	"What do you think?"

	Brock stood up for a moment, glancing out from the bushes.  "It might just work..." he rumbled thoughtfully.  Before he was spotted, he ducked back down behind cover.

	"It might be our only chance!" Hrothnik whined, wriggling his tentacles.  It should be noted that Hrothnik was a horrible, woman-eating monster.  He had a long, tube-ish neck capped with a large, fleshy maw.  His body was a long, lumpy oval-shaped mass of monstrous flesh, and four tentacles protruded from the front of it.  A set of short, spindly legs supported his bulk; it was hard to say how many, since they seemed to sprout from anywhere with little care for symmetry.  He was easily the size of a large giraffe, and twice as ravenous.

	Brock was no slouch in the monster department himself!  He was a green, scaly swamp monster, standing twenty feet tall with thick muscles and webbed feet.  His face was blunt and ugly, dominated by a massive mouth, full of sharp teeth; large enough to stuff two humans into in a pinch (though usually he preferred them one at a time).  He was crouched behind the bushes, trying to remain out of sight while spotting for Hrothnik.

	"Besides," Hrothnik added, his lips smacking.  "You said they were wearing hot pants."

	The swamp monster cast a shrewd look at his wormy friend.  "No I didn't."

	There was a moment of agitated wriggling from Hrothnik.  "You did so," he said, though with little conviction.

	"You're peeking."

	"Am not!" Hrothnik declared, with wounded pride.

	"Yes you are," Brock accused, pointing a finger at the lumpy monstrosity.  "I'm the one looking out cause I look more normal."

	"Yeah, yeah," Hrothnik said, in a tone that suggested he'd be rolling eyes if he had them.  Just how he saw without eyes was anyone's guess, but it didn't seem to be an issue for him.  "Just remember, Brock.  You're the one the Minister wants to gut and stuff."

	"All cause of that delicious, delicious daughter..."

	"Stop that.  You're making my mouth water," Hrothnik complained, and sure enough, saliva was oozing forth from his lips.  Brock chuckled, and glanced over the bush once again.

	"I think this will work," Brock agreed.

---

	"Two more boxes should do it," Delilah said, scanning the clipboard.  "And Gwen, make sure we have the banner.  No mix-ups this time!"

	Delilah was a lovely young lady; dark hair hanging loose to frame a pretty face, and her lovely body was kept barely modest with a set of silver hot pants and a matching silver bikini top.  A pair of white knee-high boots completed the look, with a four-inch heel on each one.  She wasn't the only one dressed that way, either; Gwen, a slim blonde wore the same, as did the other four young women helping to load the truck.

	They were all clustered around a good-sized eighteen-wheeler.  The side of the trailer read 'Sweet Treat Ice Cream; Emergency Treat Deployment Vehicle'.  And the boxes were almost all in the back.  Julia was carrying one out, and Delilah, tapping a pen on her clipboard impatiently, waited for the other one.

	There was a strange sound from the far side of the truck.  Delilah glanced up from her clipboard, and took a few steps around to the back of the truck, where Julia had just set the box down.  "Cassie should be along with the last one," she said, gesturing towards the far side of the truck.

	"We're running late," Delilah replied.  "I want to leave as soon as everything is loaded."

	"Yeah, of course," Julia replied, a smile on her features.  She wore a red baseball cap, and a few strands of short red hair escaped from beneath it.  "Think we should check up on her?"

	"Yeah, let's do that," she said.  Both girls walked around the side of the truck, and they immediately noticed two things.

	First, Cassie wasn't there.  Unless those were her boots sticking out of the horrible tube-maw of that wormstrocity!  And secondly, there was a horrible, indescribable horror standing just beside the truck, with a long, tubey maw and a set of tentacles, one of which had collected the box Cassie had been carrying.

	With a noisy slurp, the worm monster sucked the heeled boots into his mouth, his tongue caressing them fondly.  His three free tentacles were wriggling with excitement.  And then he swallowed, and a Cassie-shaped bulge rippled down that long neck.

	"What the hell is that?!" Julia hissed in a strangled voice.  "It just ate Cassie!"

	Delilah was a little bit frightened.  The worm-monster had just finished his snack, and he was looking around now.  She stepped back behind the truck, then pulled Julia by the back of her shorts.  "Stay calm," she whispered.  "It's our only chance.  We need a plan.  This way."  She gestured around the other side of the truck.

	Both girls stepped out, then paused.  There was another monster; a hideous swamp creature, who had snatched up Tiffany; the busty blonde was being held by her head, with Brock's thumb planted on her face so she couldn't scream.  She probably couldn't breathe either, but that was the least of her concerns; the massive green creature was lowering her kicking legs into his mouth.

	A shiver ran down Delilah's spine, but she was grateful to have spotted the danger before it spotted her!  Julia clapped her hands to her mouth, her eyes wide with fright.  And as the swamp monster stuffed Tiffany into his mouth, they both backed up to hide once more behind the trailer.

	"Shit!" Delilah whispered.  She glanced around, but the truck was backed into a brick wall.  The only ways to go would leave them exposed.

	"What do we do?" Julia asked, pulling her hat lower.  "Should we run for it?"

	The brunette glanced at her clipboard, then looked into the back of the truck.  "Or we could hide," she suggested, looking thoughtful.

	"Oh!" came a high-pitched voice, almost a squeal.  "Is that a hat?  I love hats!"  A large tube of wormy flesh descended rapidly, and quite suddenly Julia was wearing a set of lips around her hips.  The tube-maw pulled up, with Julia's legs kicking frantically, while the worm-creature's appendages wriggled in excitement.

	"Stay back!" Delilah cried, throwing the clipboard.  It bounced harmlessly off Hrothnik's lumpy body.  She took a few steps back, then felt a rough hand close around her.  "No!"

	"Oh yes," Brock said, licking his lips.  The girl could feel the tough, scaly hand all around her middle, brushing up against her fair flesh with alarming strength.  Her legs were kicking, and her hands attempted to pry the monster's hand open.  But her eyes were all for that mouth, which loomed larger and larger.  She could see the lips open, those sharp teeth with drool arcing between them, that squishy, fleshy mouth beyond easily large enough to fit her whole body.  And that dark opening at the back, which promised a permanent end to her struggles.

	"Aw, come on," she cried.  "I just got this job!"

	"It's a tough job marked," Brock agreed.  "I'm just helping out where I can."  And then the mouth yawned wide, and Delilah felt the blast of heat of his breath.  She wrinkled her nose, but the swamp monster pushed her forward, depositing her on that tongue.  She rolled over, trying to spring back out, but the teeth snapped shut behind her, sealing her in the dark, damp prison.

	The tongue went to work, rising up and knocking her down, then wrapping around her entirely before it began to prod at her body.  The monster seemed to be paying special attention to her boots and her hot pants, though in the horror of it all, she didn't notice.  And then the tongue shifted her, sliding her towards the back, and she felt the throat's entrance up by her head.

	"Sucks," she muttered bitterly.  And then there was a wet, glomphy rush as she was swallowed alive.

---

	Brock felt the morsel wriggle all the way down his throat, and he let out a satisfied belch.  "Delicious," he remarked, watching as Hrothnik slurped down Julia's boots.  The worm-monster bobbed his head, then glanced at the back of the truck.

	"Can you drive this thing?" he whined, wringing two of his tentacles.

	"Piece of cake," Brock said, grinning.

	Hrothnik tilted his head anxiously.  "You're not just making this up, right?  You have driven before?"

	"Sure I have," Brock said.  "Just get in, and I'll close the back up."

	The wormstrocity sighed, and hoisted his bulk into the back of the trailer, and slipped along towards the back, investigating the boxes.  Satisfied, Brock pulled the gate down at the back, and locked it into place.

	Whistling, the swamp monster walked over to the cab, pulled the door open, and literally stuffed himself into the cabin.  He occupied the whole thing, and it was all he could do to put the keys in the ignition and turn it.

	"After a quick breakfast, Brock and Hrothnik hit the road," he narrated.  He grinned toothily, honked the horn, and began to pull away, headed for the interstate.
