.”


“Before long, you’re going to see a whole new side of that ogre, Elle.  The inside.  It’s just a pity you won’t be able to hear me say ‘I told you so’.”


There was an especially loud bang from the counter door, and it bent inwards from its hinges.  The ogre’s sausage-like fingers strained to squeeze through, but the hand wouldn’t follow.  “Grunk want in!” he bellowed, and he began to pound the metal door into a more accommodating shape.  “Grunk be nice!  Grunk just eat all tasty lady,” he added.


“Go away, Grunk!” Elle shrieked.  She turned and started for the back door, pushing it open and stepping out into the light.  The ogre brought his eye up to the hole, and then he was gone.  Becky and Kimmy exchanged a glance; the ogre had mashed the counter door into a mess that wouldn’t open.  If Grunk made it to the far door, they’d be trapped!  Becky snatched up a metal pole to match Kimmy’s, and the pair of girls followed Elle out the door.


Sure enough, the ogre was quick; as they came outside, he rounded the corner and spotted the three girls.  “Grunk like tasty lady!” he cried, lumbering forward with drool running down his chin.

Becky gasped, and stuck her metal pole between Kimmy’s legs, tripping the asian girl.  Desperate to escape, the brunette hopped up onto the garbage bin, and moved to jump for the roof.  Elle screamed, and looked around; it was too far to the trees, and a flat run would be no use against the ogre.  She moved to run back inside, her assets bouncing delightfully.


Grunk grinned, moving after Elle.  Kimmy scrambled to her feet and hopped up onto the dumpster, following Becky with a scowl on her face.  The ogre glanced briefly at her, watching her jump out of reach, but his quarry had vanished into the building.  Turning himself sideways, the ogre managed to squeeze inside, cornering the poor blonde.  With only a small room to avoid him, most of which was covered by the ogre’s considerable reach, it didn’t look good for Elle.


Screaming, she backed away into the corner, waving her hand in futility.  “Go away!  Go away, you awful thing!” she wailed, but the ogre advanced, licking his lips.  He reached out and snatched her foot with one meaty paw, yanking her from her feet and pulling her over to him.  “Oh my god!  No!” she shrieked.


“Grunk just want eat tasty lady,” the ogre whined, looking down at his captive.


“Elle tastes bad!” she tried desperately.


“Grunk no think so,” the ogre countered.  “Grunk try.  Grunk spit up if tasty lady taste yucky.”


“I’m… I’m poisonous!”


“Grunk tough.  Grunk no get poison,” he grunted, thumping his chest.


“I don’t want to die!”


“No die, Grunk just eat.  It good.”  The ogre smiled wide, lifting the blonde morsel up, and opening his mouth wide, he stuffed the screaming girl inside.  Her upper torso was a delight of flavor and sensation, all rounded and soft and tasty.  Her struggling only added to her appeal.  The ogre brought a hand up to her derriere, and he pushed her deeper into his mouth, swallowing his first gulp.


A standoff had developed on the roof.  Becky stood at one end, and Kimmy at the other, each holding a three foot length of metal pole.  Becky was chewing her lip uncertainly; this wasn’t how she wanted things to go.  She wasn’t sure she could take Kimmy on, and she knew that if she failed, she’d be sliding down the ogre’s throat.

“You tried to get me killed,” Kimmy growled, her pole held forward, ready.


“Nothing personal, Kimmy,” she said with a shrug.  “You’d have done the same thing.”


“Not before.  Maybe now,” the asian girl replied evenly.  “But only for you.”


Becky sighed, shaking her head.  “Let’s not fight like this.  The ogre’s eating Elle, we should have enough time to make a break for it.”


“I’m not letting you off that easy,” she shot back, stepping forward.


Becky sighed, bringing her own pole up.  They stood nearer now, like fencers preparing to fight.  She could feel her heart hammering in her chest.  “Fine, then.  Let’s get this over with,” she said.  She moved forward, bringing her pole around in a side to side sweep, and with a hollow metal clank, Kimmy brought her pole to parry.


The two girls danced back and forth across the gravel atop the ice cream stand, their poles coming together with the hollow clang of combat.  They parried and danced and struck, back and forth across the surface.  The occasional thwack of a pole striking skin could be heard too, accompanied by a cry of pain.  Bruises began to accumulate, and in short order, both combatants were standing along the back ledge.


Grunk walked out of the back room, a pair of calves protruding from his mouth, each foot adorned with a black heel.  Becky and Kimmy, each lightly perspiring, glanced down, then shuddered.  “I guess this is it,” Becky gasped, panting for breath.  “Where you get to follow Elle.”


“I don’t think so, bitch,” the asian girl shot back, jumping forward.  She swung the pole in an overhand swing, but as Becky brought her pole up to parry, Kimmy changed the direction of her attack.  It swung around the pole and struck her on the side, pushing her slightly off balance.  The pole swung in again, and again, each time pushing Becky a little more till she was teetering on the edge, her arms windmilling.


“Kimmy, this is serious…” she gasped.  “Please don’t do this.”


“Save it, Becky.  You’re ogre chow.”  The asian girl stepped around and kicked the manager in the chest.  With a shriek, Becky plummeted from the roof towards the hard ground below.  But even worse, she never hit the ground; Grunk’s hand caught her halfway, his huge, meaty fingers wrapping around her middle.  As the manager looked up at the ogre, he slurped down Elle’s legs, heels and all, and swallowed.  A bulge rolled down his throat, and then he grinned, opening his mouth to show there was no sign of the poor girl.

“Hello Grunk,” Becky growled.


“Tasty lady!” the ogre chimed.  He lifted her up to be level with his leering face.  “Grunk think Grunk have room one more.”  He patted his belly for emphasis.


The dark-haired manager made a face.  “No Grunk, this lady is not for eating,” she said as evenly as possible, but there was definitely an edge of hysteria creeping in.


“Grunk think all lady for tasty eating,” he argued.  “Grunk no meet lady Grunk no can eat.”


Becky was breathing faster now, her eyes darting around for something she could use.  Yes!  Her pole was there, right on the garbage bin where it had fallen.  She couldn’t reach it just yet, but maybe…


The ogre wasn’t going to give her the chance.  Lifting her up even higher, his jaws creaked open beneath her, his foul breath rolling up to meet her.  “Ugh,” she groaned, both at the scent and the spectacle; those crooked, yellow teeth framed a huge, pink expanse of mouth, ruled over by a wriggling, bumpy tongue and a dark, gaping hole at the back.  She shuddered, and the ogre lowered her in, feet first.


She snapped her feet out to either side, one sneaker finding his top teeth, the other his bottom.  Forcing her legs wide, she stopped her descent.  The ogre wailed in frustration, trying to muscle his jaws open wider to no avail.  He tried to close them, but she had the leverage, and strength of desperation.  But it couldn’t last; his hands found her legs and forced them together, and she dropped into his mouth.


The damp warmth surrounded her up to her hips, suddenly and completely, saliva soaking her jeans in seconds.  She grimaced, looking down to where her ankles vanished into that dark throat, but then the lips came together, meeting her belt.  The tongue casually explored the contours of her legs, and she could hear the ogre offer his compliments in the shape of a “Mmmmm…”.  He’d even closed his eyes in bliss!

“This isn’t happening,” she gasped frantically, halfway into the ogre’s mouth.  And then she realized; with her lower half anchored, she could reach the pole.  Stretching, straining, she managed to get a finger on it, spinning it.  The pole rolled down, and she moved her other hand to catch it.  Triumph on her face, she brought the pole around, and began to smash it on Grunk’s head.


Ogre skulls are notoriously thick, and it took four or five thwacks before the ogre even noticed something was wrong.  His eyes came open, and Becky knew it was now or never.  Taking the pole in both hands, she drove it at Grunk’s eye.


Sploosh.

The ogre shrieked in pain, bellowing around her as his hands went up to his wounded eye.  Becky wasted no time; she twisted around, relinquishing her hold on the pole, and hauled herself up out of the mouth.  Grunk’s teeth came together, trying to trap the girl as she launched herself, but they only caught one of her sneakers.  Becky dropped to the ground and rolled to her feet, starting off for the woods.
Grunk bellowed in fury, no longer a good-tempered ogre, but the pain from his eye was simply too much to bear.  He couldn’t chase her down.  But as she ran off, he watched her with his good eye, blearily promising that he would eat that tasty lady.  Someday soon.

