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She was fat, let's face it.  It wasn't always this way, but the last few years, well, things had gone beyond the little tease now haven't they?  She supposed she was all right with the status quo, though sometimes, when her energy is low and she's feeling lethargic, she wonders at just how far she's allowed the little game to go.

Once upon a time, back when she had first met him, first fell under his charms, she thought that she was in control.  This little game of theirs; she could stop it any time she wanted: only she didn't want to.  No, not at first, and she wasn't even sure if she wanted to now, even after all the sideways looks and whispers.  No, she wasn't sure that she didn't really like herself with all the added curves.  Looking down at her folds of belly she often thinks hard about who she is and what she really wants.

It seemed that those answers were as allusive as always.  But did that matter?  Was she any less happy now?  Now that she had gone through her third wardrobe change and those were getting dreadfully tight.  Maybe she missed some of her old high fashion clothes, though she was sure she'd still look good in the styles if only that had them in a big enough size.  She regretted that her wardrobe had shrunken, but realized that it was only practical to not invest too heavily on clothing that she was rapidly outgrowing anyway.

She looked at the rich, brown German beer in her pudgy hand and chuckled.  Small price to pay for being allowed the freedom to swill all the pilsner she wanted without any accompanying guilt.  She liked feeling a little tipsy with a full tummy when he made love to her; it kind of heightened the feeling for her; not that he was a bad lover to begin with.  More like taking a nine and making it a ten and sometimes; oh those wondrous sometimes when everything fell into place and they achieved a oneness that could only be an eleven.  Ah, those times; when she reveled in her poundage and the way he adored and caressed every inch of it.  Yes, that was just fine now wasn't it?  She had to admit that she'd put up with an awful lot of crap just to have that feeling of completeness every now and again.

But still, all this excess was against her upbringing.  But then again so were so many things that were all wonderful and yet forbidden in her strict upbringing.  Yep, so many things were never even talked about back at home, let alone given in to with such relish and abandon.  My, how a simple seed can flower.

The irony of course is the synchronicity of it all.  Being in the right place at the right time; having all roads merge into this one course.  She remembered back two years to when she met him.  She had just left her job as a bike messenger for a higher paying sedentary job with fewer hours.  While initially she missed the rush of exertion and feared that her new job sitting on her ass all day would ruin her figure, she promised herself that she would still ride and exercise.  

It had only been a month later when she first met him, so shiny and perfect in his leather pants and luxurious long blond hair.  He looked like an ad for virility, and his winning smile so captivated her that she soon found herself accepting his offer of dinner.  They dined at a trendy sidewalk tratoria, noshing on the exquisite appetizers while imbibing a hearty Chianti.  She remembers like it was yesterday the way he smiled as she ate with thoughtless abandon, caught in the moment and not even thinking about what kind of message she might be giving him.  He has told her often that her appetite was one of the things that first drew him to her, and has commented often on her obvious lust for life.

After that things became hazy.  She doesn't really remember the first month or two of courting, except that it was fabulous and she was head over heals in love with him.  All she can remember was a continual series of bedroom adventures and hearty meals, all melting into one.  So much for bike riding.  

She didn't remember when she emerged from this blissful state, not that she really completely has, mind you, but at some point the fog lifted and the real world reappeared.  Big deal, as was the six or seven pounds that had appeared as if overnight.  She was so happy and sated that she felt lazy and was actually somewhat bemused by the way her tummy was beginning to pooch out.  It didn't hurt that he was showering her with affection and constantly murmuring what a vision she was.  He was constantly bringing her sweets and covertly dissuading her from exercising by enticing her with exercise of another kind.  

So most of their weekends were spent in bed.  Eating, drinking beer and making love, while in the garage her bicycle was getting covered with a healthy layer of dust.  She was oblivious for the longest time until one summer's day she bent down to tie her shoe and heard the ripping sound of the seam splitting on her thin cotton sundress.  Annoyed, she gazed down at the traitorous seam with her hands on her knees and couldn't help but notice the little bulge of flesh that had poured out.  She followed that bulge around to her belly and realized that it was all part of a continual roll that ran from just above her belly button all the way around to her backside. 

 She ran inside and disrobed before stepping in front of the full-length closet mirror.  She hadn't even glanced in its direction in some time and now the reflection that came back at her was quite a surprise. Her thighs had thickened measurably and were rubbing together almost completely down to her knees.  As she slowly turned she noticed the extra padding on her flared hips and the healthy size of her buttocks.  Her tummy jutted out in a nice curve before returning to her ribcage.  Her breasts seem to have grown as well, seeming heavier and fleshier.  She couldn't believe what she was seeing and in her state of disarray she seemed conflicted.  Part of her was repulsed by the sight of the soft blubber that was encasing her body, but there was another voice that somehow whispered that everything was just fine.  These extra curves and her added softness were sexy, but before she could totally convince herself she'd have to seek his approval.

That night she asked him if he thought that she was getting fat.  He eyed her and grinned as if he knew that this day was coming.  When he told her that yes, she was getting fat; she almost couldn't believe her ears.  She was sure that he wasn't going to condemn her and yet there it was, plain as day.  He must have seen her crestfallen look as he gave out a chuckle and told her that she had misunderstood.  Yes she had gained weight, that much was obvious, but what she should ask herself is whether or not this was a bad thing.  

As she obviously didn't understand he continued by explaining to her that, although she was pretty and sexy when they had first met, he thought that she was much prettier now with the extra twenty pounds on her, and would probably be even sexier with another twenty or thirty.  She patted her fleshy tummy and told him that he couldn't possibly think that the extra pounds were sexy.  

"Oh yes I can and I do" he replied, adding that he wouldn't mind at all if she got really, really fat, not just another thirty pounds but seventy or eighty, even a hundred pounds more. 

 She remembered blinking several times in stunned disbelief.  He vanished into the pantry only to immediately return with a box of chocolate truffles, a big smile and an invitation into the bedroom where he promised to show her just how much a man could cherish a larger woman.

From there it was all over.  She abandoned herself to his whims, not just out of some subservience or desire to please him, but for herself as well.  She loved the indulgence, loved the feeling of freedom; freedom to eat as much as she wanted, whenever she wanted for her man loved every inch of her.

At his encouragement they started doing photo shoots, preserving for posterity her transformation from plain skinny girl to sexy voluptuous woman.  He started posting her pictures on the internet and all the admiration of her newfound fans more than counterbalanced the few snide remarks and rude posts that called her a fat pig and other non-imaginative names.  She forgave them these barbs as she realized that it was just a different mental space and it was their inability to deal with her weight that was the problem, not the weight itself.

Of course there were times when she had those slight tinges of doubt herself as her body has continued to swell, but it seems that he always senses these things and does something extra special to vanquish those nagging doubts.  Or at least it seems that way.  Perhaps she just hits these momentary speed bumps and then her own self-acceptance kicks in and she returns to being one with her girth.  Good thing too, for at last count she had crested the two hundred pound barrier, having gained eighty pounds of fat in two years.  

She had thought that two hundred was going to be some kind of magic number, that it would trigger some effect in her, but no, it was just another number and meant nothing compared to the way she felt about her body.  She often caught herself feeling her extra girth; in wonder at the way her fat wobbled when she moved, and loving the feeling of her swollen belly as it bulged between her legs after a hefty meal.  She felt extra sexy when she felt her breasts swaying as she moved and loved the feeling of her clothes stretched tight against her pudgy tummy. 

It was all about a heightened sensuality.  And she was so in love with him and the way he made her feel, in addition to how she enjoyed the way she felt that she wouldn't have traded these last two years for anything.  She had no desire to return to those one hundred and twenty pound, flat bellied days even if she could have waved a magic wand.  No, if anything she'd use that magic wand to go the other way, although that would deprive her of the joy of getting there.  No, she meant to keep enjoying herself and if her weight continued to rise, so what, as long as she was healthy.  She had taken to long walks and leisurely bike rides to ensure just that.

She had no goal in mind, but figured that at some point she'd probably end up doubling her starting weight.  Two forty.  After that what did it matter?  She was fat and in all likelihood was going to get fatter as she could honestly see no reason to stop pleasuring herself.  She poured herself another frosted glass of beer and gave a silent toast: to me, to him and to my fat body.  May they all continue to grow in love and harmony.  Then she took a large swallow, tasting the bittersweet blend and feeling the coolness as the liquid coursed down her throat and into her soft, jiggly belly.

