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Messing With Authourity (WAM Adventures)

Also By Chuck Smart


Restaurant Review
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The restaurant was buzzing with the low hum of conversation, clinking cutlery, and the occasional burst of laughter. At a corner table, a brown-haired food vlogger set up his camera, adjusting the tripod so it perfectly framed his plate. He wore a casual blue tee shirt under a green-and-white checkered shirt, khaki jeans slightly creased from travel, and sneakers that had already seen a few streets’ worth of dust. He leaned forward with an exaggerated smile, speaking directly into the camera.

“I’ve been looking forward to this,” he said, gesturing to the steaming plate of pasta in front of him. “I’ve heard great things about this place, but let’s see if it lives up to the hype.”

As he lifted his fork and twirled the pasta, he took a dramatic bite. He chewed slowly, his face contorting. “Hmm... well,” he said, forcing a polite cough into his napkin. “I mean... it’s... edible, I guess. But honestly, the sauce is way too salty, and the pasta is overcooked. Really disappointing.”

From behind the counter, the waiter, a tall blond man wearing a sleek black shirt with gold accents and fitted black jeans, overheard the critique. His jaw tightened. “Excuse me,” he said sharply, striding over. “You think you’re some kind of food critic? Maybe you should learn how to appreciate a proper meal before running your mouth.”

The vlogger raised an eyebrow, leaning back and folding his arms. “Oh, come on. I’m just being honest. I give my viewers the truth. If this restaurant wants to be taken seriously, it needs to do better.”

The waiter’s eyes narrowed, and a flash of irritation crossed his face. “Honest, huh? Maybe you should worry less about your camera and more about your manners. I’ve seen better tasting food at a roadside diner than what you’re trying to pass off as cuisine.”

The vlogger’s cheeks flushed with indignation. “Excuse me? You don’t get to insult me just because I’m honest!” he snapped.

Without warning, the waiter grabbed a plate of breadsticks from a nearby cart and flicked one toward the vlogger, who ducked just in time. But the first attack had started a chain reaction. The vlogger grabbed a spoonful of mashed potatoes, flinging it toward the waiter’s chest. The potatoes splattered across the black-and-gold shirt, streaking it with creamy white.

“What the—!” the waiter exclaimed, shoving a small bowl of soup toward the vlogger. It tipped over, splashing orange broth across the blue tee shirt and checkered flannel. The vlogger yelped as the hot liquid soaked into his clothes, dripping down to his khaki jeans.

The fight escalated quickly. Plates of pasta, dollops of creamy sauces, globs of gravy, even dessert puddings flew through the air. The vlogger ducked under a flying slice of pizza, only to have a dollop of whipped cream land on his shoulder. Bits of scrambled eggs and ketchup streaked across his chest, the colors blending into a chaotic mess that clung to the fabric.

He wiped a smear of chocolate pudding from his cheek and saw the waiter, equally covered in remnants of the fight, standing with an upturned salad bowl in hand. “You think you’re funny?” the waiter spat, letting lettuce leaves and vinaigrette rain down on the vlogger’s lap.

The vlogger grinned, a mischievous spark lighting his eyes despite the sticky mess. “You know what? If we’re going down, we’re going down properly.” He grabbed a handful of spaghetti from a plate on the floor and launched it with precision. The noodles wrapped around the waiter’s neck and arms, slapping him with a mix of sauce and seasoning.

The waiter tried to retaliate with a pie, but the vlogger was ready. He dove to the side, sending the pie flying past and crashing against a nearby wall. Then, in one swift move, he grabbed a tray stacked with bowls of ice cream, flinging it so that the cold dessert splattered over the waiter’s hair, shoulders, and chest. The cold made the waiter yelp as sticky chocolate, strawberry, and vanilla smears clung to his shirt and jeans.

Finally, the vlogger lunged, grabbing the remaining breadsticks and softly but effectively flicking them at the waiter’s face. The waiter staggered back, laughing and groaning in frustration, finally raising his hands in mock surrender. The vlogger, panting and dripping with a mix of gravy, sauce, and ice cream, leaned back in his chair, triumphant.

“Lesson learned?” he said, flicking a stray bit of spaghetti off his shoulder. “Never underestimate the power of a vlogger with a messy arsenal.”

The waiter wiped a smear of pudding from his forehead, eyes wide. “Alright, alright,” he admitted, laughing despite himself. “You win... this time. But next time, don’t think I won’t be ready.”

The camera had been recording the entire time, capturing every splatter, every insult, every victorious smirk. The vlogger leaned forward, pointing at the lens. “And that, my viewers, is why you never provoke a vlogger during filming. Enjoy the chaos, and don’t try this at home!”

The restaurant was a disaster, the two men were drenched and sticky, and yet, somehow, both were laughing amid the mess of ketchup, ice cream, spaghetti, and whipped cream that decorated the air, the floor, and their ruined clothing.

The cozy diner smelled of sizzling bacon, fresh bread, and coffee that was still steaming from the pots behind the counter. In the middle of it all, a young food vlogger set up his camera, aiming to film his latest YouTube review. Brown hair tousled slightly, he wore a blue tee under a green-and-white check shirt and khaki jeans, looking casual but deliberate—every shot mattered.

“Alright, guys,” he said into the camera, gesturing to the plate in front of him, “today we’re trying the diner’s famous breakfast platter. Let’s see if it lives up to the
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