City Girl 
By Mollycoddles
Something was bothering Pam.  She turned over in bed to poke at her husband Rob’s shoulder, rousing him from a light sleep.
“Huzzah? What? What’s going on?” he mumbled.

“Rob, does your mom like me?”

Rob rolled over in bed to look at his new wife.  Was she serious?  Pam stared back at him with wide, worried eyes.

“Sure she likes you.  What a question! What would make you even ask that?”

“It’s just that… I dunno, she’s always kinda weird.  She’s been giving me the stinkeye all day. Is it… is it because I’m Puerto Rican?”

It was true that Pam stood out like a sore thumb in this little country town.  A stunning Latina beauty with long shiny black hair and dark eyes, Pam always attracted attention even when she was at home in Los Angeles.  But visiting her husband Rob’s hometown of Bumblecorners, Idaho, Pam was even more acutely aware of how much she stood out.  Pam’s fashion conscious style – the curvy cutie was always dressed in the most impeccable designer jeans and high-end blouses, her small waist always accented with the most expensive bling bling belt – didn’t mesh well in a village of over-all clad farmers and ranchers.  At first, Pam thought maybe that Rob’s mother didn’t like that she attracted too many roving eyes.  Maybe she thought that Pam was a flirt who wouldn’t give her son the loyalty that he deserved.  But they’d been dating for five years, married for two.  By now, she should know that Pam wasn’t some run-around floozy!
She had agreed to spend their two week vacation at Rob’s parents’ apple farm because she felt she needed to get to know his family, but, only two days into their trip, she was already regretting the decision and dreaming about their eventual return to the big city.

“What? No! It’s just that… well, listen, Pam, you know my mom is just a country girl at heart.  She doesn’t connect well with city people.”

Pam sniffed.  “That’s ridiculous.  You make it sound like she’s some sort of country bumpkin and I’m some sort of snooty big city diva.  You know I was trying my best to be nice to her.  It’s not my fault that I don’t dress like some dirt-kicking cowboy.”

“I know, Pam, don’t worry about it.  She’ll warm up to you, city girl.”

“I just wish I knew why she didn’t like me,” huffed Pam.  She rolled over in bed and stared at the ceiling.  Outside the window, she could hear crickets chirping.  Pam sighed. She was used to the hustle and bustle of the big city, so she relied on the sounds of heavy traffic to lull her to sleep. These nature sounds just weren’t cutting it for her.
Rob cleared his throat.  “Well, Pam, I think… I think a big part of it was breakfast this morning. I think she thinks you don’t like her cooking.”

“What do you mean? I was very gracious! I told your mother how much I loved her scrambled eggs!  And, honestly, I did! Your mom is a great cook.  What more could she want?”

“I think she thought you were just being polite.”

“Why would she think that?”

“You didn’t take seconds when she offered.”

Pam snorted.  “Oh my Gawd, is that really it?  Are you telling me that your mom is holding a grudge against me because I only wanted one serving of scrambled eggs? They were great, but you know I don’t eat that much, Rob!”

Rob yawned.  “I know, Pam, I’m just saying things are different out here in the country.  Out here, if you don’t take a second helping, people think it’s cuz you didn’t like the food.”

“Well, what if it just means that I’m full and don’t have room for any more food?”

“No one’s full after just one helping in the country…” muttered Rob as he nodded back to sleep. “That’s a city girl thing…”
“Don’t call me ‘city girl,’ Rob!” said Pam, but he was already asleep.

Pam watched her husband’s sleeping form for quite some time before she herself fell asleep. No one’s full after one helping in the country, huh? Pam gritted her teeth.  
“I guess I’ll just have to adapt,” she mumbled to herself, “Otherwise, I’ll go crazy with that woman cold shouldering me for two weeks…”

Pam awoke the next morning to the sound of the rooster crowing outside.. and the delectable smell of French toast in the air. Pam felt her empty stomach gurgle at the thought of a hearty breakfast.  She turned to look at Rob still slumbering next to her.

“Hey! Rob! Get up!”  She shook her husband until he blinked his eyes open.

“Huh? Whu?”

“Get up, Rob! I think your mom is making French toast!”  A wicked grin flashed across her face. “And I intend to show her how much I appreciate it!”

“Uh… too tired, just go without me,” mumbled Rob, flopping back into his pillow.

“Fine,” said Pam, “I will.”

***. 

Pam was the second-to-last person in the house to arrive at the breakfast table and, she noted with some concern, the only one still in her pajamas.  Rob’s father and brothers were all already showered and dressed, gobbling down toast and hash browns in taciturn manly silence, while Rob’s mother bustled at the stove, pressing a thick slice of bread into a panful of sizzling batter. 

They really were the perfect picture of a country family, thought Pam.  How could she ever hope to make them accept her?

“Good morning, Mother Patterson,” said Pam, trying her best to be friendly, “That smells delicious.”

“Hmm, well thank you, Pam.  I’m sure it’s very different from what you eat in the city.”

“Yeah, what DO you eat for breakfast in the city?” asked Rob’s father in his jolly, booming, baritone voice.

“Usually I don’t eat breakfast,” said Pam.  She regretted the confession immediately.  Rob’s whole family stared at her in confusion.  What would they know? From the size of these people, they never skipped a meal. “Or maybe a little yogurt or oatmeal…uh… but I’m really excited to try a real country breakfast!”
“Well, I hope you brought your appetite this morning,” said Rob’s mother, “You’re already getting a late start, but I guess you city folks don’t need to rise with the sun.  Where is that Rob? Is he still asleep? That’s what that city living does to you, I guess.”

Pam fought to avoid rolling her eyes. Was this woman for real?  Gawd!

“Sorry I’m so late, Mother Patterson,” said Pam, still holding a forced smile on her face.  Again, she felt weirdly out of place.  Rob’s whole family was a bunch of pasty white mountain men with big beards and close-cropped hair dressed in jeans and flannel.  Meanwhile, Pam was a zaftig but petite Hispanic bunny with a big frizzy fro clad in stylish silk pajamas.

Maybe Rob was right.  Maybe her fashion sense wouldn’t win these people over. But maybe her appetite could!

“Here you go, honey,” said Rob’s mom, dropping a thick slab of French toast on her plate.  Pam’s eyes bulged.  She couldn’t even begin to calculate how much fat was in this calorie bomb! At home, she never would have eaten something like this in a million years. But when in Rome…

Pam grabbed a syrup pitcher and drowned her toast in sticky maple syrup before getting to work.  She attacked the toast with gusto.  Honestly, it wasn’t an act. It was delicious! But it was also really heavy, and she felt herself faltering by the time that she popped the last bite between her lips.

“You okay, sweetie? Oven’s about to turn off now. You don’t want any more, right?”

“Ummm…” Was Rob’s mother actually disappointed that she wasn’t eating more? If so, she was doing a good job of hiding it.  If Rob hadn’t told her otherwise last night, she would have thought she was inconveniencing his other by requesting a second slice.  Maybe she was? Whatever, she might as well try and see what happened…

“Actually, Mother Patterson, it was just so delicious that…I couldn’t trouble you for a second slice, could I?”

Rob’s mother could barely suppress her surprise.  “Another slice? Are you sure?”

“Well, I wouldn’t want to put you through any trouble…”

“It’s no trouble at all!” said Rob’s mother quickly as if she was afraid that her hesitation might make Pam reconsider her request. “I’ll whip one up right now!”
As Rob’s mom turned back to the stove, Pam almost thought she detected a new motherly warmth in the older woman’s voice that hadn’t been there before.  Maybe there was more to this country living than she thought!

***

By the time breakfast was finished, Pam just wanted to flop down and fall asleep.  But she was so full that she was afraid to do any flopping lest she rupture.  Three slices of French toast was more than enough for any woman, thought Pam, as she wobbled gingerly back to the room, leaning backwards with her fingers laced together in front of her to form a cradle for her bloated belly.

She hoped that leaving the table after three helpings wouldn’t be considered rude, but she simply couldn’t force down any more French toast no matter how tasty it was!  Her gut swelled out in front of her, already forcing little gaps between the buttons of her pajama top.  And to think, she’d gobbled it all down before Rob had even woken up!

When she pushed open the bedroom door, she saw Rob still asleep in bed.

“Rob!”

“Eh? What is it? Is it time to get up?”

“Rob, give me a hand here, would ya?  This is way too difficult for your fat girl wife to do alone.”

That perked him up.  Pam knew that Rob had a soft spot for girls that he euphemistically called “curvy” but that she thought of as “fat.” Although Pam was a little self-conscious that she didn’t meet the profile of her husband’s ideal woman, she wasn’t above teasing him a little.
“Alright, c’mere, you little minx.”

Rob came up behind Pam, encircling her with his arms and snaking one hand beneath the globe of her gut to give it some added support.  Pam slowly lowered herself into bed, letting Rob hold most of her new belly weight on the long, slow journey to the mattress.

“Oooooof,” she gasped when her bottom finally connected with the bed.  “Wow, I don’t think I’ve ever eaten so much before.”

“Rob, you know I love the country life, but your mother is relentless.  You’d almost think that she’s trying to fatten me up.”

Rob chuckled. “No, that’s just mom’s way.  She’s a country gal, after all.  You’re from the city, Pam, so you’re just not used to the way that people are out here. Besides, it’s not like it looks bad on you.”

“Oh shut up, you goof,” laughed Pam.

“It’s a good look. You look cute with a little bit of a tummy.  A few extra pounds would make you look even better, I bet.”

“Haha, you weirdo. Look, Rob, I know you like big girls, but the way your mom cooks you’d think she actually knew that.  Does she? Is this all some country conspiracy to plump me up?”

“Haha, perish the thought! I would never do anything so underhanded!” said Rob with mock indignation.

“Hmmm…”  Pam absently ran a hand over her burgeoning belly, feeling her new softness under her fingers.  “Believe me, Rob, it’s a relief to know that you still think I’m sexy with a few extra pounds, but I do not intend to go full country.  You give me too much leeway and I’m going to end up looking like a float in the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade.  And… oh, stop it!”

Giggling, she swatted Rob across the chest.

“What? What did I do?” he asked with a mock innocent expression.

“I saw that look! Oh my Gawd, I cannot believe what a pervert you are, mister!  You were totally imagining that, weren’t you?  Me just blown up like a parade float!  Well, it might make you happy, but I intend to keep trim.”

“Well, we’ll see what mom has to say about that. Did you leave me any breakfast? Or is it all inside your stomach now?”
“Ugh, go ask your mom. She said she was turning off the oven, but she kept it on to make me two more slices of French toast. I’m sure she’d be happy to make some more for you.  That seems to be her thing. Just leave me here to digest.”
Rob kissed Pam on the forehead and rose to go down for breakfast. Seeing his high-fashion wife lying helpless in bed like an overstuffed turkey brought a smile to his lips, and he couldn’t resist patting her full belly gently.
“Oooof, be careful, Rob! I’m so full, I’m liable to go off at any minute if you jiggle me too hard!”

Rob chuckled. “Okay, honey, I’ll leave you alone. You get some rest, cuz we’ve got a long day ahead of us. Remember, you were going to help us with the apple harvest.”

“Oh Gawd, I forgot,” moaned Pam.  Pam didn’t even know how to pick apples, but she hoped that lending a hand during the family’s annual harvest would help ingratiate herself to her in-laws.  She wasn’t sure how Rob’s brothers managed to go out and work the farm after eating a breakfast like that! That French toast was sitting in her belly like lead! She felt like she might just fall through the floor if she stood up. “Ugh, Rob, I don’t even know if I’ll be able to stand up let alone climb a ladder in this condition!  How do you guys do it?”

“I guess we’re just more used to the country lifestyle than you are, city girl.”

“Ugh, don’t call me that,” moaned Pam, “Are you trying to bait me?”

“Well, Pam, you ARE a city girl.  It’s pretty obvious. I mean, what kind of country girl would be full on just three slices of French toast? So full that she couldn’t help with the apple harvest?”

“Alright, fine, you win, you jerk,” laughed Pam, propping herself up on her elbows. “Just let me rest a few minutes and I’ll be fine.  I’ll be ready and dressed by the time that you finish breakfast.”

***
Pam did her best to live up to her mother-in-law’s expectations.  Every morning, she ate multiple helpings of hashbrowns, flapjacks and breakfast sausage.  For lunch, she chowed down on roast beef sandwiches and big chunks of cheese.  Dinner was ham and grits and buttered mashed potatoes, followed by sweet hot apple pies for dessert.  It was hard work!  Pam always restricted her diet to salads and fruit cups while at home, so she wasn’t used to handling such heavy meals!  Every night, she went to bed with an aching stomach, and Rob couldn’t help but make fun of his wife when she woke up with terrible gas pains from her evening binge.

“Easy for you to laugh,” said Pam, “You’re not the one who has to get fat to please her mother-in-law!”

“Oh, you’re not fat, Pam, stop being so melodramatic.”

“I’m not? Just look at me, Rob! I’m busting out all over!”

Pam twirled in front of her husband, showing off her new fleshy figure.  By the end of the week, Pam’s new diet was definitely having an effect.  Her hips, belly, and rear began to swell – not a lot, but just enough that she had to leave the snap on her denim shorts open to accommodate the swell of her new chubby tummy.
“You’re just a little more curvy after some country cooking,” said Rob, “It’s nothing to worry about. It looks good on you.”

“I didn’t say I was worried about it,” said Pam, “I’m just telling the truth: I’m getting fat.  I’ve already probably gained ten pounds from all your mom’s cooking this week – I can’t imagine how big I’ll get if we keep visiting here!”

“Well, I’m not cutting my mom out of my life,” said Rob crossly.

“Of course not, that’s not what I’m saying.  It’s just that…”

“Just what?”

“Just that… I really hope you really DO like big girls.  Cuz it looks like I might be destined to be one.”

Rob stood up and hugged Pam, drawing his plumping wife close to him.  “Of course I do. There nothing that’s more important to me than you. And I’ll love you the same whether you’re big or small.”

“Even if I gain 10 pounds?”

“Even if you gain 100 pounds!”

“Oh Gawd, Rob, don’t talk like that! I don’t even want to think about that!”

“Okay. How are you feeling about my mom now, Pam?  Are you two getting along better?”

Pam placed her head on Rob’s shoulder and pondered the question for a moment. “Actually, I think she’s warming up to me. She definitely doesn’t seem as distant anymore.”
“See? I told you.  You show her that you can appreciate her cooking like any country peach and soon she’ll forget all about you being a city girl.”

“I hope so, Rob. I just hope I don’t have to become a total cow to prove it!”

“Oh, you’ll never be a cow to me!”

“Awwww…! You always know the right thing to say, Rob.”

Rob grinned. “I try.”

Pam walked over to her husband and climbed into his lap.

“Hopefully I’m not too heavy to still sit in your lap, honey?” said Pam hopefully.  She tussled his hair playfully and ran her hand over his stubbly chin.  “Why don’t I show you how much I appreciate those nice words of yours, Rob…”

She nibbled playfully at Rob’s chin, but Rob just chuckled and pushed her away.

“Don’t get too comfortable, Pam, we’ll have to do that later.  We don’t have time right now.”

“No time? Why not?” Pam pouted.

“Well, it’s almost time for dinner!”

“Almost time for dinner!” Pam sighed.  “But I’m still full from lunch.”  She pinched the growing roll of flab around her middle.  “This is torture! I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up!”

“Then I guess it’s a good thing we’ll be heading back to the city soon, city girl.”

Pam bristled, her eyes flashing. “That sounds like a challenge, Rob.”

“Just sayin’.”

Pam stood up and patted her pooching tummy.  “Let’s go to dinner.  I’ll show you and your mother just how much this city girl can handle.”

*** 

Pam leaned forward to pluck an apple off the tree, her chubby tummy grazing the top stop of the ladder as she bent.  She could feel her shorts tighten against her bottom as she moved, smiling at the knowledge that Rob was almost certainly checking her out right now.

Pam intentionally wiggled her hips a little more vigorously, knowing that, without the snap to anchor her shorts together, it would be an easy task to serruptitiously make her zipper relax downward.  She smirked, imagining how Rob would be getting all hot and bothered as more and more of her wife’s perfect plump belly was put on display with every zipper tooth released.  Eventually, her zipper would slip down enough to reveal the top portion of her snug little panties. She had intentionally worn a red lacy pair, so Rob would know when he saw them that he was going to get lucky tonight.
Because Pam noticed that Rob was definitely getting a little more frisky in the bedroom.  Did he really prefer her to be thicker?  Pam couldn’t say that she was upset.  Examining herself in the mirror this morning, Pam found herself enjoying her new curves and admiring how her chubby middle flared out to well-padded hips and a growing spongy booty behind her.  Her breasts even had a new heft, and Pam could feel their added weight pulling at her chest when she leaned forward to grab another apple.

“Look out below!” called Pam as she plucked a big red apple and dropped it on Rob’s brother Barry below.  He dodged just in time.

“Very funny,” said Barry, “You learn that from Rob? You know he always did that when we were kids!”

“I learned it from him yesterday,” said Pam, “You guys STILL do that all the time!”

Barry scratched his head. “I guess we do. Well, there’s not much to do here on an apple farm. You gotta make your own fun.”

Pam smirked. “And that involves tormenting your brothers?”

Barry nodded. “Yeah. You can’t tell me that you don’t torment your brothers even in a city family.”

“All families do that, but I think apple bombs are unique to you guys out here.”

“Well, Pam, then you’ve picked it up quickly,” said Barry. “You might just be a natural apple farmer.  So if you and Rob ever decide to take up the family business, you’ll know you have a knack for it.”

Pam nearly squealed with delight at the acknowledgement.

To the side, Rob helped his mother load the full bushels of apples into the truck, so Rob’s brother could transport them to the silo.
“So Rob, has Pam… gained weight?”

“Jeez, Mom, I dunno.  I’m not gonna ask that sort of thing.  You’re a woman, you should know that.”

“No, I mean…is there…Well, I noticed she was looking a little bulgy around the middle. I thought maybe there was a bun in the oven?”

“Oh.” Rob laughed.  Ever since Rob’s marriage to Pam last year, his mother was determined to start seeing some grandchildren. “I think that’s just your cooking, ma.”

“Huh. Well, good.  At least she’s starting to take to the country life.  That’s a first step.  I don’t know what those city girls know about being moms, but appreciating proper country cooking is at least a first step.”
“Mom, don’t you think it’s a little early to thinking about grandkids?”

“It’s never too early for me.  But if you two are happy together, I guess that’s all a mother could wish for.  Still, it’s good to see her fill out a bit.  It’s a good sign for things to come.”

*** 

“C’mon, Rob! Hurry up! It’s almost time for supper!”

“Wow, that’s a change!”

Pam looked at her husband quizzically. “What are you talking about? Look at the time! I don’t want to upset your mom by being late for dinner.”

Rob dumped the last load of apples onto the truck, then turned to look at his wife.  Pam held up her meaty wrist and pointed at her watch for emphasis, but Rob was more interested in the changes that had come over his wife rather than the time.  In the beginning, Pam had struggled to eat enough to fulfill her demanding mother-in-law’s expectations.  Every bite was a struggle as this city girl, accustomed to salads and low-fat lattes, tried to pack her protesting stomach full of heavy country cooking.  But after several weeks of good, down-home cooking, Pam’s body was adjusting.  It wasn’t just that she was expanding – although it was obvious from her growing potbelly and thickening legs that all those calories were going to good use – she no longer went to bed with stomachaches or woke up with roiling guts.  She looked forward to mealtimes now with growing excitement. 

“Yeah, but now you’re actually getting excited.  Could it be that you’re starting to like this country cooking?”

“I…I never said that I didn’t like it! It’s just way too rich for me!”

“Yeah, but it seems to be growing on you.”  Rob squeezed Pam’s love handles, kneading her soft warm flab, and then sliding his hands around to explore her new belly.

“I know, Rob, but… oh, I’m not looking forward to going back to the city.  There’s no way that I can hide this new belly.  I’ve outgrown all my skinny jeans and my bras are starting to pinch my shoulders. I’m going to need a whole new wardrobe when we get home!”

“Wow, Pam, it’s not like you’ve ever complained about an excuse to go shopping before. Let me get a look at you.”

Rob stood back to admire his wife’s new look.  Still a beautiful woman with dark eyes, black hair and caramel skin, Pam had traded her slim, sensual look and morphed into a thick, voluptuous love goddess.  True to her word, her old clothes no longer fit – her bubbilicious rear refused to squeeze into her old ultra-slim jeans and the flashy bling-bling belt didn’t cinch around her waist thanks to her chubby-blubby potbelly.  Her boobs filled out til her bras pinched and her buttons gapped.  She had to abandon her entire high-fashion wardrobe, trading it in for simple but sturdy farm clothes – baggy flannel shirts and empire-waisted work jeans.  But even in the most dire fashion emergencies Pam always carried herself with confidence, so she made even those frumpy choices shine like they were on a Paris fashion runway.

“Do you really like how I look, Rob?” asked Pam.

“Absolutely. You look stunning.”

“Good. Don’t get used to it, though, Rob, because I’m definitely not going to keep eating like this when we get back home,” giggled Pam.  She sashayed in front of him, purposely swaying her hips and rump in the new, larger jeans.  Rob couldn’t help but drool at how perfectly the tight denim cupped the cheeks of Pam’s deliciously round, tender bottom.
“No? I don’t know about that.  I have a feeling that you won’t be able to give up country cooking so easily now that you’ve developed a taste for it.”
“I have not developed a taste for it!” protested Pam. “I just… well, okay, it’s good. But I just don’t want your mom to be offended!”
“I dunno, Pam, you seem pretty excited to me.  Seems like you’ve been checking your watch every ten minutes for the last hour.  Why’s that? Got some big important appointment? Or are you just that eager for dinner?”

Pam scowled. “Rob, you meanie! Don’t you tease me!”

Rob chuckled, so Pam just sighed.  

“Okay, I’ll admit it. I think I’m hooked. Your mom’s cooking is great. At first, I had to force myself only because I wasn’t used to eating such big meals.  But now.. I’m actually looking forward to meals! I find I’m not just taking seconds…I need to take thirds!”

Rob put arms around his wife and nuzzled her close.  “I don’t think you’ll be going back to salads when we return to the city.”

“What makes you say that?” asked Pam, as she instinctively buried her face in Rob’s chest.

“Cuz once you’re a country girl, you don’t go back to city ways.  Besides, I am my mother’s son, after all.  You don’t think that I’d go home without a copy of mom’s cookbook, do you?”

Pam’s eyes bulged.  “Oh my Gawd, Rob, you’re kidding…”

“Not at all!”

“Rob, you better not be planning to cook like your mom once we get home!”

“Why not? You seem to love it.”

“Why not?? Cuz I’ll end up as big as a house! I’ll eat until I look like a float in the Macy’s Thanksgiving parade! Is that what you want?”

Rob chuckled. “I told you I like a woman with a little bit of meat on her bones. It’s the country way, after all.”

Pam thought about it for a moment.  Could she imagine a future where she wasn’t a slender, high-fashion diva? Did she dare just let herself grow fat and comfortable?

The prospect didn’t horrify her.  Besides, she thought, her gaze traveling to the new flesh around her middle, she was already on that path right now…

“The country way doesn’t sound so bad to me,” mumbled Pam, a wry smile on her lips.  Boy, would the girls back home be surprised.  She’d sure have a lot of explaining to do when all the people at her old gym and her old yoga studio and her old clothing boutique saw her fill out into a real, 100% juicy country peach.

Rob poked her in her fleshy side to get her attention, jolting Pam from her thoughts. “That’s what I like to hear, Pam. But right now, I thought you were eager to get in to dinner?”

Pam frowned. “C’mon, Rob, stop teasing me! Don’t tell me you’re not just as excited for that good cooking!”

“Relax, Pam, I’m just joking around.  Besides, who can blame you? Mom is making pot roast tonight and Mom’s pot roast is to die for!”

Pam’s eyes lit up.  “That’s why I said we need to hurry!”  She grabbed his hand and pulled him after her as she started to jog toward the farmhouse.  Rob followed, his eyes watching Pam’s booty bounce in the confines of her snug work jeans.

“You know, Pam, my mom was asking me the other day about grandkids…”

Pam stared. “What? Really?”

“Yeah, she noticed you were filling out and…she thought that might be a sign that you might make a good mother.”

Pam grinned. “Well, we can get started working on that after dinner. For now, though, I’m starved!”

“Alright, country gal, don’t run so fast! I’m coming!”

Pam flashed him a pearly smile.  “That’s right, country boy. And don’t you forget it!”

* * *
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