Customer Service

By Mollycoddles

“I can’t believe you got us lost! Now here we are, stranded in the middle of nowhere!”
Jim sighed, gripping the steering wheel tightly.  “We’re not stranded.  It’s just a little detour.  Think of it as the scenic route.”

“Yes, dear.”

Jim sometimes wondered why he remained married.  Nancy nagged him constantly and he always felt like nothing he did was good enough for her standards. Had she always been this way? Jim was sure that they used to have fun together or else why had they gotten married in the first place?  But any fond memories of their early years together had long since been eclipsed by years of Nancy’s relentless whining and bitching.

Not to mention that Nancy was thin.  She was a scrawny twig of a woman with barely any curves – thin stick legs led up to slim, narrow hips and a boyishly flat chest.  Nancy was proud of her slender physique and exercised relentlessly when she wasn’t at home griping at Jim about something or other.  Jim always fantasized that the woman he married would grow comfortably plump and zaftig, but that just wasn’t to be.

Nancy was determined to maintain her college figure, subsisting off of kale salads and mineral water.  Jim couldn’t remember a time now that Nancy hadn’t been a diet obsessed freak, but he knew that there was.  She was a slender but zaftig hottie back in college but all her efforts to stave off the inevitable spread of middle age had worked all too well.  She lost all her curves and, with them, almost all of her softness – not just physically but emotionally now.  

Jim winced as Nancy continued to gripe, launching into a long rigmarole of complaints.  Jim was sure that he had heard all of them before, so he didn’t bother listening. He focused all his concentration on the road ahead, hoping, against hope, that he would be able to find the way back to the main road.  If he had to stop to ask for directions, he would probably never hear the end of it.  
A building came into view along the side of the road.  Thank God! After endless miles of nothing but empty fields, here was finally a sign of civilization! Pulling closer, he noticed the blinking neon sign out front: Tom’s Diner.

Well, it was as good a place to get directions as any.  Who knows how long it would be til the next pitstop?  Jim spun the steering wheel left and angled the car into the diner’s parking lot.

“Why are we stopping here?” sniffed Nancy, “A diner? I am NOT going to eat here! You know how fattening diner food is?”

“No, but I’m sure you’ll tell me,” muttered Jim under his breath. Out loud he said: “Nancy, look, we need directions. And besides, we haven’t eaten since breakfast. I am going to get myself a meal. If you don’t want to eat anything, that’s your business. But I’m starving.”

Nancy stared, shocked to be spoken to in that tone of voice.  But when Jim got out of the car, Nancy followed.  I guess she must be hungry after all, thought Jim.

A bored-looking plumper stood at the front podium, smacking gum between her cherry-red lips.  When the bell fixed over the door jingled to announce Jim and Nancy’s entry, she straightened up and quickly fixed her hair, trying to hide the fact that she’d recently been slacking.  Jim’s eyes nearly popped out of his socket when this waitress rose to her full height, throwing back her shoulders.  She was just trying to appear attentive, but the movement also had the result of emphasizing her pneumatic bosom.

“Howdy, honey!” said the waitress brightly. “Table fer two?”

“Yes, please,” said Jim.  Directions could wait.  Right now, he just wanted to see more of this astounding, bountiful babe! Jim couldn’t believe his eyes. What were the odds of running across a full-figured goddess like this in some random diner? Jim felt like he must have died and gone to heaven to witness such an abundant angel! 

He could tell from her nametag, pinned against the swell of her enormous bust, that her name was “Carol.” 
Carol nodded, slipping two menus under her thick arm.  “This way, hon.”

 His eyes never left her as she wiggle-waddled across the diner floor.
Carol was a buxom, full-figured milf.  He guessed that she was probably in her late 30s or early 40s, just a little bit of wear around the edges, but still holding up really well.  Her exaggerated hour-glass figure was packed into her snug waitress outfit. The outrageous curves of her hips and buttocks strained the seams of the little pink mini-skirt. Her pooching belly sagged heavily over the waistband of her skirt, covering the top of the little apron tied around her waist.  Her face was round and chubby, a double chin evident whenever she smiled, but her plump crimson lips and flashy purple eye shadow distracted the eye from her chubby chipmunk cheeks.  Her bright red hair was piled high in an ostentatious beehive bouffant and two giant hoop earrings dangled from her ears. 

The diner was mostly empty, other than a few grizzled truckers hanging out at the counter, so Jim felt a little less self-conscious about ogling Carol’s stupendous curves.  Even so, he would have to be careful. He didn’t want to be so obvious that Carol noticed he was checking her out. Or worse, that Nancy noticed he was checking Carol out.

“Can I get ya anything ta drink?”

“Just water,” said Nancy archly.

“I’d like a coffee, please,” said Jim. He needed to stay awake on the road, after all.

“Coffee is full of toxins,” said Nancy as Carol wiggle-waddled away.

“I’ll be fine.”  Jim rubbed his forehead. His head was pounding! He was so tired of Nancy’s constant nagging!
Jim tried to study the menu but his mind kept drifting back to Carol the waitress with her full ripe bust and her thick hefty hips.  He surreptitiously stole a glance at her over the top of his menu, studying the thick older woman as she bustled behind the counter.

The buttons on her blouse strained over the billowing balcony of her bosom.  Her tits were huge! Could they be real?   The pearl buttons squeaked and creaked whenever Carol inhaled, her full breasts pressing outwards against the overtaxed fabric and stretching the large gaps between buttons as her lungs inflated.  He could see glimpses of a heavy-duty black bra between the straining gaps, the dark fabric an exciting contrast to her tanned skin.
She leaned over the counter to wipe the surface with a wet rag, and Jim inhaled sharply as he watched her plump breasts jiggle and bounce in time to her movements.  Damn!  She was a sight to behold!

This buxom goddess couldn’t be that much older than Nancy, but what a difference!  Nancy sat across from him, a sour frown marring her already pinched face.  But Carol bubbled with joy and excitement! The full-figured waitress was bursting with sexual energy and Jim felt himself getting hard when she flashed him a coy smile.  Jim quickly turned away, embarrassed that she had caught him staring.  But it looked like Carol had just assumed that Jim was ready to order, because now she was wiggle-waddling her way back toward them, pencil and pad at the ready.
Carol sauntered up to their table.  “Y’all ready to order?” she drawled.
“Yes, ma’am,” said Jim.

“What’ll it be, sugar?”

“I’d like to get the BLT, please.”
“You want fries or coleslaw on the side, sweetie?”

“Fries, please.”

Carol chuckled. “Good choice, honey.  We got the best fries on the highway here. I can’t resist them myself.” She winked at him. “So don’t be surprised if you get your BLT and see all the fries already missing.”

Nancy grimaced in annoyance.  It was unusual for other woman to flirt with Jim – he wasn’t any special catch, as she liked to remind him – but she always made faces like that in the rare chances that it did happen.  Nancy didn’t like to express affection herself, but she couldn’t stand it when other women did.

“And how ‘bout you, missy?” asked Carol, turning to face Nancy.  When she spun around, her heavy bosom shifted and sloshed inside her uniform. Jim almost expected to see a button blow off her top and hit Nancy square in the forehead.

“I’ll have the Greek salad,” said Nancy. “No dressing. No feta.”

“Alrighty, Greek salad. I’ll get that right to ya kids.”

Jim watched Carol saunter away, her bulbous badonk undulating under her skirt like a pair of cannonballs.

“Stop flirting with the waitress,” said Nancy, “It’s disgusting.”

“I wasn’t flirting,” said Jim defensively.

“She’s way too old for you,” said Nancy. “She’s got to be at least 40!”
Nancy and Jim were only in their mid-30s, so Nancy was always quick to look down at other women that she considered more weathered than herself.

“I wasn’t flirting,” said Jim again, “I was just ordering lunch.”

“Well, it’s disgusting,” snapped Nancy, “I’m right here. And look at that woman.  She’s huge! She’s a fat hog who barely fits into that uniform.  I can’t believe that you’d even look at her. Do you know how much a waitress makes? She’s just a minimum wage slob.”
Nancy was also obsessed with money.  She thought that anyone who made less than she did wasn’t worth speaking to.

“And did you hear that? ‘Alrighty?’ That’s so uneducated! I can’t believe that they’d have someone with so little class talking to the public,”

“I have to go to the bathroom,” said Jim, standing up.

“Wash your hands,” instructed Nancy, “You know how filthy these diner bathrooms are.”

“Yes, Nancy.”

“And don’t just dry your hands on your pants if there’s one of those blow driers in there. It makes you look like a slob.  Use the hand drier. It’s better for the environment.”

“Okay, Nancy.”

“And don’t take too long. I don’t want to have to talk to that waitress alone if she comes back. She looks like a hussy.”

“Fine, Nancy.”  Jim could barely keep the annoyance from creeping into his voice as he left the table.  God, she never stopped!  Jim was so tired of listening to that.  His mind wandered back to that pretty waitress again.  Nancy might think that she was some old hussy, but Jim thought she was sexy as hell.  Not to mention the fact that she wasn’t even that old!  She was a prime milf, but her vibrant energy and sassy tongue made her seem like a young spirit – as opposed to Nancy.  Nancy wasn’t old, but her sourpuss attitude made her seem like a withered old hag.
Jim passed by the counter on his way to the bathroom, glancing briefly across the aisle to see if he might catch a glimpse of the lovely waitress again.  He was in luck!  The sassy redhead was right there by the grill window, picking up some other customer’s order of grilled cheese. God, her tits were phenomenal.  She must be a mother; the only way you grew tits like that was by having a baby sucking on them. Those were prime mommy melons.

He looked up and realized that Carol was watching him intently, a wide grin on her face.  He blushed, ashamed that he’d been caught ogling this woman’s breasts.

“Well, well, well, sweetie, you like what you see?”

Jim stuttered, his face going red.

Carol giggled coyly. “Babe, you don’t need to be shy. Carol knows she’s got some big knockers. The good Lord didn’t give me a whole lot in this life, but he did see fit to grace me with a nice fat pair of boy magnets here.”  She stood up straight, grinning as she thrust out her chest.

“Ya like Carol’s big ol’ titties?” she chuckled. “I just can’t keep these puppies under control these days.  I started to grow again when I had my little Joanne, and they ain’t stopped since.  Now you can see I got me some big ol’ milkers.”

Aha! Jim knew it! There was no way that Carol wasn’t a mother with that pair of hooters.

“They’re….really nice,” said Jim uncertainly.  He wasn’t sure how to react in this situation.  Was Carol flirting with him? It seemed almost absurd to think that she was, but… how else could he explain this situation? It wasn’t like there was any other reason for this sexy woman to just start talking to him about her breasts!

“Honey, you know how hard it is workin’ in a truck stop when you’re a hungry gal like me? I ain’t never met a pancake or a chicken-fried steak I don’t like. An’ when you’re surrounded by food all day, a gal like me ain’t gonna say no. An’ Lawd knows, all that fatty food’s done somw work on my figure.  I used to be a pretty little thang when I was younger, but now I’ve just blown up. Look at all this junk in the trunk.”  
“Damn,” he breathed.

She turned to point her big round ass at him. The material was tight enough that it outlines the curvature of Carol’s bodacious buns perfectly, hugging the two globes and dipping slightly across the crack of her bottom.  He was certain that her skirt would split apart at the seams if she so much as breathed too deeply – or ate a single French fry too many.

Jim could feel the sweat breaking out on his forehead. He turned to look, half-afraid that Nancy would be watching this little scene. But she was too busy preening in her pocket mirror, picking her teeth and adjusting her make-up.  She had no idea what was going on here.

“Ya don’t believe me? C’mon, take a closer look, sugah.”

Jim wasn’t sure if that was an invitation, but he just had to take that chance!  He reached out with one trembling hand and squeezed Carol’s round bottom.  His fingers sank deep into her yielding flesh.  Instantly, Jim was rock hard.  God damn, this fat milf was so hot! He couldn’t contain his excitement!
“Ah just keep gettin’ bigger back there,” said Carol, straightening up again. She slapped her behind for emphasis, the sudden SMACK causing him to jolt slightly in his seat.  His dick was throbbing with anticipation.  Gawd, Carol was so fucking hot! He was going to cum in his pants if she didn’t stop teasing him.

“Lucky fer me, though, I got the tits to balance it out.”  Carol grinned as she shook her mega-sized mammaries in his face. He could see down her shirt, into the depths of her cavernous cleavage caught between her two ginormous gazongas.  What a pair of hooters! Each breast was as big as a small watermelon and so ripe and plump that they looked ready to burst on the vine.  

“These hooters just keep on growin’ too,” said Carol with a mischevious grin.

“Damn, but they look good on you,” said Jim. He instantly regretted it. How could he say such a thing? This was shocking!

Carol didn’t seem to mind.  She giggled again, rolling her shoulders back to emphasize her colossal chest even more.  How could she fit all that titty meat inside her blouse? He wondered how many more sneaked French fried it would take before Carol started shooting buttons across the room? How many more to bust her sturdy bra? 
“You look lonely, sugah,” purred Carol, sidling over to press her plump, warm body against Jim’s. “It’s a long road out there, I know. You look like a fella who could use a bit of home comfort before you head back out on the road.”  She leaned in close to whisper in his ear. “Meet me in the bathroom, sugah, if I’m readin’ you right.”

With another sly smirk, the voluptuous waitress bounded off.  For a moment, Jim was dumbstruck.  Was this really happening? Was he really about to have a fling with this sexy waitress in the bathroom?  He knew he shouldn’t… but he just couldn’t resist the temptation.

Sweating profusely, Jim walked into the bathroom.  True to her word, Carol was there waiting for him.

“You came, sugah,” she said, her voice husky.  Her chest was heaving with her excited breahing.  “Lock the door.”

Carol giggled as she removed her apron.  Carol’s skirt was so tight that he could see the bulge of her plump pubic mound through the straining black fabric.  It looked like her snatch was ready to bust out of her skirt.

She plopped her ass into his lap and giggled as she felt his rock-hard erection poke into the yielding softness of her fat, plush booty.

“Sweetie, it feels like you like what you see,” she cooed, grinding her bottom on his dick.  Gawd, how was he supposed to take this? This woman was so outrageously hot! He wanted to tear off her clothes and fuck her right now, fuck her til that fat pussy of hers was rubbed raw.  It didn’t help that he could hear the stitches in her absurdly tight skirt tensing and straining as she moved.

“Sweetie, you let Carol take care of you.”

Carol squatted down in front of him, her mini-skirt sliding up to expose more of her creamy thighs and the barest glimpse of her panty-clad privates.

“That woman of yours looks like she could run the itty bitty titty committee,” said Carol, pressing her colossal chest against him.  He could barely breathe – partly because Carol was leaning her full weight into him, but also partly because feeling the warmth and heft of those two giant teats touching him was making him really excited!  He’d never seen such fabulous tits up close.  He was dying to reach out and squeeze them, but they were so perfect, so full and round and luscious, that he couldn’t believe that they were real.  

“C’mon, sugar, give ‘em a squeeze,” said Carol, her eyes sparkling with lust and excitement. “Y’all already felt up my big fat ass, now I wanna feel them strong hands on my big ol’ boobs.”

He reached out, hands shaking.  He was terrified.  Breasts that perfect couldn’t really exist.  He felt like they might pop out of existence before he even touched them.  

But they didn’t.  He felt his hands connect with those two soft orbs, his fingers sinking through the thin cloth of her over-stretched blouse and into the yielding flesh of Carol’s deliciously decadent gazongas.  He squeezed gently, then tighter, feeling Carol’s fat nipples swell to attention, pressing into the palms of his hands as if they were eager to rip out of her shirt.
“Oooo, babe, don’t stop, keep squeezing. I want you to really make Carol’s big boobs jiggle and bounce.  I want you to feel what a real woman feels like.”

As Jim massaged her supple breasts, Carol reached down to unzip his pants and pull out his erect penis.  She smiled appreciatively.  Jim might not have been super well-endowed, but it was clear that Carol liked what she saw. 

“Keep working my girls,” said Carol, her eyelids fluttering as Jim kneaded her big fat knockers.  The plump waitress rolled back her shoulders and inhaled deeply. The result was immediate and spectacular. The buttons of her blouse squealed and quivered as a wall of solid boob pressed against them harder and harder.  The diamond-shaped gaps between her buttons, already noticeable, grew wider and wider as Carol sucked in air.  Jim could barely believe his eyes.  Finally, the first button let go, blasting from her overloaded blouse with a loud ping! Her breasts welled up through the opening, increasing the pressure on the next button in line.  In rapid succession, Carol’s buttons blew off of her blouse in one long zipper tear, revealing her ginormous assets clad in nothing but a snug black bra.  

“Get this dang thing off my, sugah,” gasped Carol. Jim didn’t need to be told twice; he already had his hands down the back of her ruined blouse, his fingers fumbling with her bra clasp. In seconds, it was loose and carol’s big milky titties tumbled out like two fat ripe peaches.  Jim couldn’t stop himself.  He was squeezing her udders, rolling them in the palms of his hands, tugging on her thick nipples.  Gawd, these were the best tits he’d felt in years.

“Put your dick between Carol’s fat titties,” said Carol, “I want you to titty fuck me like a champ.”

Now they were together in a tangle of arms and legs and soft yielding flesh.  Jim bit his lip and groaned as he felt Carol’s soft warm breasts around his shaft.  He pumped away, delighting in the feel of Carol’s warmth.  She was so plump and plush, her matronly curves so inviting, so delicious.  He just wanted more, more, more!  He couldn’t contain himself, and Carol was goading him on, whispering nasty nothings into his ear the whole time.
“C’mon, sugah, don’t stop. Carol wants to feel that big dick between her giant fat boobies.  Ohhh my girls just wanna milk every drop of cum outta that shaft.  Keep going, baby. Do Craol’s boobs feel good to ya? Ain’t no one got such big tasty tits like me.  When we’re done, you gotta go back to that skinny skank of yours, but you’re gonna be thinking about Carol the whole time… Grab my big boobs, make them jiggle and bounce, sweetheart!”
“Oh God, Carol, your… your tits are amazing! You’re so big… and soft!”

“Hmm, keep talkin’, sugah, that’s what Carol likes to hear.”

Jim grunted, pumping away hard into Carol’s canyon of cleavage, her bowling ball-sized tits wobbling and sloshing with the impact.  He’d never felt anything so good! It didn’t take long before the sensations proved to be too much for him, and, with a sudden gasp. Jim came hard – spurting thick strands of ropy ejaculate all over Carol’s enormous chest.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God,” said Jim as realization washed over him.  Oh shit!  Nancy was going to be livid!  

He didn’t even have time to question what was happening, because Carol was already picking herself off the floor.  With a mischievous smile, she dipped her hand between her jugs, scooping up Jim’s cum, and bringing it to her lips to lick it up.

“S’all clean now, sugah,” she said, shaking her ample assets at her bewildered man. “Was that good for you, hun?”
Jim nodded dumbly.  Carol giggled and patted him on his head.  

“Good.  Ol’ Carol can’t stand to see a man so down on himself that he can’t have a good time. There ain’t no sin in life worse than missin’ out.”

“Get yourself cleaned up, sugah,” said Carol. The older woman stood up briskly, shrugging herself back into her bra and reaching behind her back to pull the clasp together.  “Ima need a new shirt now, thanks to you.”  She chuckled to herself as she examined her ruined blouse.
“I could pay for that—“ began Jim, but Carol put a finger to his lips.

“Darlin’, you just worry about payin’ for your sandwich. I don’t want nothin’ else from you. You just wait here a minute until after I’m gone, so your woman doesn’t get suspicious.  And hey, next time you’re passin’ through these parts, why don’t you stop in an’ see me again, huh, sugah?”

Jim nodded again.  

“Good boy.”

Carol sauntered out of the restroom, wearing only her skirt and bra.  Jim hoped that no one was watching as she left, but maybe people around here were used to seeing this kind of spectacle? Maybe no one cared that Carol did on the clock…? Well, as long as Nancy didn’t see her, that was the important thing.
He obeyed Carol’s instructions, waiting a full minute after the older woman left before he followed her out.

Nancy was waiting for him, a look of annoyance plastered across her face.  
“The food is late,” she said, “I hope that hussy doesn’t expect a good tip.”

Jim felt oddly elated despite Nancy’s mood.  “Oh, I think I’m definitely leaving a good tip,” he said.  He definitely thought he would be passing back this way again sometime soon.
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