ROADTRIP

By

MAXOUT
Going down the checklist everything seemed to be in order.  Michelle had stocked the fridge and packed clothing, bedding, maps and books to read, while I had gassed up the RV, checked the fluid levels and the tires and had given the maps another cursory glance.  Yep, all ready to go; there was just one thing left to do before we hit the road, so, like good little soldiers, we filed upstairs into the master suite.

"Wanna flip to see who goes first?" the love of my life asked.

"I believe you have honors" I replied as I made a dramatic sweep of my arm, gesturing towards the bathroom scale.

"Fine, have it your way, you lecher!" she mocked exasperation.  "I know you just want to look anyway."

"Not just look" I raised one eyebrow.  "I thought you knew me better than that."

'Chelle grinned and then kicked off her flips, unsnapped and then unzipped her shorts before kicking them off as well, and then pulled her top up over her head to stand before me wearing nothing but a black lace bra and panty set.  Such a vision!  Her long wavy black hair falling gently past her shoulders, her equally black eyes glittering as she gave me a sideways look, tilting her head, and then gingerly stepped onto the scale.

I, of course, being the lecher that I am, and true to Michelle's earlier admonishing, took the opportunity to give her the once over.  All of five foot three with skin so soft and the color of a rich mocha she had been turning heads for years.  I remembered back to when I met her.  Such a voluptuous vixen.  A face like an angel and a body built for sin. She'd always possessed an hourglass figure, incredibly shapely legs that flared out to her perfectly rounded hips that were in exact proportion with her well endowed 34C chest.  She wasn't one of those buff, body builder types; she didn't have to be.  No, she was built for comfort, from the tips of her toes to her cascading locks.

Oh, and how all my friends were so jealous when I started making the rounds with this icon of pulchritude at my side.  They couldn't believe how a stiff like me could have been lucky enough to have landed such a beauty.  I still pinch myself every morning that I wake up next to such a terrific gal.  

It was kismet from the start.  We shared the same likes; same hobbies and fit together like the inner workings of a finely jeweled Swiss watch.  Yes indeed; the total package, 'Chelle and I.

I watched foggily, still with one foot back in dreamland as she absently put her hands to her tummy and pressed inwards as she bent to catch the LED.  My focus sharpened as I stared at her beautiful padded thighs and traced a path from there to her rounded buttocks, peaking out from below her panties. The slight curve of her belly was accentuated by the low V cut of her panties, hinting at her softness.  As she bent down I was momentarily mesmerized by the abundance of her breasts, threatening to overflow her bra; noticing too the way in which her flesh oozed over the sides.  

I felt my pulse quicken and a stirring at my groin.  Fucking A she was a vision!  How could any man contain himself?

"Well, aren't you going to write it down" I heard as if from far away.

I inwardly shook my head and made eye contact.  Michelle was wearing a bemused grin.  "Earth to Max, earth to Max, come in please" she chanted.  

I came up behind her and glanced over her shoulder saying, "I can't believe how beautiful you are."

"Yeah, right, keep saying it and maybe I'll believe you someday."

"'Tis true, every word" I whispered as my arm snaked around her soft middle.  "I didn't think it was possible to improve on perfection, but I swear that you get more gorgeous every day."

And I meant it too.  In the five years that Michelle and I have been married I've been in a constant state of bliss.  I just can't believe how absolutely beautiful she is and how she can, just by a glance, turn me on.  True enough, some of those same friends who were panting at 'Chelle like dogs in heat are now whispering that it's too bad that she's losing her figure.  Boy, they are so wrong.  She hasn't lost her figure, no, to the contrary she's finding it; not that she didn't have a great one to begin with, but now there's just more of it.  More of those viscous curves and more padding in all the right places.  RRRRRR.  

God she felt good, my hand drinking of her soft belly.  I glanced down at the LED, the crimson figures confirming that my voluptuous lady was now 145 pounds of pure loveliness.  Those 25 pounds she had gained in our five years of wedlock all seemed to have migrated to where they could be shown off to their best advantage.  

"Umm, yummy" I purred as my hand crept up to cup a breast.  

She let the hand tarry there for a moment and then brushed it away.  "I know what you're up to Buster!" she exclaimed.  "Think you can distract me with your little love dance, do ya?  Trying to get me all flustered so I forget the job at hand.  Now get that pencil and write it down in the logbook.  145 pounds!"

"Of perfection" I added.

"You really think so?" 'Chelle asked having a moment's doubt.  She gazed at her little belly and gave it a whack.  "You do think I'm sexy don't you?"

In response I pulled her back against me and breathed heavily into her ear "how about a little side trip into the bedroom and I'll give you a demonstration of just how sexy you are?"

Michelle leaned back against me, letting my hands adore her.  "Why sir, I do declare" she said in her best Scarlet O'Hara voice, "I do believe that you are indeed a man of your word."  She gyrated her hips slightly telling me that she was well aware of my state of arousal.

"Why, you just must be my biggest fan" she chortled.  "It must be hard to concentrate, what with all that blood rushing elsewhere" as she ground her lovely buttocks into my groin.

"Bedroom, now!" I panted and wrapped my arms around her more tightly.

"Not so fast Slugger" she warned.  "First things first.  I showed you mine, now you show me yours."

"Ah, but baby," I began to protest.

""C'mon sugar, it will only take a minute, then I promise, you can pillage me to your heart's desire."

Sounding dejected I whined "woman, you drive a hard bargain."

"But I'm worth it, right?"  she chimed in.  "Hurry up, you don't want to keep a girl waiting too long, she might lose interest."

I sighed and stepped away from her to remove my tennis shoes and socks.  I then stripped to my boxers, receiving appropriate catcalls from 'Chelle all the way and moved my six foot three frame onto the scale.

When we were married, 'Chelle a blushing bride of 25 and I, one year her senior, my physique was similar to David Bowie's during his "thin, white duke" period.  Long and lanky at 185 pounds, though I have to admit that David has a better voice.  During the last five years I've manage to put ten pounds of muscle on my frame, but at the same time also added another fifteen of flab . . . oops make that twenty as the LED is screaming 215 at me.  

I looked down at the unruly culprit; my gut beginning to ark out from my chest cavity as Michelle gives a whoop "215!  Whoa, big daddy.  Still feeling amorous?"

Well, no little surprise like this was going to crush my libido.  In fact, just looking at such a luscious prize further stiffened my resolve.  "Honey, prepare yourself for some serious lovin'.  I'm going to leave you gasping for breath and begging for more."

"Easy to say, harder to do" she chided.  "And just how are you going to accomplish this great feat?"

"Didn't I tell you that I worked my way through college as a towel boy in a brothel?  I learned quite a few tricks there I can assure you.  And if you're real nice I might share one with you."

"Ooh, I'm intrigued" Michelle replied, giving me the eye the way Samantha on Sex And The City would look over a perspective conquest.  She took her index finger and momentarily put it to her tongue before moving it down to her hips and making a sizzling sound.  "I've been told that I can be quite nice," she added as she turned her back to me and gave her ass a little shimmy before bounding off into the bedroom with me in hot pursuit.






**********

Later, much later, we laid as two sweaty spoons, sated and spent and so much in love.  My arm resting perfectly in the cove of her torso, my fingers soaking up her pliant belly.  Heat was still radiating from Michelle's body, and the layer of sweat made her plush skin seem all the more soft and velvety.

We stayed in our little cocoon of bliss awhile longer and then 'Chelle broke the silence by murmuring "I'm so glad you spent all that time at the brothel, but you know, we really should make an effort to get a move on.  The open road awaits."

"Umm" I sighed, "but don't you think the detour was worth it?  I know I do."

"You don't hear me complaining do you?" She replied.  "The only problem is, I don't know how you do it, but after we make love you always make me hungry."

"What a concept" I smiled as my hand moved to her curved hip and lightly grabbed her, my fingers sinking into her luscious flesh.  "A fine example of our lovemaking" I declared and then moved my hand to cup her belly as it gently puddled on the sheets, "and this, and this" as I moved my hand up to her lovely breasts.  "My my, I think we may be creating a masterpiece.  What shall we call it, the icon of love?"

Michelle giggled and then slapped my hand away.  "I'm serious.  You've gone and made me hungry.  Now what are you going to do about it?"

I thought for a moment and then rose from her side.  "Madame, I adjourn to the kitchen to prepare for you my famous Kraft Macaroni & Cheese.  Prepare your tastebuds for an unparalleled taste sensation."

"Yumm" she said enthusiastically.  "I knew I could count on you.  Now, why don't you get the water boiling and then come back up here and I'll scrub your back."

"Such a deal" I added before turning and heading down the stairs.






**********

Needless to say we got a late start on our roadtrip.  But that was ok.  Hell, it was better than ok.  Any time I get to join as one soul with such a wonder is just fine by me.

Eventually though we did manage to make it out of the house, though I was sorely tempted yet again as we showered.  Good thing I had the water boiling and 'Chelle was hungry, otherwise yowie.  

We finally redressed and headed into the kitchen where we fed each other heaping spoonfuls of macaroni straight from the pot, giggling with glee all the while.

It was after ten a.m. before the rig hit US 395 on its way north to US 50.  We headed east, out into the nothing while Paul Simon's "All Gone To Look For America" resounded in my head.  We were headed east, wanting to see and experience some parts of the old American west.  A vague travelogue outlined things we wanted to see, but we were under no specific deadline where we had to be in a certain locale at any certain time.

We had chosen this class C motorhome for just this purpose.  Large enough to be comfortable in case we called it a day in the middle of nowhere, and yet small enough to be maneuverable, allowing us the freedom to do and go wherever we wanted.

It was just after twelve when we drove through Fallon, which had too much of a strip mall feeling to it, so we pressed on, seeking something a bit more eccentric and authentic.

About an hour later, after traveling through some bleak and yet beautiful country we were advised that the next town we would be passing through was Eureka.  Now highway 50 has often been called "the loneliest highway in America" and moving through these long, flat valleys surrounded by distant rolling hills, with nothing but rabbit and sagebrush around for miles one could hardly argue.  So it was a welcome sight indeed when we saw the sign welcoming us to Eureka, dubbed "The friendliest town on the loneliest highway".

Yes!  This was more of the flavor we were looking for.

A quaint, small township consisting of the main street (highway 50) and two or three side streets of only three or four blocks in length, I guessed the population to be slightly under five hundred. Most of the buildings lining the roadway were circa 1920.  Old stucco storefronts with large plate glass windows buttressed by simple awnings.  We pulled down a side street and parked beside a lovely small clapboard sided church, its white paint cool and appealing as it hunkered in the shade of a bushy tree, away from the unrelenting sun.  

We sauntered across the gravel street to the highway junction and then traversed up the street to one of the aforementioned storefronts that welcomed us with a sign advertising "the best grub on highway 50".  How could we go wrong?  We gave each other a smile and a shrug and walked in, the tinkling of bells activated by the movement of the front door, announced our arrival.

In the diffused light we could see several wood carved booths along the far wall and a couple of fifties vintage chrome and Formica tables in the center of the room.  The chairs were also chrome, the seats covered in a faded red vinyl.  Overhead a hanging fan noisily gyrated, slowly moving the slightly warm air and bringing the heavenly smells wafting out of the kitchen.  Michelle's stomach gave an acknowledging rumble as a tall, heavyset woman in her late fifties emerged from behind the back counter with an apron and a smile.

"Welcome folks" she beamed.  "Sit where ya please, we don't stand on ceremony here."

We decided on one of the booths, noticing that there were only three other customers in the establishment; an older gentleman, seated against the back wall reading USA Today while spooning mouthfuls of a hearty soup, and two younger gents who looked to be construction workers of some sort, both chowing down heartily on some kind of stew.

"Looks good" I gestured to our waitress.

"Yep, that it is.  It's the house special Yankee pot roast.  We serve it with carrots, potatoes and peas with a thick brown gravy. Names Emma, by the bye.  Y'all just passing through?" she gave a serious snort of a laugh, "not likely you'd be doin' much else now is there? I guess the better question would be where ya from and where ya headed?"

Michelle took up the challenge.  "We're from a town a ways south of Carson.  Planning on making it to Ely by tonight, then ultimately into Utah, Bryce Canyon and the like.  That pot roast sounds great to me, Max, what about you?"

"You know Emma, that roast does sound good, but we like to share, that way we get to sample more tastes.  What else do you recommend?"  I asked.

"Well, I've been told we've got a pretty darned good chicken fried steak.  Comes with biscuits and a real nice country gravy.  Gotta warn ya though, there both pretty big meals, your wife being such a little thing and all."

"Oh don't worry about me not doing my fair share." Michelle quipped.  "I've got a real big appetite."

Emma gave a great guffaw that shook her immense belly.  "Now that's what I like to hear.  Too many of you young folks spend all your time counting them calories and you never get around to tasting all the good stuff that nature gives us."

"Well that's what we're here for" I gave Emma a wink.

She gave us another hearty laugh before turning back to the kitchen.

As promised the grub was wonderful and satisfying, the kind of fare you just didn't see in a fancy restaurant.  A cross between diner cuisine and home cooking that we consumed with relish, sopping up the excess gravy with those fabulous home cooked biscuits.  'Chelle and I shared equally, each feeding the other in between bites of our own meals.

As we finally pushed our cleaned plates away and sat back from the table patting our stuffed tummies, our hostess approached our tables, looked over the damage and smiled.  "I hope you youngin's left enough room for some home style apple pie."

Michelle and I both groaned and then gave each other the look.  "I suppose we could share a piece" I grunted.  "With ice-cream?"

"Now it ain't a proper apple pie unless there's ice-cream" Emma beamed.  "I'll get you a nice big slice and two forks."

She wasn't kidding.  The slice must have been half a pie, big enough for two gigantic scoops of vanilla bean ice cream on top.  The concoction was so heavenly that, even though we were thoroughly stuffed, we found ourselves fighting over the last bite.

We paid the way too small bill, gave Emma an extremely generous tip, thanked her profusely, and waddled out the door holding our swollen bellies and smiling from ear to ear.  All in all an auspicious start to our trip.






**********

We settled back into our seats, fastened the belts around our inflated middles, gave each other a heartfelt giggle, and headed out east as the sun slipped lower and lower behind us.  We moved through waves of nothingness broken only by the occasional town, some only as large as a combination general store and gas station; The kind where if you blink you miss them.  Even so there is a certain serenity to the high desert.  Bleak yes, but if you look closely you can see the beauty there.  All the variety of small plants and bushes, each with there own distinct bit of faded color and flower.  One can easily think of the desert as a dead place, echoes of Death Valley and the like, but in truth it is very much alive.

We were mesmerized by the haunting beauty that passed by our windows in a seemingly endless stream of sameness until, just as the sun was painting the mountains ahead of us brilliant shades of gold and rust, we arrived in Ely.  We found the RV Park we were looking for on the outskirts of town after passing through a varying array of 30's through 50's style housing interspersed with newer strip malls and fast food joints.  We hurridly hooked up the shore power, brought out the lounge chairs and enjoyed the sun's last bit of finger-painting over glasses of Chardonnay on ice.  We toasted our good fortune and our love and then slipped inside for a bit of languorous gentle lovemaking, our bellies still rather full from our lunch to end all lunches only four hours before.

After a time we decided that we should at least check out what this odd, seemingly disjointed small city had to offer, so we hiked over to the park office and asked the attendant where all the locals went for a good meal; explaining that by good we didn't mean expensive.

"Well there's Luigi's.  That is if you like Italian" was her sort of non-committal reply.

"As if there's anyone who doesn't" was Michelle's quick retort.

This seemed to break the ice with the attendant, who went on to give us several choices and then told us that if we liked lasagna, to which Michelle again used her retort, then Luigi's was still the place to go.

We received directions, unhooked the RV and headed into town.  We found Luigi's on the north-south axis of the main street.  A brown brick storefront with expansive red lettering on the large front window proclaiming "Luigi's, best pasta this side of Italy".  Hmm, best grub, best pasta; 'Chelle and I were on a roll.

We entered into a redbrick cave of arches and latticework with grapeleaves snaking through.  We expected to see the old style red checkered tablecloths and the bottle of Chianti wrapped in straw being used as a candle holder and were only mildly disappointed to see white linen and tea candles.  A dark haired girl in her early twenties magically appeared from around a corner and took her position behind the small counter that abutted the entrance.  "Table for two?" she questioned.

"Please" I replied.

She led us to a table at the far end of the restaurant, past a half full room of patrons all greedily sucking pasta. Our hostess was of medium height and medium build and by her dark hair I surmised that she was of Italian descent.  "A family run restaurant?" I asked as we were seated.

"Yeah, my dad's the chef and my mom and my sisters work tables.  Anna will be your waitress, she's a year older than me."

"How delightful!" Michelle grinned, winking at me.  Yes, we had found another pearl.

After a short perusal of the menu we were graced with the presence of Anna, the same dark hair and the same height as her sister, the same features and sparkling eyes, but of a much more voluptuous figure.  Her short waitress dress showing off her comely, sturdy legs and her wide hips while the top buttons on her white peasants blouse strained to contain her abundant décolletage.  

"Hi, I'm Anna and I'll be serving you this evening" she began.  "Dad's got one special tonight and it's really good.  It's penne in a white wine cream sauce with nutmeg and rosemary, with pancetta and peas" she gushed.  

It sounded wonderful, and it was easy to see how she had acquired her zaftig figure, as it was obvious that she enjoyed her father's cooking.

"I'll try the penne" I ordered, "and I've heard that your lasagna is famous.  Is it as good as we're told?"

"Oh, you bet!" Anna beamed. "It's kinda like the house special.  Sausage and olives and mushrooms baked between layers of noodles with a good red sauce mixed with béchamel.  And no ricotta.  Dad uses a little of mozzarella and then sprinkles reggiano on top.  It's to die for!"

I let out a laugh.  "Well who can refuse such a resounding recommendation?  Honey, sound good to you?"

Michelle nodded so I recounted "Then it's settled.  One penne and one lasagna with a bottle of the house red."

Anna bustled off to place our order, her wide hips swishing in pursuit.  She returned a short time later with a carafe of a passable red table wine. Nothing to write home about, but I didn't expect, nor could we afford a Brunello di Montalcino, this being three hundred miles in any direction from any kind of major city.

We sipped and conversed, marking that Luigi's did a pretty smart business, what with it being over half full on a weeknight and it being fairly late in the day to boot.  We soon discovered why as pungent, heavenly smells proceeded the arrival of Anna and our suppers.  Our mouths watered as we took in the lovely aroma oozing from our plates.  We could hardly wait to dig into what we were sure was going to be a culinary treasure, but had the fortitude to wait until the meal cooled off a tad.  Finally I speared a piece of pancetta, wrapped it around a bit of penne and swirled it in the sauce before bringing it cautiously to Michelle's mouth.  She closed her eyes and demurely opened her mouth to accept the morsel.  She sucked in her lips, chewed slowly and swallowed.

"Oh my god" she exclaimed, "that's awesome!  Just the right mix of cream and nutmeg.  And there's something else; a touch of anise I think."

"Really?" I voiced, "Hmm, let me see."  So I eagerly placed a mouthful on my tongue and swallowed.  

"Yes, you're right, it is anise.  How inspired!  And you're right, it is wonderful.  I bet the lasagna is just as fabulous.  Give me a taste."

And so it went through a tasty and filling meal, each of us oohing and aahing as we devoured the hearty portions, and then completing the meal with two scoops of what could be loosely called "gelato": more of a glorified berry ice-cream, but satisfying none the less.  Our bellies were full, the food had been fantastic, what more could we ask for?

We made it back to our campsite and fell asleep in each other's arms, our bloated bellies melting into one round depository of fat.  All in all a wonderful day.






**********

I awoke the next morning to the smell of eggs and bacon cooking.  Michelle was manning the small stove in the rig, expertly flicking the utensils as she flipped the omelets, wearing nothing but an oversized tee shirt that came down to the middle of her luscious thighs and clung to her breasts and still slightly swollen tummy.  I was instantly aroused as I watched her breasts wobble as she moved the skillet to better center the flame.  

"Hello gorgeous" I uttered from the bed.

"You're just saying that 'cause I'm cooking" 'Chelle answered back.

"Hmm, breakfast in bed" I panted and then looking down at the sheets opined "how about desert first, there's quit a tent thing going on here in the sheets."

"We're almost ready" Michelle grinned.  "No reason we can't eat while we're having foreplay."  

She turned off the burner, flipped the omelets onto a plate, placed the strips of bacon beside them and then pulled her shirt over her head to serve me au natural.  I barely tasted what I was eating as I was so overcome by her beauty, her belly soft and puffy, her breasts so round and full; and Michelle was equally as hot and bothered.  We rapidly crammed the meal into our gullets and then got down to some serious lovemaking, rubbing our tummies and fondling every roll and bulge in the process. How was it possible for two people to love each other this much?  It was truly a miracle and we both knew it, laughing and holding each other and praying the moment would never stop.






**********

We spent the day seeing the sights in the surrounding area, hiking along a winding river to where a small waterfall fell into a deep pool, and then driving out to an old abandoned mining site where we had a picnic lunch of turkey sandwiches on farmers bread with mayo and honey mustard, accompanied by pickles, tomatoes and salt and vinegar potato chips, with nectarines for desert.

We then took a short drive to the Lehman Caves, where we did a bit of spelunking through the limestone caverns, winding our way around stalactites and stalagmites, in awe of the natural beauty.  Resurfacing several hours later we treated ourselves to a couple of polish dogs and Pepsi's at the small kiosk at the entrance to the caves before making the forty five minute drive back to our campsite where we sat in our lounge chairs and enjoyed conversation and cosmopolitans in the late afternoon glow.

Feeling adventurous we decided on Chinese for the evenings repast.  We found the Golden Dragon at the end of a small strip mall.  Nondescript as so many Chinese restaurants are, we entered the too bright fluorescent-lit room and made our way to a small table for two.  An equally nondescript meal followed, although I will admit that the barbecued pork chow fun was pretty good.  The potstickers, hot and sour soup and Kung pao shrimp were so-so at best.  I guess that the fare could be best described as Americanized Chinese.  No, not quite chop suey, but more in the generic, sweet and sour pork kind of tradition.  Odd since the family preparing our meal were Chinese.  Perhaps they were just toning down the meal for their clientele, or perhaps, as Michelle so succinctly put it "just because you're Chinese doesn't make you a great cook."

After the meal, as it was still light out, we decided to walk around a bit of the old town, getting a feeling for the town's development from post WW1 outpost to New Deal renaissance and later to the more modern strip malls of capitalism run rampant.  America lost, found and somehow lost again, yet still harboring enough reality to get by.  Michelle commented that perhaps all these strip malls and supermarkets were the real America now, replacing the town square with its bandstand and shade trees so typical of Rockwellian Americana.

"Perhaps you're right, but I'd like to think that we can have it both ways; both convenience and tradition.  Towns and small cities where you can get what you want, and yet aren't hemmed in by zero lot lines and traffic snarls.  I mean, this town isn't so bad.  Sure, there are too many strip malls for my taste, but at least you can find the things you need here."

As if to emphasize my point we turned a corner and there came the welcoming marquee of a Baskin-Robbins.  We laughed out loud as we entered and each ordered a triple scoop sundae, proving once again that an hour after eating Chinese, you are indeed hungry again.






**********

The following morning we rose early and made a quick detour into town where we found a delightful bakery.  Choosing a sticky bun, bear claw, apple turnover and cinnamon roll, we moved back to the RV and hit the road, Michelle serving up a rich mocha to go with our breakfast treats.  We were soon leaving Nevada, breaking off of highway 50 and entering Utah at a one-horse town called Garrison.  From there we traversed over thin mountains and long flat valleys, only to repeat the performance, over hill and through valley; like déjà vu all over again.  All very old west in feel; the prairie-like valleys with hills sharply peaked like sharks teeth atop a gum line of high plateaus.  

As we crested our fifth or sixth set of lookalike hills we witnessed a miraculous vision.  In the valley below us, instead of more brown was a sea of deep green.  As we descended we discovered that we had entered a fertile valley and that hay and alfalfa had been planted in abundance.  As we crossed into the valley we turned southward following the path of a small river that sat in the shadow of the next set of hills.  Keeping our southward tack for another ten miles we entered a small gap in the approaching hills where, nested tightly into the hills stood Minesville, a series of stand-alone buildings dating back to the forties and fifties.  At the far end of the main street, where it met the mountains, a small squat building served notice as the administrative center.  In front of this authoritative building was a small grassy park with benches and a small children's area with a slide and roundabout.  

We parked adjacent to the park and walked aimlessly down the main street, past an old movie theatre with its protruding marquee and old style ticket window.  I half expected the theatre to be called the Bijou.  Next door to the theatre was a coin op laundry, which kind of dispelled the idea that we had been transported back to the forties or had arrived on the set of Back To The Future.  

What we did find however was an old style soda fountain with tuck and roll red leather booths adorned with the remote juke box players where you could flip through pages of records and then punch in your selection on the plastic simulated ivory keys below.  This was no Johnny Rocket cheap imitation, no sir.  This was the real deal, time worn yet lovingly maintained, full of polished chrome and the smell of grease.  

Our stomachs rumbled as we ordered bacon cheeseburgers, fries and chocolate malts.  The burgers arrived tall and rare on sesame seed, opposite the second half of the bun piled high with tomato, onion and lettuce.  Surrounding this architectural marvel was a sea of thin crisp french fries, lightly salted.  Our malts arrived in traditional soda fountain glasses, thin at the bottom and flaring out at the top.  Long spoons and straws were inserted into the thick frosted ice cream garnished by a generous wave of whipped cream.  Of course we also received the sweating metal mixing container that held the rest of our malts.  Pure heaven.  Michelle gave me a grin that I swore was going to split her mouth in two.  She smothered her fries in ketchup, slapped some onto her burger, added some mayo from the jar on the table and slammed the two halves together before opening her mouth up even further to take a healthy bite, grease and ketchup running down the side of her mouth to her beautiful chin.  

I sat in rapture absently gnawing on fries as bite by bite the burger was reduced from the monstrous entity that could barely be contained by both of Michelle's small hands to a more normal size burger typical of any fast food joint.  'Chelle finally came up for air, dotted her cheeks with her napkin and took a big slurp of her malt.

"Good huh?" I noticed.

"Beyond good" she replied, mouth full of fries.  "God, I can't believe I'm so hungry.  I've been eating like a horse for over two days now, but I swear, it all tastes so good."

I took a big bite from my burger and had to agree.   I took another bite as our waitress, an anorexic looking teenaged blonde, flittered by and asked us if we were enjoying the meal.  No kidding, what gave her the first clue?  Our mouths full, we both nodded in the affirmative and continued to imbibe, making small talk in between slurps.

We fed each other the last of our fries, as our bellies were once again full to bursting.  Still, even in this condition we just had to share that yummy looking piece of chocolate cream pie that was sitting on display under the rounded glass on the counter.

Heading back to the car arm in arm 'Chelle groaned "I swear I'm about to burst".

I patted her distended belly, "Nonsense, there's plenty of room left in there."

"Not without adding another wing" she replied and then gave a little squeal as I gave her padded ass a good squeeze and helped her into the RV where we held onto a long passionate kiss before taking our seats and heading southeast once again.






********** 

For the next several hours it was more of the same; long flat valleys bisected with thin ranges of mountains on either side.  Up, down, up down we went until we made a turn onto highway 12 and headed, after a brief tour down highway 15, east towards the town of Bryce.  Bryce was another of those seemingly isolated townships lost in the 50's.  We took our time cruising through it, but knew that far more impressive sights awaited us one half hour further.  We proceeded southward on a flat plain for a spell and then turned eastward yet again.  After about five miles of flat nothingness we all of a sudden came to a hilly region and wonderland.  Called the Red Canyon, it lived up to its name.  Made of a red clay sedimentary rock, the canyon rose gently from the valley floor, carved into intricate shapes by the elements.  We stopped at a little turnout and walked along the outskirts for a quarter mile, taking in the rough terrain and fantasy landscape that reminded us both of the Big Thunder Railroad roller coaster ride at Disneyland.  Michelle wondered if it was a case of life imitating art, or vice versa.  I told her that it was too much of a coincidence and that good old Walt, or whoever had designed the ride (remembering that the original "train" ride went back to the sixties) must have visited this region to get his inspiration. 

We gawked at the formations and wondered at the deep, rich red color, knowing that immense rivers had flooded this area thousands of years ago and the clay deposits had then solidified under water when the basin had become a great lake.  Nature can create such wonders, and we were both thankful that we had been allowed to see it untouched by the hands of man.

With a smile on our faces we climbed back into the rig and followed the canyon until we hit another flat plateau.  We then turned off of highway 12 to the right as the signs indicated the way to Bryce Canyon National Park.  

We checked in at the RV Park, a wonderful shaded expanse on the banks of a small lake, and then headed south into the park, racing the sunset.  We arrived at sunset point in plenty of time to catch the astounding view of the panoramic amphitheater and sat in wonder as the setting sun caste shadows and changed the colors and dimensions of the countless hoodoos.  We held hands and 'Chelle put her head on my shoulder as we watched nature perform her nightly show.  The view changed every five minutes as the shadows and reddening sky made the hoodoos appear and then disappear, like looking through a camera as you change aperture settings.

When the sun finally set, announcing that our show was through for the night, we reluctantly gave up our post at canyon's edge and headed back to our site.  As I hooked up the rig for the evening 'Chelle perused the healthy wad of papers and information given to us as we entered the grounds.  When I came inside she had a mischievous look in her eyes.

"You're never going to believe this" she breathed.

"What?" I questioned; knowing it must be something good for her to be smiling so.

"You know the restaurant just down the street - at Ruby's Inn? Well guess what; they have a buffet!"

"You've got to be kidding" I exclaimed, for a moment not quite believing our luck.  "This place must be heaven on earth" I opined.

"You may be right" Michelle concurred.  "Just let me change into something loose and then let's go eat!"

"I second that" I said as I threw my arms around her.  "Are we having fun yet?"

"Honey" she beamed, "I think I'll be booking this tour again!"

We dressed quickly, me in a pair of slacks and a pullover shirt and Michelle in a brown knit ensemble, which may have once been loose fitting but now was pleasantly caressing her swelling body in a love embrace like a second skin.  

"Yumm, you look marvelous," I said giving her the once over.

"Down cowboy, you have to wine and dine me first, remember?"  She chided.

"Small price to pay to be in the company of such a vision" I replied

"You silver tongued devil you" 'Chelle laughed as she took my arm and we made the short walk towards Ruby's Steak House and Buffet.

We soon discovered that this was not your typical idea of a buffet.  Sure, there was the long L shaped table, laden with foodstuffs, but the fare was not what you'd expect at a buffet at all.  We were amazed at the variety and filled our first plate just with salad stuff.  There was Pad Tai noodles, macaroni salad, potato salad, traditional greens and then every kind of topping you could think of.  Croutons, cheese, tomatoes, beans, corn, beets, cucumbers, you name it.  We both made a serious mountain on our plates and then smothered it with a sinfully creamy sour cream ranch dressing.

After downing our "healthful" part of the meal we both made the trek to the buffet table to return with large bowls of a hearty beef barley soup, not just some broth with the occasional piece of beef, but a rich, thick soup, probably thickened with corn starch, in which half a cow worth of beef lay swimming amongst a harvest of barley.  Oof, you could make a meal out of just this soup alone, but we both had put on the feedbag and had other plans.

A plate of prime rib bones, smothered in barbecue sauce, and then pork in teriyaki, rib eye steak smothered with onions and mushrooms, legs and thighs of fried chicken and then pounded chicken breasts, breaded to perfection, deep fried and then smothered in a thick country gravy. Brisket of beef in a thick brown gravy with pearl onions and carrots and finally, baby back ribs, hickory smoked until the meat was falling off the bones with just a hint of a whiskey based sauce seared into the meat.  

We accumulated a fine stack of plates, 'Chelle and I, and honesty I couldn't even begin to tell you which were hers and which were mine.  All I do know is that we were both eating machines, and it seemed that Michelle was doing a superb job keeping up with me.  There must have been ten plates on the side of the table and enough bones for half a cow and a whole pig before we both looked up at each other and laughed at the smeared grease and barbecue sauce on our faces.

"Wow" I sighed, "I can't believe I ate the whole thing".

"Oh baby" Michelle exclaimed.  "I've been full before, but never like this."  She looked down at her lap and muttered "oh my god".

I glanced her way but my x-ray vision couldn't see through the table.  I took a quick glance at my own belly, straining the button of my pants and figured that she must be sporting quite a belly as well.  Thus I was on the horns of a dilemma.  Should I partake of the ice cream machine for a polishing off sundae, or should I just race home to better witness Michelle in her "preggers" state.  I figured that gluttony was going to win, but to be fair I decided to let Michelle decide.

"How about some ice cream?" I asked.  "I noticed just about every topping under the sun, and three flavors of ice cream.  What do ya say?"

"I don't think I could eat another bite" she moaned, leaning back and placing a hand on her belly.  But then her beautiful mischievous look came over her.  "But I'm willing to try."

We both rose gingerly, straining to rise and I got a good glimpse of 'Chelle's belly as she waddled towards the ice cream dispenser.  Wow, what a belly!  She looked 6 months pregnant as her tummy jutted out, straining the stretchy knit material and parting the top from the pants, exposing a lovely roll around her midsection.  Damn, maybe I'd made the wrong choice.  I wanted to lay her across the buffet table and take her right there, pile driving into that swollen belly, her legs flailing in the air.  

Ok, put those thoughts away boy.  She'll still be there in a half an hour, so you can have your cake and eat it too.  Still, I wanted so badly to put my arms around that large expanse and let my fingers do the walking so badly that I forgot all about the slightly uncomfortable feeling in my own swollen gut.  Ah, the wonders of pure lust.

We both got heaping bowls of desert, varying the different flavors with different toppings in the equivalent of what must have been a five-scoop sundae.  I popped open the button to my slacks and pulled down my shirt, giving my belly a chance to expand without restriction as I continued to pile in the fattening food.  Michelle ate a couple of scoops of ice cream and then dabbled at the rest, trying vainly to finish off the meal, but finally admitting defeat.  She sat back, hands on her belly and watched as I made my way through the immense sundae, finally resorting to stirring the melting balance together and placing the bowl to my lips, drank it down like a milk shake.

Impressed by my culinary prowess, Michelle gave a quiet clap and then giggled.  "Why sir" she again used her Scarlet O'Hara voice, "I do declare, you are a man of great and many appetites.  Whatever is a poor girl to do to satisfy such hunger?"

"I'm sure we'll think of something" I purred.  "How about you let me run my hands over that luscious belly of yours for starters?"

"Why this little ol' thing" she patted her tummy and then grinned.  "Perhaps I misspoke when I called it little.  God, I do declare I've swallowed a beach ball. You don't think I've gone too far now do you?"

"Frankly Scarlet" I did my lame Rhett Butler, "if you were any sexier I'd be obliged to place your lovely ass right here on this table and let the other patrons watch."

"Why, you uncouth barbarian!" She exclaimed.  "My mother always told me to watch out for men like you." And then she paused for comic timing.  "Thank god I've found one" she finished.

After a hearty laugh we paid our bill and somehow managed to waddle back to our campsite, bellies in the lead.

Once safely back in our mobile boudoir I somehow managed to kneel in front of Michelle, my volumnous middle making my balance precarious, as I ever so slowly peeled off her knit pants.  Her belly was so stretched that I was sure that the elastic band would break any second now and her gut would spill out and overwhelm me.  Her engorged tummy fairly glistened and seemed as hard and smooth as a bowling ball as it protruded out from her tiny french cut panties.  I let my fingers wander over the warm hardness, taking in her belly's abundant roundness as my fingers slowly snaked upwards taking with them the knit top.  'Chelle reached down and pulled the top up over her head and then let her hands drop to stroke my hair as my fingers continued to caress.  Michelle then placed her arms behind her and unclasped her bra, reaching back around forward to extricate herself from the confining contraption.  Successful, her full mammaries rested atop her burgeoning shelf of belly, forming a little puddle where breast met belly.  My god, this was a vision I'd never seen before!  I could imagine her belly continuing to swell, rising to meet her lovely breasts and pushing them ever so slowly out to the sides as they searched for a space to hang.  Oh goddess, how I love thee and how fantastic you look!

I brought my lips to her belly and began a series of gentle kisses, followed by letting my tongue taste her sweetness and then lightly nibbled her spherical expanse.  'Chelle's breathing became shallower and quicker, panting, her hard protruding belly rocking with every breath.  She collapsed to her knees and fumbled with my zipper, my own billowing belly making the task all the more difficult.  I stretched backwards as she pulled off my pants and boxers, her other hand on my mountainous belly.  Lying back I could scarcely see her head over my belly's horizon, but my senses told me exactly where she was.  

After a moment she struggled to move her middle heavy body around so that we laid inverted, side by side, her full thighs lovingly wrapped around my head as my tongue began to pleasure her while her mouth was still engaged with my cock.  Soon the heat became too intense and she crawled over my immense belly and turning, straddled my hips with her knees as she slowly lowered herself, her soft ass compressing into my pelvis.  She bent slightly forward, her Buddha belly colliding with my own jutting expanse, her ponderous breasts swaying sexily in rhythm to her slow gyrations, her long wavy locks plastered against the sweat oozing from her forehead.  Still, gleaming out from behind the curtain of her hair, two intense dark eyes glittered, their radiant hunger burning a hole through my soul. Just before I was transported to Nirvana I caught a glimpse of Michelle's eyes rolling up into the back of her skull before she too closed her eyes and joined me in never-never land.  The intensity of our spasming was overwhelming and seemed to go on for days; an endless electrical charge that was frying every synapse until it seemed that there was nothing left of our corporeal selves. We had been burned clean, down to our true essence, feeling nothing but one soul, complete and whole in our shared spirit; one heart, one lust, one love.






**********

We could have died that night and passed on with our souls fulfilled.  We had experienced all we could have ever hoped and dreamed of; been offered a gift that all humans seek but few ever find.  

I cried that night, unable to contain the immense feelings of love that existed between 'Chelle and I.  The experience was too beautiful for words and Michelle, wondrous creature that she is, understood and held me ever tighter, as if promising me that she'd never let go.






**********

We awoke the next morning well after sunup; still feeling sated in every sense of the word.  Remarkably our bellies had managed to shrink down to almost normal size, though we both felt and looked a bit puffy.  

We perused the Bryce Canyon map over coffee and store-bought pastry, neither of us feeling particularly hungry, but knowing that, as we planned to do some hiking, that sustenance was probably a good idea.  We donned our hiking gear, me in a pair of jeans that somehow seemed way to tight on me, a sleeveless tee-shirt and my hiking boots, and Michelle in a pair of tight cut-offs that were so tight on her that the metal from the zipper was exposed due to her belly straining at the fabric.  She completed the ensemble with a little red halter top, her breasts absorbing most of the material, leaving a fair amount of her puffy belly uncovered as it seemed to lap up over her shorts in a bulbous inner tube of jelly.  My oh my but she looked heaven sent, so luxuriously soft and pudgy and so incredibly sexy.

We drove out to Farview Point, an outcropping at the end of the world.  Sitting at 9,500 feet the vista stretched out forever.  On a clear day, and this was one, you could see out for over two hundred miles, capturing all the wonder and glory of what is called the grand staircase.  Imagine if you will a series of multicolored plateaus, each one a bit higher than the one before, escalating up, indeed, like a staircase.  

We stood in awe for a long time, staring out at nature's majesty, seeing the mighty Colorado river basin and the north rim of the Grand Canyon way off in the distance and realizing that we were looking at objects that were in the next state.

Eventually we hopped back aboard our vehicle and traversed back down the mountain, stopping at several turnouts to witness the bizarre rock formations that jutted up out of a natural basin called the amphitheater.  The cliffs worn by eons of erosion into all kinds of imaginative shapes, made even more spectacular by the differing layers of strata; not just by showing off the myriad of colors, but by their different densities and hardness giving the hoodoos some impossible looking shapes. In many instances what you had was a large layer of harder white rock perched atop a narrow layer of softer red rock.  Time eroding the underneath supporting rock more rapidly than the larger formation on top of it so that many of the hoodoos seemed to defy the laws of physics.

Passing a natural bridge 80 feet high and probably 50 feet across we made our way down to Sunrise Point where we were to begin our hike.  We paused at the head of the trail at the top of the amphitheater to look down at the countless jumble of hoodoos beneath us imagining that we were looking down into a large fish tank, the bottom littered with all these intricate rock formations for the fishes to swim around.

For the next several hours it was Michelle and I who were those little fishes as we climbed down into the fishbowl and then meandered around the hoodoos that towered overhead.  It was like we were in our own fairyland, the illusion only occasionally interrupted by the occasional hiker.  The hike was not overly strenuous except for that we were doing it at 9,000 feet above sea level and the air was rather thin.  At some point we stopped for a bit of water and an apple and I was mesmerized by the way in which Michelle's' huffing and puffing was affecting the inner tube around her middle.  It was folding in and out, rolling out over her shorts and then fading back in line, each time it rolled out threatening to burst the overtaxed button of her cut-offs until it lapped over, releasing the pressure.  Yumm, what a sight!  I was going to have to deal with that when we got back to camp for sure!

All through the rest of the morning and well into the afternoon we hiked the various trails that snaked their way through the basin.  Finally we faced the hardest part, climbing back up to the rim of the canyon, pausing again at the top to trace what we could see of the trails we had just journeyed over.  We both smiled, knowing that we had just experienced something very unique, and we were grateful that we lived in an age where we could access such wonders.  It was amazing to me that this wonderland had not even been officially discovered until after the turn of the 20th century.  I assumed that in the last ten years more people witnessed the grandeur than in the previous thousands of years of its existence.  You start thinking about time and then wonder what the canyon must have looked like back two or three hundred years ago, imagining some migratory Indian tribe coming across it, and then wondering what the elements will do to it over the next hundred years.

Our hearts gladdened and feeling uniquely energized we drove back to the campground, stopping beside the registration complex to shower the red dust off our sweaty bodies.  Feeling clean in mind and body we then drove to our campsite, hooked up the shore power and settled in for a long, slow bit of lovemaking.  We lay together in body and mind for some time, gently touching and feeling, speaking not with our tongues but with our fingers; saying all that needed to be said.  Another perfect day in a series of perfect days, we enjoyed our lazy lovemaking, each slow deep movement seemingly heightened, each touch sending delicious sensations through both the giver and the recipient.  Upon final release we both shuddered and then sighed before drifting off into a dreamless sleep, our bodies and souls still entwined; not needing to dream for we were living a dream more beautiful and vivid than anything an imagination could concoct.

When I awoke the sun had already set and as my eyes came into focus the first thing I saw was Michelle's dark eyes, sparkling in her beautiful face, gazing lovingly down at me, her shiny dark hair back lit by a dull yellow light.  She looked like an angel, and in fact that was exactly how I thought of her; my angel of love and light.

"'Bout time you woke up" she chided with a bemused smirk crossing her luscious lips.  "A woman could starve to death waiting for Rip Van Winkle to arise from his 40 year nap."

"Ok, ok, so you wore me out.  There, does that make you happy?"

"It sure did" she chuckled.  "But you've got to get a move on, remember what I told you; making love always makes me hungry."

"How can I forget?" I said as I grabbed her hips and pulled her down on top of me. As her body melted into mine I reveled in her softness and whispered in her ear "feels like we've been making a lot of love" and then gave a padded butt cheek a gentle whack.

"You're doing a great job of making me fat you monster!" she purred "and I love every minute of it.  But just remember, if I'm fat it's all your fault and you’re the one who's going to have to spring for a new wardrobe.  I'm busting out of all my stuff already."

I hugged her tightly and murmured, "small price to pay for being allowed into the presence of a goddess."

"Goddess, schmoddess, if I'm a goddess then I deserve to be treated like one, so get your lazy ass out of bed and walk me to the buffet."

I couldn't believe my ears.  "You mean you want to go back?"

"Hell yes, all we did all day was hike up and down all over creation.  Plus we haven't eaten all day and I'm starved.  You don't want me to waste away to nothing now do you?"

"Heaven forbid!" I exclaimed.  "If it's food in abundance you desire then let's get cracking."

"Now your talking" 'Chelle exclaimed as she rolled off of me and padded over to the tiny closet.  "Y'know" she said patting her belly for emphasis, "a girl could get used to this goddess stuff."

"And it is my desire to be of service to you, my love." I replied.  "Do you have any idea how much I'm in love with you?"

"Yep" 'Chelle replied curtly.  "But ya still gotta feed me, so get a move on."

She donned a print sundress of browns and golds that accented her mocha skin.  It was sleeveless and daringly low in the front to display her ample bosom.  The light cotton material clung to her perfectly rounded hips and shapely ass while accenting the lovely outward forming curve of her tummy culminating in the indentation of her belly button before flattening out towards her ribcage.  She was so incredibly sexy, her lovely perfectly shaped legs, the sleek sensuous curve of her calves, the bountiful abundance of her hourglass figure; oh baby, are all the men folk going to be ogling you!  Stupify'n Jones has got nothing on you, honey.

So we meandered down the wooded path by the lake, the beam of our powerful flashlight illuminating the way to the main lodge and the restaurant.  The maitre'd seemed momentarily shocked to see us again and even more astounded when Michelle unabashedly informed her that we were going to be partaking of the buffet.  The poor lass probably thinking to herself that my lady fair would probably be a knockout if she'd just lose fifteen pounds.  If she only knew.  Me, I was having no trouble at all watching 'Chelle's lovely ass wiggle in front of me like a red cape egging on a bull.  Of course in my mind's eye my imaginings placed Michelle as the center of attention, not even beginning to realize that our hostess might just have well been thinking that I'd be quite a catch if I'd just manage to stay away from buffet tables like this one.

The fare was similar to the night before, although there were wonderful pork chops with apple chutney and a breaded filet of soul with a bernaise sauce that we just had to try.  Of course we couldn't forget some of the last night's favorites like the fried chicken, fried shrimp in a beer batter, and those fabulous prime rib bones.  Once again plate after heaping plate made its way back to our table to be savored and emptied into our bellies which swelled noticeably with every plate.

Michelle diverged from last night's desert by carving out a huge slice of home-made apple pie and covering it with vanilla ice cream and just a hint of caramel topping, while I strayed to cheese cake and then a three scoop sundae.  We licked our plates clean and then giggled at the wreckage; plates piled high and the stack of rib bones a testament to our gluttony.  

As we rose to leave I was overwhelmed by the vision across from me.  I suppose I should have been used to it, especially after witnessing her bloated belly the night before, but still, I was amazed. Viewing her from the side her belly was jutting out past her bosom, seeming to curve outward beginning directly below them in a lovely egg shaped arc. When she turned towards me I noticed that the curve of her hourglass had disappeared, being replaced by a cute roll around her middle.  Maybe it was my imagination but it also appeared that her belly was hanging lower, melting into the valley between her thighs.

Michelle caught me giving her rotund body the once over so she leaned into me and whispered "like what you see handsome?"

I gave her side belly roll a squeeze, "You know I do."

"Good" she added and then confided "I'm so stuffed I can barely breath.  I wanted to stop but kept thinking that I'd really turn you on if my tummy burst right out of this dress."

"I think it's trying" I panted.  "You look so fucking sexy I don't know if I can control myself."

"Try for just a few minutes my love, people are watching." She warned.

"Let 'em look" I growled.

"My sentiments exactly" 'Chelle replied.  "If they're gonna look then watch this."

She gave my engorged belly a little pat, gave me a peck on the cheek and then slowly, almost sensually smoothed her dress over her swollen torso.  She then pushed her shoulders back and arched her back slightly which pushed her protruding belly out even further and then proudly sashayed through the restaurant like a queen, all eyes indeed glued upon her regal stature.  Mine, all mine, was all my blown mind could register as Michelle blew a kiss at our slack jawed hostess who I'm sure was in a state of shock that 'Chelle's belly extended out an extra foot from when we had walked in just hours before.  Yes, her lovely and ample breasts had been surpassed this night as her most prominent feature.






**********

Morning found us locked in each other's arms, our bellies still somewhat bloated and looking it. We both dressed in draw string sweats and headed east on highway twelve.  As we cruised down the road I stole the occasional glance at 'Chelle as she sat in the captain's chair beside me.  Gone was the egg shaped protruding hardness, but in its place a general thickening to her middle and her tummy, now soft and squishy, seemed to be hanging down to begin to lie atop her thighs.  I glanced down at my own gut, jutting out towards the steering wheel.  Christ, even my boxers were feeling tight this morning.  Oh well, what's a guy to do?

About forty-five minutes down the road we turned off highway twelve and traveled through a small town.  On the other side was a long plain with a river running through it.  Off in the distance to our left was a high bluff that looked like it belonged in monument valley.  This was our only hint at the wonders to come just five miles ahead.  We drove over a small rise and it was like we transported to another world.  From the flat plain we were introduced to a pocket canyon surrounded on three sides by tall vertical cliffs of multi-colored strata.  Aptly called Kodachrome State Park, we were astounded to discover that this wonderful area had only been widely known of for less than forty years and had only become a park quite recently.

We drove through the canyon to the far end, disembarked and then followed the hiking trail to the top of the cliffs.  The view below made us think that mother nature had decided to make a little jewel box and stick it out here, far from civilization, as if testing mankind to make the trek to find it.

Below were strange monoliths, not like the hoodoos, but equally as impressive.  A tall thin spike of rock jutted out like the lone chimney of a burned down house, while opposite the chimney was a small, natural stone pyramid, worn into this shape by Mother Nature's hand.  And then there were the cliffs themselves, looking like an off color tiramisu cake, layer upon layer of different stone all of different shades of color.  

We hiked back down and then, following the park map drove out a mile or so to where we could park and make a short half mile walk to a small natural bridge, sequestered in amongst a small, hilly outcropping.  On the way back to our RV we kept glancing out across the plain at the tall plateau that jutted upward about three miles away.  Cut out of the side of the plateau and eroded by the elements thick spires and castle-like ramparts jutted out, looking so typical of the old west as recounted in so many old black and white westerns, and yet somehow fantastical, like Corum's elven castle cut into the rocks as described by Michael Moorecock.

Realizing that we still had a long drive ahead of us we decided not to tarry further so we made our way back to highway twelve and continued in a now north-easterly direction.  We passed along, around, and over hills and plateaus that must be a part of the grand staircase that we saw from Farview Point.  We passed a small town with a sign pointing to a turnoff exclaiming that in twelve miles was the colorfully named Hells' Backbone.  We envisioned a blasted, bleak landscape with a spiky ridge jutting out of it, but were oh so very wrong.  

We climbed for a time and then at the summit turned a corner and immediately pulled over to a small vista point.  Stretching out below us in the same multi-colored fascination was a series of outcroppings that seemed to have all melted.  Round color pots with swirls running in circles, one color next to another in this bizarre topography, stretching on for as far as the eye could see.  I thought of the colored mud pots at Hell's Kitchen in Lassen Park, but this was on a much grander scale, and the ground was not molten, it just looked like it.  It seemed we were alone here, on top of some Martian mountain, looking out at the red planet below.

Highway twelve snaked down and through this terrain and then followed a small river, giving us ample opportunity to gawk at the amazing cliffs with the same liquid look to them rising all around us.  It was a barren and hostile looking landscape, yet so very alluring in its own unmistakable beauty.

We cruised along the riverbank for a time further and then began climbing over this astounding barren terrain. Then, seemingly from out of nowhere, we came around a curve and could look down into a fertile green valley, the stark contrast heightened by such an unbelievable juxtaposition.  At the little turnout was a marker telling us that below was the town of Boulder, founded by a stern-faced woman and her son at the turn of the last century.  

The setting was idyllic, and I could see why they settled here, even though it was quite literally in the middle of nowhere.  A small lake stood off to the south bracketed by two steeply pitched sentinels.  The rest of the valley rested in the curve of a horseshoe shaped set of mountains wonderfully covered with blooming wildflowers showing off their spectrum of colors.

We dropped down out of the hills and into the six or seven unpainted wooden buildings that constituted the town.  To our left was a combination gas station and general store and abutting that was a small building with a hand painted sign attached to its wall announcing that this was Pablo's Cantina.  Despite the fact that we were still a bit behind schedule we gave in to temptation and swung into the gravel driveway.

Arm in arm we climbed the couple of steps that led to the nondescript front door.  I gingerly opened the door, wondering if for once we had made a wrong move, and was transported to Mexico.  Inside were stone arches, mariachi music and hanging piñata's.  At a table back by the kitchen a Mayan featured woman looked up and then rose to greet us.  She took one look at Michelle and then ran off a string of Spanish.  'Chelle replied in kind and I just stood there looking foolish as the two held a long, animated conversation.  

When our hostess, Blanca by the way, led us to our seats and then vanished back into the kitchen I exclaimed "what was all that about?"

"Not to worry, darling" Michelle cooed.  "We're in good hands."

"But she just vanished without leaving menu's or anything" I decried.

"Right.  We're being taken care of.  Just sit back and enjoy some native Mexican cooking, I've been assured that we'll enjoy it."

"You say so" I replied with a hint of doubt in my voice.

"Listen, I said not to worry ok?  Blanca told me that they don't see many Hispanics around here so her husband Pablo keeps the fare Americanized."  She then gave a hearty chuckle, "seems that Blanca gave me the once over, gathered by looks of me that I love to eat and told me that she would be honored to serve us some special dishes" she patted her tummy in emphasis.

"Well, in that case" I uttered, "when in Rome."

"Or the Yucatan Peninsula" Michelle corrected.

"Works for me" I said as Blanca burst out of the kitchen with warm tortillas and freshly churned sweet butter to melt into the tortillas.

This alone vanquished my apprehension, but what followed, quite simply put, was out of this world.  We were served carne Asada, the flank steak expertly marinated with a cornucopia of spices, flash grilled to perfection and served with a variety of sweet peppers.  We took turns spearing slices off the large platter, our mouths watering at the wonderful taste sensations.  

In between bites we were enjoying a carafe of sangria and it was during one of these beverage breaks that Blanca reappeared with a steaming plate of what looked like a whole chicken, smothered in some sort of thick dark sauce.

"Oh my god, I don't believe it!" Michelle exclaimed and then broke into another round of Spanish, which brought a large smile to Blanca's lovely face.

"What'd you tell her and what's all the excitement about?" I questioned as I shoved another piece of steak into my mouth.

"A very special dish" Michelle said, pointing at the plate.  "This, my dear is chicken mole, something you definitely don't see in most restaurants.  I haven't had this since I was a child, and I remember it being fantastic" she beamed, almost squealing with unbridled joy.

"So, what's the sauce?" I questioned.  "I've never seen anything with that, um, consistency."

"I'm sure you haven't, my love, but I'm not going to tell you, that would ruin the surprise.  Just put your mind at ease and prepare to be amazed."

All the while Blanca hovered nearby in anticipation of our reaction to whatever this mole was.  I took a leg and thigh and raised the plate to my nose.  Hmm, odd smell, somehow familiar and yet I couldn't place it.  Blanca and Michelle looked at me expectantly as I sawed off a piece and place it in my already salivating mouth.  I chewed, closed my eyes in rapture and then swallowed.  When I opened them Michelle had a big grin pasted across her face.

"Well?" she questioned.

"Unbelievable" I replied.  "I've never tasted anything like this.  The combination of flavors and spices.  I thought the steak was great but this; it's so complex, almost bittersweet."

"Exactly" Michelle butted in, "know what makes it that way?"

"No idea, but you've got to get the recipe and make this for me when we get back."

"I'll do that, but I don't think I could prepare it this well."  Michelle then spoke to Blanca again, Blanca shaking her head up and down.

"Yes, it's as I thought" Michelle confided.  "Our friend tells me that while she will be happy to give me the recipe it is a hard dish to master and one must travel to Mexico to get the essential ingredient."

"Which is?" I queried.

"Ok, I'll let the cat out of the bag.  What makes this dish so special, what gives it that unbelievable balance and texture is Mayan chocolate."

"Chocolate?" I exclaimed in disbelief.  "You've got to be kidding."

"Au contraire my befuddled lover.  I kid you not.  You remember Aztec and those other semi historical novels I made you read don't you?"

"Sure" I began and then "right, chocolate was a big thing, right?  I remember now."

"Good boy" 'Chelle giggled.  "And it's this special bittersweet chocolate that's used to prepare mole."

"Hmm, looks like we'll be vacationing at Chitzen Itza soon" I opined, taking another savory bite.

Michelle then addressed Blanca who clapped her hands with glee and returned to the kitchen.

"I told her that you were so impressed you wanted to see the pyramids" Michelle began.  "She said she'd love to escort you down there so she could fatten you up good and proper."

"She said that?" I said in disbelief.

"Yep, but I told her to back off.  You were mine to feed just as I was yours.  She wishes us many happy meals and many pounds."

"Wow. I'd have never guessed" I began.

"Different culture, my sweet, and different ideas of beauty I might add."

"Well then I could probably be a native" I got off between another bite.

"Yes dear, I think you could" Michelle agreed.

Our meal was completed with a wonderful flan.  We were both stuffed again, having had for our luncheon what was more than ample for a hearty supper.  We paid way to little for such an otherworldly treat, gave a generous tip that Blanca tried desperately to refuse, and thanked her again and again for her generous hospitality.  Blanca handed Michelle the hand written recipe and then the two broke off into Spanish yet again.  The net result of this conversation was that Michelle shockingly raised up her shirt, showing Blanca her full, flabby belly.  Blanca gave Michelle a hug, patted 'Chelle's belly and then turned to give me a hug as well.

We said our farewells and on our way back into the rig I just had to ask, "what was that little burlesque display about?"

Michelle grinned, "Blanca just wanted to see a belly being grown out of love, that's all.  She says that I am a lucky woman to have found someone who can appreciate true beauty."

"And I'm a lucky guy to have found someone so beautiful."

"Even if I'm rapidly turning into a fat pig?" she questioned rubbing her engorged belly.

"Pigs is beautiful" I answered, reaching over to give her a long passionate kiss.

"Long as you think so, my love."

"With you how could I think otherwise?" I replied in all earnestness.






**********

We just about rolled down the ramp to our RV, being nearly too full to move, our middles engorged and round.  Putting the motor home into gear we began the long climb out of this seemingly enchanted valley.  Up we climbed, past wildflowers blooming in a million different shades, carpeting the mountains in an almost plaid crazy quilt of color.  Stopping for a moment at the ten thousand foot crest we marveled at the panorama below us; all the myriad colors falling away into the greenness of the valley, and at its far end the bleak grays and browns of the quartz filled parameter.  

Driving a bit further along the crest, after a roller-coaster ride of ups and downs winding atop the rim of the mountain we came to a vista point. Pulling over we were favored with a view of a distant lake nestled between craggy cliffs, the afternoon sunlight reflecting off the water in glistening, shimmering gold.  At the far left of our view we could follow the deep gorge cut out by the Colorado River as it snakes this way and that far below us.  Far off in the distance we could catch just a glimpse of the horseshoe bend, where the river doubles back on itself around a high plateau.  Everywhere we turned there was more beauty, and all so different, nature was sure putting on a show here in eastern Utah.

Eventually we made it off the huge mountain and passed through several small, isolated towns.  Driving through each one we were amazed by the show of unity, the main streets of each town, which was also the highway, were festooned with old glory, waving from every storefront on both sides of the street.  It was almost like we were part of a 4th of July parade as we motored through the patriotic gestures.  And it was the same everywhere.  Ten miles further down the rode stood another town, bedecked just the same, and then five miles further another, and then another, until we turned off the two lane highway and entered interstate 72.  

After a short travel on I72 we turned off onto another two-lane highway and came shortly to another town, this one devoid of patriotism.  Odd that the artificial division of a strip of freeway could make a difference, but there it was.  Our suspicions were further confirmed by the next town, also sans flags.  Funny that this made us feel somewhat depressed, almost like there was something missing in the towns on the west side of 72; sure, they were quaint enough in there old fashioned post war architecture, but it just seemed like these towns were closed off, as if they were putting out vibes that said 'we'll tolerate you driving through here, 'cuz we have to, but don't be thinkin' 'bout staying too long.'

Unfortunately, we were losing our race with the sun, so Michelle took a look at our map and informed me that there was a campground by a small lake just this side of Manti, about fifteen miles ahead.  We persevered and made it to the turnoff before climbing two or three miles into the mountains to a small campsite surrounding a somewhat smelly lake that seemed to be suffering through the drought of late summer.  After so much beauty this came as quite a letdown, but we just shrugged, it was getting way to dark to go elsewhere and besides, it was just for this one night.

We were both feeling kind of tired so we made an early bed and spent a little bit of time reading.  After about an hour Michelle rose from the bed and made her way into the kitchen.  She returned shortly thereafter with salami, cheeses and water crackers.  She handed one to me and then popped another into her mouth.  

"I need this like I need a hole in the head, but I didn't want to wake up hungry in the middle of the night" she confessed as she gazed down past her huge breasts to her bulbous belly straining against her long tee shirt.

"No, that just wouldn't do" I agreed as I filled up another cracker and fed it to her.  "Let's make sure that you won't be waking up hungry."

"Umm" she got off between bites.  "I don't know where I've been putting it all.  I guess my tummy must really be expanding, 'cause I'm not getting as stuffed as I was before.  You think it's possible that I'm getting more room?"

"Hmm, let's see," I said as I raised up her shirt and made a close and clinical examination of the belly in question.  The way she was sitting caused a little fold over her navel and her belly was sagging on top of her thighs.

"Ya" I said in a mock German accent, "vat ve haf here is a growing belly."  I let my hands gently play over her rounding contours.  "You zee, zere is za swelling, ach, vat a vantastik exhibition of ze female form.  Round ya, unt getting rounder.  Zuch a femme fetale."

'Chelle giggled and punched my arm.  "You are so silly.  You really do like me bigger don't you?"

"If it's possible to improve on perfection, then you're doing it babe." I cooed, as my hand continued to soak in her softness.  Soon we were overcome by waves of lust and so, once again, our evening was complete; two round bodies melting into one.






**********

The next morning found us still arm in arm, wrapped up in each other like pigs in a blanket.  I felt Michelle's soft belly gently press against me as it swelled and contracted with her breathing.  If the devil is in the details than paradise is in the little things.  I squeezed her a bit more tightly and crushed her into my own softening form.  'I could hold her just like this forever' I thought and as she tilted her gorgeous face up towards mine I could see in her eyes that there was no place else that she would rather be.  

She offered me her sweet lips and time went away, lost amidst a shared dream of a love profound and holy.

An eternity later we gradually emerged from our dream, rising slowly from the depths of our passion to finally confront the day properly.

"Blueberry waffles" Michelle whispered in my ear.

"Sounds good" I agreed, "but where?"

"Back in town" she replied.  "You were probably busy driving, but I saw the sign in the window of a café."

"Fine by me.  Just point me in the right direction."

We dressed hurridly, our mouths watering at the thought of scrumptious waffles coated with powdered sugar.  I put on a pinstriped shirt that buttoned down the front, only slightly aware that the material was tight against my midriff.  I threw on a pair of comfy loose fit Dockers, thanking whoever it was that invented the stretch waistband and bent over my thick middle to tie my tennies.  

From this vantagepoint I looked across to 'Chelle who was struggling with the side zipper of her sundress.  Her belly moved like a bellows as she contorted and exerted, finally managing to wrestle the unruly zipper past her chubby belly.  The stretchy fabric clung to her zaftig form like a second skin, accenting her abundant superstructure and the bulge of her tummy.  I could feel my libido waking up but had to remain calm.  Jumping her plush bones again, while wonderful, would not get us fed, or any further down the road.  Besides, once out of the dress she might not be able to get it back on.  Still, the thought was so tempting.

As if reading my mind Michelle glanced back at me and chided, "oh no you don't, big boy.  You gotta get me those waffles first."

"But then we'll be on our way again" I pouted.

"Nothing to say we couldn't find a rest stop or some little out of the way road where we could pull over so you can have a little desert."  She patted her protruding belly. "Who knows, I might even do a bit of riding myself, if I can swing this big old gut up on top of you."

"What are we waiting for then" I panted.  "Let's get a move on.  Those waffles won't wait forever."

We drove down the hill and into an almost silent town, the overcast seeming to add to a feeling of foreboding.  

"Where is everyone?" I asked as we meandered down the main street.  Then, answering my own question exclaimed, "Church, of course!"

"Ooh, I bet you're right" 'Chelle replied.  "We're sure in God's country, aren't we?"

We continued our trek down main street, both hoping that the corner café would be open, the thought of those waffles making our mouths salivate.  We almost gave each other a high five when the café came into view and we could see the open sign hanging from the glass doorway.

We entered in a cheerful, jovial mood and were only slightly taken aback by the icy stare of the gruff looking gentleman behind the counter.  He appeared to be in his late fifties, had a military flat top haircut and gave the overall impression of one who would not cotton to those whose views differed from his own.

"Take a seat" he growled.  "Mary Beth will be by with menu's in a moment."

"No need" Michelle chirped, "unless you're out of those blueberry waffles advertised in your window."

"Well miss, I guess I could probably make that happen for ya.  Two orders then?"

"Please" I replied.  "And a side of bacon."

At that moment a small, mousy woman came out of the back room, blinked as if surprised by our appearance and murmured "I suppose you'll be wanting coffee.  Cream and sugar?"

"That would be great" I enthused trying not to let their demeanor get in the way of what had been, to this point, a beautiful morning.

Our waitress brought over two ceramic mugs and then returned a short time later with a Pyrex pot of coffee, filling the mugs to three-quarters full.  She eyed us quizzically, giving Michelle's bright sundress a disapproving glance before stating the obvious "You're not from around these parts, are you?"  

It was more of an accusation than a question.  Still, we decided to ignore the hostile tone and simply nodded.  

"That's right, we're just passing through, seeing the sights of your beautiful state" I grinned.

"Yes, we've just been so impressed, every turn there's something new and something beautiful" Michelle chimed in.

"Well thank you" our hostess began.  "You know, there's a tabernacle just down the road.  Might be you'd want to head over there after you eat" Mary Beth almost sneered, implying that we were not of the true faith.

Ignoring her veiled rudeness, Michelle smiled and confessed to our waitress, "Yes, we'll have to make a stop.  I just love the architecture.  That odd combination of eastern and western influences.  Especially the Moorish arches and minarets."

"Yes, they are quite beautiful" Mary Beth said vacantly, obviously not impressed with Michelle's knowledge of Mormon architecture, especially since we were both obviously heathens.  To her the tabernacles were simply places of worship, not architectural marvels.  "Your grub will be right up" she terminated our little conversation as 'Chelle and I gave each other little side glances, as if saying ' gee, what friendly folk, and so open to outsiders and new ideas'. 

As advertised, our 'grub' was indeed right up, served with a nonchalant disdain and a mumbled "hope y'all like it" before Mary Beth hurried away from our table, as if afraid of catching our heathen disease.  We paid it no mind as the tantalizing aroma drew our attention to our plates.  Two heaping waffles stacked on 45-degree angles lay beneath an ample snow-like dusting of powdered sugar.  We both doled out a pad of butter, watching with childlike glee as it melted and puddled into the waffle crevices, and then poured on a generous helping of maple syrup.  

Damn near drooling, we both grinned and then cut into the waffles with our forks and brought slices to our awaiting maws.  The waffles were somewhat chewy, even after soaking up the butter and syrup, and had an odd taste that cut through the accompanying flavors.  Our well-meaning chef had cooked the waffles in too much lard and then had managed to overcook them slightly.  Michelle looked over at me and shrugged, but then she brightened as her second bite was mostly blueberry, a taste that cut was pungent enough to bury that of the waffle.

"Umm, ok" 'Chelle uttered, her mouth still partly full.  "I can live with it, especially after craving waffles ever since I saw the sign yesterday."

I finally got a slice that was heavy to blueberry and had to agree, "doesn't live up to the expectation, but I guess we'll struggle through, right?"

'Chelle grinned "you bet your life honey, I'm just letting my belly be my guide."

And a greedy belly it was turning out to be.  Not only did Michelle finish both waffles, but even stole a few slices of mine, not to mention hogging most of the overcooked bacon and then managing to get Mary Beth's attention long enough to order apple pie ala mode.  

The pie was served with a cold indifference and a quick glance at Michelle's voluptuous body that said that Mary Beth considered our hedonistic ways to be quite sinful.  Not that Michelle cared an iota about what our server thought at the moment as she was in full gear, forking the pie and ice cream into her mouth, barely leaving me any opportunity to steal a mouthful for myself.

Upon completion of her task, Michelle let out a small sigh, pushed herself away from the table, patted her burgeoning belly and admitted "not bad".  Wondering if she was referring to her meal or her swelling frame and then deciding that it didn't matter either way, I just smiled.  

"Yep, that hit the spot" I agreed.  "Ready to hit the road?"

"Uh huh" she nodded.  "Why don't you settle up with our lovely hosts and I'll make a quick pit stop."

"Done deal" I answered as I watched Michelle struggle to her feet and head for the cleverly marked "his and hers" doors at the side of the room, her protruding belly leading the way.

"She likes to eat don't she" Mary Beth remarked as I approached the counter to pay the bill.  "Gotta tell ya" her voiced lowered to a conspirical tone as if she was just going to impart some wise word of wisdom.  "Your lady friend would do well to start wearing clothes that weren't so, you know, revealing" she said the last word in a suggestive, elongated fashion.  "I'm sure there are long tunics or jackets that would cover her overindulgences quite nicely, if you know what I'm saying."

Barely stifling a smile I tried to reply in all earnestness "that's great advice.  I'll have to find a tactful way of telling her.  She is a bit sensitive about all the weight she's added recently."

"Honey, I know how hard that can be.  A woman's got nothin' 'cept her figure, but if you love her you'll either put her on a diet or find her some different clothes.  I mean what she's wearing now leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination.  Why, you can see every inch of that big old belly she's carrying."

"Yes" I agreed again.  "I'll be sure to tell her.  You've been a great help."  

It was all I could do not to burst out laughing.  Perhaps Mary Beth meant well, but probably she was just being mean spirited.  Either way I didn't care, and thought 'Chelle would probably get a good belly laugh out of it.

Just then the object of our conversation emerged from the doorway and the sight of her once again mesmerized me.  It seemed I was looking at a different person, as if Michelle had re-invented herself, no longer matching the mental picture that I had of her.  No, that sensuous curvy vixen that my mind's eye recalled had been overhauled, replaced by the overabundant bounty that was waddling towards me.  It was as if every part of her had been inflated, her breasts appeared huge and fleshy beneath her dress as her belly seemed to encompass her middle making her look wide and round. She smiled at me, her chubby cheeks dimpling cutely she then leaned into me and I felt her warmth and softness.  

As if picking up on my conversation with our waitress she smoothed her dress over her swollen tummy and addressing Mary Beth confided "I few more delicious meals like this one and I'm going to ruin my figure.  Don't know why the lord made such wonderful things and then makes us pay for enjoying them.  It's not really fair, don't you think?"

Given this opportunity to preach, which was exactly what Michelle had intended, Mary Beth took to the pulpit.  "You know dear, the righteous path is always one of moderation.  The lord wants us to be able to see and appreciate his goodness and bounty, but the bible warns us of the sin of temptation and living too much in the here and now, lest we forget his good word and forget to strive for his grace and the perfection of heaven that awaits us."

Michelle continued to smile as she countered "well, then I guess I've been guilty of enjoying a bit too much of his divine goodness then" she patted her protruding gelatinous belly in emphasis.  "It just seems to me that heaven can be anywhere, not meaning any disrespect, but I mean, I've got this great guy here who loves me to death; we're extremely happy and our lives are good.  Seems to me that we're already living in God's grace."

Mary Beth's eyes got large and her face reddened at such blasphemy.  She just stared at Michelle for a moment and then stammered "Oh child, you just don't understand at all.  I'll pray for your salvation and hope that you can resist the temptations of the devil.  You keep up the way you're going and the devil will have his way with you, mark my word.  You'll continue to get fatter and will drive away that good man of yours.  I've seen many a woman lose her charms and then her man, and then where will you be?  Alone with only your fattening food to console you.  No, I'll pray for you.  Repent your ways and the lord will forgive you and in his divine grace give you the strength to avoid temptation so you can regain your figure and become a true reflection of his creation."

Michelle, who I sensed was having fun with this exchange, suddenly looked down at her rounded shape and then hung her head.  She mumbled sheepishly "I guess you're right, Mary Beth, anyone can look at what my body has become and see that I'm such a sinner."

"It's alright, child.  Admitting your weakness is the first step to re-finding god's grace."  Mary Beth beamed, having seemingly saved Michelle's soul.

"I'll try to deny the devil's temptations, I really will.  No more chocolates no more ice cream, no more rich foods.  I'm going on a serious diet right here and now.  Thank you for showing me the error of my ways."  

Michelle said this with such sincerity that I almost panicked.  She wasn't serious was she?  I thought I knew her better than that, but still, what if she had seen her little butterball of a figure in the mirror and decided that enough was enough, that she didn't want to be ridiculed by the likes of Mary Beth.  She had never cared about what small minded people like her thought before, but maybe she was imagining having to deal with the putdowns and condescending looks on a regular basis and it was getting to her.  If she'd had enough then I would support her all I could; doing whatever I could to make her life a happy one. 

I felt momentarily angry with myself for allowing Michelle to even be put in this kind of situation.  It was one thing to give your mate the freedom to indulge, but hadn't I egged her on?  Wasn't this road trip just my own way of satisfying my own desire to see her body plumped up just the way it was now?  Was I just being selfish and not considering how the results could adversely effect how Michelle saw herself; tearing down her self esteem?  Perhaps she was just indulging in my fantasies out of her love for me, putting aside her own feelings in a selfless gift of love. 

 That she had indicated otherwise, had always professed to be an active partner in this little game could just be a smoke screen.  I'd have to ask her to level with me; to answer truthfully whether she was truly content with this extra fleshy version of herself.

Michelle then hugged me tightly, thanked Mary Beth once again and told both of us that as we had a long drive ahead of us, we'd better be taking our leave.

Mary Beth smiled, said "God bless you both", and we walked out of the diner.






**********

Once back in the safety of our RV, Michelle burst out laughing.  "Can you believe that?" she chortled.  "I've just gotten baptized by the anti-fat police.  Wow, I guess I've gotten big enough to warrant being saved, huh?"

"You're hardly what I'd call obese" I began.  "If you want to talk about this, I mean…"

"Oh darling" 'Chelle cut me off.  "Don't worry about what I said back there.  I was just having a little harmless fun at our host's expense.  I now that was naughty of me, and in it's own way kind of mean spirited, but I just couldn't stand any more of her sanctimonious holier than thou attitude.  I honestly believe that she thinks she's better than I am just because I outweigh her.  It's just such bull.  And did you here her? Saying that god's image was a thin person.  How the hell does she know, and who came up with this whole concept that skinny is cool anyway?  I just don't get it.  Why deny yourself of half of life's pleasures just because some faceless entity made up this absurd rule.  The whole thing really pisses me off.  I almost feel like I should gain 500 pounds just so I can waddle around and tell everyone how happy I am, and that they're losing out.  I'm happy and fat and have gotten that way by eating all this yummy food while they sit there unhappy and continuing to deny themselves even the simplest of pleasures and can only make themselves feel good by trying to ridicule those who have enough sense to enjoy themselves."

"  I mean I never really cared before, I guess because I was just becoming a little chubby and no-one was really saying anything nasty, but jeez now; the looks Mary Beth gave me and then her speech about moderation; and the hostess back at the buffet, did you see the look she gave me?  It's almost like they think I have some kind of social disease and that I'm morally unfit to be seen in public."

"Darling, I never wanted you to be unhappy" I began, "we don't have to do this if it's making you uncomfortable.  You know I love you and have always, always thought that you look fantastic, so while it thrills me to no end to see you getting a belly you have to know that I will not love you any less, nor think you any less sexy if you decide to slim down."

"Oh baby, that's not it at all" Michelle shook her head.  "I kind of like the way I feel, so round, soft and sexy.  My only problem is with all those narrow-minded jerks out there that see fat people as pariahs.  Besides, it would hardly be fair for me to keep encouraging your growth while wimping out on my own."

"I love you so much" I grinned, "not only for your body but you have a beautiful mind."

"And I love you with all my heart.  You know, I'm half serious about what I said before; I am tempted to just totally pig out and get so fat I can scarcely move and then flaunt it right in the fat police's face."

"You really want to go that far?" I questioned, amazed by her admission.  "I mean, I never really thought about it, just figuring that we could live a good life and occasionally go real overboard, like on this roadtrip, so that the end result would be a gradual gain over a bunch of years.  I imagined that someday, like maybe ten years from now you might crest two hundred, but that was just some distant time and not really anything concrete."

"I know, honey" 'Chelle purred, "I feel the same way, kind of a nonchalance about the whole thing.  If we occasionally splurged and the end result was a few pounds here and a few pounds there, it just didn't seem to matter.  I guess in the back of my mind I always knew that from our feeding weekends and roadtrips I would eventually grow from chubby to fat but, as you said, since there wasn't a timeline I just put the whole notion aside."  

She looked down at her swollen middle and sighed, "Guess I'd better face the music though.  Look at this belly I've got!  It feels like I've gained twenty pounds since we left home.  It seems like that distant timeline has become the here and now.  I can't kid myself; I'm not just chubby or a little overweight anymore. Right now" and she patted her gut for emphasis, sending a rippling shockwave bouncing across her middle, "you'd have to say I've graduated to being actually fat."

She then turned towards me and a smile crossed her angelic face.  "So, wanna pull over somewhere and make a fat girl feel loved?"

"Always wanted to make it with a fat girl, know where I can find one?" I joked.

Michelle leaned back in her chair and arched her back, pushing her belly out in front of her, saying "why sir, I may just have the merchandise you're looking for."

I could hardly wait to turn the RV off the main road, find a quiet spot, pull the curtains across the front window and dive into the luscious soft abundance that had become my wife. She was now my little fat girl, more than willing to show off her corpulence to me, gazing at her soft, swollen middle with an air of reverence.  I could tell that she truly did enjoy her body this way, almost as much as I did, and as a bonus could tell that she also seemed just as enamored with my own growing visage.  

While I don't think that either of us made any conscious decisions at that moment, I think we both understood that we were just fine with the status quo, and that there would be no need to panic if, due to our continued indulgences, we both continued to swell.






**********

We eventually found our way back onto the road, cruising through miles of flat farmland until coming to the outskirts of Salt Lake City.  We decided to do a little sightseeing, taking in the Capital building and the main tabernacle, both impressive structures.  Of more interest to us however was the huge steel plant that hunkered against the shores of the lake.  Huge smokestacks blackened by soot and all of the buildings equally blackened, even their skylights as coal was being used in abundance to fire the blast furnaces.  We almost shuddered at the pollution, thinking that here in the early 21st century there must be a better way of doing things.  We glanced skyward at the brown haze in the sky, all the more noticeable considering where we had come from, and remembered the sign at Farview Point in Bryce reminding us that big city pollution's effects are even felt way out there.  Fortunately for us we were at Farview on a clear day, but I can just imagine the limited visibility when the prevailing winds blow some of this smog out into the Great Basin.

We were shocked by what we had just seen, thinking, perhaps in our naiveté that the government was doing a much better job regulating such things.  If not the feds, then at least the state government should be doing something, after all this was the state capital, and to have all the beauty that the state has to offer nullified by this atrocity was criminal.  We shook our heads at this display of wrong-headedness and capitalism run rampant.  To still be using coal in this day and age was beyond comprehension.

It was with a sense of relief that we finally traversed past greater Salt Lake and, driving parallel to the lakeshore made our way to Ogden.  We were still in sprawling suburbia, part of the greater metropolitan area, so to speak, but here at least the air was reasonably clean.  We were debating pressing forward into Idaho, but then we saw a sign that changed our minds: The Golden Corral Buffet.  

Wow, I had read about the Golden Corral from other FA's on the Internet and had somehow assumed that it was a more eastern franchise.  As it was getting to be late afternoon anyway, we decided to find a RV park for the night and experience what hundreds of other feeders and feedees had experienced before us, while at the same time putting an exclamation point on our conviction to experience this roadtrip to the fullest.

After checking in to our campsite we relaxed over a glass of wine while walking the tree covered grounds and then, deciding that it was now late enough to contemplate dinner, retired to the RV to change clothes.  I immediately grabbed my khaki Dockers from the closet, knowing them to be the loosest fitting pair of pants I owned, and then completed the ensemble with a black pullover.  

Michelle stood at the closet, staring intently at its contents before sighing and pulling out a pair of blue stretch leotards and an oversized woolen sweater. She stripped down to her bra and panties and then began to pull on the leotard.  She made it over her calves no problem but as she pulled them up over her thighs the material seemed to be stretching tighter and tighter, forcing her flab upwards so it looked like sausage meat oozing out from the top of its casing. 

 She paused for a moment, the leotard just below her buttocks and then with a renewed resolve, pulled the leotard up over her ass and wide hips.  Once successful in this endeavor she then reached down and pulled the front of the leotard up the protruding expanse of her belly. When she finally stretched the garment up into place she let go and the elastic band thwacked into her tummy at her navel and then dug into her absorbent flesh.

The effect of the elastic band cutting into her so was that her belly was effectively separated into two halves.  The top half, starting at her rib cage and pooching outwards to a little fold that hung over the elastic band, while the bottom half, compressed by the band and the leotard itself bulged out obscenely a good two inches more than the top half, starting just below the inch wide elastic band.

"Oh my god" Michelle exclaimed, "this is the loosest fitting outfit I have and look how tight it is on me!"

"Oh I'm looking, all right" I replied.  "What a vision, hubba hubba."

"Come on Max, I'm serious" she answered.  "How can I do the buffet justice when my clothes are already too tight?"

"Where there's a will there's a way, dear. That sweater is really long right?"

"Yeah, so?" she questioned.

"Well, then there's no problem.  I'll be your server tonight so you just have to sit back and I'll bring you whatever you want.  That way" and I reached over and pulled down the front of her leotard, letting her gut spill out, "you can eat in comfort and no-one will be the wiser."

Michelle smiled and then pulled on the sweater, checking to see if my plan was feasible.  When the sweater made it past her belly and still hung to mid thigh she giggled and then pulled the remainder of the leotard down below her ample hips.  "You are such a genius.  Now I can get my money's worth for sure."

"Only wish the same could be said for me," I said as I looked down at the tight fitting Dockers.  "Still, I suppose I'll be able to eat my fair share."

"Well, we're not doing any good standing here talking about it.  Let's go eat!" Michelle enthused.






**********

We walked in to the dimly lighted structure and gazed at the curious display of faux old west décor.  Our hostess beamed at us, probably thinking that the restaurant was going to get off easy with two relative lightweights.  She guided us to a table close to the buffet as it was still fairly early and there were not a lot of clientele yet present.  I glanced at the other patrons and yes, by their standards Michelle and I were indeed lightweights.  

I watched as two leviathans rumbled from their plate laden table to the buffet, their huge bellies wobbling as they ambled, rolling from side to side, thinking that 'Chelle and I had a long, long way to go before we approached their proportions.  I cruised up next to the man and as I grabbed a plate commented "hmm, looks good."

He turned to me and somewhere from amongst his numerous chins smiled and said, "yep, best deal in town.  Pretty tasty grub and darned reasonable too.  Me and the Mrs. come here once a week, sure as the sun rises."  Then he chuckled, the sound resonating from deep within his ponderous belly.  "Of course I usually give them a little something extra as we've been known to just about run them out of food."

"Well leave a little something for us" I grinned, "we're darned hungry."

"Oh don't you worry none" he bellowed, "there'll be plenty to go around; enough to fill those small bellies of yours."

I glanced at my rolling protuberance and smiled at the thought that anyone could consider it small.  Of course it's all relative for indeed compared to the big fish next to me, I was just a tiny minnow.

I stole a look over towards his wife who had merrily gone on ahead and was now waddling back past us with two plates piled high with a mountain of food.  She smiled at me and commented, "you use both hands you don't have to make as many trips. You can load up one plate by cupping it to your elbow, that way your other hand is free to fill the other plate.  It's an old waitressing trick I learned way back when."

"Great advice" I answered and then reached for a second plate.

"Atta boy" the gentleman next to me beamed as he slopped a big scoop of macaroni onto his plate, "that's getting your money's worth."

I just smiled as I began filling the two plates with all kinds of goodies; Salisbury steak, fried chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy, and the aforementioned macaroni and cheese.  I returned to our table and placed one of the plates in front of Michelle who was waiting patiently.

It seemed that I had no sooner sat down and was tasting my first bite of steak when Michelle announced, "that was yummy, what else they got?"

I glanced over to see that her plate was virtually licked clean.  I just shook my head and then rose to head back to the buffet table.  Again I used the two-plate method, going for prime rib, spaghetti and meat sauce, and something that might loosely be called veal parmasagne.  

When I returned to our table I was shocked to see Michelle nibbling on a chicken leg.  "I got tired of waiting" she got off between mouthfuls.  I hope you don't mind that I stole one of yours."

I almost burst out laughing.  "Hell no, there's plenty more up there, although that large couple over at that other table have warned me that they usually clean the place out."

"Well, you know I was just sitting here thinking, 'girl you're here in a restaurant.  You can either sit around doing nothing or you can do what you're supposed to do at a restaurant; eat!'  So I pinched your chicken."

"Got your leotard already at the half mast eating position then I take it?"  I parried.

"As soon as we sat down" she smiled, and then looking behind me she gushed "wow, will you look at that.  I don't believe it" she pointed with a drumstick towards the buffet table where the other two patrons were lining up for yet more food.

"Can you believe it" Michelle exclaimed "look at how many plates are stacked at their table and yet they're still going back for more."

"Sure, why not" I shrugged.  "Look at the size of those stomachs.  Bet it takes a whole lot to fill those up."

"More power to em" Michelle nodded as she chomped on a piece of prime rib.  "I can't imagine myself ever being that huge, but if it happens will you still want me?"

"Honey, if you get that fat then I'll probably be right there with you" and then I paused.  "Unless of course you keep stealing all the food off my plate."

"Then you'd better eat up" 'Chelle replied.  "Anything left on the plate is fair game, and it would be a crime for you to waste away to nothing, you've got such a cute belly thing going on.  Besides, it wouldn't be much fun to get fat without you."

I patted my gut and wolfed down a big piece of veal, "Don't think you have to worry in that regard.  I'll be there with you every step of the way."

True to my word I managed to keep up with Michelle, although I had to hurry as she continued to eat while I rushed the buffet table for more.  After our third plates Michelle told me she wanted something a little different so she asked me to bring her an ice cream sundae before she tackled another plate of food.  I brought her back a bowl filled with soft ice milk and coated with chocolate syrup, nuts, and a skyscraper of whipped cream.  Oh, and of course a similar bowl for myself even though I was starting to feel quite full.

The sundaes went down easily though, and in no time my corpulent love was demanding more chicken, mashed potatoes, and macaroni. I circled the plate with three drumsticks, and two thighs, while piling the potatoes and macaroni in a big heap at the plate's middle.

As Michelle gobbled her way through this plate I nibbled on one of the drumsticks.

When she had finally swallowed the last of the macaroni and her plate was once again empty, she brushed back her tresses and exclaimed, "that's enough of that.  Gotta save some room for desert.  Want to see if there's some pie, or cheesecake, or both?"

"Madam, I live to serve you" I smiled and rose from the table.

"Just don't you forget it, buster" she grinned as she demurely wiped her chin.

I returned a moment later with two plates piled high with goodies.  Peach cobbler, pecan pie, a cheesecake doused with a strawberry sauce, some kind of brownie, and little cups of custard.  

"My, my" Michelle said as she looked longingly at the confectioner's dream in front of her.  "This sure looks lovely, but I just know I won't be able to get through it without some more of that yummy ice cream.  Be a doll and go get me a bowl, will you honey."

By the time I returned with the goods my darling had already disposed of the custard and half of the cobbler.

"Looks like you'll need another cup of custard" she mumbled with her mouth full.  "Better hurry back or this cobbler will be gone as well."

I forked over a mouthful of cobbler and then headed back to the desert area, selecting a bowl of custard and another brownie, just on a hunch.

When I returned I noticed that 'Chelle had moved all of the desert plates closer to her and was indiscriminately moving her fork from plate to plate; a little of this, some of that, now a bit of ice cream to wash it down, then back to the cheesecake.  She was an eating machine.  I'd never seen her chowing down with this much determination and abandon.  I watched in silence as the cobbler disappeared, followed closely by the cheesecake.  She wasn't even slowing down as she made her way through the brownie and ice cream.  It was almost as if she was a dog in front of a never-ending food bowl; she was going to eat until there was no more to eat, or else explode, which ever came first.

I finished my custard and then, on a whim placed my brownie next to her other plates.  Her only acknowledgement of the event was to take a big bite out of my brownie before returning to her ice cream.  

Seeing that she had far more brownie left than ice cream I rose to the desert area and brought back another couple of scoops, just to even the odds.  Michelle made a grunting noise, pushed her empty plate away from her and, seemingly in a single motion, brought the new ice cream supply into range and shoved a large helping down her gullet.

I have never been so turned on by a display of such gluttony.  I was scarcely breathing, not wanting to break the spell.  Finally, she took a last bite of brownie number two, and then guided the half-melted ice cream into her maw, using her fork as a shovel.  

She then sat there without moving, as if mesmerized by all the empty plates in front of her, a little trickle of ice cream running from the side of her lip and down her cherubic cheek.  I gazed at her lovingly and witnessed her eyes slowly swim back into focus.  She groaned and then pushed her bulk back into her chair, her belly seemingly staying right where it was, pushing against the table.

"Oh my god, what have I done?" she croaked.  "Did I really eat ALL that?"  She looked down at her incredibly distended belly and, in a small, breathy voice answered her own question, "I must have.  Oh Max, I've never felt so stuffed before.  I don't even know what happened.  The last thing I remember is you going up to get yourself a custard.  And then… " She shook her head, "and now it's all gone.  I made a total pig of myself and now I feel like I'm too full to even breathe."

"It was an incredible sight to watch, my love," I admitted.  "It was like you were on auto-pilot. I swear, if I could have taken all those deserts, taken them off their plates and put them on a conveyor belt, you would have just sat there at the end of the table with your mouth open, gleefully gulping it all down."

"I've no idea what came over me" she replied.  "All I know is that I'm not feeling to good right now.  Can you help me up and get me back to the RV so I can lie down?"

"Certainly sweetie, anything you ask."

So I rose to my feet, momentarily feeling my own swollen gut lapping over my loosened belt, and moved to Michelle's assistance.  As I glanced down I noticed that she had her legs spread apart and it seemed that her belly was ably filling the space between.  She kind of half rolled to one side, extended her hand so I can assist her, and made an attempt to rise.  I wasn't quite ready for her assent, nor was I entirely ready for how much she was going to be depending on me to help her defy gravity.  My grip wasn't firm enough and her hand fell from my fingers and she made a loud re-entry back into her chair.

"Oh cripes" she cried.  "Let me get my feet underneath me and then on three, ok?"

I nodded and took her hand firmly.  On three I gave a great haul, amazed that my arm was almost being pulled out of its socket, but finally we achieved our goal.  Michelle stood, albeit somewhat wobbly as if her center of gravity had shifted.  Her huge, long sweater was now being pushed out by this medicine ball of a belly so that it seemed to have shrunken a good three to four inches in length, now barely covering her fanny.  As Michelle raised her arm around my shoulder I could see a bit of belly flesh hanging down and jiggling below her sweater.  Sweet Jesus!  It was as if she had turned into a mammoth bowl of jelly in just one sitting.  

She leaned heavily against me and I gingerly escorted her out to the rig, stopping just long enough to give the hostess an extra ten dollars.  She just gaped at Michelle, stunned that this huge bellied creature was the same little chubby girl who had entered on my arm less than two hours before.

When I got Michelle back to the RV I just about had to push her up the stairs, my hands firmly on her thick butt cheeks.  Once inside she wobbled towards the bed and then, her back to me, managed to get her sweater up and over her arms and head.  Her leotard was hanging low on her hips, digging into her fleshy ass.  From behind I could see a round inner tube like swelling that began at her rib cage and curved down to her hips.  My lord, her hourglass figure had been replaced by this round ribbon of flesh!  She turned back towards me, belly jiggling, and with a red face said "Honey, you're going to have to help me up on the bed and then get my leotard off.  I can't even begin to bend over just now."

She turned back sideways and I could see that, in profile, her breasts were now resting on the shelf of her belly which did indeed look like she had swallowed a large beach ball.  It jutted out a good five inches from her rib cage and then arched another two or three before beginning its return to her body, sagging over her pubic area.  I somehow managed to get my arms around her, feeling how hard and full her stomach really was, and then hoisted her onto the raised bed. 

She swung her legs towards me and I was able to reach beneath her and pull the leotard from under her butt and then peeled them the rest of the way off of her.  She then laid back onto the bed, her legs still dangling over the edge and all I could see from my vantagepoint was this fantastically large bowl of belly rising like a volcanic caldera from the valley floor.  

Her arm flung up and waved and in a breathless voice Michelle exclaimed "Honey, I can't breath like this, help me turn over.  Hurry."

I moved beside her and managed to get her up on one side. From there I began to gently massage her immense tummy, still amazed at its girth.

A short time later Michelle's breathing returned to normal and shortly thereafter she sighed "Oh darling, that feels so good.  I wish I wasn't feeling so queasy right now.  Part of me is looking at my huge belly and is really turned on, but I'm still too stuffed to move."

"Don't worry honey" I purred.  "It's enough for me just to look at such a vision, let alone stroke it with my fingertips.  I'm sure there will be plenty of time to frolic come morning, or whenever."

"You're such an angel" she replied and then yawned. 

I climbed past her and went into the tiny bathroom and then soon returned, having found the Pepto I was looking for.  Managing to get her to take a swallow, I recapped the top, disrobed and then climbed into bed, my own gut gurgling.

In the wee hours of morning the movement of Michelle struggling to get out of bed waked me.  She made it to her feet somehow and then trudged into the bathroom.  Upon her return I watched in the darkness with one eye half open as she managed to haul her still enormously bloated belly up onto the bed and then roll onto her side, slipping under the covers.  I shut my eye the rest of the way and fell back into sleep, dreaming of tummies large and round.

I came out of dreamland to the touch of a hand gently stroking my arm.  The RV was awash in diffused sunlight and a glance at the bedside LED informed me that it was just past eight.  

"Good morning sleepy head" Michelle purred in her deep bedroom voice.

"Umm, not awake" I slurred.

"No problem" she replied, "you just lie there and let my fingers wake you up."

I felt the covers slowly moving down my body, followed by her whispering fingers playing across my chest and then my belly.

"My big burly bear" she intoned as she rubbed my stomach, slowly kneading the soft layer of fat around my middle.  Slowly, ever so slowly her hand dipped lower until it met with my state of arousal.

"Well, well, what have we here?" she breathed.  "We're going to have to do something about that, now won't we?"

I was now fully awake and began some exploration of my own, drawing back the covers to expose her full breasts and her even fuller tummy.  I began to rub her belly as I suckled a breast and Michelle began to moan.  Her stomach felt ever so soft and silky, but underneath I could still feel hardness, reminding me she was still in an engorged state.  I flipped a roll between two fingers as her hips began to gyrate and then the next thing I remember was our two fat bellies slapping as we thrust into each other.  We rode wave after wave of ecstasy until finally we lay still and sweaty in each other's arms.

"Not bad for a couple of large bodies" Michelle panted.

"Not so large" I murmured.

"Don't kid yourself honey.  I have my eyes wide open and this" she said as she patted her still swollen belly, "is not the body of a chubby girl.  I'm a fat tub o' blubber; I admit it, and" she gave my own bulging belly a good whack, "you should too."

I looked at our two protuberances, melting into one joint belly and laughed.  "I guess you're right.  No problems?"

"None whatsoever darling" she replied and then turning her pillowy ass into my stomach whispered "ready to go again?"

It was a good time later that I finally was able to collect myself and take the wheel of the RV, pointing it northward towards Idaho.  Michelle sat opposite me wearing a formless shift that resembled a moo-moo, with a large grin on her face and a dreamy look in her eyes.  We both remained silent, enjoying our own reverie as the land became more and more bleak and we entered Idaho.  We traveled through mile after mile of harsh land littered with volcanic rock.  I was astounded for this was certainly not the vision that I had of "the land of the spuds".

Finally, almost an hour into Idaho the scenery slowly began to change and we could see large expanses of green farmland buttressed by distant plateaus and buttes.  We began to see large trucks filled with potatoes traversing the highway and I commented "now that's more like it.  What's Idaho without spud trucks?"

'Chelle giggled, one arm resting atop the shelf of her tummy.  In her moo-moo she looked large and lovely and I counted myself the luckiest guy in the world.

The road eventually crossed and then re-crossed the Snake River until finally settling down to a parallel course.  We could see deep chasms where the river had eroded the soil over time and then were treated to a lovely scene where the river meandered around a grouping of several small islands while just beyond the banks, large cliffs loomed.

We soon turned off the main highway and began travelling through some serious farm country, spending a fair amount of time lodged behind a slow moving combine that was taking up both sides of the road.  Eventually we were able to pass on a widened curve and a short time later turned into Brunaeu Dunes State Park.  

Upon entering we soon encountered a ranger who took our cash and gave us directions to the campsites.  We drove for a couple of miles wondering just what the heck we were getting ourselves into when all of a sudden we came over a rise and saw an idyllic little lake surrounded on three sides by mountainous black sand dunes.  We parked and then walked along the water's edge just taking in the scenery, my arm around Michelle's bulging waist.  

Traversing the circumference of the small lake, walking amongst the reeds and other flora barefoot, feeling the grainy sand between our toes, we felt like we were the only two people on earth.  Coming back to the little covered picnic grounds we sat with out feet in the water and watched the sun sink lower in the sky until it finally dipped below the dunes. As it set the sun gave them a rich golden glow and cast bizarre shadows along the ridge that changed every couple of minutes as the sun changed its angle.  Feeling invigorated we hopped back into the RV and made the mile drive back to the tree lined campsites.  

We wanted to sit outside for a spell and then perhaps have a bit of barbecue for dinner, but no sooner had we set up our chairs when we were accosted by hordes of mosquitoes and flies, seemingly bent on eating us alive.  It was quite a switch from the peaceful dunes to this vermin infested oasis.  Unable to stand it, we raced inside and then considered our options.  Not wanting to try to cook a meal solely inside the RV we decided to make our way into Mountain Home, some seventeen miles east.

We drove out through barren desert until finally coming to sparsely spaced humanity.  Just past these homesteads came a four way intersection where we turned to the right and eventually made it into town.  As we cruised past used car lots and a tractor dealership we realized that this town had spread out from its center, casting long tendril like roads out in all directions like a spider web.  We finally crossed under a railroad bridge and came to the old section of town, marked by two and three story brick buildings with glass storefronts.  We found a large combination grocery and clothing store with a well-lighted parking lot.  We decided to pull in, wanting to get a little something for tomorrows' breakfast.  

As we wandered around the store Michelle came to an aisle with a rack of colorful wraparound skirts and peasant blouses.  She sniffed out a couple of sizes and then wandered off to the dressing rooms, conveniently hidden behind a large freezer.  

She emerged a short time later still in her moo-moo with the skirts and blouses under her arm.  "These will due" she informed me as we headed for the checkout.

"I wanna see" I pouted.  "How come you didn't come out and show them to me?"

"You'll see soon enough" she chided.  "It's not like I'm going to spend the rest of my life hiding under this moo-moo, no matter how comfy it is."

At the checkout counter a pleasingly plump Latina rang up the sale without more than a glance at us.  Michelle asked the girl in Spanish where we could find a good meal, and at this the checker looked up, gave 'Chelle the once over and begrudgingly mentioned a couple of restaurants.  My sweetie asked which one was the checkers favorite, which was met with a resounding shrug.  Gee thanks for the input, hon.

Once outside Michelle explained to me that the checker probably disapproved of her blowzy attire.  She said that in a lot of instances it was kind of a cultural thing among Latinas that if you had it, flaunt it, even if you had too much of it.  "She probably thought I was westernized," she added.  "If she only knew that the only reason I'm wearing this tent is that because of this growing belly I can't fit into any of my other clothes."

"You think she would have figured that out by the fact that you were in her store buying new gear" I opined.

"Nah, I don't think she put two and two together.  Probably just counting the minutes until she got off work."

At this point, as we approached the RV we noticed a couple of young Latinas walking down the street.  We approached them and Michelle again asked in Spanish where to eat.

One, a kind of nondescript mousy thing, turned away, but the other, with incredibly long, wavy black hair that glittered in the artificial light, ran off a long stream of Spanish.  

As the two conversed I couldn't help but check out the goods.  This girl was beautiful!  Her skin was as creamy and perfect as my own sweet loves' and she had a young body that was built for comfort.  Poured into a pair of black jeans, the kind that Latinas wear to accentuate their lovely butts, this girl, who I guessed was maybe nineteen or twenty, filled those jeans to perfection.  Not only were her shapely ass and divine hips on display, but she had a nice tummy curve as well.  She was also wearing one of those mesh football type jerseys, which allowed me to see the lovely black push up bra she was wearing underneath.  Needless to say she had ample to push up.  

As the girl and Michelle continued their animated conversation, the girl suddenly shook her head up and down, patted her middle and then placing her hands on her hips arched her back as if stretching.  This raised up her jersey and I could see her puffy, yet curiously withered belly.  It looked to me like a balloon that had been left in the sun and had partially deflated.  When the girl then bent forward, placing her hands on her thighs, this deflated balloon spilled out and over her tight jeans, hanging like a half empty sack of beans.  She finally straightened back up, her gut still spilling over the top of those too tight jeans in a thin ribbon of fat, and continued speaking to Michelle.

They continued conversing for another moment, then Michelle gave her a big hug and the two girls turned and walked away.  Michelle was all smiles as she clued me in on what had just transpired.  It seemed that the girl, Maria, was the daughter of a woman who ran a Mexican restaurant.  She told Michelle that the food was simple and hearty; good, but not fancy, and that we would be welcome there.

"Sounds good" I replied, "where is it?"

"Down a block, turn right and then three blocks over" were the directions, to which Michelle added "called Consuella's".

"Want to walk or ride?" I asked.

"I can use the exercise.  Besides, it's such a lovely evening, let's walk."

As we meandered past the old buildings Michelle informed me that Maria had just been blessed with twin boys.  She had told Michelle that it was a hard pregnancy and her back was still sore from the over twenty hours of labor, but that the pain went away every time she looked into her children's eyes.

"That explains the stretching routine then" I remarked.

"Uh huh.  Maria told me that she gained almost fifty pounds with the twins and has only lost twenty.  I told her she looked absolutely glowing.  She thanked me and confided that her husband told her he likes her big butt."

"Smart man" I laughed.

"Yeah, like you weren't appreciative of the view yourself" Michelle chided.

"Guilty as charged" I grinned.  "Hey, a fella's gotta look ya know."

"Long as you're still looking at me" 'Chelle replied as she smoothed the moo-moo over her belly.

"More to look at, the more I look" I said as I grabbed her lovely soft body and brought it to me, kissing her deeply, right there on the sidewalk.

"Just keep loving me like that" Michelle exclaimed breathlessly, "and I'll give you all you want and more."

I brought one hand down to her lovely ass as the other snaked across to her breast.  I gave both a good squeeze saying "I just want what you've got, babe.  You make me so horny, 24-7."

"Hold that thought, my love.  Let's go see Consuella then, when we get back to the rig you can have your way with me."

"You don't have to offer twice" I panted.

"I love you so much," she said as she reached up to kiss me again. 

I returned the kiss with fervor and then we walked arm and arm towards the restaurant.

We came to a brick building with a painted sign embossed with long stemmed roses that stood guard over a glass doorway.  We entered and were greeted by a thin, hard looking young Latina who we guessed must have been a sister of Maria, for they shared the same eyes and nose.  We were led to a simple wooden table, adorned with simple red place mats, and seated at stiff, hard backed wooden chairs.  A pocked marked young man gave us glasses of water and warm tortilla chips with homemade hot salsa.  Shortly thereafter a short middle aged Caucasian woman arrived to give us menus and take our request for margaritas.

As we perused the menu we took the time to glance around us.  The restaurant was about half full with patrons, all seated at similar tables to our own.  The décor was simple; travel posters of the Aztec and Mayan pyramids and temples under banners announcing Mexico!!! in bold lettering.  In addition there was the occasional serape or sombrero attached to the light yellow walls.

Our margaritas arrived and we place our orders.  Two different combination plates, one with Chile relleno, beef enchilada and a chicken taco, the other with a chicken tamale, cheese chalupas and pork enchilada, all served with the prerequisite beans and rice.

We slurped our margaritas between nibbles of the excellent chips and wonderful salsa, so fresh with the unmistakable taste of cilantro, until a zesty lentil bean soup arrived.  We made short work of the soup, a good thing too, for our main course arrived in record time.  It was standard fare, nothing to write home about, although the tamale was excellent, properly served within a cornhusk, the chicken marinated to perfection.

In all it wasn't as transcendent as our experience in Boulder, but was tasty and filling, just as Maria had advertised.  

As our meal came to a close our waitress appeared and I informed her that we had enjoyed the meal and that we had met the owner's daughter on the street and it was she who recommended that we come here.  The waitress suddenly snapped to attention, as if this was the first interesting thing she'd heard all evening.

"You must mean Maria" she beamed.  "We were all so worried about her, the pregnancy was a difficult one; oh but those two beautiful babies, you can tell how much she adores them."

Our waitress went on in this vein for awhile longer and then excused herself telling us that she'd be right back.  True to her word she shortly returned, this time with a short, thick waisted middle aged Latina in tow, wiping her hands on her apron.  We were introduced to Consuella, telling her that we enjoyed the meal.  She thanked us and then promised us that she was going to whip up something special for desert and that it was going to be on the house for the friends of her daughter.  As it would have been ungrateful of us to refuse we thanked her again and told her that we'd be honored.

What arrived at our table was what could be loosely described as churros.  Deep fried rolls, glazed with honey and topped with cinnamon. Such a simple dish and yet fantastic.  Michelle and I couldn't get enough of them, polishing off the entire plateful, not even stopping to count how many there were.  Oh my, but we were stuffed once again; how does it keep happening?  We looked across the table at each other and then burst out laughing, sharing the same thought; another day, another pound.

We paid our bill, tipped generously, and then ducked into the kitchen to give Consuella our thanks, once again giving her culinary talents a high mark.  She gave each of us a hug in turn and then we hit the streets, glad for the walk, hoping to be able to work off some of the meal.

At one of the street corners, as we waited for the light to change, I turned Michelle towards me, intending on giving her a nice hug and a smooch.  When I did so our swollen bellies rubbed together and 'Chelle giggled "we've got to stop meeting like this".

"You think?" I questioned, patting the side of my growing gut.

"Nah" 'Chelle replied, "a waist is a terrible thing to mind".

We kissed deeply; stuffed bellies melting into one another, quite oblivious to the fact that the light had changed, not that we cared.  We could barely contain ourselves long enough to get back to our rig where, still in the parking lot under the fluorescent lights, we entered the RV, tore our clothes off and made hot, belly-slapping love.






**********

The next morning, after a quick breakfast of bagels with ham and cream cheese, we left Bruneau Park and headed west.  We hadn't traveled very far when the weather started to turn on us.  Gale force winds buffeted the RV, threatening to move us completely off the road as due to the flat terrain; there was nothing to buffer the gusts.  Then, in several places the wind was kicking up so much dust that we could hardly see ten feet in front of us.  So there we were, in the middle of this incredible stretch of nothingness, flat land for as far as the eye could see, and only able to cruise between twenty five and thirty miles per hour.

It was like being in our own private hell.  The monotony of the landscape only broken up by the intense white-knuckle experience of trying to keep the rig on the road or wondering if there even was a road ten feet in front of you.  Fun, fun, fun.

Finally the wind calmed a bit, but then it began to rain, the water turning the layer of dust on the RV to mud.  This wasn't as bad as the dust storms, but there were times when the rain was so heavy that again we could barely see out the window.

After what seemed like days of driving through these terrible conditions I glanced back at the clock to see that it was only eleven o'clock; we had only been driving for less than three hours.  I groaned as we were still a good two hours away from Elko, which, for all intents and purposes, was the only bit of civilization between here and there.  Fortunately the scenery slowly began to change from the monotonous flatland to a more hilly terrain, which gave us something else to look at.  Michelle went back into the RV and brought me a cola and then stood behind me and massaged my shoulders.  We put on some loud rock and roll travelling music and persevered.

Somehow we finally arrived at Elko, a seemingly endless stretch of fast food restaurants lining the side of US 80.  Exhausted by our grueling drive I pulled into the parking lot of a Burger King, got out of the RV and tried to stretch out my aching muscles.  Michelle joined me, wearing her new wraparound skirt, which readily showed how much belly there now was to wrap around.  Even in my battered state I was still appreciative of the view.  

We went inside and ordered a couple of Xtreme meals, returning to the RV to eat in peace and quiet.  Finishing our luncheon, Michelle urged me up onto the bed so she could give me a neck and shoulder massage.  Eventually one thing led to another and my whole body ended up with a wonderful massage, after which I drifted into a wondrous, deep sleep.

It was late afternoon before I awakened, feeling renewed and refreshed.  Good thing since I knew that we had another four hour drive ahead of us before we reached Winnemucca.

Michelle sat eyeing me her top having crept up revealing a nice little ribbon of blubber over her skirt.  "Sleep well darling?"

"Like the dead" I replied.  "Boy, did I ever need that.  You ready to rumble?"

"Sure, let's hit the road."

So I climbed back into the driver's seat and Michelle sat down beside me, her hand in a bag of potato chips that she idly munched as we continued west.

The sun was just setting, turning the hills ahead of us a rich copper, when we hit the outskirts of Winnemucca.  We pulled into an RV park and I let out an audible sigh of relief when I read that, among the other amenities offered, the park had a hot tub, which our site was just opposite.  I donned my bathing suit, taken somewhat aback that my gut was experiencing some serious "dunlaps" disease, hanging over the elastic waistband, and walked across to soak my aching muscles.

A short time later Michelle emerged from the RV and approached the hot tub.  She was wearing her pink bikini, which was a high French cut down to a low v in front. The material was then tied around small plastic rings at the side coming around to a thong in the back.  The top was a low scoop, tied behind the neck and then again around a plastic ring between her breasts.  I remember how heads used to turn down at the lake when she first wore it two years ago.  Now they'd probably turn for a different reason; disbelief that such a butterball would be wearing such a thing.

Her belly spilled over the v cut, the plastic rings dug into her puffy hips and the thong provided no camouflage for her bountiful, flabby buttocks.  Going up her backside there was a bulge of excess flesh on either side of her rib cage and it seemed that there were two bands of vertical flesh that came together on either side of her spine.  From the side of her top, the flab around her breasts oozed out and at the front there was a little roll that flipped the plastic ring between her breasts outward.  Oh, and did I mention that the material of her cups was woefully inadequate to reign in the abundance of her décolletage?  Her cups runneth over, to coin a phrase, bubbling up and over the top of her cups in delicious gelatinous plenty.

She was the ultimate vision of plushness; I imagined her so soft that you could sink your hands into her absorbent flesh and they'd never come out.  I was so proud of her and thought that she looked absolutely perfect.

"Got room for this big old body," she said as she approached the tub.

"Right here on my lap works for me" I panted.  "There should be a law against anyone looking that sexy.  I'm libel to have a heart attack just looking at you."

"But I'm innocent, your honor!  It's not my fault that my only swimwear is two sizes too small.  Besides, who'd have thought that he'd keel over at the sight of this flabby gut?" she grabbed a belly roll with both hands to emphasize.

"May it please the court" I interjected.  "There is legislation before the committee stating that no woman be allowed to wear said garments of the too small variety unless her intention is to be caressed and fondled by all the menfolk mesmerized by her beauty."

Michelle laughed and threw a beefy leg over the ledge of the hot tub.  As she bent over to enter her belly folded into three beautiful bulges and I almost drowned looking at them.  As she lowered herself down into the steaming water her breasts displayed their buoyancy and in floating towards the surface showed their full immensity.  

"My god!" I whispered as I gazed at the visage.

Catching my ogling stare, Michelle laughed and said, "I suppose there should be a law against these too?"

"I was supposed to be coming in here to relax" I complained.  "Now you've got me so I can hardly breathe."

"Poor baby will just have to wait though won't he?" she chided.  "Still, I don't suppose there's any harm is looking; that is, if you can stand the strain."

The light bubbling action of the air jets was jostling her breasts so they were at an almost constant jiggle.  It just wasn't fair!  She was just too sexy. 

'Chelle smiled her dark Mona Lisa smile as she sensed my distress.  "Baby, just keep loving me the way you do.  I can feel it way over here."

I looked down at my crotch in feigned disbelief and we both cracked up laughing.

"Methinks monsieur has an inflated image of himself" Michelle chortled.

"Ah inflated, yes that is the key element" I said in retort.

"Race ya back to the rig" she answered.

"No fair" I moaned, "I'm not used to running with three legs."

Michelle reached over and kissed me hard.  Then she broke away and climbed out of the tub, her fleshy body bouncing every which way.  "C'mon stud" she whispered in my ear.  "Your filly is primed and ready."  She then jogged back to the rig her backside wiggling.

I arose from the tub, a bit self conscious concerning the tent at the front of my trunks, wrapped my towel around my belly and traipsed across the road to the rig.  When I opened the door I was met with the vision of Michelle's wide, thick naked butt draped over the edge of the bed, anchored by her sturdy thighs. I immediately disrobed and soon felt her warm, wet flesh against my hanging belly.

A long while later I emerged from the rig fully clothed to start a fire in the little barbecue pit beside our campsite.  Michelle was inside preparing green beans with olive oil, ham, garlic and new potatoes and soon we feasted on that and New York strip steaks, blackened and doused with Worcestershire.  We then retired to read for a short while before turning out the lights and falling into a mutual dream, forever in love.

We awoke the next morning and enjoyed a long langorous bit of lovemaking, each of us letting our fingers drink in the others' added poundage.  Michelle then complained that I had made her hungry again, so we drove off and soon found an IHOP.  

Stacks of pancakes smothered in syrup, sides of sausage, bacon, and hash browns were piled at our table, accompanied by hot biscuits with country gravy.  Once this fare was safely inside our bellies we followed with two slices of banana cream pie and then split an apple turnover.

"That ought to tide us over" Michelle grinned as I swallowed the last crumbs of pie.

"Ought to, considering were only about four hours from home" I replied

"Dunno, there's always that Slotsky's Deli out on 50."

"Umm, pizza" I said in my Homer Simpson voice.

"Last chance, and then it's back to eating like normal people" she answered.

"You mean we haven't been eating like normal people?" I asked with exasperation.  "And here I was using a knife and fork and everything."

"Ha, ha, you're just soo funny" 'Chelle said sarcastically. "Now let's clear out."






**********\

We stayed on US 80 a short time longer before veering off on a road that hooked back into 50 just east of Dayton, travelling through long flat stretches that seemed almost endless.  Once through the lovely treed oasis of old town Dayton we climbed out of the valley, crested, and came back down into the Carson Valley, our home.  

The teeming civilization met us and we both just shrugged; it was the price you paid for a lifestyle and conveniences.  Like Slotsky's Deli for example.  This was pleasure of another kind, the kind you couldn't find out in the middle of nowhere.  Their wonderful crust and imaginative toppings made their pizzas a treat.  Plus great sandwiches served with the same foccaccia like bread.  For this final fling however, we both decided on two individual pizzas each, washed down with a liter of Pepsi.  

Full once again we wandered back to the RV and pointed it down 395 for the half-hour final leg of our journey.  

After unpacking the rig and washing off the road grime, we sat at the kitchen table over iced teas both knowing what came next, but neither wanting to broach the subject.  Finally I bit the bullet: "Don't you think it's time we put the final stamp on our vacation?"

"Don't wanna" Michelle pouted.  "I don't even want to start thinking about going back to work."

"Me neither, but it's inevitable so we might as well complete the finishing touch."

"You know, you're going to have to take me shopping" she warned.

"Yeah, and I'll probably need some new pants as well," I said as I looked down at my looming belly.  "But this is just procrastinating.  I promise that next weekend we'll go up to Meadowood."

"OK then, you win" she sighed and then rose from her chair and headed upstairs calling back over her shoulder, "I went first last time, so it's your turn bucko."

"Right, right" I answered, "whatever."

We entered the master bath and the scale looked up at me as if it was sneering.  I disrobed down to my boxers and stood before the scale, looking down at my bulging belly.  I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror and almost didn't recognize myself.  Like Michelle I was no longer chubby.  The reflection that looked back at me was that of a fat man; flab covering my pecs so I looked almost womanly, while my belly arched out and expanded over my hips.  

"Wow" I looked at the reflection.  "What do you think?" I asked my love.

"Yummy" she answered back as her hand pawed my midsection.

"No, not that; I mean how much?"

"Oh sorry, you distracted me" she grinned.  

She then gave me the once over, circling with her fingers against her cheek as if inspecting a work of art.  

"Hmm, if I had to hazard a guess I'd say 230" she stated.

"Fifteen pounds" I stammered.  "Really?"

"Yep" she nodded curtly.  "Ten in the belly and another five to your lard ass."

"You say so" I replied.

"I do, so quit bitching and let's find out for sure" she demanded.

"Pushy, pushy" I said as I stepped on the scale.  

I looked down, but all I could see was the expanse of my belly.  Geez, this hadn't been the case ten days ago when we left.  I bent over, pushed my gut in with both hands and finally made eye contact with the LED: 229.

"Not a bad guess" I admitted.

"Guess I won't be giving you a kewpie doll after all.  Care to try your skills on me?" she asked.

"I'd love to.  And then I'll try guessing your weight" I sneered.

"Oh mister funny guy" she chided.  "C'mon, be serious."

"I am being serious," I said indignantly.  "I just remembered another of those bordello tricks and I want to try it out on such a lovely and supple partner."

'Chelle patted her tummy, "I don't think I quite bend like I used to; got too much lard in the way.  Besides, we should make this a contest.  Guess within a pound and you win the prize."

"Fine, have it your way" I said begrudgingly.  Then, in a haughty British tone informed Michelle "But if I'm to give an accurate assessment, you'll have to disrobe my dear."

She peeled off her clothes and to my surprise was wearing the same black lace bra and panty set she was wearing at the first weighting in.  I couldn't help but notice how much rounder she seemed; how her belly swam over the side and top of her panties and her breathing caused a little fold in her midsection. The panties seemed to be almost nonexistent as there was far more of her thick, wide buttocks showing then there was material to cover it.  The bra, which was tight before, was now hopelessly overmatched; her breasts bulging out all over, while her flesh poured out from around the side stays.  What heaven have we wrought?  She looked so fucking perfect; but then again I'd thought that from the beginning, so who am I kidding.  I suppose I always have and probably always will, regardless of what size she eventually becomes.

"One sixty; no, one sixty-one" I nodded as if satisfied with my assessment.

"We'll see" she snorted and then stepped on the scale.  

As she bent over to look I got a good look at her fabulous wide ass and my memory shot back to last night.  

"Damn" she cried out.

"What?" I asked, broken from my reverie.

"One sixty two" she pointed at the LED.  "If you wouldn't have second guessed you would have missed by two pounds."

"You mean I win.  WooHoo" I gave a little victory dance, my belly giggling.

Michelle stepped off the scale and put her arms around my belly.

"Me too" she said, and then led me by the hand into the bedroom "now come and collect your prize."

