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Conrad wasn’t a big fan of working at the Black Forest Spook House controls here at Fairytale Village Theme Park.  First of all, they made him wear a ridiculous green elf costume.  Secondly, he had to deal with people like THIS whale.  He stared, flabbergasted.  This girl was absolutely enormous – a big round babe with thick tree-trunk legs, wide hips that brushed the railings on either side of her as she waddled, and a pillowy potbelly that proceeded her by a good three feet.  She held out her four tickets with one chubby hand, never taking the straw from her mouth as she sucked down the last few drops of a liter-sized soda.

The drink! That might be his out!

“Uh, sorry, we can’t let you on the ride with a drink,” he said.

He had seen plenty of obese people try to get on this ride and thankfully most of them were so greedy that they’d just give up on the ride as soon as they were told that they couldn’t bring their food with them.  That was good, because it was waaay less awkward than explaining to them that they surpassed the ride’s weight limit.

“Oh sorry,” said Alice, not pausing to wonder why no one had objected to her soda earlier on the bumper cars.  She pried the lid off the cup and dumped the remaining soda into her mouth, quickly guzzling it down with a loud slurp.  She turned to the operator with a sweet smile on her plump face. “Okay, all gone!”

Oh great.  Now he had to tell her the truth.

“I’m sorry, uhhhh, but there’s a weight limit on this ride.  I think you might be too…uh… too big for this ride.”

“What’s the weight limit?” asked Alice, her eyes pleading.

“Uhhh…it’s 500 pounds.”

“Oh goody!” Alice clapped her hands in joy.  “I’m only 440!”

Any other girl would have been horrified to learn that (A) she was so obese that she was close to the weight limit for the ride and (B) so obese that she LOOKED like she was 500 pounds.  But Alice was just happy that she was technically under the limit and could still go on the ride.

Conrad didn’t have a handy scale with him, so there wasn’t any way for him to check Alice’s claim.  This wasn’t worth an argument considering the minimum wage this job paid!  Sighing, he motioned for her to get on the ride.

Alice lifted one chubby foot and, balancing precociously on her other, stepped into the buggy.  Next she lifted her other foot in and slowly, gingerly, lowered her enormous bottom down onto the seat.  Grunting with the effort, Alice could feel her overloaded knees popping and creaking as she moved and hear the zipper on her pants click open another tooth as her belly plopped forward when she squatted down.

The buggy was designed for two people, but Alice completely filled it all by herself.

“Okay, here you go.” Conrad launched into his canned spiel: “You’re about to go on a magical journey through the depths of the fairytale forest, but watch out for the evil witch and the big bad wolf! Please keep your hands and feet inside the car at all times.”

Alice squealed with glee as the ride lurched to life.  The buggy made an awful grinding noise as the mechanism struggled to move Alice’s bulk, the gears nearly buckling under her four hundred plus pounds of well-fed pork.

The buggy lurched forward, slowly pushing through a door painted to look like a goblin’s face and inside, into the dark.

An animatronic witch popped out from behind a partition.  “Heeee heee heee!” she cackled in her pre-recorded voice. “I’m going to get you, my pretty! I’ll feed you till you’re nice and fat and then I’ll eat you—“

Of course, the robotic witch was unaware of the irony of her words, but she never got ot finish them.  Overloaded by Alice’s size, the cart stalled and the whole ride came to a grinding halt.  Down the line in front of her, Alice could hear kids screaming in fear, not understanding why the ride had suddenly stopped and left them stranded in the middle of a haunted forest.  Behind her, she could hear the customers in line grumbling and groaning at the delay.

“I wonder what happened,” said Alice to herself, although, deep down, in the pit of her ample stomach, she suspected that she knew the answer.

She could hear Conrad outside arguing with someone, but she could only hear snippets of the conversation.

“It’s that fat girl….she’s too heavy… got to be over the limit… not my fault!” 

Finally, the door behind her opened and a maintenance man in overalls walked in, rolling his eyes when he saw Alice’s enormous form filling an entire buggy by herself.

“You gotta get off,” said the maintenance man, “You’re too heavy.”

“But the operator said the weight limit was 500!” said Alice, fighting back tears.  She blinked her watery eyes, a single syrupy tear dribbling down her chubby cheek.

“Yeah, well, maybe you weigh more than you think,” snapped the maintenance man, annoyed. “Now, c’mon, lady, get out so these kids can enjoy the ride.”

“B-b-but..”

“Just get out without a fuss and I’ll give you a voucher for $20 to use at The Three Little Pigs Bar and Grill!”

Alice blinked.  She was totally embarrassed by this situation, but she couldn’t help but imagine the delicious combinations of junk food that she could buy for $20.

“Okay, $50,” said the maintenance man, apparently mistaking her pause for reluctance.  “Please, just go!”

“Okay,” said Alice dumbly. “But…could you…could you give me a hand up?”  She blushed furiously, knowing that she was too fat and out of shape to easily stand up from a low position like this.

The maintenance man sighed, exchanging looks with poor Conrad just outside the door.  “Alright, kid, get behind her and give me a hand. Lady, let’s go.”

Alice raised her flabby arms, so that the maintenance man could grasp her soft, fleshy wrists and hoist her to her feet.  Conrad positioned himself behind Alice and awkwardly slipped his hands under her armpits to give her an extra boost.  Assorted snickers came from the line of people waiting outside as they craned their necks to watch the two men struggle to lift the preposterously pudgy porker out of the buggy.

Conrad could feel his back spasming as he strained he help lift this fat hog to her feet and he hoped that it didn’t give out; he was only a part-time temp employee, after all, and he didn’t have the insurance.  But luckily, gasping and panting with effort, the two men finally got Alice to her feet without anything going too wrong.  Without a word, the annoyed maintenance engineer shoved a voucher into Alice’s hand.  With some difficulty, Alice stuffed the paper voucher into the tightly stretched pocket of her cargo pants.

“Thanks,” she mumbled, but the two men just glared at her.

“Please exit to your right, ma’am. There are other people who want to take this ride.”

“O..okay.”

Dazed and stunned, Alice wobbled her way back to the meeting place, where Jen was already waiting.  Jen was holding a giant stick of cotton candy, tearing off great chunks of spun sugar with her teeth.  Her face was already stained pink.

“Hey Alice! How was the spook house? Gosh, that ride must have been, like, really short.”

“I dunno, I didn’t ride on it.  The machine didn’t…work.”  Alice didn’t have the heart to explain why: because she was such an incredible fat ass that the machine broke down under her weight!

“Man, like, what is wrong with all the machines here today?” said Jen, shoving more cotton candy into her bulging cheeks.  “First the bumper cars! Now this!  Maybe we should try a ride that, like, can’t break down.  Laurie wanted to do the pony ride, you wanna do that when she gets back?”

“I’m going to sit this one out,” said Alice miserably.  She was still smarting after her experience at the spook house, afraid that she might have a similar problem with the horses.  More to the point, though, Alice was struggling with a serious moral dilemma.  She was acutely aware of the $50 voucher burning a hole into her pocket.  She knew that she should share her good fortune with her two best friends in the world – especially after Laurie had so kindly paid for all of their entry fees!  But Alice’s naturally kind and giving nature was struggling against her growing, piggy greed.  If she shared this voucher with her friends, that would mean less food for her!  And after the humiliation at the spook house, didn’t she deserve a treat just for herself?  Alice tried to rationalize her gluttonous desire, but she was having a hard time.  A self-important bitch like Laurie or a bubble-headed ditz like Jen might have easily justified keeping the voucher to herself, but Alice was too generous to feel good about that. 

“C’mon, Alice! Don’t be such a party pooper!”

“I’ll just… rest for a little while, okay?” said Alice, lowering her bulk onto a nearby bench.  The bench creaked even louder than Alice’s straining clothes as it settled under her enormous weight.  Maybe she could come to a decision by the time that Jen and Laurie were busy with their pony ride.

Soon enough, they spotted Laurie jiggling back toward them, her hips swiveling in the usual wiggle waddle walk that she always used to draw attention to her overinflated curves.

“How did it go?” asked Jen.

“Fine, they said that they would look into it. They even gave me a voucher for $10 off at the Three Little Piggies Bar and Grill!”

“Ooooo! Awesome!’ said Jen, beaming.  Alice smiled but remained silent.

“We’ll go there after the pony ride, alright? Cuz I’m not leaving without at least doing that! You two coming?”

“Alice said she just wants to hang out here, but I’ll come!” chirped Jen.

Laurie arched an eyebrow at Alice. “You sure, sweetie?”

“Yeah, I just wanna…rest a little bit.”  Alice wondered: She could probably waddle over to the restaurant to spend her voucher and get back before Jen and Laurie finished their horsey ride.  Then again, it seemed really petty not to share her good fortune… especially since Laurie seemed inclined to share hers!  But maybe she could just… sit for a bit and think about it.

“Alright, suit yourself, c’mon, Jen.”

***


There was no doubt about it.  Laurie and Jen looked ridiculous, two massively round blimpettes standing in line with a dozen little kids.

“Gawd, how long is this line?” whined Laurie, checking her watch.

“We’ve been here, like, ten minuttttttes,” moaned Jen, “It’s gonna take forever!”

“We shouldn’t have to wait,” said Laurie, “We’re the oldest ones here.  Here, follow me, Jen.”

“Laurie! You can’t cut in line!”

“Oh yeah? Why not?”

Jen furrowed her brow as she tried to think of a reason.  “Uhhhh…”

“Yeah, I thought so.  Now stop dawdling, Jen, and come on!”

Laurie shoved her way to the front of the line, pushing squalling children to the side. Laurie smirked as she recognized the little pigtail headed girl at the front of the line.

“Well well, look who it is,” said Laurie with an evil grin as she looked down at the diminutive girl.  The girl blanched as she found herself looking up at the towering, enormous figure of a very angry Laurie.  Laurie drew herself up to her full height, puffing out her chest to look even more imposing.

“The big boob lady!” gasped the girl in terror.

“That’s right, I’m the big boob lady,” said Laurie, chuckling evilly, “And look at you now.  Not so tough without your bumper car, are you?  Maybe you should have thought better before you picked a fight with Laurie Belmontes.”  

Laurie paused to let the full weight of her words sink in, but Jen poked her in the side.

“Um, like, Laurie? We’re not at school.  She doesn’t know who you are!”

“What? Oh right. Lucky for you, kid, I don’t think it’s very sporting to take things out on a little bitty kid.  So I think I’ll just take your pony and we’ll call it even.”

“Hey, ma’am, you can’t –“  The young man working the front of the line stopped short in his protest as Laurie drew up to her full height right in front of him, puffing out her pneumatic chest as big as she could.  Her billowing, bouncing hooters strained the buttons on her shirt to the breaking point as Laurie intentionally huffed to draw attention to her oversized assets.  

“What was that, sweetie?  Are you saying you won’t let poor little ol’ me take a little pony ride?”

The boy stuttered, his eyes locked on Laurie’s heaving bust.  Large diamond-shaped gaps separated each pearl-shaped button, though which he could see the creamy white skin of Laurie’s overinflated pontoons (as well as the lacy black material of her monster brassiere). Laurie batted her eyes at her helpless victim, tapping the top button on her shirt with one manicured finger and causing the pearl to slip from its hole.

Confronted with even MORE cleavage (Those huge knockers are practically busting through her shirt!), the poor guy didn’t have any choice.  Letting Laurie get her way was the only thing he could do.

“Sure, y-y-you can take a ride.”

Laurie smiled. “Thanks, sweetie.”  She didn’t bother to refasten her open button, instead swishing past the boy and leaving him a sputtering, sweating mess.  “C’mon, Jen!” she called behind her.

“Coming!”  Jen waddled after her top-heavy friend.

Jen stradled the horse, her lycra-blend miniskirt riding up her thighs as she planted her sneakers into the stirrups.

“Jen! Side saddle!” snapped Laurie, determined to ride like a proper diva even if she didn’t look the part.  Laurie plopped her own ample booty onto the horse’s back and struggled to get comfortable without swinging a leg over the horse. Unlike Jen, she didn’t have a choice.  Jen was wearing tights under her skirt, so she didn’t have to worry about exposing herself.  If Laurie tried to straddle her horse, her skirt would slide up and expose her overstuffed panties.

“No fair!” cried the pigtailed girl and several kids in line after her echoes the sentiment.  Laurie just laughed.

“Sorry, kids! Maybe when you’re older you’ll have a better chance! Right now, ain’t no one who can stand a chance against me and my girls here!”  She hefted her boobs with one free hand, letting them bounce and jiggle against her chest, and laughed again as she rode off.

The pony ride wasn’t much more than one giant circular track, so Jen and Laurie were effectively riding in circles. And it didn’t take them long before they started to get bored.

More obnoxious still, even though they had cut to the front of the line, almost every kid who had started riding after them had already lapped them.  

“My butt hurts,” whined Jen as the horse trotted along, Jen’s enormous rump sloshing back and forth with the animal’s labored motion. Jen’s booty only grew more sensitive as it grew bigger, so her poor fat tushie was getting a real bruising as it bounced in the saddle.

Laurie wasn’t having much more luck.  The horse’s plodding was enough to send her balloon-sized boobs bouncing and swaying wildly. 

Both animals lagged way behind the pack, weighed down by the two pompously porky princesses.  The poor animals!  In all honesty, letting two girls so monstrously tubby ride on these ponies was practically animal abuse.  The ponies could barely trot, instead plodding slowly, swaying back and forth as their fleshy burdens seemed to grow heavier with every shaking step.  The ponies were sweating in exertion, their sides slick with perspiration, but neither Jen nor Laurie were aware of how difficult their rides had it.

“There ponies are really kinda slow,” said Jen.  She reached behind herself to rub her tender booty.  Even the slow rolling gait of her overloaded pony was enough to make her blubbery bum sway up and down in the saddle, shaking her so much that the seat of her leggings was starting to fray. “And it’s really hurting my ass!”

Laurie bounced up and down in her saddle, hoping to goad her pony into a light canter at least, but the animal didn’t respond and Laurie only succeeded in nearly smacking herself in the face with her colossal cantaloupes.

Her attitude didn’t improve when she saw the pig-tail girl gallop past her, laughing.

“Ugh, that little snot again!”  She yanked on her pony’s reins, hoping to goad the pony to pick up the pace but the poor thing ignored her and continued to weave along at the same slow plod.  More and more rider passed by the two overweight whales, pausing only to giggle and snicker at their predicament before continuing on their way.  Laurie was getting pissed and even Jen was beginning to feel drained.

By the time their ponies made it around the track, nearly an hour had passed in what was normally a 15 minute ride.  The boy running the pony ride bit his lip as he saw them amble back into the loading dock.  Crap, he thought, those ponies really look like they’re struggling.  I shouldn’t have let them go for a ride, oh man I am going to get in so much trouble if someone sees me. I hope there aren’t any PETA people around here!

“Shocking, just shocking,” mumbled an older woman waiting in line, pulling out her cell phone to snap a photo of Laurie struggling to dismount from her exhausted pony.  Oh no, thought the boy, I hope she doesn’t post that to Facebook.  Oh God, we’re going to have the ASPCA on our asses if I don’t get them out of here fast!

Abandoning his post, he rushed over to help Laurie disentangle her chubby foot from the pony’s stirrups.  It took him a couple minutes but he finally got her free.

“That was a bust,” snorted Laurie as she and Jen wobbled their way back to the bench where Alice was still waiting for them, “I thought this park was a lot cooler when I was a kid.  We should just go home now!”

“Yeah,” agreed Jen sadly, her voice nearly cracking.

“Okay, but first, don’t you guys think we should get some lunch?”  

“Eh, I only have a $10 voucher, it’s not even worth it. You can barely even get a drink for that!”

“Yeah, but…” Alice whipped out the voucher she’d received at the spook house. “I have a special coupon for $50 off! And I think I want to treat my best friends!”

Laurie’s jaw dropped.  Jen squealed in glee.

Alice smiled.  As much as Alice wanted to stuff herself with abandon, she simply couldn’t deny her best friends.

“Maybe I was wrong!” said Laurie, “Maybe this day ISN’T so bad after all!”

“Yeah! I’m starving!” cried Jen, “It’s been, like, an hour since we ate! Let’s do this!  Oh wait…”  Jen squinted at the voucher, her plump face suddenly concerned.  “But the restaurant is clear on the other side of the park.”

All three girls grimaced.  That would require a lot of walking!  And while they were all greedy gluttons, they were also all extremely lazy.  

“That is a really long walk…” said Alice, her chubby calves and pudgy feet already aching at the thought.  The poor chunky little fattypants found just standing to be exhausting, so she could barely even contemplate how tired she would feel after such a long walk!

“Maybe we should just go home,” mumbled Jen sadly. The pear-shaped piggy couldn’t help but subconsciously rub her belly sadly at the thought of all that yummy food that she would never get to eat.  Gawd, that almost made her want to cry!

“No,” said Laurie, suddenly determined. Under almost any other circumstances, she would have made fun of Alice and Jen for being so out-of-shape, but the thought of another delicious meal was pushing all the snark out of her mind.  Besides, she vaguely knew that she shouldn’t be mocking her friends’ waistlines so much right now, not when she wanted to encourage Jen to reduce a little and wanted Alice to remain oblivious to her size.  But whatever, she wasn’t concerned with that right now.  All that concerned her was another opportunity to stuff her face like the fat greedyguts she was.  And these two whiners were ready to give up so easily!  “We can’t just go home.  Are you two really just going to give up that easily? That’s like $60 worth of free food! You’d have to be crazy to just throw that away!”
“But Laurie, do you really want to walk that far?” Jen whined. “I totally hate walking! It always makes my skirt hike up!”

“We’re not going to walk,” said Laurie simply. “Once again, what would you two do without me?  We’re going to take the sky tram.”

She pointed above her head to a series of cables running over the park, twenty feet above their heads. Gondolas hung suspected from the cables, ferrying people from one end of the park to the other.

“Like, wow, Laurie! You really are a genius!” cried Jen.

“Yes, that’s much better!” agreed Alice. After the difficulties at the spook house, Alice secretly worried that it might not be feasible.  Could the cables support their weight? Well, surely if it couldn’t, the operator would warn them…
Jose nearly groaned out loud when he saw Laurie waddling up the metal ladder toward him on the sky tram loading platform.  The buxom behemoth was panting and red-faced from the strain of climbing the stairs. 
He quickly did some calculations in his head.  Judging from her height and width, Laurie was probably…oh, maybe 400 pounds? Maybe a little more?  That shouldn’t be too bad. The gondola was built to carry really heavy loads, so that shouldn’t be an issue.
“Come on, you two!  You’re…gonna…miss the gondola!”  Laurie yelled over her shoulder as she hauled her hefty body up onto the platform.  

A second fatty popped her head over the edge of the platform, her mousy brown hair plastered to her sweaty forehead.

This girl looked pretty hefty as well, but not nearly as fat as the raven-haired leader.  Judging from her fleshy face, full breasts, and flabby gut, she might be… about 300 pounds?

“I’m trying!” moaned the overweight girl.  “Alice, give me a push!”
Alice planted one hand on Jen’s fat bum and pushed, giving Jen just enough oomph to pop over the edge of the platform.  As Jen’s lower half came into view, Jose did a quick recalculation:  Jen had to be carrying at least at extra hundred pounds in those bulging cheeks.
The final girl to lug herself onto the platform was a fat, round blonde who rivaled her two friends in size.  All together, these three cows had to be carrying over 1200 pounds of blubber between them.

Could the cable support all that?

Jose opened his mouth to tell them that they would have to take separate gondolas; even though the gondolas were technically designed for four people, he doubted they would be able to accommodate all three of these double wides.  But before he could say anything, they were already waddling into position, their fat asses all poised to plop down on the next gondola as rounded the curve and came up behind them.

“No! Stop! Wait!” cried Jose, but it was too late.  The gondola bumped into them and the three girls each sat at the same time.  The cable sagged, but the more immediate problem was just that there wasn’t enough room for all three of those wide butts!  Six overstuffed ass cheeks were competing for space not meant to hold so much booty!

“Jen, you’re taking up the whole seat with your fat ass!” snarled Laurie. “Scoot your booty and give me some space!”

“Like, I’m trying! Alice, move over!”

“I can’t! I’m pressing against the side!”

Poor Alice!  Her fleshy right hip was wedged tightly against the right side of the gondola and her left hip was squished up against her friend Jen!  All three girls were horribly cramped, so tightly packed that, if this were a cartoon, a single inhale on the part of either Alice or Laurie would have caused Jen to pop out from between them like a cork popping out of a bottle of champagne.
“Ladies, please! You can’t all go in one gondola!” cried Jose, wringing his hands with worry. But it was no use. The chunky cheerleaders completely ignored his warning, too busy arguing amongst themselves about whose oversized rear was taking up the most room.

“Seriously, Jen, can’t you just…ugh, can’t you just…suck in your butt or something?” snapped Laurie, pressing her hands into Jen’s gelatinous flank to try and push it aside. It was like wrestling a beanbag chair filled with pudding!

“It doesn’t work like that!” wailed Jen.

“This is what comes from having such a huge fat ass,” said Laurie, “That’s why I told you that you needed to lose some weight! Or else things like this happen! You’re too big for the gondola!”

Laurie was cut off as the safety bar automatically began to lower but failed to get low enough to lock – because it bounced against Laurie’s massive melons.
“Ha!” giggled Jen, “Now who’s too big for the gondola?”
Laurie smirked, slightly annoyed to be showed up but also secretly pleased at anything that brought attention to her chest.  She leaned back, held in her breath, and reached up to grab the safety bar.

“Okay, girls, everyone, suck in!”

Obediently, all three chubbettes sucked in their guts, allowing Laurie to pull down the safety bar far enough to click into place.

“And release!”

Gasping, all three let their guts out, watching their bellies inflate back to their normal sizes.  The locked bar was definitely a tight squeeze, cutting into the three girls’ ample middles.  

As the gondola left the station, their combined weight definitely made an impact – the gondola sagged lower, tugging at the cable with enough force to make the whole mechanism creak.  Still, despite Jose’s fears, it didn’t snap.  He could only watch in horror and confusion as the overloaded gondola slowly retreated into the distance, swinging and swaying wildly under its fleshy cargo.

“Ooo, I can’t wait til we get to the restaurant!” squealed Jen, “I’m sooo going to order sooo much food!”

“Thinking with your stomach again, eh, Jen?” mumbled Laurie under her breath.  But she didn’t want to say anything out loud for fear that might discourage Alice from also ordering too much food.

“Mozzarella sticks! Calamari! Fried fish!” Jen said dreamily, her eyes glazing over as she fantasized about the meal to come.  

“Mmmm, sounds heavenly,” agreed Alice, a small trickle of anticipatory drool dribbling from the corner of her mouth.

Even Laurie had to admit, Jen’s excitement was making her hungry too.

Jen changed her tune once they successfully arrived at the other end, popped themselves out of the struggling gondola, and actually waddled to the restaurant, though.  It was a small outdoor café on a patio, up a narrow flight of stairs.

“The restaurant is upstairs?” moaned Jen. “C’mon, Alice, that’s, like, waaay too much work!  How many steps is that? Like a million?”  Jen’s laziness was legendary.  Of the three girls, she was probably the only one whose sloth outpaced her gluttony.

Laurie was having none of that.  Her belly was already yawning and she was excited for another chance to fill it.

“Gawd, Jen, don’t be so lazy! No wonder you got so fat if you’re too lazy to even walk up a flight of stairs.  It’ll be fine, think of the reward you get at the end.”  

The three girls advanced on the narrow staircase that led up to the restaurant.  Alice, still clutching her coupon, led the charge.  She soon discovered what a bad idea that was when she found herself completely puffed after only a few steps.

 “C’mon, move!” grunted Laurie, pushing her chubby hands into Alice’s back rolls.  With a labored grunt, Alice lifted one trunk-like leg to the next step.  One down.  They had to repeat the process again for the next step.  Just going upstairs was such a chore!  Alice was dripping with sweat from the exertion, wheezing so hard that her chest was rising and falling with every labored breath.  She was ready to give up! It was only the thought of the feast upstairs that kept her going.

“I can’t do it,” moaned Alice, “It…too hard!... I’m…too fat…”  Her voice quivered as it always did when something happened that occasionally forced her to acknowledge her sky-rocketing poundage.  After the spook house break down, this was just too much!

“Nonsense, you’re not too fat, you can do it!” grunted Laurie, shoving her chubby friend again.  Another groan, another step. This was progress. “Just think about all that yummy food you’re going to get as soon as you get up there!”

“Mmmm,” Alice sighed, imagining the tasty treats in store for her. If there was anything that could motivate this fat, greedy hog, it was the idea of more food!  That was enough.  Thinking of food got Alice to start moving again and soon the three plumpettes reached the second floor.

“Table for… three?” asked the hostess, making a mental note that these three hippos would definitely require a table for at least six.

Alice nodded and the three girls followed the hostess to one of the patio tables.  

It didn’t take them long to burn through $50 worth of food, ordering large sodas, big lunch platters, and multiple appetizers like mozzarella sticks and calamari rings.

Lost in the euphoria of another epic meal, all three girls had completely forgotten all the trials and tribulations of the day.

“This really was a good idea, Alice,” said Laurie, smiling as she popped another deep fried calamari ring into her mouth.

“Totally! A great way to celebrate bein’ BFFs again!” agreed Jen, spitting flecks of corndog down her front in her excitement.  She raised her liter soda (it looked more like a bucket). “To us! Laurie, Alice, and Jen! The totally best BFFs ever!”

Alice raised her soda as well. “To the best BFFs!”

Laurie rolled her eyes. “Best BFF is redundant, Jen.”

Jen looked confused. “What?”

“Never mind.” She raised her own soda and a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “To the best BFFs ever!”
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