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By Mollycoddles

“Table or… um, booth?” asked the waitress, catching herself in the middle of her question.  She realized, a split second too late, what a stupid question it was.  The girl in front of her was absolutely enormous, way too fat to ever fit her bloated bulk into a booth.  

And it was true.  Alice Grobauch weighed over 500 pounds.  The titanic teenage blonde was so massively overweight that she looked like a full-grown hippopotomus, her giant gut billowing out nearly three feet in front of her as she wadled.  Her short blond hair framed a round face that nearly merged with her fat body, her neck swallowed beneath her pillowy chipmunk cheeks.  Her threadbare polo shirt stretched across her ample boobs, which rested upon the shelf the aforementioned gut as it sagged out from below the hem of the girl’s shirt.  Her cargo pants cinched tightly around her vast waistline, straining against her thunder thighs and thick calves.  Alice was already breathing heavily just from standing at the front podium and she looked desperate to flop down in a seat.

“Booth, please,” said Alice without thinking.  As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she realized her mistake.  She had forgotten just how big she was!  How anyone could forget their size when they weighed over 500 pounds was ridiculous, but Alice was so deeply in denial about her increasing obesity that she frequently deluded herself into thinking she was merely chubby rather than inhumanly fat.  But it was too late to change her mind.  She was too embarrassed to admit her mistake and the server definitely wasn’t going to second guess a customer.

“I’m… supposed to meet my boyfriend here,” said Alice shlyly.  Tyler and Alice were planning on having a romantic date, and, of course, since Alice was completely obsessed with satisfying her stomach, any romantic date had to start with a romantic meal.  And a romantic meal for Alice simply meant a big one.  No surprise, then, that Tyler had suggested visiting the All-American Deep Dish Buffet.  This restaurant was notorious for its endless servings of prime rib, mashed potatoes, and all manner of traditional American comfort foods.  Just the thing to satisfy a growing girl with an insatiable lust for food!

The server nodded, but didn’t say anything.  He didn’t really care about anything that Alice had to say.  In fact, he pretty much assumed that she was lying.  No way did a hog like this have a boyfriend!  She probably spent all of her time eating.  But if she didn’t to make up some story about meeting an imaginary boyfriend here so that she could justify gorging herself to the gills at a buffet, that was no business of his.

Silently, the server led the wobbling behemoth to the closest free booth and watched in horrified fascination as Alice attempted to manuever her gigantic belly into the seat.

It was a sight to behold.  The server felt like he was watching a blimp come in for landing as Alice struggled to squeeze her wide load bottom onto the bench while lifting her belly with her chubby hands to clear the table.  Once she was settled, Alice dropped her porky paunch onto the surface of the table with a loud SPLUT.

“You can help yourself to the buffet whenever you’re ready and your waitress will be around to take your drink orders shortly,” said the server.

“Oh… thanks… I think I’ll wait for Tyler before I get any food,” said Alice, smiling awkwardly.  Her chubby cheeks went rosy with embarrassment.  She could tell that this server thought she was just a fat gluttonous pig here to eat herself into oblivion.  She hoped that Tyler would get here soon, so that she wouldn’t feel so awkward sitting here alone!

The server nodded, but didn’t say anything.  He turned away to return to the entryway, struggling to hide his incredulity.  He was too professional to let his true feelings show, but he felt like laughing at loud at Alice’s pathetic attempts to hide her gluttony.  Wait for her boyfriend to arrive? Ha!  No one got that fat by waiting to eat.  He expected that she would be up at the buffet in less than five minutes.  At least, she would be if she could squeeze herself back out of that booth!

Alice shifted in her seat, trying her best to get comfortable while she waited for her boyfriend to arrive.  She was determined NOT to visit the buffet line before he joined her.  Alice frowned.  She could tell by the server’s chilly reaction that he didn’t believe at all that Alice was waiting for anyone and thought that she had made up that whole story.  Well!  She might be a little plump, but that was no reason for anyone to treat her like some kind of out-of-control hog!  She would show them.  She nodded to herself, steeling her resolve to wait.  How hard could it be?  Tyler was certain to arrive at any moment.  She would just think about something other than food food food food FOOD.  Her eyes moved longingly toward the buffet.  Oof, she was sooo hungry!  Her belly growled.  She hadn’t eaten since breakfast… well, that wasn’t true, she had eaten a brunch snack too.  And a little nibble right before leaving home… Okay, so really, she had no excuse for being hungry.  But what could she do?

Alice squirmed, her flabby gut sliding over the surface of the table, and she startled as she heard a sudden distinct popping noise.  What was that?  Alice froze, her breath caught in her throat.  Was that her pants button bursting? No, that wasn’t it… she knew what that sounded like.  Besides, she could still feel her tightly cinched pants biting into her flabby waistline.  Had she split her seat?  Nope, she could still feel the back of her cargo pants straining tightly against her backside.   Then it dawned on her.  Oh! That was it! What a relief!  That popping was the sound of the snaps on her back pockets.  The pressure of Alice’s enormous buttocks had finally overwhelmed the metal snaps holding her back pockets and they had busted open.  That was no big deal.  Alice breathed a sigh of relief, realizing that she wasn’t after all going to be forced to waddle out of the restaurant with her hinder on full display through a huge split in her pants.  

Things were definitely looking up, thought Alice as she piled a load of gooey mac and cheese onto her plate.  She blinked.  Was she at the buffet line? How had this happened?  She was so preoccupied thinking about her back pockets that she had absent-mindedly wriggled herself out of her booth, waddled over to the buffet, and started helping herself.  Alice blushed to see how heavily loaded her plate already was with all manner of creamy, fatty goodies.  Oh damnit! So much for her resolution to wait for Tyler!  Then again, what was done was done.  No reason to waste good food.  Besides, Tyler would be there soon.

It was nearly impossible not to gawk at Alice as she shuffled down the line, filling her plate to overflowing with buttered green beans and peach cobbler.  Waiters and waitresses could barely remember to hide their stares as the blonde blimp as she jiggled back to her seat and once again squeezed her humungous bulk between the bench and table.  Now Alice was faced with a major conundrum.  She was so fat that her belly spilled out over the table, covering the area where she should have placed her plate.  She couldn’t just hold her plate though!  Frowning with embarrassment, Alice finally gave up and balanced the overloaded platter on the shelf of her own soft wobbling gut before she set to work eating.

“Can I get you a drink, ma’am?” asked the waitress, finally coming up to take Alice’s order as the tubby teen shoveled food into her mouth.

“Coke please,” mumbled Alice, through cheeks bulging with food.  A big class of sugarly, syrupy soda was the last thing that she needed right now, but Alice’s appetite for sweet drinks was almost as insatiable as her appetite for unhealthy food.  And how could anyone expect her to deny herself?  

Alice was just about finished gobbling her way through her first plate when Tyler finally arrived.

“Hi, I’m looking for my girlfriend – oh there she is!” Tyler waved to Alice across the restaurant.  Alice paused long enough in her eating to wave back.

The server was stunned to realize that, in fact, the enormous fat girl was actually telling the truth when she said she had a boyfriend.  He was shocked!

Tyler was used to his girlfriend’s size and he wasn’t so naïve as to not expect Alice to be even bigger every time that he saw her. But Alice was absolutely enormous, even bigger than he’d expected.  Crossing the threshold of 500 pounds was more than just a number.  Alice looked substantially bigger.  She was the size of a baby elephant, 500 plus pounds of pure butter-soft blubber packed into one teenage girl grown so monstrously round and obese that she looked like she might roll around like a beach ball if you pushed her over.

“Tyler… I’m so glad to see you!” cried Alice in delight as Tyler approached the table, “I wanted to wait, but… I just got so hungry.”

“It’s alright,” said Tyler, “I, uh, can’t say I didn’t expect that.”

“You’re going to get yourself some food, right?” asked Alice, “When you go to the buffet, could you get me a second plate? I’m just… uh… well, I would really appreciate it!”

Alice loved Tyler and knew that he would never judge her for her gargantuan size, but she still didn’t want to admit to him that the real reason that she needed him to go to the buffet for her was that she was too tightly wedged into the booth to stand up.

Tyler looked Alice up and down.  Alice was wedged tightly into the booth, her soft flabby belly spilling onto the table.  Her threadbare polo shirt was little more than a tube top, slipping up over the slope of her enormous belly to reveal so much pale white flesh.  Alice’s belly button was a long crease sandwiched between generous jelly rolls of flab.

“Uh… sure,” he said. “I was just going to get a plate myself, I could totally pick you up some too.  Is there anything in particular that you wanted?”

Alice burped softly, her plump cheeks flushing pink as she covered her mouth. “Oh…. Uh... no, you know I’m not picky. Just get me a little of everything, please?”

Tyler nodded and went to the buffet.  Ever the obliging boyfriend, he piled a plate high with every tempting treat that he knew Alice would love… he did want her to be happy after all!  When he finally returned to the table, he was balancing two plates, one modest one for himself and one absolutely loaded one for Alice.  
“Here you go, Alice,” he said, sliding the overflowing platter in front of Alice.  She clapped her hands in glee at the sight, her greedy eyes sparkling at the prospect of so much food.  

“Thanks, Tyler, you’re the absolute best!” squealed Alice, grabbing her fork and plunging into her lunch with gusto.  She forked a mouthful of creamed corn into her mouth and her eyes rolled back in her head as the sweet, creamy taste hit her tongue.  Oooooof, soooo good! It was a good thing that Alice was sitting down, because she was starting to go weak in the knees from the delicious sensations tickling her taste buds!

Of course, it didn’t take Alice long at all to clean her plate.  In mere minutes. All the food was gone and Alice was literally licking the last remnants of gooey sauce off of the plate.

“Tyler… could you, um, get me a second plate?”

“Already?” Tyler didn’t know why he was surprised. He knew Alice was a big eater, so he shouldn’t have expected that she would be able to restrain herself from gobbling down everything edible within reach.  But this was pretty fast, even for Alice!
“I just… I’m sorry, it’s just so good! And I get so hungry…” mumbled Alice, her plump lip quivering so hard that her double chin started to jiggle. Tears started to well up in her big blue eyes.

“Alice, don’t cry; it’s okay!” said Tyler quickly.  Of course, he hadn’t intended to upset Alice. The surprised comment had just slipped out, but maybe Alice was feeling even more sensitive than usual about her weight since she had so recently discovered that she was now over 500 pounds.  Of course, Tyler didn’t know that.  He could tell just by looking at Alice’s massive corpulence that she must be pretty big, but he had no idea of her exact poundage.

“I know I’m getting so fat, but I can’t help it!” cried Alice, dabbing her eyes with her napkin. “Oh Gawd, Tyler, I just weighed myself at my last sleep over with Jen and Laurie and I… I… I weigh 505 pounds! I’m a massive fat sow!” She grabbed at her flabby gut and jiggled her fat rolls for emphasis. “Look at all this blubber! I’m a full quarter ton!” 

“Um…well, I think then you must be a quarter ton cutie,” said Tyler, quickly trying to think of something to say that would assuage his obese girlfriend to make her stop crying.  The line was super cheesy but it actually seemed to work. Alice blushed and sniffled, but she seemed happy.
“Do you… do you really think that?” she asked.

“Of course,” continued Tyler, “You know I love you and I think you’re beautiful.”

Alice felt stupid that she needed so much reassurance.  She knew that Tyler adored her and was positively enamored with her size.  But she still wondered far too often if she could possibly ever get too big for him.

“But the thing is, it’s not just that I’m fat,” blubbered Alice. “I keep getting fatter.  I’m just a blimp, an inflating blimp! What are you going to say when I’m 600 pounds? Or 700?”

“Alice, you know I would still love you even if you were 1000 pounds!” said Tyler. He immediately regretted saying it, not because he didn’t mean it but more because he was afraid that Alice would become even more distraught at the idea that she might someday conceivably balloon up to a full half ton.
He needed some way to make Alice stop obsessing about her weight, and he knew several surefire ways to do that.

“You said that you weighed yourself at the sleepover with Jen and Laurie? So, uh, how much did they weigh?”  Tyler knew just from the last time that he had seen Jen and Laurie that there was no way that either of them were thinner than Alice; Laurie, especially, had exploded in size recently.  And if they were bigger, then he was pretty sure that Alice wouldn’t be so self-conscious.  Also, to be totally honest, Tyler was intensely curious to know how much those two weighed! They were definitely a pair of real jumbo heavyweight porkers!
“Oh! Well, Jen was 508 pounds and Laurie was… 560 pounds.”

Tyler didn’t even have to say anything else.  Alice suddenly remembered that she was, for once, the thinnest of the three besties!  Sure, she was only a couple pounds lighter than Jen, but she was WAY lighter than Laurie! And as long as Alice was thinner than those two, even if only by a very slim margin, she didn’t feel so huge at all!  This was a dangerous feeling for Alice, because she would instantly leap at any excuse than allowed her to ignore her burgeoning waistline.  Knowing that she wasn’t as fat as Jen or Laurie would only give her cart blanche to indulge even more than before.  Alice was always such a complete greedy piggy, so helpless in the face of her own insatiable cravings, that she was destined to grow bigger and bigger… but now that she remembered she wasn’t the heaviest thing around, she was probably going to justify herself eating even more!
Alice’s thoughts turned to her pact with Jen.  The two of them had pooled all of their money to buy Laurie a mobility scooter recently. Of course, Laurie sorely needed one.  At 560 pounds, she could barely even waddle her enormous bulk around anymore.  But Jen and Alice had a secret ulterior motive for their apparent generosity.  Each of them wanted mobility scooters of their own, simply because they were far too lazy to walk around and they thought that puttering around on scooters would be way easier. Laurie was normally way too haughty to admit her own growing size and would have been aghast to see Jen and Alice so ready to give up on losing weight that they’d consider scooters.  But then they figured, Laurie wouldn’t be able to object to them getting scooters if she had one of her own!  The only remaining obstacle to their plan was that they couldn’t afford to buy new scooters for the two of them, so now they would have to go to their respective doctors to get their scooters certified as medical necessities.  Alice was not looking forward to that visit, knowing that her doctor was sure to read her the riot act for gaining so much weight!  But again, knowing that Jen and Laurie had gained more made that pill a little easier to swallow…
Alice’s mind was elsewhere, vaguely dreaming about her scooter, as she unconsciously cleaned off her second plate and then her third… and her fourth.  The food kept coming and Alice kept eating, like a dumb cow chewing her cud.  Alice didn’t even stop to consider the growing pain in her overloaded belly, which was pressing so hard against the table now that she could barely move.

“I think I’m feeling kinda full, Tyler,” huffed Alice finally, stifling a light burp.  She looked down at herself, noticing for the first time that her belly was even more obscenely swollen and bloated than usual.  It stuck out, round and proud, like a giant inflated balloon – tight and hot to the touch.  Alice wiped her forehead with her thick forearm, noticing for the first time that she had begun to sweat from the sustained effort of eating.  Gawd, she was so out of shape!  She needed to get a hold of herself.  But still.  As full as she was, Alice couldn’t pass up the chance to get some dessert.

“Tyler, could you – burp – get me some frozen yogurt, please?” said Alice bashfully, already forgetting her earlier complaints about her skyrocketing weight.

“Sure, what flavor do you want?”

Alice licked her lips.  “Chocolate, please!” 

Tyler nodded. This was no surprise.  Alice was an incorrigible chocoholic.

Tyler fetched the yogurt and watched in rapt attention as Alice gobbled her way through the frozen confection, licking her lips and murmuring in pleasure.  The frozen yogurt filled her belly with a deliciously cold, shivery sensation that only made her hungrier!  Oooh, she just loved to eat way too much for her own good!

But finally, she knew she had to face the reality of her situation.

“Oof, I’m stuck,” confessed Alice. “I didn’t want to say anything…”

Tyler understood immediately. “Aw, Alice, you know you don’t have to be embarrassed with me! Don’t you worry about a thing, I’ll make sure we get you loose…”

She squirmed in her seat, trying to break free but it was no use.  She was simply far too fat to escape the confines of the booth, the table was pressed tightly into the flabby flesh of her middle.  This wasn’t all that unusual for Alice.  As she crested over 500 pounds, she found that she was outgrowing more than just her clothes.  It was becoming difficult to navigate her burgeoning body through daily life – her hips brushed against the sides of doorways, her bulk could barely fit behind the steering wheel of her car, she was forced to use handicapped stalls in public restrooms simply because she was too large for the regular ones.  There was no end to the small humiliations that Alice had to endure, any one of which should have shocked her into the overdue realization that she needed to get her eating under control.  But the poor tubby teen was far too greedy to ever pass up a meal, so she was always ready with an endless stream of excuses to rationalize why her situation wasn’t really so dire.  

Most of them involved her weekly sleepovers with Jen and Laurie, where she was still convinced that her equally fat friends were serving her low calorie diet snacks.  That was complete bullshit, Laurie was still plying her with full-fat junk food even though Laurie herself had started to become less interested in her original plan to fatten Alice up as Laurie discovered her own strange gain-related kinks.  But even if the food was diet, it wouldn’t have made much difference.  Alice was eating so much now that she was certain to gain even if she only ate low calorie healthy snacks.

It was no surprise that Alice had once again eaten until her bloated gut trapped her at her table.  But normally that would at least signal Alice that she should stop eating… for a little while.  But the desserts at this buffet were just so good that Alice couldn’t help herself, even though she could feel the table painfully jabbing her overloaded abdomen. 

**

“Alice, could you put down the yogurt and give me a hand?” asked Tyler.  Normally, Alice would have absolutely listened to her boyfriend’s please… but the frozen yogurt was just sooo good!  She couldn’t bear to stop shoving more delicious frozen goop between her plump lips.  Her lips moved, her chubby cheeks wobbling as she chewed with a desperate animal hunger, eager to get as much food into her belly as fast as possible.

“Mmm…I can’t,” moaned Alice, pausing in her gluttony just long enough to lick some melted yogurt off of her lips before plunging back into her feast. “It’s just… soooo good. Just let me finish this, please!”

Tyler sighed.  He knew that Alice had no intention of stopping when she finished this bowl.  He would just have to work around her.

It was nearly impossible to get a firm grip on Alice because she was so fat; there really wasn’t anyplace one could grab where your fingers wouldn’t immediately sink deep into her flab.  Tyler grit his teeth.  He had to get her out!  He knew just how easily Alice could get embarrassed, and he didn’t want her to have to suffer!  He had a sudden awful thought that if he couldn’t get her unstuck, they might even have to call the fire department to get her free!  Alice would hate that! The last thing that she would want would be for a bunch of firemen to laugh at her size.  She might even make it onto the local news.  Wouldn’t that be something!  Then the whole town would be laughing at her!  Poor Tyler couldn’t help but think of the absolute worst case scenarios. But maybe he could avoid them!

He wrapped his arms around Alice as far as he could and firmly planted his feet against the floor, heaving with all his might to extricate Alice from the booth.  He groaned out loud with the effort, his back and arms aching as he struggled to lift far too much fat girl.  It was impossible!  He was going to give himself a hernia if he wasn’t careful.

“Ohhh please be careful, Tyler!” yelped Alice, nearly dropping her yogurt cup into her cleavage. “I’m so very sensitive!”

That much was true.  Alice was not only monumentally fat, but she was also super lazy.  Over the past year, her sedentary lifestyle meant that she not only grew rounder and wider but also softer… until her flesh was as soft and malleable as warm butter.  Her skin was so soft and tender that she bruised easily.

“Sorry, Alice,” said Tyler, “It’s just that… hmm… I’m not sure how we’re going to get you out…”

Alice gulped.  Now she was really beginning to get worried.  Was she really completely stuck?  Maybe she should have taken her predicament more seriously!  If only she hadn’t gorged herself so fully!  If only she had worked to get herself out of the booth instead of gobbling down that last bowl of frozen yogurt!  She could feel her belly, firm and full beneath a thick layer of soft blubber, and just knew that she was way too stuffed to even try to suck in her gut.  She grabbed at the hem of her polo shirt and attempted to yank it over her vast paunch, hiding that doughy avalanche of pale quivering flesh, but there was just too much of her to hide.  She yelped and released the hem when she heard the loud jagged RIP of stitches tearing.  She had to leave her belly bare or she might just split her side seams!

Meanwhile, Tyler was still thinking.  Maybe this was just too big a job for one man.  He would have to ask the restaurant staff to help.  That would be embarrassing for Alice, but at least it was better than calling the fire department.

“Alice, don’t worry! I promise you that we’ll get you out of that booth!” said Tyler.  He flagged down a passing waitress.  “Um, excuse me?  Could you help? My girlfriend here is… kinda stuck…”

The waitress looked Alice up and down, and nearly dropped her tray of drinks in shock.  It was no wonder this fat cow was stuck!  She was absolutely enormous.  Alice nearly wanted to cry as she read the surprise in the waitress’s expression.  But the waitress soon regained her composure, professional as she was.

“Sure… um… I can give you a hand,” she said. She looked at Alice’s blubbery bulk dubiously as she realized that there wasn’t anyplace to easily get a grip on this femme fatso.

Tyler read her mind. “We might need some extra help,” he said.

“Uh…um, yeah. Just a second.”  The server disappeared into the kitchen.  After some frenzied whispering, a group of about half dozen kitchen staff emerged from the kitchen.  Not a single one of them could contain their surprise at seeing Alice’s massive body stuffed into the booth.

“Damn, we’re supposed to get THAT unstuck?” blurted out one young man, wiping his greasy hands against his apron as he shook his head in disbelief.  

“Shh!” hushed the server, “Not in front of the customer!”

“Oh… sorry.”

“It shouldn’t be too hard to get her out, I think we just need to heave her a bit,” said Tyler, trying to take control of the situation.  The staff milled about uncertainly, but reluctantly followed Tyler’s directions as he told them what to do.  Eventually, all six staffers were gathered around Alice, tugging at her arms and flanks, their fingers sinking deep into her soft flesh.

“Oh! Oh, please be careful!” cried Alice through a mouthful of yogurt as she popped yet another spoonful between her lips.  She could feel a dozen hands roughly handling her soft tender flab, grabbing great handfuls of blubber and sinking deeply into her butter-soft flesh as they tried to pull her from the booth.  Poor Alice!

Other patrons were turning to watch this spectacle, giggling to themselves at the sight of a giant obese girl so wide and bloated that she couldn’t get up from her booth under her own power.  Several younger customers even whipped out their cell phones to snap photos of the scene; there were sure to be plenty of amusing image memes featuring this big ballooning babe circulating on social media tonight!

“C’mon, we’re so close!” cried Tyler, heaving his whole body against Alice’s soft, yielding corpulence.  He could just sense that they had almost successfully dislodged this pudgy porker from her predicament!  “Just… a… little more…”
“We’re trying!” snapped the server, her face red with the effort.  “If your fat… I mean, if your girlfriend would put down the spoon and help out, that would be nice.”
“Mmm,” mumbled Alice as she shoveled more yogurt into her mouth, oblivious to the server’s annoyance even as the group of hard-working staffers rocked Alice back and forth.  With every moment, they managed to wedge the weighty whale slightly further out of the booth until…

Pop!  Alice popped loose from the iron grip of her stuckage and tumbled to the floor with a thunderous crash, knocking plates and glasses off the table and scattering the staff all over the restaurant.

“Oh!” cried Alice, spilling her remaining yogurt into her cleavage as she fell from her seat.  “That’s cold!”

“Are you okay, Alice?” asked Tyler as he hurried to help Alice lumber back to her feet.  He groaned as Alice placed her weight against him while she struggled to her feet; Tyler was not a particularly strong fellow and Alice’s 500 plus pounds of blubber were a difficult thing to support for even a seasoned lifter!  Nevertheless, Tyler grit his teeth and held his tongue, not wanting to embarrass his titanic girlfriend even more.
The server was furious.  Not only had Alice wasted the time of the entire staff by forcing them to help her get unstuck, but she had also made a huge mess when she finally tumbled out of her booth!

The server was so angry that he was going red in the face. “Get out of here!” he snarled, pointing at the exit. “And take your blimp of a girlfriend with you! We don’t want you around here anymore!  Don’t think that you can get away with this sort of thing! Look at all the damage you did! I hope you’re prepared to pay for that!”

Tyler’s face blanched as he surveyed the damage that Alice had done.  She’d really made quite a mess!  He just knew that he wouldn’t be able to pay for that.  He could already hear Alice beginning to tear up again as she simultaneously realized their situation…

Desperate times call for desperate measures. Tyler didn’t know what to do, so all he could do… was bluff.

“Look…I…I’ll have you know that these booths are a menace!  They’re super dangerous!  Why would you sit Alice at a booth? You should clearly be able to tell that it can’t accommodate her?”

The server sniffed. “Are you kidding me? You’ve got to be kidding me!”
“I’m not kidding!” continued Tyler hotly. “Alice could have been hurt because of your negligence! I…I… we might just sue over this!”

Now it was the server’s turn to go white.  She was certain that Tyler was bluffing about suing, but she didn’t need him or his pet piggy complaining to the restaurant owner.  The server was pretty certain she would get in big trouble if that happened.

“Uhhh, no need for that!” she said quickly. “I think I was a little hasty.  Tell you what, how we just comp your meals and call it even?”

The server didn’t think that was even at all. Alice had eaten so much food just by herself that she had practically cleaned out the buffet… but what other choice was there?  The server grit her teeth thinking about how unfair it was that Alice had literally gobbled enough to feed an army AND created a huge mess but was still getting away scott free!  What a world!  Then again, anything to get this giant glutton to just leave! The server just wanted to get rid of Alice before… well, before she ate more and exploded all over the restaurant, causing even more damage!

Tyler smiled. “Well!” he said, “That’s more like it! I’m glad to see that some places still do value good customer service!”
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